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Chapter 1




I’ve never stopped lactating. 

That being said, I got married two years out
of college and had kids right away.

Everyone—except me—was thrilled I was having
twins.

Let me tell you having two babies sucking on
your nipples all the time for over a year straight IS NOT FUN.

Eventually they stopped.

But my husband never did.

I went from a nice full B cup in college to
double Ds after the twins.

Lucian said he loved the change in my
body.

It had to be true because he kept nursing
from me for the next decade and a half.

I sort of liked it. I had to, right? I mean,
I did. I never told him to stop. I loved the sensation of the man I
loved sucking on my tits, drawing out the milk, and letting me
relax and then we’d make love. 

It wasn’t exactly every night that he nursed
from me, but it was damn close. 

As the twins grew up (our kids, not my tits)
we kept an active sex life which included a lot of nipple play and
sucking. It wasn’t anything that we discussed, it just sort of
happened and became part of our regular routine. Sometimes he’d
wake me up in the morning sucking my tits.

I mean, Lucian did insist, more or less,
that I wear loose fitting pajamas or nighties so he could always
get to my tits. I went along with that because it was fun.

It wasn’t like my tits were constantly
dripping milk all day every day. My milk wasn’t letting down the
moment I saw him every night after work. It was just a little quirk
we had to our sex life. 

When I stopped to think about it, I was
making maybe a few tablespoons of milk every few days.

Lucian said he could taste it when he sucked
on my tits as foreplay. Or sucked on them during sex. Or sucked on
them in the middle of the night when out of habit he nuzzled down
to my chest. Or sucked on them in the morning because he woke up
horny and wanted to make me horny so we could have morning sex.

Okay, maybe it was a lot more tit sucking
than I thought, but it was fine. I loved it and so did he.

The day after we got the twins settled at
college we returned to an otherwise empty house. We were truly
alone for the first time in years. Shawdowpaw our fat black and
white cat didn’t really count because he’s fat and lazy. And a
cat.

With realizing it I knew I was horny. Lucian
was tired from all the driving and moving student supplies and
furniture. I didn’t care. I put on a matching set of pale pink
lingerie, nothing too fancy, just a bra that made my tits look
fantastic and a pair of panties that had unnecessary but
semi-revealing cutouts that hinted at what was underneath.

I crawled up on the bed as he was watching
television while laying down. In the back of my mind I started to
think the TV mounted to the wall would be useful for showing porn
if we wanted. 

“You’re blocking the
view,” Lucian complained as I seated myself on his thighs and
arched my back to display myself to him.

“Am I?” I asked, slightly
perturbed. “You’d rather watch…” I turned my head to see what he
was watching. “You’d rather watch Star Trek than play with your
wife?”

“It’s classic Trek,” he
pointed out.

“Not a good argument,” I
said as I reached behind my back and unhooked the bra, letting it
fall from my shoulders and tits before tossing it aside. “Are you
sure you can pass these up?” I hefted my boobs and absently thumbed
my nipples, bringing them to life as I continued to block his
view. 

“You’re teasing
me.”

“I’m horny.”

“I suppose just this
once…” he relented. 

“I can’t believe I have to
talk you into sex,” I told him as I leaned forward and hung my tits
in his face.

Lucian knew exactly what to do. He gripped
my left breast with his right hand and absently thumbed the nipple.
With his mouth he latched onto my right and started sucking.

I sighed. I always sighed when his mouth
found my nipple. I sighed and a moment later my pussy started to
moisten. This was common for us, but I hadn’t bothered to close and
lock the bedroom door. We were alone. I liked being alone with my
husband.

Rocking my hips back and forth, I could feel
his hardening cock through my panties and his pajamas. But more
than anything I liked the sensation of my husband sucking on my
breast, drawing out the little bit of milk through my
nipple. 

He kept sucking and sucking the one nipple
while playing with the other. I could feel my milk leaking out of
my right breast, running over Lucian’s fingers, making everything
wet.

For some reason the attention my husband was
giving me was more distracting than usual. I couldn’t stop my hips
from grinding on Lucian and I didn’t want him to stop sucking
either. I couldn’t really speak. I just sighed and moaned, “Don’t
stop, don’t stop.”

My nipples had never been especially
sensitive, but I certainly liked them sucked. This time was
different than before. I could feel it. I felt an orgasm building
unlike I had ever had before. 

There was no reason to fight it. I just went
with it.

Lucian’s mouth was full of my breast and my
milk. My breast wouldn’t stop dripping. My pussy was throbbing in
anticipation of being fucked, but I didn’t want that. I wanted
something else I couldn’t verbalize and elucidate.

It turned out that what I wanted was to cum.
I came. I came hard. My body shook as the electric thrill of
physical climax filled me. I clutched Lucian’s shoulders with my
hands and squeezed his hips between my thighs. 

My husband pushed me back, forcing me to sit
up so my tits weren’t in his face any longer. 

“Problem?” I asked
him.

Lucian shook his head and coughed a little.
“I thought you were going to drown me.”

“Drown you?”

“I’ve never had so much
milk in my life,” he said, indicating my left breast which was
still dripping milk.

I was certain there wasn’t any way I could
have drowned or choked Lucian, but I could feel the milk leaving my
body. I rather liked it.

“Did you like it?” I asked
him.

“I like the taste of your
milk, but maybe not so much all at once when I’m not expecting
it.”

“I came,” I informed
him.

“I know.
I could tell.” He smirked a little. “You
soaked through your panties.”

Looking down I saw that I certainly had and
I had gotten his pajamas wet as well. I was a bit of a mess. I
wasn’t just dripping from my nipples but from my pussy as well.

It was a bit embarrassing but I was okay
with it. After all, I was with my husband.

“You got me all worked
up,” I accused him. 

“You tried to drown me
with your milk,” he accused right back.

I didn’t blame him.

My limbs had stopped trembling so I was able
to roll to my side and relax for a moment. “Did you cum?”

“No.”

I hadn’t expected him to but it was polite
to ask.

“Do you want
to?”

“Yes,” he answered with a
chuckle.

I rubbed the front of his pajama bottoms.
Maybe soaked was overselling it a bit. His pants were wet but not
sopping wet. I still wanted to grab a towel to dry off, but maybe
after we finished playing.

“I’m not sure I want to,”
I teased.

“I’ll jerk off then,” he
grunted and started to pull down his pants.

I stopped him. Then I helped him get his
cock out. “No. I’ll help.”

“Do you want to have sex
then?”

“Isn’t that what we’ve
been doing?”

“Sort of, yeah, I
guess.”

“I don’t want it in my
pussy tonight,” I said for no good reason at all as I started
stroking his cock. It fit perfectly in my hand.

He moaned in annoyance. “Then what do you
want?”

“Want to titty fuck
me?”

Lucian gave me a look like he thought I had
lost my mind. 

Maybe I had.

“Really? I thought you
said that was stupid.”

I shrugged. “Maybe it is, but I’ve never
done it and we should start doing stuff we’ve never done
before.”

“Why?” he asked with some
caution, as if I was trying to trap him in some bit of
perversion. 

“We’ve got the whole house
to ourselves. We aren’t getting any younger. I don’t want to sit
around and wonder ‘What if we had done that?’ for the rest of my
life.”

“And you want to start
with titty fucking?”

“It seems harmless. And
maybe fun.”

“Then what do you want to
try that isn’t maybe so harmless?”

I gave him a wink. “Maybe later I’ll tell
you that.”

I had an idea, of course, but I wasn’t going
to tell him that just yet.

“How do you want to do
this?”

Given our height differences and other
factors, we quickly worked out that me laying on my back with him
straddling my body was easiest.

It was an experiment for the both of us. My
tits were more than big enough, but of course I still had to hold
them to surround his cock. I wasn’t sure if I was glad that my
husband didn’t have a huge cock so I could do this for him, or if I
wished he was bigger.

I didn’t want to admit it to him—I could
barely admit it to myself—but I liked the way he titty fucked me
because it massaged my tits in a way I hadn’t expected.

It was pleasant but I wasn’t going to cum
from having my tits fucked.

Or maybe I was. As Lucian continued to fuck
them—which was very pleasant to tell the truth—my nipples continued
to leak. I looked down at Lucian’s cock appearing and disappearing
between my tits before reappearing again and saw the milk
leaking. 

It wasn’t much, but it was enough. Once I
saw it, I could feel it. I liked it more than I wanted to admit.
After cumming so recently I shouldn’t have been eager to cum again,
but I was turned on. 

I wasn’t a virgin, but I was brand new to
doing this.

Lucian was long enough and my tits were big
enough that I could bend my head a little and extend my tongue so
that when Lucian’s cock slid free I could lick his
cockhead. 

He was leaking salty, slippery precum. I
liked the taste of it more than I expected. As much milk as Lucian
had swallowed from me, I had swallowed plenty of his cum over the
years. 

I was eager to swallow more of it.

I wanted him to cum and shoot his load all
over my face and neck and make me look like a whore.

Shifting my eyes upward, I caught his gaze.
“Like treating your wife like a whore?”

He grinned and nodded. I liked his weight on
me. I liked serving him. “I’m going to paint your tits.”

“Do it,” I begged. “Cum
all over me. Cum on my face. Give me a pearl necklace because you
haven’t given me one before. Not a real one.”

He shook his head and closed his eyes. This
was a bone of contention between us. My engagement ring was modest
and matched my wedding band. Other than an occasional pair of
earrings, I rarely wore jewelry of any sort. He had offered many
times, but I declined. We’d rather spend our money on travel or the
kids.

But I wanted the pearl necklace he
promised.

“You like a slutty wife
with big milky tits?” I asked him, licking his cock once more
before licking my lips.

The words did it for him. “Oh…fuck…fuck
yes!”

He came.

He came and shot his spunk all over me. Not
on my face, but under my chin, on my neck, on my upper chest, even
getting smeared between my breasts.

It was super filthy and I loved it.

Lucian shook for a moment before collapsing
to the side.

“What brought that on?” he
asked me.

“I was just horny. So were
you.”

“You’ve never acted that
slutty before.”

“Do you want me to
stop?”

“Hell no.”
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