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Chapter 1




Ben woke up with a splitting headache.
Not just a headache, a migraine. 

“Fuck.”

Alyssa rolled over and faced him. Ben
couldn’t remember how long he had been with her. Ten years? It was
hard to focus when an invisible spirit was cleaving a spectral axe
through his head.

“You okay?” she asked
him.

Ben tried to focus on her face. The
morning light was weak and hadn’t yet broken through the shades.
She was still beautiful, even in the morning, even without makeup.
Lover? Partner? Girlfriend? All of these and more.

“No.”

“Migraine again?” She had
been through this too many times with him.

“Yes.” He reached out for
her, but Alyssa pulled away, slipping out of their bed.

“I’ll be right back. I
just need to pee.”

It was early enough that the sun
wasn’t illuminating any part of their house yet. She kept the
lights off in the bedroom and bathroom. Alyssa didn’t want to look
at herself in the bathroom mirror, or any mirror.

On the way back to the bedroom she
pulled her sleep shirt over her head and let it drop to the floor,
leaving her naked. It was just easier that way. Her breasts were
full and round. A little too full. There was the familiar dull
tenderness in her flesh that was going to feel good to have Ben
relieve for her this morning.

She was going to help him as much as
he was going to help her. That’s what she told herself.

The moment Alyssa slipped under the
sheets Ben reached for her. She allowed him to drag her body close
to his. He was already halfway down the bed and she rested her head
on a pillow as his mouth first kissed the skin over her breast
bone.

That was just to get his bearings. A
moment later his lips sought out and found her nipple. It
contracted at his touch and being drawn into his mouth. She made a
little moan in the back of her throat, a combination of mild pain
and anticipated pressure. 

“Careful,” she cautioned
him. It was an automatic response from her lips, just like the rest
of the automated responses from her body. She felt herself relax.
She felt a mild rush of euphoria. She felt the milk in her breasts
start to let down.

She shouldn’t have milk in her
breasts. She’d never had a child. She’d never been pregnant. Ben
had done this to her body.

As much as it annoyed her, she also
loved it.

As he nursed from her she
could feel the endorphins being released, making her feel good. Was
this the reason for why she loved Ben? A rush of brain chemicals?
It was impossible to tell. Either way, she loved it when he nursed
from her, even when she complained about it.

The moment Ben tasted her milk, he
anticipated the relief he was about to get. Logically he knew that
there was nothing in Alyssa’s breast milk that would cure a
headache, let alone a migraine, but he knew that it worked. He
didn’t want to acknowledge that it was a placebo effect because if
that was the case…

As he nursed from her he could feel
the migraine ebbing away. Before he had this with Alyssa he had to
endure powerful painkillers that would knock him out for the day or
would have to just deal with the blinding pain. This was so, so
much better for him.

The warmth of Alyssa’s skin and the
soft, muted vocalizations, along with having her nipple in his
mouth caused another automatic response from Ben that had nothing
to do with his headache.

His cock started to harden inside his
pajama bottoms. This always happened. He didn’t hate it. Alyssa was
used to it happening as well. 

It wasn’t like she discouraged
it. 

Alyssa was fine with getting her
nipples sucked. She liked the way it felt, not just the sexual
aspect, but everything about it. It turned her on. It made her
pussy wet. It prepared her body to have sex.

They didn’t have sex every time Ben
nursed from her, but it was often enough.

Though she complained about it, Alyssa
actually liked how her milk production had swollen her breasts.
They weren’t huge now by any means, but after Ben had discovered
what her body could do for his headaches, they had grown. It was a
good enough excuse for her to buy a set of new bras, so that was
nice.

“You’re hard,” she said
softly, pressing her leg against his crotch, pressing his hard cock
against his body.

“Uh-huh,” he mumbled into
the flesh of her breast. Her milk had fully let down now. It was
easy to suck and swallow. He loved the flavor and he loved how it
made him feel.

“Do you want to fuck?”
Alyssa held him close, running her hand up and down his
back.

His word was mumbled, but understood.
“Yeah.”

Alyssa shifted her body, pulling her
left nipple from his mouth and offering him her right breast. She
wanted him to nurse from both sides so she wouldn’t be lop-sided
all day.

Ben took the hint and latched on to
the right nipple. Her milk was already flowing. He merely had to
swallow. It wasn’t spraying, but it was close. 

“You’re turning me on,”
she said softly. 

“Mm-hmm,” Ben
agreed.

On her side, Alyssa lifted one knee,
separating her thighs, exposing her pussy. Ben didn’t take the hint
so she grabbed his hand and pressed it between her
legs. 

She was wet. She was hot. Ben knew she
was turned on. His migraine was still there, but much diminished.
He rubbed her pussy. She moaned a little. He felt the pleasant
sensation of her curly pubes under his hand. It was easy to push
his middle and ring finger into her tunnel.

Alyssa tensed up for a moment as he
did so, but then relaxed more as he slowly moved his fingers in and
out. All the while he continued to nurse from her breast, sucking
out the last of her milk, willing his headache to dissipate so he
could deal with the day. So he could at least pretend to be a
normal human being.

“Drink up,” she told him,
looking down at his face, seeing how he concentrated on her. She
wanted to be drained. She wanted that mild euphoria that always
followed when he finished nursing. She was already halfway to
orgasm. She just needed his cock.

When Ben broke his latch on her
nipple, she grabbed his face and bent it up to hers, ducking down
so that she could kiss his lips. She tasted the vague sweetness
that always lingered there when he finished nursing.

“Get your pants off,” she
told him.

His headache was mostly gone. He
rolled to his back and hurried to untie his pants and pushed them
down. He barely got them down to mid-thigh before Alyssa was
climbing on top of him. 

“I’m in charge this
morning,” she said as she handled him, running the head along her
slit, finding the correct angle before she lowered herself down on
him.

They both shuddered slightly as their
bodies joined.

“We have to make this
quick,” said Alyssa as she settled into position and adjusted her
knees on both sides of Ben’s body. “I’ve got to be on time for
work.”

“Uh-huh,” Ben agreed as he
lifted up his hips, trying to go deeper into her.

Alyssa flexed her thighs and moistened
his cock with her amrita. A moment later she was bouncing up and
down. 

To an outsider their relationship and
their lives would have looked perfectly normal. This sex looked
normal. Two minutes earlier they were engaging in a perverted
act.

“You’ve got great tits,”
said Ben. He was staring at her chest. The sun had progressed far
enough now that stripes of light were slipping between the blinds
and illuminating Alyssa’s body. She was beautiful this way. Maybe
she didn’t have a perfect body, but she certainly had wonderful
breasts, more than enough to distract any man and many
women.

“Uh-huh.” She was too
distracted from his cock to pay attention. His nursing and her
needs had her on edge. Yesterday morning he had nursed briefly from
her but they didn’t have sex. Alyssa needed this.

Ben watched as her breasts bounced
gently up and down. They were softer now that he had nursed but
they weren’t completely empty. As she moved on him, Ben saw little
droplets fall from her nipples and land on his chest.

“You’re so fucking
beautiful,” he said, reaching up to gently caress her tits, lightly
pinching the nipples, not to hurt, but to excite.

“Uh-huh,” she replied,
barely hearing his words. She was close and needed to go over the
edge. She tilted her hips, trying to get more friction on her
clit.

“I love you,” Ben told
her.

“Yeah.
Me too.” She wished he’d stop talking. He was distracting her and
she was so close.

Letting go of her breasts, Ben grabbed
her hips and bounced his ass off the bed, thrusting into her, going
wild because he was overwhelmed by his lust.

He came. Alyssa felt his cum jetting
into her. It was hot and sticky and she loved it, but almost right
away Ben’s cock softened. In the space of a few breaths, she had
nothing in her pussy and he slipped out, leaving her
frustrated.

“Fuck you’re so good,” Ben
complimented her, pulling her body down to his, to embrace her and
hold her tight. “You’re the only one who can make my migraines go
away.”

She tried not to snort or laugh in his
ear. “There’s nothing magical about my milk.”

“I know, but it seems that
way.”

“I’m glad you’re not
hurting now.” Maybe this was the strangest part of their
relationship, but every couple had their quirks. At least this bit
of strangeness she shared with Ben she got some sexual satisfaction
out of. And she didn’t have to share it with anyone. Just Ben.
Secrets were fine to keep in a relationship.

“It’s mostly gone,” he
said. “Just a little bit left behind.”

Pushing away from him, Alyssa sat
upright and palmed her breasts. “I’ve got a little bit
left.”

“No, it’s
okay.”

“Good. I need to shower
and get to work.” She leaned over and grabbed her phone from the
nightstand off the charger. When the screen came to life, her eyes
went wide and she swore. “Fuck. I’m going to be late.”

She rolled off his body and rushed to
the bathroom, turning on the shower and barely giving the water
time to run warm before she got in.

Somehow she had lost track of time—not
somehow, she knew exactly how: nursing and sex—and now if she
didn’t rush, she was going to be late. She hated being
late. 

As she soaped up in the shower she
briefly considered jilling off under the hot water—she was already
one edge and it wouldn’t take much effort at all—but that felt
dishonest. She didn’t need to hide her sexual needs from Ben; she
just needed more time in the morning.

By the time she was showered, dressed,
and had grabbed a cup of coffee, Ben had barely gotten into the
shower. She pulled back the curtain, gave him a quick kiss while
being careful to avoid the spray, and said, “See you tonight,
hon.” 

With that she rushed out the
door.
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