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Chapter One

 


BY THE TIME Ty arrived home, Marissa and
Sophie had put their clothes back on and left the bedroom. Although
he was surprised to find Sophie at his house, he affected a casual
air, almost disdain. Shortly after Sophie left, Ty turned to his
wife and asked, “What was she doing here?”

“Nothing much. She just wanted to talk. I
guess she’s looking for a friend.”

“Oh.” Ty was somewhat disappointed in this
answer. He had been intrigued by her unexpected appearance.

“Oh, and we had sex. It was pretty good.”

At first Ty let out a little laugh, and then
he realized that Marissa wasn’t joking. “You’re kidding.”

She gave him an annoyed look. “Of course I’m
not kidding.”

“You fucked Sophie?”

“It’s been a while since I’ve been to bed
with a woman, but I remembered where all the parts go.”

“Or don’t go because, you know, two women,”
he joked with his wife. “How was she?”

“It was her first time playing at being a
lesbian, but it was hardly the first time she thought about
it.”

“I’m going to point out the obvious that
you’ve now had sex with both people in their marriage and right now
neither knows the other is cheating. And they’re both cheating with
you.”

Marissa sighed and wiped her face, trying to
remove the bit of shame she felt for herself. Always in her
marriage with Ty they had tried to be as honest and open as
possible; no lies, no secrets and it had worked for the most part.
But now she was becoming a problem in the Nilsons’ marriage and she
didn’t feel good about it. “I know, and I’m going to fix that.”

He nodded. “And what about your milk.”

She grabbed her boobs and shook them slightly
at him. “You mean does she know I’m lactating? Of course.”

“And what does she think of that?”

With a shrug Marissa said, “I didn’t quiz her
on that issue. She wasn’t turned off or disturbed. She sampled the
wares and we moved on. Milk is your obsession, not hers.”

A thin smile crossed his face. “So there’s
plenty left for me tonight.”

“Yes, Mr. Greedy, there’s plenty for you
still.”

In bed that night, as he nursed from his
wife’s breast, Ty commented to her, “I think your milk is sweeter
than usual.”

“Uh-huh.” She pushed his mouth back onto her
wet nipple. Even though she had sex earlier in the day with Sophie,
she still wasn’t satisfied. She wasn’t sure if that was a product
of her libido—when she had sex she wanted more and more until she
was completely drained and physically exhausted—or if it was a
result of having sex with a woman. She had always enjoyed exploring
her bi side, but to be completely satisfied, Marissa had a real
need of penetration and a finger wasn’t enough. She needed more and
a cock was often the only solution. She wanted Ty to finish nursing
and put his cock inside her.

“How are you going to tell the both of them?”
he asked before accepting her nipple again.

She wanted him to stop talking and get to the
main show, but she saw that wasn’t going to happen. Groaning
in the back of her throat, half in frustration and half in
appreciated for his hard pull on her nipple, Marissa said, “I don’t
know yet. I do know that I’m going to get the both of them nursing
from me while you fuck me.”

He broke his latch with a loud slurp. “You
made this happen,” he pointed out. He wasn’t fooled by her
semi-innocent act. “And I know you got her into bed because you
want the three of us at once.”

As good as an actress as she was, Marissa
couldn’t fool her husband all the time, but she still refused to
give up. “You don’t know me as well as you think you do,” she
said.

“Were you going to go find a third man to
suck on your tit along with me and Gil?”

“Maybe,” she hedged as she pulled his hand
down to her pussy and encouraged him to finger her.

“Slut,” ha accused her.

“Uh-huh.” Since he wasn’t going to move
things along, she was and did so by pulling him on top of her body.
His cock was erect—he was always erect when he nursed from her—and
so slipped easily into her pussy—her pussy was always wet when he
nursed from her.

“Who are you going to tell first?” he asked
her as he started pumping.

“Both,” she lied.

He let her have her lie.

 


A few days later Marissa invited Sophie over
to her house after school for coffee. It was all a matter of
timing, making sure who would be available and who was going to be
busy with work.

They both knew it wasn’t a visit just for
coffee, but Marissa still had the Keurig filled and ready.

“I can’t drink coffee in the afternoon,” said
Sophie when Marissa made the offer. “I’ll be up all night.”

“You should have said something. Maybe you
want something stronger?” she asked with a meaningful glance at the
wine rack on the wall.

When Sophie hesitated Marissa slid her
fingers along the scoop of her neckline and fondled the top button
to her shirt. “Or maybe something sweeter?”

The implication made Sophie blush with
embarrassment. “I was hoping you weren’t going to bring that
up.”

“What? That we had sex or that you tasted my
milk?”

Sophie looked away, unable to meet the steady
gaze of her new friend and lover. “Both.”

“Have you told Gil yet?”

“No. And I’m not going to.”

“Why not. Men love lesbian porn. He’d
probably be thrilled to know his wife is bisexual. It’s a very
common fantasy.”

“I’m not bisexual.”

“But you had sex with me,” Marissa pointed
out. “And I’m a woman and I’m bisexual. How would you describe what
we did?”

“Just…experimenting,” Sophie said, hating
being put on the spot but loving that she was the object of
attention from the attractive and sexually demanding other woman.
Despite the difficult position she was in, Sophie couldn’t deny a
the quickening in her loins and a certain moistness in her
panties.

Marissa reached out and touched her friend’s
arm. “Would you like to go to the bedroom again and experiment a
little more?”

Sophie looked away out through the living
room window, studying the squirrels running on the tree branches in
the front yard. “Yes,” she admitted.

After she stepped closed so that Sophie could
feel the heat of her body, Marissa asked, “Are you ashamed of
that?”

“A little.”

“But…you still want to?”

Turning back from the window Sophie closed
her eyes and said, “Yes.”

Their height differences were minor. It was
easy for Marissa to lean in and press her lips to Sophie who
eagerly returned the kiss. To her it felt odd to be pressing up
against Marissa’s big breasts when she was so used to pressing
again Gil’s hard chest. There was a certain sweetness in the air
and Sophie was positive she was picking up the scent of Marissa’s
milk.

Breaking the kiss, Marissa said, “The
bedroom?”

To her shame and delight, Sophie said,
“Yes.”

Getting undressed and falling onto the firm
mattress was easier the second time. The first time Sophie had been
able to suppress her shame because she was caught up in the moment
and wanted to see what was going to happen. The second time she had
neither of those reasons to fall back on so she repressed her shame
to where she couldn’t think about it and concentrated on what
Marissa was doing to her body and how good it felt.

With gentle pushes Marissa encouraged her
lover to move down to her breasts. Sophie didn’t resist. She was
curious and the taste she had before had piqued her interest; it
had been one of the many things she hadn’t stopped thinking about
since she and Marissa had parted company. After a few tender sucks,
Marissa’s nipple softened and Sophie was rewarded with a mouthful
of rich, creamy milk. It was sugar on her tongue and the taste made
her want more. As she sucked eagerly, Marissa put a leg between her
thighs and rubbed on her panty-covered pussy.

Sophie moaned when Marissa rubbed her. “You
like that?”

“Uh-huh.” The passion of the moment had shut
down all of Sophie’s higher thinking; she had returned to her
reptile brain and just wanted the passion of the moment.

“Go down on me,” Marissa encouraged her with
a whisper. Nodding in agreement, Sophie moved further down the
heavier woman’s body and pulled her flowered panties off. She
wasted no time and put her face into Marissa’s pussy. She dipped
her tongue into the wetness and then explored Marissa’s folds and
prominent little clit. In short order Marissa found herself rapidly
ascending the cliff that she happily jumped off with a cry of
delight.

“Oh wow!” Sophie proclaimed. “I didn’t know I
was such a natural at this.”

Marissa laughed, grabbed her lover’s
juice-smeared face between both hands, and pulled her up for a
kiss. “You’re very good,” she complimented her, “but you got me
pretty worked up nursing me.” She looked down at her nipples that
were sluggishly weeping milky tears. “Sometimes that’s all it takes
to get me to cum.”

“Does your husband like this,” Sophie asked,
gently massaging Marissa’s wet breasts. “You know, that you still
have milk.”

“He loves it. And so does my boyfriend.”

Her little revelation caused Sophie to stop
moving her hands. “You have a boyfriend too?” She was confused.

“Well, yes. Not really a boyfriend, more of a
guy I have sex with. I’m not leaving my husband for him or anything
like that. Don’t worry.”

“Right,” Sophie agreed with a nervous
giggle.

“It’s just that boyfriend is an easy term to
use.” She grinned mischievously. “I’d love to get together with you
and him. That would be…fantastic. I always love another pair of
lips on me.”

Sophie’s giggle expanded to an all-out
nervous laugh. “I don’t think I could do that.”

“Sure you could,” Marissa told her
matter-of-factly. “Now take off your panties. I want to make you
cum.”

Shutting off her brain made complying with
Marissa’s desire much easier. The kisses were delightful, the
caresses were soothing, but when Marissa explored her pussy, Sophie
found herself in another world. When she came, her body literally
shook with spasms. She was mortified to discover the wet spot she
had left behind on the bed.

“I couldn’t have done that!” she said, her
face on fire.

“You’ve never squirted before?” Marissa
asked, completely unconcerned with her lover’s distress. She licked
her fingers tasting Sophie’s pussy still clinging to her skin.

“No!”

Marissa paused mid-lick and raised her
eyebrows in surprise. “So…I’m your first?”

Seeing that her friend wasn’t disturbed by
her small faux pas Sophie had to giggle a little. “First woman I
had sex with? Yeah. And the first person to make me squirt. Yeah to
that too.” She hid her smile without meaning to. “You’ve done this
before?”

Resting her head back on a pillow Marissa
stared at the beige ceiling and said, “Sort of. I’ve fooled around
with other women before, but nothing serious. Usually it was part
of a three-way with Ty or a group thing.”

Despite trying to appear cool and detached,
Sophie was amazed. “You must have had a wild life before you got
married and had a kid!”

“Sort of. Not lately, obviously. Ty and I
want to start up again.” She rolled to her side to look directly at
Sophie. “Want to explore with us?”

“What? You, me, and your husband?”

“Sure.”

“Um…no. I don’t think I could do that.”

“How about you, me, and your husband?”
Marissa offered.

That made Sophie’s eyes go wide. “Hell no.
He’d never go for that sort of thing!”

“But would you?” Marissa asked while running
her fingers down from Sophie’s shoulder to her side and rested her
fingers lightly on the athletic woman’s hip. Silently Sophie willed
her to move her fingers four more inches and touch her pussy, but
Marissa remained deaf to her silent pleas. After a moment Sophie
realized what she had been asked.

“I’ve never really given it a thought…”

“What’s to think about? I know you like sex
with men. You enjoyed it with me, apparently. We’re just going to
join the two together. Which would you be more comfortable with?
Having sex with me in front of your husband or having sex with my
husband in front of you?”

Sophie wanted to answer, but couldn’t
decide.
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