It had been six weeks since Timothy was confirmed a hyper, and now Licorice was on her 24th week of the pregnancy. She looked as if she was about to give birth to twins. She was always feeling exhausted as it took a lot of energy for her to move anywhere. She jokingly considered herself bedridden, because Timothy would help feed and take care of her while she rested. 
Licorice’s breasts had gone from G cups to L cups. Her breasts started lactating on her 22nd week of the pregnancy, and she still hasn’t figured out how to properly milk them. Timothy had tried to help by looking at guides online, but no matter what either of them did, her tits just couldn’t be drained efficiently of milk. And when her breasts weren't drained, they grew into M cups. 
Licorice spent a good amount of the morning trying to drain her breasts but had failed, so she laid in bed on her right side scrolling through social media. She was attempting to do her best in ignoring the aching pain she had from her swollen tits. 
Timothy could hear Licorice make tiny noises of discomfort every now and then, and was feeling awful about the situation. After all, she was going through this pregnancy because of him. He tried doing research on how to help her, but everything he seemed to either claim to be the best method, but another site said how it was the worst thing for you. So he decided to take some action and contact someone who would know. His sister Bess. 
—
Licorice and Timothy were relaxing in Timothy’s bedroom. He was sitting at his desk doing some research on his computer while Licorice was laying naked on his bed. 
Timothy had sent the text to his sister hours ago with no response. He could hear Licorice groan some more as her breasts filled with more milk and caused more pain. He was about to continue doing more research, but he then heard a knock at the door. 
“Are we expecting anyone?” Asked Licorice as she started to pull the bedsheets over her naked body. 
“Not that I know of. I’ll go check though.” Timothy got up from his computer and went to the apartment entrance. He opened up the door, and to his surprise, his sister was there, leaning against the door frame in her casual cool fashion.
Bess was wearing some sporty short shorts and a workout tank top. She had gray fur with black dots spotted around her body like a cow, with a light gray patch of fur on her belly. She was taller than Timothy, and stood at 216 centimeters (~7’ 1”). Her hips were wider than Timothy’s and she had breasts that were currently the size of large pumpkins that went past the bra size scale. He has memories of them being as large as yoga balls when her tits weren’t properly milked. 
“Bess!” Said Timothy in surprise. “What are you doing here?”
“Hey pipsqueak.” Said Bess as she ruffled Timothy’s fur on his head and started to walk through the door. “Well you said your gal was having some breast milk issues. Figured the best way to show you was in person.” 
Timothy started to try and fix his fur as Bess walked past him. He got his composure back before speaking with a smile. “Well, this certainly is a pleasant surprise. I appreciate it sis.”
“Eh, no problem.” Said Bess with a smirk. “If anyone knows about milk trouble it’s me. And that pain can be a bitch. Plus, I wanted to meet my little bro’s gal. So, where is that cutie? And how bad is it?”
Timothy started to walk back to his bedroom with Bess. “She’s back here. And I think it’s pretty bad. She’s been complaining about the aches for a bit now.”
“Aw, poor thing.” Said Bess with genuine sadness in her tone. “Don’t worry little bro. I’ll help fix her.”
“‘Preciate it.” Timothy got to his bedroom and knocked. “Hey sweety. My sister’s here!”
“What?!” Said Licorice in a panicky voice. “Timothy! I’m not decent! You could have warned me!”
“It’s okay babe!” Said Timothy, trying to help Licorice feel better. “It’s Bess! She’s a wet nurse! She specializes in breast milk and breastfeeding! And she’s here to help you!”
“She… she is?” Said Licorice in a much more calm tone. “Oh. Well, then that’s fine I guess.”
Timothy smiled at Bess who gave a genuine smile back, and he opened the door. 
Licorice was sitting upright and held the bed sheet over her chest. “Uh. Hey Bess.” She said with a nervous smile. 
“Hey Licorice.” Said Bess as she walked up to the bed and plopped herself down at Licorice’s feet. “So, I hear you’re having titty milk problems.”
“Yeah.” Said Licorice softly. She was still feeling a bit nervous. “I’ve tried but no matter what I do I just can’t seem to drain my breasts.”
“Well, the easiest thing is going to be a breast pump.” Said Bess. “However, you can still flush out the milk using your hands.” She held up her fingers and started to wiggle them.
“I told you a breast pump would be good Timothy.” Said Licorice while staring at him. 
“Some reviews online said it was bad for the breasts!” Said Timothy desperately trying to defend himself. 
“Ignore him Licorice.” Said Bess with a smile while placing her hand on Licorice’s leg to try and comfort her. “Timothy’s an idiot. I got all the answers you need.”
Licorice looked back at Bess and smiled. “Thanks Bess. So, without a pump, what should I do?”
“Do you want me to show you on myself, or would you like me to assist you on your breasts?” Asked Bess. 
Licorice felt a little taken aback, but her breasts were starting to feel pretty uncomfortable. “Well, maybe you could help me. They’re starting to ache badly again.” Licorice started to pull down the bedsheet, revealing her swollen bosom. 
Bess was able to immediately see the strain it was putting on Licorice. They looked bloated and swollen and she saw that some small drops of milk were already forming around Licorice’s areola. “Yep. You’re pretty swollen alright. Looks like the milk is already trying to escape. Here, I’m going to move to the other side of ya and show you over there so Timmy here can also see how it’s done.” Bess stood up and started climbing over the bed and got on Licorice’s right side. “Come here little bro. Watch how the pro does it.”
Timothy walked over and stood by the bed as he watched his sister instruct Licorice on how to properly take care of her breast milk. 
“Okay Licorice, the first thing that’s super important is the placement of your fingers like so.” Bess grabbed Licorice’s right fingers and placed them around 5 centimeters (~2”) from her nipple on both the top and the bottom, forming a letter C. “Okay so now what we’re going to do, is push your thumb and finger back to your chest, then slowly press them together like this.” Bess helped push Licorice’s fingers together towards her nipple. 
Immediately a spurt of milk shot from Licorice’s nipple and into the air, coating the bedsheet in her breast milk. Licorice felt a slight tingle in her nethers, as her fingers and Bess’ massaged Licorice’s breast. It felt really nice to feel some of the aching pain go away, but secretly it was also kind of a turn on for her. She had a look of surprise and looked at Timothy with joy. “Timothy! I did it!” 
“Wooh!” Said Timothy as he placed his arms up into the air to cheer for her. 
“You sure did!” Said Bess with a smile. “Now, that’s just the basic process. To help fully drain you can use some warm water on your nipple or even just warm your hands up. Always make sure to move your fingers around from time to time to get different milk ducts. Oh! And never pinch the nipple. That’s just going to hurt.”
“Thank you Bess!” Said Licorice as she smiled at Bess. “Any other tips or tricks?”
“Well…” Said Bess as she thought for a second. “Breastfeeding is very natural and is beneficial to draining milk as well.” 
Licorice’s face blushed slightly. “Oh. Yeah?” She gave a small smile. “Well, I’ve thought about having Timothy do it. But I wasn’t sure if-“
Bess looked to Timothy. “Hey Tim, you wanna relive some memories with mom and drink from Licorice’s tap?”
Timothy was shocked a little bit and chuckled nervously. “I mean. You know. Only if like, she’s okay with it. Or something.” His tail began to wag rapidly, exposing him for trying to play it off cool when he was clearly excited for the opportunity. 
“Yeah come on Tim.” Said Bess with a smirk. “Latch your baby lips around her supple nipple and start sucking. Don’t use your teeth though.”
Timothy smiled at Licorice while his tail kept wagging. Licorice felt a little excited about it, but was nervous. “Um, Tim, are you okay with your sister watching?”
“Yeah it’s cool.” Said Timothy. “Bess has seen me in way worse situations.”
“What?” Said Licorice with a raised eyebrow. 
“Don’t worry about it!” Timothy shouted with a fearful look, trying to to change the subject. “So, how about that breastfeeding!” He walked over to the bed. 
Licorice raised an eyebrow and chuckled. “Alright Tim. Get over here.” She then looked at Bess. “I’ll need to hear about those stories later.”
“You got it Licorice.” Said Bess with a smirk and light chuckle. 
“Hey!” Said Timothy in protest as he got close to Licorice’s breast. “Don’t you dare expose anything you promised to keep!”
“Oh hush and drink your breast milk you horny pup.” Said Bess as she shoved Timothy’s head to Licorice’s tit. “Plus you shouldn’t hide childhood stories from your girlfriend bro.”
[smut]
Licorice's eyes went wide for a split second as she felt Timothy’s face get pressed into her breast. A gush of milk shot from her nipple and into Timothy’s maw. Her eyes closed and a small moan escaped her lips. She pushed her legs together to try and satiate her loins. 
Timothy lost in the breastfeeding, and continued to suck and didn’t notice the moan. But Bess did, and her face flushed for a moment. “Uh, I can leave if you’d like me to give you two some privacy.” She started to sit up in the bed but Licorice grabbed Bess’s arm. 
“No.” Said Licorice. “Please stay. It… it felt really good. And, if you’re okay with it I’d still like your help draining the other breast.”
Bess smirked. “Sure thing Licorice. Do you want me to grab a bucket to put the milk in?” Licorice bit her lip from the sensation of Timothy breastfeeding and shook her head. Bess chuckled. “Alright. Now, just let me know if you’d like me to stop, okay?” Licorice nodded, and Bess brought her hand to Licorice’s breast, and began to massage it to help her flush out the milk. 
Licorice gripped the bed sheets as she felt Bess’s soft hands massage her right swollen breast, and the milk squirted to the bed sheets, while Timothy suckled at her left nipple. She could feel her loins becoming sopping wet, and she started to grind her thighs together. She felt like she was in heat once more. 
Licorice continued to moan softly from the stimulation. Her feet began to curl and grasp at the bed, as she felt her orgasm build. Her quiet moans slowly grew into louder whimpers. Both Bess and Timothy were picking up on it, and kept going. 
Licorice felt herself getting close, but she needed more pressure. She stopped grabbing the sheets, and moved her hands to have one on the back of Timothy’s head and the other grabbing Bess’s wrist. Once she had a grip on both of them, she shoved her hands toward her chest. Timothy’s muzzle was pushed deep into her breasts and Bess’ hand was shoved hard into Licorice’s areola. Milk gushed from her tits, and her right breast milk coated the bed, while Timothy got a mouth full of delicious breast milk. 
Licorice had hit her orgasm, her eyes closed from the intensity. She tried to hold back her moans from being loud, but they just turned into a mix of loud whimpers and heavy breathing. Her legs began to quiver and squeeze together as her orgasm pulsed throughout her entire body. 
Bess smirked at the cute bunny in front of her making the most adorable and tiny whimpering moans. Timothy looked up and smiled as he continued to drink from Licorice as she came. 
Licorice’s legs continued to squirm in bed as her orgasm continued but slowly started to die down. As her cum came to an end, she slowly opened her eyes and saw Bess and Timothy looking at her. Her cheeks went hot from embarrassment, and she gave a weak smile. “Hi…” She said in a high pitched and soft voice. 
[/smut]
Timothy gave one more suckle of the teat, and Licorice let out a soft moan. He grinned and pulled himself off of her tit. “Well, I think we just found a new kink for you sweety.”
Licorice tried to pull the blanket up to hide her face from embarrassment. “Nooooooo.” She said softly. 
Bess chuckled and moved her hand from Licorice’s tit to her back. “Don’t worry Licorice, your secret is safe with me and Tim. 
“I like it.” Said Timothy with a big smile. “I would like to request more breastfeeding sessions in the near future.” Licorice gave a hint of a smile. 
Bess rolled her eyes. “Only if you want too Licorice.” Bess brought her hand over and ruffled Timothy’s fur again on his head. “Timothy here is a mama's boy, so don’t let him get addicted.”
“I am not a mama’s boy.” Said Timothy as he furrowed his eyebrows at Bess. 
“You can say that all you want but it won’t stop the truth from being told.” Said Bess with a smirk. 
“I totally see it though.” Said Licorice with a chuckle. 
“Baaaaaaabe.” Said Timothy in an embarrassed voice. “You’re supposed to defend me. Not go along with my sister.”
“I’m sorry Timothy.” Said Licorice with a smile. “Here, be a good boy and continue to breastfeed.” Licorice pushed Timothy’s head back onto her breast for him to continue and suckle. 
Timothy gave a slight pouty face, but he continued to drink anyway. 
“So.” Said Bess as she relaxed in the bed with Licorice. “Anything embarrassing you want to learn about my little bro?”
Timothy’s eyes lit up, and he tried to pull his head off of Licorice’s breast in protest, but Licorice kept a firm hand, and he was forced to be latched to her tit. “Oh yes please!” Said Licorice. “Give me all the details.” She turned her head to Timothy. “And Timothy, when you’re done with this tit, I’m going to need you to be a good boy and drink from the other one okay?”
Timothy’s tail wagged. He felt conflicted, but still happy that he was helping Licorice. 
“Okay.” Said Bess as she leaned back into one of the bed’s pillows and looked up to the ceiling. “Where to begin.”
—
Licorice was laying on her back in the bed with a big ole smile. She was positioned to where she looked like she was about to go through giving birth. 
Timothy was resting against her right breast where Bess used to be. His eyes were closed and snoring softly. Licorice had her arm wrapped around him, holding him close and comfortably to her chest. Every now and then she would feel Timothy sleep-lick at her right her nipple trying to get more milk from her bosom even though he had already drained her dry. He had a small gut from all the milk he had drunk, as if he was starting a beer gut. His tail was softly wagging and hit against the wall every now and then. 
Bess was sitting at the end of the bed with her legs criss crossed, and her left arm against the bed so she could lean back and support herself, sharing embarrassing stories of Timothy to Licorice. Mainly of him being a mama’s boy. 
“Oh man.” Said Bess softly as to not disturb Timothy. “So has he told you how he’s not a big fan of thunderstorms?”
“No why?” Said Licorice with a big grin as she couldn’t wait to learn more about Timothy’s childhood. 
“Okay, so ever since he was a pup, he’s hated the sound of thunder. So one night there was this big storm, while we were all watching a family movie. Tim was sitting in our mom’s lap, and a massive thunderclap went off. Girl, that little boy yipped so loudly. And apparently it was not enough for him to be held in our mom’s arms for comfort. Tim opened up our mom’s t-shirt and scurried underneath and shoved his head between her tits. Oh my gosh, we all busted out laughing as we saw this bulge under mom’s shirt and these furry little ears popping out from cleavage.”
Licorice chuckled as she pet Timothy’s head. “Awww. My little Timmy can’t stand thunder?”
“Oh he’s terrified of it. Gosh let’s see, what else is there.” As Bess began to ponder, her smart watch beeped and she got a notification. She lifted it up to look at it and noticed the time. “Oh crap!” She chuckled. “It’s already 5:00. I gotta get back home to my fiance. He wasn’t expecting me to be gone this long.”
“Oh I’m sorry!”
“Oh gosh, there’s nothing to be sorry about Licorice.” Said Bess with a smile. “I’m the one who overstayed my welcome. If anyone should apologize it’s me.” She started to crawl off of the bed to get ready to leave. 
“Girl you were not overstaying. This was so beneficial and super fun I gotta say. I love learning more about my sweet pup here.” She said as she looked at Timothy and pet his back and the side of his belly. “Here, let me get him off and I’ll help you out.”
“Ha!” Said Bess. “And have my future sister in law stress her babies. Nooooooo thank you. You stay right there cutie. I’ll lock the doorknob handle on my way out. Plus, I think I’ve put Timothy through enough emotional stress tonight. Don’t want him to lose his titty pillow now.”
Licorice made a smile as if she was about to cry. “Sister in law?” 
“Heck yeah.” Said Bess with a giant grin. “Unless you two end up breaking up. Then I’ll have to disown Timothy and adopt you cuz you are just way too fun to hang out with. I’ll take you over mama boy there any day.” 
Licorice chuckled. “Well, I promise to stick with Timothy if you promise to hang out with us more. I’ve really enjoyed your help Bess.”
“It’s a deal!” Said Bess with a chuckle. “I’ll keep up with you. Have Timmy give you my phone number and we can set up a new gossip date.”
“I’d really like that.” Said Licorice who was on the verge of crying tears of joy. 
“Then it’s a date. I’ll catch you later Licorice. Take care of mama’s boy for me!” 
“Will do!” 
Bess grinned one last time and waved goodbye to Licorice as she closed the bedroom door. Licorice could hear the main apartment door close. She turned her head back to Timothy who looked like he was trying to latch his mouth onto her nipple. She smiled and rolled her eyes. “Here you go Timmy.” She grabbed her left breast and pushed it towards Timothy’s lips as he rested his head on her right breast. Her nipple touched his lips and he latched on. “Drink what you want Tim. And… thank you. I love you my good boy.”
Even though Timothy was asleep, his tail began to wag harder, hitting the bed with some more force. Licorice chuckled and rested her head against the back of the pillow. Enjoying the thoughts of the stories just shared with her, from her new best friend. 
