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Chapter One

​


My wife Tracy has been lactating for me for
twenty years—well, not me exclusively, but I like to think of it
that way.

Tracy and I got married right out of
college, mostly because we wanted to—we were stupid and in love and
too young to be making any real life decisions—and partly because
we had to. She was almost two months pregnant at our college’s
graduation ceremonies. It wasn’t really a scandal; it was the 1990s
not the 1950s, and we didn’t have to get married; we just wanted to
because it felt like the right thing to do.

Want to know what’s worse than having a baby
right out of college when both parents are trying to get their
careers going? Having twins instead of one kid. We decided right
away that two was more than enough for us. No more children for
us.

She complained terribly about the pain in
her breasts when the twins started weaning themselves. In my
opinion she didn’t have that much to complain about since they had
gone almost a year happily nursing from her. Did she want them to
keep nursing for the rest of their lives? She didn’t think that was
funny. When the pain kept her up at night—even after doses of
ibuprofen and acetaminophen plus hot compresses—Tracy broke down,
got out her breast pump and turned to that machine for some
temporary relief.

Unfortunately she also woke me up in the
middle of the night while she was pumping. “What are you doing?” I
asked groggily as I came out of dreamland.

“It hurts too fucking much,” she complained.
Tears were welling up in her eyes even as the pump drew away the
pressure on her breasts. “I need this.”

Two days before the twins had both abruptly
decided they were done with breast feeding. While it was cute and
precocious of them to feed themselves with pudgy fingers, they were
also causing my wife great pain because the massive amount of milk
she had been producing now had nowhere to go.

“But if you pump,” I pointed out, “you’re
just going to draw out the process.” I sat up in bed, groped on the
nightstand until I found my glasses and put them on. She was
sitting in the corner of the bedroom in the rocking chair she used
to use to nurse the twins, and occasionally pump her breasts.

“I know, but it hurts!”

I nodded and looked at the milk that had
collected in the bottles. It wasn’t much. “Does pumping help?”

“A little.” The pump wasn’t that noisy, but
it seemed to be straining to draw out her milk.

“Should I wake up one of the twins and see
if he or she will nurse?” We had fraternal twins which was a giant
pain in the ass when trying to find the right pronoun to use when
speaking of just one in the singular. It was another of the many
problems with having twins.

“No. I know they won’t nurse.” She said this
in the tone that I knew she didn’t want to argue. “Fucking pump’s
barely working.”

“Is it broken? Worn out?”

“I don’t know.”

“Want a hot compress?” I didn’t know what
else to offer her. She ignored me.

Tracy combined the contents of the two
collection bottles and went to the kitchen to put it in the
refrigerator. She wasn’t one to waste anything, even breast milk
the twins didn’t want.

“Is it better?” I asked when she returned to
bed.

“Not really.”

“Is there anything I can do?”

She sighed in frustration. “Not unless you
want to nurse from me. That’ll help.”

I shrugged. “Okay. I’ll give it a try.”

“Really?” she asked doubtfully.

When we were in college Tracy had a nice
respectable pair of breasts. After getting pregnant and going
through a year of nursing, they had ballooned up to the size
generally found only in Hollywood, but hers were all natural. We
were still young and I, admittedly, was obsessed with her breasts.
I had gotten a mouthful of breast milk more than once while we were
having sex—at least the limited amount of sex married couples have
immediately after the birth of the first child.

“Sure, why not? It’s just breast milk,
right? It’s not going to hurt me. It’s supposed to be really good
for babies, how bad can it be for me?”

Eagerly Tracy pulled up her pajama top and
exposed her breasts. I clicked off the light, not that we needed to
do this in the dark, but it seemed the right thing to do. It took
us a minute to find the right positions for our bodies. It wasn’t
like when we had sex where I’d roll right on top of her and lick
and bite her nipples. That sort of foreplay would only last a
minute at most before we moved on to something else. In the end
what we wound up doing was an imitation of how she would
occasionally nurse a single twin. We went to our sides facing each
other. I put my head on a pillow to reach her upper breast and put
my mouth on her nipple.

The first couple of sucks nothing happened.
When I first kissed her nipple it hardened under my lips, but when
I started sucking it then softened. I felt the tension start to
ease in Tracy’s body and then I got my first taste of her milk. It
was warm and incredibly sweet. More like a sugary fruit juice than
cow’s milk you’d buy at Stewarts. I swallowed and sucked some
more.

“Oh that feels good,” Tracy sighed. “Don’t
stop.”

Back in college her saying “don’t stop”
usually happened when I was going down on her or we were
approaching orgasm. Now it meant I was relieving her pain.

Her hand wrapped around the back of my head
and she almost whispered, “Not so hard. Slow down.”

I started sucking slower but longer. Each
time I drew her nipple into my mouth a little eruption of sweetness
washed over my taste buds. Tracy curled her leg over my hip,
holding me close, keeping me from escaping.

“Switch,” she told me abruptly, rolling away
from me a bit and pushing my face down to her other breast. I
tasted her sweetness the moment I licked her puckered nipple. I
barely had to suck on it before it squirted the milk into my mouth.
She was full to bursting. “Mmm-hmm,” she moaned as I quickly
settled in and pulled the milk out of her. I didn’t have to expend
much effort to get her milk to flow.

She kept her leg hooked over my hip and as
we nursed, she started rubbing her pussy against my hip bone. I
don’t know how much she could feel from doing just that since we
were both wearing pajamas and two layers of clothing didn’t exactly
help find the right kind of friction needed for sex. I knew what
she was doing and she knew what she was doing, but I kept sucking
on her breast. She was so sweet and I didn’t want the moment to
end.

I thought she didn’t either, but then she
cried out, “Stop stop stop!”

At once I let go of her breast. “What? Did I
hurt you?”

She didn’t reply and simply pulled at my
waistband, pushing it down, and fished out my cock which was
already hard. Tracy had already thrown her leg off me. When you
have two one-year-olds you generally don’t have a lot of time for
slow, languorous sex. The few occasions we had the opportunity to
fuck, it was always rushed and not nearly as good as it had been.
This time was no different. We were extremely hurried, but not
because we were afraid of the kids waking up. We needed to have sex
right now.

I helped her remove my bottoms and for half
a second I wished that she would go down on me like she used to in
college, but that thought quickly faded as she lifted up her hips
and pulled off her own pajama bottoms. Just like that we were naked
enough to have sex. Her shirt was still on, but her tits were
exposed because I had been nursing from her. I just climbed on top
of her, she opened up her legs, and I rooted around a bit before I
managed to fit my cock into her pussy. To my surprise she was
incredibly wet. Normally to get Tracy that wet I had to go down on
her or spend an hour teasing her clit with my fingers. Not tonight.
I slipped right in and we both sighed with satisfaction. I was
right where I wanted to be and she felt spectacular.

“You fit me perfectly,” she told me as she
wrapped her legs around mine, trying to keep me deep within her
cunt. I wasn’t having any of that and pushed back a bit, thrusting
into her with absolutely no technique, but a lot of enthusiasm and
pent up frustration.

I’d love to say we fucked for hours and I
made her cum over and over again. That’s far from the truth. We
fucked for about two minutes. I made her cum once—but it was an
incredibly hard, powerful orgasm. Tracy was never the quietest of
lays and tonight when she came she screamed almost loud enough to
wake the twins. That in itself got me off and I came right as she
was coming down from her lusty high.

“It feels so good when you cum in me,” she
breathed in my ear as I raggedly panted, exhausted from my
exertions.

“Uh-huh,” I lamely agreed.

After the babies were born we were pretty
sure it would be many years before we’d want another kid so Tracy
had gotten an IUD, partly for the convenience and partly so she
could breast feed. That made sex easy, not that we ever had enough
of it.

“I want to do it again.”

“Tonight?” I asked her. “I need to rest a
little…”

“No, later. Tomorrow. You made my breasts
feel so good. I almost came just from that.”

I lay there in silence, thinking about her
words. What I didn’t know then was how those words would bring us
down a long, strange path.

 



Chapter Two

​


The next night we put the twins to bed and
got into bed ourselves. Tracy immediately removed her top. She had
shed her pajama bottoms before crawling into bed so she was already
down to just her panties. Since I didn’t need to be naked to nurse
I didn’t bother to remove any of my clothing. Tracy lay on her side
and gently caressed her breasts as I watched. “You ready?” she
asked me.

“For what?” I asked nervously. More than
anything else I wanted to suckle her but I was too afraid, too
nervous to ask her because I was certain she would say no and my
little fantasy would evaporate like a dream.

“To nurse,” she said matter-of-factly. “My
breasts are already too full. They hurt. You need to fix that.” She
grinned at me knowing that suckling her breasts would only be the
first step.

“Are you sure?”

“Hell yes!” Tracy reached across the bed to
where I was standing and pulled me down to the mattress. It a flash
I was at her breast, latching on to her nipple, and sucking like a
man dying of thirst.

“Oh!” she gasped as I drew forth the first
little burst of milk. “Not so hard. Slow down. There’s plenty for
you.”

I nodded and paced myself. Her breast was
hot and hard, but as I extracted her milk it slowly softened and
cooled. Once more she threw her leg over my hip and I responded by
placing my hand on her ass. I didn’t do anything beyond that, but
just touching her like that reminded me of how connected we were. I
didn’t have permission to touch any other woman’s ass, so my wife’s
was the best choice.

She started rubbing her pussy against me
again, but I ignored her until her first breast was emptied and she
rolled to her back a bit, exposing her other tit, letting me latch
on. Tracy tried to throw her leg back over me and put some pressure
on her pussy, but I was too quick for her and pressed my hand
against her tummy.

Pregnancy can ruin a woman’s body, but not
in my wife’s case. True, her stomach wasn’t as flat as it had been
in college and she was now sporting stretch marks that hadn’t been
there before, but she was still in good shape. I slid my hand over
her little paunch and down into her panties. She moaned a little
bit, probably from the combination of my mouth on her tit and my
fingers teasing her clit. Though it was impossible to see in the
dim light of the bedroom, I could feel her auburn pubic hair under
my palm and could tell she had spent a little time shaping it with
her razor. Whether she had just done some edging or had given
herself a nice little landing strip, I couldn’t tell. That wasn’t
important. The important part was she had done it, had shown some
pride and interest in getting ready for sex. There’s no way for me
to articulate how much that meant to me.

It was easy to find and gently rub her clit.
I did this in conjunction with nursing on her still full breast. In
almost no time at all she was squirming on the sheets, anticipating
what was to come. I didn’t stop nursing from her, of course, this
was the warm up. Going straight to sex was the wrong course of
action. I needed to empty her breast first.

That didn’t stop her from pawing at my
clothes, trying to get to my cock. “Fuck me,” she panted as I
continued to play with her pussy and suck on her nipple.

I paused for just half a second to reply.
“Not until you’re empty.” Then I went right back to sucking out her
milk.

She whined in complaint, but I ignored her
noise. I knew that noise. It meant she wanted to cum right then and
there, but if she did, it would only be a little orgasm. In her
more lucid times—when we weren’t fucking—Tracy always said she
liked to delay her climaxes as long as possible because that made
them more intense. I had learned not to give in to her begging and
pleading to cum right away. And as a consequence she was always
more satisfied at the end.

When her both her breasts were finally done
I climbed on top and fitted my cock into her. It was always that
familiar sensation of coming home. Tonight I lasted longer than our
first, intense nurse and fuck session, but again it wasn’t a bout
of tantric sex. We fucked, she came—this time muffling her cry into
a pillow, then I came and we were done.

“Is this wrong?” she asked as we comported
ourselves for actual sleep.

“Is what wrong? Having sex?”

“You doing this to me.” She gestured
at her bare and empty breasts.

“Why would it be wrong?” I asked, a little
nervous about where she was going with her train of logic.

“My milk isn’t for you, it’s for babies.
Last night you just relieved me of pain and we, you know, had sex
because it just happened that way. Tonight, we did it because it
was…” She trailed off.

“We did it because we liked it last
night.”

“You like my milk?” she asked, slightly
astonished.

“It’s very sweet, like you,” I told her with
a kiss to her cheek.

She rolled her eyes. “It’s a little bit
perverse.”

“Were your breasts hurting tonight?” I
asked.

“Yeah, a little. It would get worse by the
middle of the night.”

“Then I just did you a little favor—and we
had sex too. I don’t care if it’s a little perverse.”

“You probably like it,” she pointed out.

“At least I’m not into necrophilia.”

“Ha.”

“We can stop anytime you want,” I told her
secretly wishing she never wanted to stop.

After a weighty pause she said, “We’ll just
do it until my milk gives out and my breasts stop hurting.”

“Sounds good to me.”

 


Her milk never gave out. The twins had
weaned themselves but Tracy couldn’t take the pain of letting her
milk supply dry up. If our kids had been more normal they would
have gradually weaned themselves over a period of several weeks and
Tracy’s supply would have lessened a little bit each day. But our
kids were stubborn and when I helped her out to relieve the pain,
we found a little game that appealed to us. I didn’t want to wean
myself from her supply and she didn’t mind because ten minutes of
nipple sucking got her going.

The sex was great. The sex was fantastic.
The sex was what a lesser person would describe as mind-blowing. It
was a good thing she already and an IUD otherwise we’d have already
begun on our second set of twins.

We literally, with no exaggeration, had sex
every day. We had to otherwise she’d start suffering pain again. We
made time for it. Other less important things fell to the wayside.
Who needs an hour of crappy television when you could be having
some wild and kinky sex? After several months of this game we had
all but admitted to ourselves that it was less about relieving her
pain from sudden cessation of lactation and more about the sex and
bonding.

Bonding, not bondage. I’ll get to that
later.

Fun statistical fact. Parents of twins are
much more likely to divorce than parents of singletons. Tracy and I
had our ups and downs before, during, and after pregnancy, but once
we started on our unintentional adult nursing relationship we found
that we were actually closer than before. We looked forward to
seeing each other at the end of the day, not just for the
companionship and the sex and the milk, but for the bond that drew
us together.

Tracy had developed the bad habit of talking
to me while I was nursing from her. It was a cliché of modern
American male-female relationship. She did all the talking and I
did all the listening and often I was barely even half listening. I
was focused on her breasts and nipples.

“Do you really like my milk?” she asked me.
As always we were on our sides in bed. She had her head propped up
on her hand and bent elbow while she looked down at me.
Occasionally she’d run her fingers through my hair and move my head
to a more comfortable position.

“Mmm-hmm.” That was all I could manage while
nursing from her unless I released my latch on her nipple and she
hated that. Still, it didn’t stop her from asking me questions and
talking to me while I nursed.

“That’s weird.”

“Mmm-hmm.” I didn’t really think it was
weird, I had moved past that long ago.

“Is it weird that I don’t want to tell
anyone what we do?”

I slowly shook my head back and forth, never
releasing her nipple. It pulled and stretched her breast a bit, but
over the months her tits had gotten used to being abused a bit by
me…and that was after a year of twins nursing from her.

“Should we?”

I continued to suck and just lifted my
shoulder in a half-shrug.

“What about my doctor?”

Sometimes my wife asked so many questions I
had to stop nursing and actually speak. “Is there a reason for you
to tell the doctor?”

“Not really. Some women nurse for
years.”

“Then no.” I had stopped on her left breast
because of her question and because it was pretty empty at that
point. I snuggled down next to her and sucked her right nipple into
my mouth. Tracy sighed and groaned a bit.

“Maybe I should tell Kerrie,” she said after
I settled into my pattern of sucking and resting, letting her sweet
milk rest on my tongue for a minute before swallowing it. As always
it was warm and sweet. I’m sure Tracy had tasted her milk on my
lips and in my mouth when we kissed after nursing, but I wondered
if she actually went all out and tasted her milk either directly or
from one of her collection bottles.

It didn’t seem the right time to ask
her.

I didn’t want to answer her question so I
just sort of shrugged and gave my standard, stock answer.
“Mmm-hmm.”

“Fuck that feels good,” she moaned and
pushed her hand down into her panties. I could feel her fingers
busy in her underwear, but I didn’t do anything about it. Sometimes
she masturbated while I nursed. Usually we had sex afterwards. It
depended on her mood. “Don’t stop,” she muttered as her hand busied
itself between her legs. I could smell the scent of her pussy as
she got herself off. By now she had managed to contain herself to a
series of high-intensity squeaks when she came while I was nursing
her. Tonight she came quickly but that didn’t stop her
masturbation. After a minute’s pause while I kept nursing on her
breast, she resumed her busy finger routine, but abruptly got
frustrated.

“I need my vibrator,” she grunted and rolled
away from her, pulling her nipple from my mouth.

I grunted in protest as she rooted around in
her dresser drawer that was right next to our bed, finally
extracting her favorite bright red toy and switched it on. Her
panties were kicked off in a flash as she rolled back to me,
inserting the vibe into her pussy. I latched right back on to her
and sucked out more milk as she used the toy. The vibrator was one
of the few things that got her to shut up during nursing and sex.
Tracy liked to talk during sex.

“Uh-uh-uh,” she grunted as she teased and
pleased her pussy, cumming one more time as I finished draining the
last of her milk. When we were done she flung her toy aside and
laid back, spread-eagled, as she panted, satiated. “I’m exhausted,”
she declared.

I pressed my cock forward, letting her feel
my hardness on her thigh.

“Oh shit, you want to have sex, don’t you?”
she asked between deep breaths.

“Uh-huh,” I answered with a kiss to the side
of her neck.

“Would it be okay if I just watched you jerk
off?”

It’s not what I wanted, but I nodded in
agreement and pushed down my boxers, exposing my cock. She looked
down at me, intrigued, as I formed a fist around my manhood and
started stroking up and down. Tracy said nothing and just observed
as I stayed on my side, masturbating. It didn’t really matter if
she was in to watching me get myself off, I just needed to cum. I
always wanted to cum after nursing from Tracy. Maybe it was just
plain breast milk, but I was certain it was an aphrodisiac.

Since I had always found it hard to
masturbate with my eyes opened, I closed them and hoped Tracy kept
watching me. I liked the ideas of her watching me while I jacked
off. That made it easy to summon up an image of her and a hundred
other women watching me work it. As the imaginary women pressed
closer, wanting to see it happen, I came shooting my load on
Tracy’s thigh and abdomen.

“Wow,” she said softly. For just a minute I
thought she was complimenting my volume or technique. “I always
forget how hot it is when you cum. But it cools so quickly.”

Tracy leaned over the side of the bed and
snagged a dirty t-shirt I had left on the floor. She used that to
wipe up my cum. “You good?” she asked as she snuggled up next to
me. Less than a minute later she was asleep and I was left lying
next to her, wondering where the hell my life was going.

 



Chapter Three

​


“Kerrie thinks it’s weird,” Tracy reported
to me after we put the twins to bed and were getting ready for our
nightly nursing. I liked that she took off her bra the moment she
got home from work. She kept her shirt on, of course, but I liked
seeing how her heavy breasts moved under whatever she was wearing
on top: a sweater, a blouse, some loose pullover. I especially
liked it when she was wearing something lacy or sheer enough that I
could make out her nipples through the material. I never said
anything to her about that, but she knew I was watching her and I
knew that she knew. It was just another game we were playing.

“She thinks what’s weird?” I asked absently
as she pulled her shirt over her head and exposed her breasts.
Tracy didn’t even bother with wearing a top to bed any more. It was
a waste of her time to even put one on.

“That you like to drink my breast milk,” she
told me as she casually slipped in between the bed sheets.

“What? You told her!”

Tracy looked balefully at me. “Yes. Of
course I did. You told me it was okay.”

“When?!”

“A couple of nights ago when we were talking
about this.” She was getting frustrated with me and my reaction. To
be honest, I was a little ashamed of our secret habit. But not
ashamed enough to actually stop doing it.

“I did not!”

She nodded her head. “Yes you did. I said
maybe I should tell Kerrie about this because I need to talk to
someone about your weird kink—”

“It’s your kink too!”

“—and you said yes,” she said as she ignored
my outburst.

“I did no such thing.”

“You made your little noise that mean yes.
Mmm-hmm,” she hummed at me.

“That’s my non-committal noise,” I
contradicted her.

“Whatever. The cats out of the bag now.”

“Shit. What are we going to do about
this?”

Tracy sighed. “Right now, nothing. My
breasts hurt.” We had gotten the twins to bed later than usual
which meant that Tracy’s tits hadn’t been drained of their milk on
the schedule she was used to. “You need to help me out.” And she
helpfully pointed to her tits.

Normally that was all the incentive I needed
to suckle from her. Actually, all I normally needed to suckle from
her was for her to show me her breasts. And tonight I went along
willingly, as normal, because I’m a slave to my kink,
apparently.

“We need to talk about this. Later.” I then
drew her nipple into my mouth and she sighed with contentment.

“I know,” she said. “Do you want me to tell
you about what happened?”

I nodded my head, tugging her nipple more
than necessary. I was being sulky.

 


Tracy was one of those girls in elementary
school that got a reputation as a motor mouth and it stuck with her
until we met in college. She talked all through our first date,
which included a movie at the local single-screen movie theater
that showed just second-run movies for just a few bucks. I
commented afterwards that the only way to get her to shut up was to
put something in her mouth.

“Like what, your dick?” she smartly asked as
I walked her back to her dorm.

“I was thinking more like my tongue, but my
dick will do just fine as well.”

She stopped abruptly in the middle of the
sidewalk and turned to face me. “Is that any way to speak to a nice
young girl?”

“I don’t know,” I answered and took her face
between my hands and kissed her, shoving my tongue into her mouth.
She was a good kisser. And at it turned out one of the few certain
ways to keep her quiet was to put my dick in her mouth. She was a
good cocksucker too.

 


“Kerrie noticed me trying to adjust my bra
through my shirt today and asked me about it,” she said as I
nursed. Kerrie and Tracy met at the huge insurance company where
they both found temp jobs at right out of college. As circumstances
would have it they both managed to land jobs at the state insurance
commissioner’s office shortly after that. New York has a
surprisingly egalitarian civil service process…if you have the
right qualifications.

“Mmm-hmm.”

“And you know me. I couldn’t just say it was
that time of the month or my bra wasn’t fitting correctly. I had to
tell her everything.”

I opened my eyes and looked up at her. She
was already looking down at me, carefully gauging my response. I
raised my eyebrows and encouraged her to continue.

“So, I just told her everything. How my
breasts hurt when the twins gave up nursing, how you helped me out
with the pain, and how we just kept on doing it.” She grinned as I
sucked extra hard on her nipple. “And how you took to it because
you claimed you loved the taste of my milk but you’re really just a
kinky fucker who’s a little twisted in the head.”

“What?” I spluttered as I let go of her
nipple and was rewarded with a light spray of milk on my face. She
casually wiped it off and kissed my forehead.

“I think she was intrigued by that,” Tracy
confided in me. “She’s in the middle of her wedding planning—big
day coming up this June don’t forget—and it’s stressing her out and
that’s put a crimp in her sex life.”

I hadn’t latched back on yet. “And so she’s
living vicariously through our sex life?”

“No. Maybe. Anyway, I think Kerrie is
looking for a little excitement in her life. I think she and Keith
had a pretty wild time in the sack
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