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He's outwardly respectable. (They say he cheats at
cards.)

And his footprints are not found in any file of Scotland
Yard's.

And when the larder's looted, or the jewel-case is rifled,

Or when the milk is missing, or another Peke's been stifled,

Or the greenhouse glass is broken, and the trellis past repair
-

Ay, there's the wonder of the thing! Macavity's not
there!

—T.S. Elliot, Macavity, the Mystery Cat

 



Part Two


Chapter Six

 


It was almost too much for Evan to keep up
with his wife and Rebecca. He was having sex with Rebecca twice a
week, sometimes at her place, sometimes at the gym, plus fucking
Sondra nearly every night because she needed to be nursed and when
he nursed from her, it always made her horny and then they
had sex regardless of how they intended to end the night. Between
the two women and caring for his children and working his job, he
barely had time to think and breathe. On the plus side, he was
enjoying every minute he spent with the two women in his life. Also
on the plus side he had lost ten pounds due to his busy life and
many trips to the gym for exercise and sex.

Sondra was in a similar situation. She had
to feed Evan every night and Hank nearly every day. Due to
circumstances and other considerations, she didn’t fuck Dr. Henry
every time he nursed from her, but it was often enough that she
started getting concerned that her pussy was going to wear out from
overuse. He assured her it was not.

Henry, though a skilled physician and
concerned care-giver, wasn’t a terribly deep thinker. He wasn’t at
all concerned with the guilt his girlfriend was going through over
her husband. To his credit he was always considerate with his
incredible luck of finding a horny woman who indulged him in his
new-found fetish for breast milk, but nothing else worried him.

It was Rebecca who broke the impasse. She
didn’t make any sudden demands of Evan, but simply gave him a bit
of a fantasy. “I’d love to fuck you wife,” she told him as he
sucked on her pierced nipples. He liked the contrast of hard metal
with soft flesh as he played with her body. Rebecca’s body was
completely different from his wife’s, which was good because
otherwise he would never have been able to distinguish between the
two of them while in bed. She loved it when he sucked on her. He
hadn’t admitted to her yet that he was nursing milk from Sondra
every night. Rebecca didn’t need to know that. It might have been a
terrible cliché, but as a small busted woman she had very small,
very sensitive nipples.

When she made her little confession, Evan
nearly choked on her nipple rings. “What?”

“I’d love to fuck your wife,” she repeated.
They were in her bed for a quick fuck before going to the gym where
he would swim and she would lifeguard. It was the perfect domestic
crime—one they had repeated for months now.

“Um…you would?”

She nodded earnestly and moved his hand down
to her pussy. As usual she was already naked when he showed up at
her door and he was down to his shorts by the time he fell in bed
with her. Automatically he stuck his middle finger into her,
testing her wetness and playing with her clitoris. And, as always,
she was wet and ready for him. She opened her mouth to answer him,
but only a groan came out. His thumb had found her clit and was
rubbing it as two fingers stroked the inside of her pussy. She
concentrated, thinking about what chores had to be done during her
lifeguarding shift, and managed to say, “Yeah, I’ve had plenty of
women with hard, lean bodies. I want to try your wife’s: soft and
supple.”

He stopped playing with her pussy. She found
that distracting. “Are you calling my wife fat?”

“What? No. It’s just that…I’ve had sex with
a lot of dancers and the like and they always seem to have hard,
firm bodies…kind of like men. I want to have sex with a soft-bodied
woman for once.”

All Evan could do was stare at his lover for
a minute. “You always surprise me.”

“I try to be innovative,” she told him and
then grabbed his wrist to get his hand moving again. “Go home and
tell her you have a girlfriend who wants to fuck the both of you at
the same time. She’ll like that.”

“I doubt it,” Evan said but he kept moving
his hand and watched her. Her eyes became unfocused and her
breathing suddenly rapidly increased. This was typical of Rebecca.
It might take her a little while to warm up, but when she got
turned on it was incredibly easy to make her cum with judicious
application of the thumb to her clit and rubbing behind her pubic
bone. “But I’m pretty sure you’re going to cum,” he teased her.

She nodded. “Uh-huh. Promise me,” she
started to beg. He thought he was promising to make her cum. Her
body jerked and he kept working at her pussy until her hips
thrusted upward and the orgasm took over her body.

“Thank you, thank you,” she said when she
was done. “I can’t wait to fuck Sondra.”

Evan said nothing. He was too surprised to
realize he had just promised to introduce his girlfriend to his
wife.

 


In bed with his wife that night Evan
wondered if it was possible to get carpal tunnel syndrome from
masturbating too many women too often. His mouth was on her left
breast as he nursed milk from her big red nipple as his right hand
worked on her pussy. Sondra was much the same as Rebecca in that it
was incredibly easy to make her cum when his thumb was on her clit
and at least one finger was working on her g-spot hidden behind the
pubic bone. He wasn’t sure if it was necessary to be sucking on her
nipple at the same time or not. She didn’t question him when he
started this new move with her—maybe because she enjoyed it so
much.

Watching her cum was much like watching
Rebecca cum. It excited him and pleased him. Worse, it lowered his
inhibitions. She clenched her jaw, breathed heavily through her
teeth, and abruptly squeezed her thighs together trapping his hand
in her pussy as she came. It was beautiful.

“I love you,” he told her with a kiss when
her body relaxed after the initial wave of pleasure coursed through
her body.

“Thank you,” she told him. “And I love you
as well. I think I love you more when you make me cum like
that.”

“Can I fuck you now?” he asked eagerly. His
cock was hard and poking against her thigh.

“I’ve been waiting for it,” she said and
opened up her legs, inviting him to her pussy. Evan moved quickly,
positioning his cockhead at her entrance and sinking it into her
body.

“Ooh,” she moaned. “That feels so good. I
always miss it when you’re cock isn’t inside me.”

“You had me inside you last night,” he told
her as he started moving his hips back and forth.

“It’s never enough,” she told him.

“You’re right,” he agreed. “It’s never
enough. I want more and more and more with you.”

“How do you want that?”

“I want to kiss you and fuck you and nurse
you,” he said as the moment started to get away from him.

“You have that already. Tell me more.” She
sighed. Sometimes it was a wonderful thing just to hear him talk
when he fucked her. Too often his mouth was full of her tit when
they fucked.

“I want to see you with another woman,” he
blurted as his lust quickly started climbing.

She laughed at him. “Of course you do, like
any man.” But lust had overtaken her mind as well. “Tell me
more.”

“I want another woman in bed with us,” he
said spinning his tale. “I want to fuck the both of you at once. I
want her to go down on you. I want you to go down on her. I want
her to nurse from your tits.”

“That would turn you on?” she asked, teasing
him, encouraging him.

“Fuck yeah,” he grunted. “I need another
woman in bed with us. You need another woman in bed with us.”

“And won’t you be jealous when she makes me
cum better than you do?” Sondra teased.

That was his breaking point. Evan came. His
balls tightened up against his body and he pumped a heavy load of
semen deep into her cunt.

After collapsing against her body they held
each other for a long minute. “That’s quite the fantasy you have
for yourself,” Sondra said to him. “And me, apparently.”

“I can make it happen,” Evan said. His
tongue was too loose he knew and he risked losing everything
now.

“Oh, you can, can you? How will you do
that?”

“I can do it,” he clarified for her. “Do you
want me to?”

 


Sondra looked down at Hank’s face as he
closed his eye and nursed from her breast. She had simply opened up
her shirt and pulled down her bra to let him nurse. They were in
his office. Today they had no extra time and would have to make due
with a quick nursing and maybe, if she was lucky, a fingering just
as quick that would give her an unsatisfying orgasm.

“Do you like this?” she asked.

“Mm-hmm,” he mumbled into her tit. It wasn’t
the answer she was looking for. He though she was looking for some
bawdy talk as a warm up to intercourse. She was actually looking
for a definition to their relationship.

“No,” she said insistently. “Do you like
this? Sneaking away, fucking me, drinking my milk.” Sondra grabbed
his face between her hands and pulled him away from her tit. His
lips were latched on to her soft flesh and came away with a loud
slurp.

“Hell yeah I like your milk and I like
fucking you.” Hank was honest, as always. He wasn’t a complex
man.

“Really?” she asked. “You like sneaking
around on your staff, my husband—your best friend, and not telling
the world about the woman you’re fucking?”

He licked his lips, pausing for an answer and
tasting the last of her sweet milk, and said, “I’m not in the habit
of telling the world about the women I bed, but I suppose it’s a
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