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Chapter One


After that exciting Saturday night, we began doing
things a lot differently in our sex lives. First, I got Seth to
start sucking on my tits whenever we were in bed together. Not only
did it feel good, but I was positive I could sense lactation
starting in them. Maybe it was my overactive imagination, but I
knew I could feel it. Second, we started looking for other
opportunities that would allow Seth to experience some
exhibitionism and public sex, but without the involvement of the
police.

And on Monday morning I used part of my Amazon
package on the way to work. They were called snake bites, but in
reality they were just small suction cups. Small suction cups that
were designed to fit over an average woman’s nipples. Luckily my
nipples were of average size and they fit perfectly. They didn’t
hurt when I applied them, but after a few minutes I could
definitely feel the pressure they exerted.

That didn’t stop me.

I wore a cotton camisole with a large, loose-fitting
sweater over it. It was easy to pull down the cami, exposing my
tits, put the snake bites on, and then allow my giant sweater to
cover them up while I happily drove to work. Yeah, if you knew
where to look, you could definitely see weird projections over my
tits, but who was going to be looking at my tits inside my suburban
assault vehicle during rush hour traffic.

I hoped no one.

I’m sure Seth hoped that someone got at least a
hint.

Halfway to work I really started to feel the
effects of the snake bites. I could have just pulled them off—it
wasn’t like they were irremovable—but I had made myself a promise
to use them to and from work every day until I truly started
lactating.

In my excitement to try out my snake bites (and keep
them a secret, temporarily, from Seth) I hadn’t planned out how I
would remove them before walking into the building. I only started
thinking about that when I pulled into the parking lot. As it
turned out, it was a fairly simple problem to solve. I sat in my
ridiculously oversized and factory lifted station wagon for a few
minutes, pretending to listen to the radio, while I reached under
my sweater and slip off the snake bites.

Hiding it was the was the easy part. My sweater was
so huge that I could have hidden a couple of pineapples and a
keyboard inside my sweater and no one would have been the
wiser.

No, the problem was when I took off the first snake
bite, I wanted to cry. While I hadn’t cut off circulation to my
nipples, I hadn’t been actively promoting it either. The moment the
blood started to flow, I experienced pain like I had never had
before. It wasn’t worse than childbirth, but it was fucking damn
close…except that it was centered on my tits and not lower
down.

I’m not ashamed to admit that I used every pain
management technique I had ever heard of to get through my minute
of crisis.

“That’s going to leave a bruise,” I panted.

After briefly contemplating leaving the other one on
for the rest of the day and to hell with prying questions and weird
looks, I took in a deep breath and braced myself.

The pain wasn’t as bad as I expected. It wasn’t
comfortable, but I didn’t pass out.

“Yeah, two fucking bruises.”

I pulled my cami into place and was glad I wasn’t
wearing a restrictive bra. Still, I had to walk carefully so that
my boobs didn’t jump around all over the place and knock me to my
knees in pain.

In retrospect, wearing the snake bites for so long
was probably a bad idea.

However, also in retrospect, even though my nipples
and areola were slightly bruised, I was never more turned on at
work than that particular morning. I went through the day with a
beatific smile on my face and a pleasant demeanor no matter who
came to me with the stupidest of problems.

Putting them back on was a bit more difficult than
taking them off, not because of the pain, which had mostly worn
away during the day, but because I was trying to do it in my car in
the middle of the parking lot without attracting attention. I got
smart and dialed down the amount of pressure on the snake bites, so
getting home was a lot easier. I felt the stimulation without the
pain. It was all a learning process.

I couldn’t wait to tell Seth all about it. I just
had to suffer through dinner and teenagers for that to happen.

“What do you think of these?” I asked Seth when we
were getting ready for bed. I displayed my sore nipples to him,
pulling down the straps of my tank top that I was wearing to
bed.

“Nice,” he said, but then his brow furrowed.
“What’s…what’s wrong with them?”

“Bruised,” I said sadly. “I wore my snake bites to
work and I got this.” I gestured to my chest.

“Snake bites?” And this is where I learned I
shouldn’t try to keep secrets from my husband.

“Yeah…let me explain about that.”

I showed him the snake bites I had purchased. He was
calm about it, which pleased me.

“And you put them on your breasts and they gave you
bruises?”

Looking down at my bare breasts I nodded. “Well,
yeah. But the bruises are barely visible. I don’t think I actually
bruised until I wore them home. If I had just stuck to wearing them
in the morning I would have been fine.”

“Then why did you do that?” he asked me
insistently.

I smiled at him and couldn’t help licking my lips a
little. “Because it felt good. I mean…really good.” I started to
reminisce about something that had literally happened less than
twelve hours earlier. I was fantasizing and I didn’t regret it in
the least.

He looked at me with mild exasperation. “How am I
supposed to suck on you if they’re bruised?”

I loved him for that. First, that he was fully
throwing himself into my fetish. Second, that he was showing
compassion for my stupidity. And third, that he wasn’t insisting
that he suck on my tits in the middle of the cul-de-sac, though I
probably would have gone along with that inane plan if it meant I
got my tits gently sucked so that I could cum.

“You can still do it,” I told him. “But you just
have to do it carefully.

Seth’s eyes narrowed on me. “Only if you promise not
to use those…snake bites to the point where you’re hurting
yourself.”

I raised my hand as if taking an oath of office. “I
solemnly swear I won’t use my sex toys to hurt myself.”

We got into bed and Seth made good on his promise to
nurse from my gently and carefully. It felt great. It didn’t make
me cum, but it want enough to get me relaxed and wet. It was also
enough to get him hard. And that combined was enough for the two of
us to carefully fuck, and on a Monday night now less. That got me
off. And it got him off. I’m sure he was fantasizing about fucking
me in the middle of the cul-de-sac, but that was fine with me. We’d
do that soon enough…when the weather warmed.

The next morning was Tuesday and we had our usual
sex before getting out of bed. Seth led off with another round of
careful nipple sucking, but by then my bruises had faded enough
that it didn’t make a difference. I was starting to think that my
tits and nips were plenty tough and it was going to take more than
just some mild snake bite usage to hurt me.

I had taken my new usual position on top of Seth and
he was happily and gently sucking on me while I rode him. It was
very nice. It was the best way to start the morning, much better
than the plain missionary position we used to use just enough to
keep true lust at bay.

“You like this?” I asked him while thinking about
how much effort it would take to smother him with my tits. They
were sure to grow as my milk came in.

“Oh hell yes I do,” he told me in a slightly muffled
voice. My boobs were very good at absorbing excess sound.

“Even though we’re not doing it in the middle of the
cul-de-sac?”

That made him laugh. He didn’t exactly choke, but
I
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