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Part Three


Chapter Ten

 


Rob looked up from his phone and compared the
pictures of his wife’s tits on her blog to the reality in front of
him. She was walking around the bedroom, topless, as she prepared
to get into bed. Vickie had left on her plain white cotton panties
and looked almost innocent…except for the purplish bruises that
were on her tits. One of the bruises could easily have been
explained away, but not the multiple ones she was sporting.

It was the day after he had witnessed Jason abusing
his wife’s tits with the cane. The red lines had faded away quickly
to be replaced by the bruises. Vickie hadn’t been the least bit shy
about putting the nude pictures of herself on her blog, and then
reblogging the ones that Brenda had posted of herself. Rob liked
this subtle change in his wife, a newfound confidence in herself
and her body. She was less shy. She no longer said anything about
the smaller size of her breasts, partly because even he could see
that her tits were definitely bigger. He wasn’t sure if that was
from the milk she was now making or if it was the hormones she was
taking or if it was because they were simply getting extra
attention from him and Jason. Either way, he liked it.

“You look good,” he told her, flashing the pictures
at her.

“I know,” she said with confidence exuding from her
as she inspected her face in the mirror. She briefly brushed her
hair back and forth from her forehead, noted the few random strands
of gray hair, but ignored them. She turned around and walked to her
husband where he was reclining on the bed. “My tits hurt,” she told
him as she joined him.

“Did Jason go a little hard on you yesterday?”

She shook her head. “That’s only part of it. They’re
pretty full right now.”

“Of milk?”

“What else? And I need it out because they’re just
swelling more and more, I can feel it.”

Rob reached over and touched her breast. It was
bigger than he remembered and it was definitely hot. “I know how to
get the milk out,” he told her, lowering his mouth toward her
nipple.

Vickie put out a hand, preventing him from reaching
her breast. “Careful,” she warned. “They’re very sore.”

“I can see,” he said, lightly tracing the edge of one
bruise. They were oddly intriguing to the eye, he realized.

“Yeah, you can only see half of it,” she told him.
“You can’t see the pressure that’s building behind these girls.”
She hefted her tits up a bit. “I need some relief.”

“What are you asking for?” Rob asked, confused. She
had just stopped him from nursing from her to release her milk.

“I need you to suck my milk,” she said. “But you need
to do it gently. You can’t hurt me,” she stressed. “Do it wrong,
make my bruises her, and I’ll slap you.”

He tapped his face a few time with his palm. “I can
take a slap from you,” he boasted.

“I wasn’t going to slap your face,” she told him,
looking meaningfully at the growing bulge in his crotch.

“I’ll be careful,” he promised.

“Okay, then, see that you are.” She pulled her hand
away, allowing Rob to lower his face the rest of the way to her
breast.

Carefully and softly he kissed the little bruise next
to her areola. Vickie watched him carefully. It didn’t hurt. Moving
slowly and with great caution he took her nipple in his mouth,
tongued the wrinkled ridges as it hardened, and softly sucked with
not even the strength he would use to sip from a straw.

Only after his first try did Vickie let out a long,
careful sigh. “Good,” she said. “Keep going.”

Rob tried again, drawing the nipple deeper into his
mouth. Vickie trembled a bit, there was some pain, but it still
felt good. She was willing to take the risk to let it go further.
“More,” she encouraged him.

He sucked again and then she felt it. There was a
definitely twinge of pain, possibly from the soreness of her full
tits or maybe from the bruises, but it was overcome by the old,
familiar sensation of her milk letting down. That was why she loved
breastfeeding her children; the letdown sensation was so wonderful
that it was worth the time and effort to breastfeed. It was the
first time she had letdown for Rob and she made a noise that
started as a sigh and turned into a moan of pleasure. Despite the
slight pain that had yet to leave her tits Vickie found she loved
the treatment that Rob was giving her.

The noise surprised Rob and he pulled off her nipple.
“Did I hurt you?” he asked, surprised and nervous that she wouldn’t
let him continue.

“No, no,” she reassured him. “Keep going.”

Happily Rob went back to her breast and suckled some
more. Now he tasted the milk. It was flowing out of her, filling
his mouth and forcing him to swallow. He remembered the flavor of
breast milk. It was sweet and perfect, exactly as had been burned
into his memory. Before he had been getting the dregs, the leftover
from the children when she was done nursing and they had sex and he
just had a tiny taste of her. But now, her milk was all for him. It
was flowing steadily now and Vickie wrapped her body around his,
encouraging him along. It hurt, but it felt incredibly good at the
same time. His hand came up and held her free breast. After just a
moment of holding her breast, he felt moisture on his fingers and
palms.

She placed her hand over his and rolled her fingers
in a steady massaging pattern. The moisture increased and Vickie
moaned some more.

“You’re leaking milk,” he told her, taking a quick
breast from her nipple.

“It feels good,” she said, continuing his forced
massage. “Don’t stop.”

Rob didn’t stop massaging her breast, feeling the
milk go come out and well up over his fingers. It was a little bit
strange but not at all disturbing. He liked the feel of her milk on
his hand. He only wished that he could taste the milk they were
losing.

“More,” she encouraged him. Her hand went down to his
cock and found his balls. She didn’t both to stroke his cock, she
didn’t need him harder and she didn’t want him cumming, not just
yet, but she wanted him to feel some of the pain she was
experiencing through the pleasure he was giving her.

Roughly she squeezed his balls and he gasped in the
middle of a long draw on her nipple. The milk dribbled out over his
lips and Vickie didn’t release her grip. “It hurts,” he gasped.

“Good,” she told him. “Switch sides. I think you
drained the first one.”

Shaking, Rob nodded and moved his lips over to her
other breast. She didn’t release his balls, kept a firm grip. He
found he didn’t mind and started getting used to the pain. He
wondered it that was the same for her.

All too quickly he drained her second breast. At
first she was giving milk steadily, but then it abruptly dropped
off and he wasn’t sure if he was actually tasting new milk or if it
had truly stopped. Either way, Vickie forced his face away from her
breast. “Stop,” she ordered. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” she
repeated over and over, pulling on his balls getting him to climb
on top of her body. It was a well-practiced position for them and
he easily slipped inside her. The buildup to this moment had all
but finished Rob before he started. If he thrusted into her for
more than a minute it would have been a miracle. He climaxed,
emptying his sore balls into her pussy. Normally Rob wanted to last
as long as possible to give his wife as many orgasms as possible,
but tonight that wasn’t a problem. She climaxed with him and she
welcomed the weight of his body on hers. They were both spent.

“Fuck that was good,” Rob exclaimed as he rolled off
his wife.

“Do your balls hurt?” Vickie asked him.

“Yeah, a little. You were squeezing them pretty
tightly.”

“I meant to. I wanted you in pain.”

“You did?” That admission surprised him a little.

“Of course. I wanted you to know what I felt
like.”

“It’s not exactly the same,” he pointed out.

“I know! But didn’t the pain feel good while you were
fucking me? Pain and good mixed together?

“I’m not sure I want to do a lot of that,” he
admitted.

“Huh. I want to do it more,” she said. “I can’t wait
until I get my tits paddled like Brenda did. Jason does it all the
time for her. Could you do the same for me?”

Rob didn’t have an answer for her.

 



Chapter Eleven

 


“Comfortable?” Jason asked his wife as she settled
down on Rob’s cock. It was big and pulsing inside her pussy. It was
only a week later and Rob was happy to be back with Jason and
Brenda along with his wife. He considered himself the luckiest
person at the moment.

“Yes,” she said with a wry grin on her face. While it
was Rob’s fantasy ideal to see his wife fucked by another man in
front of him, no one had ever consulted Jason on whether or not he
was willing to allow his wife to have sex with another man. As it
turned out, he was perfectly content with it, as long as he could
mix in his own little kink in abusing Brenda at the same time.

Jason was shirtless and held a leather lash in his
hand. He called it a cat o’ nine tails even though there were more
than nine falls on the handle. H had stated that he was going to
use it on Brenda’s tits. In her hands Vix held a flexible riding
crop, a simple wooden rod that ended in a piece of folded leather.
He assured her that Brenda could easily handle the crop on her ass.
He didn’t tell Brenda what she was in for, however.

“We’ve never done this before,” Jason reminded
her.

“I’m up for it,” Brenda said as she wiggled her hips
on top of Rob. She locked her fingers together
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