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Chapter Six

 


The next day I had a meeting with Rich that I
couldn’t avoid. “You’re passing up a prime opportunity here,
Molly,” Rich said to me as I gathered my files from his office
table.

I sighed. “I’m not going to have sex with
you, Rich. Even if your wife is out of town.” I paused a moment.
“Especially if your wife is out of town.”

He changed tactics. “How’s that new boyfriend
of yours working out, Molly? What’s his name? Bob? Does he mind
that your tits are leaking milk all the time?”

The entire past month Rich had spent most of
his free time at work staring at my tits. I didn’t mind that so
much. Most of the straight men in my office spent a lot of their
free time staring at the tits of every woman in our office. I have
to say, as a point of pride, that most of them were staring at my
chest. A week previous Rich had figured out that I was still
lactating; he noticed that I had strange bulges under my shirt. I
had broken down and started buying the largest nursing pads I could
find. I wasn’t leaking that much, but I couldn’t afford the office
busybodies to gossip about me any more than they already did.

“Not that it’s any business of yours, but
we’re doing fine.” I left out the fact that Blue was probably going
to dump me the minute my tits dried up. “And his name is Allen, not
Bob.”

He smirked. “Sounds like you two are on the
outs. Just keep me in mind for when you get lonely. It’s been too
long since you’ve had a taste of good cock. I bet you Bob doesn’t
compare to me.”

Actually Blue more than measured up to Rich’s
cock. Blue didn’t slam it into the way I liked, but when you had
sex with an alien, you had to make little adjustments to your
sexual expectations. “He’s more than you’ll ever be, Rich. And his
name is Allen, not Bob.”

He tilted his head at me. “You sure it’s not
Bob?” he asked, an assholish smirk on his perfectly formed lips and
beautiful face. “You know, battery operated boyfriend.”

“Ha-fucking-ha.” I marched out of the office,
dumped my files on my desk, and headed for the bathroom. There, in
the relative privacy of a bathroom stall, I opened up my shirt and
felt inside my bra. My breasts were still heavy and full of milk.
The pads were still in place and only slightly damp. I was still
lactating and not drying up.

 


“When do you think I’ll dry up?” I asked Blue
as he attached his mouth to my heavy breast that night. “Will it be
slow? Will it take days or weeks?”

He had already told me a month would be the
top amount of time I’d lactate and we were on the edge of that time
frame already.

“Shortly.” He answered taking a quick breath
between sucking. It was amazing he breathed the same air as humans
considering he was from another dimension and all. “It will happen
very rapidly, less than a day.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned as he went back to nursing
from my. My toes curled and I pushed myself toward orgasm. I loved
it when I came just from his mouth on my nipple. He hadn’t
proceeded to put his hand between my legs yet. That was good. That
worked well for my plan. “Can I suck your cock when you’re done
tonight?”

That question roused him up from his feeding
trance.

“You do not need to perform that act,” he
informed me. “I take little to no pleasure in our coupling.”

That was a shock considering it was like the
Great Flood inside my pussy after every time we fucked—or whatever
you call it what we were doing.

“You don’t like having sex with me?” I was a
little bit hurt to be honest.

He tilted his head in that way I found
annoying when I knew he was going to say something that was going
to piss me off but to him was just factual data. “I am not in pain
when we couple, but when we perform the analogue of your sexual
congress, I do not experience the same sensations you do. Most of
my pleasure is taken in feeding from your breasts.”

So he liked eating better than sex. “So
explain why you shoot a load of cum in my pussy every time we
fuck,” I demanded.

“It is an autonomic function to keep your
body’s metabolism in proper alignment to keep producing me for me.
It is a struggle to keep your body’s chemistry in balance to
produce the right amount of milk with the correct nutrients for
me.”

“You’re always so romantic,” I told him. “So
what you’re actually saying is that when you cum inside me, it’s
just a way to make sure my tits are working at their peak function
for you.”

He nodded once, slowly. “Yes. That is
correct.”

“I feel so used.”

He tilted his head again. “You should not.
You have received much sexual pleasure for your lactation efforts.
And I have also corrected a mild amount of liver damage. Apparently
you used to consume too much alcohol in the past. I would not
recommend resuming such large amounts in the future.”

Okay, I wasn’t a drunk, but I had attended
more than my fair share of parties in college. After college I
spent too much time at bars hunting for guys. It was easier to give
an ugly guy head if I was a little bit drunk. Or a lot drunk.
“Thanks. I guess.”

“You are welcome.”

“So how about tonight instead of us having
sex that you don’t really enjoy I just suck your cock and you can
play with my pussy.” I grinned. “Extra thumbs are something I’ve
really come to appreciate in a lover.”

Once more my suggestions of sex games beyond
him just draining my milk and then, maybe, him sort-of fucking me
fell on unfeeling ears. I didn’t know if his ears worked in any way
similarly to human ears. And I still didn’t know if blue-skinned
aliens had feelings and emotions in any way similar to human
emotions. “There is no reason for you to do that,” he told me. “It
does nothing for me and there is a real risk of injury to you.”

I laughed off his concern. “Trust me. I’ve
sucked bigger cocks than yours.” I stopped and paused because that
was a partial lie. “Okay, maybe not nearly as thick, but certainly
longer. And sometimes a girl likes to go down on a guy because it
gives her pleasure to make him cum. Wouldn’t you like that?”

“It wouldn’t give me any pleasure,” he
reported to me.

I sighed. He obviously wasn’t getting my
point. “Yeah. I get that. But I still want to suck your cock.” I
looked at him but he just stared at me, blinking twice as was his
habit. “Just let me suck your cock, all right? You can put your
fingers up my pussy. I know you like doing that even though you say
you don’t care either way.”

He stared another long moment at me and then
nodded, once, slowly. “That would be acceptable.” Then he lowered
his mouth to my breast again and continued drinking my milk.

“Such the romantic,” I sighed at him. Blue
didn’t say anything at all to me. That was fine because I was
already heading back to a new little peak of pleasure. I’ve had
lovers before who treated my tits as chew toys, but Blue treated
them gently. He sucked and released, never too hard, but just hard
enough so I could feel my milk being drawn out. That in itself gave
me pleasure, just the liberation of my milk. It was odd, but I had
quickly become accustomed to it. Added to that strange sensation
was the stimulation of the nerves in my nipples which I had
experienced before with all my partners. And Blue would usually
tease or pinch or roll my free nipple when he was feeding on me.
Those three factors combines were usually enough to push me over
the edge to a mild climax.

I would have let Blue drink my milk for the
rest of my life. Every time he made me cum with his mouth or his
fingers or his cock my brain went into some weird epileptic fit of
ecstasy. After a few weeks I was sure he was changing the way my
brain worked, like drugs change the chemical makeup of an addict’s
brain. Maybe it was exactly the same thing for me. I might have
been addicted to the orgasms and sensations Blue gave me. I’ll
admit it. It didn’t bother me at the moment. What bothered me was
that it would shortly end. I was afraid to go into withdrawal.

How much would that hurt? How much
psychological damaged would it do me.

And would I ever be able to get those
sensations back with a human lover?

Blue gave me two little orgasms that
night—barely worth the effort of giving him my tits—but that was
probably because I was distracted by my thoughts. When he was done
and my milk had been drained for the night, I turned myself around
so we were lying next to each other on the bed, my head near his
groin and his near mind.

“What are you doing?” he asked me.

“This.” I lowered my mouth onto his cock and
sucked as much of the writhing muscle into my throat as possible.
All at once my tongue and lips started to go numb; I expected that.
I relaxed my throat muscle as much as possible while pushing my
head forward and sucking, trying to get his large muscle as far
down as possible. I wanted to consume him—not actually eat him, but
have him in me as deeply as was humanly possible. I tried as hard
as I could, but I couldn’t get it all the way down
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