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About the Author


Chapter 1




“I look like a slut,” said Mia as she paused in
front of a decorative mirror on a pillar of the hotel’s lobby.

“That’s a good thing,” Fletch told her. “At least
here it is.”

“I’m nervous,” she reported.

“You’re not the only one.”

They took a deep breath together and gripped each
other’s hand as they walked into the ballroom.

What was inside was almost exactly like every
business dinner and reception they had ever been to.

Except with a lot more cleavage on the part of the
women.

Fletch gave the room a quick scan. “See, you don’t
even have the most cleavage on display.”

“Shut up,” she hissed between her teeth.

What followed wasn’t exactly uncomfortable, but they
didn’t know what to do with themselves. The reception was supposed
to be a meet and greet, but they didn’t meet or greet anyone. The
bar seemed a likely place to start and both got drinks, but then
they hung back from the mingling crowd. They both felt like
wallflowers.

It was a familiar sensation they both knew in high
school and college and the forced socialization parties that
followed for their jobs.

Fletch was about to ask his wife if they should just
bail and just write off the evening and the weekend to an
experiment that failed spectacularly because they were both
introverts when another couple stepped in front of them, blocking
his planned exit path.

“Hi,” said the female half of the pair. “I’m Diana.
This is Brad, my husband. We saw the two of you not really
interacting and decided to say hello. First time?”

Mia giggled nervously and hated herself for it.
“Yes.”

Fletch nodded. “Yeah. How’d you guess?”

“You have first-timers written all over your faces,”
said Brad. “Don’t worry about it. This isn’t any worse than getting
your V-card punched for the first time.”

Mia made a sour face. “You don’t know how bad my
first time was.”

“Do tell,” said Diana.

“Uh…” She glanced nervously at her husband. Fletch’s
eyes were wide and he didn’t know what to say to her.

“It wasn’t with me,” he blurted out.

That caused Diana and Brad to laugh.

“I suppose that’s good,” said Brad. “But if you
can’t tell a funny and/or sexy story here, where can you tell
it?”

They all looked expectantly at Mia. She was certain
that Brad was staring at her cleavage more than her face. She took
some heart in realizing that Diana was showing off just as much as
she was.

Taking a deep breath, she started talking. “Okay,
well, only the guy I was with and Fletch know this story. It was
the summer after high school and I was getting ready to go to
college. I was determined to not go to college as a virgin. I’m
from a small town and all the kids in the school would have parties
throughout the summer, usually in barns or out in the fields. Small
town, what can I say. Everyone was a farmer.

“Anyway, there’s alcohol there, of course, because
it’s a teenager party. I had a few and wasn’t completely drunk, but
I’m feeling it. Naturally this is the perfect time for me to hit on
the guy I sort of had a crush on for all of high school. He’s drunk
too. We decide to hook up. This is out in a field halfway to
nowhere. We sneak off to a little stand of trees for some privacy.
Bad idea. We get naked and start doing it.”

“Drunk and out in the middle of nowhere?” Diana
asked.

“Yeah. I know. Stupid. No condom or anything.
It’s…not good.”

Brad grinned. “I can imagine.”

“He’s on top of me, pounding away. I’m not really
feeling it, but I’m determined to see it through. We do it for
maybe a minute max and he pulls out and cums on my stomach.”

“Classy,” Brad observed.

“Could have been worse. He could have gotten me
pregnant and then I never would have met Fletch.” They exchanged a
glance. “So I get dressed and then realize we were essentially
fucking on top of a pile of cow shit.”

Fletch started laughing. He had heard the story
before and it still made him laugh.

Brad and Diana just stared at Mia with open-mouthed
awe.

“I told you it was bad.”

“Other than something like sexual assault, that’s
the worst devirginizing story I’ve ever head,” said Brad.

“I went home smelling like literal shit that
night.”

Fletch couldn’t stop giggling. “That story gets me
every time.”

Diana was horrified at both Mia’s story and Fletch’s
reaction. “What about you?” she challenged him.

“It’s a boring and lame story,” said Mia.

“Let me tell it,” Fletch said quickly. “Senior year
of high school. By some miracle I had a girlfriend, first one ever.
We’re both sort of…not in the cool kids group but we’re happy.
Eventually we figure out we’re not going to wind up at the same
college, decide to have sex because we’re teenagers. It takes a
couple of weeks, but eventually we have a few hours when my house
is empty and we do the deed.”

“Barely,” Mia commented.

Fletch cleared his throat. “Well, yeah. After we got
down to it, I’m pretty sure I lasted all of thirty seconds and she
didn’t cum at all.”

“Lame,” said Mia. “I bet he put it in and came a
second later.”

“It was better after that,” Fletch insisted.

“Sounds like almost every high school romance,”
commented Brad. He exchanged a glance with Diana. She gave him a
little nod.

“How long have you two been together?” she
asked.

“Third day of freshman year of college,” said
Fletch.

Brand and Diana’s eyes collectively bulged. “That
long? How long exactly?”

“Um…twenty years?” said Fletch.

“It’s why we’re here,” said Mia. “We haven’t had any
other experiences with other people.”

The experienced couple smiled and nodded again. “We
can help you with that.”

 


Upstairs, an hour later, Mia waved the key card in
front of the door’s sensor. The indicator light kept flashing red
at her.

“Oh come on, I’m not that drunk,” she said.

“Here, let me,” said Brad, putting his hand over
hers and pressing his body against hers. She knew she should have
hated it, but glancing to the side, she saw Fletch watching with
approval.

She hoped it was approval.

The light flashed green and the door admitted
them.

The quartet stumbled into the room.

“I know this is the wrong thing to say, but I can’t
wait to get my bra off,” said Mia. Maybe she was drunker than she
thought.

“What’s wrong with that?” asked Brad, throwing
himself into one of the two hotel room chairs. “I’d love to see
your tits.”

Mia blushed. “Uh…because I’m not wearing a bra.”

“Fuck,” said Diana. She pushed her upper arms
against the outside of her large breasts, increasing the amount of
her cleavage. “I’m wearing my best pushup bra. How are you doing
that,” she pointed directly at Mia’s chest, “without a bra.”

“I’m wearing a corset,” Mia said smugly.

“Now I have to see that,” said Brad. He got out of
the chair while Diana and Fletch sat down on one of the two queen
beds. He reached out with the intention of unbuttoning the top of
her blouse, but then paused and looked at Fletch. “With your
permission, of course.”

“Go ahead,” said Fletch. His cock was throbbing in
his pants. He wanted this to happen.

“You’re not going to ask my permission?” asked
Mia.

Brad shook his head. “No. I want you to ask me to
undress you.”

Mia nervously moistened her lips and glanced at
Fletch who was looking expectantly at her. “Will you…will you
undress me?” The words came out nervously and with some
hesitation.

Brad just nodded and reached for her again. Mia was
faintly trembling as he started to unbutton her blouse.

More and more of her cleavage came into view. He
knew her tits were big but somehow the top she was wearing managed
to both show off what she had and conceal exactly how large her
breasts were.

“Holy-fucking-moly,” he said when her shirt was
fully open.

“That’s a pretty corset,” said Diana.

It wasn’t, strictly speaking, a corset. It was
designed to look like one and give some shape to Mia’s body, but it
didn’t contain either traditional whale boning or steel wires to
enforce the shape. While she wasn’t fat, Mia didn’t have the body
she had back in college. What woman did after two kids? The corset
gave her a little bit of confidence in her body.

The elaborate piece of lingerie was pastel yellow
with flowers embroidered all over it. Some laces in the back helped
with the shaping. Mia felt like, as her mother would say, a saucy
tart while wearing it.

“Do the panties match?” asked Brad.

“There’s only one way to find out,” she told him,
finding a bit of her inner temptress.

Brad knelt down and worked the buttons and zipper to
her pants. Unlike men’s pants, nothing on women’s clothing was
standardized. But Brad was an expert at getting women out of their
clothing. In just a few moments he had her pants pooling around her
ankles. Mia kicked off her shoes and nervously looked at Fletch as
she stepped out of the pants.

“They are matching,” said Diana. “You came here to
get laid, didn’t you?”

“Isn’t that the whole point of the party?” asked
Mia. She felt everyone’s eyes on her; it made her nervous and
uncomfortable.

“That’s why I’m here,” Diana replied and turned to
Fletch, who was sitting right next to her. He didn’t expect her to
kiss him, but he didn’t pull away when she did. Mia watched them
kiss in horror and amazement.

“Do you want to watch them or do you want to—”

Mia cut off Brad’s question with a kiss of her
own.

She could feel her husband watching her. She could
also feel Brad’s hard cock through his pants.

Breaking the kiss, Brad pulled back and said, “Wow.
You’re eager. Can I see your tits?”

“He likes tits,” said Diana. “That’s what he first
saw in me.”

While kissing her, Fletch had brought his hand up to
cup her breast through her dress and bra. He now guiltily pulled it
away, causing her to laugh. “Don’t worry. I like that.” Switching
her gaze to Mia, Diana said, “You look bigger than me. I’m a D.
What about you?”

“Double D,” she said with a mix of pride and
shame.

“Wow,” said Brad. “Can I see them?”

Glancing to Fletch for permission, Mia hooked her
thumbs into her shoulder straps when her husband slightly inclined
his head. It was a bit of a struggle to get the straps down, and
she had a thrill of fear when her nipples came into view, but she
pulled her shoulders back and displayed herself as proudly as she
could.

“Wow,” Brad repeated. “Big and perfectly sized
nipples and they’re pretty damn perky.”

“They’re incredibly perky considering that they fed
two babies,” said Mia, liking the attention she was receiving.

Brad was beyond asking permission now. He cupped
both her breasts and ran his thumbs over her erect nipples. She
made a small sound in the back of her throat which changed to a
groan when he ducked his head and took a nipple between his
lips.

Together they moved to the bed not occupied by
Fletch and Diana. They watched as Brad moved Mia to her back so he
could properly suck on her nipples. Her eyes fluttered shut and she
moaned a little louder, putting her hands to his head to guide
him.

She allowed this to go for a minute before she had
to push him away.

“Problem?”

“The laces are digging into my back,” she
complained, indicating the corset. “It’s also trapping my
arms.”

“I can help you with that.”

Together they removed Mia’s corset. Brad loosened
the laces and hooks while Mia gave him directions and allowed him
to pull it up over her head. During this he glanced over at Fletch
and his wife, who were busy making out and slowly removing their
clothing.

Brad lay down next to Mia and resumed kissing her,
sliding his hand down her side to briefly cup her breast and then
continued down further to massage her ass.

“Are you wearing a g-string?” he asked her.

She shook her head and kissed him again. “No. Thong.
Sexy, right?”

“Right.”

“I want to suck your cock,” she said as he grabbed
her breast again. She pushed his hand aside and rubbed the front of
his pants. He was already hard but she was salivating at this
opportunity.

By now she had completely forgotten about her
husband and Brad’s wife.

Maybe she was a little too aggressive in helping
Brad get naked, but he didn’t object. When his hard cock flopped
out she eagerly wrapped her hand around it. She had been hoping
that maybe Brad’s cock would be huge, or at least larger than her
average-sized husband. It wasn’t. It was average-sized. There was
nothing wrong with that. She hadn’t come to the party to find giant
cocks; she had come to get laid by strangers.

Wiggling down the bed she took his cock into her
mouth and marveled at herself. She was having sex with another man
and didn’t feel the least bit of guilt. If anything, she was proud
of what she was doing. This is what she and Fletch had been talking
about doing for the past year. Longer even.

She had become so used to giving head to Fletch that
she hoped Brad liked what she was doing. He certainly wasn’t
complaining. He stayed hard in her mouth as she sucked and used her
hand and bobbed her head up and down, doing all the right
things.

“Oh…fuck you know how to give head,” he moaned at
her. She was vaguely aware of Diana and her husband exchanging some
words, but she didn’t bother to listen in. This was the first time
in more than twenty years she had been with another man and she was
going to make the most of it.

“Thanks,” she mumbled around his hard flesh and
focused on giving him pleasure. That, in turn, was turning her on.
She could feel her pussy making her tiny panties wet.

“I want to fuck you,” he said.

The words made her heart stop. She wanted that too
but it was the final step. Up to this point she could have just
dismissed the encounter and the weekend and gone back to her boring
life.

A quick glance over at Diana and Fletch confirmed
the two were completely naked or almost so. Well, if her husband
was going to cheat on her, she was going to cheat on him.

“How?” she asked. “I mean, what position?”

“If we do missionary, I’ll cum too fast.”

“Do you want me on top?”

He nodded eagerly but got off the bed and started
sorting through his clothes. A second later he dug up a condom
packet and quickly opened it and rolled it on. That made her relax;
it was one less thing to worry about.

As she started to take off her thong, Brad showed a
moment of modern chivalry. “Here, let me.”

Mia was super aware of her body as he removed the
last item of clothing. Her bare pussy came into view and he planted
a little kiss on the top of her mons. She was glad to have shaved
herself completely even if he had only trimmed the length of his.
Briefly she wondered what Diana’s pussy was like but then set aside
that thought.

They negotiated positioning for a moment and she
climbed on top of him, straddling his hips with her knees.

She held his latex-covered cock in her hand and
right as she was about to put it between her lips, he spoke.

“Maybe this wasn’t a great idea.”

Mia paused. “Why not?” She glanced at Fletch and
Diana. He was on top of her but she couldn’t tell if they were
actually fucking or not yet.

“Your tits are great.” He lifted his hand to them
and hefted her tits. They were firm and amazing. “They’re going to
be a distraction. You’ll make me cum too soon.”

“Want to switch to another position?” Glancing once
more at her husband she was positive they were fucking. She was
jealous Fletch was getting to fornicate before her.

“No…I want to watch your tits as you ride me.”

Mia rolled her eyes; she couldn’t help herself. She
was done with talking. It was now or never. Keeping a firm grip on
his cock, she slid it back and forth between her lips, getting it
wet though the lubricated condom was ready to go. So was she.

Lowering herself down, she found it the easiest
first time sex of the three men she had ever been with.

The look of elation on her face delighted Brad. “I
didn’t think my cock was that good,” he teased as he pushed his
hips up and deeper into her.

She grunted. “It just feels good. You’re only my
third ever.”

He had been about to start thrusting upward, but he
paused. “Really?”

Mia nodded. “Yes.” She was afraid to ask the next
question, but she couldn’t help herself. “How…how many women have
you been with?”

“Uh…over forty,” he said. “Some before Diana and a
bunch afterwards.

Making the best of it, she said, “Great. You can
tell me how I am compared to the rest of them.”

She started riding his cock, pumping her thighs,
resting her hands on his chest, displaying herself—her big tits—to
Brad. What she was doing was much the way she had sex with Fletch,
but that was the only way she really knew how to have sex.

There was what else she and Fletch did, but that
wasn’t something she needed to do right now.

Brad didn’t look her in the face. He was staring at
her tits. That was good. She studied his face as they fucked. It
was odd seeing another face other than Brad’s during sex.

She liked it.

She liked when Brad held her tits and pinched the
nipples.

She liked it when he grabbed her ass and adjusted
her position and speed.

She liked feeling another man’s cock in her.

She liked doing this. It wasn’t cheating, it was
better.

Then she started feeling it. Mia had never had much
trouble climaxing but she had had sex with Fletch over a dozen
times before she had cum with him. She could feel it about to
happen with Brad. She had to warn him.

“I’m gonna…I’m gonna…” she said as she pumped her
hips up and down, slamming as hard as she could down onto his cock,
wanting to feel his hardness filling her, wanting to feel how his
body pleased hers.

“Cum,” he told her. “Cum for me.”

She stifled the cry of pleasure she made as she
climaxed. It sounded like she was in pain. She was fine with
that.

Brad squeezed her breasts as she came. It
helped.

Then he noticed her nipples leaking.

“What the fuck?!”

“Shit shit shit!” she cursed getting a hold of
herself and cutting the pleasure of her orgasm short and hating
that. Her reaction was to push his hands aside and cover up her
nipples and breasts with her hands. “I’m so sorry! I didn’t want
that to happen!”

“What’s the matter?” Fletch all but jumped off
Diana. His cock was hard and covered with a condom, one from the
box they had brought along to be prepared. Diana looked over at the
other couple in confusion.

“I came,” Mia said in a small voice.

“Oh,” was Fletch’s reaction. “And did you—”

“Yeah.”

“What’s the matter?” asked Diana. “Don’t you
normally cum during sex?”

Mia’s face was bright red and not from the effort of
fucking. She was embarrassed and didn’t know how to deal with the
situation. “Yes, but…” she looked to her husband for help.

He had to step up to help his wife. “When Mia cums,
sometimes…usually she leaks milk.”

Diana blinked. “You’re lactating? When did you have
your last kid? Our youngest is eighteen.”

This wasn’t where Mia expected the conversation to
go. “Our youngest is ten years old.”

“And you’re still lactating?”

Mia pointed an accusing finger. “It’s his
fault.”

All eyes went to Fletch.

“Okay, I admit it. I have a lactation fetish, but
she went along with it.”
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The other couple started giggling.

“Not the weirdest thing we’ve had to deal with,”
said Diana.

“Remember the couple we hooked up with that both
wanted to suck our toes, side-by-side?” asked Brad.

Mia was still sitting atop Brad with his cock in
her. She didn’t know what to do.

Diana went over to her husband and gave him a kiss.
Fletch stood awkwardly at the side of the bed.

“Do you want to keep going?” Brad asked her.

Mia froze. She had no idea how to react so she
looked at her husband. “Do you?” she asked.

Fletch nodded. “Why not?”

Brad reached up and held Mia’s tits again, gently
massaging them. “What’s it like?” he asked.

Mia gave him side-eye. “What’s what like?”

He had intended the question for Brad and turned his
head to look at the other man in the room.

“What’s what like?”

“Sex with a woman who lactates,” Brad prompted.

“Uh…pretty much the same as any other woman, but she
has bigger tits.”

Brad massaged Mia’s breasts. “She sure does.”

Mia moaned and some more milk leaked from her
nipples.

“Wow!” Brad exclaimed.

Fletch rushed to the bathroom, grabbed a towel and
rushed back to dry off Mia and Brad’s hands.

“You’re into this?” Brad asked Fletch.

“Yeah. Sorry. Normally I’m nursing from her and it’s
less messy.”

Mia interrupted, “Let me get off him.”

When she started to climb off, Brad grabbed her hips
and kept her in place.

“I didn’t say I wanted to stop.”

Mia laughed nervously. “You don’t?”

“Maybe we should take a moment and talk about this?”
suggested Diana.

“Wet blanket,” Brad complained.

“I can cut you off and forbid you to go to any other
parties,” his wife reminded him.

Fletch found he was able to speak and think clearly.
“That’s not a bad idea. Why don’t we take a quick break and if
things are still okay we can resume, right?”

Brad gave him an impertinent grin. “Haven’t you
heard of blue balls, dude? Guys back in high school were literally
dying of the condition.”

Diana helped Mia off her husband and the group took
a moment. Fletch offered everyone water bottles from their stash.
Brad took a seat in one of the chairs while everyone else sat on
the beds.

“Sorry we freaked you out,” said Fletch. “Normally
this doesn’t happen.”

“I was really turned on,” Mia blurted out.
“Sometimes when I cum I leak milk. Fletch and I had a nursing
session before we went down to the reception and I thought that
would be fine but…”

“It’s fine,” Brad reassured them. “You never know
what you’re going to get when you hook up with a new couple.
Normally it’s something like a tattoo or piercing or a foot
fetish.”

“This is new for us.”

“I’m sorry,” Fletch apologized again. “It’s mostly
my fault because Mia and I have been doing the whole lactation kink
thing for years now.”

“It’s kind of hot,” Brad observed.

Diana gave him an arch look. “Really? You didn’t
like it when I was lactating for our kids.”

He shrugged. “I’ve matured.” Turning to Brad he
said, “What’s it like?”

“What’s what like?”

“Her milk and sucking it out of her.”

“It’s called nursing,” Mia insisted.

“It’s sweet,” Brad said. “I like sweet foods and her
milk is really sweet.”

Brad was taken aback. “It is? I never would have
expected that.”

“Don’t be a dumbass, hon,” Diana said.
“Babies—children—love sweet foods. Of course breast milk is
sweet.”

“Right.”

“How old are your kids?” Mia asked Diana, eager to
change the subject, but they were at a swinger hotel takeover and
sitting naked with a couple they barely knew, so her conversation
strategy was suspect.

“Twenty-two and twenty-four.”

Mia’s eyes bulged. “You must have had them right out
of high school.

Diana laughed. “I had them young, but I just turned
forty-nine.”

“You look so young!”

Diana laughed again.

Brad shook his head. “Notice she doesn’t mention I
look young.”

“That’s because you’re old, honey.”

“I’m fifty-three,” he protested.

Diana snickered. “Like I said, old.” Turning back to
Mia she said, “I suppose you two are younger?”

“We’re both thirty-eight.”

“Kids?”

“Ten and twelve.”

“Babies,” Diana commented. “Both of you.”

“I’ve never been with an older man before,” Mia said
to Fletch.

He rolled his eyes.

“I’m a month older than Fletch and the guy I banged
in high school was younger than me too by a couple of months.”

“Hope I didn’t disappoint,” said Brad.

“Not at all.” She made eyes with him and realized
she was still horny even though she was the only one in the room
who had cum even once.

“You’ve been doing this lactation thing for twelve
years?” asked Brad.

“Well, more like ten,” said Fletch. “It started with
the younger kid and—”

Mia cut him off. “It wasn’t a thing for Fletch for
our first kid. He only got a taste for it after Kirsty started
weaning.”

“You asked me to,” he reminded her.

“Really?” Diana was taken aback.

“It’s stupid,” said Mia, flushing with
embarrassment.

“Her breasts hurt and Kirsty didn’t want to nurse
any longer,” said Fletch. “She asked me if I could just suck a
little of it out.” He couldn’t help but smile at the memory. “That
was sort of like the typical high school boy asking to just put the
tip in.”

“Gross,” Mia commented.

“And we both liked it,” he concluded.

“You more than me,” she shot back.

Brad gave another shrug. “It’s no weirder than a lot
of kinks.”

“I didn’t think I’d still be doing it ten years
later,” said Mia.

“I can stop anytime you want,” Fletch offered.

Mia’s hands went protectively to her breasts. “I
don’t want to stop,” she blurted out.

The group laughed.

“Is it really sweet?” asked Brad, still curious.

“Sort of like a fruit juice,” said Fletch. “I nursed
from her before the reception, but it wasn’t enough.”

“Do you see how big these things are?” she asked
them all, lifting up her heavy breasts with both hands. “I went
from a C cup in college to double Ds.”

“If you stopped nursing, they’d shrink,” Diana
observed.

“I’m against that,” said Fletch with a laugh.

“Well, it doesn’t bother me,” Brad declared.

“You just want to fuck her some more,” his wife
commented.

“True enough. I’ll admit it. I’m curious about how
it tastes.”

Mia and Fletch exchanged a look. He gave her a half
shrug.

“If you want to try…”

“How do you two do it?”

With a bit of instruction from Fletch, both Mia and
Brad got back on the bed laying on their sides and using a pillow
for some extra support. Brad had sucked a lot of nipples and
breasts in his time, so this wasn’t that strange.

The moment his lips and tongue touched her nipple,
he could taste the sweetness. Sucking was just a natural instinct
at that point. He felt her nipple harden under his tongue, and then
almost immediately soften, and then his mouth was deluged with
liquid. Sweet liquid.

He kept
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