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One

 Risk

 


“Did you ever stop to think that maybe that we’re a
lot stranger than we think?” Joan asked Sara. They were having one
of their early morning heart to heart talks. The kids were at
school and the husbands were at work and they had a few minutes in
the morning to have coffee and talk before the day truly began. It
was now Joan’s preference to have Sara’s husband Malcolm suck and
fuck her before he went to work, but that wasn’t always possible,
so here she was stuck with just Sara.

Joan had brushed aside all feelings of guilt about
having an affair with Malcolm. She was proud of her ability to
compartmentalize the different parts of her sex life.

“Stranger than we think?” asked Sara. She wasn’t
fully awake yet. She sipped at her coffee, winced, and added more
cream. “Because we’re both lactating for our husbands?” She stirred
the coffee and sipped again. “It’s probably not what most people
would call normal, but there’s enough on the internet about it that
it’s not that strange. I know. I’ve looked.”

Joan nodded and asked, with her stomach a hard pit
of anxiety and her left knee bouncing up and down with nerves, “But
it’s got to be a little strange that I had both Rick and Malcolm
nursing from me at the same time.”

“A little, but it was kind of hot too,” Sara said
dreamily, remembering the night when that had happened. “And maybe
I had a bit of an exhibitionist in me. I liked that you and Rick
were watching me.”

“You did?”

Sara’s eyes were still unfocused, but Joan was now
unsure if that was because she wasn’t fully awake yet or because
she was reliving the exciting night from a few weeks previous.
“Um…yes. Very much. I wouldn’t mind doing it again.”

“You wouldn’t?” Joan asked, and to her eyes she
sounded a little too eager, but maybe Sara didn’t catch that. “I
mean…I wouldn’t mind either.”

The two women regarded each other warily for a
second, both wondering what the other was hiding and what the other
wanted. It was Sara who spoke first. “It was fun. I don’t want to
have a boring sex life the rest of my life.”

“How far…uh…how far do you want to go with this?”
Joan asked cautiously.

It was Sara who was cagey in this instance. “What do
you mean?”

Joan was nervous and excited. She could feel heat
and wetness gathering in her pussy. Glancing downward she noted the
full curves of Sara’s breasts, hidden by her shirt and sweater, and
wondered if her tits were leaking. She knew her friend routinely
wore breast pads to prevent any possible staining of her clothing.
“Do you want to do exactly what we did before or do you want
to try something new?”

Somehow, even though it was Joan who had pushed the
conversation in this direction, it was Sara who was in control.
“Oh, hell, I’ll admit it. It was great having Mal and Rick sucking
on me at the same time, but I’m willing to go a little further. I
want to…explore.”

“Explore what?” Sara asked as if she already knew
the answer and wanted to hear it from Joan’s lips. Her finger was
tracing a slow circle around the rim of her coffee mug.

“I want to see what it would be like to fuck
Malcolm,” Joan said. She wanted to say it boldly but it came out
like a nervous suggestion. She might be a wild woman alone in bed
with one man, but put one more person in the mix and she was
suddenly shy again. “But that’s too much to ask.”

“Is it?” Sara questioned. “Would I get a chance to
have Rick?”

They were silent an uncomfortable moment. “You want
to swap husbands for a night?” asked Joan. Was that even the
correct way to say it?

“Do you?” Once again Sara managed to question
everything about Joan’s words.

“I’d be willing, but are Rick and Mal?”

Joan’s question made Sara giggle like a schoolgirl.
“Of course they are. They’re men. They’ll fuck whoever is in front
of them given the opportunity. But the real question is: are we
that type of people?”

“What type of people, exactly?” Joan already knew
she was a cheating, lying slut. She had made peace with that but
revealing her inner nature to Sara was excruciating.

“The type of people who switch sex partners for
amusement. Will we fuck up our lives for a little thrill?”

Joan, having already fucked up their lives by
seducing Mal, had an answer. “I’m willing to take that risk.”

 




Two

Reward


As always, arrangements were difficult, but the two
couples managed to hammer out a meeting that worked for them. It
was Joan and Sara who took the lead on what was supposed to happen.
That was fine with the men; they knew they were getting something
special, a privilege that most men didn’t have within the confines
of marriage.

The conversation between the two women was
officially the only one that was supposed to be taking place. Joan
had to keep reminding herself—and Malcolm—that what they were doing
behind their spouses’ backs had to remain secret…at least for the
time being.

It turned out that having two men draw milk from her
breasts was enough to encourage her body to really focus on her
production. Yes, it made her breasts sore for a few days, but the
reward was worth it. She would meet up with Malcolm two or three
times a week, either at his house or hers, for a quick suck and
fuck before they went to work.

“You can’t say a word to Sara about us,” Joan
reminded him as she wiped away the cum he had deposited in her
pussy. She tossed the small towel into the laundry hamper in her
closet and started dressing, pulling her panties on first.

The one thing she didn’t like about their morning
encounters was she was the one who had to get naked, or nearly
naked, for them to have sex. First she had to pull out her tits so
Malcolm could nurse from her, and then she had to remove her pants
and panties so they could actually fuck. Even under the best of
circumstances she had to open up her shirt and pull down her bra.
Occasionally she wore a skirt and that she could just hike up over
her hips, but it was still a struggle compared to Malcolm who only
had to unzip his khakis and he was ready to go. Yes, sometimes he
stripped down completely naked which depended on their time
constraints, but not often enough to please Joan.

“I’m not stupid, Jo, I know what to do and what
not to say.” He checked himself in the mirror over her
dresser, making sure there weren’t any errant drips of cum on his
pants or drops of milk on his shirt.

“I just get nervous,” she admitted to him as her
shirt went back on and she quickly buttoned up. Even with her new,
larger breasts, it was easier for her to just wear a camisole under
her shirts. Thank god for her business casual dress code.

“We could stop doing this,” Mal pointed out as he
slipped on his shoes, his one other concession to getting
undressed.

“Hell no,” Joan replied. “I need you nursing
from me.” She adjusted her tits inside the camisole. It was an
unnecessary adjustment; she just wanted to see his reaction to her
handling her breasts. “I don’t want to lose these girls.” Joan
grinned at her lover.

“If it really worries you, we could just do the
nursing,” he said. “We don’t have to have sex.”

“In for a penny, in for a pound. Do you really think
that Rick and Sara would see any difference?”

“No,” he conceded.

“Besides, I like the sex,” she told him, standing up
on her toes and giving him a kiss on the lips. She imagined she
could taste her sweetness still clinging to his lips, but she was
fairly certain she was just imagining it.

The kiss made Mal a little nervous. In his mind it
was fine to nurse from Joan because Sara would see the logic in
giving her friend a little relief from the breast pain from
building up a supply of milk. It was also fine to actually have sex
because that was what people who were having secret affairs did.
But the kissing was wrong because kisses were only supposed to be
shared by people who were in love. While Malcolm liked Sara well
enough he wasn’t in love with her. He’d fuck her, sure. He’d nurse
from her tits, of course. Yet to kiss was an actual betrayal to
Sara.

He didn’t tell Joan that.

“We probably shouldn’t meet up tomorrow morning,” he
told her as he headed to the door of the house. She was following
closely behind, getting ready to leave as well.

“Why not?”

“Tomorrow is Friday. We’re supposed to have our big
date Friday night. It’s not much but it might help for you not to
see me for a day or so. That way you can pretend my cock is a
surprise to you.”

Joan sniffed. “The only real surprise tomorrow night
will be your wife trying to fit Rick’s big cock into her
pussy.”

 


Their second group date went much smoother and
progressed much quicker than their first. This time they were at
Malcolm and Sara’s house and she didn’t bother with a bit,
elaborate dinner. They all knew what they were there for so food
and drinks would only delay the inevitable. She did lay out some
snacks and everyone was offered a drink but that was it. They had
other, more pressing concerns.

After quickly gulping down her drink Sara said,
boldly, “So, are we just going to go off to separate rooms or
what?”

Joan was feeling bold. She was going to fuck her
lover in front of Sara—her best friend and her lover’s wife—and she
wanted Sara to see that. But more importantly she wanted to watch
while Sara was surprised by the size of Rick’s cock. He might not
be as long as Malcolm, but he made up for that shortcoming with a
huge girth. “Hell no. All in one room. I like to watch.”

“But not porn,” said Rick. Everyone looked at him.
He glared back at
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