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Chapter One

 


When she brought the towels into the laundry room,
Jacki saw Kara’s bra’s drying on a rack. Jacki’s new friend did the
same thing she did with her bras; they were too expensive to risk
washing and drying in the machines. Hand wash and hang dry was the
only way to go.

 Of course, Jacki’s bras
were either ordinary or sort-of sexy. The one’s Kara had hanging up
were nursing bras.

Kara’s youngest was ten years old, just like
Jacki’s.

Okay, while Kara was rather well-endowed she
certainly didn’t need to be wearing the extra-supportive nursing
bras. Though it did explain a lot about why she tended to wear
blouses that covered up everything, even as it was obvious she had
huge tits.

She came back from the laundry room thinking about
what she had seen. The kids were finishing up whatever it was they
had done for their science project. Since it was in Kara’s house
she was happy to help because it didn’t involve her having to clean
up a giant mess. Of the four kids in the group, the other two had
already been picked up by their parents, only Kara’s and Jacki’s
remained. Kara’s older son was hiding upstairs.

While she was sure she was acting like a creepy
teenage boy, Jacki couldn’t help but keep stealing glances at
Kara’s chest as they continued to pick up. More than once Jacki
found herself outright staring at Kara’s tits.

They were impressive, but why was she wearing
nursing bras?

Eventually everything settled down, their two kids
went to the living room to play video games and Kara sat down with
Jacki at the kitchen table. Jacki hadn’t realized how incredibly
difficult it would be to make new friends when she had moved hours
away from home after her divorce, but then discovered the parents
she met through her son’s school was a great source of new
people.

Kara had quickly become her best friend.

And now she knew a secret about Kara that was
churning at her gut.

She had to ask.

Jacki wished that Kara had offered some wine. It was
always easier to pass off stupid questions as the alcohol
talking.

“Why are you still wearing nursing bras?” she
suddenly burst out, changing the conversation from logistics of
moving the science project off the kitchen table and into the back
of Kara’s family van.

Kara was slightly taken aback by the question,
mostly because it came from nowhere. “What?”

“I saw your bras drying in the laundry room,” Jacki
quickly explained. “It just got me wondering.”

“Oh. Well, they’re comfortable and I still use
them,” she said off-handedly. “Didn’t you breast feed your son? I
always found my nursing bras very comfortable.”

“Yes, but…the flaps and everything. They were comfy,
but not at all sexy.”

There was a moment of resistance, but Kara couldn’t
help herself, or maybe she wanted to spill her secret. “Sometimes
it’s sexy to certain people,” she said, trying to maintain an air
of mystery but Jacki was just confused.

“How could that be sexy…?”

Kara’s face went from mysterious to a broad smile.
“Well…my husband.”

“He’s into industrial strength lingerie?”

“No. He’s into…um…big boobs.”

Jacki scoffed. “Aren’t most men?” she asked, looking
down at her rather small chest with a rueful expression.

“Some are. Some aren’t.”

“You don’t have to worry about me stealing your
husband,” Jacki joked, pushing her chest forward to emphasize her
shape and intentionally showing how small her tits were.

“Okay, well, with Will, it isn’t so much the size as
the contents,” Kara said, half screaming on the inside that she
shouldn’t be saying anything, but half wishing that she was saying
more. Secrets were hard for her to keep.

“Contents?” Jacki was lost.

Sucking in a deep breath, Kara braced herself and
confessed. “I’m still lactating from when Bobby was
breastfeeding.”

Slowly everything clicked into place for Jacki.
“And…Will…your husband…he’s into that.”

Now it was Kara’s turn to push her chest forward and
show off her impressive mammaries. “Yes. Isn’t it obvious?”

Jacki laughed nervously. “Well, liking them big is
one thing, what you’re saying is another.” Her face was flushed and
her knees were trembling; she was glad she was sitting down.

Her nervousness seemed to spread to Kara. “I
mean…who doesn’t have a little kink they indulge in, right?”

“Right,” Jacki agreed. But she couldn’t let it rest.
That was too risky. “But I’ve never heard of yours before. I
mean…your husband likes breast milk?” She tried not to sound too
judgmental so she followed it with a compliment. “I mean, that must
take a lot of dedication. When did Bobby stop breastfeeding?”

“Basically at a year old.”

Jacki was impressed. “And you’ve kept this going
for…nine years!?” She let out an exclamatory whoop. “Wow!”

Kara nodded along in agreement. “Well, if it’s
something a man loves…”

“He’ll do whatever it takes to make it work,” Jacki
finished. “Still, that’s an amazing amount of dedication on your
part.”

“I suppose…” Kara said modestly and nervously. This
was a kink she had only ever discussed with her husband and
anonymously on the internet. It was an intimate secret to be
sharing with someone she had known only a few months.

“It seemed like it took forever for my milk to come
in,” Jacki went on. “And when it did, it was in consistent for a
long time. And then when Jay weaned himself—too early for me—I went
through a tremendous amount of pain. Full hard tits hurt!”

“That’s sort of how Will and I stumbled into it. My
boobs were hurting so he helped me out with a little…oral relief.
He didn’t mind the taste. We both got used to him draining me every
night…and here we are.”

“I feel like you’re skipping over a lot of
details.”

Before Kara could answer, the kids came back to the
kitchen, ending the conversation.

 


It was late when Jacki got home with Jay. Her
boyfriend Alex wasn’t going to be visiting her tonight, which was
fine because she was exhausted.

Exhausted but horny.

After getting Jay to bed she was glad for some alone
time. Instead of wasting it watching television, she made the most
of the opportunity.

She hadn’t stopped thinking about her conversation
with Kara and she fully intended to continue it, but she couldn’t
stop thinking about the milk that was inside Kara’s tits. Maybe she
was just jealous.

Taking off her shirt and small bra, she proceeded to
examine her breasts. She hovered between cup sizes, either a too
small A or a not enough B. Staring at herself in the mirror she
couldn’t help but think she was acting like a teenaged girl who
wished her boobs would grow bigger and faster.

There were advantages to having small tits, but that
didn’t make her not be jealous. Being in her mid-thirties was bad
enough, but she could see the faded stretch marks on her tits. They
weren’t obvious, but they were there from when Jay had nursed from
her.

Still, her nipples were nicely-sized and capper by
silver-dollar sized areolas. Cute was the best way to describe her
look, especially with her short hair and slim hips. Her hands came
up to her nipples, to lightly pull and tease them. It felt good.
Really good.

She didn’t want think about what was half-hidden in
her bedside drawer, but she couldn’t stop thinking about it. What
she wanted to think about was her tits and making them grow.

She wanted to make Kara’s husband jealous. She
wanted to tempt Will, a man she had never met, away from his wife.
Apparently the only way to do that was to suddenly start
lactating.

Her fingers had been busy with her nipples and
boobs. It took a good amount of pressure to cause her pain. They
might be small nipples, but they were tough. They had to be the way
her son had so aggressively nursed on her a decade ago.

It had turned her on, but not enough.

With a sigh Jacki let go of her nipples to unbutton
her jeans and strip herself naked. The mirror she had been gazing
into only went to her waist, but it was low enough to show the top
edge of the little strip of black hair that hid her pussy lips from
easy view. Turning away from the mirror she went to the bedside
drawer and pulled it open. Hidden deep inside it were her two
favorite toys, the ones she couldn’t let anyone know about, not
even Alex. She silently said thanks to the good people at Amazon
who allowed her to have some anonymity and set aside the
vibrator.

The dildo was what interested her at the moment. It
was larger than any man she had ever fucked; that’s why she liked
it. She couldn’t let Alex know about it because he’d be upset and
jealous. Going to her small, private bathroom, she firmly placed
the dildo with its suction cup base onto the tiled floor. It stood
up stronger than most men’s erections.

Double checking that the bedroom door was locked,
she then locked herself into the bathroom, placed her feet on
either side of the disembodied dildo, and lowered herself onto
it.

The only way she could maintain her balance was to
steady herself with one hand on the edge of the bathtub. She was
still fit enough to pump her thighs, lifting herself up and down on
the lovely phallus. Just playing with her nipples had gotten her
wet enough to let the silicon shaft easily slide into her pussy.
That was one thing about her body that Jacki loved; just a bit of
nipple play had her ready for almost anything in the bedroom.

She couldn’t stop thinking about Kara’s tits while
she masturbated in a fashion that was clearly nontraditional, but
it always worked for her. Maybe some women liked just pressing a
vibrator to their clits, and that would work for Jacki as well, but
she preferred to get herself off with as little mechanical
assistance as possible.

It didn’t take too much effort to make herself
orgasm tonight. She had barely ridden the fake cock for two minutes
before her body pleasantly quivered with the release of pent up
energy and need. She rested a moment, the cock all the way inside
her pussy, her bottom just barely resting on the cool tiles, before
she lifted herself off and leaned against the wall for a minute to
recover.

It wasn’t enough. Jacki could tell that right away.
She wasn’t sure if it was a curse or a blessing to have such a
powerful sex drive.

Maybe it was because she was distracted when she was
getting herself off, but since she didn’t want to use the vibrator
that always left her pussy tingling and slightly sore, she had
another idea. It was crazy, but it was a good night to explore
crazy.

Walking naked from the bathroom after disengaging
the dildo from the floor and giving it a quick rinse in the sink
before tossing it on the bed, she opened her closet and began
hunting. Jacki had a good idea where her little treasure was.

The case was in a plastic tote. She held her breath
when she took it out because she wasn’t certain if it would still
work. It didn’t need to be sterile clean, not for what she wanted
to do, but it needed to work.

The little hand pump had always been a bit of an
annoyance when she had to use it to express her milk while at work.
It had lasted only a couple of months before she had given up.

But she hadn’t forgotten how it felt.

There was a little thrill of pain, but there was a
lot of pleasure associated with the tiny action of squeezing the
handle and feeling all that pressure and suction on her nipple. She
felt it all the way to the core of her being.

Kneeling on the bed, naked, with a small manual
breast pump pressed to her right nipple, Jacki should have felt a
little bit foolish. She didn’t. She was incredibly turned on.

With each squeeze of the handle she felt her nipple
drawn forward by the suction. There was just a bit of pinching, but
that was good. It was almost as good as having a partner sucking on
her nipple while pinching the other. She wasn’t coordinated enough
to pinch one nipple and pump the other, so she let herself be
satisfied by the pumping alone.

Jacki knew it was going to be enough. She couldn’t
get the vision of Kara’s milk-filled tits out of her head. She
wanted to see Kara spray her milk from her nipples. In her mind she
was filling in the intimate details she had no way of knowing. Even
as she dreamed this, she was wishing her tits will swell up, full
of milk, so that she could offer her milk to Alex. To Will. To
Kara. Especially to Kara.

When she came, it was a giant relief. A giant wave
of shame washed over Jacki as she realized what she had been doing
to herself. Her right breast hurt and she wasn’t making any milk
and she had masturbated to dirty visions of her friend.

And she knew she wasn’t going to stop.
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