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		John Greenleaf Whittier

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		It was December 17th, eight days before Christmas. I was bored out of my skull! Damn Aunt Jacqueline and her eccentricities. She left her entire estate to me, but I had to spend the holidays in her mountain cabin. That was just dandy but the unexpected winter storm or as they call it in the area, a Nor'easter, left us with no electricity, running water, anything! All we had was food and wood between us and six cases of Kim Crawford Sauvignon Blanc.

		"We" were myself and several of my former sorority sisters. There was counting me, Kait, Gina, and Simone, Linda and Anne, Peggy, and Lily. For several of the women, it was a reprieve from being stuck at home having just had babies; Linda, Simone Lily and Gina. This was a vacation away from that confinement and they really enjoyed the fact they were stranded. There were some serious draw backs without electricity, water had to be gotten from outside at a pump. And speaking of pumps the four women still nursing babies couldn't use the electric breast pumps, the brought and forgot their manual one's, causing more than a bit of discomfort. 

		Still, I wasn't going to stay there alone at Christmas, and they were the only girls kind enough (or stupid enough) to agree to spend two weeks atop Mount Mansfield in Northern Vermont.

		Over the course of days we had fallen into a routine. Kait had brought a lot of books, and we had read them. Gina had brought board games, and we played them a lot, too. I brought the food and the booze.

		But that had worn thin in a hurry. I couldn't read another book or play another game of Monopoly. I wondered what Aunt Jacqueline had done and knew where to look. Aunt Jacqueline had kept a diary. I forced myself to read through them (there were over thirty volumes!).

		Aunt Jacqueline hadn't been alone on her winters here, either. An old friend of hers had shared every winter but the last one, the one that claimed Aunt Jacqueline. Her body had lain in the living room for four months, preserved by the cold, until someone came to investigate.

		In May!

		I learned of her death just before my graduation from high school. I still sometimes thought I could smell the stink her body must have made.

		I found the passage I was looking for, in one of the earliest ones, the one when she'd first bought the place, and was sharing it with her friend Tina.

		"Tina and I played poker all through December, but shortly before Christmas, I'd won all her money and we were in a pickle. I offered to give it back to her, but she refused.

		"'What can you offer for the chips?' I asked her.

		"Tina smiled. 'Let's play another game.'

		"So that was what we did, we decided to wrestle each other in a two out of three contest each day, each day the winner got an hour of servitude from the winner. We wrestled each day, when a winner was declared by either of us, and then the loser waited on the winner hand and foot until the next session."

		"That's it!" I shouted, and brought the others running to see what had happened. They were bored, too.

		"What is it?" they demanded.

		I showed them the diary entry.

		"That's how we'll keep from going crazy this Christmas! We wrestle, and the losers act as slaves for the winners!"

		They seemed doubtful but were just as bored as I was. A week till Christmas this cabin surrounded by snow, and another week more to go until New Year's and hopefully freedom. It was worth serious consideration.

		"Let me read that." Kait said. She was a slender woman, a marathon runner whose muscles were long whips along her frame.

		 She shaved her entire body, (I caught her at it once) "to cut down wind resistance" she said. Pubic hair? We had shared a lot of confidences in our years at school. Kait and Gina had been in some of my classes, each willing to wait a year before entering grad school, in return for "expenses" for the winter. Kait intended to be a professional runner, and actually went out into the snow every morning and ran for an hour or so.

		Gina looked over her shoulder. Gina was much bigger than Kait, at least in her musculature. Gina kept in shape by weightlifting, and her muscles showed it with rounded bulges all over her shoulders and the ripples in her washboard-like stomach. Weigh training had really toned her breasts, and she had the perpetual look of indifference on her square face. She looked great for just having a baby three months ago.

		Kait thumbed several pages beyond where I had. "Do you know what sorts of things they did?" she asked.

		"No."

		"Made each other wear only a g-string, even when they had to go outside. Or silly costumes. Or antlers attached to their heads. Made each other massage them and...." she trailed off. "Anything at all. The winner got to do whatever she liked."

		We all pondered this in our separate ways.

		"It'd break the monotony, all right." Gina said with an evil glint in her eye. "Okay, I'm in if the rest of you are. Elena?"

		I shrugged. "I suggested it."

		Kait slammed the diary shut, releasing a cloud of dust. "I'm in." she announced.

		"When do we play?" Simone asked.

		Linda answered. "Three o'clock in the afternoon. That's when they did it. It let the loser fix supper and do the chores."

		"Here's how we can set it up. We will put rook, bishop, knight and queen of each color from the chess set,  in a hat. Each of us draws a piece and keeps it hidden. After the pieces are drawn, match your piece with the person with the opposite colored piece and that will be the pairings.

		I looked at my watch. "It's 2:30 now. I'll get the chess set and hat. I think I remember where they are."

		"I'll make the G-strings." Lily said. "The diary says how."

		Peggy shrugged. "I'll get the mats and Anne can get the snacks then."

		We all retired to the bedrooms and returned in our panties and bras. The drawings were completed and the pairings were assigned. It was amazing the way it ended up.

		***

		Both Simone and me remained on our knees, unable to overpower the other. We were moving closer to each other inch by inch, until our breasts touched, divided only by our bras. Simone let out a gasp and weakened her grasp for a second, and I used this opportunity to strike. I let go with my right hand and wrapped my right arm around Simone's neck. I pushed forward, using my whole strength to topple Simone backwards, and when we fell to the ground I used my weight to keep Simone pinned.

		I tried to wrap my legs around Simone's, but she had already recovered from her surprise, and our legs became intertwined, sliding and rubbing against each other, but neither getting the upper hand.

		The feeling of my bare legs against Simone's made me shiver, and I imagined for a moment all the things both of us would do after I defeated my opponent. That small lapse cost me however, as Simone stopped trying to push me off with her free arm, and instead grabbed a handful of my black panties. I could see her breasts were starting to leek through her bra.

		"So, you think this will help you?" Simone asked in a mocking tone. "You'll be kissing my ass yeeaaargh...!"

		She was interrupted by me as I shoved a finger into her butt hole, fingering it while continuing to eat Simone out at the same time.

		"N... no... stop"

		Simone's voice was breaking, and her breathing was becoming ragged. She tried to swat my hands away, but when doing that she made the mistake of letting go of my leg, and I immediately used the chance. I bucked, and when Simone lost her balance, and my legs wrapped around her head like twin pythons.

		Simone's moans were shorter and shorter, but she didn't give up yet. Instead, she returned to assaulting my pussy with her tongue and fingers. I felt the heat in my body rising higher and higher, and with my thoughts fleeing I knew I wouldn't last long, but Simone must have been close to orgasm too, as I could feel her pussy contracting quicker and quicker. I concentrated on the fingering and licking, while being worked over myself, until a white light filled my mind, my body shuddered, and I reached a shattering climax.

		Simone and I rested a second and then she pulled my up by the arms and led me back to the bedroom to retrieve her interrupted orgasm. Her breast by now were leaking quite a bit now and it made me think of that situation.

		Have you ever seen a nipple and aureola distended after breastfeeding? The aureoles becomes dark brown with milk nodes standing proud. The nipple, swollen and engorged, stands out and is swollen to over an inch in length. when looking at a nipple that has been sucked on you can almost imagine it fitting perfectly into a mouth and down a person's throat, with its sweet milk gushing out.

		Have you ever tasted breast milk? It is thin and smooth in texture and very sweet. It is an acquired taste, which when given by a lover is addictive. It is so alluring to be entrusted with this most sensual act of sharing with one another. I found myself drawn back time and time again. Simone says that she is enveloped with such an overwhelming feeling of closeness that is both erotic and emotionally bonding at the same time, a sense of giving and receiving at the same time.

		Have you ever drawn milk from a woman's breast? The act of a woman lifting her breast invitingly towards your lips is such a beautiful sight, that speaks of willingly offering an intense closeness with another, that draws you in to be so close with another and to become attuned to their needs and desires as your mouth draws milk in over your tongue for the first time.

		The nipple, to start with, looks much like normal, apart from the darkened aureole and larger breast. Occasionally there will be a drop of milk forming on the end depending on how full the breast is, or urgent the release. Generally, though the nipple looks just like normal. However, when you begin to suck, a few changes happen. The nipple begins to become erect and protrudes out, sometimes to well over an inch. Milk can come from any number of milk nodes. As the person feeding begins to draw and suck more intensely the flow 'lets down'. The quantity of milk increases rapidly, sometimes even spraying out freely. You can withdraw your mouth and let it spray all over you, especially if the breast is kneaded to draw more milk out.

		The flow increases to such a point that in order to keep feeding you have to set up a rhythmic breathing and sucking sequence to get every last drop. Not that it matters as split milk feels great between your bodies, often feeling like you are drawn together sharing this special time. And then after 5-15 minutes, you can begin to feel the flow slacken off as her breast begins to empty.

		Oh well, not that it matters as there is always the other breast! Sometimes the break between sides is the perfect opportunity to show your lover your appreciation for what has just occurred.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		Simone and I had each had an orgasm after the first breast has been emptied. At this time we felt most close with each other, and to touch each other was simply divine. Often our feeding was like a sensual dream. I got lulled into a steady rhythm of sucking and breathing, while Simone drifted off into a sensual place, lying there with an angelic smile on her face.

		However, the tempo often changed as I swapped from one breast to the other as we returned to the present for total lustful sex. Often the break was used by either of us to pleasure each other in a way that was purely sexual. Oral sex, deep pelvic grinding, fingers wildly teasing and passionate kissing. Our orgasms flowed freely.

		Have you felt that dreamy state after an orgasm. Halfway between sleep and arousal. Well, to begin suckling your lover at this time is just heavenly. And so it was that Simone and I began to induce her lactation. We always began just after an orgasm. Then would begin the most sensual time of pleasuring and female bonding as she licked, sucked, caressed, and teased me. Simone took me from a state of post-orgasmic sensuality to one of further ecstasy as she 'went to town' on me.

		Her touch was amazing, as she knew from her own breast feeding just what to do. Slowly she fell into the rhythm of my feeding from her as she sucked my nipple, drawing my aureole into her mouth and kneading my breast with her jaws. Just as she often did during the feeding from her my hand would drift down to my clitoris and further orgasms would follow.

		And then finally after long moments of focused attention, it happened.

		Yes.

		A precious, sweet, and thin drop of milk formed on the end of my nipple. Simone said she tasted it and drew back her mouth to let me see. How we hugged and laughed. We were so happy. And then Simone began to draw milk slowly and gently from me for the first time. It was not much. Just a few drops and only from one breast. But such sweet success. My heart leaped in joy for love for this woman and she came up to lay next to me giving me the greatest cuddle. We fell asleep like that. This was going to be the best Christmas ever. We both wondered how the competition was progressing?

		***

		The current contest in progress was Linda and Anne. Linda nervously looked over at Anne, she was nervous, but not fearful. Dressed in a matching, navy satin bra and panties she was ready. Like the best battles this one was a seesaw struggle, with one gorgeous grappler gaining the upper hand only to be driven back. Safe to say, a few of the women present were squirming deliciously in their seats.

		The blue-bikinied beauty tightened her grapevine bringing a cry of anguish from her satin-wrapped victim, as the dominatrix in Linda took over. Linda squeezed and straightened her legs with all her might while wrapping her slick arms around Anne's head and smothering her between her breasts. Anne struggled heroically, but to no avail. She swatted at Linda's taut ass and clawed at the sweat-soaked, blue satin panties clinging tightly to Linda's lovely ass muscles.

		Anne dragged her fingernails, albeit weakly, down Linda's back as she squirmed and slid underneath her tormentor. Linda focused and concentrated her effort, increasing the pain, suffocating her foe, and slowly, roughly, grinding her satin-clad pussy into Anne's.

		Linda rolled off the defeated beauty , then sat across Anne's thighs, and began pinching Anne's nipples through the brown satin bra. Linda massaged Anne's small, shapely, firm tits. She plucked the nipples so that they peeked out from the top of Anne's sweaty bra. Anne was quietly sobbing and convulsing. This both enraged and delighted Linda, who slid her tight ass forward and held it above Anne's face. Anne could see that Linda's breasts were swollen and leaking, through her bra.

		Linda lowered her head, and in a low, sultry voice said, "fuck my pussy, bitch." Linda slid her bikini to the left and deftly lowered her moist pussy on Anne's waiting mouth. Linda grabbed Anne's hair and yanked the beaten woman's face deeper into her waiting, ravenous cunt. Linda rode Anne's face like a jockey on a thoroughbred at Churchill Downs, while occasionally pinching, twisting, and pulling her own nipples and Anne's.

		Linda reversed her position, reached forward and cruelly yanked Anne's bikini between her moist pussy lips. Anne moaned and writhed. Linda was approaching an orgasm, but she wanted to humiliate her victim just a bit more. She brought Anne to the point of orgasm but stopped. Alternately rubbing, pinching, slapping, and fingering the beaten woman through her satin bikini, Linda would let Anne thrash wildly, and then stop, bringing the beaten woman to another level of agony.

		Linda finally had enough. She forced Anne to her hands and knees and roughly thrust her pussy into Anne's tight, tiny rump, and humped her bikini-clad ass. The room was filled with the smell of sex, violence, sweat, and perfume. Linda's sopping pussy slammed and ground its way toward bliss. Linda slapped Anne on the ass while pulling her hair back and ordering her "use that ass and make me happy."

		Linda pulled Anne to her feet and led her back to her bedroom. To finalize her victory. Once on the bed, a now nude Anne responded to the body on top of her, and ground her ass into Linda's cunt. Sweaty skin against sweaty skin. Linda slid her left hand down and around Anne's thigh, and up then started fingering the woman once more. Both women exploded savagely and simultaneously. Anne broke down and curled into a ball while Linda stood, placed her hand on Anne's ass, asked her, "who's my bitch?"

		***

		"God! It's hot."

		"Why is it so hot?"

		"Oh shit! Why is it so hot?"

		Linda could think of nothing else.

		The dampness clung to her flesh.

		Sweat.

		Perspiration.

		Female juices.

		Sheets sticking to moist skin.

		She could still smell the the sex in the room, and on her body. Linda had really taken Anne through her paces and both of them collapsed in a sweaty heap on the bed. That seemed like hours ago. Now she was hot, and it was driving her crazy.

		"I'm too hot to sleep."

		She looked at the clock.

		3:45 PM.

		Linda thought about her hot sex with Anne and how odd it was that she and Anne had paired up. She was the reason Anne was even here for Christmas. She'd invited Anne to stay with her. Linda's husband had the kids, and this was the first time she'd been alone since having the baby. Since Anne was going to be by herself this year for Christmas it worked out great.

		Friends from a playground, they'd gotten to know each other over the past few years. Anne was sweet and always concerned about her friends. She was also without a husband. He took off with a woman from his karate class and had since remarried. So, she often found herself in a tight spot.

		This, however, was a time when the kids were with their father and his new wife. Anne was alone. She appreciated and heartily accepted the invite. But the heat! Why was she so hot? Linda didn't know what to do. Never quite conscious enough to actually get up, she just tossed and turned.

		The more she turned, the more her under clothes stuck to her. The more they stuck, the more uncomfortable she became.

		"Fuck it."

		And, although she wasn't able to get up and open a window, she was able to sit up and pull off her bra and remove her panties. Lying back, she thought, "Ahhhhhh, much better."

		Her naked body rested on the partially soaked sheets, but Linda didn't care. She'd live. But her relief was only temporary. The swollen, uncomfortable feeling in her breasts was familiar. Even if the baby wasn't here to feed, her body was ready to provide. She reasoned the hot flashes had to be because of her nursing situation.

		"Maybe I won't have to pump 'til morning."

		So, now she was hot and uncomfortable and was still no closer to actually doing something about it. So, she tossed and turned some more. After a while, the thought struck her that if David were there, she'd try to wake him for sex. At least that would take her mind off how miserable she felt. plus she wouldn't have to go far.

		But he'd been kind of strange since the baby'd been born. Maybe he'd been like this when the other kids were born, but she'd just never noticed. Who knows? When it came to sex, he seemed scared of her breasts.

		No touching.

		No fondling.

		No sucking.

		Yes, she got plenty of that from the baby, but it, of course, wasn't the same. She loved the sensations that came from her breasts during sex. The electricity that coursed through her body and lit her up was an aphrodisiac beyond compare.

		In months, the closest she'd gotten to it from David was feeling her nipples rub against the sheets while she took her from behind. Not quite the same as a hot, wet adult mouth.

		Anne figured it was the baby.

		When Linda complained, Anne suggested that lactation might have scared him off.

		"It didn't scare him off before," Linda replied.

		Anne looked at her and said, "Listen, I was so preoccupied with my kids for the first few months that my husband could've come home just for supper and gone straight to bed and I wouldn't have noticed. You've got this 'juggling the kids' thing down now so you're noticing that you're not getting what you really want."

		Her hands slowly traced their way up her body. Linda felt her nails, short with a thin coat of polish, barely touch the downy hairs of her belly. It was still a little thick, but she was amazed at how well she'd been able to bounce back after the baby.

		The hairs on the flesh of her breasts seemed extra sensitive from lack of stimulation. Her nipples sprang to attention and cried for love. Smiling, Linda teased them. Circling around the large aureoles, she was saving the long, thick nipples. That's when the fun would really start.

		The warmth in her belly told Linda she was doing the right thing.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		More.

		Give me more.

		So, while the one hand caressed the oft-neglected breasts, the other visited their selfish and needy sister, her sex.

		Wet and soft, it worked in concert with the breasts. Each one got the other attention. That's how it works. That's how she loved sex. The long, slow buildup. The excruciating torture. The satisfaction when she broke under their ministrations. But now, as she began her journey, the heat was nothing. The heat was not noticeable. Well, actually, it was. But it came from her and intensified as she wet her middle fingers to slowly circle her nipples.

		Those wonderful nipples that had grown fat with excitement and long with breastfeeding. Like pinpoint sex organs for the world to notice. And Linda felt the lips. The soft, wet lips she needed. Encircling her nipples. Lightly kissing them. Lightly sucking them. She felt the fingertips graze her belly on the way to her pubis. Lightly touching her pussy. Enough to entice. Enough to torture.

		"God, it's never been this real."

		She knew why.

		The only lips, besides the baby's, she'd had on these breasts were her own in a vain attempt to satisfy herself. These weren't them. Opening her eyes, Linda knew what she'd see. She also knew that she was so grateful that she didn't care what it implied.

		Anne's angelic face pressed against the swollen, fat breast told her that all was well and she'd be taken care of. Her feathery fingers brushing against the swollen lips of her pussy said the same thing.

		Warmth.

		Electricity.

		It all hummed within Linda and held her still. for fear of breaking the spell. But Anne did that when she parted her lips and spoke.

		"I'm sorry."

		Her hand left Linda's pussy. Anxious about what was to come from the advance. However, Linda reached for that hand... fingers wet with her... and pulled it back down. Gently, she returned it to its place between her legs and even encouraged Anne by pressing on the fingers between her vaginal lips.

		Anne, acting on instinct, curled those fingers inside the wet flesh. Linda looked into Anne's eyes, smiled, and then reached up to pull Anne back to her breast.

		"Don't be sorry, sweetie. I want this too."

		They both surrendered. Swimming in the passion of flesh, every move held meaning and sway over inhibition.

		Anne gave.

		Linda received. Just like the holiday spirit.

		Although Anne's fingers expertly parted the flesh of Linda's sex, Linda's breasts were the focus of sex tonight. Initially, Linda lay on her back, but Anne soon had her on the side.

		Easier to suckle.

		And suckle she did.

		Caressing and massaging. Kneading and milking. Previously, she'd made jokes about feeling like a cow. Expressing milk so often and in such great quantities could do that to a girl. But this. Anne's gentle sucking action drained away the swollen, uncomfortable feeling and made way for the passionate flood that would remain.

		The pulsating muscles from Anne's swallowing left no doubt that she was consuming whatever came from Linda's nipple. There were no frowns. No faces. Actually, there was a face.

		Contentment.

		Peace.

		With that peace came a new passion. Passion from them both. Soon, they were both naked and Anne was on her back and her legs were intertwined with Linda's. Thighs pressed firmly against each other's sex. Linda raised her torso just enough so Anne could reach under to suckle some more. A big, hungry baby needing more of Mother's milk, Anne was no slouch when it came to breasts. Still firm and well endowed.

		Linda eyed the hard, excited nipples as they swayed up and down from the thrusting. Before this was over, she'd return the favor. Even though she thought Anne was particularly aggressive coming in and just clamping down on a nipple, Linda was literally and figuratively the top.

		She was atop Anne.

		She was also the one thrusting against her pussy. Grinding her own pussy against Anne's thigh, Linda was insane with passion upon feeling Anne's copious excitement. Before long, she knew she'd have to taste Anne, but, for now, pussy to pussy.

		Woman to woman.

		The smells.

		The softness.

		They were all different.

		They were all wonderful.

		Linda drew her breath knowing that Anne was going deep into her as few others had been allowed. Her fragrance. Her sex was going deep into Linda's lungs and would be forever cataloged. Available whenever Linda needed a surge. A reason for excitement. Instantly, this moment would be drawn and relived endlessly.

		And the taste.

		The taste of Anne's sweet tongue inside Linda's mouth. Linda couldn't hold on any more. She needed it. Even more than the attention to her breast. She needed the kisses. The soft, wet lips sliding against hers. The feel of another person sucking on her tongue as though it gave motion to the infirm and life to the dead.

		Tongue to tongue. Mouth to mouth. Breast to breast. Thigh to pussy. The hands gave her away. Anne's hands pushed and grabbed Linda's ass cheeks. Holding them hard. Kneading them. More and more. Harder and harder. Linda knew. Anne knew. They were both the same. They were close to coming and wanted desperately to orgasm together.

		Push.

		Pull.

		Thrust.

		Bite.

		Lick.

		Suck.

		At was all a shower of emotion and action. Reflex and passion. Build. Build. Embers to flames. Flames to inferno. Passion embodied by coiled tongues and unified sex.

		Until.

		.Linda drew her final breath and held it. Upon exhaling she knew it would mean the end of her world and the beginning of another. Everything dear reborn into this new life.

		Different, yet the same. But she couldn't hold on. She didn't want it to change, but it was too late. It already had, and this world no longer needed her.

		Linda exhaled.

		She eventually came down to Earth and held her lover tight. So wonderful. So real. So satisfying. All she wanted was to hold them. Let them know how much she loved them.

		The arms.

		The legs.

		The belly.

		"I wonder. Should I tell David?"

		"No" Anne said.

		"Does one time make me a lesbian?"

		"No."

		"Are you going to tell, Anne?"

		"No. Why tell when you can show?"

		"Will this change my life?"

		" Yes." Very much so... at least until she was back home with David and the kids.

		"I wonder who is wrestling now, I can't hear much noise." Anne wondered aloud.

		***

		Peg and Lily had really just started their contest when I noticed Anne and Linda come walking gingerly out of their bedroom and take a seat on one of the love seats to watch the next contest. It was by far the roughest encounter we had witnessed yet that day.

		We could see the through the frosted windows, the sun was beginning to set in the west, when the two scantily-clad girls had a friendly meeting in the middle of the room, but it wasn't long and a fighting frenzy erupted as could only be expected from these two athletic girls. Lily managed to quickly tackle Peg and pin her tightly down on the foam mat with her head trapped between the vice-grip of Lily's leg scissors. Straining her back to impose the strongest pressure on her victim's head, she was surprised that Peg managed to slip free, and temporarily paralyze her silky cute attacker with pounding fists to her belly and crotch, then went straight to work on Lily's arm, nearly breaking it before the bigger girl escaped with a nasty finger-jab into Peg's eye.

		The kicks Lily delivered to the poor girl's back and head seemed as painful as any she'd received from anyone before - Lily was an artist at tactically placing kicks and punches for the maximum pain. "It'll all be over soon, Peg, you just submit soon," she whispered into Peg's ear as she pulled her arm violently back into a hammer-lock, "before I break your arm," she yanked up repeatedly on the poor girl's wrist as Peg let out a shrill scream but didn't submit. Peg painfully managed to twist out of the lock by yanking her own arm even tighter, and with tears streaming down shoved her other hand down the front of Lily's panties to shove her fingers tightly into her pussy.

		Lily could take a lot, but at this she just cried out in pain and collapsed backward, lying flat on the mat as Peg tore her panties away to go fully to work at her snatch.

		"Please! Please! Please! No!! I'll give you- ahh! please!!" blood-curdling screams from Lily as she yelled for mercy and Peg poured it on more.

		"Rip her pussy! Rip it, that's right Peg, make that bitch scream!!" One of the girls watching yelled.

		Lily gasped in agony as Peg stood up to drop her knee into the mature girl's crotch. But as she stood again, Lily tripped her over backward with a yank at her ankles, standing to drive a knee right into Peg's crotch. Twisting the leg inward in an unnatural way, she now had Peg begging for mercy.

		"I'll do anything!! Stop!! I'll do anything, I'll lick you out! I'll lick both your ass and your pussy!!"

		"Deal?" Lily growled.

		"Deal." Peg sobbed.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		"Whatever for Peg, there is nothing more to do in my bed Hon but live up to your agreement. You've tongued me quite well, both front and back! Twice! So what can you offer now?"

		"I could suck your milk Lily; you know you would love it, wouldn't you?"

		"Come on Peg, get serious now!"

		"OK, just stop the arguing. That way, you won't be bothered with me anymore if you let me do it."

		"I can't just let you suck my titties, because you want to Peg; you know I can't do that."

		"Well, then I guess it's your ass hole again Lily, or you could pull off your bra here and I could suck some of your milk right now." Peg said, as she slid herself up close to Lily. "Are you wearing a nursing bra Lily? If you are, I could suck while you're reading."

		Lily was so flustered from all of the questions; she just kept quiet for a while and let the young woman rattle on.

		"Please! Lily, can I just see one of your titties? I've eaten you pussy, sucked your asshole, what's just a little tittie action?"

		"Now Peg, you're just being silly and you know it, why are you doing this to me! We've been sitting here for nearly a half hour, what do you want to do?"

		"I wasn't trying to be silly Lily, I really wanted to suck your milk, my friend has a woman that lets her suck her milk and they both love it, I didn't mean any harm, I really didn't. Just let me and I won't bother you anymore OK?

		***

		"For Pete's sake Peg, are you telling me, that you made love to every orifice on my body just so you could get a peek at my breasts!"

		"No, I really wanted to suck some milk from your titties Lily! I know you think it's weird, but I love to suck titties, A friend and I suck each other all the time and ever since she told me about her friend letting her suck milk from her titties, it's all I think about! I've told you I'm sorry Lily and I really am, just let me and you'll be done with me!"

		"Oh sure, just let you at my tits Like I'm going to let a nineteen year old girl suck on my tits after I beat the shit out of her and had her eat me seven ways to Sunday. With all that's going on these days!

		"So, you're going to just throw me out, after all of this Lily?"

		"Of course I am silly, you just need to learn that there are better ways of doing things Peg, what you did was ridiculous!"

		"Oh, so you mean, if I would have just gone up to you and said, "Pardon me Lily, would you mind if I sucked some milk from your titties," you would have let me?" Peg asked facetiously.

		Lily couldn't help but laugh and was still giggling when she said, "No I guess not Peg, not when you put it that way, you silly thing."

		"Peg said, "Lily?"

		"Yes Peg?" Lily said, as she was in the process of walking to the bathroom and looking over her shoulder, to take a much needed pee.

		"Since we've stopped anyway, would it be that big a deal if I was to feel one though your bra?"

		Lily turned her head to look at the young woman lying next to her and said, with a look of amazement on her face, "I can't believe you Peg; you're just not going to stop are you? I've got to give it to you; you sure are a persistent young thing! Silly, but persistent...Oh for thunders sake Peg, go on and do it!"

		"This won't take long Lily." Peg said, in a voice just above a whisper, as her hand reached out to cup and gently squeeze Lily's firm, milk filled tit.

		Her hand moved continuously over every part of the firm tit, even gently tweaking the nipple, before reaching out to fondle the other. Then Peg laid her other hand, on Lily's wrist closest to her and gently tugged on it, until Lily's hand released the girl and Peg lay it softly down to the bed, before bringing her hand back up, to the top of Lily's bra.

		As Peg's hand started the swollen breast through her bra, Lily's head slowly turned towards hers and she said, "Oh Peg, this is so wrong I..."

		After making a low shushing sound with her lips, Peg whispered, "Lay your head back and relax Lily, just relax." Peg told her in a whisper, as she pulled down the bra cups to gaze on Lily's pale skinned tits, tightly no longer free from  their covering.

		A small sigh escaped from Lily's lips, as Peg kissed and licked the exposed flesh of her chest below the bra and continued to massage and squeeze the tit furthest from her.

		With her head leaning back against the pillow and both of her hands now down by her side, Lily's eyes closed shut, when she felt the tug of Peg's fingers at the tab of the bra cup nearest her. As Peg brought the flap down, exposing most of Lily's breast and nipples she whispered, "They're beautiful Lily."

		As she lowered her head, to lavish the plump tit, tracing circles around the areola, and then licking the nipple with her wet tongue. Peg could feel Lily's body stiffen against the mattress, as she licked and kissed the warm tit, while reaching across Lily's chest to let the other flap down.

		A deep moan came from Lily's throat, as Peg caressed and gently squeezed the tit furthest from her, before lowering her head to the one nearest her and took as much of the tit as she could into her mouth.

		Then Peg's cheeks sunk in, as she sucked firmly on the tit a few times, in an attempt to draw the milk to the nipple. Upon tasting the slightest bit of sweetness on her tongue, her lips latched on to Lily's areola and nipple and suckled firmly, bringing the first spray of warm, sweet milk into her mouth.

		Lily's body finally relaxed and her let down reflex started as Peg's head moved ever so slightly, while she hungrily drank from Lily's full tit. When the milk flow stopped and Peg had sucked every drop of Lily's delicious milk, her lips released the nipple and she started to lean her body across Lily's to get to the other engorged tit.

		Lily's eyes opened and she said. "Peg enough.!"

		"Oh Lily, I'm sorry, I...just got caught up in all of this...I've never...this is such an unbelievable experience...I mean.., your beautiful tits and the milk." Peg fumbled for words, as she tried to explain.

		Lily said nothing, as she reattached the flaps of her nursing bra and buttoned up her bra. Peg broke the silence saying, "You have to believe me Lily, it was just such an intense experience, and I never meant to take all of the milk!"

		Lily turned her head towards Peg and said, "Hush Peg, I was thinking about my husband and you're disturbing my train of thought!"

		Peg had a concerned look on her face when she said, "You're going to tell him about me and what happened! She said nervously."

		"No, actually I was thinking, if I were to express some milk for the baby the day we get back and the next the week we get back, before he went out of town again, we could both be a lot more comfortable at my home on say, Wednesday, when I come and pick you up to spend the night!" Lily said, as she reached down and pulled her pussy lips apart, her thighs were spread a good bit.

		Then she reached over and took Peg's hand and placed it between her thighs and said with a grin, "Don't you think so Peg!"

		The last pairing was about to begin, Gina and Kait, and i was intrigued by how this match would go. There was a chemistry between the two sexy and very athletic women.

		For Gina and Kait  the tension had been building since 3:00PM. Starting out nude the two wasted little time and were at it hammer and tong. Kait, however still unsure how exactly to wrestle another woman for real, went for the first move she could think of, a sleeper hold, wrapping her arm around Gina's throat. Then, with that arm positioned, she sat down, and wrapped her thighs around the girl's torso, before collapsing back to the mat, bringing her opponent's body with her. In reaction, Gina began to reach out wildly, striking at Kait in any way she could, knowing that such a hold was deadly, especially when applied by someone as strong as her opponent.

		Thrashing about, both women moved into different positions. With Kait gaining the better situation and leaving Gina on the mat stunned.

		Gina's thick and powerful thighs finally opened, and Kait lowered herself, and began to unleash her tongue, her teeth, and even her nose, bringing each to bear, to drive Gina wild. In reaction, and driven by instinct and desire alone, the girl began to thrust her pubic mound upward, toward Gina's mouth, who herself aided in the effort, by using her powerful hands to pull the girl's ass up from the mat, thereby driving her tongue deeper than either woman could have imagined. Given such manipulations, and all else that was uniquely powerful about Kait, whereas it took Gina half-an-hour to fail at bringing Kait to orgasm, it took all of a minute and a half, for Gina succeed in the same race.

		But the very moment Gina began to gush her sweet juices, and quake in the most intense and exhausting of orgasms, Kait pulled back, only to then hop forward, and place her still undaunted clit against the quivering same of Gina, bringing their bodies into the very tightest of upright scissors.

		Despite the intense orgasm still coursing through her body, in horror, Gina tried to crawl backwards and free herself from Kait's grasp, knowing that she could take literally not even a seconds more pleasure - not even a single additional thrust from her better, let alone whatever such better had in mind.

		But as Gina realized that she was stuck, and could not crawl away, she cried out, and put her hands out in plea, begging for mercy, just as Kait began to thrust, driving their clits together with all the force and friction she could muster. But Kait did not stop, not in minutes, not in tens of them, pulling forcefully every last drop of cum from her partner, even as she cried, recovered, and then began to cry again, only stopping when Kait herself finally came, pushed over the edge by the sound of Gina's pathetic whimpering.

		Needing no help, Kait hoisted Gina over her shoulders and ushered her back to her bedroom. The obvious intent was to avail herself of more of the beaten girls body.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		While Kait was placing Gina on the bed, there was no mistaking that her breasts were leaking because the ends of each breast were wet. When she saw that Kait was staring at her tits she blushed.

		She commented, "The damned things never stop leaking!"

		Kait looked at her and said, "I have always been fascinated with lactating women!"

		Gina's face reflected a wicked thought, before she flashed Kait a big smile. She simply said, "Are you finished with me yet?"

		You know she said, "YES!" She asked, "Would you like to do something else for a while?"

		Gina responded, "Why clean my nipples?"

		Kait was excited about the prospect of getting to suck the breast of a young lactating woman. She checked her hair and pussy carefully, and then had a wicked thought. Kait couldn't resist applying a little lip rouge to her areolas. Then  put a splash of perfume on hervulva before moving in to sample Gina's goodies.

		Gina pulled Kait to her, hugging her.

		She asked Kait if they needed water or if Kait needed to pee. Kait took Gina up on her offer and went to pee while Gina went to retrieve the bottles of water.. She insisted that Kait lay down while she went to the kitchen. Gina spent a little time freshening up her pussy on her trip to get the water, and made sure her butt hole was pristine. It didn't take long and Gina returned with the water..

		Kait drew her attention to the end of her boobs again. They were developing large wet spots on them. She apologized again. She complained that she produced so much milk that she had to milk them constantly. She asked if Kait minded if she used a manual pump to milk them while they talked. Kait assured her that she didn't mind at all. She got up and came back with a bag containing the equipment necessary to milk her breasts. She attached a baby bottle to the pump before she moved the pump to expose her heavy breast. She attached the clear plastic cup to her nipple and started pumping. Kait watched the watery white opaque liquid flow into the pump and run down into the baby bottle.

		Gina complained of the pressure in her tits from so much milk. She complained about not being able to dress up because her tits were always leaking. Kait expressed sympathy but added that she had always had a strong desire to taste mother's milk, because she had no memory of nursing from my own mother's tits. Gina offered to let her taste her milk.

		She asked, "Would you like it from the bottle, or from the source?"

		Kait assured her, "I would love to drink it from the source!"

		She beamed a smile and lifted the other breast and managed to aim the swollen mammary. Kait had full access to her heavy breast. To make herself comfortable Kait lay crosswise on the bed with her legs draped over the arm of the end and rested her head on her lap. She cradled Kait's head like she was a baby. Kait claimed her nipple with her mouth and started sucking milk vigorously from her tit.

		The warm watery milk was sweeter that cow's milk. Kait sucked so hard that Gina complained about it, as she stroked Kait's hair. To add to Kait's enjoyment she reached down and started rubbing her pussy. Gina saw what Kait was doing, and rather than reproach her, she moved her hands down and started playing with Kait's pussy. She seemed to enjoy the way Kait had her pubic hair trimmed. She finger fucked Kait while she sucked Gina dry. Kait even emptied the other tit too.

		With her head resting on Gina's lap she became aware of the smell of her pussy. Kait got up and knelt in front of Gina and spread her thighs apart. She rose up enough to allow herself angle her sex for the best access. Kait finished help her arrange her legs for her, while she buried her face in Gina's wet pussy. Kait sucked her off a couple of times. Kait was well satisfied sexually by the time she finished with her girl in servitude and they both got up and headed into the showers for a much needed cleaning. Kait did promise her that they would do it again and that she was sure some of the other girls here would enjoy having two women pleasing her.

		The two both climbed into bed, weary from the afternoon they'd just experienced, and each nodding off thinking the old Christmas Carol, The Twelve Days of Christmas. Something about Eight Maids a Milking. Kait fell asleep with a smile on her face from the irony of the words of the Christmas Carol and their being stuck in this cabin for Christmas.

		***

		We stood naked to the elements on that final day, me in the middle, holding onto Gina's and Kait's pussies one in each hand, while they kept their arms around my shoulders. I felt unaccountably sad and stood until I figured out why.

		There would be other good times with these, my friends, and lovers. There would be fun, sex, and adventure. But never again would we have the innocent fun we did that long, cold Christmas we were snowbound by choice. And the Eight Maids a Milking.

		Eventually, the storm abated, just in time for New Year's. Grudgingly all eight of us climbed into the Navigator we arrrived in many days ago,  and headed back to civilization. With the knowledge, at least to Kait, one Christmas Carol would forever bring a new meaning to her, the Eight Maids A-Milking.

		END
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