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Chapter One


I told Seth everything about Joe, not that there was
much more to tell. We had moved past even the concept of our
marriage being completely monogamous and into the wide-open field
of permissible infidelity. I wouldn’t have been the least bit
surprised if Seth came home from work the next day and told me he
had fucked a random stranger.

I would have asked for details.

“Are you going to fuck him?” was Seth’s only real
question.

Of course I had already considered that possibility.
And of course I had already made the decision that, given the
opportunity, I was going to fuck him. But it was one thing to make
that mental decision, another to actually do it, and finally it was
something else entirely to admit it to my husband.

“Probably,” I admitted. “I mean…I’m not going to
call him right now and invite him over for a friendly fuck, but I
know that I’m going to try to secretly engineer things so that we
wind up being in a position so that we can…” I was starting to
babble. “Are you okay with that?”

“Why don’t you call him up and invite him over?”
asked Seth. “I’m fine with that…as long as I can watch.”

That made me wonder if Seth just wanted to watch and
record or participate as well.

“I’m not inviting him over because we just had sex,
I’m tired, and we have two kids sleeping on the other side of the
house.”

We both knew they weren’t sleeping. We both knew
that they were either pretending to sleep, playing on electronics,
or doing something else parents don’t want to think about their
kids doing. Even so, I wasn’t going to invite a strange man over to
fuck behind closed doors because it would cause too many
questions.

If we didn’t have kids however…

Seth slipped back in bed next to me. It felt good to
have his naked skin next to mine. “You can go ahead and fuck him,”
Seth offered.

“Really?”

“If it’s going to happen…”

“But you want to watch.”

“Would he be okay if I recorded it?”

I didn’t know. But I could find out. There was one
easy way to do that, but I wasn’t going to do it over the phone. I
knew how to control Joe. Maybe it was dishonest or manipulative,
but I knew what I wanted in life and Joe just might have to go
along with that.

 


My tits ached enough the next morning that I
insisted Seth nurse from me for a few minutes before we got out of
bed. It wasn’t much, but it relieved me from the achy pain. I
didn’t remember the exact process my body went through when I was
breastfeeding my kids, but this wasn’t the same. There was definite
pleasure from Seth’s nursing on me. It didn’t get me off, but we
didn’t have time for that. He just sucked long enough to take away
the pressure.

“Very sweet.”

I wasn’t expecting that from Seth. “Aren’t I
supposed to say that to you for helping me out?”

“I was just telling you that your milk is sweet. Not
as good as coffee to get me going in the morning, but it’s not a
bad way to start the day.

I didn’t wear my snake bites to work that day. I
didn’t need them. I didn’t need extra aching in my tits that
day.

And of course I looked forward to seeing Joe and was
crushed when I realized his internship didn’t have him in the
office that day.

FUCK!

All day I was aware of the milk my tits were making.
Maybe I was being overly sensitive and hyperaware, but I knew what
was going on so I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

In the late afternoon I couldn’t stand it anymore
and went to the bathroom to take off my bra. I hefted my tits and
realized that they were much fuller than I had expected. They were
swollen and that’s why the ache wouldn’t go away. I had no way of
getting rid of the excess milk. Well, no other way other than the
old-fashioned way.

And me without a horny college boy or husband
around.

While I was reasonably well-endowed in the chest
department, I wasn’t large or limber enough to suck on my own tits,
and I wasn’t going to do that either. I have my limits to my
kink.

I meant the other old-fashioned way.

Back when I was breast feeding, my youngest was
fussy and wouldn’t want to work a little to get things flowing so I
had to massage myself to release the milk. Those old skills kicked
in easily enough and a minute after I started my hand massage to
express myself, I was in business.

The women’s bathroom at the office was private so I
could stand topless in front of the sink and spray my milk into the
basin. It wasn’t the best solution because I couldn’t stop thinking
about what a waste all that precious and hard-won milk down the
drain was, but that’s the way things were. I was in a steady
rhythm, when I realized I could get something out of this little
exercise. It took me just a minute to set up my phone and get
things ready, but soon enough I had my phone recording me massaging
my tits and spraying the milk all over the place (okay, actually
into the sink, but anything that missed I later wiped up).

It was silly, but I liked it. After I was done the
only thing I had to consider was who to send the video to: Seth,
who’d post it to the porn website, or Joe who’d probably beat off
to it.

Or both.

Naturally I sent the video to both of them, but I
didn’t let the other one know I had sent it to them both. I wasn’t
trying to stir up trouble; I just wasn’t thinking about what the
hell I was doing.

Joe got back to me first.

Holy shit! Is that you?

The way I had shot the video just showed me from the
chin down. It could have been any woman squeezing her tits in the
bathroom of my office.

Of course it’s me. Do you think I would send out
random videos of women expressing themselves?

His reply: Maybe. I know a guy who sends dick
pics he pulled off the internet. Pretends it’s his.

Me: That’s fucking stupid.

Him: Yeah.

Joe’s conversational skills via text weren’t great.
I mean, if some woman actually goes to bed with your friend,
she’s going to be disappointed.

Joe: Or relieved.

Me: Or maybe he never gets to bed them.

Joe: I didn’t know it came out in a whole bunch
of streams.

It took me a moment to understand that he had
switched back to the original topic. Yeah. There’s not just one
hole. There’s a bunch of them.

Seth: Can I post this on the site?

Seth’s message actually interrupted our
conversation. It popped up on my phone as a separate conversation,
but the sudden non sequitur threw off my rhythm.

Me, to Seth: Sure. My face isn’t on it. What does
it matter?

Joe: Heh. One hole. One hole to rule them
all.

Seth: Want to shoot it again and show your
face.

Me, to them both in separate windows: No.

To Seth: Just post the one I gave you. That
seemed an entirely stupid way to give permission for my husband’s
growing voyeur and porn-posting fetish, but I was beyond
carrying

To Joe: That’s vile.

Joe: Sorry. I thought it was funny.

Seth: You got it.

Me, to Joe: It was funny. Want to see them up
close in action?

Joe: YES!

Me: Be ready tomorrow.

I was exhausted.

 


The thing about lactation is you forget how
necessary it is to keep doing it all the time. With a baby around,
it’s easy because they’re always hungry and there’s a relief
method. Having been induced to relactate, I was now a slave to my
tits and the schedule that I had inadvertently created with my
husband and the snake bites and Joe. Other than getting one of
those three to do something for me, I would have to get out the
breast pump that I had ordered from Amazon.

I wasn’t a big fan of breast pumps in general,
having sporadically used one years before, and I wasn’t going to
get out the one I had already purchased, hoping that
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