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Chapter 18


Not that Ben needed a lot of romance
but things had been getting a bit stagnant in his life, especially
his sex life, with Alyssa. Even so, planning everything ahead of
time was…not exactly exciting.

He liked his routine of getting into
bed with Alyssa, nursing a bit, having sex, and then going to
sleep. Waking up in the morning he liked pulling up her nightshirt
and nursing her awake, maybe having sex again, and then going off
to work.

Was that all there was to life? Maybe.
But he was content with it.

When she started fucking Roger behind
his back, Ben knew he should have been livid, but he found it more
intriguing than anything. How many women in the world would be
willing to lactate for him? Precious few. If he needed to share her
with another man—or woman—he was perfectly willing to do that. As
long as he got her tits and milk.

Ben, by nature, was not a jealous
man.

It was exciting to see her with Roger.
And with Marlene. How many men could brag their life-partner was
bisexual with the bonus of getting to see her that way? Precious
few.

And Alyssa allowed him to fuck
Marlene. That’s how he understood it at least. It was strange, but
workable. He wasn’t sure how long this would last, but he wanted to
ride the wave as long as possible. It was fun and exciting. He just
wished that Marlene had lactating tits as well. 

She had already had kids and if she
didn’t want to lactate again, he understood. He was disappointed,
but he understood.

All of this was on his mind as the day
wore on. He knew that Alyssa was eager to get together again with
Roger and Marlene. He was looking forward to it as well.

He just wished everything at work
would stop fucking up. First there was a crash of of the computer
systems in the morning that took an hour to reboot. Then there was
a flurry of emails about the poor results from the past quarter.
Then he discovered a key contact on the west coast was unexpectedly
going to be out of work for the next month. It was framed as a
medical emergency, but that didn’t make things easier on
Ben.

He tried not to get unnecessarily
angry when the lunch he ordered arrived cold. That would have been
tolerable if half the food wasn’t missing. He wanted to just dump
it in the garbage.

Then was the long, drawn out afternoon
meeting that was both pointless and fruitless. 

In short, by the end of the day, he
was exhausted and looking forward to a little relief. Who the fuck
has an afternoon meeting on a Friday anyway?

When he got in his car in the parking
garage he briefly wondered if the holding company for the garage
was under new management because the lights were much brighter than
he remembered.

He was halfway out of the garbage
before he recognized the signs of a halo around the
lights.

They hadn’t changed.

A migraine was oncoming.

“Fuck and fuck and fucking
fuck!”

Ben managed to get home before the
true pounding and pain of the migraine hit him. They were more
frequent now than they had been for the past year. He chalked it up
to stress and a changing relationship with Alyssa. His job would
get better—that’s what he told himself—and his sex life and
relationship with Alyssa would settle down.

He just needed to get through
this.

Alyssa found him in bed, half-asleep
when she got to their house.

“Honey! Are you getting
ready! Hon? Where are you?”

She looked through the house before
she went to the bedroom. They had planned a small dinner party with
the other couple before they got to the main show of sex. After
all, they might have been kinky fuckers, but they all still had
human needs and they all needed to eat. Ben was supposed to have
started the meal.

“What are you doing in
bed?” Her tone was biting and angry. The room was darkened. The
curtains were drawn and the lights were off. He was out of his work
clothes, wearing only a t-shirt and boxers. 

“Migraine,” he
moaned.

“Well shit.”

“I’m sorry. I’m so
sorry.”

“I should call Roger and
Marlene to cancel. They don’t need to waste money on a babysitter
if this is going to be a bust.”

“No!”

Alyssa sighed. “Why not? You can’t
even get out of bed.”

“I don’t want to. I’ll be
fine by the time they arrive.”

“In two hours?”

“I took Excedrin when I
got home. I’ll be fine. Just give me a few minutes.”

She twisted her lips into a moue of
annoyance. Alyssa knew it usually took six hours for his migraines
to abate, if everything went well. 

“I should cancel,” she
repeated.

“No…I just
need…”

He didn’t finish the sentence. They
both knew what he wanted. What he needed. 

“I wanted to save it for
Roger and Marlene. Well, mostly Marlene.”

“I just need a little
milk,” he begged.

“I should save it and let
you sleep. I can fuck the two of them in the guest
bedroom.”

That was enough to make Ben lift his
head off the pillow. He had kept his arm draped over his eyes to
block out the weak light coming in from the hallway. Alyssa still
stood in the doorway.

“I don’t want you fucking
them without me.”

“It always falls to the
woman, doesn’t it?” she complained as she stepped into the bedroom
and closed the door, keeping the room dark for him. She carefully
unbuttoned her top. It was white silk and business appropriate, but
also a little sexy depending on how many buttons she left
undone.

Ben didn’t even look at her while she
removed her blouse and then her ivory bra that pushed up her tits
just enough to catch the casual attention of those men—and maybe a
few women—who were bold enough to stare at her in the office. She
frowned that he was missing her show. 

The nursing pads she had shoved into
the bra’s cups clung to her nipples. She had leaked just a little
during the day. It wasn’t exactly like she was peeling the pads
away, but it was awfully close.

Kicking off her heels, Alyssa climbed
into the bed with Ben, keeping her skirt on. There was something
sexy about wearing just her stockings and skirt. Pulling her body
to his, she offered him her breast.

“Here. Nurse. Drink from
me. But don’t take it all. I want to save some for our
guests.”

His lips automatically found her
nipple. It went hard when he first sucked on it, then they both
relaxed as he started nursing in earnest. It only took a few
seconds for her milk to let down. 

That was the sensation that Alyssa
loved the most. The little euphoric trip she experienced as her
milk came out while her lovers nursed from her. Forcing it out on
her own or expressing it or pumping it just didn’t result in the
same feeling. She needed human lips on her tits for the feeling she
wanted.

She was tempted, but didn’t give in to
temptation, when it came to masturbating while being nursed by Ben.
They had guests coming over. This was just a stopgap method of
getting back to the point where he could function as a human
being.

It just felt so fucking good to do
this for him.

After a couple of minutes Alyssa
encouraged him to switch sides and suckle from her other breast.
She forced herself to keep an eye on the bedside clock. After two
minutes she pulled her breast free of his mouth.

“What?”

“Are you feeling better?”
she asked him.

“A little,” he
admitted.

“Should I cancel on Rog
and Marli?”

Ben grimaced. He hated to be like
this. He hated that his life hadn’t turned out the way he wanted.
Admittedly, he wasn’t that good a drummer and would never have made
it in a rock band, his dream in junior high, but he never thought
that developing migraines in high school would mean a drab life as
an office worker for the state. He couldn’t even fucking drum
anymore because that would too often bring on the
headaches. 

Only Alyssa’s milk seemed to make
things better.

“No. Don’t cancel. I’ll
help you get ready.” He made to move out of the bed, but she
stopped him.

“I’ll do it. Just relax
for a little while longer. I’ll get everything ready and make
dinner.”

“You don’t have to,” he
said but without any real fight in his voice.

“I don’t have to, but I
want to. I want to fuck Roger tonight. I want to play with Marli. I
want you to watch us.”

“You do?”

“Where else could I
possibly find someone who would indulge me this way?”

“Uh…Craigslist?”

“They stopped personal ads
a long time ago.”

“Right…”

“Just lay down for a bit
longer. We’re going to have a wild night,” she promised
him.

Alyssa found an old t-shirt of Ben’s,
pulled it on, and got to work, not bothering to change her skirt.
She had a plan.

The good thing was that she stopped
leaking milk when she got out of bed. She didn’t need to put on a
bra of stick pads to her tits.

After an hour of hard work, she
determined they were ready. Maybe she should have changed her
clothes entirely, but there was no changing the past. She snuck
into the bedroom and found her heels, slipping them back on while
Ben snored softly. 

In her dresser she found the set of
nipple covers she hadn’t used in how long she couldn’t remember.
They were better than the nursing pads she generally stuffed into
her bras to prevent leaking. These were semi-absorbent but a lot
more expensive than the nursing pads. 

It took her a minute to remember how
to use them. There was the moment of weird sensation as the sticky
side of the cups adhered to her skin, but afterwards she liked how
her tits looked. 

They looked even better with the white
silk blouse she picked up off the floor. It was obvious she was
braless, but there was no reason to be coy with Roger and Marlene.
Everyone knew why they were coming over.

She kissed Ben on the cheek to wake
him up. “They’ll be here soon, hon,” she told him. “Better get
ready.”

He grunted and sat up. “I’m feeling
better. I’ll get through this.”

“Great. I’ll meet you
downstairs. Wear something nice.” She was certain he didn’t see her
outfit in the dim light of the bedroom.

Ten minutes later Ben was coming down
the stairs as the doorbell rang. Alyssa didn’t exactly run to
answer the door, but she beat Ben to the foyer.

When she opened the door she was
pleased to see that they had dressed up for her. For them, her and
Ben, she reminded herself.

“You look so nice!” Alyssa
gushed to them both, greeting first Roger and then Marlene with a
kiss on the cheek each. Roger wasn’t in a suit, but a blazer and
dress pants. He looked uncomfortable. Marlene was in a
tight-fitting dress of a bold blue that showed off her curves and
was cut low enough to show a massive amount of cleavage.

“Wow,” said Ben when he
went to greet her. His eyes were locked onto her chest.

“I said the same thing
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