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Chapter 17


Maybe hoping that I would ask was a bit of an
overstatement on Tristyn’s part and we probably should have defined
things a little better, but I was running short of time to get to
work and we were both excited by the possibilities of what could
happen.

We were lust-drunk.

We promised each other to work out the details.

I was halfway to my office when I remembered
that Tristyn had previously said that she and Brad had been part of
the swinging lifestyle years ago, but had stopped. She hadn’t given
me all the details, but it was obvious something had happened that
changed the dynamic in their marriage that either one or the both
of them didn’t like.

And here I was pushing her back into that
lifestyle.

Sort of.

After all, she hadn’t said no.

The important thing was that I needed at least
one other person to be ready and able to nurse from me when Garrett
was otherwise occupied. 

I was determined that he was going to be my
primary, but after playing a little with Brad and Tristyn, I knew
that I couldn’t be exclusive to him. I didn’t want to be exclusive
to him...and Garrett was okay with that. 

It was weird, but I sort of
liked
my new life.

I went into the office in a positive mindset
and got right to work.

And then Soren wandered into my office. I
glared at him.

He smiled back at me and closed the
door.

“We’re not doing anything in
here,” I said quickly. “What happened the other day was a
mistake.”

Soren placed a hand on his chest. “I’m
wounded. Yes, what we did in the heat of the moment wasn’t planned,
but it wasn’t a mistake either.”

“I’m not leaving my boyfriend for
you,” I said quickly and firmly.

He laughed at me. “Good. I don’t want you to
leave your boyfriend. The last thing I want is a relationship with
anyone.”

I knew that Soren was that sort of guy. I
shouldn't have been surprised, but I was. 

“Oh.”

He smiled and nodded. “Now, about your
tits…”

I reflexively
crossed my arms in front of my chest in
a protective gesture. “Stop staring at my chest and don’t be
crude.”

Soren smirked. That was
the
natural expression on his face. “Are you still
lactating?”

He obviously knew nothing about what I was
going through.

“Yes,” I answered. I shouldn’t
have said shit to him. I should have kicked him out of my
office. 

“Hot. Want me to suck the milk
out?” I swear he would have waggled his eyebrows at me if he
thought it was charming. 

“No.”

He frowned. “Disappointing. I’d love to taste
your milk again.”

I glowered at him. “Like I said. That was a
mistake.”

“The way you were panting and
moaning, I’m pretty sure you loved it.”

“A mistake.”

I hated that my pussy was getting moist with
anticipation of him possibly fucking me. I hated that my tits were
starting to let down my milk.

Fuck.

Full of self-confidence that he didn’t deserve
to have, Soren just nodded and gave me the smile that practically
caused my pussy to gush amrita in anticipation of his cock’s
invasion. “Well, the offer stands. You ever need a mouth to give
you a little relief, you know where to find me.” He paused. “And if
you have any other needs as well.”

Without another word, he turned around and
walked out of my office.

I couldn’t help but stare at his ass as he
left.

That didn’t leave my panties any
drier.


The bout of honesty and
soul-baring between Garrett and me actually helped our
relationship. Who would have guessed that? Ten minutes after I got
home from work, he was at my door…with flowers no
less.

“What did you do?” I asked
suspiciously as I let him in.

“Nothing!” he said quickly. “I
swear it! You deserve flowers for no reason at all.”

“Hmm…” I was suspicious, but I was
also bursting at the bra. I was starting to think that my
lascivious thoughts caused my tits to go into overdrive when it
came to milk production.

It wasn’t just my brief encounter with Soren
that got my tits making too much milk. It was my conversation
throughout the day via text with Tristyn. We worked out all the
details and as much as it frightened me what she wanted to do, it
also excited me. Brad was little more than a tool of her fantasies;
I was okay with that. The weird thing was Garrett was in the same
position as Brad. I wanted him to do certain things and I wasn’t
going to take no for an answer. 

In fact, telling me no to what Tristyn and I
had worked out would be a major problem.

I smelled the flowers and brought
them into the kitchen. I had only one vase in my apartment that was
appropriate for flowers. Garrett watched as I filled it with water
and placed it on the table, putting the bouquet in the vase to
admire it.

Then I sat down at the table and turned the
chair enough so I wasn’t trapped between the table and the
chair. 

Without a word, I opened up my blouse and
loosened the flaps to the nursing bra I had been wearing all
day.

Garrett watched me intently.

The pads I had inside the bra needed to be
changed. I tossed them aside.

I could feel Garrett’s eyes riveted to my
exposed nipples. They weren’t dripping. Not yet, but it wouldn’t
take much.

“You look so fucking sexy,” he
breathed. “So hot.” He stood awkwardly halfway across the
kitchen.

He wasn’t as handsome as Soren but I spotted
the familiar bulge in his pants. I wanted to see that cock, but I
had other needs that he had to see to first.

I pointed to the hard tile floor in front of
me. “You know what to do.”

He nodded and knelt without a word of
complaint. 

I wasn’t sure I was sexy or hot. It was weird
to be wearing a nursing bra to work, but I was getting used to my
new role in life. 

I sighed in contentment when his lips circled
around my nipple, drew it into his mouth, and gently
sucked.

It took hardly any effort at all for him to
release my milk. I could feel the warm, creamy liquid flood into
his mouth. It was rushing out so quickly that he could barely
swallow fast enough to empty his mouth before I refilled it. After
the first mouthful he sucked and swallowed greedily.

I loved it. I had to pinch off my other nipple
to keep it from leaking, but that was the price I had to pay. I was
happy to pay that price.

Knowing the tile floor had to be killing his
knees, but also not really caring at the same time, I allowed
myself to get lost in the sensations.

My nipples and areolas had grown over the
weeks from when Garrett started sucking my tits and making me
lactate. They were bigger, not huge, but I noticed the difference.
Even the areolas were larger and raised. I liked the change in my
body. 

More than just the visual difference, I liked
how it made it easier for me to climax. I just let Garrett do his
job and I knew I would come.

When he started to move off my right nipple to
give the left the attention it was due, I held his head in place
and forced him to keep going on the one that was mostly
drained.

“Don’t stop,” I hissed at him.
“Keep sucking me dry. Make me cum.”

Garrett didn’t need to be told
twice. 

He sucked harder. His arms circled around me.
I pinched my left nipple harder. It was painful and intense and I
never wanted it to stop.

There was a flash of light as I came. I’m sure
the flash was in my imagination, but that only made it
better.

Garrett peered up at me. “More?” he
asked.

I pushed his face over to my left breast.
“Again,” I ordered.

He set right to work. I had stopped pinching
my left nipple and gently cupped my right. I could feel it was
smaller and softer. Even though I had just cum and the breast was
devoid of any easily accessible milk, I pinched the nipple and
rolled it back and forth. It was more pain than pleasure, but that
didn’t matter because almost all the sensations were overwashed by
Garrett sucking on the fresh breast.

As much as I wanted to lean back into the
chair I forced myself to lean forward, better offering my tits to
him.

It was intense and I was already
primed. It didn’t take much for me to reach my second orgasm. When
I came, I swear my body forced out my
milk like a fire hose into Garrett’s mouth.

He didn’t complain or he couldn’t complain. I
didn’t care which it was.

He knew I came. I wasn’t quiet about it, but
he didn’t stop nursing and that was perfect.

Just as my breast was giving up the last of my
milk, I came a third time.

Only then did I allow Garrett to pull
away.

“Enough?” I asked him.

“The floor is killing my
knees.”

I smiled and looked down at my tits. They were
oddly framed by the triangles of straps that supported the cups of
my bra. Maybe it was sort of sexy.

There was no reason to pull up the cups and
cover myself.

I had other ideas.

“Stand up,” I told my
boyfriend.

He didn’t question me why.

As soon as he was on his feet, I reached for
his belt and started to open up his pants.

“You don’t have to,” he
said.

I smiled up at him. “I know. I want to. And
don’t be stupid. What sort of man willingly says no to a
blowjob?”

“Uh…” was his answer. He didn’t
get a word out as I wrapped my lips around his cockhead and
sucked.

I tasted the salty flavor of his
slippery precum. Had evolution caused
humanity to refine the flavors of sex (amrita, precum, semen, milk,
saliva, and everything else) or was that just a coincidence? Did we
like the flavors of the sex juices our bodies made or did we like
them because they were associated with sex?

I wasn’t going to be able to answer those
complicated questions. I was too busy giving my boyfriend a very
calculated blowjob because I was about to tell him that he and I
were going to start doing things that maybe he had never imagined
himself doing or witnessing his girlfriend doing, but I was going
to do them all the same and he could either come along for the fun
or be left in the dirt.

It was lovely that he had gotten hard when he
was nursing from me. Either Garrett had a deep-seated milk fetish,
and I was all for that, or he had developed a milk fetish after he
induced me to lactate, and I was fine with that. Or maybe sucking
on a willing woman’s tits always got Garrett hard. It didn’t matter
to me. I was happy with the results.

I gave an enthusiastic blowjob, cupping the
balls, stroking the shaft, sucking as hard as I could, running my
tongue down the underside, and as a teasing gesture, taking his
balls into my mouth.

Garrett just breathed heavily as I fellated
him
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