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Chapter 10




“Okay, your milk is sort
of tasty and I love that I made you cum just from sucking on your
tits.”

Alyssa didn’t reply to him. She was
struggling to get her skirt off. The little noises she made were
aftershocks of her orgasm. She didn’t think she had cum that hard,
but she wasn’t complaining. The cheating had to be why she climaxed
so hard from a simple nursing.

“What are you doing?” he
asked.

She finally found the zipper to the
skirt, opened it up enough to get it off along with her panties,
leaving her in just her stockings. They were too much trouble to
remove right now. Moving fully off his body, she got on her hands
and knees. 

“Fuck me,” she told him.
“Fuck me right now!”

Her pussy was wet enough, she knew
that because of the way her panties clung to her labia. And how
turned on she was. She knew her body. Her tits were mostly empty
right now. She could get her tits sucked anytime by Ben. Right now
she wanted Roger’s cock in her pussy. That she had limited access
to.

Roger moved quickly, taking off his
pants and shirt like they were on fire. He wasn’t fully erect, but
he was hard enough to penetrate her and that’s all that counted in
the moment.

When he moved behind her, cock in
hand, guiding it into her, Alyssa arched her back and moaned as he
filled her up. As they started fucking, he got harder and harder.
She was a woman in heat, a woman in need.

They fucked hard and fast. It wasn’t
about romance or passion. It was about raw, animalistic
needs.

He made her cum twice more. He liked
the way her pussy heated up as she came, how it quivered on his
cock during her orgasm. Roger was proud of himself for holding back
for all of two minutes before it was all too much and he came in
her pussy.

The sex was almost brutal. Her face
was in the bed’s pillow which stifled her cries as she came. The
sound of his skin slapping against hers was unsettling. He kept a
firm grip on her hips as he had fucked her and now, afterwards, he
was worried that he had left bruises on her body. 

At the moment, he didn’t care. She’d
have to explain the bruises to Ben, not him.

He groaned one last time and fell
forward pinning her to the mattress. She didn’t mind his weight.
She welcomed it. 

“I want you and Ben to
suck on my tits at the same time,” she told him the second he
rolled off her body.

Roger chuckled. “Yeah.
Right.”

She turned so she could look him right
in the eye. “I’m serious. You’re not going to fuck me again until I
have the two of you in the same room, sucking on my tits
together.”

Roger looked at her for a long moment,
unable to fully comprehend why she was desiring such a
thing. 

“How the hell are you
going to make that happen?” he asked her, deflecting the real issue
at hand.

“Let me worry about
that.”

“I’d like to worry about
that too,” Roger said, his anxiety on edge. “It’s not like this is
risk free for me. I’ve got Marli to worry about. And my kids. And
myself. What if Ben freaks out and wants to beat me to a
pulp?”

She eyed him steadily. “Ben’s not that
sort of person.”

“And that’s what the
neighbors say about the murderer when the news is interviewing them
after his arrest. ‘Oh! He was such a nice man. So polite and
pleasant. I never would have guessed he would kill his wife and her
lover and half the town in anger.’”

Despite her calmness, Alyssa knew that
Roger had a right to be worried. He wasn’t being unreasonable, just
a bit over the top. 

“You’re being ridiculous,”
she told him. “Besides, I’ve already brought it up with
Ben.”

Roger jumped out of the bed like it
was on fire. “Are you fucking insane?!”

“Relax. I didn’t mention
your name at all.”

“What the fuck did you say
then?”

“I just told him that I
want someone else to suck on my tits along with him.” She liked how
cool and in control she was being. His reaction wasn’t perfect, but
she knew she could make this work.

“Do you know how many
people can keep a secret?” he asked her as he started gathering his
clothes and putting them on like it was a race.

“I’m sure you’re going to
tell me.”

“One. One person can keep
a secret. Two people can keep a secret if one of them is
dead.”

“Are you threatening to
kill me or to kill yourself?” she asked easily.

He found his shoes but could only find
one sock. Roger shoved his feet into the shoes anyway. “Neither.
I’m saying this is crazy. I only ever fuck complete strangers but
when I saw you at that meeting…I broke my rules. And here I am
fucking you for the third time.”

“It’s not going to be the
last,” she promised him. 

“Oh fucking yes it is,” he
insisted as he grabbed his jacket and headed for the door. “Don’t
call or text me,” said Roger as he reached for the door
handle.

“Roger!” she called out to
him.

He glanced back. “What?”

Alyssa was kneeling on the bed, her
breasts exposed to him, but her pussy hidden by the blankets. In
her right hand she held his missing sock. She tossed it to him. “I
think you forgot something.”

Roger snatched it off the floor where
it landed and left without another word.

Alyssa licked her lips and
smiled. 

 



Chapter 11


That night Alyssa had plenty of milk
for Ben. It flowed easily as they lay side-by-side on the bed. She
watched him nurse. She liked watching how his mouth worked on her
and the look of concentration on his mouth while he sucked. She
couldn’t help but push back the hair that had fallen across his
forehead.

He had managed to go in for a half day
of work after his migraine had abated. She promised herself to
never make him suffer. If he needed her milk to keep the headaches
at bay, then she’d be happy to provide for him. 

“Feeling better?” she
asked him as he suckled.

“Mmm-hmm.” He nodded his
head a little, pulling on her nipple. She liked the little frisson
of pain.

“I love you nursing from
me,” she said softly.

He opened his eyes and looked up at
her. It was such an intimate thing to do, to have him nurse from
her and look deeply into her eyes. She felt like her soul was bare.
She hoped he couldn’t sense the guilt she felt and the deception
she was perpetrating.

He broke the latch. “You don’t have to
seduce me. If you want me to fuck you, just ask.” Ben grinned at
her, kissed her nipple, and switched sides. When he consumed her
nipple, her milk immediately flooded his mouth. She felt the mild
euphoria that accompanied the release of her milk. She knew it was
just the hormones that sustained lactation, but those hormones were
designed to make her feel good.

“Fuck me when you’re done
nursing?” she asked him.

One more Ben nodded, gently pulling on
her breast and nipple.

“Can’t wait for our lover
to join us,” she continued on as if it were the most normal thing
in the world.

That caused Ben to pull off her
nipple. “What? This again?”

“Yes. This again. You’ve
had your kink for a decade. It’s my turn.” She didn’t pout or
whine, she presented it as fact.

“And you just want me to
invite one of my friends into bed with us to suck on your tits and
fuck you?” He was getting angry. She could see in his eyes the
return of the migraine. 

Alyssa wasn’t going to let that
happen.

“No. Of course not. I’ll
find the guy and, with your approval, we’ll do it together. He just
gets to nurse from me. He doesn’t get to fuck me unless that’s okay
with you.” 

Once again she was
presenting this as fait
accompli. It was the best strategy on her
part she knew.

It worked. Ben blinked. “Oh. A
stranger?”

“It can be a friend of
yours if you want.”

“No one knows about you
and me and your milk.”

She kept quiet on the issue that her
doctor knew and a few women at work had commented that she seemed
to have the glowing skin of a new mother.

“Then it’ll have to be
someone who doesn’t know.”

Ben shook his head slowly, not in
denial, but in concern for what she wanted. “Two people can keep a
secret,” he said. “Secret lovers and all that, but once you tell
someone else…it’s public knowledge.”

“You’re being ridiculous,”
she said, thinking back to earlier in the day. Obviously Ben and
Roger had different, but similar, ideas about secrets.

“Am I? You know my cousin
Jeff?”

Her brow furrowed. “Uh…no?”

“Okay, technically a
second cousin. But he and his wife got divorced a few years
ago.”

“So?”

“Apparently it was caused
because they started being swingers and it went bad.”

Alyssa ducked her head and kissed him,
tasting a little bit of her sweet milk on his lips. “That’s it?
That’s the whole story?”

“That’s what my mother’s
cousin said.”

“A sterling source of
information, I’m sure.”

“It’s just a risk, that’s
all I’m saying.”

“I promise I’ll never
divorce you,” she teased. They weren’t married and neither were
eager to go through with that particular step.

Ben’s face flushed with anger and he
pulled back from her. “You’re making a joke of a serious
thing.”

“Serious? Sex? Now who’s
being ridiculous?”

“I need your milk,” he
told her, his voice on the brink of breaking. “I can’t lose
you.”

Alyssa saw how serious he was




























































cover.jpg





