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Gretchen’s Twins



Chapter One

 


Pregnancy does wonderful things to a woman.
The most wonderful thing it did to my wife was take her barely
B-sized tits all the way up to a more than respectable D cup. Twins
will do that to a woman.

“The twins are starting to wean
themselves,” she told me one night. “Better start to say goodbye to
the other twins.”

“What? No!”

“Sorry, Charlie. You’ve had your
fun over the past year. Now things are getting back to
normal.”

“But I love your big
tits!”

“Then you should have married a
woman with natural big boobs, not ones that grew because she got
knocked up.”

I had learned a few things over the past two
years of trying to get Gretchen pregnant (which was surprisingly
fun and easy), her pregnancy, and then dealing with the reality of
having twin babies in the house. “You know, as long as there’s a
demand, you’ll keep producing milk,” I pointed out to
her.

“The demand is going away,” she
said absently as she undressed. We had just put the twins down for
the night. She pulled off her practical but unsexy nursing bra. I
watched as her still partially full breasts bobbled around as she
hunted for a nightshirt. They were huge and beautiful.

I had always been fascinated with the image of
the Nordic goddess: blonde, statuesque, big tits. Gretchen stood at
just over five foot ten, sported long blonde hair but was almost
too flat in the chest for me to notice. It took me more than a bit
of encouragement to get over that issue, but when I finally did go
out on a date with her, we almost immediately clicked. And by that
I mean she fucked on the first date. And fucked like a goddess.
That was enough to get me past her small tits.

Oh, I encouraged her to wear push up bras and
tight shirts, any trick to enhance her tits. (And since I hate
fakery, I’d never be with a woman who got implants.) She went along
with it, but didn’t understand my obsession.

“What if I kept up the demand” I
asked her, stripping off my clothes and getting into
bed.

“I’m not having another kid. Not
right now anyway.”

“Yeah, but if I kept the milk
flowing, they’d stay big and beautiful and perfect,” I pointed
out.

“I’m not letting you put the
breast pump on me and I’m not using it ever again.” Her words were
sleepy; taking care of twins exhausts every parent.

“I’m not talking about using a
breast pump,” I told her, slipping my hand up her leg, lingering
for a moment over her practical white cotton panties, over her
still slightly rounded tummy and up to her breasts. Gretchen only
slightly responded. I pushed up her nightshirt, exposing her
wonderful tits. “They’re perfect,” I said. “We can’t let them
disappear.”

“They won’t disappear, just shrink
down a bit,” she mumbled.

I couldn’t let that happen. My mouth descended
to her right tit and I slurped up her nipple and areola. Gretchen
sighed and groaned a bit. She was halfway to sleep and I was
keeping her up. Unfortunately she was keeping my cock up as well,
so she shouldn’t have been complaining. It only took a couple of
sucks before her milk started flowing.

The first time I tasted Gretchen’s milk I was
unprepared. We were having sex and I naturally wanted to play with
and suck her tits. In the heat of the moment I forgot she was a
lactating mother constantly producing milk. Before I knew it I had
a mouthful of her milk. It was sweet, not unlike a creamy fruit
juice. It was thin too, unlike cow’s milk bought from the store,
but still heavy on the tongue. It was warm, of course, and it slid
down my throat and warmed my stomach. It was heavenly. She was a
bit taken aback that her husband was drinking the milk intended for
her children. But then Gretchen realized how much I was enjoying
nursing from her and she was enjoying the sensation as well.
Mother’s might talk a lot about bonding with their babies and
breastfeeding making them feel more womanly, but an open secret is
many of those women loved having their tits sucked. They were
getting off on breastfeeding. Now Gretchen was getting off on me
sucking her tits as well. She came hard that night, that first
time, and so did I.

As I started nursing from her, Gretchen sighed
contentedly and woke up a bit. “There’s more left tonight than
usual. The twins aren’t nursing as much.”

“I’ll get it all,” I promised her
between mouthfuls. Fun fact about the human breast: there’s not
just one opening where milk comes from, there are several on each
nipple. Each suck on a breast produces several streams of milk at
once.

“You’ll keep my tits from going
back to normal,” she complained without passion.

“That’s the idea,” I said as I
switched from one breast to the other. She groaned a bit as I
pinched her empty nipple and sucked harder than necessary. She
liked rough sex; she liked it when I mistreated her
boobs.

As I continued to nurse from her, I noticed
her hand drifted down between her legs. I didn’t stop her. I wanted
her to enjoy the moment. Besides, who doesn’t enjoy watching a
woman masturbate? As I steadily drained her breast her breathing
came heavier and sharper. Her hand was busy between her legs,
playing with her pussy and clit. I know she felt my cock pressing
into her leg. There was only one way for this to end.

When her tit was finally giving no more milk I
reached down to her hips and yanked off Gretchen’s panties. Then I
rolled on top of her, pushed her hand away from her crotch where it
had remained busy while I was stripping her and slipped my cock
into her wet pussy.

“Fuck yes,” she breathed in my ear
as she wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me tight against
her body. Her tongue went into my mouth, tasting the remains of her
milk. I stroked my cock in and out of her body. “Uh huh,” she
encouraged me absently.

I fucked her as fast and hard as I could. It
was pure lust. I wanted to cum inside her taut pussy, but something
brought her back to her senses when I was about to peak.

“Pull out,” she ordered, unlocking
her ankles from behind my back. Her hands pushed against my chest.
I wanted to pop off in her pussy, but that wasn’t going to happen
tonight. She was still too paranoid about getting pregnant again. I
pulled out of her cunt, grabbed my cock and pumped it a few more
times. I came and sprayed by thick spunk over her body, decorating
her tummy and tits with semen. Each spurt added more droplets on
her skin. I shot out my spunk three, then four times, the fifth
spurt was little more than a dribble that hung on the tip of my
cock for a moment, then dropped down to get caught in the tangle of
blond curls that covered Gretchen’s mons.

I didn’t need her to shave her pussy to look
like a porn star. I didn’t need that. I wanted my wife to show off
her natural attributes. I liked seeing a nice patch of blond hair
between her legs. She’s a Nordic goddess and I got off on her
pretty pubes. Sure, she did some edging, but was more than happy to
be all-natural for me.

“Don’t get it in my pussy,” she
warning, watching the dribbles falling on her curls.

“I’ve been fucking you raw,” I
pointed out. “You could already be pregnant and you’re worried
about some spunk in your pubes?”

“Yes,” she complained. “I don’t
suppose we have a towel in here?”

“Nope,” I said after looking
around briefly. I stayed kneeling between her legs. She was even
more beautiful wearing my spunk on her pale skin.

“Damn.” She pulled down her
nightshirt that had been rucked up over her tits and used the
material to wipe away my baby juice. Once she was clean she pulled
it off and tossed it to the floor, opting to sleep in the nude.
“I’ll wash it in the morning,” she said. Already her voice was
thick with sleep.

“That was great,” I said,
snuggling up next to her, resting one hand on her drained, but
still sizeable, tit.

“Enjoy it while it lasts,” she
told me. “You aren’t going to be able to keep this up.”

“If it means keeping your boobs
big, I’m going to be doing this every night for the rest of my
life.”

“Uh-huh,” she mumbled
dismissively.

“I love your milk,” I told her as
she drifted off. “I’m going to drink your cream every night. I’m
going to keep them big and perfect.”

She was asleep.


Chapter Two

 


Gretchen was moderately certain I’d keep my
promise for a week or so, maybe a month. She started to get
frustrated with me after three months. “Look,” she started to
explain as I reached for the buttons to her blouse after the twins
were in bed, “this has been fun and all, but I’m pretty much ready
to stop being your personal milkmaid. The twins have stopped
nursing anyway.”

“But I’m not done with you,” I
said patiently as I carefully slipped each button out of its hole
and exposed her impressive chest. “When your breasts stop giving
milk, we’ll stop.”

“I would like some say in this
matter,” she tried to insist, but two things gave her away. First,
her chest flushed pink as I started stripping her. She was aroused.
Second, wet spots appeared on her bra. She was leaking.

“Once your milk stops, I’ll stop,”
I said, reaching behind her, unhooking the bra and dropping it to
the floor. “Look, you’re already leaking. Your body knows it’s
milking time.”

She sighed—half in frustration, half in
anticipation—and lay down on the bed. She was wearing her yoga
pants still, but that wasn’t going to last much longer. I joined
her and immediately started sucking the milk leaking out of her
right tit. It filled my mouth with her creamy goodness. I swallowed
audibly letting her know I was getting the best of her essence.
“It’s just a letdown reflex,” she told me while running her hand
absently through my hair. “It the same time of night, every night,
and my body knows what you’ll be doing to it. It’ll stop soon
enough.”

“No, it won’t,” I insisted, taking
a short break from the breast. “We’re going to do this
forever.”

She rolled her eyes. “Fine. But what do
I get out of this?” she asked.

“You get to please me?” I lamely
suggested before going back for more.

“No. Well, yes, there is that. But
I want more. I want to play again.”

There was a long pause between us as I
continued to suckle. I hated it when she wanted to talk and I
wanted to nurse. It was distracting.

“Play?” I asked tentatively. I
knew exactly what she wanted; I was just avoiding the
issue.

“I want a threesome again. I want
another man’s cock in me again.”

We had an open relationship before marriage
and before kids. It had been almost five years since we had another
person or another couple in our bed. Gretchen had been the one to
suggest our first three-way. She suggested it with another woman,
of course, knowing a man couldn’t resist the idea of having two
women at the same time. I went for it. She loved being the center
of attention. I didn’t mind the least seeing her make love with
another woman. But the first time I watched another man fuck her, I
was scared out of my mine…right up to the point when he was done
and I got on top of her, fucked her hard for all of thirty seconds
and had the most powerful orgasm of my life.

“Do I get to watch?” I asked as I
shifted from one breast to the other.

“You get to watch, you get to
participate,” she promised.

 


Which is how we found ourselves in an
anonymous Starbuck’s coffee shop across the table from a slightly
nervous college student. He was plain, clean-cut, polite, and I
automatically sensed he was out of his element. We had done this
before. Our small city is big enough to support a small university
where there are always plenty of student who want to walk on the
wild side of life, but still remain anonymous to their peers. Some
treated it as a joke or prank, but Gretchen and I had, over the
years, developed enough smarts to weed those wastes of time out of
the process in a few emails. This kid was serious and he seemed
nice enough.

So as not to scare him off, Gretchen took the
lead in questioning him. Boys always respond better to a sexually
confident woman.

“Why do you want to fuck a married
woman, Ethan?” she asked him. Nothing like a little boldness to
drive away those too frightened by the whole situation
either.

He looked away nervously and then studied his
coffee cup with much interest. “I just want to get laid?” he
mumbled after a minute.

I sighed, half in disgust, half in
exasperation. Going into this meeting I had been worried that he
sounded completely inexperienced and would be a waste of our time.
Gretchen shot me a look and gently wrapped her foot around my
leg.

“You’re not a virgin, are you,
Ethan?” Gretchen asked gently, reaching her hand across the table.
She had the people skills I completely lacked in life.

“No!” he said with a little too
much vehemence. “I mean, I’m not a superstud or anything. I had a
girlfriend back in high school. We had sex back then. A lot,” he
added unnecessarily. “I’ve only had a couple of drunk hook ups
since getting to college,” he groused.

“It happens,” Gretchen soothed
him. “We’re just not looking for a virgin right now. I like someone
with a bit of experience who knows what he’s doing. Have you ever
had sex with someone else watching?” She kept her voice low enough
that none of the other patrons could hear us.

“Um, yeah, once when my roommate
was in the bed next to me when I was with a girl I had met at a
party.”

“Did it bother you to be
watched?”

He shook his head. “No, not at the time. I was
drunk.”

“What about now?”

“It feels weird, I guess. But what
are you going to do?” he shrugged. “Can’t change the
past.”

“Would it bother that my husband
is going to watch you fuck me and then probably fuck me the moment
you get done?”

Ethan glanced at me. I nonchalantly took a sit
of my drink. It was too hot. “It’s weird.”

“But we mentioned that’s what we
were looking for in our ad,” Gretchen smiled. “Do you like the idea
of gang-banging an older woman?”

He was very quiet now. I could barely hear his
answer. “Yes.”

Some young guys are afraid of their kinks and
don’t know how to deal with them. I was that way at his age. “Don’t
worry, Ethan,” I said. “I have no interest in touching you. I just
like to see my wife fucked. Maybe you’ll understand a little better
when you’re older.”

He nodded. “That’s good.” He was confused.
That wasn’t bad, but he needed a little push to get him moving. I
looked at Gretchen and touched my right earlobe. She pulled an
envelope out of her purse and passed it to young Ethan. “What’s
this?”

“Medical testing form,” Gretchen
told him. “Full blood workup. Take it to the address on the form,
get the tests done, if you’re clean, you can do me raw dog, as the
kids are won’t to say,” she told him with a grin. “We’ll get a
report directly from the lab. We’ll pass our results along to you
as well, just so we’re all starting from the same point. Don’t
bother getting in touch with us until we email you again, which
we’ll do once we get your results. Agreed?”

He nodded.

Two weeks later we were waiting for him in an
anonymous hotel room on the other side of the city. The twins were
home with their grandparents while Mommy and Daddy got to go out on
a date just for grownups. I was wearing my usual jeans and polo
shirt. Gretchen had dressed up for the occasion: tight black yoga
pants and a white camisole covered by a filmy blouse. You could
just barely see the outline of her nipples through the cotton
camisole. Her ass was on perfect display under the
pants.

“Should we start without him?” I
asked her. It was getting late into the evening (for us) and I
wanted to get laid as much as she did. No such luck
though.

“No, I came here tonight to taste
a different dick for a change. I can wait.” She was patient if
nothing else.

I sighed and flipped through the terrible
cable options on the television while Gretchen went back to her
paperback. It wouldn’t be the first time we were stood up. Luckily
five minutes later there was a knock at the door. Finally Ethan had
responded to our texts. After checking the peephole Gretchen let
Ethan in.

“We’ve been waiting,” she told
him.

“Sorry, I was nervous, so I
debated getting a drink beforehand.” He was wearing shorts down to
his knees and a college sweatshirt. I tried not to roll my
eyes.

“Good thing you didn’t, I’m too
horny to wait much longer,” Gretchen said as she reached out and
grabbed his cock through his pants. He jumped a bit and then
grinned. “Already hard?” she asked. “Are you going to last more
than a minute?”

“Yes!” he said
emphatically.

“Good,” she said and stepped
closer to him. I moved off the king-sized bed and into a chair in
the corner of the room. I liked being the voyeur and my silence
would help him relax a bit. Next to each other I noted that they
were nearly the same height and Gretchen wasn’t wearing any shoes.
I stood above Gretchen by a good five inches, which is always good
when married to a Nordic goddess.

I inhaled sharply as she leaned in and kissed
Ethan. I saw her lips part and her tongue slip into his mouth.
Ethan accepted the kiss and was slow to respond to her more
aggressive overtures. Their bodies pressed together and she pulled
his shirt up, sliding her hand up the naked skin of his back. Then
she broke off their contact and half-laughed. “You’re so ready to
go, aren’t you?” she asked, placing her hand on his
crotch.

“Sorry,” he apologized. His face
was a bit red, I’m not sure from arousal or
embarrassment.

“Don’t apologize. I don’t want to
waste any time. Take off your clothes.” She carefully unbuttoned
her blouse as his clothes flew off. In a moment he was down to his
boxers and nothing else. His cock was tenting his shorts and
Gretchen was still fully dressed. “He’s eager,” she said to me. I
said nothing. “Take off your underwear and get on your knees,” she
ordered him.

It’s hard to ignore a beautiful Nordic
goddess. He was suddenly naked and on his knees. His cock jutted
out from his crotch, pointing up to his belly from a nest of soft
black hair. It was impressive, not huge, but nicely sized. One way
to weed out the weirdoes when hooking up via online ad: reject
anyone who sends nude pictures without being requested.

“Now take off my pants,” she told
him. He hesitated just a moment, before reaching for her waistband
and pulling down her yoga pants. Underneath the black pants she
wore her white lace panties that hide nothing, in this case being
her blonde pubes. “And the panties,” she prompted him. Again, a
moment of hesitation, then down they went too, the crotch clinging
to her cunt for just a moment as she was stripped.

“You don’t shave,” he said to
her.

On his knees he had to look up at her. She
glared down at him with a bit of haughtiness. “Not like your porn
stars or college girls, is it?”

“No,” he whispered. I could tell
he was nervous and excited. His cock was twitching just a
bit.

“Something else that’s different
from college girls. You’ll need to warm me up a bit.” She stepped
back, laid down on the bed, her feet still on the floor, legs
spread with her pussy wide open. Even from the other side of the
room I could see her pussy was wet and ready. Ethan apparently
didn’t know women all that well. He crawled forward and planted his
face in her pussy.

Gretchen sighed and pushed up her feet onto
her toes. The cunnilingus was completely unnecessary—but I didn’t
mind watching it at all. Ethan’s technique wasn’t all that great;
Gretchen managed to get her camisole off without any real effort or
distraction. When someone is eating her out Gretchen can’t
concentrate on the ceiling much less her clothing.

Again she was the one to break it off first.
“Okay, you need to fuck me now,” she announced with lust in her
voice. She backed up on the bed, lay down and kept her legs spread
and knees up. Ethan scrambled up on top of her. At just the right
time Gretchen looked over at me a smiled. I smiled back. Ethan
hesitated, his cock just outside the lips to her pussy. He glanced
at me and immediately looked away, guilt or nervousness controlling
him.

I nodded once to her. My wife reached down to
his still hard cock and grabbed it firmly. “I need you in me,” she
said, pulling him forward. Like any man he was easily controlled by
his need to fuck an available pussy. As he pushed into her,
Gretchen groaned and wrapped her legs around him, pulling him
forcefully into her body. “Yes. Now,” she said.

Ethan was no dummy. He started humping her and
I watched as my cock became uncomfortable in my pants. “Fucking
good,” he mumbled, his mind wasn’t fully functioning. It was
overcome by her charms.

I was slightly impressed. He lasted a good two
minutes before he cried out suddenly and I saw his balls tighten
up. The pulse of his cock and balls as they emptied into her pussy
was truly enchanting. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he kept repeating as
he came.

When he was done with his uncontrolled orgasm
Gretchen had the presence of mind to ask him, “What are you sorry
for?” she asked.

“For coming too soon.”

“Honey, you’re a college boy.
You’re probably good for a couple of more fuckings tonight. You
aren’t done yet. Let’s just take a rest for a bit. If you need a
little help, I’ll give you a blowjob so you can get it up
again.”

“Do you need to clean up?” he
asked her politely.

“Clean up what?” she asked,
pretending innocence.

“Down there, you know,
your…”

“My pussy?” Gretchen asked. “No. I
like your sperm inside me. You’re just going to be adding more, so
why bother?”

They held each other a few minutes, Ethan on
top of her. I saw his cock shrinking. When it slipped out of her
pussy, she rolled him over and took his cum-covered rod in her
mouth. Years of experience had given my wife some wonderful
cock-sucking skills. He was hard again in a minute. She immediately
got on her hands and knees, presenting her ass to him. “Ever do it
doggy style?” she asked.

Ethan missed that she had angled her body so
Gretchen could look easily at me while she was fucked. He eagerly
got behind her and quickly found the right angle to glide his cock
into her slippery hole. Like so many eager young men, I had faded
from his vision; he was completely focused on fucking my
wife.

She huffed and puffed, moaning at the right
times while Ethan pumped his cock in and out of her. He stayed up
on his knees, his hands on her hips while he fucked. Gretchen
normally liked to go down on her elbows when I fucked her from
behind, but she stayed up on her hands, letting her big tits swing
back and forth, bobbling with each thrust from Ethan. I heard their
skin smack together and the wet, sticky sounds of her cunt being
probed by his rigid member.

Then I saw a drop of milk form on her left
nipple. The white droplet coalesced together, bounced a few times,
then dropped down to wet the sheets. I felt a twinge inside at the
loss. I knew once she started flowing, she wouldn’t stop unless her
tits were empty or she was done having sex.

Gretchen felt the wetness and looked down at
her tits. Immediately a pained expression came over her face. She
wasn’t truly in pain—she loved every minute the reaming Ethan was
giving her. She knew that I could see the wasted milk and knew that
I wanted to drink from her tits.

“I’m sorry,” she said softly,
barely audible. Ethan didn’t hear her. He was too wrapped up in
fucking her pussy. His eyes were closed. I wasn’t sure if he was
concentrating on cumming quicker or preventing himself from
cumming. It didn’t matter. I knew Gretchen wasn’t ready to cum
yet.

And I was thirsty.

I got up from the chair and slipped onto the
bed, kissing Gretchen on the cheek as I did, and laid down half
under her body. Her tits nearly hung all the way to the bed so it
was a simple matter to take her leaking nipple in my mouth and suck
on it. She sighed and then groaned as I sucked for all I was worth.
The warm milk filled my mouth to nearly escape the tight seal on I
had on flesh. I audibly swallowed and went back for more. It was
our normal nursing time so there was no trouble at all with her
flow. As much as she hated to admit it, Gretchen loved getting
nursed. She loved getting fucked. It was awkward to do the two at
the same time, but with two men it was an easy task.

“Oh, suck me, Charlie,” she
grunted. Ethan may have been able to ignore the words suck
me or might have mistaken them for fuck me but
Charlie doesn’t sound anything like Ethan. His eyes
snapped open.

“What’s he doing?” Ethan asked
with his voice pitched a little higher than normal. Typical young
male sex panic. Another guy near him when he’s fucking a beautiful
woman automatically equates with risk of him turning gay.
Gretchen’s gentle swaying from his body rocking against hers
stopped. I didn’t stop sucking her milk, though. There was no way I
was going to release her tit when it was flowing.

“Just sucking on my breast,”
Gretchen said. “Keep going.” I wasn’t sure if she was telling him
or me to keep going, but it didn’t matter. I wasn’t going to
release her.

“Why?” There was rising panic in
his voice because my face was two feet away from his cock that was
buried in my wife’s cunt. The irony probably didn’t strike him at
that point.

“Because I need to cum,” she
said.

“No, why is he sucking your
tit?”

“Because I’m lactating right now
and they hurt!” she snarled over her shoulder. “Do you want to keep
fucking me or do you want to leave.”

He didn’t say anything but her body started
swaying again. He was busy fucking her. Gretchen’s moans came
faster and louder. She wasn’t far from orgasm. She just needed a
little kick to get over the edge. I reached out with my hand and
pinched her free nipple. It was wet with milk but she hadn’t lost
too much. As always I pinched harder than necessary. She let out a
stifled cry of pain followed by her mewling cries of orgasm. She
let her orgasm last for a minute. Sometime during that minute Ethan
must have cum again because I heard him grunt a few times then he
pulled out of her.

There was some awkward repositioning as
Gretchen turned over and lay down next to me. I lost track of Ethan
for a minute; I was too involved with Gretchen’s tit. Then I heard
the toilet flush and she spoke to him.

“Care to join us?” she asked. One
leg was raised up, half-hiding her pussy. I could imagine his spunk
was slowly emptying out of her pussy, her hair matted by their
fluids. I didn’t care if he joined us or not. I was in my little
bit of heaven latched on to her breast, happily draining
it.

“That’s okay, I don’t need to,” he
answered.

“Ever try breast milk?” Gretchen
asked, teasing him.

“Probably when I was a
baby.”

“Want to try some now?” she asked
and then invited him back to the bed by lifting up her free breast
with her hand. I glanced up at him and said nothing. He licked his
lips. His cock was mostly flaccid, but I might have imagined there
was just the slightest twitch when she teased him.

“Does Charlie do that to you a
lot?” he asked, not moving away, not joining us either.

“Every night or the milk will stop
flowing,” she explained. “There’s plenty in here. Why don’t you try
some?”

He hesitated a moment, then nodded once,
carefully, slowly. I closed my eyes again and when back to my
breast. Even though he had been fucking my wife for the past half
hour, only now did I feel a twinge of real jealousy. Her tits and
milk belonged to me, not some near-stranger. But they were hers to
offer freely if she wanted.

I felt him move onto the bed and I half-opened
my eyes to watch him. He didn’t try to kiss her or anything like
that. Ethan went right for the breast, taking it in his mouth and
sucking gently a few times. His expression abruptly changed and he
pulled off, licking his lips and swallowing. “It’s sweet. And
warm.”

Gretchen laughed lightly and pulled his head
back to her breast. “Of course it is. Take the whole nipple in your
mouth. You’re not going to hurt me.”

He latched back on and sucked a little harder
and more eagerly this time. I knew the milk was flowing into his
mouth. I watched his throat swallow a few times. His eyes remained
closed the entire time, through shame or being unable to meet mine,
I don’t know.

“That’s it,” Gretchen encouraged
him. “You do it like you were born to it,” she laughed. “Do you
like my breast milk?”

Ethan pulled off for a moment. “Yes,” he
answered quickly and went right back to the nipple. In the brief
moment I could see he had left drops of her wonderful milk behind.
They disappeared when he latched back on.

“Tasty?” she asked.

He just nodded.

Gretchen looked over at me with slightly sad
eyes for my predicament. She knew I was truly jealous now. It was
one thing to share her pussy with another man. It was another
entirely to share her tits.

I’m sorry, she mouthed to me but made
no motion to push Ethan away.

We nursed together in silence another few
minutes. My breast abruptly came up dry and I released it after
long last, licked the nipple to get the last leavings, and stood up
from the bed. Gretchen watched as I removed my shirt and tilted my
head at her and Ethan. It was time for him to go.

“Okay, honey,” she said to Ethan,
laying her hand on his cheek and breaking the seal he had formed
with his lips. “I think it’s time for you to go.”

Clearly he didn’t want to go, but noticing my
shirt was off and that Gretchen had decided things were over, it
was time to make a dignified departure. “Okay. Right.” He got off
the bed and quickly grabbed his clothes and got dressed.

“This was great, Ethan,” Gretchen
said, sitting up on the bed to watch him. “You were wonderful. Do
you want to do it again sometime?” She subtly winked at him and
lifted her still partially filled tit to him. “I’d love
it.”

He glanced between her and me. I nodded a few
times. “Yes. Sure. That’d be great.”

“Great. We’ll give you a call
then.” He was summarily dismissed and let himself out of the hotel
room. An instant later my pants were off, my cock was erect and I
was all over Gretchen.

“Save anything for me?” I asked
her.

“Just a bit.”

“Were you saving your milk or
pussy?” I asked as I probed once, then twice, and then buried my
cock deep into her pussy. It was sopping wet and slick with her
natural lube and the cum Ethan had left behind. I bend my head down
and immediately latched on to her partially filled breast, greedily
sucking up the milk that Ethan had been denied.

“Still hungry?” she teased
me.

“Thirsty, yes,” I mumbled into her
soft flesh. “Your pussy is soggy.”

“Uh huh,” she agreed, relaxing
back into the bed as I started fucking and sucking her. “I’ve been
well used tonight.”

“Slut,” I told her.

“Yes. Your slut.”

I fucked her faster. She moaned and came again
when I filled her pussy with my spunk. I came so hard it hurt my
balls. When my orgasm was over I laid on her and continued sucking
her tit until it was empty. She ran her hand through my hair as I
nursed.

“Did you like that?” she
asked.

I nodded.

“I want to the two of you to nurse
from me first, next time. You can learn to share.”

I could. But I didn’t want to. Still, I liked
watching her get fucked. It was a hard situation to be
in.
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