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One

Secrets

 


If Sara had any idea that Malcolm had cheated on her
just hours earlier, she gave no indication. They made dinner, took
care of the kids, got them to bed, and retired to their own bedroom
as usual. Sara even took off her nightshirt and eagerly offered her
breasts to her husband. He could smell the familiar scent of her
sweet milk filling the air. Figuring the best course of action was
to pretend like everything was normal, he laid down next to his
wife and took her nipple into his mouth. She sighed with relaxation
as her milk let down and he drew it out of her body.

“I’m really full tonight,” she commented.

Mal glance up at her face. Her eyes were closed and
she looked relaxed. “You taste really sweet,” he said between
mouthfuls.

“Thank you,” she sighed. “I’ll really tired,” she
said softly. “You’re going to nurse me to sleep.”

Sometimes they would have sex after Malcolm emptied
her breasts, sometimes not. It always depended on her mood and how
late it was. As it was he was happy to not have to tonight since he
had just fucked her friend a few hours before.

Just the thought made him wince and he sucked a
little too hard. “Ow!” Sara said sharply. “Careful!”

“Sorry,” he mumbled around her heavy breast.

“Don’t wake me up,” she complained softly. “Put me to
sleep. I want to sleep tonight.”

Malcolm nursed from her carefully, guiltily. He
wanted to relax his wife and make her happy, after all he had just
been in bed with Joan earlier in the day. He didn’t have any
intense desire to have sex at the moment. Guilt, he discovered, was
a boner-killer. If he could make Sara happy, he could wash away
some of the guilt.

 


Two blocks away Joan was straddling her husband’s
body, her pussy pressed against his abdomen, while she dangled her
breasts in his face. She was tightly gripping the headboard and he
was nursing from one breast. There wasn’t much milk in it, but Rick
didn’t notice that. He tasted her sweetness and knew she was
getting excited because of the way she ground her sex down on him;
he could feel her wetness and her heat.

Rick wanted to fuck his wife, but their bodies
weren’t correctly aligned. They had both gotten undressed before
getting into bed, but he was a short, stocky man with a cock to
match. Even though he was hard and had the desire, his cock wasn’t
long enough to reach her pussy, at least in their current position.
The only thing to do was to be patient and nurse from her tits. He
was certain that once her milk was drained she’d be more than eager
to fuck.

Joan was thrilled with her new breasts. The herbal
supplements Sara had given her along with the shot from the nurse
practitioner had been enough to get her milk flowing. Although she
wasn’t making a lot of milk just yet, Joan knew it was just a
matter of time before her tits were as big as and were making as
much milk as Sara’s. To do that, she needed plenty of attention
from Rick’s mouth and her breast pump.

And she had added Malcolm’s mouth to the mix as well.
Two men nursing on her would be certain to make her milk supply
shoot up. The idea excited her almost as much as the idea of her
pussy welcoming both her husband’s cock and her new lover’s.

While she felt a lot of guilt over fucking Malcolm,
she had no intention of stopping. She reasoned it was just a human
response and once she had the tits she wanted, their affair would
end. It was fine.

“You don’t have a lot tonight,” Rick commented as he
took a break from sucking.

Seeing that as his cue, Joan leaned back and massaged
one breast with both her hands. She managed to coax out a pair of
droplets, but nothing else. Taking it in stride, she merely
commented. “I used the pump before you got home. I got a lot more
than I expected.” She grinned wickedly at him. “Should I have saved
it for you?”

Rick chuckled and shook his head. “That’s all right.
I don’t need it that badly.”

“Do you know what I need badly?” Joan asked as she
shifted her position, moving up Rick’s body.

“What?”

“Your cock.” Working together they pushed his manhood
up into her pussy. He went in fairly easily. Because Rick was
thicker than most men, he sometimes had trouble getting into his
wife’s pussy, but not tonight. He attributed that to their position
and her wetness from being milked.

Joan knew the truth. She was still wet and excited
from having fucked Malcolm earlier in the day. She hoped that Rick
didn’t clue into the fact her pussy was still retaining a bit of
his cum.

It felt good when she came first. It felt even better
when Rick came inside her. It was a wonderful thought, the idea of
two men’s cum mixing inside her body.

 


When do I get to have you suck on my tits
again? Joan almost hated herself for writing the words and
sending the message to Malcolm. It wasn’t who she was. Maybe she
wasn’t a perfect person but she knew the difference between right
and wrong and expected behaviors in a marriage. This wasn’t her
behavior. It was like developing milk had changed the person she
was and she wasn’t completely certain she liked the person she had
changed into. But she hated to admit to herself there were some
very good things about it as well. The first thing she liked was
the new boldness it had given her.

But still there was the nagging idea in the back of
her head that someone—maybe Rick, maybe Sara—would find out about
what she and Malcolm were up to and that would ruin everything.

Her heart was pounding the entire time she waited for
Malcolm to reply. He was at work so she couldn’t expect an
immediate response. She kept herself busy just to avoid checking
her phone every ten seconds.

The worst possible response was Mal texting her back
telling her never to call or text him again. She could live with
that, but she didn’t want to. (And she knew the real worst possible
response was Sara texting her back.)

When do you want me again?

Joan sighed with relief and happiness. She couldn’t
admit to herself there was a good dose of lust mixed with her
response; her panties were wetter than they had been in a long
time. She was a mother and so she knew she should be wearing
practical underwear. Instead she was wearing a pair of pink lace
panties that exposed the bottoms of her cheeks. The thought of
Malcolm pulling them off while he sucked on her tits made her
shiver.

Today. Right now. Her answer was far too
honest but she sent it anyway.

His reply was fairly quick. Apparently he wasn’t that
busy at work. That’s not possible right now. What about this
afternoon?

It took a ridiculous amount of back and forth to find
a time and place that worked for them. After they were done Joan
briefly wondered how married people who had affairs did it, all the
planning and secrecy and stolen moments.

The moment Joan realized that she was one of those
married people who had an affair made her stomach tighten with
guilt. Then she realized she was still incredibly turned on. Since
she was in her office at the moment there was little she could do
about it. Glancing around she noticed that no one in her office who
had taken the least bit of notice at her furious texting. Sexting?
Planning? There was a solution and she was loath to do it, but her
body called out to her and at this point in her life Joan was
learning to obey the desires of her body.

The advantage of working in a small office meant the
bathroom was single occupancy with a locking door. She locked
herself inside and tugged her jeans and panties down to mid-thigh
and pressed her back to the wall. Silently giving brief thanks to
her office’s casual dress code she pressed her hand to her pussy
and anxiously frigged herself until she came.

It wasn’t as good a getting fucked by Rick. Or even
better, Malcolm. It wasn’t as good as using her vibrator, but for
the moment it would do. Pulling her pants back into place she
flushed the toilet and washed her hands. Only after looking at
herself in the mirror did she realize the one flaw in her hastily
assembled plan.

Two tell-tale dark, wet circles stained the front of
her shirt.

“Shit shit shit,” she cursed to herself.

Her lust and the mere act of masturbating had made
her milk let down. The fantasy she had whipped up of both Rick and
Malcolm feasting upon her breasts was too much. She pulled up her
shirt and bra. She wasn’t making much milk still and she hadn’t
leaked all that much. The two wet spots were only slightly larger
than quarters, but they were big and humiliating enough. She wiped
her breasts with some wadded up paper towels and then hand
expressed her firm flesh. Only a few drops came out so the risk of
leaking more was low. Maybe she had squirted out everything she had
already.

Blotting her bra and shirt and much as possible was
almost a waste of time. The material was damp but not soaked, but
the wetness wouldn’t go away easily or quickly. Making a quick
decision she put her clothes back in order and looked at her
reflection. It wasn’t too noticeable but it was noticeable enough.
It was the busy part of the morning and Joan decided to take a
risk. It wasn’t like she hadn’t taken a bunch of risks already.

Opening the bathroom door, she made a quick beeline
for her desk. Kevin, the newbie in the office waved to her. She
briefly waved back and continued on her way. If he was just being
friendly, fine. If he was asking for help, he’d have to wait.
Sitting down in her chair she yanked open her bottom desk drawer
and pulled out her emergency sweater. Normally she wore it only
when the AC wouldn’t stop running. This was a different type of
emergency. It was a cardigan, but that was fine. It covered up
everything worth seeing. Still, she fastened a pair of buttons just
to be safe.

A second later Kevin appeared at her desk. “Hey,
Joan, I have a couple of questions.” He smiled at her. He had a
baby face but the body of an athlete, something that had been
remarked on by a few of the other women. It seemed that Kevin asked
her the most questions. Only then did it occur to Joan that maybe
Kevin was flirting with her, coming on to her when she wasn’t
realizing it. Shit! That was the last thing she needed, some
other man wanting to bed her. She wasn’t sure she could resist.

“Sure, Kevin. What do you need?” She looked up at him
and tried to keep the expression on her face disinterested. Her
shirt wasn’t that tight and the sweater didn’t cover everything,
but Joan still wondered how much cleavage she was showing. Normally
she didn’t show much at all.

He looked at her longer than necessary and didn’t ask
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