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“Do we want to get together for another little
party?” Sara asked Joan. They were having coffee for Sunday brunch.
The kids were playing outside and she had no idea where her husband
was. Probably hiding in the garage or pretending to fix something
in the basement.

“Party?” asked Joan. She was distracted by the
advertisements from the Sunday newspaper that Sara still had
delivered. It was strange to see an actual newspaper out in the
wild. It seemed like something that should belong in a museum.

“You know,” Sara said quietly, her eyes darting first
to the sliding glass door to the back yard where she could see the
kids playing, “A party for the four of us.”

Joan glanced up and saw Sara’s nervous smile and then
understood her meaning. “Oh. That sort of party.” It was impossible
for her to resist smiling broadly. The memories from their last
party were still fresh, but she was glad to know that Sara was
happy enough with what had happened to want to do it again. She was
also glad to realize that Sara didn’t know Joan was continuing her
affair with Malcolm. It might not have been the worst thing in the
world to be sleeping with her best friend’s husband, but it was
close to it. “Yes. We probably should do it again. Soon,” she
added.

Sara nodded with satisfaction. “I’m just a little
worried about what type of people this makes us.”

“Adventurous,” said Joan, focusing on the newspaper.
She wasn’t really focused on it. She was pretending to read. At
their last party circumstances had given her the chance to nurse
from Sara’s tits. It was one thing to induce lactation in
themselves and offer their milk to their husbands, but it was
another thing entirely for Joan to nurse from Sara. No matter how
much she wanted to deny it, there was a definite sexual component
to sucking on another woman’s tits, even if it was only for the
milk, or so she told herself.

Sara hadn’t objected. Joan was pretty certain Sara
had liked it.

And now Joan was positive she could smell Sara’s milk
every time she was in the other woman’s presence.

“I like that description,” Sara decided. “Adventurous
sounds much better than perverted.”

Joan glanced up at her. It wasn’t that she was
ignoring her friend; it was that she was too nervous about keeping
her affair with Malcolm secret that she didn’t want to give away
anything. Maybe it was perverted to have a man drink her breast
milk, but what label would fit an adulterous couple? Not
adventurous. It made her wonder what was more common, couples
having affairs or couples sharing breast milk.

“Are we perverted?” asked Joan. “I’m sure some people
would say so…”

“Because of our breast milk? Sure. But it seems like
something natural, doesn’t it? I mean, making milk is what breasts
are for? Does it matter who actually consumes it? And there’s
plenty more out in the world that is more perverted than drinking
breast milk. Spanking and bondage and weird shit like that.”

“Orgies?” suggested Joan. They met each other’s gaze
and both started laughing at the same time.

“I think we’ve already done that,” Sara said in a
stage whisper.

Joan replied in the same stage whisper though no one
could hear them. “I think we’re technically swingers. Don’t you
need more than four people to have an orgy?”

Resuming her normal voice, Sara said, “I don’t
know…but I wouldn’t mind having a party again.”

“Is that what we’re going to call it? Partying? I
thought that was just for using drugs and getting drunk.”

“Partying. Playing. Whatever.” Sara frowned. “You
haven’t said yes or no. You’re avoiding the question. I thought we
had fun last time. You don’t want to do it again?”

Joan nervously looked away. She wouldn’t mind a swap
with her friend again. Her worry lay with how much she would give
away if she fucked Malcolm in front of his wife again. Or what else
might happen between the small group. “I had fun,” she admitted. “I
wouldn’t mind doing it again. Maybe I’m just having a little
trouble figuring out how I feel about it all.”

“We don’t have to. And this is probably the best time
to say I’m sorry that maybe I enticed you into trying my milk. I
got caught up in the moment.”

And there it was. Joan wasn’t ashamed about suckling
from Sara. She had tried to forget about it, but couldn’t. Partly
because she had enjoyed it, but mostly because she wanted to do it
again but she couldn’t make herself say the words to her
friend.

“No, no, that was fine. I was…swept away too. In the
middle of sex sometimes you forget exactly what you’re doing.” She
moistened her lips with her tongue and tried to make her next words
sound thoughtful and introspective. “I wouldn’t mind doing it
again. All of it.”

She added the last three words to make it known to
Sara exactly what she wanted without saying the words. If she
wanted Sara could ignore them and they could just have a nice
spouse swap in the bedroom and watch each other play, like two
normal couples in semi-open marriages.

“I wouldn’t mind you nursing from me again,” Sara
told her boldly.

Her words raised goose bumps on Joan’s skin. It
wasn’t cold inside the house but her nipples contracted as well.
She knew exactly what Sara was saying. “When do you want to do it
again?” Joan felt moisture forming between her legs. It was a
second later that she realized her tits were starting to leak.

“As soon as possible,” Sara replied.

There was the definite scent of breast milk in the
air and Joan knew it wasn’t hers.

 


There was some texting back and forth as Joan and
Sara tried to set up a time for the two couples to play again. This
was where Joan felt the most comfortable, being semi-anonymous and
planning. By Wednesday night they had settled on a time over the
weekend and the only component left was who was going to watch the
kids. That would be sorted out with babysitters and grandparents.
It was late in the evening and Joan had finished her glass of wine
which made up half her dinner. She knew it wasn’t a good idea to
text when she was buzzed, but she couldn’t help herself.

The real problem was that she didn’t text Malcolm for
some shameless flirting. She texted Sara.

I have a confession to make. Joan looked at
the words after she had sent them and briefly flashed back to her
traditional Catholic upbringing. “Bless me, Father, for I have
sinned. It’s been years since my last confession.” She
wasn’t planning on confessing her affair, lies, or current
lactation obsession to a priest any time soon.

Sara replied after a few minutes. What kind of
confession?

There were many things that Joan could have admitted
to her friend, all involving lies, deceptions, and sex. She opted
for the mildest of them. I really enjoyed nursing from you.
She hit send and instantly had a hot flash of regret. Hastily she
added, And I’m a little drunk right now.

Okay. Wow. I’m glad. Are you asking to do it
again?

Yes. Joan didn’t hesitate in sending out that
answer. Maybe she was drunk. Maybe she was eager. Maybe she was a
little too much of both.

I can make that happen.

Joan was ashamed of her reply. Thanks. That
was all she said and that was almost too much. She was glad when
Sara didn’t respond back.

 


“I got a sort of strange text from Joan,” Sara said
to Malcolm. They were in bed together, getting ready for sleep
which meant that Mal had been nursing from her while she texted.
Mal was mostly done with Sara’s breasts and it was one of those
nights where he was just going to nurse. No sex. That was fine with
them both. Sara wasn’t exactly in the mood and Malcolm had fucked
Joan that morning.

“Hmm?” he vocalized as he pulled down Sara’s pajama
top. Her tits were sufficiently empty that they were unlikely to
leak during the night.

“Read this,” she told him, showing Mal her phone.

At first he was nervous, wondering what exactly Joan
was saying to his wife. While it was all fun and wonderful to be
having an illicit affair, and maybe he wanted to confess to his
wife what he was doing with Joan, but the last thing he wanted to
do was get caught. That would be disastrous.

Once he plowed through the text exchange and he
realized that he wasn’t going to be betrayed, Mal was actually
aroused at Joan’s request. His cock stiffened and while it wasn’t
exactly rock-hard, it was headed in that direction.

“What do you think?” Sara asked as he scrolled up and
down the exchange trying to figure out exactly what his response
would be.

“I think that’s hot,” were the first words out of his
mouth. It was a good cover for the fact that he was relieved his
affair hadn’t been discovered.

Sara smacked him on the back of his head. “Yeah,
yeah, I know. All men are hot for lesbians and they want their
wives to be bisexual. You’re a pig.”

“From what I’m reading here, you told her yes. Sounds
to me like you’re both a little bi.”He grinned at her, the
possibilities of what might come started running through his
head.

“You just want to see me have sex with a woman,” she
accused her husband.

In truth, Malcolm wouldn’t mind seeing that at all.
But in reality, he knew he couldn’t say it. Sure, Sara’s breasts
and her nursing him were part of her sexual identity, but they
weren’t the sole makeup of her sexuality. He knew she got off on
fucking Rick and nursing, while satisfying in its own right, wasn’t
the be all and end all of sex for her. They hadn’t really talked
about the short incident between her and Joan, but he knew that she
wasn’t upset by it while at the same time maybe she was puzzled at
what she had done and why.

“Um…I wouldn’t stop you if that’s what you’re
saying,” he said. “Just like I didn’t stop you from fucking Rick.
The real question is: what are you going to do with her?”

Sara didn’t want to answer that question. She was
afraid of what she might say, what she might promise…and deep down
she didn’t know if she’d say no to any suggestion from Joan.
Instead she used a woman’s prerogative and kissed her husband.

He kissed her back and didn’t object at all when her
hand went down to his cock. They both knew what was happening.
Neither had intended on having traditional sex tonight, but after
their short conversation it was going to happen.

Their night clothes came off and as Malcolm entered
his wife they both knew it was going to be short, tense, and
exciting sex, but nothing that was worth writing home about.

 


A few blocks away Joan’s head was buzzing with
alcohol, and spinning slightly, which made the room twirl in an
oddly pleasant manner. She was on the couch with her phone in one
hand and her other hand was tucked down
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