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Chapter 5


They both looked at me like I was
insane.

Or drunk.

I was a little bit of both.

“What are you doing,
Amelia?” my husband asked calmly while looking at my
chest.

I noticed that Debra was looking at my chest
as well.

I didn’t blame them. I had a great chest.
Big DD tits that stood up rather proudly considering my age and
that they had been lactating for two decades. 

But they weren’t looking at my tits because
I was wearing a fetching dress that made me look good.

No.

They were staring at my chest because I had
ripped open my blouse, popping a few buttons off the fabric in the
process, and completely exposing my tits to them.

Or at least my tits as they were barely
contained by my pretty red bra.

“Uh…moving things along?”
I finally answered when the silence became unbearable.

“They look great,” said
Debra mildly, which was the only way to deal with a woman who was
not following the norms of polite society. Or even the norms of
threesomes, whatever the hell those were. I was still
learning.

“Thank you,” I said
smoothly to her and stuck my tongue out at my husband. “Do you want
to move things along?”

“Yes, well, I wanted to be
polite to your husband.” She rested her hand on Lou’s forearm
again. Debra might be more than willing to have sex with women, but
she was definitely bi judging at the bedroom eyes she was making at
Lucian. “After all, I have to thank him for letting me do this with
you.”

“Ha!” It
was more a bark than nervous laughter. I was being rude but I was a
little too drunk for good manners. “He
wants to fuck you,” I reported to
her.

They exchanged a glance that told me they
knew I was drunk and not being intentionally rude. I hated them for
that.

I also loved them for that.

Lucian spoke first. “Uh…Amelia and I were
discussing the nature of your…uh…developing relationship and I
suggested that after watching the two of you I might want to have
sex with the both of you.”

He put it so politely.

I was jealous of him and horny for him and
angry at him and in love with him all at the same time.

“I’m bi,” slutty Debra
said and they exchanged a little nervous giggle.

“Good to know,” said
Lucian. “But maybe we should do this another time when Amelia isn’t
so…”

“Drunk!” I helpfully
supplied.

“I was going to say
inebriated.”

“Same thing!”

“We could just chat for a
bit and wait for her to sober up,” suggested Debra. Obviously she
wanted to get into my panties. 

I didn’t blame her.

I wanted her to get into my panties.

“Or we could just go ahead
with our plans anyway,” I said and reached behind my back. It took
me a few seconds of struggle, but eventually I got the hooks undone
and slid the bra’s straps off my shoulders.

Tossing aside my bra I put my shoulders
back—and I heard my mother saying good posture was important—and
showed off my tits.

“I’m ready, are
you?”

One more time Debra and Lou exchanged a
glance. I was getting tired of their secret looks.

“I’m more than happy to go
forward,” he said. “I want to see the two of you together, mostly
for selfish reasons.”

Debra licked her lips. I wanted her to lick
my nipples. I could feel my milk trying to force its way out of my
tits.

“Sure. I’ll do it. That’s
why I’m here, right?” She gave me a wink. “I’m a bit of an
exhibitionist anyway.”

That was news to me, but I didn’t
care. 

“Great! Let’s go!” I
grabbed her hand and pulled her through the house to the bedroom.
She already knew the way but I didn’t care. 

Lucian followed behind us. He was the best
husband who didn’t care if his wife drunkenly hooked up with
another woman.

Well, he cared, he just wanted to watch.

I didn’t blame him.

I pulled Debra down on the bed where we
kissed. She was on top of me, squishing my tits so I had to roll
her to our sides.

I could hear Lucian talking. 

“She might regret this in
the morning, but let’s see what happens anyway.”

Neither Debra nor I had any time for words.
She kissed her way down from my mouth to my neck to my clavicle and
then to the top of my breast. A second later I felt her hot breath
on my nipple.

Finally her lips surrounded my most tender
flesh and I moaned.

I turned my head to look at Lucian. He was
sitting backwards on the chair for my makeup table and grinning at
us. 

He wanted this as much as I did.

I let Debra start nursing on me. I wanted
her to nurse from me. Yes, I was drunk, but I still wanted this.
Sometimes you need a little extra courage; maybe I found mine in a
bottle. 

I clutched her head to my breast. Maybe it
wasn’t graphically sexy, but I felt like the sexiest woman in the
world as she nursed from me while my husband watched. 

The milk flowed. It flowed easily. It flowed
out of my nipple and into her mouth. I felt so connected to Debra;
I felt connected to her in a way I hadn’t felt connected to anyone
except my husband.

It was so wrong and so right at the same
time.

Sex is sometimes messy; it’s supposed to be.
The same is true of adult nursing. As my milk flowed into Debra’s
mouth my other breast wasn’t just lazily waiting its
turn. 

I started leaking. 

I didn’t have much of that when I was
feeding the twins because they usually nursed at the same time and
my milk production had dropped off precipitously when it was just
Lucian having some breast play with me. 

But I was hyped up on alcohol and lust and
my tits wanted to express themselves. Literally.

The only thing to do was to pinch the nipple
and hope for the best.

“Are you leaking?” Lucian
asked me.

“Yeah.”

“Want me to
help?”

My head was spinning. “Yes?”

Lucian moved off the chair and joined us on
the bed. The positioning was awkward—I had to roll to my back to
accommodate the two of them—but eventually we worked things
out. 

I couldn’t believe it. One
minute I was getting nursed on by Debra and
having my husband watch. And the next minute I had each of them
nursing on me. It was weird.

It was sexy.

I was getting incredibly turned on.

I wished I had had more milk.

It was going great and I could feel my pussy
getting wetter and wetter and I didn’t want this to end, ever.
Lucian put his hand on my thigh and I automatically opened up my
legs because that was how we usually initiated sex.

But Debra took the opportunity to put her
hand over my pussy, feeling my heat through my pants. I wanted
this.

But then Lucian moved his hand and
discovered that Debra was already there.

She released my nipple with a wet slurp.
“Sorry,” she said, withdrawing her hand.

“No, don’t be. I’ll just
watch.”

“You sure?” she
asked.

“That’s what I’m here
for.”

My eyes were ping-ponging back and forth
between them. I felt like I was an object to be used for their
pleasure.

That was a nice thought.

Before I knew what was happening, they were
working together to pull my pants off. For two people who had just
met, they worked surprisingly well together. In a few seconds I was
naked and Debra was laying between my legs. A second after that she
was licking my open slit and found my clit.

A second after that Lucian was kissing me. I
kissed him back with a ferocity that I didn’t know I had.

“Is…is this okay, honey?”
I asked. My head was spinning. It wasn’t from the wine.

Before he answered Lucian moved his mouth
over to the breast that Debra had been sucking. He experimentally
nursed on it but the milk was gone. He moved back to the breast on
his side of my body and checked to make sure that one was empty
too. 

“This is perfect,” he
finally told me. “Is it okay if I just watch?”

I nodded. I was making little moaning sounds
because of Debra’s inquisitive tongue.

Women definitely know how to eat pussy
better than men.

It was time to focus on Debra’s tongue and I
lost track of my husband for a minute. That was fine because I
couldn’t do anything but focus on Debra’s tongue. And lips. And
mouth. And her arms wrapped around my thighs.

I came. I came hard. I came so hard that I
arched my back and she momentarily lost contact with my pussy. That
was good because I needed a moment’s respite and I wanted to check
in on Lucian.

He had moved back to the chair, had opened
up his pants, and was jacking off.

I didn’t blame him.

I wanted to reach out and hold his cock, but
he was too far away. I couldn’t move or ask him to get closer
because Debra took that moment to slip her tongue up into me
again. 

I groaned loudly and pushed her face away
from me.

“Want me to
stop?” 

“I want my husband’s
cock.”

Debra glanced to the side and saw Lucian
stroking himself. She licked my amrita off her lips and said, “I
want his cock too.”

Before I could react to
that she got on her knees and pulled her top off. I was thrilled to
see that she wasn’t wearing a bra, or maybe she had pulled it off
in the
same smooth movement. I didn’t
care.

She then wiggled out of her yoga pants
showing me a pussy that was completely shaved and maybe as wet as I
was.

“Can I have him?” she
asked before resuming her position between my legs. Her tongue
teased my clit and then she sucked on that little organ much to my
delight.

As a persuasive argument, it was
compelling.

“S-s-sure,” I stuttered
out.

That was all the permission my husband, the
love of my life, needed. He quickly stripped off his clothes and
got on the bed with us. He got her to shift her position so she was
up on her knees, ass in the air. That was all I could see before I
closed my eyes and entirely focused on her tongue. I felt like a
slut. A milky slut.

I loved it.

A few seconds later I felt a rhythmic
shaking to the bed and Debra’s body. I forced my eyes open and saw
Lucian thrusting into Debra’s small, trim ass. 

I should have been upset.

Instead I was incredibly turned
on. 

Debra sucked on my clit just a little and I
shivered and came again. Debra giggled delightedly.

Lucian kept fucking her. I didn’t want him
to stop. I grabbed my big tits and pinched the nipples as Debra
kept eating me out.

I had imagined a lot of things involving
Debra, but this hadn’t been one of them. 

He kept fucking her while I watched. I
wanted this to last forever, but eventually it had to
end. 

Without warning, Lucian pulled out of her
and pumped his cock a couple of times with his hand before
unloading his spunk all over her ass and back. 

I couldn’t be sure but I was fairly certain
I hadn’t seen him cum that hard. Ever.

“Oh…wow,” I complimented
him and started laughing.

Debra twisted her head around. “Did he make
a big mess on my ass?”

I nodded. “Hot. Very hot.”

We took a break. Debra went to the bathroom
to clean up and I went to my husband. 

“That was so fucking hot,”
I told him.

“Are you okay with
this?”

I nodded eagerly. “I want to keep going. I
want to do everything.”

I wasn’t sure what everything was.

“I like where this is
going,” he said.

“Are you going to fuck me
tonight?”

“I will if you
want.”

“First I want to suck
Debra’s tits,” I said, surprising myself.

He nodded. “Sounds good. Want me to join
you?”

Debra returned a moment later and together
we eased her back into our bed.

“Why am I suddenly the
center of attention?” she asked.

She knew why.

“Because we’re both in
love with your tiny tits,” I said before engulfing her breast with
my mouth. Her areolas were barely the size of half dollars. Her
nipples were tiny pencil erasers. I still loved having them in my
mouth.

Glancing aside I saw Lucian eagerly sucking
on her nipple.

Debra was wiggling around, suffering through
the pleasure of our double assault on her tits. When I moved my
hand down her body to her pussy.

I
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