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		Chapter 1

		Jo didn’t know the name of the man whose beautiful cock she was sucking. She didn’t care to know. When he started to offer his name—real or not—she told him to close his mouth. She just wanted to suck his cock and so she did.

		He was handsome, almost pretty. He had the lean muscles of a young man who kept fit by running rather than lifting weights. A thrilling shiver ran down her spine. He was a young man. Probably twenty years her junior. That made this even better.

		When she met him less than an hour before he was wearing a leather harness around his torso. It looked like fetish gear because that was exactly what it was. He was also wearing a pair of tight black shorts that, when she pulled them down, proved to be the only real garment he was wearing.

		That was when she discovered his beautiful cock. Thick but not too long. Jo could just barely get her fingers around it. He must have trimmed his pubic hair because it positively felt fuzzy against her nose when she deep-throated him. True, he wasn’t fully erect yet, but that didn’t stop her. It had been too long since she had done that with a man.

		His balls were velvety smooth. It was obvious he shaved them. She liked how they felt under her fingertips and how she could enjoy their weight in her palm. When it came time for her to suck on his balls, he shivered in delight giving her such a feeling of satisfaction that had all but disappeared in her life.

		They had barely talked. That was the way she wanted it. A quick introduction. She offered her name—not her real name—and when he started to offer his, she put her fingers on his lips.

		They talked a bit. She finished the fruity alcoholic drink in her glass while they chatted and she admired his body. He was polite. He wasn’t allowed to drink alcohol here. She wanted to touch and run her fingers all over his body. His chest was lightly tanned from the sun—she saw the touch of a tan line at his waist where his shorts rode a little too low—and was almost hairless. The harness hid nothing, that was the point. It marked him as a willing partner and could be used as a method of restraining him if that’s what Jo wanted.

		When Jo kissed him he willingly parted his lips to accept her tongue in his mouth. She hoped he could taste her last few drops of alcohol. To kiss him she had to go up on her toes and he had to bend down his neck, but that was fine.

		Jo was in charge and that thrilled her more than anything else in this encounter.

		Judging that he was adequate for her needs, she brought him back to one of the private rooms. Her intent was to use him just because she could.

		Maybe he was surprised that she immediately went down on her knees to strip him and suck his cock. He probably wasn’t. He claimed to have been working for the club for a year. Certainly other women had sucked his cock in that time.

		It was empowering to give a younger man a blowjob while she was still fully dressed. Jo didn’t intend to stay dressed.

		The first thing that went were her red heels. They were uncomfortable in general and wearing them while kneeling jabbed her in the butt. Her jacket she had tossed aside the moment they had entered the room. As she sucked his cock she unbuttoned her blouse and removed it so he could see her tits barely contained by the pink bra.

		There was no way for her to remove her pants without flopping around on the floor like a fool or standing up.

		Jo stood up, unzipped her pants, wiggling them over her hips which she still thought were too wide along with her ass which was a little too fat, before stepping out of the wadded up material, leaving her in a matching bra and panties.

		She had carefully thought this through. She didn’t need to seduce him, but it was fun to pretend to do so.

		“I want to kiss you again,” she said and went up on her toes again. His hard cock, standing up now and jutting outward, conspired to prevent them from embracing, but she pressed her body to his anyway, reveling in the way his hard muscles and smooth skin felt against her.

		“Do you want to go to the bed?” he asked her.

		“Uh-huh,” she said, not trusting herself to speak actual words.

		“Let me help you,” he offered and then, instead of leading her by the hand to the luxury-quality hotel bed in the private room, he instead picked her up and carried her.

		Jo wasn’t fat, but she felt like she had put on too many pounds to be doing that.

		Obviously with her young lover she was wrong on that account.

		Gently he put her down on the bed and climbed on top of her, kissing her neck and shoulders and lips, his body pinning her down.

		She let him take the initiative just to see what younger folks were doing now when it came to first-time encounters for sex.

		His kisses moved from her mouth to her chest. He fumbled with the bra. She sat up and helped him remove it and then she was again on her back and her nipple was sucked into his mouth and she felt her pussy start to flood. It wasn’t that he was a phenomenal lover; it was that she hadn’t done this with someone new in so long.

		Jo was helpless to resist—and she didn’t want to resist—as he kissed his way down her tummy before pulling down her panties. For a second she demurely kept her knees together, hiding her pussy from him, but that opened them because that was the whole point.

		She was glad she had been recently waxed, though he would have said nothing regardless, her pubic hair having been trimmed and shaped into an elegant triangle with her lips all but bare.

		The wetness of his tongue met the wetness of her sex and she moaned. It wasn’t for show, she was enjoying his attention that much. His mouth found her clit and lightly sucked as he slipped a single finger in her tunnel.

		Her entire body quivered.

		“Yes,” Jo encouraged him. “More.”

		He did exactly that. It didn’t take long before she came, her climax lasting a wonderfully long time, her moan of relief filling the room, her pussy all but gushing amrita on his face and the bed.

		“I want your cock,” she told him when she came to her senses. “I need your cock.”

		It would have been a shame for him to use a condom, so he didn’t. His cock glided into her pussy and she groaned as he filled her up and Jo knew this wouldn’t be the last time she did this.

		It didn’t matter if she was married to a man who didn’t know where she was right now.

		“I came into some money,” said Jobeth, a light smile playing on her lips.

		“I can see that.” Her accountant on the other side of the desk was still scanning the printed spreadsheet in front of him. “This really changes everything for you.”

		“I know.”

		“I’ve gone over almost all of this, getting things in order. And you have my sympathies on the passing of your...grandmother?”

		“Great-aunt, actually.”

		“Great aunt. Do you mind me asking why your parents didn’t inherit this money?”

		“Let’s just say my family’s relationship with Aunt Jo wasn’t the best. I was the only one who really talked to her.”

		“Was it because you were named after her?”

		Jobeth laughed. “That’s just a piece of it. Complicated family dynamics and all that.”

		Her accountant adjusted his glasses and nodded. “Well, I’ve gone over just about everything, closing accounts where I could, moving money around, all that good stuff. I need your signature to take care of a few more things.” He started passing her documents to sign. Jobeth automatically put her signature on them all.

		“This is going to be a switch for you, isn’t it?” he asked her. “For years your husband had control of the money with his job. Tech sales is very lucrative. I admire you for being a librarian for twenty years, but there’s no money in it, is there?”

		She nodded. “Yes. A shift.” She paused at one last document. “What’s this?”

		He glanced at what she showed him. “Club Taurus? I don’t have any real idea. A social club of some sort that your great aunt belonged to. There’s a yearly membership fee that’s very high, as you can see here, and I figured you’d want to cancel it. Seems like a semi-political organization. Very secretive. Nothing much online about them other than a business address and such.”

		“I’m going to hold onto this,” said Jobeth. “I have some old papers of Aunt Jo’s I’d like to possibly donate to the club.”

		He shrugged. “It’s your money. It’s your money now.”

		“Jo Moore was one of our founding members.” The woman across the table was professionally dressed and looked like she had just emerged from a hair salon after sitting in a makeup artist’s chair for an hour. Her demeanor and poise wasn’t showy or gaudy, but understated. Jo tried not to let herself be intimidated. “I’m sorry to hear of her passing. She hasn’t been active in the club in years, according to our records. I’ll be happy to reimburse her annual dues now that—”

		“I’d like to keep her membership and transfer it to me,” Jo interrupted.

		The woman paused. Jo was almost certain her name was Claudia. She looked like a Claudia. Jo cursed herself for not being able to remember the name. “Are you fully aware of what Club Taurus does?” She turned her head a little, looking askance at Jo.

		“Aunt Jo was rich and kept to herself. She didn’t tell me everything, but she did give me this.” From her bag Jo produced a book emblazoned with Club Taurus’s logo. “She hinted, but after reading this, I know exactly what Club Taurus is all about.”

		“I see.”

		“I’d like a tour.”

		“That’s not what we normally do.”

		“I’d like to take over her membership,” Jo repeated. “The last thing you and the club want is for this sort of information to become public.”

		They stared at each other for a long moment.

		“I will need to consult on this first.”

		“I can wait,” Jo said, sitting back in her chair, making it obvious she was going nowhere until she got what she wanted.

		Claudia nodded and left the meeting room. They were in a nondescript office building filled with a variety of management companies. The sort of boring place where the dreary gears of industry turned slowly and steadily.

		Jo looked out the window and wondered what the hell she was getting herself into.

		Fifteen minutes later Claudia returned. “I can arrange for a tour of our primary facility when you want, but it will have to be during the day when we aren’t operating so that you can be...vetted.”

		“Will that tour be today or tomorrow?” asked Jo.

		She tried not to dress like a librarian, but she had been a school librarian for so many years it was part of her nature now. She had other clothes than what she wore to work, of course, but none of them seemed appropriate for a tour of Club Taurus. Instead she wore some newly purchased and much fancier than anything she had ever owned before lingerie. This was under her clothes, of course. Not wanting to seem wasteful or be someone she wasn’t, Jo wore a gray skirt that ended just above the knees, a white silk blouse that was taken out only for date nights with her husband, and black jacket to give the outfit a bit of class. Not wanting to go completely monochrome, she wore bright red heels also newly purchased instead of her high calf soft leather boots.

		How does one dress for a tour of a place such as Club Taurus? Jo didn’t know as surely as she didn’t know exactly why she was doing this.

		Jeremy was disappointed when Jo told him of her decision to retire from her librarian job. She was fully vested in her retirement plan and he was still working and after inheriting her great-aunt’s estate she wanted to do something new with her life.

		Jo didn’t tell Jeremy that she was touring Club Taurus. He was busy with his job, which he claimed to love. He made excellent money at it. Keeping secrets from her husband didn’t make Jo feel good about herself. She had told him that Aunt Jo’s holdings were enough to sustain them for years if they wished. She didn’t tell him exactly how much money she had inherited.

		The club itself was outside the city, not far and easily accessible from the tony neighborhoods on the north side, but also a short trip for those exclusive few who lived in the penthouses of the residential district in the city proper. The building was old, erected over a hundred years ago before the city started to sprawl, the center of a wealthy man’s horse farm. It was separated from the road by a stone wall and screening trees making it impossible for those driving by to see it. The driveway was long and winding, ending in a surprisingly large parking lot.

		Jo felt embarrassed to park her ancient Civic next to a singular BMW and two Mercedes. Still, she had an appointment and wouldn’t be cowed.

		She had expected to meet Claudia in the building’s entrance. She was not there. Another woman was.

		“Ms. Patton,” she greeted Jo. “I’m Andrea.”

		“It’s Mrs. Patton, actually.”

		Andrea nodded. “Most of our members prefer to go by Ms.”

		“I see. Why?”

		“You don’t know already?”

		“Why don’t you tell me,” Jo suggested.

		Andrea’s eyes narrowed, but she answered anyway. “The women who comprise Club Taurus aren’t exactly submissive or subservient...unless they’re playing that game. Most go by their pre-marriage names, those that are married, that is.”

		Jo noted Andrea avoided using the outdated term “maiden name” but didn’t comment on it.

		“Why don’t you give me the tour now,” said Jo. “I need to determine if this membership is for me or not.”

		“Yes. Claudia said as much.” Andrea took a step back and assumed the air of a professional tour guide. The sort of guide that knew the ins and outs of a foreign city and at the same time knew how to get behind the scenes at all the right landmarks.

		“This is, as you can see, our reception hall.” Andrea pointed out a well-marked entrance just to the side of the reception desk. “That’s the way to the spa. I’ll take you there first.” She then indicated two other doors off to the side that looked like employee entrances. “Those will take you to the special services area and the private spaces. All areas are accessible inside the club proper, but it’s sometimes better to have separate entrances. Please follow me.”

		Inside the spa area Jo received a tour of what appeared to be, and what was, a very high-end spa. The employees were dressed like they were in a medical clinic. The two clients Jo glimpsed were in ridiculously luxurious bathrobes. Andrea pointed out the hair salon, mani and pedi area, massage rooms, skin treatment suites, saunas and mineral baths, among other services. Jo was impressed but tried not to look so. It all seemed very nice, but it was certainly not worth the asking price of the annual membership.

		“But I can get this sort of treatment at any number of places,” Jo pointed out as they finished the loop, walking back into the main reception area.

		“Of course,” said Andrea, pulling out a key card and holding it near the wall. There wasn’t a sensor pad that Jo could see, but an instant later she heard a faint click and the unmarked door to the special services area popped open.

		“Special services covers just about everything that members want and pay for. There isn’t anyone here now, well, no clients. Staff is preparing for tomorrow’s party.”

		“Party?”

		“Yes. Please follow me.”

		Jo was shown a decently sized dining room filled with at least twenty large tables. Along one wall was a full bar with more seating. Andrea pointed out the sizable kitchen.

		“A private restaurant?”

		“Exactly. That wall folds back for entertainment, live bands and speakers and such.”

		“Fine.” Jo was getting bored. Andrea sensed that.

		She led the way down a short corridor. “This is the main dungeon playroom,” she said, opening a heavy wooden door and pushing on it. When Jo stepped inside, she was properly impressed.

		The room was painted a dark gray. In the middle were several heavy, padded tables with thick chains and leather restraints. Along one wall was every possible implement that could be used in a BDSM scene, neatly hung and carefully maintained. Whips, crops, and paddles figured prominently along with a variety of tools that Jo couldn’t name. There were more chains, more restraints, more everything, more than her eyes could take in. She started to pale when she saw some fierce-looking clamps and spiked tools. There were leather gloves and hoods.

		A shelf ran along the wall and Jo saw vibrators and dildos and other sex toys that seemed to be designed to be inserted into the human body, but she couldn’t begin to imagine where.

		The overhead lighting was stark and that made it more real and scarier.

		“The lights can be dimmed, naturally,” said Andrea as she turned a knob on the wall, demonstrating the lighting effects.

		On the far wall were more restraints—chains and metal collars and hasps and even more—all attached to the wall.

		Jo wasn’t sure if she was scared or turned on or both.

		“Naturally everything is monitored by cameras,” Andrea continued, “for our members’ safety...and for those wishing to have video mementos.”

		“Cameras?” asked Jo.

		Andrea pointed to a few discreet camera lenses hidden among the room's fixtures.

		“It’s never been a problem, of course. Video is strictly for security observation. Everyone knows this. Those who enjoy watching after the fact are welcomed.”

		“Who...who watches?” Jo asked, not knowing what else to say.

		“Security. Please follow me.” She left the room. Jo was happy to follow.

		The next room was exactly what Jo would expect in a video security room. Lots of monitors and computer equipment with three office chairs in front of them. Only a few of the monitors were on, showing rooms empty of people. Jo saw beds. Then Jo saw someone moving a broom, cleaning the room.

		“I see.”

		“Let me show you something even better.”

		Andrea led her to what was essentially a small movie theater. Comfortable reclining chairs and a huge home-theater style screen that would be measured in feet not inches.

		“Many of the cucks and husbands watch from here.”

		“Watch what?” Jo asked, already knowing the answer.

		“Their wives and significant others having sex with other men...and sometimes other women.”

		“Yes. Of course.”

		“I’ve shocked you.”

		“No, I just...wasn’t expecting this exactly.”

		Andrea had shocked her, but Jo couldn’t admit that.

		“Maybe this isn’t the social club for you.”

		“No. This is exactly what I want,” Jo blurted out. “It’s what I need.”

		


		Chapter 2

		It wasn’t exactly a challenge to seduce Jeremy into fucking her that night. He had been gone on one of his many overnight sale trips. This one had lasted for three days. It was what kept their marriage going, the fact that they weren’t always around each other.

		One of their few routines was for them to have sex on the night Jeremy returned from his trips. Jo had put on some lingerie under her rather drab and boring clothes, but didn’t tell him that.

		She had plans.

		“Was the drive long?” she asked him as they went to the bedroom and he started to undress.

		“Just a couple of hours. No traffic, that was good.” He smiled and tossed his clothes carelessly to the floor, not even bothering to pretend he’d put them in the hamper.

		Jo flopped to the bed and watched him. Usually he wanted a shower when he got home. That wasn’t going to happen tonight.

		Jeremy kept eye contact with his wife as he removed all his clothes, hesitated for a moment, and then finally lowered his underwear, showing off his cock.

		It was a nice cock, neither big nor small, but with a good thickness and a slight curve. She liked his cock. She had no reason to complain about his cock.

		Jo was certain that Jeremy used his cock on other women during his sales trips.

		His cock was soft right now.

		“I’m going to shower and then we can—”

		“No,” she interrupted him just as he started to walk toward the suite’s bathroom.

		Jo popped open the button to her jeans and lowered the zipper, giving him just a hint of the panties she was wearing. She slid the tips of her right hand fingers into her panties. “I want you to fuck me before you shower.” She bit her bottom lip. “Would you like me to start with a blowjob?”

		“Uh...”

		He wasn’t sure how to process this. He didn’t run to the shower, but it was unusual for Jo to be this sexually aggressive.

		Seeing his hesitation, Jo moved from the bed and knelt before him. Her jeans were tight enough that they didn’t fall down. Jeremy’s eyes went wide as she took his cock in her hand. He started to stiffen and rise. He started to protest when she leaned in and surrounded his hardening flesh with her mouth.

		Jeremy groaned.

		Jo was well-familiar with her husband’s cock. How it looked, hard and soft. How it felt in her hand and in her pussy. How it smelled and tasted. There were many variables to all of that, but his normally musky, masculine smell and taste were, for the moment, off.

		Jo had tasted her pussy more than once. From her fingers. From Jeremy’s fingers. From his cock after he had used it on her pussy. She knew what pussy tasted like. His cock wasn’t exactly the flavor of pussy, but it was damn close.

		He often tasted this way after a business trip.

		She moaned a little in the back of her throat.

		Jeremy grinned and his cock continued to rise.

		When he was fully hard, Jo backed off but continued to pump him with her hand while looking up at him.

		“Want to fuck me?” she asked.

		“Always.”

		“Want to fuck my face?” she asked him boldly. Jo rather liked sucking her husband’s cock and being face-fucked was part of the sexual repertoire.

		“I’d prefer your pussy.”

		“How about my ass?”

		Anal sex wasn’t part of their sexual repertoire. They had tried it a few times, but it wasn’t to Jo’s liking and Jeremy didn’t make an issue of it.

		“You want to try that again?”

		“Maybe. Maybe I’m getting bored and I want to try new things.”

		Grinning, Jeremy pulled her to her feet, kissed her, and then pushed her back on the bed. He then stripped her jeans off.

		Seeing her panties, he frowned for a moment. “Are those new?”

		“Yes. Special. I got them for you.”

		Jeremy nodded and knelt on the floor, reaching for the panties’ waistband. She allowed him to pull them off.

		“You shaved,” he said when he revealed her pussy.

		“Waxed, actually. Just a little.”

		Jo normally just did a bit of respectable edging. She now had a two-inch wide landing strip as the only cover for her mons. She had never gone completely bare in her life.

		“Why?”

		“I told you, I wanted to try something new.” She spread her legs wider and ran her index and middle fingers down either side of her slit, showing her wetness, showing her smooth skin.

		“You’re plotting something.” Jeremy was no fool.

		“Right now I want you to eat my pussy,” she told him.

		Jeremy might have been cheating on his wife, but he knew when she—or any woman—asked for their pussy to be eaten, there was only one correct response.

		He put his face to her crotch and fulfilled her request.

		Jo flopped her head back and struggled out of her shirt and bra. Jeremy knew how to eat pussy. She suspected that he was so good at it because he had honed his skills with other women.

		Was she in her rights to complain if she was the beneficiary of his cheating?

		Once she managed to strip herself while Jeremy’s tongue and lips were teasing and thrilling her clit, Jo held her breasts, rolled her nipples between her fingers, and then pinched.

		The pain thrilled her. She wanted more. She was going to get more.

		“Fuck me,” she panted. “I need you to fuck me.”

		“Coming right up,” said Jeremy, getting to his feet to climb on top of her and the bed.

		“No,” she said, flopping over before he had the chance to mount her. “Fuck me doggy.”

		It wasn’t something they always did, but Jeremy knew what his wife’s asshole looked like. He wasn’t going to say no.

		She got on all fours and he knelt behind her, cock in hand, running the head up and down her slit, getting it wet.

		“Just fucking put it in me,” she begged him.

		He shoved it in and started fucking her as hard as he could to prove his masculinity to her...and himself.

		Jo went along with the ride. She still liked being fucked and she loved his cock. He knew what she liked and he did all of those things now: the pace, the force, the speed, holding her ass and then her waist and keeping going until she reached her inevitable peak so that he could cum.

		Just as Jo was about to climax, she stifled her own orgasm and pushed back at him. “I want to ride your cock,” she told him.

		Jeremy paused. “Sure.” He wasn’t that close yet and why not let his wife do some of the work? It took a moment to change positions and reinsert him into her, but in short order Jo was happily perched on his body, impaled on his cock, rocking her hips happily.

		Reaching up, Jeremy took her tits in hand and played with her nipples. That distracted Jo, but it was also just enough impetus for her to continue her plan.

		“I want to do something new,” she said.

		Jeremy just looked at her. He was more focused on his cock and the building orgasm than engaging in dirty talk.

		“What do you want to do that’s new?” he asked, barely realizing what he was saying.

		“I want to fuck other people,” she blurted. Her timing was perfect. It took Jeremy a second, but then the words struck him and his eyes popped open.

		“Other people?” His cock was throbbing inside her. He was so close.

		He hated the idea.

		He loved the idea.

		“I want to fuck other men,” she told him, staring directly into his eyes. “And maybe other women.”

		There was no way for him to hold off any longer. He came. Jeremy came harder than he had in a long time. He was surprised at how hard he came considering how he had spent the last few nights. He didn’t think he had it in him. Obviously, he did.

		Jo’s orgasm was much milder. She braced her hands on his chest and trembled as the wave passed through her. She was nervous. She was scared. But she wanted this and if she had to leave Jeremy behind, then so be it.

		With a long, drawn-out groan, she slid down on top of him, his cock still inside her, throbbing, but slowly subsiding.

		They breathed heavily for a minute, enjoying the sensation of each other’s skin against their bodies, all in silence.

		“What do you think?” she asked as she rolled off his body and closed her legs. She’d have to go to the bathroom soon enough, but for the moment she wanted his cum in her.

		“That was great,” he said.

		She wasn’t going to let him weasel out of her proposition. “What do you think about fucking other people?” she asked him bluntly.

		“Are you asking me permission or is this dirty talk to get you off?” Jeremy wanted to avoid this conversation. He was, rather foolishly, certain that she had no ideas about his extracurricular activities. His cheating. His infidelity.

		Jo glared at him. “Our sex life is getting boring. I want to expand it.”

		“You want to cheat on me.”

		She refrained from bringing up what she knew about him. Jo couldn’t injure Jeremy’s fragile ego.

		“No. If I was going to cheat on you, I’d just fuck another guy and not tell you about it.” Jo took in a deep breath. “You can fuck other women, too, if you want.”

		“Why are you asking for this?”

		Jo ignored his question. “I’ve found an...organization that is very discreet and I want to do this.”

		“Is this about the money you’ve inherited?”

		He cut right to the heart of the issue.

		“No...well, not entirely.”

		“Fucking hell, Jo—”

		“Do you only want to fuck me for the rest of your life?” she bluntly asked him. “Can’t our sex lives be more exciting?”

		“We’ll wind up divorced,” he shot back at her.

		“Then I’ll be able to fuck whoever I want, won’t I?” she asked him. “I’m not asking your permission, Jer. I’m telling you what I want and what I’m going to do. You can come along with me...or not.”

		


		Chapter 3

		Jeremy opted to go along with her plan. She wasn’t certain why, exactly. Certainly part of it was curiosity. Surely he had to think there was something in it for him. Maybe he was truly worried about losing his wife. Despite everything, she did love him and he her. They had history together, there was no reason to throw it all away over some sex.

		When she showed Jeremy the club’s rules, he changed his mind.

		“There’s like...nothing here for me!”

		“It’s a club primarily for women,” she agreed with him. “You can be a toy or you can observe or you can—”

		“This is all so you can fuck some random guy!”

		Jo regarded him for a moment. “Not random. Vetted. And yes, this is for me. You don’t have to accompany me. You don’t have to hear about it. I can go and fuck who I want and you can...you can do whatever you want to do.”

		She didn’t know why she didn’t just tell him she knew he was cheating on her. She was going to fuck someone else.

		She already had. She just didn’t tell him that.

		“There’s not going to be anyone at this club that I can...” He didn’t finish his statement.

		“Maybe you can find some other woman to fuck,” she suggested.

		When he started to open his mouth to answer her, he thought better of it and remained silent.

		In the end, they went to Club Taurus, again for no other reason than Jo wanted to go and Jeremy had too much curiosity. Secretly he was certain that he could find some woman to fuck, maybe in front of Jo, maybe not.

		She remained silent on fucking her anonymous lay previously. What Jeremy didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him.

		Jeremy was impressed when they arrived and were ushered inside the building. It wasn’t flashy, but everything about the space firmly stated class and elegance. They bypassed the spa area and went directly to the bar and restaurant room. Along one wall a simple buffet was set up, but very few people seemed interested in eating. Many were drinking.

		All were socializing.

		It took Jeremy a moment to take it all in and realize what he was seeing.

		It was Jo’s first visit under these circumstances—her earlier fete was private, her assignation a choice of one men from among three—and she was impressed. The scene just brought a smile to her face.

		Never before had she seen women so fully in charge of anything.

		The lighting was dim, but it was good enough. It wasn’t exactly a formal party, but men were in suits and women in cocktail dresses. Mostly.

		Some of the women were half naked or completely naked.

		Many of the men were in a similar state.

		Jeremy couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

		His cock stiffened in his pants.

		He changed his mind and decided that coming to the party had been worth it. Normally he hated wearing a suit outside of work, but he was willing to make an exception.

		For the most part the guests were older, over forty, with a few exceptions. Jeremy at first only saw the attractive women in their dresses, and the half-dressed women in lingerie and less with swathes of exposed skin, and then the mostly naked women wearing either nothing at all or just some jewelry and a single item of clothing. The bodies weren’t perfect, but that was fine with him.

		He barely saw the men in their suits. He hesitated when he realized many of the men were in little more than boxer briefs. The men who were naked weren’t really naked. They had on collars. With leashes attached. With women holding the leashes.

		There was no way he would admit it, but Jeremy was scared of the leashes.

		And turned on by them.

		While there was some kissing and caressing among the people in the room, there wasn’t anything going on that could be considered actual sex.

		It was the build up to sex, the anticipation of sex.

		Music was playing in the background, just loud enough to cover casual conversation, but not so loud that conversation was impossible. The woman who had admitted them to the club leaned in to Jo and said something to her. Jo nodded.

		“What did she say to you?” Jeremy asked his wife.

		Jo just shook her head, but then said, “You have to stay in the common area, here, or the observation rooms. You can’t go to any of the private rooms yet, not even with me, not even with an escort.”

		He had a question but before he could ask it, Jo had already joined the circulating crowd. She went to the bar and accepted a drink. Someone pressed a glass into his hand. He drank from it and winced at the harsh alcohol. He preferred beer. Jeremy couldn’t stop from staring at the acres of exposed flesh. Of the topless women’s tits. Their bare bottoms, or bottoms exposed by a thong or g-string. Out of some sort of sense of respect, he refused to look at their pussies. He didn’t want to be singled out as that guy.

		Jo was in her element. She spoke easily with men and women alike, those dressed and those undressed. Jeremy didn’t know how to act, what to say, what to do. He just stood there, letting his eyes go back and forth over the crowd, not staring, but watching everything.

		He missed everything his wife was doing. Everything she was saying.

		That was fine with Jo.

		Eventually, she tapped him on the shoulder. When he turned to her, she said, “I’m going with Simon. You should go to the observation room. I’ll be in the room...” She turned to the man next to her, presumably Simon. “What room?”

		“Room three.”

		“Tell them to turn the screen to room three,” she told him before taking Simon’s hand as he led her away.

		An employee of the club, a female employee, was suddenly at his elbow. “If you’ll come with me, sir?” She was polite. Attractive, but understated. She was wearing the uniform of the club, which instead of making her stand out, made her fade into the background.

		Not wanting to make a scene and not knowing what else to do, Jeremy followed her.

		The room she brought him to was essentially a private viewing space, something created for the express purpose of watching sports on a huge screen. The television in front of him was easily ten feet across. Was it custom made? It seemed magical.

		It seemed even more magical because it wasn’t showing a baseball or football game. It was showing porn. Only it wasn’t exactly porn. Ahead of time, Jo had told him what he could expect to see on the screen. It wasn’t recorded porn. It was live. It was an encounter going on right then and there in the club.

		The employee went to the control panel at the back of the room. She pressed a few buttons and the screen shifted, going black for a moment, before showing the caption “Room Three” and then it faded away.

		It took Jeremy a moment, but then he recognized his wife on the screen.

		Jo was excited in every sense of the word. She wanted this to happen. Jeremy could watch or run away. They could remain married or just end it. Either way was good for her.

		Simon was young and handsome and that’s all she needed right then. He pointed out the cameras to her and she smiled at one then turned to him and kissed him like he was her high school boyfriend and they had just reunited.

		He was the one that broke the kiss. “Wow. That was intense.”

		“My husband is watching,” she told him, her arms still around his body, not letting him go.

		“Going to give him a show?”

		She nodded. “I want to suck your cock first.” Going down on her knees, she tugged at his pants. Simon assisted her in opening them up and getting out his cock. He was slightly swollen, but not fully erect yet. That was perfect. She wanted to work at this and have a good time.

		As she put his cock in her mouth, she noted that he completely shaved his pubes. It made his cock look bigger. His balls were completely smooth. She loved how velvety they felt. There was a mild musky scent to his cock, but it was pleasant, exactly what she wanted in a man.

		It felt wrong to be doing this, which was why she loved it. She couldn’t wait to hear Jeremy’s reaction. It didn’t matter which way he reacted, positive or negative, because she won either way. She couldn’t wait to see the video. She wanted to see herself being a slut on camera.

		“You’re good at sucking cock,” he complimented her as he finished undressing, stepping out of his shoes and shucking his shirt. Where did the club find these young men with their incredible bodies and beautiful cocks?

		“Thank you,” she said, taking a breath and then resuming her fellatio.

		In the moment it felt impossible that she would ever get bored with sex, but that was exactly what had happened with her and Jeremy, hadn’t it? Or maybe she was just done with him. Was it time to move on?

		“You keep going and I’m going to cum in your mouth.”

		Jo paused. “Is that not allowed?”

		Simon laughed at her. “Everything you want to do is allowed. Do you want me to cum in your mouth?”

		She shook her head as she pumped his cock with her hand. “No. I want you to fuck me.”

		“I can do that.”

		“I want you to cum in my pussy.”

		“I can do that...but you need to take off your clothes first.”

		“Help me up?” she asked, letting go of his cock and extending her hand.

		Simon pulled her to her feet. Unable to reach behind her back, Jo turned around, facing away from him. “Unzip me?”

		He lowered the zipper to her bright blue dress. She shivered as she exposed more skin to him. It didn’t matter to her that he was naked. All that mattered was her.

		Bending over to step out of the dress, she noted that one of her stockings had a run in it originating from the knee where she had knelt on the floor. It didn’t matter. She could afford more stockings. The important thing was that Simon undoubtedly was staring at her ass which was mostly unhidden by the thong she wore. Unless he was gay. If he was gay, he probably wouldn’t have been working at Club Taurus.

		Then his hands were on her ass. She gasped at his touch. His hands moved around her body, pulling her against him. She felt his hard cock pressing against her buttocks and back. Then his hands were cupping her tits through her bra. She had wanted to go braless, but she wasn’t that bold, plus her tits were too big and not nearly perky enough.

		The only thing she wished for in the moment was to see Jeremy’s reaction right then.

		“You can masturbate if you want, sir,” the polite employee said to Jeremy. She discreetly handed him a hand towel to catch his ejaculate if he did choose to jerk off.

		Jeremy looked around the room. He was alone. He couldn’t tell if that was good or bad. Did no one want to watch his wife? Did he want no one else to see her cheating on him?

		Simon kissed her neck. Now his hands were at the hook to her bra and it fell from her body, exposing her tits. She hoped he wasn’t disappointed by her breasts but then he was holding them, lightly pinching the nipples and all she wanted was to be out of her panties with his cock buried in her pussy.

		Finally his hands traveled down her body and his thumbs hooked into the waistband of her panties. Off them came. She was trembling, not at what was about to happen—she knew she was going to fuck Simon—but at what she hoped that Jeremy was watching.

		It wasn’t her intention, but the next thing Jo knew was that she was on her hands and knees and Simon’s cock was probing between her legs. She did the only polite thing and reached between her thighs, guiding him into her pussy.

		She knew there were at least two cameras in the room capturing everything they were doing. She could only hope that Jeremy could see everything she was doing.

		“Is it okay if I cum in you?” Simon whispered in her ear.

		She realized that she had no idea if the cameras also had microphones. Could Jeremy hear her as well?”

		“Fuck yes,” she moaned. Her hand hadn’t strayed from her pussy. Once he was inside her, she rubbed her clit, enjoying the sensation of being filled while getting her clit stimulated as well.

		She was going to cum, the only questions were how fast it would happen and how hard it would be.

		He was nice and stiff inside her. Simon’s cock was much harder than Jeremy’s. It was like having a steel bar banging into her. She loved it.

		Her orgasm overcame her suddenly. There had been a buildup and then, without any real warning, her body was trembling and she could barely remain on all fours. Her arms collapsed and she buried her face into the mattress. Simon kept her hips and ass aloft while he continued to thrust into her. She was unable to keep rubbing herself.

		“Ready for me?” he asked more as a warning than a request.

		Jo mumbled something that was incoherent.

		He came. He came hard. She could feel every jet of his cum while he came. His hands firmly gripped her ass and hips and he controlled her and he kept thrusting and she could feel his cum and her amrita being forced out of her pussy and finally—finally!—he collapsed on top of her, forcing them both down.

		From start to finish the act had taken less than five minutes.

		She liked his weight on her. She was disappointed their fucking hadn’t lasted longer. She didn’t like when his softening cock slipped from her pussy and she felt more liquids leak from her slit.

		“That was intense,” Simon told her, rolling off. She was sad to feel him leave, but it made it easier to breathe. “Sorry it was so short, but it’s hard to hold back with a beautiful and sexy woman like you.”

		Jo blushed at the compliment and was glad she was still face down. No one—not even Jeremy—had complimented her like that in...well, it seemed like forever.

		“It’s fine,” she managed to say. “Hard and fast was just what I needed tonight.”

		“Give me a few minutes and I’ll be able to go again, if that’s what you want.”

		Jo wasn’t sure what she wanted.

		Jeremy just stared at the screen. He wanted to get his dick out and start beating it like a red-headed stepchild, but the woman, the club employee, was still in the room, discreetly standing back, silently, near the control panel for the display.

		“Do many men jerk off in here?” he asked. He wanted to know if the men in question were married to the women in question who were undoubtedly fornicating with better men than the husbands.

		“It’s very common. I can leave the room if you like.”

		Jeremy was certain the room was being monitored with cameras as well. It was a twisted and perverted take on 1984.

		“No. That’s fine.” He looked down at the hand towel she had given him and was tempted.

		“Would you like me to turn on the audio?”

		Jeremy hadn’t considered that. The picture displayed was high quality, not black and white like a cheap convenience store security camera silently filmed in glorious and grainy gray-tones.

		“Uh...sure.”

		An instant later the room was filled with the heavy breathing of his wife intermingled with huffing from the man fucking her. Jeremy recognized the sounds Jo made during sex. An instant later he heard the familiar notes of her moans as she approached and then achieved orgasm.

		It had all happened too fast for him. Jeremy just stared at the screen in amazement with his cock hard in his pants.

		The groans of the man cumming inside his wife joined Jo’s. Jeremy was upset but didn’t know what to do with himself.

		On the screen they collapsed to the bed and breathed heavily for a minute, barely moving.

		“That was intense. Sorry it was so short, but it’s hard to hold back with a beautiful and sexy woman like you.”

		“It’s fine. Hard and fast was just what I needed tonight.”

		“Give me a few minutes and I’ll be able to go again, if that’s what you want.”

		“Uh...can you go get my husband?”

		“Of course.”

		Jeremy still couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

		A few seconds later the club employee was at his side. “Mr. Patton? If you’d like to come with me?” She was polite and undisturbed by all of this. Why would she be? She wasn’t married to a woman who was cheating on her. Jeremy conveniently forgot he was a cheater as well. And the attendant had probably seen this very thing happen a hundred times in the club.

		Jeremy stood and allowed himself to be guided from the screening room.

		A quick trip down a few corridors and he found himself in the room where his wife had recently been fucked by a stranger.

		They locked eyes the moment he walked in.

		Jo was no on her back, naked and relaxed. She bent her knees and parted them, exposing her used pussy to Jeremy. It was wet and drooling amrita and cum and Jeremy’s heart was thudding in his chest.

		He had never been turned on like this before. It was wrong and he was loving it.

		“Do you want to fuck me?” Jo asked. It was half a challenge and half an invitation.

		Jeremy all but ran across the few steps to the bed while ripping off his clothes.

		They didn’t say anything. He was already hard and she found his cock to guide it into her pussy when he climbed on top of her body.

		It had never gone into her so easily.

		He wanted to hold back. He wanted to please her. He wanted to make her cum and prove he was a man and he was all she needed.

		He lasted less than a minute before he was cumming, mixing his seed with Simon’s inside his wife.

		Jeremy gasped and moaned and finally collapsed on top of Jo, almost crying.

		She made little soothing noises while running her hands up and down his back.

		


		Chapter 4

		Later, when they had returned home, Jeremy was lying in bed after showering, staring at the ceiling, and trying to organize his thoughts.

		Jo was still in the bathroom, showering. He wanted her in bed with him right away and at the same time, he was afraid of what would happen when she returned to the bedroom.

		Presently the water stopped. A couple of minutes later Jo appeared from the bathroom, not in a towel or bathrobe, but naked, a towel wrapped around her head to keep her wet hair from flying about, dripping down her back.

		She paused at the doorway, her hip cocked to the side.

		He had never seen her so beautiful before. It was casual but somehow that made it sexier.

		“I had a great time tonight,” she said. “How about you?” Before he could summon up an answer, she continued on. “Well of course you had a good time. It took you less than a minute to cum in me.”

		Jeremy blushed. “Yeah...about that...”

		“You don’t have to be embarrassed.” She liked how empowered she felt. “Simon already made me cum.”

		Jeremy didn’t know what to say. He worked his mouth but no sounds came out. At the same time, he could feel his cock getting hard. He was glad it was hidden by the bed sheets and boxers he was wearing.

		He hated himself for his body’s reaction.

		“Anyway, did you have a good time?” she asked after he took too long to answer.

		“It was interesting,” he finally allowed.

		“I want to do it again.”

		“What?”

		Jo took off the towel, rubbed it against her head, drying her hair a bit more, and then joined him in bed. “I want to do it again. I’d love for you to come with me.” She paused and smiled, but pressed on. “It was fun having you fuck me right after Simon. I think I still have a bit of both of you inside me, even after a shower.”

		Jeremy’s head was spinning. The last thing he wanted Jo to see was that he was hard and ready to have sex again.

		“That’s just...crazy.”

		“Crazy fun,” she said.

		He tried a different tack. “But it’s dangerous, having unprotected sex like that.”

		That amused Jo. “Simon works for the club. He’s tested and safe. If anything, we’re a risk to them. When was the last time you were tested for STIs?”

		“Uh...a long time. I don’t have a need to.” He neglected to tell her he always used a condom with the women he cheated with. It didn’t seem to be the right moment.

		“I got tested last week,” she said. “Just to be sure. It was clean. I knew it would be. You should get tested too.”

		“Uh...why?”

		“Because right now I want to go back to the club every night they have a party. You’re going to accompany me. If you’re going to have sex there, you need to have a recent test.”

		“Sex with who?” he asked, confused and trying to keep the appearance that he was the ever-faithful husband.

		“With whoever I want you to have sex with. The women are in charge at the club, in case you haven’t noticed.”

		“I noticed. I’m not really interested in going back and maybe you sh—”

		“We’re going back,” she told him firmly, interrupting, not giving him a chance to finish. “Or at the very least I’m going back. Do you want to stay married, Jer? Do you want to stay together?”

		“Yes. Of course!” It was the truth. Jeremy wasn’t an evil man, just a little unfaithful. He still loved his wife.

		“Then to stay together we’re going to be regulars at the club.”

		“Who do I get to have sex with?” he asked her, curious and wanting to keep things fair, even though he was an adulterer.

		“Whoever I say,” she told him. “Maybe workers at the club, maybe some of the members...”

		“Oh.”

		“But there’s a catch.”

		“Of course there is.”

		“Men aren’t just allowed to wander around the club.”

		“I got that.”

		“But you can get a little more freedom when we visit there...”

		“How?”

		“You have to wear a chastity cage on your cock.”

		Jeremy couldn’t help himself. He burst out laughing but tried to stifle his reaction when he saw she was serious. Her glare didn’t help matters, he continued to chortle and snigger until the moment passed.

		When he saw she wasn’t laughing, Jeremy managed to get control of himself. “You’re serious.”

		“I am. Surely you saw some of the other men there wearing cages.”

		“Well...yeah. But I didn’t stare. I just thought that was...part of the atmosphere.”

		“It is...and you’re going to be part of that atmosphere.”

		“That’s...that’s ridiculous!”

		She was already in bed with him; it was easy for Jo to snake her hand under the covers and grab Jeremy’s cock. He was already erect; it hadn’t abated while they talked. If anything, he had gotten harder. When she grabbed him he started to throb.

		“For something so ridiculous, you are certainly hard enough right now.”

		“Don’t...you’re being...it’s just an unexpected reaction,” he protested.

		Jo pushed down the covers and moved down just enough to lick the head of his cock where he was slowly leaking precum. Jeremy shivered. He didn’t want this, but at the same time, he wasn’t going to protest.

		“I think you want to see me fuck another guy,” she said after she licked him. “I think you liked what we did tonight. I think you want to do it again. I think you want to wear that little chastity cage for me.” Each time after she said “I think” she licked him again, causing Jeremy to shiver in delight.

		“We can do...we can do things...” he didn’t want to give in to her, but he knew it was going to happen.

		Jo moved atop him. She had fucked Simon and Jeremy at the club. She should have been exhausted and completely spent. Instead, she was fired up. It was well after midnight and Jo still wanted more sex. Her pussy wasn’t sore as she expected it to be. Without even being touched by Jeremy—just herself a little in the shower—she was wet and ready for more sex.

		Together they put his cock into her and she started riding him. Jeremy couldn’t take his eyes off her tits. Generally he was only good for one orgasm a night and once he was done, he was done, but here he was with another erection, watching his wife work his cock, and wondering what it would be like to see her again with another stranger.

		It was almost enough for him to offer up a confession of his unfaithfulness.

		Almost. But not yet.

		“You’re going to do it for me, aren’t you?” she told him as much as asked him.

		He wanted to say no. This was a twist to his sex life he never expected. But he couldn’t say no. It was too much of an intriguing temptation to resist.

		After all, what was the worst that could happen?

		The next few days were almost normal for Jo and Jeremy, except they had sex every night and sometimes in the morning as well. Jeremy started to think that maybe it had been a one-time thing. Jo had been spending her days meeting with her financial manager while Jeremy was back to his office following up on sales that were in process and services that needed to be maintained. He always said in the tech business a sale was just the start of the relationship, service kept it going.

		“You kept your afternoon free today, right?” Jo asked him as they ate breakfast together.

		“I’m free, yeah,” he said thinking quickly. He didn’t have any in person calls to make. “Why?”

		“You can I have an appointment at the club today, for the spa, really.”

		“The club’s spa? What for?”

		Jo just gave him a grin.

		They met at the club’s spa after lunch. Jeremy was wary, but curious. Jo could tell right away from his attitude what he was thinking.

		“You aren’t going to get a chance to have sex today,” she told him.

		“Why would you even—”

		“Because I know you. This is a spa. Not a sex club.”

		“Two sides of the same coin.”

		It wasn’t like Jeremy frequented spas of any sort. Once inside the ornate double doors that led to the spa, the two were separated and Jeremy found himself in Treatment Room 3, at least that’s what it said on the door.

		The woman who came in was attractive with understated makeup and Jeremy was certain she was part Cuban, based on her manner of speech along with hair color and skin tone. She was dressed in the form-fitting uniform of the spa, which did wonderful things for her ass and was cut low enough for her to display a bit of cleavage without being ridiculous.

		“What did my wife book for me?” Jeremy asked after she introduced herself as Camilla. “I’ve never had a mani-pedi before and I got a haircut at my regular barber last week,” added with a grin and running his hand through his thick, wavy hair.

		“Just a fitting and some sculpting as needed,” said Camilla with a slight smile. She walked to one of the cabinets along the wall and opened it, but Jeremy’s view into it was blocked by her body. He was distracted by her ass anyway.

		“A fitting for what?”

		Camilla turned around. In her hands she had an open box. Right away he knew what the objects within were, but he had trouble processing the fact right in front of him.

		“Take off your pants and lay down on the table,” she told him. “A good fit is important for any chastity device.”

		“The fuck?” he spluttered.

		“If you’re too hairy I’ll have to trim and shave you,” she said. “But don’t worry, I’m an expert at that.” She smiled at him and indicated the table which looked exactly like a doctor’s examination table because that’s what it was. She perched on the rolling stool in the room and placed the box on a rolling cart.

		Seeing that Jeremy hadn’t moved, she then said, “I’m waiting.”

		“You’re kidding, right?”

		“No. Your wife specifically requested this. Don’t worry. Lots of the husbands and partners of club members have this done. I’ve done it dozens of times. I’ve been told I have a delicate touch.”

		“I...” Jeremy had no idea what to do.

		“If you want to leave, you can, but it will have an impact on your wife’s membership. At the very least, you won’t be admitted back into the club.”

		With some reluctance, Jeremy started to undress. He told himself it was because he was curious. He wasn’t shy about showing off his body and cock to women, even women he didn’t know.

		“Please sit on the edge of the table,” she instructed him. “Lean back and put your heels into these stirrups.”

		Jeremy obeyed and only when he was in position, his legs spread wide, his cock on full display, did he realize exactly what the table was.

		Camilla put on gloves and grabbed his cock, examining him without any real warning. “I’m going to shave you,” she told him. “You’re going to love it.”

		“I am?” He was confused.

		“You are," she assured him. And I’m pretty sure you’re a size small cage. This will be nice and easy.”

		“Small?!”

		


		Chapter 5

		Camilla got right to work. She pulled out a set of safety clippers and started removing all of his wiry pubic hair. Jeremy wasn’t the sort of man to do much grooming. Still, he didn’t complain. Maybe he should have.

		The vibrations were vaguely pleasant. He was disturbed by the alarming amount of hair falling to the floor. Was he really that hairy?

		She didn’t shave him down to the skin. The clippers left behind a plush of maybe a half inch of hair.

		“That’s it?” he asked when she turned off the device.

		“That’s just step one.” From a drawer she produced a more traditional razor. “I’d recommend waxing, of course, or permanent hair removal, but for today’s fitting, we’ll take the quick way out.”

		Pressing a button on a silver box on the counter dispensed shaving cream which Camilla spread all over Jeremy’s groin.

		Normally when he got naked in front of an attractive woman, Jeremy’s cock got hard, but the clippers and shaver had caused the opposite effect. His cock shrank and threatened to crawl up inside his body.

		Still, the warm cream felt nice. Camilla worked swiftly with a firm hand. She shaped what was left of his hair into a well-formed triangle. It wasn’t unattractive, it was just that Jeremy didn’t consider himself the sort of man who wanted or needed to do any manscaping. He was left the small dignity of some hair so there could be no question of his masculinity.

		It was when she set to work on his balls that he sucked in his breath in anticipation of injury.

		“Don’t move,” she cautioned him. “You don’t want me to nick you here.”

		“Just leave my balls alone,” he all but begged.

		She looked up at him. “No.”

		“But—”

		“You’ll like it when they’re hairless,” she assured him. “Believe me.”

		He laid his head back on the table and silently groaned in frustration.

		Camilla was right, of course. She was an expert on men’s scrotums and shaving them. She didn’t accidentally cut him. She scraped away his hair and Jeremy found that he liked the attention on his most delicate piece of anatomy. That would have been fine, but his cock started to rise.

		Not since middle school had Jeremy been embarrassed at having an erection. And he wasn’t even fully erect.

		Glancing up, Camilla acknowledged the lack of control that Jeremy had over his own body.

		“Don’t worry. We’ll take care of that soon enough.”

		Jeremy nodded and let her continue. He was only slightly alarmed when her shaving went lower, to his perineum, but it was pleasant enough to let her finish.

		“All done,” she announced, getting out a warm, wet cloth to wipe away the last bits of shaving cream and stray cut hairs.

		Jeremy felt vulnerable and exposed and liked the feeling. His erection did not abate. The warm cloth only helped keep his hardness.

		Feeling emboldened, he said, “You can take care of my cock now, if you want.” He gave her a winning smile. He had used the line with other women in his life. It always worked because when he said it, he was already naked along with his partner, and they both knew they were going to have sex.

		Jeremy had misread the situation.

		Camilla gave him a tight smile. She turned away, opened a sealed cabinet door, and turned back, and pressed a blue square package to his cock and balls.

		A gasp escaped Jeremy’s lips at the shocking cold. He moaned, not in pain, but in frustration. He wasn’t immobilized, but positioned as he was, it would take a bit of struggle to resist, to free himself of the apparatus.

		It didn’t matter. The cold pack did its work and in short order his previously erect cock drooped sadly.

		“You’ll need to be soft for a proper fitting,” Camilla informed him. “I don’t have permission to jerk you off or give you head. Please don’t ask or beg. It’s embarrassing for the both of us.”

		“Sorry,” he apologized.

		Camilla just nodded in acknowledgment. She found a bottle and squeezed some oil into her hand. She smoothed the liquid over his cock and balls. It would have been very pleasant if not for the cold. Jeremy tried to focus himself on remaining soft and dignified.

		He felt her manipulating his cock and balls. He didn’t dare look down. Cool metal touched his skin. Camilla forced his flesh in an unnatural manner. It felt decidedly weird when she moved his cock tightly against his balls. He could feel something encircle the base of his cock, behind his balls. It was firm and cool and uncomfortably tight.

		Daring a glance, he studied what Camilla was doing.

		“Too tight,” she decided quickly. “And here I was thinking you were extra small.”

		“What size am I?”

		“Probably a small.” She smirked. “Most men are.”

		“What sizes do you have?”

		“Don’t get any ideas,” Camilla chided him. “We have sizers for medium and large, but I use those rarely. Mostly for new employees—men—who members want to play special games with. I don’t think I’ve ever had to use the extra large.”

		She removed the steel ring from his body and replaced it with a slightly larger one. Much to his surprise, he found it was snug, but comfortable. The perfect size.

		“Small, just like I knew. It’s easier to size up than to go down. You should be proud you’re a small.”

		“Proud?” Jeremy was ashamed. He knew she was playing some twisted game with him, but he couldn’t for the life of him figure what.

		“Most women don’t like big cocks on their partners. It gets painful. That’s why they come here. For the occasional big cock. I’m sure your wife is very satisfied with your small one. And we haven’t even gotten to the shaft yet.”

		That was when Jeremy realized they had only sized the diameter of the root of his cock. From the ring that was on his now smooth skin were a couple of projections. Camilla added more oil to his shaft and experimentally placed a few different cages onto his shaft. The curved metal bars looked almost exactly like a twisted bird cage. The process wasn’t painful, but annoying.

		“Well, you surprised me again. I was guessing you were a two. Turns out the best fit is a two and half.”

		“Size two and a half?” he asked.

		“Two inches. Soft, obviously. How big are you when you’re hard?”

		“I...I don’t know. I haven’t really measured.”

		Camilla laughed at him. “You’re a liar. All men have measured themselves. And I just saw you hard. Want to try again?”

		“Four and a half,” he said in a soft voice.

		“I’d say that’s being generous,” she all but snickered at him. “But your wife isn’t complaining, is she?”

		“No...”

		“But then again, she’s fucking other men with bigger cocks at the club,” Camilla observed.

		“Yeah...”

		Jeremy screwed up his courage and looked down.

		He was fascinated.

		A thick steel ring was seated behind his balls. He could feel it, but it was comfortable enough. The curved cage held his shaft, his balls essentially trapped between the base of the cage and the retaining ring, making it impossible to remove without some serious stress—and possible permanent damage—to his anatomy.

		He had seen the devices on some of the men at the club’s party. It wasn’t unattractive. From a certain perspective, it gave his cock a fierce appearance. There was the implication he was so dangerous that his cock needed to be kept under lock and key.

		That was at the apex of the ring and base of the cage, a small brass lock that made sure the two pieces stayed together. He saw a pair of keys laid to the side on Camilla's work table.

		Oddly, Jeremy wasn’t upset at this. It wasn’t like he was going to go bragging at the office that he was wearing a chastity cage on his cock, but it was interesting to try out.

		“I think you’re ready to show it off to your wife, aren’t you?” asked Camilla. “She’s going to be very pleased.”

		


		Chapter 6

		It wasn’t as uncomfortable as Jeremy had anticipated. It felt weird having his cock encased in steel. The ring around the base of his cock was a distraction, but it wasn’t any worse than wearing a cup while playing baseball. He got used to it on the ride home.

		He didn’t want to get used to it.

		Jo wasn’t cruel in her enforcement of his wearing the cage. She could have been, but Jeremy knew that this was just a game. An elaborate and strange and oddly erotic game, but a game nonetheless.

		She made him wear it for a few hours around the house. She made him wear it while they ate dinner together. He had to admire Camilla's skill in fitting him. He could barely feel the cage except when he moved suddenly or his thoughts strayed to sex and he tried to swell inside the cage.

		That hurt.

		After dinner he finally confronted her. This was the time of evening when they would relax reading or watching a movie or having sex. It was time to broach the subject.

		“Are you going to take this thing off me or not?” he asked, grabbing his crotch to make his point.

		“Some of the women at Club Taurus keep their husbands caged twenty-four seven.”

		“I don’t want to wear it twenty-four seven. How can I possibly fuck you if I do?”

		“That’s the point, isn’t it?” she teased him.

		He frowned. “I can get a pair of cheap bolt cutters and have the lock off in a minute.”

		“That spoils the game, doesn’t it?”

		“This isn’t a fucking game. It’s my fucking cock!”

		“I know.”

		He growled and started to turn away from her.

		Quickly Jo grabbed his arm and pulled him back. She was barely able to move him. He wasn’t a weak man. “I’ll take it off you, but you have to wear it when I say. You have to wear it when we go to the club.”

		“About that—” he started to say but she interrupted him.

		“Next time we go I want two men to fuck me while you watch. When they’re done, you can fuck me.” It had been a fantasy bubbling in the back of her mind for some time. It felt good to voice it now.

		“You want that?”

		“Don’t you?”

		“It...it wasn’t something that I ever expected to hear from you.”

		“It’s wonderful how freeing having some money is. Do you want to go back to the club? There’s going to be another party this weekend.”

		Jeremy was conflicted. He liked this change in Jo’s personality, but he wasn’t thrilled with how he had to suffer. But then again, denial of an orgasm, stretching out the time to completion, to relief, made the sex better.

		He could play this game a bit longer.

		“Yes. I’ll go. But you have to take this fucking cage off me now. I’m not going to even try to sleep in it.”

		Jo gave him a playful pout, but then went to the table in the entry hall where she left her purse. From that she pulled out the pair of keys—one for her and one for emergencies—that Camilla had given to her and not to Jeremy.

		“Let’s go to the bedroom,” she said. “I think the cage will look just so on the nightstand.”

		In the bedroom she sat on the edge of their bed while he stood before her in stocking feet and his shirt, having dropped his pants and underwear. He felt ridiculous but kept his mouth shut.

		She worked the lock and slipped the device from around his cock and balls. He let out a sigh of relief.

		“She did a good job of shaving you,” said Jo, running her fingers over his velvety sack. It was impossible for him to stay soft. She leaned in and took his semi-erection into her mouth and in short order he was fully hard.

		Jeremy pulled off his shirt and wished he had removed his socks earlier. Only when Jo earnestly applied herself to sucking him off did he realize she was still fully dressed. And he had no idea what she had done to her in the spa.

		“Slow down,” he begged. “I’m going to cum too soon.”

		Jo backed off but continued to pump his cock with her hand while she looked up at him. “Don’t you want to cum?”

		“I want to fuck you,” he told her. “I want to cum in you.”

		“You can cum in my mouth,” she said and reapplied her mouth to him.

		He let her suck him another minute. In truth, Jeremy would have loved to cum in her mouth. Jo knew how to give a mean blowjob, but he needed to assert himself and prove he was still a man and that she wasn’t completely in charge of him.

		“Give me the Bill Clinton treatment,” she gasped at him, once more pumping his cock. A string of saliva connected her lip to his cock. He realized she was wearing a blue dress. Always before Jo had hated it when he came on her clothes. This was a change, but not one that he necessarily wanted. “Come on me.”

		“No,” he grunted and managed to step back.

		She pouted. “I’m in charge here,” she reminded him.

		“No, you’re not.” He yanked her to her feet, and then pulled her dress up above her hips before throwing her back down on the bed.

		He was on her before she could fully react. He yanked aside her panties—not even bothering to try to take them off. He barely noticed she had been waxed and had a thin line of decorative hair rising from the apex of her slit. What he did notice was that she was wet. Very wet. Jeremy liked that.

		She didn’t fight him when he plunged his cock into her pussy. If anything, she liked how he had suddenly taken control.

		“Fuck me,” she begged him.

		He did, but not for very long. Everything they had done up to this moment had been a long tease, excruciating foreplay. Jeremy only thrusted in her a few times before he realized he was going to cum.

		Slowing down, he said, “Let’s make this last.”

		Jo grabbed his face between her hands and kissed him. “Fuck. Me. Hard. Or the cage goes back on.”

		He fucked her hard. He lasted less than a minute before exploding inside her pussy.

		Jo laughed in delight. “You should have lasted longer.”

		“You’re a fucking tease,” he complained.

		“That’s the idea. You didn’t make me cum.”

		“Sorry.” He wasn’t really sorry.

		“It’s okay. I’ve got a vibrator. But we need to get you back into your cage.”

		Jeremy jumped off her and leaped off the bed. “Fuck no.”

		Jo was laughing. “We’ll have to work up to that. Mind handing me the pink one I keep in the drawer?”

		With some trepidation, Jeremy opened the drawer and found her toy. Meanwhile, she pulled her dress off and then pulled her panties down. Oddly, she left on her bra. It was only then did Jeremy see the little silver ring that was in Jo’s belly button.

		“You got a navel piercing?”

		“Yes. At the spa. You didn’t even notice.”

		“I was too horned up. And you didn’t say anything! Did it hurt?”

		“No. Did it hurt to put on that little cage?”

		He frowned at her. “Only emotionally.”

		“The pain of getting a piercing lasted only a second. I sort of liked it.”

		“You’ve changed,” he said

		Handing her the vibrator, Jeremy watched as his wife turned on the toy and slipped it into her pussy. He couldn’t tear his eyes away as she worked on herself. She was so wet and so full of his cum that her pumping the torpedo-shaped toy in and out of her pussy forced out her amrita mixed with his cum.

		It didn’t take her very long to cum.

		When she did, Jo sat up, went to the bathroom and cleaned up. A minute later she was back in the bedroom where she carefully arranged the keys and pieces to Jeremy’s cock cage on her nightstand.

		“We’ll put it on in the morning.”

		Jeremy didn’t want that.

		He didn’t argue with her, though.

		


		Chapter 7

		Jeremy slowly became accustomed to wearing the cock cage over the next few days. It wasn’t uncomfortable, but he didn’t like wearing it because he was certain other people could see it. And he had to sit down to pee. And it was like his wife was constantly there, reminding him she all but owned his cock.

		Actually, that last part he sort of liked.

		She didn’t make him wear it all the time. When he went into the office, she gave him a sealed envelope in case there was a real emergency, but, oddly, Jeremy found that he liked wearing it. Not that he would ever tell Jo. He liked wearing it because it made him feel like he had a secret that no one else knew and if they knew, they’d either be jealous or disgusted.

		He liked the thought of both reactions.

		He was sort of proud to wear the cage, that he was enduring something no one else—well, no one else that he knew about—was going through.

		With the change in Jo’s personality—her new confidence—Jeremy also found himself getting used to the little metal hoop through her belly button. Even though he was in the cage a good deal of the time, they still had sex. A lot of sex. She was just in charge of his cock. But he had to be careful with the new piercing. She said she loved it. Jeremy wasn’t so sure about the change in his wife, but he was happy to go along for the ride. A wilder Jo wasn’t a bad Jo, just...different.

		“I’ve got a surprise for you at the club tomorrow,” Jo told him.

		“I’m not sure I want another surprise from you,” he said, trying not to sound bitter because he was truly interested. Jeremy just wanted a little more agency back in his life, especially when it came to his sex life.

		Without saying anything else, Jo produced the key to his cock’s lock.

		“You’re freeing me?” he asked.

		She shook her head.

		“You want me to fuck you tonight?”

		Jo shrugged.

		“You want me to take off my cage and shave so there’s no stubble?”

		Jo nodded.

		The vibe of the second party they attended at Club Taurus was different from the first one. It was smaller. It wasn’t so loud with music and conversation. There was a definite disparity in the ratio of men to women. Jeremy estimated it to be somewhere around four to one. Four men to each woman.

		Half of the men were either naked, wearing just a cock cage, or nearly naked. Jeremy wasn’t initially disturbed by this at first. But then an older woman approached them. She had the air of a person used to being in charge.

		“Eneid!” Jo greeted the attractive woman who walked with a confidence Jeremy wished he had.

		“Jobeth,” Eneid returned her greeting and kissed her on the cheek. Jeremy had to not smirk at the name. While Eneid was a very-old fashioned name, the woman was decidedly modern in her manner of dress and language. Her blue floral dress was custom cut to show off her figure which, while on the slightly curvy side, worked to her advantage when admiring her hips, ass, and tits, the latter of which were all but bare due to the dress’s plunging neckline. “I’m so glad you could join us.” She looked Jeremy up and down. “Your husband is a bit overdressed, though, isn’t he.”

		“Jeremy was just about to go to the changing room.”

		Jeremy quickly surmised this was part of the surprise.

		Eneid signaled across the room and two men quickly approached. “Mason, Simon. This is Ms. Patton. Please show her a good time.”

		With that Jeremy found himself being dragged away from his wife. Mason and Simon immediately set to a conversation with Jo. They were wearing jeans and nothing else. Jeremy was a bit jealous of their nearly-matching physiques.

		“Let’s get you out of those clothes and into something more comfortable,” said Eneid.

		The party was supposed to be casual, according to Jo, so he had worn Dockers and a polo shirt. “What could be more comfortable?” he asked her as she ushered him through a door to a area that had more in common with a high school locker room than a private space of a sex club.

		“How about nothing at all?”

		Jeremy wasn’t sure if she was flirting or serious.

		Or both.

		He had lost sight of Jo when they went around the corner. Jeremy wasn’t shy. He looked directly into Eneid’s eyes—she was a good six inches shorter than him even in heels, though she seemed taller—as he carefully stripped, tossing his clothes in a bin designed to slip into one of the many spaces along the wall. In no time at all he was wearing just his cock cage.

		Eneid smiled. “I have something for you.”

		“I bet you do,” he said, playing along.

		“It’s actually supposed to be for your wife, but I’m sure she won’t mind.”

		With that she turned and left the room. Jeremy admired her ass for a moment and then quickly followed. There was no reason to be shy. Half of the men in the club were in the same state of dress as he.

		Jeremy had to hurry to keep up with Eneid, but eventually he found himself in one of the private rooms with a door that closed and locked. The bed stood ready to be used. On the table next to the bed was a small box covered in silvery-purple gift wrap.

		“Open it,” she said.

		When he did so, Jeremy wasn’t surprised at all to find a new cock cage inside the box. It was of a similar design to the one he was currently wearing, except the metal was anodized giving it a silvery-purple color matching the gift wrap.

		“For me?”

		Eneid displayed a key she had kept secreted in her palm. “Your wife gave me your key.”

		“She wants you to put it on me?” Jeremy was confused.

		“Well, yes. Maybe. But let’s see what she’s up to first, shall we?”

		This private room had a large television screen attached to the wall. It wasn’t nearly as big as the one in the public viewing room, but it was more than large enough. Eneid fiddled with the controls for a moment, bringing it to life and then flicking through all the CCTV channels until she happened upon the one featuring Jo with Simon and Mason.

		Jeremy was disturbed and aroused.

		“They really know what they’re doing,” Eneid commented as she put down the control and went to the bed where she could recline and view the screen. “Join me,” she said, patting the bed next to her.

		Cautiously, Jeremy joined her. He knew the woman was plotting something—he didn’t have to be a genius to figure that out—but he had no idea what.

		The scene on the television was thrilling, but he wished the camera wasn’t just stable. It managed to take in what the trio was doing, but lacked close ups and details. Jo was sandwiched between the two men who kissed her as they undressed her. The one Jeremy decided was Simon was wearing only a pair of briefs. It appeared that Mason was completely naked.

		Jeremy’s heart was pounding. He wanted to see this live, without the assistance of a camera, but it was all he had. His cock tried to swell inside the cage, but that didn’t happen. Eneid watched the scene with an amused look on her face.

		“Oh, she knows what she’s doing,” Eneid commented as the trio shifted positions and Jo pulled down Simon’s underwear to take his cock in her mouth. “She’s done this before, hasn’t she?”

		“I have no idea,” said Jeremy. He was still stunned at what he was seeing.

		Mason knelt behind Jo. Jeremy got a quick view of his hard cock before the other man slipped it in her pussy. While he couldn’t see it exactly, he knew it had happened.

		Jeremy was thrilled.

		Jeremy was upset.

		Jeremy couldn’t believe he was doing this.

		Jeremy hated doing this.

		Jeremy wanted to hear what was being said in the room.

		“Is there audio?” he asked Eneid.

		“Of course.” She pressed a button on the remote and soft sounds of sex issued from the screen’s small speakers.

		“Fuck...” Jeremy moaned.

		“Do you want to have sex while watching your wife get fucked?” Eneid asked, already knowing the answer.

		“Yes.” He couldn’t wait to get out of his cage.

		“Great. Give me a moment.”

		Eneid moved off the bed and removed her dress, letting it fall to the floor, not caring about the garment. Underneath she was wearing a matching set of black silk bra and panties. The bra was working overtime to create the cleavage her dress had promised. She didn’t have the body of a young woman, but Jeremy was more than fine with that.

		Without saying a word she went to one of the cabinets that Jeremy knew contained any sex supply a person could dream up. He admired her curvy ass as she looked for whatever item it was she was after. Her ass wasn’t falling out of her panties, but it was damn close.

		“Here we are,” she said finally, turning around.

		Jeremy watched with rising anxiety as she stepped into a harness and pulled the strapon dildo into place around her hips.

		“What the fuck.”

		She smiled at him. “You’ve been pegged before, haven’t you?”

		“What? No!”

		“You’re going to love it,” she assured him.

		“The hell I am.”

		“The hell you’re not. Jo gave you to me tonight. You can say no...or you can have a good time.”

		“I’m not gay.”

		“I didn’t think you were. But lots of men love to be pegged. Try it. You’ll like it.”

		“Is she making you do this?” he asked warily.

		“No. Why?”

		“It’s just that...Jo has been a different person lately. She inherited a bunch of money and...

		“And she’s being the person she wants to be.”

		“So why do you want to peg me?” he asked warily.

		“I like pegging men,” she said easily and glanced at the television screen. The trio were still at it. Jeremy couldn’t tell if the men had switched positions, but they all seemed happy.

		He was worried about what Jo would think if she found out that Eneid had pegged him.

		Secretly, he wanted it. He was curious and just the idea excited him. Just about anything involved with sex excited him. Pegging was maybe a frontier he didn’t want to explore. Would Eneid keep this to herself?

		“Are you going to tell Jo if we do this?” he asked.

		Eneid smiled. She knew what was going to happen. “Not if you don’t want me to.”

		“What are you going to tell her then?”

		“That I took off your cage and we had sex—I won’t specify exactly what sort of sex—and then I put your new cage on because you asked me to.”

		Jeremy wasn’t sure if she was lying. He wanted to believe her.

		She wanted to be believed. Eneid was an attractive woman and she stood there so easily, holding the fake cock in her hand like she was getting ready to jerk off.

		“Fuck...” he complained, mostly to himself.

		“That’s the idea,” Eneid said happily. She glanced at the screen one more time. The trio had changed positions again. Previously Jo had been on all fours, now she was on her back while Simon fucked her missionary while she turned her head to suck Mason’s cock. “You aren’t going to let your wife be the only one to get laid tonight, are you?”

		Jeremy relented. “Okay, take off my cage then.”

		Eneid laughed. “I’ll take it off when my little girlcock is in your ass.” She picked up the keys from the table and jingled them at him.

		“What’s stopping me from taking those keys and unlocking myself?”

		“Nothing. Except I’ll call security and have you removed. You won’t be allowed back in the club and your wife will have to come here alone. And trust me, she’ll be coming here regardless of what you do.”

		A few minutes later Jeremy was on all fours, his caged cock hanging heavily, uncomfortably, between his thighs. Eneid had shown not a bit of shyness in greasing his ass or her girlcock. She kept on her bra and panties. He was nervous, but that didn’t stop his cock from trying to grow inside the cage.

		He jumped when she got close and pressed the head of the cock against his tightly puckered asshole.

		“This isn’t going to work if you run away from me,” she pointed out.

		“Sorry. Nervous.”

		Eneid leaned forward and kissed his shoulder. “Nothing to be nervous about. I’ve done this dozens of times.”

		Jeremy wanted to ask if that was all with one man or several or too many to count. He wanted to do this, he told himself. If he did this...then he’d get more of what he wanted.

		Jeremy didn’t want to ask himself what it was, exactly, that he wanted.

		He had to trust this woman he barely knew.

		Eneid had been patient. She was at the end of her patience. She pushed forward with the strapon.

		Much to both of their surprise, it went up Jeremy’s ass with surprising ease.

		“Holy fucking Christ on a bike!”

		“You like that?” Eneid asked. She didn’t wait for an answer. She just started fucking his ass.

		Jeremy wanted to protest, to complain, to resist, but it turned out he liked what she was doing to him. It was strange and uncomfortable at first, but then he got used to the odd sensation.

		He’d never admit it, but he liked being submissive to Eneid.

		He would have been happy to be submissive to any strong woman. Even his wife.

		“Fuck fuck fuck,” he cursed softly under his breath.

		“Problem?”

		“Uh...not really.”

		“Tell me.”

		“The cage is hurting me.”

		She laughed. “I bet it is. You know, I’ve made men cum while wearing their cages.”

		Jeremy didn’t want to contemplate that.

		“Fuck no.”

		Eneid laughed again but paused in her thrusting. It was another level of strangeness to have a fake cock up his ass, but Jeremy was growing to enjoy it. Her hands rested on his ass for a moment, and then she leaned to the side.

		Looking over, he saw that she had snatched up the key.

		“I’ve done this blind before, but it’s easier if you do it,” she told him.

		Jeremy’s fingers trembled as he fumbled with the key and tried to put it in the lock’s slot. It was hard to do while on all fours—on just his knees now—with Eneid’s cock up his ass. She didn’t help him. She waited patiently.

		Eventually Jeremy got the key slotted, turned it, sprang the hasp, pulled it free, and then quickly slid off the shaft of the cage. He groaned a bit in relief as his cock rose up proudly. He remembered in junior high the humiliation of having a boner in class. Now, he was thrilled to be able to get hard.

		Except the retaining ring was still around the base of his cock, behind his balls. He was too hard and big now to easily remove the ring. It was impossible to remove.

		He didn’t know what to do.

		“Ready?” Eneid asked him.

		“I can’t get the ring off.”

		“That’s fine. It’ll make you harder. Make you bigger.”

		Jeremy knew that wearing a proper cockring could make a man big and hard and able to go for nearly forever while having sex. But he didn’t want one now.

		He didn’t have a choice in the matter. Eneid gripped his hips and started thrusting again. He wanted to protest, but he liked being fucked this way, being pegged.

		He liked how deeply she thrusted the girlcock up his ass and the way it made him feel.

		“Are you going to cum from being fucked like a girl?”

		“Uh...”

		“I like a man who can have a prostate orgasm. But it’s okay if you can’t...you can jerk off while I fuck you.”

		Jeremy didn’t need to be told twice. As she continued to fuck him, he masturbated in time with her thrusts. It was good. It was very good. It was a new sort of sex that he wished he had saved for his wife but it was too late now and she would prefer two younger men with bigger dicks who could fuck her—

		Jeremy’s head swiveled to the screen where he saw his wife being ravished by the two men. He recognized the sounds coming from the speakers; it was Jo climaxing. He was well familiar with the sound. Seeing her ecstatic and orgasmic was the final element. Jeremy was helpless to resist. He came.

		He shot his load all over his hand and the bed. The noises he made unsettled Jeremy, but he continued to cum.

		“Good boy,” Eneid complimented him. “Good boy, very good boy.”

		He should have been humiliated to be spoken to that way—and he was—but he also relished it.

		“Did you like it?” she asked him.

		Jeremy only managed a moan of relief

		“I’ll take that as a yes,” she laughed as she pulled her cock out of him.

		Jeremy felt a moment of loss when she slipped free. He knew he wanted to do it again as soon as possible.

		Eneid got off the bed, found a towel for him, and cleaned his cock for him while he lay on his back. She wet the towel with one of the many bottles of water that seemed to be everywhere in the club.

		It also helped him shrink back to a normal size.

		As they chatted about nothing, she managed to remove the ring from around his manhood with him barely feeling it.

		“I almost regret putting this on you,” she said, reaching for the silvery-purple cage he had just been gifted.

		“You don’t have to,” he said. “We can wait a few minutes and then we can go again. We can even reverse it this time if you want.”

		She shook her head. “No husbands in the club without a leash or cage,” she said to him as she started fitting the new cage on him. “You’ve got a bit of stubble here,” she said, gliding her finger over his skin on his balls and pubic area. “You should get it waxed off.”

		“Uh...”

		“Your wife will appreciate it,” she said as she finished the job. He looked down and saw his cock once again locked away.

		Jeremy looked at the television screen. It appeared his wife was done getting fucked. She was laying down between the two men. He wanted to know everything that had happened.

		


		Chapter 8

		“I love your new cage,” Jo said to him when they found each other later and were walking out to their car. “It’s very pretty.”

		“Some of the men get to wear black cages, or silver ones.”

		“Some wear pink,” she said.

		“Did you enjoy yourself?” he asked, changing the subject.

		“It was fucking amazing. Okay, maybe women who participate in gangbangs have a bad reputation, but if fucking two guys at once was that much fun, I totally understand wanting a hundred guys. I’m definitely going to try it.”

		They got in and he started the car. “You fucked them both at the same time?”

		“Of course!”

		“Are you going to...can you...will you...” He didn’t know how to ask the question.

		“Yes?” she prompted him. “Do you want to watch the video?”

		“Uh...no. I was just sort of wondering if you did...”

		“Did what?”

		“Did anal with them?”

		He put the car in gear and guided the car out of the parking lot.

		Jo giggled. “No. But I would have. Had one in my mouth and one in my pussy. They both came in my pussy. I should have had one cum in my mouth. Eneid said her favorite with two men it to have one in her pussy and one in her ass at the same time. I’ll have to try that too.”

		Jeremy’s head was spinning to the point where he was certain he was going to drive off the road. His cock was fully swollen inside his new, comfortable cage. He wanted to hear more but at the same time, he didn’t want to know everything.

		They got home safely and went to bed, this time with Jeremy wearing his new cock cage. It wasn’t discussed, but he was so exhausted that he slipped off to sleep before he realized it.

		Then he woke in the middle of the night because his cock hurt when it was trying to get hard. He used some ice from the kitchen freezer to relieve the pain and make the erection shrink away.

		It was the worst night of sleep he had ever gotten. When Jo had trouble waking him up, she actually apologized and took the cage off him. “I didn’t mean to do that to you. But it is a pretty cage for you to wear.”

		“Thanks.”

		“Want a blowjob?”

		His cock was sore. He was unrested. He was questioning everything about his life decision. He couldn’t believe what he said. “Maybe later.”

		She laughed and kissed the side of his flaccid cock. “I’ll make it up to you,” she promised.

		Her making it up to him was sending on an edited video of what she had been up to with Simon and Mason. There was another camera that he hadn’t seen the previous night. Jeremy wondered who was editing the video and then brushed it aside; Jo was okay with being recorded and shared—she had given him the video—and whoever was doing the work had probably seen hundreds of videos like this. Jo’s threesome was just another drop of water in the porn ocean.

		The real surprise was that Jo wanted to watch the video with him. They wound up hooking up his laptop to the television in the living room. Jeremy reflected he had never watched porn on that television, and now he was going to do exactly that with his wife, the both of them viewing porn of his wife.

		It wasn’t exactly a disappointment, but not exactly what either had wished for. Jo kept complaining about her body and how she sounded. Jeremy wanted to see more detail, but it wasn’t a professional porn shoot. Essentially, it was footage from a security camera.

		When both Simon and Mason came, Jeremy figured the video was over.

		He was wrong.

		The scene shifted and he immediately recognized Eneid and then himself. It was unsettling to see his naked body on the screen and then to see Eneid pegging him.

		Jeremy moved to turn off the television screen.

		Jo stopped him. “Wait! What’s this? Holy shit, it’s you and Eneid! I knew she was going to peg you!”

		“I don’t want to see this...”

		“I do! Totally fucking hot.”

		“This is upsetting.”

		“I wasn’t too thrilled with my body either.”

		“I’m fine with my body. I just don’t like seeing her in control.”

		There was a good view of his face. Jo slowly shook her head. “You look like you’re enjoying it.”

		Jeremy started to get up. Jo grabbed him and held him to the couch. They watched in relative silence.

		“Your cock is smaller than Simon or Mason’s,” she commented.

		“Thanks.”

		“It’s not an insult, just an observation. After getting fucked by two large cocks...smaller than average is nice.”

		“Smaller than average!?”

		“It’s the truth, hon.”

		“Fucking rude! And you never complained before.”

		“I didn’t have much basis of comparison before. But I’ll make it up to you. Want a blowjob?”

		“You seem awfully eager to give me a blowjob.”

		“I’m working on refining my technique.”

		“Why?”

		“I’m having sex with other men than you,” she reminded him.

		“Fuck...

		“Exactly. Now do you want that blowjob or not?”

		He did. He was already stiff so when he pulled down his pants she could easily take him into her mouth and get to work.

		


		Chapter 9

		On Monday Jo insisted that he wear the new cage to work.

		“Do I have to?” As soon as the words were out of his mouth, Jeremy realized he sounded like he was whining like a petulant child.

		“Yes. I bought this for you. It wasn’t cheap. You look handsome in it.”

		“No one sees me in it.”

		“I do. Don’t disobey now.”

		Jeremy hesitated. He had worn the other cage to work regularly for a couple of weeks. If he protested now, Jo would know something was amiss.

		He stood in front of her, his pants around his ankles, while she slipped the cage into place and locked away his cock.

		“Is it wrong I think this is the hottest thing we’ve ever done?” she asked him.

		“No. But maybe us fucking other people is. Just my opinion.”

		At work, Jeremy had a problem. He had an important meeting in the afternoon.

		The sale was assured. It was what he had to do with the buyer that was the problem.

		He met the buyer’s rep at the hotel bar where they always met, claiming an off-site meeting was more conducive. It was, but not for business purposes.

		Jeremy arrived first, ordered a drink (against company rules, but that was a minor consideration now), and waited. Melissa slipped into the chair across from him, a drink in her hand, a smile on her face, and the top button to her blouse carelessly yet strategically unbuttoned.

		“Usually I’m the one who arrives first,” she commented and sipped her drink. As always, it was a cosmo. Melissa was a bit of a cliche. Then again, he was drinking his usual bourbon on the rocks.

		“I didn’t have much going on today.”

		“Want to go directly to our room?”

		“Uh...no.” He didn’t get that excited feeling in the pit of his stomach like he normally did when Melissa proposed anything sexual to him. “We need to talk.”

		His occasional lover frowned. “Did your wife find out about me?” She wasn’t particularly worried. The loss of a lover was an event she had gone through before. She didn’t have any designs on Jeremy. This was just for fun. And the occasional sale of high-end computer components and devices.

		“No.”

		“So what’s the matter?”

		Jeremy looked around the small bar area in the lobby of the hotel. “Let’s go upstairs and discuss it.”

		Melissa shrugged. “Sure.”

		After the elevator ride, as they were walking down the hallway to the room that Jeremy had booked, he said, “I don’t think we’re going to have sex today.”

		Melissa frowned. “Then why am I here?”

		“Because I wanted to explain in person.” He let them into their room. They were both still carrying their drinks. They both had to be a little inebriated to carry on their affair. Jeremy because he worried about being caught; Melissa to lower her inhibitions just enough to do things with him that she wouldn’t do with her husband.

		“Explain what?” she asked, turning on him after finishing her drink. “If you don’t want to fuck me any longer, just say so.”

		Instead of answering her, Jeremy grabbed Melissa and kissed her with the intensity of a teenaged boy discovering his first girlfriend.

		After a minute of him exploring her mouth and grabbing her ass, Melissa backed up. “Wow. Okay. You’re giving me mixed signals, Jer.”

		“Sorry. Uh...can I show you something?”

		“Only if it’s your dick.” She brushed back her long brown hair. Normally she put it back in a ponytail when they had sex, but the band for that was still around her wrist.

		“Okay. Sure. Brace yourself.”

		“What?”

		Melissa just watched as he stepped back and unbuckled his belt before dropping his pants, pulling down his underwear at the same time.

		For a long moment she looked at his cock. What she could see of his cock, at least.

		Though she tried to resist, Melissa could hold in her giggle for only so long.

		“Did your wife put you in a chastity cage?” she asked, highly amused.

		“Yes.”

		“But she doesn’t know about me?” Melissa let out a fake gasp. “Omighod! Are you fucking another woman besides me? And your wife?!”

		He was, but Jeremy wasn’t going to tell Melissa that. At most, he fucked her once a month. Since he had to go to a lot of trade shows and out of town trips, he had plenty of opportunities to fuck other women. He had a few he kept tabs on and hooked up with every few months or so, but many were just one-night stands.

		And then there was Eneid.

		“No, it’s a game that we’re playing now. Her and me. She likes to know that my cock is completely under her control.”

		Melissa frowned. “Well then why the fuck did you show up here? Why didn’t you cancel? How are we supposed to fuck?”

		“I wanted to do this in person.”

		“Do you expect me to play with myself while you watch and get your jollies that way?” she asked sarcastically.

		“No, but I couldn’t tell Jo not to put it on me this morning!”

		Sitting down on the edge of the bed, Melissa gestured at her lover to approach her. When he did, shuffling forward with his pants around his ankles, she reached out and grasped his chastity cage.

		He grunted at her touch, which was rougher than it needed to be, but allowed her the inspection, after all, she had had his cock in her mouth and pussy at different times. He would have gladly put it in her ass, but she said she saved that for her husband and her husband only.

		“I’ve seen these before,” she commented as she twisted it back and forth, deciding whether or not she liked it on him. From a certain perspective, it could be considered a type of intimate jewelry. “My friend Jessi and her husband play with one, but only for like, an hour or two, not all day.”

		“Okay, that’s more than I need to know.”

		“She says Marty can slip his cock out of the cage, but the ring around his balls stays on. She said one time she made him jerk off in front of her that way.” Melissa looked up at Jeremy. “Can you slip your cock out of the cage part?”

		It hadn’t occurred to Jeremy to try. He didn’t want to do it now. He was more concerned—stupidly—with Melissa’s friends who play chastity games. Jeremy wasn’t playing a game with Jo; this was their lives.

		“I don’t think so...”

		“Marty used ice to shrink his cock,” said Melissa. “I think that’s what Jessi said. We are in a hotel. There’s got to be an ice machine...”

		“No.”

		“You’re no fun.”

		“We might have to call off our meetings for a bit,” he said.

		Melissa shook her head. “Nope. Not going to happen. I came here to get laid today and that’s what we’re going to do.”

		“Do you want me to put my fucking cage in your pussy?” he asked snidely.

		“Sounds kinky, but no. You’ve got a mouth and fingers, don’t you?”

		Scooting back on the bed, Melissa pulled up her skirt and spread her legs. She showed off the leopard print panties she was wearing. “I dressed up special for you. I should have brought along a vibrator. Or at least a dildo. Do you think the concierge has those available?”

		Jeremy pulled up his underwear and pants. “Quit being obnoxious.”

		She nodded. “Good idea. Putting your useless cock away, I mean.” She lowered the zipper to her skirt and struggled out of the garment, quickly removing her blouse as well, leaving her in bra and panties. She had matched the bra to her leopard print panties. Obviously she had come prepared to get fucked.

		Jeremy wondered what was in his lover’s purse. She often brought a change of underwear with her. In the small piece of luggage that she called her purse Melissa could have any variety of sex toys and supplies.

		As he watched her, Melissa slipped a hand down into her panties and a beatific smile crossed her face as she closed her eyes.

		“Mmm. I’ve been waiting to get off all day and now I’ve got to use just my fingers.” Her eyes flickered open. “I need your tongue,” she told him.

		As frustrating as it was going to be, Jeremy gave in to her. He had gotten accustomed to following the orders of women lately.

		He was as aggressive as he dared be, pulling up her legs, grabbing her panties, and yanking them off her and tossing them aside.

		Her sex was perfectly bare. This didn’t bother him, but Jeremy had a preference for some hair on his partners. Melissa had had a bare pussy the entire time he had known her. She didn’t just shave or wax. She had had all her hair permanently removed.

		It made him wonder what Melissa’s husband thought about her choices concerning her body.

		At the moment he wasn’t considering any of that, he just pushed his face into her wet slit and licked. He adored the taste of her musky and slightly acidic pussy; it bordered on divine. Naturally Jeremy would never tell his wife that he felt her pussy was inferior in any way to his lover’s—as far as he knew Jo had no clue about his infidelities—but it was true.

		Eating her pussy was nearly a religious rite for him.

		Melissa sighed happily as he got to work. Finding her prominent clit was easy. Every time he had had sex with Melissa, her labia were already engorged, her slit was wet, her clit projected out to their mutual delight. He loved to suck on the little organ and listen to her groan and feel her squirm.

		This time was no different.

		Conjuring up an orgasm in Melissa’s body was easy. Easier than summoning one in Jo’s body. In less than a minute she was writhing and shaking as she came. Everything from the moment she had entered the hotel up to her orgasm had been foreplay; this was the crowning moment.

		The first crowning moment in a dynasty of achievements.

		“Fuck I love your mouth,” she managed.

		Jeremy said nothing. His mouth was full.

		He didn’t just use his tongue and lips on her. He gently nibbled on her clit, causing her to gasp. He inserted a pair of fingers in her tunnel, which she clamped down on with her Kegels. This caused another orgasm to ripple through her body. The ease with which Melissa climaxed was one of the many reasons he liked fucking her. She was eager to hop into bed with him—and probably any man—and eager to try almost anything new, sexually.

		Except anal. She had always denied him anal. He knew she saved that for her husband.

		By now the entirety of Melissa’s sex—her inner thighs, her perineum, her everything—was slick with her amrita and his saliva. It was easy for Jeremy to hold down his ring finger with his thumb and introduce his pinky to her anus.

		Briefly Melissa tensed up. She wasn’t against receiving analingus—Jeremy had done that to her before on many an occasion—and she wasn’t above having her ass played with—once she had arrived at the hotel room wearing a princess plug—but he had always asked before. Jeremy’s mouth was full; he couldn’t ask.

		She didn’t mind. Melissa relaxed and he penetrated her asshole up to his second joint. He liked how she clamped down on him when he got that deep. Just being penetrated was enough for Melissa to cum again. He lapped up the extra amrita she produced as she came.

		“I haven’t had a shocker in years,” she commented as he took a quick break from licking and sucking.

		He looked up into her eyes, confused. “Did I shock you?”

		“By putting your finger up my ass?” she asked, grinning. Melissa tightened up her sphincter, enjoying the sensation and seeing Jeremy’s reaction on his face. “That’s what it’s called. A shocker.” She lifted up her hand and bent her ring finger in imitation of him. “Two in the pink—”

		She gasped again as he abruptly sucked on her clit again while working his hand in her intimate areas. The thrill of electricity ran through her and she came. Again. And again.

		Eventually she had to push his face away, but he left his fingers inside her.

		“You aren’t going to get anything out of today, are you?” Melissa asked him.

		Jeremy dodged the question. “I like making you feel good.”

		“Want me to make you cum?”

		“If you haven’t noticed, I have a cage on my cock.”

		“I did notice, thanks for pointing it out by the way.” She was momentarily distracted by his thumb rubbing her clit. He had incredible manual dexterity. He should have been a stage magician or pickpocket. “But Jessi says she can make Marty cum by putting a vibrator on his cage. Or by putting it up his ass.”

		“I’m not—”

		“Too bad I didn’t bring a vibrator with me,” she quickly added.

		“You’re just a fucking tease,” he complained.

		“I could stick my finger up your ass. Some guys cum really easily from prostate exams.”

		“No thank you.”

		“You’re the one who came here with a cage on your cock. What were you expecting?”

		Jeremy said nothing. His cock hurt.

		No, his balls hurt. He wanted to cum and he couldn’t and he hated it. He wanted the cage off so he could just fucking use his cock for the one purpose it had.

		But he didn’t want to betray his wife by cutting it off.

		Jeremy started chuckling which quickly grew into actual laughter. He hadn’t been the least bit conflicted about cheating on his wife with Melissa or any other woman, but the moment cheating on chastity suddenly came into play, he was a good, loyal husband.

		Melissa moved away from him on the bed, disturbed by his borderline psychotic laughter.

		“Are you okay?” she asked, looking for her panties. She just wanted to get dressed and get the hell out of there.

		Jeremy nodded and tried to get control of his emotions while continuing to laugh. He took some deep breaths to break the cycle. There was still some bourbon in his glass and he gulped it down. It was weak, watered down by the melting ice, but it helped.

		“My cock fucking hurts. No, my balls fucking hurt. I just wanted to fuck you and have a good time and...and I can’t. I’m going to go home to Jo and beg her to fuck me, to let me cum.” He paused and pulled in a deep, ragged breath. “And to forgive me.”

		“Don’t tell her about me,” Melissa said. She had found her panties and was dismayed. They were torn. Ruined. It would be a waste of time to put them on. She had a pair of plain panties in her bag, but she didn’t want to dig around in that right now. Instead, she grabbed her skirt and put it on, quickly followed by her blouse.

		Jeremy watched her and did not slow or stop her.

		Melissa had been in a lot of hotel rooms with men she barely knew. She had never been frightened before. She was scared now. Something about the way Jeremy had reacted, his change in demeanor, disturbed her. She just wanted to get the hell out of there. Now was not the time to go searching for her underwear.

		“I won’t say a word,” said Jeremy. He was looking glumly at his trapped dick.

		Melissa nodded and made a quick exit, not even taking half a moment to check her face and hair in the bathroom mirror. She could do that downstairs in the lobby. And maybe put on her spare underwear there.

		Melissa knew too much about Jeremy’s life. Their professional relationship had too much sex in it to be appropriate, but beyond that, they shared too much information about each other. They had each other’s personal phone number.

		Jeremy had given Melissa Jo’s phone number, not as a show of trust, but because he wanted his lover to have a way to call his wife if there was an emergency. Jeremy didn’t tell Melissa what had happened to his father that caused him to share this phone number.

		Jeremy had learned the wrong life lessons from his father.

		Reluctantly Melissa gave Jeremy her husband’s phone number as well. She didn’t tell Jeremy it was a phone number he no longer used.

		It was an incredible violation of trust, but Melissa called Jo.

		“Hello?”

		Melissa couldn’t believe that Jo actually answered. She would never answer a strange number. Just let it go to voicemail.

		But maybe Jeremy had programmed her number into Jo’s phone. She couldn’t imagine what name Jeremy had used.

		“Hi. Is this Jobeth?” It took Melissa a moment to summon up her semi-rival’s full name.

		“Yes. Who is this?” Jo demanded.

		“This is Melissa Ashmont. I’m...I’m a friend of your husband.”

		“Okay...”

		Taking in a deep breath, Melissa blurted out her prepared speech all at once. It started off correctly, but she quickly got off track.

		“There’s no way to say this is easy. I’ve been having sex with your husband for...for a while now. I want to apologize for that. We did it yesterday. Well, sort of. I found the cage you put on his cock. That was weird. Sorry. You must not have wanted him to have sex with other women. Sorry about that. Anyway, I just wanted to let you know and tell you that I’m not going to do it anymore. I got the message. You can take the cage off his cock.”

		Jo listened for a minute, understanding the words, but not fully comprehending. She didn’t know how to deal with this other woman.

		Naturally, Jo had long suspected that Jeremy was cheating on her. She had no firm evidence. But now she had this. It wasn’t incontrovertible proof, but it was something. Who would want to lie about this to her?

		“Thank you. I know.” She heard the words come out of her mouth, but didn’t know how she managed to sound so calm.

		Melissa wasn’t sure what reaction she had been expecting of Jo, but this wasn’t it.

		“I just...I just wanted to let you know. And apologize. Very smart of you to put the chastity cage on him.”

		“How...how did you get my phone number?” Jo asked, her brain starting to work again.

		“Jeremy gave it to me.”

		“I see.”

		“I won’t contact you again.”

		“Don’t hang up,” Jo blurted out.

		Melissa hesitated. She could have just hung up and blocked Jo’s number and been done with it. Instead, she said, “Yes?”

		“Would you be upset if I told you I was having sex with men other than Jeremy?”

		Melissa mashed her lips together and waited almost too long. “I can’t say I’ve been faithful to my husband,” she finally admitted.

		“Jeremy won’t be having sex with you any longer,” Jo informed her.

		“Of course.”

		“Are you going to fuck other men?”

		Melissa laughed nervously. “I mean...probably.”

		“I’ve stepped outside of my marriage as well,” Jo admitted to her supposed rival.

		“Oh.”

		Silence.

		“I rather like it,” Jo added.

		Melissa hesitated. “I like the thrill of cheating. It’s not just the sex, it’s...the fear of getting caught.”

		“Not for me,” said Jo. It felt good to say that. It was like confessing to a priest. No, it was like confessing to an anonymous therapist. “I just like the sex. Jeremy knows I’ve been having sex with other men.”

		That shocked Melissa. “He does? Is that why you put the cage on his cock? Not that I blame you.”

		“We decided to open up our marriage,” said Jo, though it wasn’t the full truth.

		“So...why does he wear the chastity cage?”

		“He’s being...punished,” Jo half-laughed. “I rather think that he likes to wear it. I think he likes to watch me fuck other men.”

		Melissa gasped. “He watches?”

		“On video,” Jo explained.

		“On video!? Wow... I have so many questions!”

		“Ask away.”

		


		Chapter 10

		“You did what?”

		Jeremy’s head was spinning. He couldn’t believe what his wife had just told him. He didn’t think it was possible, but it felt like his cock was shrinking up inside his body, disappearing like a turtle forever. It was one thing for his wife to symbolically castrate him—that was sort of fun—but it was another entirely for her to discuss their intimate sex life with the woman he had been fucking behind Jo’s back.

		Yes, he knew that made no sense. His feelings didn’t have to make sense. Emotions were like that.

		Yes, he knew that made him a hypocrite. He wasn’t exactly ashamed, but he wasn’t proud of it either.

		“I told Melissa about Club Taurus. It was...so good to discuss it with someone on the outside.” She paused. “Though she might be a good candidate to join. But I’m probably getting way ahead of myself.”

		“Can you even do that?” Jeremy was shocked. “Invite someone to join? You’ve barely been a member for a few months.”

		“Yes. Of course. Why not?”

		“Isn’t...isn’t it a private club?”

		“The right people can join.” Jo was speaking with a confidence she shouldn’t have had. That she didn’t really have. She didn’t care. She liked dominating Jeremy this way. It had completely changed their marriage and elevated her happiness. “But it would be a long process,” she allowed.

		“I’m just a little surprised that...” He couldn’t finish the statement.

		“Yes? That what?”

		“Never mind.”

		She smiled. “Tell me what you were thinking and I’ll take off your cage and give you a blowjob.”

		He couldn’t get the words out fast enough. “I was just a little surprised that you weren’t more upset that I was having sex behind your back.” He couldn’t actually say “cheating.”

		“Hon, I’ve known you were doing that for years.”

		Jeremy stood there. He didn’t know what to do or say. He had always been so careful with his hookups. He hid everything so well. There was no way for her to tell.

		But obviously he had been wrong.

		“You...but that’s...how? No...”

		Jo just shook her head at him. “You aren’t as smart as you think you are, Jer. But you were happy and when you were happy, I was happy...but then I wasn’t happy and so...here we are.”

		“Oh. I’m sorry. I’m sorry for cheating on you. I couldn’t help myself. I blame my father. He cheated on my mother. That’s no excuse, but I—”

		Jo held up her hand. “I’ve already come to terms with it. Besides, I’m happier now. I really think there is something to women hitting a sexual plateau. I could not have gotten my aunt’s inheritance at a better time.”

		“Did you know that she had such a...secret life?”

		“In her things I’ve found a diary. My great aunt was a slut. I don’t want to emulate her...but I don’t want to miss that opportunity either.”

		“Did she keep her husband’s cock locked up too?” Jeremy asked the question sourly.

		“She never married. Had lots of boyfriends, though.”

		“Uh-huh. That scans.” A frightening thought occurred to Jeremy. While he was okay with his wife hooking up and fucking near strangers, the last thing he wanted to deal with was a real rival. “Are you looking for a boyfriend?”

		Jobeth laughed so hard that her stomach hurt. “Not in a million years. Having a husband is already more work than it’s worth.”

		He frowned. “Thanks.”

		“I’m thinking about having a lot of one-time boyfriends.”

		“That’s a weird thing to say to your husband.”

		“Yeah, but I think you should know ahead of time that I’m going to ask Eneid to set up a gangbang for me.”

		“What? Fucking what?”

		“I’m going to ask Eneid to set up a gangbang for me,” Jo repeated.

		“You want to do that?!”

		“Yes. Why wouldn’t I?”

		He could think of a thousand reasons why she shouldn’t, but the most persuasive argument came from his pants. His cock was trying to swell inside his cage. He wanted to watch a train run on his wife. It was wrong and sick and he knew he was going to do whatever it took to make it happen.

		Groaning, Jeremy said, “Can you please take my cage off and give me a blowjob?”

		“Why should I do that?” she teased him. It had only been a minute since she had made the offer to fellate him.

		“Because I want to watch you take a hundred cocks.”

		“Good boy,” she said and kissed him. Her hand went down to his crotch and gripped his cock and cage through his pants. “Get undressed.”

		As strange as it was, Jeremy had not just come to accept this part of their sex life, but had fully embraced it. He liked undressing for his wife. He liked her taking his cock out of the cage. He liked the modicum of control he still managed to exercise over himself, staying soft until the tube and retaining ring were fully removed.

		In short, he liked his wife being in charge of his cock.

		Even better, her blowjobs had improved as well. It had only been a few weeks of her being in Club Taurus, but either her attitude change had helped or maybe her new and anonymous lovers had given her the guidance she needed. The guidance he had failed to give her.

		She kept on all her clothes while she was on her knees in front of him. He was naked. He was getting the blowjob, but somehow she was fully in charge.

		Jeremy didn’t complain.

		She licked the underside of his cock.

		She sucked on his balls.

		She pumped the shaft while sucking on the head.

		She even deepthroated him, something she had never done before.

		All too soon he was right there on the precipice.

		“Oh fuck...I’m gonna cum.”

		“Do you want to cum in my mouth or on my face?” she asked him after withdrawing his cock. She continued to pump him with her hand.

		He had never cum on her face.

		He had cum in her mouth before and she had always swallowed his load. He loved that.

		He wanted both.

		He knew he was going to get only one.

		“Can’t decide?” she asked when his hesitation lasted too long.

		“Uhh...”

		“Cum for me,” she ordered him. “Cum on my face like a real man.”

		That did it for him. A second later he ejaculated with more force than he thought possible. The ropes of white cum landed on her forehead and dribbled into her hair. A shot draped across her nose. She continued to pump his cock with her mouth wide open, tongue sticking out. The last few drops landed on her tongue; she swallowed those.

		When he stumbled back and braced himself against the wall, she stood up and kissed him. His cum smeared across her face and his. Ending the kiss, Jo reached up and wiped away the cum on her forehead before it could slide into her eyes. She started to bring her fingers to her mouth to taste his ejaculate, but then stopped.

		“You need to taste this,” she said.

		He wanted to say no. He didn’t eat cum, especially his own.

		But he didn’t.

		He was afraid of what would happen if he refused. He only wanted to please his wife.

		Jo stuck her fingers in his mouth. He sucked on them, tasting himself.

		He wasn’t disappointed.

		


		Chapter 11

		“I would like to dissuade you from that plan,” Eneid said when Jo presented her with the idea of being the focus of a gangbang.

		“What? Why? I know a lot of women in the club have done it. I know the club facilitates them as well. It’s in the fucking handbook!”

		“Please don’t use profanity in the office,” Eneid chided her. They were in the corporate offices of Club Taurus. It was boring beige and dull silver. It could have been the office of any management company. “But to answer your question, I would dissuade you from it because you are inexperienced.”

		“I’ve had sex with plenty of people!” she protested.

		“How many?”

		“Eight,” Jo fibbed, puffing up her total number of partners a bit.

		“One would be your husband, three would be the men we’ve supplied you, and four would be other boyfriends you’ve had in your life...before you got married?”

		“Yes.” She felt bad about lying, but felt she had to.

		“And suddenly you want to have sex with a dozen men in one night?”

		Jo hadn’t specified a number. In her fantasy, it had been a hundred men, but twelve was much more realistic. In that moment, thinking about it, she realized that fucking twelve men on the same night, all in a row, suddenly seemed like a lot. It seemed like fun, but a lot. Maybe six would be enough. She knew she wanted them all to cum in her—that sounded dirty and hot and sexy and fun all mixed together—but it also sounded like that would make her pussy sore.

		It might hurt, but it would be worth it.

		It would be worth it because it just sounded exciting. Maybe a half dozen men would be good enough. Maybe four.

		But she wanted a dozen.

		“Yes.”

		“I think you need to give the club a list of what you would like to explore. Maybe we should start there.”

		Jo was suspicious. “Why? Aren’t I a full member of Club Taurus? Aren’t I entitled to full usage of all services it offers?”

		After glancing at the folder in front of her—Club Taurus kept paper records whenever practical for security—Eneid commented, “You’ve been using the club’s resources to their fullest since you joined.”

		“I’ve been paying my fair share,” she reminded Eneid.

		“True. I’m just trying to keep you on a track that is good for both you and the club.”

		“And you want to police my sexual fantasies.”

		“I don’t want you getting burned out too quickly. Is being the focus of a gangbang your only fantasy?”

		“Of course not.”

		“Then why don’t you tell me what else you’re interested in. I can arrange a group session, of course, but it will take time. Many other interests are easier.”

		“Do you think I just have a list here ready to go?”

		“Yes.” Eneid looked back steadily at her. “Maybe not an itemized list with specifications, but I know you have a list in your head of everything you want to do. You had it formed the moment you joined the club.”

		Jo hated that Eneid knew her so well after barely knowing her at all.

		“Is it okay if all of them involve Jeremy watching me...and not getting to participate?”

		“I would expect nothing less.”

		The braided leather handle felt good in her hand. She had heard the expression “buttery smooth” used to describe the texture of good leather, but this was the first time she had actually felt it. The trainer called the tool a riding crop. Jo took her word for it. She had never been a horse girl, but this was something else. It was flexible and when she whipped it experimentally through the air, she liked the swishing sound it made.

		“Don’t start off hard. Go slowly. It’s better to build up speed and force. You want your target to appreciate the thrill, not to scream in true pain.” The words Mia spoke were soft but were just the right cadence to guide Jo.

		“Got it.”

		“Try slapping it into the palm of your hand a few times first. Or on your forearm.”

		Jo did exactly that. She increased the force a little each time until she thought she had the measure of the crop. Then she looked at the two victims bound hand and foot in the middle of the room..

		An eager smile spread across her face. She hoped it was an evil smile.

		The club had found two willing victims, one man and one woman. Both were nearly naked; they both had hard metal cuffs binding their arms to a pair of hooks in the ceiling and their ankles to a pair of bolts in the floor in the middle of the room. They were completely exposed. Black hoods were over their heads. The hoods exposed just their eyes and mouths.

		Jo wasn’t sure if the hoods were necessary because her two victims wanted to be anonymous or if it made them just a little less than fully human, giving her permission to hurt them. The man had a simple hard plastic black chastity cage over his cock. The woman’s nipples were pierced. Looking at the pierced nipples made Jo think about her new belly button jewelry.

		Both had attractive, fit bodies. Both were completely shaved. It was odd to see a man without any real body hair—including his legs and arms—but that didn’t bother Jo. If anything, it excited her.

		“How should I do this?” Jo asked Mia.

		The experienced trainer was a little older than her but had the jaded look and expression of a woman who had seen too much and been through this many times. She was dressed almost casually in tight black pants, red heels, and a black tank top. Jo felt a little silly in her bright floral dress, but she had been told to dress comfortably for the activity.

		“Start with the buttocks,” said Mia. “It’s the part of the body that can take the most punishment. If it goes well, we’ll move you along to other body parts.” A little smile tugged at her lips.

		Jo nodded and walked around the bound pair. They had been like that when Jo had entered the room. Everything had been prepared for her.

		The woman had a nice ass. No visible cellulite. The man’s butt was toned and firm. She wanted to grab and massage it. Instead, she swished the crop through the air a few more times and then experimentally landed it on his left cheek.

		He barely moved. The crop barely made a sound.

		After a quick glance at Mia who nodded, Jo hit him again and again and again. She lost track of how many times.

		Soon he was gasping and trying to dance away from her aggressive strokes. His ass blossomed into a bright red.

		“Very good,” Mia complimented her. “Try the girl now. Give the boy a moment to rest.”

		Jo licked her lips and moved into position. She imagined the woman’s ass she was staring at belonged to Melissa. The whole thing was exciting her. Jo’s panties started to moisten as she thought about possibilities.

		The hooded woman let out a little cry of pain when Jo landed the first blow.

		Alarmed, Jo looked to Mia.

		“Perfect. Not too hard, just enough to thrill with pain. Again. Make her love it.”

		Jo could do that. Jo wanted to do that.

		She rained down blows on the girl’s ass. It was fun. It was thrilling. Jo loved the little shrieks the girl let out each time her skin was kissed by the crop.

		She might have gone on forever abusing the girl’s ass if Mia hadn’t put a hand on her shoulder, getting Jo to pause.

		“Very good. You might want to give her a break.”

		“Do I have to?” Lust filled Jo’s eyes. Mia saw something there that encouraged her basest nature.

		“If you think she can take it...why don’t you try marking her tits.”

		Jo had no idea if the girl could take it, but she was determined to find out.

		It took only a few strokes to the girl’s tits before she was screaming for Jo to stop. It made Jo wonder if she had gone too hard, too fast. It made her wonder if the piercings made strokes from the crop too painful. Either way, her tits were a lovely pink shade. The girl was trembling.

		“Too much?” Jo asked wickedly.

		The girl managed to slowly shake her head. Her entire body was trembling.

		Jo found it interesting that the pair didn’t speak. It was obviously an order from Mia or someone else, but it made it easier to abuse them.

		“She’s right on the edge,” Mia observed.

		“Edge of what?” asked Jo.

		“Cumming.”

		“She is?”

		“Yes. Can’t you tell?” Mia gave her trainee a crooked smile. “Make her cum.”

		Jo blinked in confusion. “How? With the crop?” She lifted the tool she had been using to rain pain down on the girl and wondered if it could be used as a sort of dildo.

		“I don’t think you’re that good yet,” Mia laughed. “Just use your hand on her. A minute of masturbation will make her cum, believe me.”

		Jo had never touched a woman that way before. The idea was scary...and intriguing.

		She walked up to the girl—Jo no longer wanted to know the anonymous victim’s name—and put her hand between her legs.

		The girl was hot. Wet. Her pussy was completely smooth, hairless. It was like touching herself, Jo thought, but completely different at the same time. Her fingers found the girl’s slit entrance and Jo explored.

		The slave girl moaned.

		“Focus on the clit,” Mia instructed. “I’ve worked with this one before. She cums easily.”

		It sounded almost clinical, the way Mia said it, but Jo found touching the other woman was highly erotic. She wanted to kiss the slave, but that seemed a step too far. Instead she focused on the girl’s pussy.

		Mia knew what she was talking about. Jo rubbed the girl’s clit for less than a minute before she was jerking about, shaking, and crying with relief as she climaxed. Her pussy flashed incredibly hot and while she didn’t exactly squirt, Jo found her hand covered up to her wrist in the girl’s amrita. It splashed on the floor and Jo withdrew her fingers, wiping them on the girl’s belly before licking her fingers, tasting the girl, and liking it.

		It was only because of the ceiling chain that poor thing managed to stay on her feet.

		“Now him,” Mia instructed. She stepped forward and quickly unlocked the slave boy’s cage, slipping it off him. Obviously he wanted that to happen because his cock quickly rose up and Jo was standing to the slave’s side, looking at a rather impressive erection.

		“Jerk him off?” Jo asked Mia.

		“If you want. You can also suck him. He’ll respond. If you’re feeling bold, maybe use the crop on his balls. Gently. He likes a bit of pain spiked in with his pleasure.”

		Experimentally Jo tapped the slave boy’s sack with her crop. He barely reacted. Mia silently rolled her eyes.

		“Harder,” she encouraged her trainee. “They complain about it, but men’s balls are a lot tougher than women tend to think.”

		Jo experimented with a few harder taps of the crop. In short order he was trying to dance out of the way, but was too well restrained by his bindings.

		“Very good,” Mia encouraged her. “Now use the crop with one hand and jerk him off with the other.”

		It took a bit of coordination on her part, but Jo quickly got the idea. Just as quickly the boy was straining against his bindings before he climaxed, shooting his cum up into the air before it landed on the floor next to the drying amrita the girl had shot out of her pussy.

		“You have talent for this,” said Mia, taking Jo’s hand which had some of the boy’s sticky cum on it, and offered it to the female slave. The girl didn’t have to be told. She licked Jo’s fingers clean.

		“Thank you.”

		Jo’s panties were incredibly wet. She had all this sexual energy she didn’t know what to do with.

		Discreetly pulling Mia aside, she all but whispered in the woman’s ear, “I’m really horny right now. Is there someone I can...you know?”

		Mia smiled and inclined her head toward the two bound slaves. “Which would you like to help get you off? Or do you want both of them?”

		A shiver of anticipation ran down Jo’s spine.

		


		Chapter 12

		“I had sex with a woman today,” Jo told Jeremy as they ate dinner together. He was taking a drink of water when she made her announcement.

		Jeremy nearly choked to death.

		After he recovered, he managed to say, “I’d ask if you were kidding, but the way things have been going lately.” He shook his head. “I didn’t know you were bi.”

		“I don’t think I am.”

		“And yet you had sex with a woman today. I’m assuming at the club.”

		“You assume correctly.”

		He sighed. “Why don’t you tell me the whole story? I know you want to.”

		Jo pouted for a moment and then launched into her tale.

		“So you beat the girl and the boy and then went to bed with the girl,” Jeremy summarized.

		“I had the boy watch. I invited Mia to watch as well, but she said no.”

		“Good to know. So...what did you do exactly with this nameless girl?” Jeremy shifted uncomfortably in his chair. He was wearing his cage, of course, but his cock still hadn’t learned. He was trying to get hard and it wasn’t happening, but it was just painful enough.

		Jo was familiar with the expression on his face and the way he shifted about. She considered spinning up an elaborate tale to make him suffer. That would be fun and maybe then she’d release him because her lust had hardly abated from her time at the club.

		Instead, she decided to be honest to see his reaction.

		“We went to one of the private rooms—and the place was empty, during the day they don’t have much going on in the way of parties and orgies—”

		“I would have guessed as much,” Jeremy said, his lips tight.

		“And I took off my clothes, laid down, opened my legs, and she gave me the tongue lashing of a lifetime.” Jo looked at her husband’s face as she spoke.

		He was definitely in pain.

		“She made you cum?”

		“Very much. Best ever I’ve ever had my pussy eaten.”

		“You’re trying to upset me,” he said.

		“I’m just being honest.”

		“Did you go down on her?”

		“No. Mia told me not to. Something about a dominant never orally serving a submissive. I would have. I was curious. I did use my hand on her. Made her cum a second time.”

		“Did you like it?”

		Jo knew what Jeremy wanted to hear. She didn’t give him that. Instead, she shrugged. “It was okay. It was fun being in charge of her. I doubt I’ll ever have sex with another woman. It wasn’t that exciting.”

		“Oh.” He was clearly disappointed. He was also so lust-besotted that he couldn’t tell if Jo was lying or teasing or anything else.

		“I did fuck the boy,” Jo added as an afterthought as she swirled her fork through the remains of her meal.

		“What?”

		“He had a pretty cock,” she said with a smug smile that she partially hid behind her glass as she drank. “I had to fuck him. I couldn’t just jerk him off and be done with it.”

		“You fucked him?”

		“Yes.”

		“Did you ever get his name?”

		“No. Why would I? I just needed a cock.”

		Jeremy swallowed even though he had nothing in his mouth. “Did he...did he cum in you?” His cock was straining hard against the cage. It was a losing battle.

		“Yes. That was the best part.” She smiled again, happy to be hurting him. “He’s still in me,” she added. “Slowly leaking out.”

		Jeremy groaned.

		“Do you want to eat my pussy and taste him?”

		The thought was shocking. Jeremy didn’t want to do it.

		“No...” he moaned.

		Jo pouted. “That’s too bad. I was saving it especially for you.”

		“You really want me to...

		“Yes.” She smiled again. “I’ll let you fuck me if you make me cum with your mouth.”

		There was no way for Jeremy to say no.

		Up in their bedroom as Jo lay on the bed, he peeled her panties from her body. The scrap of fabric wasn’t exactly glued to her pussy lips, but there was some adhesion.

		Unable to help himself, Jeremy inhaled deeply, getting his wife’s scent in his nostrils. He was familiar with the smell of her pussy and tonight was no different...except it was a little different. Was it just chance...or was he smelling another man’s cum in his wife? Had she been lying to him?

		Jo spread her legs and used her fingers to open up her pussy, holding back her lips, displaying herself to him. “Dive in,” she encouraged him.

		Never before had Jeremy seen his wife so wanton. His cock was straining inside his cage. It hurt, but the only thing he could think of was eating his wife’s pussy and the reward that would follow.

		He knew another man’s cum was inside her.

		It didn’t stop him from licking the length of her slit and sticking his tongue in before fully thrusting himself into the act of cunnilingus.

		It wasn’t horrible. She moaned softly and he settled into the act. He couldn’t stop thinking about the anonymous lover that had deposited his seed in Jo.

		He wasn’t bothered by that. He wanted to see his wife fucked again by another man—any man, but preferably one with a big cock and balls that could cum by the gallons—and then be allowed to eat her out the moment her lover had finished ejaculating.

		Jo moaned and rolled her hips. He held her down as best he could and focused on her clit, licking and sucking to make her cum. She produced plenty of amrita.

		He wondered how much of another man’s cum he had already swallowed.

		This was exactly what Jo had wanted. She was still turned on by her time at the club today. She was becoming a completely sexual being and didn’t need him any longer.

		She didn’t need him until she started to cum. Even as she climaxed on her husband's face, he realized that almost any man—or woman—could make her cum.

		“Fuck yes,” she breathed when the orgasm was done.

		“Can I fuck you now?” Jeremy asked too eagerly.

		“Sure. Go ahead,” said Jo, sighing and keeping her legs spread.

		“Where’s the key?”

		“You don’t need the key to fuck me,” she said.

		“Uh...I need the cage off.”

		Jo looked at him. “I didn’t say I’d take off your cage. Put your cock in me with the cage on. Fuck me that way.”

		The look on his face was priceless. He was so shocked, so upset, he forgot about how much his cock hurt at that moment.

		“You...you can’t be serious.”

		“Why not?”

		“Because...you won’t like it and I won’t like it.”

		“But I didn’t promise to take off your cage,” she reminded him.

		“Fuck!” He was upset and frustrated.

		Jo just laughed at him.

		“Want me to peg you?” she asked him. “With your cage on, of course.”

		Jeremy became angry, mostly with himself. “No.” He got off the bed and stalked away, not really knowing where to go. He glared out the window.

		Jo stopped chuckling. “Okay, okay. I’m kidding. We can take the cage off...but I still want to peg you.”

		“That’s not what I want,” he grumbled.

		“But I promise to make you cum. I’ll fuck you like a woman.”

		“Why do you want to do this?” he asked her.

		“It’s fun.” The explanation was lacking.

		“That’s no answer.”

		“Because I want to try new things. It’s fun to push limits. And you like it.” She tilted her head to the side. “Do you want me to make you cum? I’ll peg your ass and jerk you off at the same time. You’ll love it.”

		He knew he would. That’s why he said yes.

		Five minutes later she was wearing a strapon harness and he was on his back.

		“You’re going to love this,” she told him as she lubed up the girlcock.

		“Where’s the key?” Jeremy asked.

		“Relax. I’ll unlock you once I’m inside you.”

		“Uh...”

		Jo reached out and shook his locked package. “It’ll be more fun that way.”

		He wasn’t sure if she was trying to reassure him or if she was duping him into getting pegged while locked.

		While he wasn’t sure, Jeremy took every opportunity for sex now. He was locked up and wasn’t able to just contact one of the women he banged on the side. If he was being honest with himself, he liked Jo being in charge of his cock. It was just difficult to deal with all the time. He wanted some freedom.

		All of those thoughts ended when he grabbed the backs of his knees and allowed Jo to push her fake cock into his ass. It wasn’t the sex he had ever expected to enjoy, but here he was, doing things that would have frightened him in high school. He’d never let anyone outside of the bedroom know he liked this, but as a private thing, it was...more than fine.

		“Your cock is practically purple,” she told him as she started thrusting into him. He grunted, enjoying the sensation of being opened, being made to enjoy something he should have hated.

		“Uh-huh,” he moaned. He wasn’t really able to think clearly.

		“I should take off the cage, but you look so cute wearing it.”

		She shook his cock and balls again. He was trying to stiffen, so the motion was slightly painful. He grunted in surprise.

		“Don’t,” he begged.

		“Want it off?”

		“Yes.”

		“Hmm...should I jerk you off or do you want to do it while I fuck you?”

		“I don’t care! Either way.”

		Jo picked up the key from the bed where she had left it in anticipation of this moment. She paused before taking off his chastity.

		“Do you think you can cum just from having your ass fucked?”

		Since she had paused in pegging his ass, Jeremy had a moment to think. The question threw him off. “What?”

		“Can you cum hands free?” she asked again and bit her bottom lip. “Can you cum from being fucked like a girl?”

		He glared at her in exasperation. “I don’t know! I never tried!”

		“I want to try.” Jo held the key in one hand while gently massaging his balls with the other.

		He would have agreed to almost anything at that moment. “Sure. Why not?”

		Happily, Jo quickly freed his cock. There was a bit of struggle to get the retaining ring off, but when she did, his cock quickly grew to full size. It was still purple, but was now standing up proudly. Right away Jo saw that her husband was definitely smaller than any of the men she had recently fucked. How small was he compared to most men?

		Showing him a bit of pity, she rammed his ass while gently working his cock for a moment. He was rock hard and the heat coming from his cock was impressive.

		When he started pulsing she let go of him.

		He gasped in frustration and started to grab himself. She slapped his hand out of the way.

		“No! Leave it alone while I fuck you. Hold your legs. Open up for me!” The orders she gave him startled Jeremy into doing exactly what she wanted. Jo felt in charge of everything. He was probably suffering, but that was good. When he came, it would cement him under her thumb.

		“Do you like this?” she asked as she resumed her awkward thrusting. Jo hadn’t quite gotten the hang of rolling her hips while pegging him. “Do you like being fucked like a girl?”

		Jeremy moaned. “Yeah...”

		“I thought so. You want to cum, don’t you?”

		“Uh-huh.”

		“Tell me when you’re close again.”

		“Okay...”

		“Eneid says she can set up a gang bang for me,” Jo told him.

		Jeremy managed to focus his eyes. “Really?”

		Jo thrusted faster. His cock was shaking every time her body hit his. So were her tits. He had to be close.

		“Yup. Do you want to watch me get fucked by a dozen guys?”

		Any normal man would have said no to watching his wife have sex with anyone else. Jeremy realized he wasn’t normal.

		“Uh-huh. Yes. Please.” He was begging her.

		“Yeah...just one thing.

		“Okay.”

		“I need to find a couple of fluffers.”

		“Fluffers?” He had heard the term but couldn’t place it.

		Her thrusting came faster now. “People who suck the guys to make them hard before they fuck me.”

		“Okay.” He nodded. He was so close now.

		“I was thinking maybe Melissa.”

		He nodded. He was so close.

		“Maybe Melissa...and you.”

		Jeremy’s eyes snapped open. He came. It was the most painful orgasm of his life.

		He loved it.

		He couldn’t tell his wife no.

		


		Chapter 13

		“You don’t have to do this,” Jeremy said to Melissa.

		“Neither do you,” she pointed out. “At least I’m getting something out of it.”

		“I’m getting something out of it,” he all but snapped at her.

		She looked askance at him. “Are you okay?”

		“Yeah, yeah. I’m fine.”

		“Okay...so what are you getting out of this?” she asked him, genuinely curious.

		“I get to see my wife fucked by a dozen guys.”

		“There’s only eight according to Eneid.”

		“Oh.”

		“And that’s a weird thing for a guy to say about his wife. Also, I didn’t know you were bi.” Melissa winced. “Not that it matters,” she hastened to add.

		“I’m not bi,” he insisted.

		“But you’re going to suck cock to get them ready for your wife. Sounds gay to me. So are you gay, bi, or straight?” Melissa couldn’t help herself. She was eager for this to happen, twisted as it was.

		Entrance to Club Taurus wouldn’t be cheap. There wasn’t just the money. She had to prove herself to those in charge of the club. Apparently this meant sucking a lot of cock under the watchful eyes of Eneid and a few other of the women who ran the place.

		Melissa was fine with that. She had sucked a lot of cock in her life. Four or eight more wouldn’t be a big deal. The opportunity to join Club Taurus wasn’t just some sexual thrill, it meant entrance to an exclusive group. She wanted to be part of that exclusive group and if it meant sucking a bunch of randos’ cocks, she was willing to do that. She was willing to do whatever it took. Sucking cock. Fucking strangers. Putting her husband in chastity like Jeremy was.

		Actually, the last one sounded like fun to her. She had no idea how’d she talk Liam into putting his cock in a cage, but one thing at a time.

		“I’m straight,” Jeremy insisted.

		“But you’re going to be sucking some strange cock in less than an hour?” asked Melissa, amused, making a show of checking her watch.

		They were in one of the changing rooms in the club. She had already stripped down to her lingerie. Jo hadn’t said exactly what to wear so she went with a slutty teddy that emphasized her tits and displayed too much of her ass. It was black but practically sheer. Jeremy had also removed his clothes but left on his tight underwear. She could see his cage under the stretched fabric. It wasn’t an impressive bulge. She wanted to see it again, up close, but hesitated to ask. Jo had simply told them to strip and wait.

		She hated waiting.

		Jeremy groaned in frustration and annoyance. “Yes. But no.”

		“I want to see you suck cock,” Melissa said absently. She sat down on one of the chairs and tried to adopt a casual pose which was difficult to do on a hard plastic surface. “That’s hot.”

		“What? That’s hot?” Jeremy seemed to be at the end of his rope.

		“Sure. Guys like to watch lesbian porn, right? Lots of women like to watch gay porn. I especially like scenarios where a straight guy is forced to suck cock or get fucked in the ass and it turns out he secretly loves it because he was a closet case all along or he was just a liar.” She tilted her head to the side. “Which are you, Jer? A closet case or a liar?”

		“Neither!”

		“But you’re going to suck cock because your wife asked you to? Hmm. Sounds at least a little bit bi. At least to me.”

		“You’re not helping the situation.”

		Jeremy was getting worked up and not in a fun and sexy way.

		“You could just say no,” suggested Melissa.

		“I think it’s too late for that. Jo would be fucking pissed.”

		“Maybe. I wouldn’t mind sucking a bunch of cocks. Something to write down on my slut list.”

		He looked at her, eyes wide. “The more I learn about you, Mel...”

		“Do you get turned on or grossed out?” she asked. “Do you want to hear everything that’s on my slut list?”

		“That’s the last thing I need right now. I’m already under a lot of pressure.” He grabbed his crotch. “And pain.”

		“I think you like it,” she observed.

		Before Melissa could say anything else, Jeremy blurted out, “Where does your husband think you are right now?”

		“Out on a date,” she said easily.

		“Fucking what?”

		She gave him a wink. “Kidding. I told him I was on a girls night. It wasn’t exactly a lie...”

		He shook his head at her. “I can’t believe you sometimes.”

		“Why not? We’ve both cheated on our partners. Only now Jo knows about me. She’s a very nice woman, by the way.”

		“But...you should tell Liam.”

		She shook her head. “No way in hell. Although maybe he would be interested in knowing I’ve been fucking a guy who is bi...”

		“I’m not bi!” he insisted.

		“Sure you aren’t,” she said with a wink. “You’re just...curious.”

		Before he could reply to her, the door opened and Eneid strode in with the confidence of a woman who was in charge of the world.

		“Are you two ready?”

		Jeremy froze. He realized he wasn’t ready. Melissa nodded.

		“Ready!” she said happily.

		Eneid looked her up and down once, then gave a single nod. She frowned when she looked at Jeremy.

		“Take off your briefs. Your cock needs to be on display. Well, the cage at least...”

		The two women looked at him. Jeremy wondered why he was being singled out and then realized it was definitely because he was the only man. He lowered his underwear. A small smile appeared on Eneid’s lips.

		“Very good. Let’s go. Your audience—and Jo—awaits.”

		Jeremy found he couldn’t move. Melissa took a couple of steps, saw he wasn’t moving, and then shoved him along.

		“It’ll be fun. I’ll be right there with you,” she said.

		Jeremy stumbled down the hallway. The club was almost quiet. It was the middle of the week when only private affairs were being held, not the wild parties that were always happening on the weekend.

		“Is it difficult finding guys to do this sort of thing?” Melissa asked Eneid, showing more poise that Jeremy could imagine under these circumstances.

		“Not at all. We have an extensive list of young men who are eager to have anonymous sex with mature women.” She gave Jeremy an amused glance. “We’re willing to put anyone on the list as long as they can measure up to our standards.”

		Melissa giggled. “I think Jeremy has a very nice cock,” she said. “He does a lot with the little he has.”

		“Hey!” he protested, his face flashing red. It was bad enough to walk all but naked through the club with Melissa in her sexy lingerie and Eneid dressed like a slutty businesswoman, but to have them make fun of the size of his cock was a step too far.

		He completely forgot all about his humiliation the moment they walked into the room where the gangbang was to take place. In the far corner was the bed. There were several lamps lighting up the bed and Jeremy immediately spotted a pair of discreetly placed cameras that were sure to record what was about to happen.

		Jo was nowhere to be seen. However, on one side of the large room were the double handful of men who were ready to fuck Jeremy’s wife.

		They were all younger than Jeremy. They were all in better shape. They were all much more handsome.

		He immediately wondered where Eneid found these men.

		His stomach was a hard pit of excitement. He wanted to do this and at the same time he didn’t want to because of what it would mean.

		Jeremy had no idea what it would actually mean.

		They were either undressed or were undressing as he looked at them. Not one of them had a caged cock. Once again Jeremy was both humiliated and excited.

		He didn’t want to think about what that meant.

		What he didn’t see was his wife. Why she had to go somewhere else to get ready was beyond him.

		“Have you chosen your order yet?” Eneid asked the small crowd of men.

		They were confused by her question.

		Rolling her eyes she went to the shelf along one wall of the room and picked up a jar. “I’ve done this too many times before,” she said by way of explanation to Melissa and Jeremy, displaying the jar’s contents. Inside was a set of numbered tokens.

		“There are twenty-five tokens,” she announced to the group. “You’re a smart bunch and you can see there are only twelve of you. Pick a token and get in line by number. Yes, there will be gaps. Figure it out or be prepared to exit the room and event.”

		With military-like precision she went around the room. The men picked tokens and quickly lined up. Eneid indicated a pair of short stools where Melissa and Jeremy should sit—or kneel—to help the men get ready for Jo.

		Jeremy was surprised at how quickly it went. He suddenly found himself staring directly at another man’s cock.

		“Shouldn’t there be two lines?” asked Melissa who was seated next to him. “You know, one for straight guys and one for bi guys?” She reached out and grabbed the cock in front of her, not even bothering to look up at the man’s face.

		Jeremy looked up. The guy with sandy-blond hair was rather handsome. Melissa immediately started fellating the man. He closed his eyes and relaxed.

		“Get to work,” Eneid told Jeremy.

		The moment of truth had arrived and Jeremy found his intense curiosity was too much to resist. The cock in front of him was unremarkable, maybe a bit larger than himself, but was soft. The man shaved all of his pubic hair which possibly made him look bigger than was reality.

		Jeremy had never sucked a cock before. He told himself he didn’t know what to do.

		But then his hand was holding the cock and he was leaning forward and then the cock was in his mouth. It was a bit cool and soft and Jeremy found there was nothing wrong with what he was doing.

		His own cock struggled to harden. He liked that.

		The anonymous man’s cock started to harden in Jeremy’s mouth. That was a compliment. Or maybe the man was just horny.

		Then the door to the room opened and Jo walked in. The first thing she saw was Jeremy, sitting naked on the low stool, his caged cock hanging between his thighs, with a handsome man’s cock in his mouth.

		Jo smiled.

		She was wearing a robe and nothing else.

		She was beautiful.

		Jeremy, his mouth full of a man’s cock, ached for her even though he could have her whenever he wanted. Or he used to, before the cage.

		It wasn’t how he wanted her to see him.

		Oddly, she found it rather endearing what he would do for her.

		There was no way that he would ever tell her that he found sucking cock interesting. That he liked it. That he considered other things as well.

		All of the men noticed when Jo entered the room. Some cocks stirred. Some of the men put hands to their cocks and started beating off.

		“The order has already been set,” Eneid told Jo, “but you can change it if you want. Don’t forget, you’re in charge. Anything you say, goes. If there’s a problem, Martin will take care of it.”

		At the mention of the man’s name, Jeremy noticed the large man in black pants and black t-shirt looming in the doorway. He was obviously a bouncer. He looked intimidating with his bald head and bulging muscles. His intimidating presence alone was enough to reassure Jeremy there wouldn’t be any problems.

		“Him,” said Jo, pointing.

		Jeremy’s heart leaped. For an instant he thought she was pointing at him.

		She wasn’t.

		She was pointing at the man whose cock Jeremy was sucking. He realized he had brought about a rather impressive erection from the man. How had that happened?

		Jo gave him a wink as Jeremy’s partner stepped away from him, approaching Jo cock first.

		She tossed aside her robe and a murmur of approval arose from the gathered men. Cocks that weren’t already stiffening immediately did so. Moving to the bed, she lay down and the anonymous man started to climb on top of her.

		Jeremy wanted to watch, but his view of his wife being fucked was blocked by a new man’s hip and his cock.

		“Open wide, dude.”

		Obediently Jeremy did so, even as he tried to peer around the man’s body. He heard a moan as the first man penetrated Jo’s pussy. The sounds of sex immediately followed. Jeremy started sucking his second cock. This one was thicker than the first, semi-erect, and projecting out from a nest of closely trimmed dark and curly hair.

		Although he instinctively knew that every man’s cock was different, it was much more intriguing to see it up close and personal. Jeremy’s interest in sucking cock only increased as a result.

		He was supposed to be a fluffer, but Jeremy was taking more pleasure in sucking cock than he should have. He promised himself he’d keep his happiness to himself. Jo didn’t need to know. No one needed to know.

		Jeremy tried not to think about what the cage was doing to him, let alone his cock.

		In the background he could hear Jo reach a climax. Her first man kept going, but not for very long. There were some grunts and a smattering of applause. Jeremy paused long enough in fluffing his second customer to see the one on top of Jo get off and the Melissa’s first customer mount Jo. He caught a glimpse of her smiling face. He wasn’t sure if he was thrilled she was happy or upset that she was so into this.

		And then it all started again. There were comments about her sloppy pussy and what a slut she was. That only caused his cock to swell more inside his cage. Or was he swelling because he liked sucking cock?

		Jeremy didn’t want to think about the answer.

		In the end, the gangbang was less sexy than he had hoped it would be. It was a lot of work for him, sucking cocks, getting them ready for his wife. Melissa was right there beside him, doing her best impression of the cock-sucking slut that she was. Jeremy was surprised that not one man minded being fluffed by him.

		It wasn’t exactly an assembly line, but it had that exact vibe. By his sixth man, Jeremy’s jaw was getting tired. He was certain it was going to lock up. Melissa kept taking pauses and flashing him a grin. He wanted some relief from the pain in his cock and balls but he didn’t dare ask for anything. The occasional glimpses of Jo getting fucked was just as painful as hearing her vocalize her pleasure.

		He saw her shift positions several times, from missionary to doggy and then back and then, towards the end, she was on her hands and knees again, but this time she had a man’s cock in her pussy and her mouth. He wondered how that had happened. Jeremy wasn’t sure if either man came in her mouth.

		That was something he hadn’t considered. He was only a fluffer. He was supposed to get the other men hard. He hadn’t considered the possibility of one of them cumming in his mouth.

		And suddenly he wanted that to happen.

		But, too quickly, it was over.

		Jo lay on her back on the bed, legs spread but without bent knees. She looked exhausted, but happy.

		Jeremy’s stomach was a tight knot.

		The men had slowly left the room, each one taking his leave after he had cum. By the time the last had left, the room suddenly felt very empty. Martin left as well, so only Eneid and Melissa were with the couple.

		“Come here,” said Jo softly.

		Eneid was silent. Melissa slid off her stool and leaned against the wall, watching. Jeremy struggled to his feet.

		He approached his wife from the end of the bed, looking down between her spread legs.

		Her bare pussy was red and sore. It was a sloppy mess. Always before Jeremy had seen her labia pressed together with just a hint of her inner lips protruding. Now both inner and outer lips were splayed in a wanton display. A mixture of multiple men’s ejaculations leaked from her slit.

		At the foot of the bed, he froze, staring.

		Jo placed a hand over herself, not hiding her pussy through modesty, but as a tease.

		Slowly a pair of fingers sank into her tunnel.

		“After the second guy, I became so fucking wet and slick,” she told her husband. “I was glad that Eneid made me put all the lube inside my pussy before we started.”

		“Did you put it up your ass as well?” asked the older woman.

		“Yes, but no one wanted to fuck my ass. I’m sort of disappointed.”

		“There’s always next time,” said Jeremy, not knowing if there would be a next time, but he wanted it to be so. His cock still struggled to get hard in the cage, but couldn’t. He was ashamed of himself, but proud of his wife for being such a wonderful slut.

		“Indeed,” she said. “But right now I need to be cleaned up.”

		Jeremy’s eyes went wide. “You don’t mean...”

		Jo nodded, wanting, desiring, needing her husband’s tongue between her legs, servicing her. “Clean up their mess...and then maybe I’ll let you fuck me.”

		He wanted to say no. He wanted to refuse. He wanted to run away.

		He couldn’t.

		Instead, he followed his heart, climbed on the bed, lay between his wife’s legs and applied tongue to pussy.

		“I knew he’d do it,” Eneid sniffed.

		“It’s sorta hot,” Melissa intoned.

		Jeremy’s face was burning hot. He felt thoroughly degraded. He hated it.

		He loved it.

		He knew the scent and taste of his wife’s pussy. He could barely sense her now. He could only smell other men’s cum. He could only taste other men’s cum.

		It was degrading, but he licked and sucked it up, swallowing more cum at once from more men than his wife had swallowed in her lifetime.

		It made him happy to service her.

		He wondered how many times she had cum when getting fucked by the line of men. Jeremy was certain he had heard her cum five or six times, but it could easily have been twice that. Ten times that.

		The thought gave him a shiver.

		Eventually she pushed him away from her pussy.

		His face was smeared with her amrita and other men’s cum and a bit of his saliva. His cock and balls were throbbing painfully.

		Jo evaluated his face with a bemused smile. “Did you bring the key?” she asked him.

		His heart sank through the floor. “Fuck! No...”

		Jo laughed at him.

		“I have a key that will work on his lock,” said Eneid.

		A minute later the older woman was fitting a key into the small lock that held his chastity cage closed. Jeremy wasn’t an expert, but he was certain that given the number of permutations on even small padlocks like he was wearing there was no universal key that could open all of them. That would be spitting into the face of the gods that oversaw the security of these small brass locks.

		The key slipped easily into the lock and popped it open.

		Eneid gave him a smug smile. “We have all the locks given to our members specially keyed.”

		He looked at her in shock as his cock experienced the air of freedom. Once it tasted that freedom it quickly hardened.

		“Look how cute it is,” Melissa commented.

		Jeremy still had the capacity to blush.

		Jo didn’t let the moment spiral out of her control. “Come here,” she encouraged her husband, crooking her finger at him. She had just fucked at least ten guys; Jeremy had lost count. He had sucked at least half as many dicks.

		They still had lust for each other.

		He crawled up on the bed and she grabbed his small cock. There was no denying it now. He had sucked more than enough cocks in the past hour to know that he wasn’t just average. He was small. Jo guided his small and hard cock into her pussy.

		It was so wet and so hot he couldn’t imagine a more perfect pussy.

		“I can hardly feel it,” she giggled. “But it’s still nice.”

		Jeremy’s face flushed again. He was starting to think that red and embarrassed was now his natural appearance. There was no way to stop the inevitable now. His hips started thrusting on their own accord.

		Jo lay back and enjoyed what he was doing, gently running her hands down his back and up to his shoulders. When he took half a moment to look at her, the expression on her face wasn’t exactly boredom, but almost disinterest.

		Seeing him looking at her, Jo gave him a small smile and a quick kiss. “Fuck me,” she told him. “Fill me up.”

		There was no way of preventing that. While she had cum a couple dozen times by his wild estimation, Jeremy had been prevented from any sexual release at all. He was on edge. Thirty seconds of being in his wife’s pussy was all he needed.

		Maybe it wasn’t premature ejaculation, but he came uncommonly quick. He knew he hadn’t made her cum. Even after emptying himself into her, his balls ached. Maybe they ached from being caged and so pent up.

		He gasped and groaned as he came. Jo made little soothing sounds. “It’s okay, it’s all right. Go ahead and cum. I don’t need your cock right now.”

		Jeremy all but choked when she said that. It hurt.

		“He was better with me,” commented Melissa. “I’ve never seen him cum so fast.”

		He had all but forgotten she was there, watching. Rolling off Jo, Jeremy hid his face away. In doing so, he caught a glimpse of Eneid, who was shaking her head slowly in amusement.

		He wasn’t sure if he hated this or wanted to do it all again as soon as possible.

		“Do you still want to continue your application to join?” Eneid asked Melissa.

		“Yes. Very much so,” his occasional lover replied quickly to the matriarch of Club Taurus.

		“There are several steps of application and initiation.” When Jo started to sit up from the bed to stand up and possibly find a bathroom, Eneid placed a hand on her shoulder, keeping her in place. “You saw what Jeremy did a minute ago. Why don’t you clean up his leavings from Jo?”

		Jeremy blinked in confusion. Melissa wouldn’t do that at all. It was one thing to suck a bunch of cocks—she was a slut after all—and humiliate him in front of his wife, but it was another to actually do that. That. Clean up his cum from his wife’s pussy.

		Melissa didn’t even hesitate. She didn’t so much as glance at Jeremy. She went right to the bed and lay down between Jo’s legs to lap up the cream he had left behind.

		Jo smirked at Jeremy the entire time.

		


		Chapter 14

		“What the hell was that all about?” Jeremy asked when they finally returned home.

		“It was about me getting laid. Repeatedly.”

		“No, I mean whatever it was with Melissa. I’m not sure I like you messing around with her.”

		“I don’t think you get a say in the matter,” she all but snapped. “She wants to join Club Taurus and needs to go through the process.”

		“You didn’t have to go through any process.”

		“Because my membership—our membership—was established by Aunt Jo.”

		Jeremy sighed. “What have I gotten myself into,” he muttered as he undressed with the intention of showering. The moment his underwear came down, Jo focused on his naked cock.

		“You didn’t wear your cage home,” she mused.

		“No...”

		“I was distracted,” she said. “You should wear it all the time.”

		“What if I don’t want to?” he snapped.

		She shrugged. “I leave you and go live on my own. Probably have a few lovers.” She smirked. “Probably have more than a few lovers. Definitely not getting married again.”

		Jeremy’s jaws worked but he wasn’t able to say anything. Instead, he turned around and stalked to the bathroom, taking too much time in the shower because he was thinking.

		He came out of the shower to find the cage waiting for him on the bed where Jo was waiting patiently.

		“You want me to put that on, don’t you?”

		“Yes.”

		“Answer a question for me first and then I’ll do it.”

		“Sure.”

		“How much money exactly did you inherit from Aunt Jo?”

		She pursed her lips before answering. “Wait here,” she said and got off the bed, leaving Jeremy in the middle of the bedroom, wrapped in a towel, wondering what just happened.

		Jo returned a couple of minutes later. Jeremy hadn’t bothered to put on underwear or pajamas or anything. He was puzzled by her behavior. In her hand was a sheaf of papers. Without explanation, she flipped to a page and pointed at the figure.

		“Unbefuckingbelievable,” Jeremy blurted out when he saw the number. It wasn’t that he didn’t understand large numbers. He definitely did. He sold computer equipment that could easily range into the tens of thousands of dollars. Some sales he made were above a million dollars.

		He knew what the number meant. He just couldn’t comprehend that his wife now had that much money.

		“I don’t need you, Jer,” she told him.

		“Yeah. I get that.”

		“But I want to stay with you. I love you.”

		He looked at her. His mind still wasn’t working correctly.

		“I just need you to wear the cock cage.”

		“You don’t need me,” Jeremy managed to say.

		“That’s right. Let me put on your cage.”

		Jeremy nodded and walked to her, dropping his towel and exposing his small cock to her.

		“You’re rich,” he told her.

		“Yes.” She took his soft, small cock in her hand and started working the cage onto his manhood.

		He felt properly put in his place.

		“Do you like controlling me...and my cock?”

		“Yes,” she said easily. “Don’t you? Do you like it?”

		He was afraid to answer. He knew the answer, but he didn’t want to tell Jo.

		She slipped the curved metal shaft over his penis and then smoothly hooked the lock into the holes, joining the shaft and retaining ring. She snapped it shut with a click.

		The click was inordinately loud to Jeremy’s ears.

		“Yes, I like it,” he said obediently.

		“Good boy,” she complimented him. “I need to take a bath. A nice long soak. I’m a little sore. No sex for me for a few days. Same for you. You like wearing the cage though, so it’ll be fine for the both of us.”

		“Right,” he agreed.

		Jo kissed his little cage and stood up, letting her robe slip from her body. Naked, she felt completely safe and at ease.

		“I’m so glad we’re happy together.”

		


		Chapter 15

		It wasn’t so bad, Jeremy told himself. Yes, he had to wear a cage on his cock, but not all the time. Just when he was away from Jo and unsupervised. And at Club Taurus, of course. 

		No husbands were ever allowed in the club uncaged.

		Well, that might not have been always the case. Jeremy had no way of knowing if all of the husbands of the many women who were members of the club were always in chastity cages when they attended events as couples. Certainly when he accompanied Jo to the many parties that took place, it seemed that every man he met that was a husband, was caged just like him. And more than a few boyfriends as well. 

		He didn’t talk to the bulls all that much. A husband could have been acting as a bull for any number of reasons. Probably because at least one or two of the husbands had big cocks. Then again, all the small cocked husbands were in cages. If a husband had a big cock, it was unlikely his wife needed to be a member of Club Taurus.

		Jeremy knew he was fooling himself, but it made him feel better.

		He was afforded some measure of freedom in the club during orgies and hookups. Yes, he had to wear a cage and couldn’t wear any clothing, but he could wander around. He could have something to eat or drink. More than once he had been pulled into a scene with a curious woman. Almost always it involved eating her pussy, either in preparation to her fucking a bull or afterwards where he was expected to clean her. Either way, he didn’t mind.

		He didn’t mind being the complete submissive cuck either. He had sucked plenty of bull cock, getting them ready for horny, dominant women. In a certain way, this was a dream. Jeremy had always thought of himself as a dominant man when it came to sex, but didn’t need to be abusive or controlling. It came as a complete shock when he realized how much he liked to be submissive. The sexual thrill was fulfilling but even more so, there was an element of fun that couldn’t be found any other way.

		He just couldn’t tell anyone about his sex life. Not that he was big into bragging about his sexual conquests before all of this had happened, but to discover this side of himself and not be able to share it with anyone other than Jo was disappointing.

		On the plus side, he had never seen his wife so happy before in her life. It wasn’t just the money she had inherited. It wasn’t just the sex with random men in the club. 

		It was both of those things. Plus controlling Jeremy’s cock. They both knew that. They both got off on how their relationship was different from what anyone would expect.

		“I have a treat for you,” said a club employee who walked up to him as he watched a woman flirting with two bulls at the bar in the club’s common room. It was obvious to Jeremy that she would soon be fucking the both of them, even if they didn’t know it yet.

		Jeremy recognized the employee as Andrea, one of Eneid’s protégés. There was no reason to argue with her. Sometimes the treats promised were fun, sometimes upsetting, sometimes both. They were never dull.

		Andrea brought him back to the cinema room. With its huge screen it was essentially a private movie theater. Those in attendance could choose from any of the closed circuit televisions in the club, watching just about any of the kinky and perverted acts going on. Some club members turned off the cameras to the cinema, but most were happy to be the subjects of voyeurism. More than once Jeremy had seen his wife being railed by complete strangers. She had left him the moment they walked into the club, obviously having planned something for herself and bringing Jeremy just to torture him.

		Andrea changed the channel on the television. Instead of seeing his wife with a man, or two men, or a larger group, he saw Melissa. 

		“I didn’t realize Melissa was here tonight,” he murmured.

		“Mrs. Cartwright,” she corrected him.

		“Right. Sorry. I didn’t realize Mrs. Cartwright was here tonight.” He didn’t bother to tell Andrea that he had fucked Melissa many times under different conditions.

		He hadn’t moved his eyes from the screen. Melissa was bound to a St. Andrews cross and was completely nude. She wasn’t a member of the club yet, but Jeremy could see the writing on the wall. The club continued to use her as a fucktoy. They were looking for her limits. As far as Jeremy could tell, she had none.

		A woman and a man were standing in the room handling different whips and implements of sexual torture and pleasure. Either Melissa was in for a very good time or a very bad one. If she did well tonight it would be another step to admission.

		Then there would be two women in his life, members of the club, that knew Jeremy wore a cock cage almost all the time. 

		He remembered Jo recounting her time using a whip on a slave the club had for her amusement. Jo had enjoyed it, but it wasn’t really that sort of club. It was an option, but a special one. He wondered what was going to happen to Melissa.

		He was fine with her suffering the pleasure and pain of whips, floggers, and canes. He wanted to see her tortured. He wanted to hear her scream.

		His cock wouldn’t like it, but he would deal with that later.

		The audio was off. He couldn’t hear what the trio was saying. There was an ongoing conversation between Melissa and the other two. Judging by the way the floggers and canes were being handled and displayed, Jeremy could make a good guess what was being said.

		As Jeremy shifted uncomfortably while his cock struggled inside the cage, a thought occurred to him. “Does she know I’m watching?”

		“Of course not,” Andrea quickly told him. “Then again, anyone in the club knows they can be watched in here.”

		“Is this being recorded?”

		“Naturally. But you can’t have a copy, unless Mrs. Cartwright wants that.”

		“Who wanted me in here?” he asked her directly.

		Andrea smiled. “I’m afraid I can’t tell you that.”

		Jeremy smirked and looked back at the image on the screen. The couple was just getting to work on Melissa. The man struck her across the tits with an extremely flexible cane. At that moment Jeremy wished the audio was on. The expression on Melissa’s face was of complete surprise and shock and pain and odd triumph. Her mouth was wide open, either gasping or screaming. 

		Club Taurus didn’t skimp when it came to quality equipment. The St. Andrew’s cross was thick and heavy and didn’t move no matter how much Melissa struggled. The flogger the young woman held was of high quality leather. The young man’s cane was perfectly balanced. The camera watching the scene was the best money could buy. The television screen in front of Jeremy could show details impossible to view with an unaided eye.

		That was just a long way of saying that the streak of crimson across both of Melissa’s tits—and both nipples—was so vivid that Jeremy briefly feared she was bleeding.

		The color contrast against her skin was rather beautiful.

		Her tormentor waited a moment, letting Melissa gasp and pant and cry. Her expression eventually settled to one of joyous relief.

		“I wish I could hear her,” Jeremy murmured to himself. More than that he wished his cage was unlocked so he could jerk off.

		“You have but to ask,” said Andrea. He glanced her way and saw her manipulating not the simple remote control, but a computer tablet that had more complicated controls on it.

		On the screen the young man gave Melissa an almost taunting kiss and asked her something. She shook her head. He asked another question. This time Melissa nodded.

		“I thought you could turn on the audio,” said Jeremy.

		“Just a minute,” Andrea snapped. “It’s not a simple matter.”

		He continued to watch. The man stepped back and his companion stepped forward. She had a black leather flogger in her hand. She ran the soft falls down Melissa’s shoulders and arms before caressing her between the breasts with the device.

		Melissa shivered.

		Jeremy expected Melissa’s lovely tits to be further abused. He was delighted when they weren’t. He was thrilled that the young woman brought the flogged up between Melissa’s thighs, striking her precisely on her exposed pussy.

		Melissa screamed.

		Jeremy heard her cry through the speakers mounted next to the huge television screen.

		He only heard it for a moment before it was cut off.

		Not only was the audio cut off but the screen went to a default blue for a few seconds before it blinked to a black screen with white letters in the corner. HDMI ONE glowed steadily.

		“Oh shit,” Andrea muttered.

		“Problem?” Jeremy asked mildly.

		This wasn’t the sort of sexual frustration he had been hoping for. It was one thing to wear a chastity cage. It was another entirely to have unwanted blue balls.

		Andrea ignored him. There was some desperate tapping on the control tablet. From his seated position Jeremy could sense the woman’s rising tension. Turning around, he caught sight of her out of the corner of his eye. Sweat beaded on her forehead.

		“Fuck fuck fuck,” she cursed.

		Then Jeremy heard the alarms. He didn’t panic. He had heard those alarms before. They were the familiar beeps and trills from various pieces of equipment that had lost power or connection to their network. The sounds were coming from a couple of devices in the room, but more concerningly they were coming in through the open door of the viewing room. 

		“Something wrong with your system?” Jeremy asked mildly.

		“I have no fucking idea!” Andrea wasn’t screaming at him, but she was on the verge of panicking. “What did I do? They’re going to fucking fire me! I need this fucking job! Do you know how much they pay compared to some shit job in customer service for all the shitty insurance companies in this town?”

		“I have no idea,” Jeremy replied. This wasn’t his problem to deal with. “But whatever you did I’m sure has nothing to do with what happened to the system. A control tablet like that can’t crash a small system like this unless whoever put it together was a complete moron.” He paused for a moment. “Then again, I’ve worked with a lot of complete morons in the business.”

		“You aren’t fucking helping!” This time Andrea did scream at him. It wasn’t a full-throated scream, but her opinion on the matter was obvious.

		“I’ll just sit here quietly,” he told her. “But this fucking sucks. I was seeing the woman I used to fuck all the time get what she wanted.”

		“You’re an asshole!”

		“Language, Miss Andrea.” It wasn’t Jeremy speaking to her. It was Eneid. She walked in full of confidence and authority. The moment she said those three simple words, Andrea’s face turned bright red.

		“Sorry, ma’am,” she muttered softly. “I don’t know what happened. Everything just stopped working.”

		“I can see that. Everyone in the club tonight can see that.” She glanced at the huge viewing screen at the front of the room. “Or rather, no one can see anything. This is a huge security problem.” She seated herself at the back of the room. Jeremy turned around to watch her. 

		Eneid was dressed like a classic dominatrix. Black leather knee-high boots. Black leather pants. Black corset laced tight enough to create more cleavage than a geologist could analyze in a lifetime of splitting rocks. Her arms and shoulders were bare. Jeremy wouldn’t have been surprised if she had a whip attached to her belt, but he couldn’t see one from where he sat. Her expression was severe. Her lips were painted blood-crimson bright. She was scary and sexy at the same time.

		In front of Eneid was a keyboard and computer display. She tapped at the keys and frowned. She tapped some more. Her expression deepened. “This is not good.”

		“Any idea what’s the matter?” asked Jeremy.

		“Nothing’s working,” she snapped at him. “While I’m sure for you it just means that you don’t get to watch some bespoke porn, there are security and financial matters I need to consider.”

		“I can take a look if you want,” he offered.

		She gave him a withering glare. “Why would I do that?”

		“You want the system back up. I want to see the woman I used to fuck on the regular get off to some twisted BDSM fantasy.”

		Eneid considered his offer for a moment. 

		“I’ve already called our tech support. They’re very good.”

		“It’s after nine on Friday night,” Jeremy said. “While I’m sure the extra charge for late-night on-site support doesn’t bother this place, you’re going to get some bottom of the rung tech who might not keep his mouth shut, if you know what I mean. And he is probably going to take his time to milk the bonus for the emergency call.”

		“And you know all of this because...”

		“I’m in the biz,” he said. “I’m not a front-line tech, but I know my way around a keyboard. Really, what do you have to lose?”

		Eneid stood up and gestured to the chair and keyboard. “Be my guest. If we can’t fix this shortly, we’ll have to send people home. That’s not what they want.”

		It was odd to be sitting in an office chair in front of a keyboard while wearing nothing but his cock cage, but it was hardly the weirdest thing that Jeremy had done recently. 

		“I see you use our competitor,” he said as he tapped the keys and scanned the information available. 

		“Perhaps we’ll have to consider and upgrade and switch to someone more reliable.”

		“Don’t judge my company on my troubleshooting skills,” he said. “I’m in sales.”

		“You aren’t inspiring confidence in me,” Eneid said.

		A series of people started rushing in and out of the room, bringing concerns to Eneid who either dismissed the employee for the moment or gave simple directives. 

		“Should I reboot the servers?” asked a man who looked too young to be working at Club Taurus, but he wore a black t-shirt and jeans. It seemed unlikely he was dealing directly with clients.

		“Don’t do that,” Jeremy told him. “Problem’s not in the servers. Something else is going on.”

		“How do you know—”

		“Leave us,” Eneid ordered him.

		Jeremy worked as quickly as he could. It didn’t seem to be a major problem but if they started rebooting everything it could take hours before the problem was resolved.

		“You blew a fuse,” he said.

		“I’m perfectly in control of my emotions,” Eneid told him in a withering tone.

		“No. There’s a fuse in one of the wireless repeaters. It’s causing a cascade of problems because the repeater keeps trying to reactivate, but the fuse, like I said, is blown. I know it’s not actually a fuse. It’s a circuit breaker, but not a real circuit breaker. Do you want me to give it to you...in more technical language?”

		Eneid was unamused. “Can you fix it?”

		“Already done.” Jeremy tapped a few more keys. “Repeater A6171 for the tech who’ll have to swap it out. I have no idea where it is, but your system is up and working again. Might have some slow speeds on certain functions, but you should be good until a tech can show up when it’s less busy here.”

		Even as he spoke, the television in front of the room came to life. Melissa was still bound to the cross. The worried look on her face had nothing to do with the two people who were supposed to be menacing her. 

		Slowly the alarms sounding through the club quieted down.

		“Could you tell those two to really give it to Mrs. Cartwright? I want to see her suffer.”

		“You seem to have an ax to grind with her,” Eneid observed as she sent her underlings scurrying out of the room with instructions to give all the guests whatever they wanted for the rest of the night if only to make up for the small bit of lost time.

		“Not really. But she laughed at my chastity cage when...well, I suppose that’s what this place is all about.”

		“Not all that it’s about,” Eneid said mildly. “But we are in your debt.”

		“I don’t suppose you’ll take off my cage so I can jerk off to her?” he asked.

		Eneid shook her head. “Sorry. No. You’ll have to ask your wife.”

		“Any idea where she is?”

		Eneid was unable to stop herself. “Let’s check in on her, shall we?”

		“Sounds good.” Jeremy resettled himself in one of the comfortable chairs as Eneid switched the channel.

		The image that popped into view took Jeremy a moment to understand. He was used to watching a variety of porn. He wasn’t exactly sure what to expect his wife was doing. A couple of guys at the same time? Maybe whipping an older man wearing a chastity cage like his own. Perhaps she wanted to give a blowjob in the glory hole room. 

		None of that was what he saw.

		It took him a moment to recognize his wife’s ass. She was naked and face down on a bed. She wasn’t getting fucked from behind by some bull with a huge cock. She wasn’t blowing a pretty boy’s manhood. 

		No. She was face down between the thighs of a beautiful woman, eating her pussy.

		“Hmm. I never would have guessed that your wife was a carpet muncher,” Eneid said nastily.

		Jeremy wasn’t upset. He wanted to watch his wife eat another woman’s pussy.

		He would have been happy to see his wife debauch herself in any manner she wanted.

		


		Chapter 16

		“Are you going to tell me about it?” he asked on their drive home.

		As always when leaving Club Taurus, Jo had a vaguely blissful expression on her face. And as always, Jeremy was in charge of driving. He shifted uncomfortably. His cock, not the car. The car shifted smoothly under its own direction.

		“Tell you about what?”

		“About what you did at the club.”

		“Had sex,” she answered cagily, a small smile still on her lips.

		“With who?” he pressed, knowing he was taking a risk. 

		“Didn’t catch the name.” She cannily avoided the use of a pronoun.

		“Was it good?”

		“Always.”

		“Did you notice the cameras went out?” he asked her.

		“Didn’t notice, but one of the club staff told me about it. Did it interrupt your viewing of Melissa?” She licked her lips, teasing him. 

		“You were the one to set me up to watch her,” he accused.

		“Maybe...”

		He was certain she did that because she didn’t want him seeing her with another woman. 

		“Thanks,” he said.

		“What did she do for you?” Jo continued to probe.

		“She didn’t do anything for me. She was doing it for herself, as far as I could tell.”

		“So what did she do for...herself?”

		“She was tied to a cross and had two staff members beating her with a cane and flogger. At least, I think they were staff...”

		“Hot,” was Jo’s comment. “Did she enjoy it?”

		“Yeah, as far as I could tell.”

		“Good. I’ll see if I can get a copy of the video. I’ll let you watch it. Maybe I’ll let you beat off to it...”

		“I didn’t know how to check to see if the video from tonight was lost,” Jeremy mused aloud.

		“Oh. Right. The outage you were talking about.”

		“I’d rather see the video of you eating the pussy of whoever it was you were with tonight. What was her name?”

		Jo froze for just a second. Jeremy was looking forward but he could easily imagine her blushing. 

		“Jackie,” she breezily said. “I’m sure that’s not her real name. Just the name she uses at the club.”

		“Did you...did you like it?” Jeremy asked, anxious to know.

		“Oh honey...you don’t need to know that.” Up to that moment it seemed like Jo had been on the verge of drifting off to sleep, but now she was wide awake. Jeremy kept glancing at her out of the corner of his eye. Her hand landed on his lap. She squeezed. “Are you already hard for me?” she asked.

		“That’s my cage.”

		“Oh. Right. You have to wear a chastity cage because your wife is a big slut who is part of a very exclusive club and if you want to fuck her you have to wear it. She takes it off only when you’ve been a good boy and deserve it.” Jo eyed him. “Were you a good boy tonight?”

		“I got the security system back up when Eneid was panicking.” It wasn’t the complete truth, but it was close enough.

		“Huh. So you were a good boy,” she decided. “You deserve a reward.”

		He was about to ask what his reward would be, if he could fuck her when they got home, but she moved too fast for him. Suddenly Jo’s face was in his lap and she was tugging at the zipper to his pants, trying to free his cock. 

		It had been years since Jeremy had received road head. That had been with a college girlfriend and it was borderline disastrous because the idea was hotter than the execution. Him having a small cock didn’t help her effort either.

		Jeremy allowed Jo to play around and eventually she got his cock out of his pants, but it was still in the cage.

		“Oh. Right. You can’t fuck me. You’re caged.”

		“You knew this,” he said.

		“I did. I sure hope that I remembered to bring your key with me...or do we have one at home?”

		“I’m sure there’s one at home,” said Jeremy, but her just asking the question was enough to spike his anxiety. He wanted the thing off, even if he just jerked off in the bathroom, that would be good enough. He didn’t need head from his wife. Or sex with his wife. Or anything with Melissa. He just needed the cage off.

		They were almost home. She sat up, her bemused smile still on her lips, but she didn’t put his cock back into his pants.

		When he parked the car in the garage he started to tuck everything back into place, but Jo stopped him. 

		“You need to walk into the house with your cock out.”

		“Okay...but why? No one is going to see.” They had a garage more than large enough for both their vehicles along with a lot of extra storage space. The garage was part of their house, no one would see him walking into the house. Their house was far from the street and it was late at night; there was no one to see him.

		“Because submissive little boys should always have their cocks out,” said Jo. She got out of the car and walked confidently to the interior door.

		Jeremy could have put his cock away and zipped up and Jo never would have known.

		He left it out anyway, walking with some caution to the door, following his wife.

		She was well ahead of him. It took Jeremy some time to find Jo. She was in their bedroom, already undressed down to a simple satin teddy that she had worn under her dress, laying on her side in the bed.

		“Stop,” she told him. Her eyes flicked to his exposed cock. “Undress.”

		Jeremy did so and stood before his wife, exposed, displaying his cock and cage. He was used to having his nethers completely shaved all the time. Except for the occasional itching, he rather liked the smooth texture.

		“It’s so small,” she observed.

		“I’m soft,” he explained.

		“Even when you are hard...”

		“Still bigger than anything your Jackie was packing.”

		“Did you watch everything I did with her?” Jo was hinting at something.

		“No...”

		“So you didn’t see the dildo we played with?”

		“No...”

		“And the strapon?”

		“No...”

		Abruptly Jo shifted her position on the bed, spreading her legs, letting the teddy ride up her hips, exposing her pussy to Jeremy.

		“I have a clean pussy tonight,” she told him. “No cum from a man. That’s a definite plus to fucking a woman.” She paused and took a breath. “Dive in. I want to know if you are better at eating pussy than Jackie.”

		“I’ve eaten you out before,” he said as he climbed on the bed. “You should already know.”

		Jo started to close her legs. “Well, if that’s your attitude—”

		He used his arms to keep her legs spread wide and pressed his face to her well-manicured pussy. Her scent was strong but there wasn’t a hint of a man’s scent on her body. Her pussy was bright pink and glistening.

		He licked and tasted her. She shivered when he found her clit and sucked on it. Presently he settled into his usual cunnilingus routine, but he did so with great enthusiasm, determined to prove that no hired tart at Club Taurus was better at worshiping his wife’s cunt than he was.

		She moaned and sighed softly. Jeremy was used to coming to his wife’s pussy second-hand. She was well-used tonight. He had missed seeing Jackie eat out Jo. He wished he could have seen that.

		He continued working on her for a few minutes before, eventually, Jo pushed his face away from her.

		“What?”

		“I’m not going to cum from your mouth,” she told him. “Where’s my vibrator?”

		Jo had several. She kept them in a dresser drawer across the room, not in the nightstand where it was easy at hand. Jeremy scuttled across the room, found one of the vibrators, and quickly returned, giving it to Jo.

		She considered making him return it to get a different one, but she wasn’t that picky and that would only delay the orgasm that was just out of reach at the moment.

		Jo thumbed the power button and the device buzzed to life. She plunged it into her hole and let out a long moan before starting to pump it in and out of herself. It only took a minute before Jo got another climax for the evening.

		Fulfilled, Jo shut it off and tossed the vibrator aside onto the bed.

		“Fuck I needed that,” she sighed. “Fingers and tongues are all well and good, but I like to be penetrated.” She opened her eyes and looked at Jeremy who had been watching her politely, silently. Her eyes flicked to his cage. It was full, his cock swelling. She tilted her head to the side.

		“A dildo is nice,” she allowed, “but I do prefer a cock. I don’t think I could be a lesbian. I like cock too much.”

		“If you take my cage off—” Jeremy started to suggest.

		Jo cut him off. “I wondered how long it would take you to start begging.”

		“I wasn’t begging!”

		“You want to fuck me,” she said.

		“Of course I do! I can’t remember the last time we—”

		“It was five days ago,” she cut him off again. “The cage is making you stupid. You’re obsessed with getting laid.”

		“Said by the woman who gets to fuck multiple men—and women—whenever she wants.”

		Jo grinned. “I know. And I love it. And you love it too. You don’t have to keep that cage on your cock. You could say no and walk away at any point.”

		He started to speak, but fell silent. 

		He hated the cage.

		He loved the cage. 

		It was so frustrating, but it made sex so much better.

		“I hate it and love it,” he said softly, sadly.

		“I know,” she sympathized with him. “But I do love you wearing it. Fuck but it makes sex intense.” She bit her bottom lip. “Okay. Let’s take it off. You aren’t going to take forever to cum, are you? I’m tired.”

		“I’m so turned on it’ll probably take me all of ten seconds to cum,” he promised.

		“Let’s see,” she said.

		Interestingly, she retrieved his keys from the nightstand drawer. He knew there were several sets. He knew he could take off the cage at any time. He didn’t. This was part of the game. This was part of the fun. It was twisted and wrong, but he played along anyway.

		Getting unlocked was almost as exciting as the memory of the first time he had sex. Jo was an accomplished hand now. Springing the lock and taking off the cage and ring was done almost without thought.

		Jeremy started to panic when his cock didn’t immediately start to get hard. Either Jo took pity on him or she was interested in proving her heterosexuality after fucking a woman, and she leaned in, taking his cock in her mouth.

		He moaned at the warmth that surrounded his cock. She knew what he liked in a blowjob, but that wasn’t terribly complex: he liked it however he could get it.

		The fellatio lasted less than a minute, then she judged he was more than hard enough and scrambled back on the bed, spreading her legs once again.

		“Prove you’re a real man,” she told him.

		He was on her in the blink of an eye. He didn’t fumble at all when he slipped his cock into her. She was tempted to tell him she couldn’t feel him inside her at all, but it wasn’t the truth.

		And she didn’t really have time. He was in love with her and her pussy. He had been denied it for too long—though it wasn’t very long at all—and he only pumped her for a few seconds before his orgasm was upon him.

		He didn’t want it to be so fast, but it was inevitable. There was no way to prevent it.

		Jo laughed at him. “That’s it?” she chortled as he continued to moan and gasp at the way his climax had completely caught him by surprise. He loved it, but he hated it as well. Even with the cage off, he had no real control over his cock any longer.

		“Uh-huh. Yeah. Sorry,” he panted.

		“It’s okay. Maybe you’ll do better next time.”

		“I’m sorry,” he apologized. 

		“Don’t worry. I have other lovers who are better than you in bed.”

		Her words stung. 

		He savored the abuse.

		


		Chapter 17

		With his cock caged by Jo, Jeremy found it easier to focus at work. He wasn’t constantly looking for his next sexual conquest. He could focus on sales entirely. It was odd. He had always equated work with sex, confirmation of his value in the world as being able to make money and bed women.

		He didn’t think about his hidden desires to further explore sex with men. He knew there were plenty of men who would happily accept a blowjob from him and not ask for anything more. Hell, they’d reward him with some extra purchases at his urging. 

		Jeremy wasn’t sure he wanted to go that route.

		On the plus side, he was able to make more money than ever before. This made him feel good. He had to spend more time in the office and less in hotels having sex, but he could get sex—strange sex—from his wife and at Club Taurus. (Sort of.)

		It felt good to clean out his email inbox. Maybe not as good as sex, but there was a certain satisfaction to deleting a bunch of outdated communications and replying to more that would make him even more money.

		He almost hated it when a new email suddenly popped up.

		Jeremy opened it immediately, wanting to keep his perfectly empty inbox clean.

		The email came from a generic business address, but that didn’t surprise him. The subject line said For Jeremy Patton. It had just one line of text in the message. For your eyes only.

		There were two video files attached.

		He clicked the first one and waited impatiently for it to start.

		When it did, he was glad his success in sales afforded him a private office.

		It was the video of Melissa on the cross getting whipped and caned by the two pretty club staff members. 

		He should have been upset that someone sent him porn at his work email. It was bespoke porn, and he appreciated that, but it was still porn. He was reasonably certain viewing pornography on company equipment was a violation of company policy outlined in the employee handbook. 

		Jeremy found he didn’t care.

		He watched the video.

		It was good. Not great, but good.

		The beginning featured the two employees happily stripping Melissa and binding her to the cross. She didn’t resist. She wanted it to happen. He had the audio volume low so no one could hear what he was listening to, which was a disappointment because he wanted to know what they were saying. He only got snatches of the conversation which seemed to be them discussing what they were going to do to her.

		Then the video got to the part that he had viewed live. Then there was a glitch for the time the computer equipment at Club Taurus went down, a few seconds of silence with a black screen, and then the video abruptly resumed, jumping forward in time. The participants realized everything was back and operating and resumed their torture of Melissa.

		Melissa took her odd pleasure in the torment of her body. Jeremy found her cries and struggles to be a turn on. His cock started to stir inside the cage. He knew the smart thing to do would be to turn off the video and watch it at a more appropriate time, when Jo unlocked him.

		He ignored good sense and continued watching.

		From the way Melissa’s body shook, it was obvious she had just cum.

		Jeremy was glad that he had kept watching. The young woman tormenting and pleasuring Melissa put down the flogger she had been using and walked up to Melissa. The two women kissed and the unnamed woman slipped her hand between Melissa’s legs, playing with her pussy.

		It wasn’t torture, but something else. The girl made Melissa cum again while the man looked on, stroking his cock that he had pulled out. He held off, not cumming.

		“Are you ready to get down?” the young woman asked. This audio came through clearly and Jeremy leaned in to hear everything from the computer’s tinny speaker. 

		“Uh-huh,” Melissa panted.

		“Do you like sucking cock?”

		“Uh-huh.”

		“I’ll only let you down if you suck his cock.”

		Melissa nodded, quickly agreeing.

		She was quickly untied and then forced down to her knees. The man shoved his cock into her face and she happily, willingly, started fellating him.

		Her skills agreed with the youth. That and maybe he got off on abusing her body for sexual pleasure. He didn’t last terribly long under her oral attention. When he indicated he was about to cum, she kept her lips wrapped around his cock head.

		That wasn’t good enough for him. He pulled out and said something Jeremy couldn’t make out. Melissa’s hand pumped his shaft and a few seconds later, he shot his load onto her face. The first spurt landed in her hair, the second on her forehead, the rest on her cheeks and nose.

		“You look pretty,” the girl told Melissa.

		“Thank you.” Melissa grinned with an odd expression.

		The girl knelt down next to Melissa and stuck out her tongue, licking up the man’s spunk. She didn’t swallow it. Instead she kissed Melissa, passing the gooey treat along to the woman that Jeremy had once thought of as his lover.

		Melissa didn’t complain. Melissa eagerly participated. The two exchanged kisses until her face was clean.

		He was disappointed when the video abruptly ended. Jeremy had expected something more. 

		Checking the time and the door and that there wasn’t an urgent issue he had to address, Jeremy cautiously clicked on the second video. 

		He had been hoping that it would be a continuation of Melissa with the two staff members. Instead, what he got was Jo in bed with the other woman.

		Jo had identified her as Jackie. Jeremy now had the opportunity to take a much closer look at the mystery woman. She wasn’t young, though she was attractive. Jeremy had a practiced eye for women of all ages and stages of beauty. He had been a guest of Jo at Club Taurus enough times now that he could generally tell by a quick glance if the woman in question was a member of the club or a staff member. This Jackie was too old to be a staff member that actively worked in the intimate arts. 

		His wife had actively sought out another woman, a club member, to have sex with.

		Jeremy didn’t know how he felt about that realization. It was one thing for her to experiment with lesbian sex, but it was another to know that she wanted it. Jeremy shoved aside the idea that he was a walking contradiction for being forced to suck dick and then liking it. Seeing his wife with a woman who made her happy unsettled him. Jeremy didn’t have anything against lesbian sex—it was one of his favorite genres of porn!—but when confronted with it in front of his own eyes, he was confused.

		The two had to have been aware of the cameras watching them. They were club members. Whoever edited the video switched back and forth between the two cameras that were recording the room. There was very little that was hidden from their digital eyes.

		It started off like any softcore lesbian porn video of two fully clothed and attractive women kissing and then undressing each other before one of them went down on the other. Jeremy liked it when Jackie spent a lot of time sucking on Jo’s tits, pinching her nipples, and caressing her ass.

		But it was Jo who got down between the other woman’s legs first. For two middle-aged women they were both still in good shape, maybe with a few larger curves, but that didn’t hurt either one of them.

		Jeremy was surprised at how eagerly Jo went after Jackie’s pussy. There was no hesitation, no reluctance. She used the whole of her face and her fingers before getting Jackie off. 

		These two didn’t talk while they had sex. However, Jackie was loud with her moans and cries as she orgasmed.

		Once she had gotten off, Jackie took charge, getting off the bed and retrieving a strapon harness with a large dildo from elsewhere in the room. This didn’t surprise Jeremy, though he would have liked to see Jo get her pussy eaten first.

		It was when Jackie was getting the strapon ready that the computer glitch occurred. There was a jump in the video, though he wondered if the anonymous editor had removed a bit of dialogue that he was supposed to hear, and suddenly Jackie was on top of Jo, fucking her with the girlcock, like Jackie was a man. 

		The straps to the harness around Jackie’s hips served to enhance her ass, the way it shook while she fucked Jo. Jeremy liked watching that. He shifted his cock uncomfortably in his pants. It was still contained by the cage though he didn’t want it to be.

		The women changed positions. Jo went to her hands and knees so that Jackie could fuck her from behind. Jeremy wondered if Jo was taking it up the ass. The video wasn’t so good that he could tell. Jo liked anal every once in a while, but it was rare. Maybe she wanted everything possible from Jackie.

		Jeremy guessed they weren’t doing anal when Jo started rocking back and forth, meeting Jackie’s every thrust. Jackie slapped Jo’s ass. They were both having a good time. Jeremy couldn’t imagine that what they were doing would get Jackie off, but even so seemed to enjoy it all.

		Eventually Jo came again and told Jackie to stop. When she did, she removed the strapon harness and then—finally!—Jo slid down the other woman’s body and ate her pussy.

		Jeremy wasn’t sure if he was disturbed or turned on by watching his wife do that. His cock was sure he was enjoying it. 

		He was starting to hate his cock.

		But still, he wanted it freed.

		Unlike the other video, this one faded to black when Jo was done with Jackie’s pussy and crawled up her body to give the other woman a kiss.

		Jeremy stared at the screen for a long time after the video ended.

		Then he jumped up from his desk, grabbed his jacket, and all but ran out of the office.

		Half an hour later he was home. He was lucky. Jo was there. She wasn’t waiting for him, but she was willing to listen to him. He wasn’t sure if he had caught her in the middle of something or not. It didn’t matter.

		When he was done with his story, she said, “So who sent you the videos?”

		“I have no idea. Can we take off my cage? I want to fuck you.”

		She smirked at him. “Watching porn of your wife turns you on and you think I’ll just take off your cage?”

		“I was hoping...”

		“Maybe I wanted to stick to sex with women for a while...”

		“Are you serious?” Jeremy was shocked. 

		“Yes. Why not? Club Taurus has given me the ability to explore who I am. I’d like to explore sex with women a little bit. After all, I’ve been having sex with men all my life. Time to branch out.”

		“Are you serious?” Jeremy repeated.

		Jo rolled her eyes. “Jesus. Yes. I just told you yes. I’ve sworn off men in the immediate future.”

		“For how long?” His anxiety was through the roof.

		“Until I want to have a cock again.” She was cool in her explanation.

		“So...I don’t get to have sex again...ever?”

		“I didn’t say that.”

		“Then...why am I wearing a cock cage for you!?”

		Jo smiled. “Because I like the idea of controlling your cock.”

		“And I can’t take it off ever again?”

		“No, no, no. Though I like that idea as well. But we can take it off right now.”

		“And have sex?”

		She laughed at him. “No. Don’t be ridiculous. I’ll take it off and watch while you beat off. Then it goes back on.”

		“That’s...” He wasn’t sure how to finish that thought.

		“That’s the best deal you’re going to get.”

		Jeremy nodded, giving in to her game.

		He had jerked off in front of Jo before. He was willing to do it again.

		He was just scared of what was going to happen to him after that.

		“Wait here for me.” 

		Jo got the key from their bedroom while he quickly undressed in the living room. They hadn’t ever had sex in the living room and now he was going to jerk off for her.

		As much as he hated it, Jeremy was starting to love his new, twisted life.

		Once he was freed of the hated (and loved) cage, Jo gave his cock and balls a quick inspection.

		“You need to shave,” she told him. Jo didn’t release her grip on him. He liked that, he liked her being in control of him that way.

		“I know. I’ll do it when I shower.”

		“Hmm. I don’t know if I like you in the shower unsupervised.” She looked up at him with a smile. She was seated on the living room couch while he stood in front of her, naked. He liked this dynamic as well.

		“I’ll let you watch, of course.”

		“But do I want to watch you?” she mused. “Maybe I should hire someone to supervise you when you’re out of your cage.”

		The obvious answer was that Jo should be monitoring his genitals at all times. Just that thought caused a shiver to run up his spine. The next thought was that she certainly had the money to hire someone to be his minder, but then again, that’s what the cage was supposed to be for. While the idea of wearing a cage 24/7 for the next forty years of his life was thrilling, he knew it wasn’t realistic. 

		Who would be his minder? A stranger? A man or a woman? Both excited him. His cock started to rise. He hadn’t touched himself. Jo still had a grip on him but she wasn’t masturbating him. Not yet.

		“Oh. You like that idea, don’t you?” she asked him, teasing.

		“If that’s what you want,” he said as noncommittally as possible.

		“Hmm.” She massaged his balls, not roughly, but taking stock of what she considered her property. “It’s tempting, but I think it’s something more for your enjoyment than mine. You do have a pretty cock, though. I’m sure you’d like to show it off to all sorts of people, wouldn’t you?”

		She twisted his sack, not hard, but just firmly enough to keep his attention focused.

		“Uh...yeah. That sounds great.”

		Jo tried to stifle her smile. “I’m sure it does. Would you like a blowjob?” she asked, leaning in.

		Jeremy’s eyes lit up. “Yes! Please!”

		Pursing her lips, Jo literally blew some cool air on his cock, causing another shiver to run up his spine, this one much more uncomfortable than the last. It wasn’t the blowjob that he wanted.

		“Jerk off for me,” she said firmly, leaning back on the couch. “I’m done with dick for the moment.”

		It should have been more difficult than it was. The whole setup was odd with him naked and her dressed and watching with disinterest. But he was already mostly erect and she wanted him to do it.

		Getting a fantasy going in his mind was easy. He didn’t even have to tell her what it was. He wasn’t going to tell her what it was. All Jeremy had to do was close his eyes, pump his fist up and down on his cock.

		“Very good,” Jo murmured, watching him. “Make it quick. I don’t have all day.”

		Her telling him to hurry up should have slowed down the whole process. It didn’t.

		“I’m close,” he moaned softly.

		“Cum,” she told him. 

		Jeremy had been facing her but now turned so when he popped off, he wouldn’t cum on her.

		“Don’t turn,” Jo admonished him. “Cum on me. I don’t want to be married to a man who can’t cum and shoot his load. I don’t want it dribbling out!”

		Not knowing what to do, Jeremy just continued on. A few more pumps of his fist and he was over the edge, cumming hard. He had never done anything like this before with Jo.

		His load landed on Jo, exactly as she had intended. They were only a few feet apart but Jeremy was thrilled—and horrified—to see that he reached her this way.

		The thick white fluid hit Jo on the neck first, the second spurt hit her dress above her breasts, as did the third spurt. The last few dribbles landed on her lap, on the skirt of the dress. 

		Strangely, Jo wasn’t upset by his soiling her dress. If anything, she was thrilled with the outcome.

		“I see you’re still in good working order,” she said, wiping the cum from her neck and onto her dress. Jeremy was relieved she didn’t make him eat it. Though he would have if she had asked.

		“Yeah. Why did you want me to cum on you?” he asked, his curiosity too strong to resist.

		Jo ignored his question. “Go shower. Go shave. I’m going to trust that you don’t need to cum again right away. You aren’t going to jerk off in the shower, are you?”

		“No, ma’am,” he said quickly with a wry grin. 

		She gave him a glare, but let him go.

		Jeremy couldn’t wait to see what other humiliations she cooked up for him.

		


		Chapter 18

		“You saw what?!” Melissa wasn’t just annoyed. She was angry.

		They were having lunch at one of the many small restaurants that catered to the lunchtime business crowd. Jeremy knew from experience it took all of three minutes to walk to the closest hotel and grab a room for the afternoon. He had done it before with her.

		He wasn’t going to be doing it today.

		He was wearing his cock cage.

		That didn’t stop him from having sexual thoughts and divulging too many details about Club Taurus to Melissa. 

		“I saw you getting beaten by the attractive couple at the club,” he said, not at all worried about the people around them listening in. “You really seemed to like the flogger. She was pretty.”

		“How the fuck did you see that?” she demanded.

		“The club sent me a video,” he answered blandly, as if it were completely expected.

		“A video!?”

		“Uh...you weren’t aware that they record absolutely everything?”

		“I thought they would delete those after...whatever.”

		“Do you want to see the video?” Jeremy magnanimously offered.

		“No!”

		“Okay.”

		“No. Wait. Do you have it? With you, I mean.”

		“Yes. On my phone.”

		Melissa rolled her eyes. “I didn’t think you had a film projector in your pocket.” Closing her eyes for a moment, she finally said, “Let me see it.”

		Jeremy cued up the video and passed her his phone, making sure to turn down the volume so it could barely be heard.

		Melissa only watched the video for a couple of minutes before she passed it back to him. “I don’t like watching videos on tiny screens.”

		“It looks better on a bigger screen,” Jeremy agreed.

		Stifling a groan of frustration, Melissa asked, “Did you watch it on a bigger screen?”

		“Yes.”

		“With Jo?”

		He hesitated. “No. But she knows. And I’m sure she could see it if she wants.”

		“Great. I’m a porn actress.”

		“Unless someone already knows you, there’s no way to tell if it's really you.”

		She pointed at her phone screen. “I just saw it. It was clearly me.”

		“I’m sure most viewers wouldn’t be looking at your face. Club Taurus is, oddly, pretty ethical and strict. I bet I’m the only one, other than the club, that has a copy of the video.”

		“You aren’t making me feel any better.”

		“I’m still wearing my cock cage,” he told her. 

		“That’s supposed to make me feel better? Fuck. If I was getting laid right now I’d feel better, but you’re making it worse.”

		“We can have sex,” he offered as he trailed his fork through the remains of his meal, “but my cock isn’t going to be part of it. Fingers and tongue only.”

		“I like to be pounded,” she told him, almost contemptuously. “You should know that.”

		He smiled at her. “You do like the D.” He frowned. “Unlike my wife.”

		That caught her attention. “Trouble in chastity paradise?” Melissa asked.

		“Not exactly...”

		“Tell me,” Melissa ordered.

		Jeremy sighed. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to keep this a secret or tell everyone. It was horrible and wonderful at the same time. “Jo is taking a break from men right now.”

		“What’s that supposed to mean?”

		“She wants to explore her lesbian side.”

		Melissa snickered. “Hot. Huh. I bet you’d like to see me and her fuck, wouldn’t you?”

		“Uh...”

		“She’s sort of cute too, for an older woman.”

		“She’s the same age as you!”

		“There’s nothing wrong with older women,” Melissa confirmed. “So how are you going to hold up?”

		“I’m in a fucking chastity cage. I’ll be fine. I’ll have to be.” He desperately thought to pivot the subject to something—anything—else. “So when do you get to be a full-fledged member of Club Taurus?”

		“Whenever they say. Every week I get invited there to do...something.”

		“Like getting tied to a cross so you can live out your every BDSM fantasy?”

		“That wasn’t my idea. And I don’t like the fact that they recorded it.”

		“What does your husband think of all this?”

		That question caught Melissa short. “He...”

		Jeremy waited expectantly. “Yes?” he prompted her.

		“He doesn’t really know.”

		Jeremy sniggered. “I bet you Liam knows you’ve been cheating on him.”

		“He doesn’t.”

		“Right.”

		“I cover my tracks carefully.”

		“Of course.”

		“You’re mocking me.”

		“No. Not at all.”

		Melissa glared at him, looked down at her plate, and then shoved it away in anger. “I’m never going to be a member of Club Taurus.”

		“Why not? Too expensive?”

		She scoffed at him. “Hell no.”

		“Not your scene?”

		She smirked. “I’ll repeat: hell no.”

		“The mean girls won’t let you join?”

		“No.”

		“Then what is it?” He wasn’t all that invested in Melissa being part of the club, but he was curious about the status of her membership application.

		“I have to do something before they’ll let me be a full member. Until then...I have to keep doing these humiliating things. Fun things, but humiliating.”

		“Yeah. What do they have you doing next?”

		“I have to get fucked on stage in the main hall of the club.”

		Jeremy shrugged. “That doesn’t sound so bad. Don’t tell me that you’re too shy. I bet in your heart you’re an exhibitionist.”

		“Yeah, yeah. I’m fine with getting fucked in front of a crowd. They want me to do anal.”

		“You don’t like anal?” He was puzzled. “Wait. We did that at least once, didn’t we? Maybe more than once?”

		“I’m fine with anal.”

		“So what’s the problem?”

		“I’ll have to keep doing these things...”

		“Yes.”

		“Unless I bring in my husband and have him watch me while I fuck around with another man...or woman...or group.”

		“So do it.”

		“And in case you’ve forgotten, Liam doesn’t know about my...extracurricular activities.”

		“I’m sure he does...and maybe doesn’t care. Or maybe he is oblivious.”

		Melissa ignored everything that Jeremy said. “I actually considered telling him so I could join.”

		“What’s stopping you?”

		She swirled the straw to her drink through the ice in the glass. “He has to do it wearing a chastity cage. Like all the other boyfriends and husbands.”

		“Oh. Huh. I didn’t know that was part of an initiation for Jo, or whatever.”

		“While maybe Liam would be okay knowing that I’ve been...unfaithful—I’m pretty damn sure he’s fucked other women—I also pretty damn sure he’s not cool with chastity.”

		“Only in the club,” said Jeremy.

		“Huh?”

		“It’s only required in the club. Of husbands and boyfriends,” he added.

		She paused. “I knew that. So why do you and Jo do it all the time?”

		“She likes it.”

		“She likes being in charge of your cock, doesn’t she?”

		“Yes.”

		“You like it too.”

		“Yes.”

		“Maybe you could convince Liam to try it out. I mean, if it’s just at the club...”

		“You want me, a virtual stranger, to approach your husband, and convince him that he needs to try out wearing a chastity cage on his cock so his wife can join a sex club that’s exclusively for women. Oh and hi, by the way, my name is Jeremy and I’ve been fucking your wife on and off for the past few years. She’s a slut.”

		Melissa nodded and smiled. “Yes. Just like that. And show him your cage. I think that’ll work.”

		“Are you insane?”

		Dropping her face to her hands, elbows propped on the table, Melissa moaned in frustration. “Yes. But I really want to join the club. I just have to upend my life to make it work.”

		“I can’t imagine a scenario where that would work,” said Jeremy.

		“I can,” said Melissa.

		“Do tell.”

		She did.

		“Liam, I just want you to know I’ve been having sex with other men.”

		They were all drunk.

		Liam giggled. He was, at least, a happy drunk. “With this guy?” He jerked a thumb at Jeremy. He clearly didn’t believe what his wife had just said.

		“Yes. But you don’t need to worry. He’s no threat to you.”

		Jo looked on, bemused. They were in Melissa and Liam’s house, having way too many drinks before the dinner that had been ordered in. Melissa had told the other woman her plan; Jo was skeptical but interested.

		“How’s that?” asked Liam. “And I know you’ve been fucking other men. I’ve been fucking other women.”

		“Now the truth comes out,” commented Jo. “In vino veritas.”

		Jeremy wished they had done this in public. Any bar, any restaurant. He wasn’t by nature a violent person. What little he knew of Liam seemed to hint the man wasn’t violent either, but one never knew.

		The drinking had been Melissa’s plan. She was confident she knew her husband more than well enough.

		Melissa had invited Jo and Jeremy over for drinks and dinner under the guise of a work colleague visiting. 

		Liam focused on Jo. Mostly focused. His eyes were blurry with too much alcohol. “I did terrible when I took Latin in college.”

		“I fucked my Latin tutor,” said Jo.

		That caused Liam to laugh and he looked back at Jeremy. “She gets around,” he commented about Jeremy’s wife.

		Jeremy nodded. “She’s a bit of a slut. But it’s fun to watch her fuck other men.”

		Liam laughed for a long moment. No one else was laughing. It took him far too long to realize no one was joking. “What the fuck? Are you serious?”

		Everyone remained silent, sharing guilty glances.

		Abruptly Liam focused, mostly and with bleary eyes, on his wife. “You’ve actually fucked him?”

		It was hard to tell if Liam was angry or on the verge of tears at the betrayal.

		“I just said I did, dear,” she said firmly. “Don’t play the game like you’re the victim. How many women have you fucked since we got married?”

		Her answer was direct and blunt. She was much less drunk than everyone else in the living room. Jeremy looked at the table and empty wine glasses. Melissa’s was nearly full.

		Liam didn’t answer his wife. “What the fuck,” he breathed.

		“I was also serious about him not being a threat to you, Liam,” Melissa continued. 

		“How’s that, exactly?” He was angry. He would have been happier if he and Melissa had continued their relationship lying to each other about having sex with others.

		“Show him, Jer,” Melissa ordered.

		“Uh...here? Now?”

		The two women rolled their eyes together. “Yes, hon. That’s why we’re all here,” said Jo.

		“I thought we were here for drinks and dinner,” Jeremy muttered.

		“Just do it,” said Jo. “Let’s get this over with.”

		Jeremy grimaced and stood up. He didn’t want to do this, but he had found out that often things he didn’t want to do, he wound up enjoying.

		Liam looked at him with confusion. Then Liam abruptly sat up and protested. “Hey! What are you doing?”

		Jeremy had unzipped his pants when Liam started complaining. After a glance at Melissa, who gave him a quick nod, he opened up his pants and pulled out his cock.

		His caged cock.

		“What the fuck, dude!”

		Melissa leaned forward and grabbed the silver cage around Jeremy’s cock. “See?” she asked. “Locked cock. He can’t have sex with me anymore.”

		Liam was able to process what he was seeing, but didn’t understand why he was seeing it. The only thing he could think of to do or say was, “So you don’t have sex with him either?”

		“Nah,” said Melissa. “She’s into women now.”

		“What the fuck?”

		“It’s probably just a temporary thing,” Jo sniffed. “I’m exploring right now. Last woman I had sex with, she used a strapon on me. I like dick. Just not right now.”

		“Why the fuck does he have that on?” Liam asked. He sort of knew, but he needed to hear it from Jo. Or Melissa. Or Jeremy.

		The answer he got wasn’t what he was expecting.

		“He needs to wear it because I’m part of a very exclusive women’s sex club,” said Jo.

		“And I want to join,” added Melissa.

		It took Liam a minute to put two and two together. He wasn’t stupid. Just drunk.

		He looked at his wife in horror. “Wait a minute. You can’t possibly mean...”

		Melissa got up from the couch and quickly exited the living room.

		Liam looked with a combination of horror and anger back and forth between Jo and Jeremy, trying not to look at Jeremy’s exposed cock. Sensing the other man’s discomfort, Jeremy tucked himself away and zipped up.

		A moment later Melissa returned with an object in her hand. Liam gave it a quick glance and knew right away what she was holding.

		“I just need you to wear this for a party we’re going to,” she told her husband.

		“There’s no fucking way I’m putting that on my cock,” Liam said firmly.

		


		Chapter 19

		“I can’t believe I fucking put this on my cock,” Liam complained.

		They were in one of the private rooms of Club Taurus’s spa. Though he was there, Liam wasn’t completely convinced that this was where he wanted to be right then, or at any time. 

		The moment they had been admitted to the club, the men were ushered to the spa while Melissa and Jo had gone off on their own. Jeremy wasn’t completely comfortable being the other man’s guide into the complexities of the club’s culture. 

		“Is it uncomfortable?” asked Camila. “Too big? Too small?”

		Jeremy was trying not to watch, but he couldn’t help but look as the other man reclined on the table while Camila worked her magic. Jeremy failed to mention that Camila was the one who fitted him with his first cage. 

		“Listen to her,” said Jeremy. “She knows what she’s doing.”

		Camila said, “The one you came in here with...pretty, but the wrong fit for you. Stand up. Walk around a bit.”

		He didn’t reply so Camila just helped Liam sit up and then got him to his feet.

		“I feel ridiculous,” he declared.

		“Want to watch some porn?” she offered. “The best way to get a measure of a man is to see how his cock grows inside the cage.”

		“What? NO!”

		Jeremy couldn’t help but giggle. “You get used to it.” He was still fully dressed even though Liam was just wearing socks and a shirt now, his pants and underwear having been set aside.

		Liam wanted to snap at the other man, asking how he would know, but Liam had already seen how Jeremy would know.

		“You can’t go onto the floor of the club without a cage,” Camila reminded him. “And I believe your wife is going to be doing anal on the main stage tonight.”

		“That’s right,” Jeremy chimed in. “I’m not going to miss it. Are you?”

		“Fuck,” Liam complained as he took a couple of experimental steps. “It feels like someone is tugging on my cock, and not in a good way.”

		“I have a couple of belts you can wear,” said Camila. “I had to use a bigger size cage on you so you might be feeling the weight.”

		“Bigger size?” asked Jeremy, instantly jealous. He knew he wasn’t huge, but to hear that another man—another man that he was in an oddly intimate place with—was bigger, was soul destroying. And yet, Melissa had still sought him out for sex outside her marriage. She had chosen a man with a smaller cock over her husband’s larger one.

		Maybe Liam was a little too large for Melissa’s comfort. 

		Jeremy wasn’t sure how that made him feel.

		Camila and Liam ignored him. 

		“A literal chastity belt?” Liam managed to joke.

		“Not literally. Medieval chastity belts for women really weren’t a thing.”

		“How would you know?” he challenged her.

		“I studied English in college. I had a concentration in Medieval Studies. I work here. I know what I’m talking about when I talk about sex.” While she was talking Camila went to a cabinet, removed a simple black leather strap that she proceeded to hook to the retaining ring for Liam’s cage, wrap it around his waist and then attached it to the other side of the ring, holding up his cage just enough for comfort. She made a couple of quick adjustments and while Liam didn’t exactly light up, he did have a more satisfied look on his face afterwards.

		Jeremy hated how, for some ridiculous and inexpressible reason, the belt somehow managed to make Liam look more masculine.

		The other man took off his shirt and stripped off his socks so he was now fully nude. He seemed comfortable in his own skin, even with the strange new device on his cock.

		“Do chicks really dig a guy in a chastity cage?” he asked flirtingly with Camila.

		She had been on the receiving end of such flirtations before. She was unimpressed. “Some women do. I don’t. Oddly, a lot of men find it hot as well.” She smiled. “Those wearing and those admiring.” She gave him a wink and strolled out of the room.

		Liam looked at Jeremy, worried. “Now what?”

		“Now...there’s a party to go to.”

		Melissa found she was oddly calm. She was lying on a cot in a private room just a few steps away from the combination dining hall and dance floor that was the main part of the club when parties were being held. The staff had given her a huge container of lube and she was currently in the process of shoving as much of it up her ass as possible.

		It was Jo who was strangely nervous. 

		“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” She was walking back and forth wishing she smoked so she would have some sort of physical outlet for her nerves.

		“Of course.”

		“You don’t have to do it.”

		“I do if I want to be in the club.”

		“This isn’t Mean Girls.”

		Melissa snorted as she withdrew the finger she had up her ass and wiped the excess lube on a towel. She was certain if she slid down a banister naked, she would be so frictionless she’d exceed the speed of sound. 

		“It sure the hell is,” Melissa replied. “It’s all about joining.”

		“Well, there is a process.”

		“And money. Don’t forget that.”

		There was no way that Jo could forget about the money.

		She had a lot of it now. It finally gave her the freedom to be who she wanted to be. 

		There was no way she was going to tell Melissa she didn’t have to go through a process like this to be part of the club. 

		It was about the money.

		It wasn’t like Melissa was lacking funds. But the club...

		To change the subject, Jo said, “Liam’s going to be watching you. He’s going to be wearing a cage. He’s going to see you fucked in the ass.”

		Melissa stood up from the cot and smiled. Her buttocks slid smoothly against each other after being over-lubed.

		“I know. That’s so fucking hot.”

		“You don’t think this is going to mess up your marriage?”

		“Hell no. Not any more than it messed up yours.” Her eyes narrowed on Jo. “Hell, if anything I think your relationship with Jeremy is better now. He’s not cheating on you.”

		“I’m cheating on him,” Jo pointed out.

		“Yeah, but he knows about it. That’s not really cheating.”

		“I’m fucking women,” she said. “That’s something he can’t offer me. Hell, he can’t even offer me his dick. I own that piece of meat.”

		Melissa shrugged. “Whatever. All I know is that I’m going to take a stranger’s cock up my ass on stage in front of a hundred people and either Liam is going to love it or hate it. If he hates it...then this will be my second divorce.”

		That caught Jo short. She hadn’t realized Melissa had been married before. Jo had only ever been married to Jeremy.

		“How...why...what led to you getting divorced?”

		Melissa gave the other woman a rueful smile. “I wasn’t faithful. Then again, neither was my first husband. I think I might have a problem in that regard.”

		Before their conversation could go further, Eneid burst into the room followed by Andrea. Her eyes quickly assessed Melissa. 

		“Ready?”

		“Hell yes,” Melissa immediately replied.

		Jo wasn’t so sure Melissa was ready, but said nothing. She wasn’t sure how she felt about Melissa. She wasn’t really a rival, though Melissa had been fucking Jeremy. Melissa wasn’t really a friend, but Jo liked the other woman. If nothing else, Melissa wasn’t an enemy. From one point of view, Melissa was subservient to her, an applicant to the club where Jo’s money made her someone very important.

		Andrea led Melissa out of the room. 

		“Coming?” Eneid asked.

		“In a moment.” 

		The older woman nodded once and left.

		There was no way that Jo could possibly watch this in person. Instead of going to the main hall of the club, she went to the observation room with the huge television. The room was empty, but it was easy enough for her to turn on the screen and find the correct camera observing the stage in the hall.

		Andrea tried to force Melissa into the doggy position on the stage, but it wasn’t possible to force someone who was perfectly willing to do what the other wanted.

		The stage was only two feet above the floor of the room. On the stage was another platform with a padded surface and bindings at the corners. 

		When Melissa assumed the position Andrea set about wrapping the bindings around Melissa’s wrists and ankles. If the applicant wanted to, she could have slipped free of the restraints.

		That was the last thing that Melissa wanted. She wanted to be fucked. She wanted to join the exclusive association of lusty women.

		She grinned as Eneid stepped onto the stage and raised her hands for attention. It took a moment but the conversation died down. The hostess must have had a hidden microphone attached to her clothing.

		“Thank you all for attending. As you know, we have a new applicant seeking to fulfill the last of her initiation rites. If you haven’t met Mrs. Melissa Cartwright yet...well, it’s a bit too late.” There was muted laughter from the crowd. “Hopefully tonight’s performance will give you all the information you need to either vote her in...or deny membership.” A smile twitched at Eneid’s lips. To force a woman through all of this and then say no...there was a certain twisted pleasure in that. She almost wanted the club to blackball Melissa. 

		For her part, Melissa wasn’t worried. She would do whatever it took to gain acceptance. She turned her head and looked at the members of the club.

		“We don’t hire for this initiation rite,” Eneid reminded the group. “We’ll need members to volunteer their partners tonight. Anyone who wants to watch her partner bugger Mrs. Cartwright, please unlock him now and send him to the stage. Don’t worry. We have all night. There will be plenty of time for your little slaves and submissives to have a moment of being real men.”

		Again there was a chuckle from the crowd. Some men, mostly naked, stood up and had their cages manipulated by their companions, freeing their cocks.

		A handful of men filed up to the stage, their cocks still soft. Just being freed didn’t mean an automatic erection.

		They knew what was expected. By some mutual assent, one of them was allowed to go first. He was an unassuming man, approaching middle age, but not yet old. He stepped in front of Melissa.

		“If you want to join,” Eneid explained, “you’ll have to suck some cock before getting fucked in the ass.”

		Melissa couldn’t use her hands, but her mouth and tongue worked. The man put his soft, but steadily growing, cock between her lips and she sucked. There was no reason to have locked her into place like this because it only made it more difficult for her to give a blowjob. Still, she endured and quickly got an erection out of the first man.

		Giving her a nod, he pulled his cock from her mouth and walked around to her other side, kneeling down behind her, holding his cock in hand, running it along the cleft between her buttocks until he found her rear entrance. 

		Melissa forced herself to relax. She told herself she liked anal—and she did like anal—but she still needed to relax.

		When he went in with surprising ease, Melissa smiled. She hadn’t expected it to be that easy. Every time she had done anal previously, she had been fucked in the pussy first, cumming several times, before the guy had tried her back entrance.

		Apparently she wanted this more than she realized.

		Everyone’s eyes were on her. That thrilled her heart. There were small hand grips on the platform. She grabbed these, arched her back, and let the anonymous man fuck her ass.

		At first the crowd was quiet, not silent, but carefully observing. There was music in the background but Melissa couldn’t place it nor did she care. She looked out at the crowd. While she was on a stage, the lighting wasn’t exactly blinding; she could see plenty of faces, but none that she could place. Still, she scanned the crowd while the nameless man plowed her ass. 

		It was hard to concentrate.

		She wanted to see Liam. Or Jeremy. Or even Jo. None of them were in Melissa’s sightline.

		Then her view of the sex show attendees was obscured when a new cock was shoved in her face. For just half a second she was about to protest the rudeness of his assumption she was just going to suck a stranger's cock...and then Melissa remembered where she was. 

		Parting her lips, she took the semi-hard organ in her mouth and started sucking. She knew she needed to prep him. She knew she had to suck a bunch of cocks tonight if she wanted to impress the inner circle who would be admitting her. Or not.

		“Fuck.”

		The word was muttered but Melissa knew what it meant. The man’s cock in her ass was nice and hard, not too hard but just firm enough to be pleasant. 

		“I’m gonna...” he panted.

		Turning her head, expelling the cock from her mouth, Melissa said, “I know. Cum in my ass.” It just seemed dirtier that way.

		Much to her annoyance, he did the opposite of that. He abruptly pulled out of her ass and though she couldn’t see what was going on, a few seconds later she felt the splash of hot cum on her ass. 

		The second man’s cock had been sufficiently fluffed. He walked around behind her and slid his cock on her left ass cheek, where the other man had left his load, got it slippery, and then pushed it into her asshole. 

		Melissa hoped she had the endurance that this event was demanding. Then a third cock was presented to her. She didn’t even bother to look at the man’s face. It didn’t matter. She just had to suck and be fucked and all would be right with the world.

		It seemed to go on forever. Melissa lost track of how many men had used her mouth and asshole. It didn’t really seem to matter. Had she sucked more cock than had gone into her ass? That seemed likely, but she couldn’t say for sure. One cock was much the same as the next, all tended toward the smaller side which indicated to Melissa these were the cocks of husbands of the women in the club, not hired hands. Not hired cock. 

		It wasn’t too long before she was panting. The ordeal had been a lot of work, but it had been fun and exciting as well. She had been able to relax and enjoy it enough that she had cum several times, all without her pussy or clit or tits being touched. She was just an orifice to them. 

		She hoped it was enough.

		Oddly, she was willing to go through this again if needed. She didn’t want to stop. Not now.

		But there was no cock in front of her to suck. Had the club run out of men? It didn’t seem possible.

		The man fucking her ass was done. He came, not deep inside her, but with just the head of his tool inside her now-loose sphincter. She could feel lube and cum dripping down between her legs, coating her thighs. 

		Melissa wasn’t an uptight woman, but she never would have dreamed she was this sort of slut.

		A happy and well-used slut. 

		Andrea appeared in front of her. Obviously, she was a woman and was fully dressed, so Melissa was momentarily confused as to what she was supposed to do.

		“A baker’s dozen,” said Andrea.

		“Is that good?” Melissa asked. She wanted to wipe the saliva dripping off her chin, but her hands were bound. Andrea made no movement to free her.

		“It’s acceptable,” she said. “But you’re not done yet.”

		“What do I need to do?” If Andrea was fine with talking to her while Melissa had spit dribbling off her lips and chin, she was fine with it too.

		“You? You don’t need to do anything.” An amused smile pulled on Andrea’s lips. “Well, maybe you could call your husband to the stage.”

		In her hand she had a small microphone that she abruptly thrust in front of Melissa.

		“Uh...Liam? Could you come up here, please?” Her voice was hoarse and raspy, the result of having sucked over a dozen cocks.

		There was some minor disturbance at the back of the room, but eventually Liam was led forward by a staff member. He was wearing just his cock cage, but that hardly made him a standout in the club.

		From a pocket Andrea produced a key. Right away Melissa and Liam knew what the key was for. 

		All through Melissa’s ordeal Liam had been trying not to watch, mostly because he was disgusted, but also because he was incredibly turned on. It was confusing and annoying that he was this way. Having listened to the comments of the women—and men—around him they all gave Melissa high marks for her talents and performance. Why she wanted to be part of this club was beyond Liam, but he was willing to go through with it, if only to make her happy.

		Seeing the key, Liam knew his ordeal and having to wear the ridiculous cock cage was almost over. He knew what was going to happen next. He was going to be unlocked and he’d be forced to fuck his wife after the train of men had been run on her. Oddly, Liam was fine with that. He knew his wife was a slut when he married her—it was one of the reasons he loved her—but he hadn’t known how much of a slut she was. This showed him exactly the depth of her depravity.

		Andrea guided him around behind Melissa. There was no way of preventing him from staring at her display. Her ass was leaking cum and lube. It was a wet swamp of human fluids. He could just see her pussy peeking out between her thighs; as far as he could tell, it hadn’t been touched. That was odd, but he just went with it. Club Taurus wasn’t the place for him; he had no intention of coming back.

		Placing her hand on his shoulder, Andrea displayed the key in her other hand.

		“And who are you?” Andrea asked, her voice somehow magically amplified. She must have been wearing a small microphone. Her voice carried throughout the club

		“Liam,” he answered warily. He was standing close enough to her that his voice was amplified as well

		The crowd tittered at his obvious answer.

		“And how do you know the beautiful Melissa, who had just been fucked by...I don’t know maybe twenty men?”

		“She’s...she’s my wife.”

		“She’s a slut, isn’t she, Liam?”

		“Uh...yeah.”

		The crowd giggled again.

		“Do you know what this is, Liam?” Andrea shoved the key in front of his nose.

		“The key.”

		“The key to what?”

		“Uh...the cage you have on my cock.”

		“Very good. Would you like that cage off?”

		“Yes.” He then added, “Please.”

		“Easily done!” Started to grab his cock and was about to bring the key to the lock, but then paused.

		“One thing, Liam.”

		His heart sank. Something was off.

		Andrea leaned in. “I just need you to do one thing for me, Liam. For Club Taurus.  For Melissa.”

		“What?” he asked warily. “Fuck my wife?”

		The crowd laughed. Even Andrea had to hold back a chuckle. 

		“Oh, you can do that anytime, Liam. No. We need something else from you.” She pulled back the key and pressed down on his shoulder. Liam wasn’t a weak man, but she tapped the back of his knee with her foot, so that he suddenly found himself kneeling behind Melissa. His face wasn’t exactly level with her nethers, but it was close.

		“No, Liam. What I need you to do is clean up your wife’s ass? Can you do that for me? Just do that and she’s part of the club.”

		He looked at Melissa’s well-used hole. It was still dripping. He could smell her musky scent. He could smell the slightly chlorine scent of too many men’s semen. It made his stomach roil.

		It was too much.

		“Fuck no!” he exclaimed and scrambled to his feet. Like a flash he was off the stage and darting through the crowd. No one stopped him. A moment later he was back in the room where he had undressed and had the cage put on him. He was breathing heavily, his heart pounding, he tried not to vomit.

		Back in the main club’s main room, there was a bit of confusion following Liam’s extremely hasty departure.

		“Sorry about that ladies,” Andrea said, a bit ruffled. She wasn’t used to things going like this. She might not have been the best public hostess for these sorts of events—that was Eneid’s purview—but she had been given a chance to move up in the club and she couldn’t blow it now. 

		With a slightly disgusted look on her face, Andrea gazed down at Melissa. Better to blackball a new recruit than for her to have to earn back Eneid’s respect. Pressing the mute button on her microphone, Andrea said, “Looks like you’re out of luck, dear. Unless you have a second husband hidden away somewhere.”

		“I...I...I,” Melissa stuttered. “I don’t...I can’t...”

		“We need someone to clean up that disgusting cunt of yours. Unless there’s a volunteer in the next minute...” Andrea let the implied threat hang in the air between them.

		“Does anyone want to eat my pussy?” Melissa called out to the crowd. “It’s full of a delicious cream pie!”

		The crowd tittered once again. No one could remember this happening before. Yes, there had been plenty of reluctant husbands, but usually these men were so well under their wife’s thumb, it was only a show for the big finish on stage.

		Surely, it had to have happened before.

		“I’m not seeing anyone rushing the stage,” Andrea observed.

		It was all hitting Melissa at once. She had risked everything to join this club. Liam was certain to leave her. He would walk away with the majority of their property. He’d humiliate her among their friends and family and—

		“I’ll do it.”

		The pit of Melissa’s stomach, a moment before located ten feet below the floor, suddenly leaped to her throat. Her heart pounded. The voice sounded familiar, but she couldn’t see the man walking around the tables and chairs because the lights were focused on her. When he finally reached the stage, she was relieved and thrilled that it was Jeremy who had appeared as her savior.

		It wasn’t like she knew any of the other men in the club, not really.

		Andrea looked strangely disappointed, but shrugged off the awkward moment. “Aren’t you Mrs. Jobeth Patton’s husband?” she asked, already knowing the answer. 

		“Yes.”

		She looked him up and down, pursed her lips, took in his cock cage and lack of clothing—attired like almost every other man in the club—and nodded. “Well, get to work.” 

		This wasn’t what Jeremy had been expecting. Then again, a lot of his life lately had been unexpected. Normally he would have loved to have eaten out Melissa’s pussy or ass. It was her ass that had been fucked—repeatedly—and now the other men’s cum was dripping down. He didn’t know what to think.

		His cock struggled in his cage. He wanted out, but somehow he knew the only way out was to impress Melissa.

		And Andrea.

		And Eneid.

		And Jo.

		Oddly, he wasn’t ashamed to do this. That’s what he told himself. 

		Placing his hands on her ass, he parted her buttocks just a little more and then leaned in, licking her cleft from her taint all the way up to her asshole and then further upward, gathering all the cum that had been clinging to her skin.

		Melissa moaned softly. His tongue felt good on her sore orifice, but even more than that, she knew that this was going to earn her a place in the club. That’s all she really wanted. To be respected by the women of Club Taurus and have a lover on the side, preferably several lovers. Being in the club would assure her of having cocks at her beck and call. 

		Jeremy continued to clean Melissa’s dirtied asshole. He stuck his tongue up against the sphincter, causing her to shiver with delight. Jeremy was sure he wouldn’t get her to cum, but that wasn’t the point.

		He paused in his licking.

		What was the point?

		Melissa moaned again and shoved her ass into his face. 

		Maybe that was the reason. He continued on. This was fine. This was normal. This was what he wanted.

		Liam was only alone in the dressing room for a few seconds before Camila appeared, accompanied by two more staff members, large men who under other circumstances would be bouncers at the city’s newest and hottest nightclub. Liam knew right away he was going to be escorted out. His only control in the matter was how he was escorted out: on his feet, under his own power, or thrown unceremoniously onto the busy road.

		“I need to take off your cage,” said Camila, getting right to the point. “It’s club property.”

		She wasn’t gentle when she used the key to open the device and pull it off. Liam was smart enough not to complain.

		“I shouldn’t need to say this, but it would be best if you didn’t tell anyone about your time here,” she said bluntly. The men behind her kept disinterested but angry expressions on their faces.

		“Not a problem.”

		“Get dressed and get out.” Camila turned around and left. The men remained. Liam wanted to ask about Melissa. He started to open his mouth, thought better about it, and dressed quicker than he had when his high school girlfriend’s parents unexpectedly returned home while they were in the middle of fooling around.

		Liam was on the road and driving home before he remembered that Melissa had driven to the club with him. She had no way home.

		He almost turned around to retrieve her. He thought better of it.

		


		Chapter 20

		“This room is nice,” said Melissa with full sincerity. “I don’t think I’ve ever been in a theater of any sort that was this nice.”

		The seating in the observation room was top of the line. Everything in Club Taurus was top of the line. She felt that she had earned the right to try out every service and amenity the club offered. 

		The screen in front of her was huge. There were only twenty seats in the room, set on three tiers. There was enough space around the chair for an extra body if she wanted to get head from one of the service staff members, or from her male companion, or anyone she met in the observation room. They reclined and—Melissa was no fool—the leather was easily cleaned.

		“How is Liam?” asked Jo as she settled in her chair next to Melissa. They weren’t the only ones in the room. There was a female staff member in the back running the screen and a single man, naked but for his cock cage, being forced—or enjoying—the show on the screen. Undoubtedly his wife was fornicating with some bull provided by the club, but Melissa didn’t let that worry her.

		“He’s...fine.” Melissa wanted to dodge the question, but she knew she’d have to face reality sooner or later. Jo would find out either through other members of the club or Jeremy or...somehow.

		“It’s been a few weeks,” Jo said carefully.

		“I’ve spoken with him. He’s spending a lot of time at the office and has been sleeping at his cousin’s apartment.”

		“Uh-huh. And what exactly are you two talking about? You can’t bring him back here but are you going to stay with him?”

		“How hard is it for a woman to participate in club activities without a husband...or fiancé...or boyfriend?” Melissa wanted to know.

		“It’s called Club Taurus because there are plenty of bulls for whatever you want,” Jo reminded her. “But half the fun of fucking a bull—”

		“Is having your husband watch,” Melissa finished for her.

		“Yes. Well. You don’t have to be married to be a member.”

		“I’ll still go by Mrs. Cartwright, I think,” Melissa mused.

		“My great aunt wasn’t married most of the time she was a member,” said Jo.

		“That’s good to know. For now, Liam and I are taking a trial separation.”

		“A wise decision.

		“Is it?” Melissa pursed her lips and was about to say something else, when the image on the screen switched to what they were waiting for. “I can’t believe you asked for this?”

		“Why not?”

		“It doesn’t seem very...manly.”

		“There is nothing but cock up on that screen,” Jo pointed out.

		“Yes, but...” Melissa’s brow furrowed as she carefully studied the screen and the shenanigans going on in front of her. “That’s a woman,” she pointed out to Jo. “You said Jeremy was going to fuck a man.”

		“And that man’s wife is going to watch.”

		“Oh...this is twisted, I like it.”

		The action was taking place in one of the nicer rooms of the club. Jeremy had entered with another couple. He was in just his cage, the male half of the couple was wearing a suit, and the woman was wearing a rather tight red dress. She was on the androgynous side with small breasts and slender hips, but there was an attractive quality to the woman regardless.

		The man was overcompensating a bit. He was burly and had a neatly trimmed beard but was completely bald.

		“Turn on the sound,” said Jo to the staff member in the back of the room.

		The man had just reached out to grab Jeremy by the balls. Jeremy moaned and winced. 

		“You shave ‘em,” he said.

		“Don’t you?” Jeremy asked.

		“What are their names?” Melissa asked her friend.

		“Henry and Stephanie,” Jo said. “Now hush.”

		“Get down on your knees and suck my cock,” Henry demanded. 

		“Slow down, dear,” said Stephanie. “He can hardly suck your cock in the cage.”

		“He can suck my balls.”

		“Yes, well, that’s all well and good, but I want to see more than that.” Stephanie eyed Jeremy. “You’d better get down on your knees anyway. You’ve sucked cock before?”

		“Yes.” Jeremy got to his knees in front of the couple.

		“Good. You need to do what I say.”

		“Of course.”

		“Unzip, Henry,” she ordered her husband and pulled a key from a chain around her neck. Seating herself demurely on the edge of the bed that filled most of the room—and the screen—she kept her knees together, but the dress rode up high enough on her leg to show off the tops of her thigh-high stockings, while Henry unzipped his pants and pulled them down just enough to expose his caged cock.

		It was a black cage. Melissa couldn’t tell if it was metal or silicone or hard plastic. It only took Stephanie a minute to unlock and free him. Henry’s cock was unimpressive. He quickly started to get hard once he was freed of the cage, but Stephanie left on the retaining ring. Maybe it was too much effort to take off, maybe they were in a hurry, maybe it made his cock bigger.

		Jeremy didn’t hesitate at all to lean in and take the other man’s cock in his hand and then in his mouth.

		“Fuck yes,” Jo moaned.

		Melissa gave her friend a quick glance. Jo’s hand was up her skirt and was moving steadily between her thighs. Melissa smiled.

		“Get him good and hard,” said Stephanie on the screen as she moved back on the bed, hiking up her skirt. Melissa was pleased to see, but not surprised, that the other woman was sans panties. Her pussy was bare skin. Reaching across the space of the bed she found a toy and put it between her thighs, against her pussy and then into it, as Jeremy got serious about giving the other man head. 

		“Fucking hot,” Melissa said quietly. She didn’t have the courage to masturbate like Stephanie and Jo, but her panties were getting wet so maybe it was inevitable that she’d be playing with herself while Jeremy had sex with Henry.

		The camera wasn’t perfectly placed, but all the women could clearly see Jeremy’s head bobbing up and down on Henry’s cock. Jeremy’s jaws were wide because the muscular man—Henry had dropped his suit jacket and removed his shirt showing extremely well-defined muscles—had a thick cock. It was rather on the short side, the sort of cock Melissa’s high school boyfriends would call a choad or a hog. Melissa found she was a bit jealous of Jeremy, getting to suck such a cock.

		“Don’t cum in his mouth, dear,” Stephanie instructed from her place on the bed. She was on her side, one knee bent to the ceiling, while slowly moving a dildo in and out of her pussy.

		“I know,” he muttered. Henry’s eyes were closed, clearly enjoying receiving oral from Jeremy. Maybe he preferred sex with men, Melissa speculated.

		“I know what happened last time,” Stephanie said sharply.

		Henry carefully pushed Jeremy off his cock, leaving the erect organ shiny with the man’s saliva. A single drip of precum hung from the tip of Henry’s cock, slowly elongating toward the floor. 

		“Are you ready?” Henry asked Jeremy.

		There wasn’t fear in his eyes, but Jeremy was nervous. It was one thing to suck cock. It was fine to be pegged by his wife. Having actual sex with a man was a much higher order of magnitude in the scale of sexual acts. 

		But Jeremy knew what was expected of him. He knew what his wife wanted.

		What Jo wanted was what he wanted, that’s what he told himself.

		He had already lubed up his ass before they even walked into the private room. Even so, as he got on the bed, Stephanie was right there with more lube.

		When Jeremy started to lay down, she told him, “Nope, hands and knees. I want to see him take you like a bitch.”

		While he didn’t like the term, Jeremy obeyed, getting on his hands and knees, his locked cock hanging between his legs. He didn’t flinch at all when her fingers went into his cleft, adding more lube both inside and outside his sphincter. She smeared more of the slippery liquid up and down Henry’s thick cock. That’s what made Jeremy nervous. He knew he could take a cock up his ass, he just wasn’t sure if he could take Henry’s thick choad.

		“Just relax,” Stephanie all but cooed to him. “You’re going to love this.”

		“Aren’t you going to take off my cage?”

		Stephanie laughed at him. She liked to see men suffer. “Of course not. Maybe if you’re good, I’ll take it off after Henry cums in your ass, but don’t have your hopes up.”

		Jeremy didn’t consider himself bisexual. He was just interested in sex with other men. Maybe this would change that. He had no idea if Henry was bi or whatever. Judging by Henry’s eagerness to get it on, he either enjoyed sex with both men and women, or enjoyed doing whatever his wife said.

		It took a bit of trying, but eventually Henry got his cock into Jeremy’s ass. Jeremy enjoyed the way the other man’s cock filled him up. It felt good. It stretched him, but it felt good. He just wished Henry’s cock was longer, so that it reached his prostate. That’s what he really liked about anal sex.

		Henry grabbed his hips and started fucking Jeremy with enthusiasm. Jeremy groaned at the treatment.

		Stephanie lay back on the bed, her legs spread, dress up to her hips, fingers delving into her pussy, playing with her clit.

		Jeremy didn’t know it, but his wife was doing much the same in the observation room. It got to be too much for Melissa. She unbuttoned her pants and tugged them down to mid-thigh, slipping her fingers into her panties just enough to gently rub her clit. It was the relief she needed.

		In the private room, Jeremy was suffering at Henry’s thrusting. Suffering and enjoying the hell out of it. He gripped the sheets of the bed and focused on the sensations. His face was a contorted mask that Stephanie focused on, her fingers flying on her clit, bringing her quickly to orgasm. She rolled to her side, thighs clamped tightly together, as she panted and her body shook.

		It turned out that Henry wasn’t able to cum inside Jeremy. He slipped out, pressed his slick cock between Jeremy’s buttocks with his hand, and pumped a couple more times before cumming, shooting his load on Jeremy’s back and ass.

		This delighted Stephanie. She saw her husband cum and crawled over to the pair. There was no reason to ask permission. She licked up Henry’s cum and kissed her husband, passing the thick liquid back to him.

		Jeremy stayed quiet, not daring to do anything.

		“Do you want to cum?” Stephanie asked him.

		“Yes.”

		“You should have cum while he was fucking you,” she laughed.

		“Steph...” Henry didn’t exactly plead, but he understood Jeremy’s suffering. 

		“What?” she asked innocently.

		“It’s hard to cum in a cage.”

		“That’s what makes it hot.”

		“Please give him a little relief.”

		Jeremy appreciated the other man’s efforts.

		Stephanie rolled her eyes. “Fine. But don’t you move, Mr. Jobeth Patton. You aren’t going to get to fuck me or him. I’m going to jerk you off.”

		That was good enough for Jeremy. He stayed on his hands and knees as Stephanie found a key and reached underneath his body to unlock him. It would have been easier in a different position, but she wanted him to stay on all fours and that’s the way it would be.

		Finally the lock was off and in no time at all he was fully erect. Stephanie slicked up her hand with more lube, reached between his legs from behind, and gave him the most unusual sort of handjob, bending his cock downward as she worked the organ. He arched his back to relieve some of the stress and she pressed a finger into his asshole.

		He groaned. It was wonderful.

		Her hand went faster. There was little he could do to resist her nor did he want to.

		“I’m going to—”

		Stephanie didn’t pause, but she removed the finger from his ass and quickly cupped it under his cock. A second later he was exploding, his cum splashing into her palm, making a mess. His body shook and shuddered. It felt so good, but he would have been lying if he had said he wasn’t a bit embarrassed at how she had used him.

		Removing her hands from him, Stephanie dipped her tongue into the thick liquid, tasting it. “Delicious. You must have a good diet,” she told him.

		Before he could answer, she shoved her hand under his face. “Taste it,” she ordered.

		It was too much.

		Almost too much.

		Jeremy leaned in and lapped at her cupped hand. The taste wasn’t terrible, but it wasn’t something that he wanted to eat every day of his life.

		“Very good,” she purred and then offered her hand to Henry. 

		He didn’t need to be told what to do. He licked up all of Jeremy’s cum, then he moved to his wife and kissed her, passing the cum back to her.

		From the observation room, Jo shuddered with a second orgasm. “Oh...fuck. If I knew he would do all of that...” She didn’t finish the statement.

		Melissa’s orgasm was much more muted than her friend’s. She withdrew her fingers from her panties, wiped them on her stomach, and awkwardly pulled up her pants.

		“What would you have done?” Melissa asked.

		“I would have made him do it much earlier. And with me.”

		“Jealous of her?” Melissa gestured to the screen. “Whatever her name is.”

		“Stephanie,” the staff member at the back of the room helpfully supplied. 

		The two women had forgotten about her.

		“Thank you,” Jo said, trying to keep the sarcasm from her voice. “I’ll be sure to thank her later.”

		It was later, when Jo and Jeremy were home, that she addressed her husband for his performance at Club Taurus.

		“I watched you with Stephanie and Henry,” said Jo after she emerged from the shower. He had immediately showered after they got home. He was laying in bed, naked except for his cage. Stephanie had helpfully put it back on Jeremy when she was done with him. Jeremy was used to showering with his chastity cage on.

		“I thought you would.” He watched as she continued to dry herself off and then dropped the towel to the floor. 

		“I liked what I saw.”

		“Thanks?”

		She laughed as she got into bed next to him, her hand automatically going down to check on his cock and cage. Everything was fine and normal. She felt the hard steel surrounding his soft flesh. 

		“You sound like you had a bad time,” she chuckled. “I saw you. You came. You loved it.”

		“Some things can’t be helped.” He leaned over to the side and tapped the button that turned off the lights in the room so they could sleep. “Sometimes you just get hard for no good reason.”

		“Yeah, but you aren’t a teenage boy any longer. You liked getting fucked.”

		“Sure.” His voice was flat with no affect.

		“Aren’t you ashamed of having sex with a man?” Jo asked him. 

		“No.” He winched. “Yes. Maybe.”

		Jo paused and took her hand off her property, his cock. 

		“I was going to watch you have a lot more sex with men,” she said firmly. “I like watching personalized porn. I like watching men have sex. That means you’re going to have sex with men.”

		“Do you like having sex with women?” he snapped at her. He hadn’t meant for the question to come out so vehemently, but there it was.

		“Actually...yes. It’s rather pleasant not having a cock as the centerpiece of sex. Pussy is fine...but I like fingers and a nice vibrator. Of course, your cock is rather nice compared to some of the monsters I’ve had at Club Taurus. Very small.”

		“I’m not very small! I’m average.”

		Jo snickered. “Sure you are. Keep thinking that.”

		“How many women have you fucked since you joined the club?” he demanded. 

		“That’s not really any of your business.”

		“How many men?”

		“You don’t need to know that.”

		“You’re a slut,” he told her.

		Jo smiled in the darkness. There was a bit of dim light coming through the blinds, but she was certain her husband couldn’t see her smile. “You say that like it’s a bad thing. I didn’t make you suck those cocks.” She drew in a deep breath. “You liked sucking those cocks and getting fucked by Henry, didn’t you? Don’t be ashamed. It’s hot. I like having a husband who is bi. I’ve decided I’m not. I’ve had sex with three very attractive and randy women and while the sex was good...I like men better. I’m not saying I won’t ever have sex with a woman again, but I’m done for the moment.”

		“You’re going to have sex with other men, aren’t you?”

		“Of course. It is Club Taurus, after all. I don’t think I could settle down with just one bull, but they make it possible for me to fuck as many men as I want. Does this upset you?”

		“A little. Yes. I can’t have sex with women with this cage on.”

		“You can have sex with me. And I promise you can have sex with the next bull I fuck. We’ll have a pleasant little threesome.”

		“Is that what you think I want?”

		“You don’t want to have sex with men?” asked Jo. “You don’t want to have sex with...me?”

		“I do want to have sex with you,” he insisted.

		“And?” she prompted him. “What about with a man? A man with a nice big cock that you and I can share. He can fuck me and you can lick my pussy juice off his cock. He can cum in me and you can eat his cum out of my pussy. He can put you on your back and fuck your tight asshole. I’ll suck your cock while he fucks you. I’ll even let you cum in my mouth.”

		Despite himself, Jeremy’s cock wanted to get hard. It couldn’t, of course. He rolled to his side and groaned.

		“Problem?” asked Jo.

		“I want to fuck you,” he moaned.

		“Of course you do. But do you want to suck cock again? I want to see you suck cock...”

		“Yes,” he whispered.

		She kissed his cheek. “I don’t think it makes you less of a man. If anything, it makes you more of a man. Next time at the club...you’ll have the time of your life.”

		He grabbed her hand and pulled it back to his cage. “Please...” he begged.

		Once more she laughed at him. “Not tonight dear. You’ve had enough.”

		


		Chapter 21

		Jeremy sat with his uncertainty of his sexuality for the next week. Everything else continued as normal. Jo made sure he wore his chastity cage every day. Melissa sent him a saucy text, copying Jo on each and every one of them. Both women were amused at his eagerness to get out of the cage, but Jo extracted a promise from Melissa that she wouldn’t fuck Jeremy without her permission.

		He told himself it didn’t matter what his family thought. He told himself it didn’t matter what his high school friends thought about men who were gay or bi or anything other than straight.

		He told himself he could be a real man no matter what he did in the bedroom, as long as his wife approved.

		Did a real man do what a woman said?

		Jeremy desperately hoped so because that’s what he wanted to do. Have sex with men with Jo’s approval.

		“Are you ready for the party at the club?” Jo asked him as they were getting ready. It only made sense for her to dress up, but all he needed to do was make sure he was wearing his cage and his cock and balls were well-shaved. His dress pants and shirt and jacket and tie would all come off in a matter of seconds upon entering Club Taurus.

		“It’s a party? I thought it was going to be you and me and...” he trailed off.

		“Three can be a party,” she told him. “I hope you like the bull I’ve chosen for you.”

		Jo had barely let him out of his cage over the past week. He hadn’t been allowed to cum. He hoped he could perform up to her standards.

		There was always an anxious thrill when he arrived at the club’s very private and discreet location. He wondered how many outsiders knew exactly what went on inside the building masquerading as an exclusive luxury spa. He liked the anxious thrill.

		Inside he met the bull that Jo had chosen for them. Instantly Jeremy hated the man. He was younger, taller, handsomer, more muscular, everything about him was better than Jeremy.

		At least Jo allowed him to meet Brandon while he was still dressed. Brandon was waiting for them in one of the many private rooms of the club. This wasn’t the night for one of the club’s bigger parties. There were people in the private rooms and a few were eating and drinking in the main hall, but Jeremy only saw at most two dozen guests, hardly the large debauchery he was used to seeing.

		Andrea was in the room with Brandon and made quick introductions. “Brandon comes highly recommended,” she said as Brandon smiled with the confidence of a man who had the world on a string. “I’m sure you’ll be more than satisfied with him.” With that, she exited.

		Such was the extent of the introductions.

		Jo, showing the new confidence she had had since her inheritance and joining the club, walked right up to Brandon, went up on the toes of her high heels, embraced the man, and kissed him like he was an old lover.

		Jeremy took this in and felt the familiar stirring in his pants. He wondered if Jo was going to take off his cage or let him suffer. She had brought along his key, that he knew for certain.

		“You’re a good kisser,” said Jo after she stepped back. “I hope that translates to other skills.”

		Brandon politely chuckled. “I hope you think so.”

		Inclining her head, Jo said to her husband, “Jeremy, why don’t you greet Brandon?”

		Politely, Jeremy extended his hand and Brandon shook it.

		Jo frowned and shook her head. “No. Not like that. You know what I want to see.”

		Oddly, while Jeremy had come to accept his love of sucking cock, what Jo asked him pushed another boundary. Jo nudged him forward.

		Kissing a man should have been anathema to him, but Jeremy just allowed the moment to happen. He could feel Brandon’s slight stubble rasping against his own. Brandon parted his lips and pushed his tongue into Jeremy’s mouth. 

		Jeremy shivered.

		It wasn’t unlike kissing a woman, but at the same time, it felt wrong.

		It didn’t stop his cock from trying to get hard. 

		“Totally fucking hot,” Jo declared after a long moment. 

		The men broke their kiss and Jeremy turned his head to see that his wife had already removed her dress and was standing there in stockings and sheer lingerie. He could clearly see the outline of her nipples through the thin material. That only caused more tingles in his cock which was rapidly becoming uncomfortable.

		“Wow, Mrs. Patton. You’re a stunner,” said Brandon, making Jeremy despite him for being so smooth and flirty.

		“Aren’t you a flatterer,” she said, stepping back and showing off her body a bit for the young man. Jeremy dropped the clinch the two men had been sharing. “Why don’t you undress and show me the beautiful cock that I’ve been promised.”

		“Sure,” he said, making Jeremy dislike him all the more.

		Brandon was wearing a sports jacket and jeans. He tossed aside the jacket, undid the top two buttons to his dress shirt and then pulled it up over his head, hurrying along the process. His arms and chest were exactly as muscular as promised, not too much and not too little. Without stopping, without being self-conscious, Brandon continued on, kicking off his shoes, unzipping his jeans, and pulling them down.

		Naturally he didn’t wear underwear. 

		Naturally he was well-shaved.

		Naturally he had a big cock. It wasn’t erect, but it was swollen and put Jeremy’s to shame.

		Jeremy noted that while Brandon wasn’t caged, he did wear a thick metal ring around the base of his cock, behind his balls. It had to be partly ornamental and partly utilitarian. It would serve to keep him hard, delay orgasm, and make his cock unnaturally large, restricting the flow of blood back from the organ.

		“Oh...it is beautiful,” said Jo without a hint of sarcasm. She kicked off her heels and stepped forward. Just as she was about to kneel down in front of the beautiful youth with shaggy dirty blonde hair and dark brown eyes, she noticed that Jeremy hadn’t moved.

		She tugged on his arm. “Help me suck his cock, hon.”

		Jeremy found himself down on his knees next to his wife as she took Brandon’s cock in hand. He watched as his wife leaned forward and took the steadily stiffening cock in her mouth and sucked. 

		Right away he was jealous. He wanted to suck Brandon’s cock and was thrilled when she invited him to help. 

		“Come on, hon. I know you want to.” She moved Brandon’s cock toward Jeremy’s lips. He opened, accepted, and sucked. He tasted just a bit of the man’s slippery precum. This was going to happen one way or another.

		Jo moved lower, licking Brandon’s smooth balls before taking them in her mouth and then they were both truly sharing a new lover. They switched back and forth between sucking the shaft and balls. They exchanged kisses over the shaft and around Brandon’s head as he continued to leak precum. The metal ring wasn’t a distraction; it was an enhancement. Jeremy had never felt so in love with his wife before. This wasn’t wrong; this was what they both wanted.

		“Uhh...keep this up and I’m going to cum all over both your faces,” Brandon moaned.

		He was fully erect now and while he wasn’t abnormally huge, he was much bigger than Jeremy, something Jeremy hated and only served to turn him on more.

		“You’re going to fuck me first,” said Jo. “And you’d better not cum too soon.”

		“Sure,” Brandon readily agreed. 

		“Hon, help get me ready?” she asked Jeremy.

		“What do you need?” he asked her.

		“Silly boy. You need to take off my panties...and get my pussy wet for our guest.”

		Jeremy was happy to do that. She kept on the supportive top that held up her tits. He pulled down her panties and she stepped back to the bed before sitting on the edge and spreading her legs. 

		“Dive in.”

		Jeremy didn’t need to be told twice. He crawled over to her, pressing his face to her pussy, licking her opening. She was already wet. Extremely wet. His wife liked sucking cock so much it made her wet. 

		Jeremy didn’t mind. 

		Jeremy liked that. 

		He kept licking her slit, focusing on her clit, making her squirm.

		Abruptly she pushed his face away from her. “Stop. I don’t want you to make me cum. I want him to make me cum.

		They both looked at Brandon. He had been watching the intimate scene while stroking his cock, keeping it erect with stimulation and the metal ring. “Are you ready for this?” he asked her, gesturing with his big cock.

		“Hell yes. Lay down. I want to ride that thing.”

		Jeremy watched as the other two got into position. A year earlier Jeremy would have been out of his mind if his wife had been about to fuck another man, but tonight he was eager to watch.

		Though he was big, Brandon’s cock went into Jo’s pussy with little difficulty. 

		“Fuck yes,” she moaned as she started rising up and down, flexing her thighs. From where he stood at the foot of the bed Jeremy was able to admire his wife’s round ass bouncing around as she rode her newest lover. Her bull for the night. 

		Brandon grabbed her ass, distending her flesh. He pulled her down for a kiss so that he could rapidly thrust up into her and make her cum.

		“Fuck! Yes!” she groaned as she came.

		Jeremy was happy his wife could do this. He just wanted the cage off his cock so he could participate too.

		“Come here, hon,” she said to him, crooking her finger and sitting up once again. Grabbing his shirt, she pulled him close for a kiss. “Get undressed,” she told him. “You’re next.”

		He didn't have to be told twice. It took him half a second to strip, and then he was standing uncertainly in nothing but his cage, waiting to be told what to do next. She had to free his cock. She was wearing the key on a chain around her neck, the key hidden away in a little locket. When he moved back into her line of sight to remind her what she wanted—hoping for a blowjob or maybe an invitation to fuck her ass while Brandon was still buried in her pussy—an annoyed expression passed over her face.

		“Suck his balls,” Jo ordered.

		Jeremy hesitated. He wanted some relief. He wanted his balls sucked, if not his cock. Hell, it could be either Jo or Brandon or both. He didn’t care who did it. 

		But he knew not to complain. This was his choice, living like this.

		Jeremy lay down on the bed between Brandon’s legs, pushed forward so that he could get his head under Jo’s plump ass, until he was able to reach Brandon’s balls with his mouth, slurping them up.

		“Ohh...yeah. He’s a good little sub, isn’t he?” Brandon asked after a long moan.

		“A good little cuck, yes,” Jo agreed. “Now shut up and don’t cum or I’ll have him lick my ass instead of sucking your balls.”

		Brandon knew when he had a good thing going. Jo continued to ride his cock, bringing her ass down on Jeremy’s face until she got the orgasm she had been chasing.

		Jo laughed in delight as she shook on top of his hips. 

		“I’m going to be sore in the morning,” she sighed and rolled off Brandon. His cock stuck straight up, wet with Jo’s amrita. It was big and red and Jeremy couldn’t help but lick his lips.

		“You want that big thing up your ass, don’t you, Jer?” Jo asked her husband.

		He wasn’t sure if he did, but nodded anyway.

		The prep didn’t take long. He knew what to do at this point. The lube was at hand and Jo helped. 

		“Hands and knees?” he asked her when he was ready.

		Jo shook her head. “On your back. Like a girl.”

		Brandon wasn’t the least bit shy about being the top. He got into position as Jeremy pulled up his legs, holding them behind the knees. 

		“Wait!”

		Jo gave him a withering glare.

		“What about my cage?”

		“If I like how he fucks you, maybe I’ll take it off.” Jo twisted her finger around the chain she wore. “Go ahead, Brandon. Don’t be gentle. Tell me before you’re ready to cum.”

		It took Brandon a little bit of effort to find Jeremy’s hole and then took several strokes to push all the way inside him. When Brandon started thrusting, the cage jiggled back and forth as his cock painfully tried to grow. 

		“So fucking hot,” Jo declared.

		It was wrong, so Jeremy liked it.

		“You like getting fucked in the ass?” Jo asked him.

		“Uh-huh.”

		“I like watching men have sex.”

		“I’m doing it for you,” he told her.

		Jo laughed. “I don’t think so. I think you like it. I think if I take off that cage, you’re going to get hard right away. Am I right?”

		Jeremy shook his head. 

		Quickly removing the chain from around her neck, Jo grabbed Jeremy’s cock and cage. “Pause for a second, Brandon.” 

		Jeremy breathed heavily as Jo manipulated his lock and cage and in the space of a few seconds his cock was freed.

		Just as she had predicted, it took only a few seconds for Jeremy’s small cock to stand up proudly.

		“I was right. You like this.” Jo was smug and set aside the cage. “Now fuck his ass, Brandon and make him cum in my mouth.”

		Jo helpfully lowered her mouth onto Jeremy’s erection and started sucking him, massaging his balls, while Brandon resumed fucking his ass.

		Jeremy was overwhelmed by the excess of sensations.

		When he came he was thrilled beyond description, not because he had orgasmed, but because the ordeal was over. 

		It wasn’t over. 

		Jo sucked on his cock while he came, keeping all of his load in her mouth. He was still speared on Brandon’s cock and couldn’t move. When Jo was finally done tormenting him, she moved up to kiss him, snowballing his cum back into him.

		“Thank you,” he said to her. It might have been humiliating, but he knew what he liked. 

		“Don’t thank me yet. We’re not done.” Looking at Brandon, Jo asked, “Are you ready to cum, Brandon? Shoot your load all over him.”

		It took Brandon another couple of minutes, but when he was ready to cum, he pulled out of Jeremy’s ass, stroked himself a couple of times, and then came on Jeremy’s cock. He didn’t cum with the force that Jeremy had; he was used to this sort of thing.

		Jo lowered her head and lapped up Brandon’s cum. Then she repeated snowballing Brandon’s cum into Jeremy’s mouth.

		“You’re still hard,” she observed when she was done. 

		“The cock ring helps with that,” he said. “Do you want to go again?”

		“I think we need a break.” Jo pressed the button that summoned staff to the room. A minute later a young woman appeared with bottles of water, snacks, and wet wipes to clean themselves. 

		Just behind her was Eneid. Jo greeted her, not at all put off that the older woman was fully dressed and they were naked.

		“Did you enjoy yourself, Brandon?” she asked.

		“Yes. Very much. Thank you.”

		Eneid gave him a kiss. “Did you like my bull fucking you?” she asked Jeremy.

		“Your bull?” Jeremy was confused.

		“I remember when he first fucked me,” Eneid said dreamily. “My husband got to watch. I was exhausted. Then he fucked Ned. Ned appreciates a big cock too.” She smirked at Jeremy’s small, limp cock. “Men with small cocks make good husbands. Men with big cocks make good bulls. A woman needs both.”

		“I couldn’t agree more,” said Jo and kissed her husband.

		END

		
		Jennifer’s Fountains

		 

		Chapter 1

		“Mother’s milk,” Anthony sighed as Jennifer took off her top.

		She gave him a grin and a shake of the head. “I still have my bra on,” she pointed out.

		“Yeah, but I know what’s underneath.”

		“Truly, you have wisdom for the ages.”

		“Are we going to do this or not?” he asked, literally licking his lips and looking at the huge amount of cleavage her industrial-strength bra was producing. No one would ever accuse Jennifer of having small tits. She had had huge ones since high school. Age and pregnancy had only made them bigger.

		“You really know how to romance a girl,” she said, frowning at him and pausing as she reached up to push down the bra’s shoulder straps.

		“Sorry, sorry. I get too eager,” he said quickly as he moved back on the bed. For a single man in his forties, Anthony kept a very neat and tidy home. Jennifer was certain that he had a maid come in at least weekly, if not more often, but she wasn’t complaining. Every time she came over to his place, it was spotless. The sheets were fresh.

		And he was an excellent lover with a big dick.

		Not huge, just big. Big enough to satisfy her.

		“Hmm,” she said, still not moving.

		“You are the most beautiful woman I know. I can’t believe that you would lower yourself to talk to me, let alone get in bed with me. Sometimes I forget how lucky I am.”

		“Silver-tongued devil,” she accused him.

		“You like my silver tongue.”

		“That’s...mostly true.”

		Anthony smiled and leaned back against the pillows piled high at the head of the bed. He was casually dressed in jeans and t-shirt. She knew he worked from home most of the time, some sort of consultant gig, but she didn’t know what he really did for a living, not that it mattered.

		And here she was a hard-working woman just trying to make her way in the world, wasting precious PTO time from her job to take the afternoon off so she could have sex.

		The type of kinky sex she liked.

		Anthony knew she was going to take off her bra and he was going to suck her tits and that was enough to make her panties wet. She hated and loved that about herself. Just the anticipation of his lips and tongue on her nipples caused that reaction in her body. If she didn’t take off her bra soon, her milk was going to let down and she’d wind up with a soaked bra.

		It didn’t take much.

		She glanced at his crotch. She could see the hard outline of his cock underneath his pants.

		“You know, a true gentleman would help me undress.”

		“Would it be terrible to say I like the show you put on?I can’t go to strip clubs because all the dancers rub up against me and feel my huge cock and that just leads to problems.” He grinned with overconfidence.

		This was part of their dance, part of the game.

		Jennifer sighed and rolled her eyes. Even so, she pulled the straps down and bared her tits.

		Anthony’s face brightened into a wide grin.

		She clucked her tongue. “Such a little boy to be delighted by breasts.”

		“The world’s most beautiful breasts,” he corrected her. “Full of milk.”

		Hefting up her heavy breasts, she had to agree with him. Jennifer needed to be nursed or pumped daily or her tits started to hurt. It was a painful ache. She had tried to stifle her milk production for twenty years but couldn’t do it.

		Smiling at him, she squeezed her breasts causing several streams of milk to jet out. The liquid landed on the bedspread and Anthony’s jeans. He wasn’t upset. This was just an expected part of their ritual. Jennifer kept squeezing. The milk kept spraying. It was an impressive display, a display she had put on before for him. Anthony never got tired of watching it.

		There was only one thing he loved more than watching her spray her milk was sucking on her tits.

		Unable to help himself, Anthony moved from the head of the bed and toward the streams of milk, opening his mouth, trying to catch some of the precious liquid on his tongue, getting plenty on his face in the process.

		“Is this what you really want?” she asked him, letting go of her breasts. It felt good to relieve herself like that, but nursing felt even better.

		“No. I want it directly from the source. I’m thirsty.”

		Anthony continued to move across the bed until he was on his knees directly in front of her. She stood there at the foot of the bed, unconcerned, gently holding her tits, not covering the nipples, but not offering them up either.

		“Have you earned my milk?” she asked him haughtily.

		“I don’t care if I have or not.” He circled his arms around her surprisingly trim waist and pulled her tightly to him, smothering his face in one of her breasts. His mouth automatically found her nipple and he started to suckle. That caused a shiver to run down her spine.

		Her milk was already flowing. Her left nipple dripped slowly while he drew out the milk from her right. Her panties were truly wet now, not just damp. She was glad she was wearing a skirt, it was easier to take off than pants and made hiding any wet spots easier as well.

		Jennifer didn’t like standing up while being nursed but for Anthony she was willing to endure it for a bit. Even so, after a minute her knees were getting weak and her lust was rising.

		She pushed him back from her breast. He clung to her nipple as long as possible, stretching it out as his mouth sucked desperately for the milk.

		“I don’t know why I let you do this with me,” she said, shaking her head in annoyance while lowering the zipper on the side of her skirt.

		“Because you like it as much as I do.” Anthony moved back and reclined on the bed, Hands once more behind his head, an arrogant smirk on his face.

		“Take off your pants...and everything else,” she told him.

		Anthony didn’t need to be told twice. A few seconds later he was naked, his clothes tossed casually to the side. His cock wasn’t fully erect, not yet, but it was swollen, showing off his size.

		Jennifer restrained herself from licking her lips. She had been through this many times before. Dropping her skirt to the floor, she was left in just her panties. Crawling onto the bed, she moved up next to Anthony. They kissed, but that was just a momentary distraction. Kissing was all well and good, but not what they were looking for.

		“I want to sit up for this,” she said.

		They switched to familiar positions. Jennifer was sitting up, supported by the headboard and the pile of pillows. Anthony’s body was at a right angle to hers, a pillow on her lap where he rested his head, before snuggling forward, his mouth seeking out a nipple.

		Once he latched on, they both relaxed. Her milk flowed and filled his mouth. She lightly pinched her free nipple, preventing it from dripping and wasting milk, getting a little thrill from the mild pressure.

		Anthony’s cock continued to rise, getting harder. Jennifer watched it as he nursed from her. She didn’t touch him nor did he touch himself. He was getting hard merely from sucking on her tits.

		Unable to resist, Jennifer reached out and caressed his body. First his arms and shoulders, then down his side to his hip, before eventually taking his cock in her hand.

		His eyes were shut as he focused on suckling, when her hand fondled him. He shuddered just a tiny bit, but then settled down. She liked the feel of his velvety smooth balls. He shaved them, not for her, but for himself. At least that’s what he told her. The hair around the base of his cock was trimmed short and shaved back as well, not removed entirely, but carefully shaped to let Jennifer—and perhaps other women—know he cared about his appearance below the belt.

		She gave him a little squeeze. He gasped and let her breast slip from his mouth. “Careful!”

		“You like it,” she told him and slowly, carefully started to move her hand up and down his shaft. It filled her hand perfectly. She liked the feel of his cock: hot, firm but pliable, pulsing with blood and lust, twitching just enough to let her know he was interested in more than just nursing from her.

		But it was the most important part of their foreplay. He nuzzled over to her left breast and nursed from that one, drinking greedily at the rich liquid. Jennifer had to adjust her grip on his cock but she kept going.

		It was a game, keeping him hard, keeping him on edge, keeping him interested (which wasn’t difficult) as he nursed from her. They both loved this. She loved being nursed. He loved nursing. Jennifer knew it was a minor miracle she had been able to produce milk for this long—she wasn’t a young woman—but she wasn’t complaining. Making milk meant her body needed more calories all the time. She could eat almost anything she wanted and still kept her figure. Sure, her tits and ass were bigger than most other women, maybe bigger than was considered attractive for her frame, but the trade off was more than worth it.

		Plus the pleasure, just the pure pleasure, was more than worth it. While Jennifer liked sex—loved it, even—for her nothing was more exciting, more exotic, more kinky than getting her tits sucked. Getting the milk out. Feeding a man desperate to taste what she made. It was messed up and confusing and she didn’t like to think about it for too long.

		Her hand pumped faster on Anthony’s cock. She liked to see men shoot their loads. She liked that almost as much as she liked to feel them cum inside her.

		“No,” Anthony protested, pushing her hand away from his cock, pulling off her nipple.

		“What?” she asked innocently.

		“You were going to make me cum.”

		“Isn’t that the whole idea?”

		“Don’t you want me to drink all your milk?” Anthony asked.

		“Yes,” she purred. “Always. But you can cum and keep sucking.”

		He bent his knee, protectively covering his cock with his leg and hand. “Let me finish nursing you.”

		Jennifer snaked a hand around his thigh, caressing his sack and taint. “Okay. Finish up. Drink up. Make me cum that way and maybe—maybe!—I’ll fuck you.”

		He allowed her to touch him that way. He got nervous when her fingers strayed toward his asshole, but she mostly focused on holding and caressing his balls.

		For his part, Anthony focused on nursing. He loved the taste of her milk. He loved the little moans she made when he sucked on her tits. He loved how wet her pussy got when he nursed her. He loved fucking her while sucking on her big tits.

		“Stop that,” she told him.

		“What?” he spluttered, expelling her nipple from his mouth. He swallowed the milk in his mouth and wiped his lips with the back of his hand.

		“You were jerking off.” Milk continued to dribble down her breast. It was beautiful.

		He realized where his hand had been.

		“Sorry. Got a little too worked up.”

		“I think I’m close to empty anyway. Want to fuck?”

		Jennifer shifted her weight to her hip, pulled down her panties, twirled them once on her index finger, and let them sail across the room. Only then did they change positions. Anthony lay on his back and she straddled his hips, getting ready to ride him cowgirl style.

		“Ready for my fat ass?” she asked him, holding his cock, shifting her hips back and forth, getting his cock head slick with her amrita, waiting for the right moment to slide down his pole.

		“I’m ready for those big tits,” he answered, reaching up and squeezing them together, forcing out just a few droplets of milk. “I don’t think they’re empty yet.”

		As much as she liked supplying milk to her lover, she needed cock in her pussy.

		They both moaned as she sat down on him, taking his fat length into her body in one smooth movement.

		“Fuck yes,” she breathed, leaning forward, offering her breasts to his mouth. “Fill me up. Suck my tits. Fuck me. Fill my pussy.”

		She wanted him not just to fill her pussy with cock, but cum as well.

		Anthony was happy to oblige. They moved together. They had been lovers for twenty years. They knew each other. They knew what the other wanted during sex. They were friends and lovers. The one thing they knew they could never be was married.

		Neither was husband or wife material, with each other or anyone else on Earth.

		Her tits were big enough that Jennifer could almost sit up while fucking him and still allow Anthony to keep sucking. It was like there was a direct connection from her tits to her clit to her brain. When they got going like this, neither would last long.

		They fucked for two minutes before Anthony was at the end of his rope.

		“I can’t...I’m gonna...”

		“Cum in me!” she demanded. She was right on the edge as well.

		He came. His hot cum coated her insides. She trembled with delight, her pussy quavering on his cock. Jennifer leaned back, pulling her nipple from his mouth as he desperately sought to hold on. She came right after him, her orgasm giving impetus to her tits to release the last of her milk. It didn’t spray like a fire hose, but the milk was all but pumped from her breasts, sliding down her skin, dripping everywhere, coating both of them as she collapsed forward onto him.

		“I don’t think I could ever give up sex with you,” she told him when her limbs stopped trembling.

		“I’m going to write that down,” he informed her.

		“Good. I don’t want you to forget it.” She paused, picked up her head to look at him, and asked, “Did you think ahead and put a towel next to the bed?”

		He groaned. “Fuck. No.”

		She hadn’t paused before they started either, but it was more fun to blame him.

		“Don’t be upset if I drip cum and milk all over your floor.” Jennifer rolled off him and the bed and headed to the bathroom.

		After a quick shower Jennifer reemerged with just a towel wrapped around her body.

		“I don’t appreciate you enough,” Anthony told her.

		“Damn straight,” she said and dropped her towel as she looked around the room to gather her clothes. When she bent over to pick up her bra, Anthony grinned at her ample ass.

		“Why don’t you spend the night and I’ll fuck that lovely ass and nurse you in the morning.”

		She stood up and frowned at him. “You know I never spend the night.”

		“Make an exception. I can’t live without you.” The way he said it, Jennifer wasn’t certain if he was serious or not.

		“You know I can’t limit myself to just one man,” she told him. “Where are my panties?”

		“You flung them away,” he reminded her.

		“Yeah, yeah. I’m not spending the night.” She put on her bra and started dressing, still hunting around for her underwear.

		“You know, we’ve been doing this for how long? Close to twenty years, on and off?”

		“Something like that.” Jennifer was down on her hands and knees, crawling around, looking for one of her shoes, and maybe her panties.

		“You want to make it something more...permanent?”

		Jennifer popped her head up over the edge of the bed. “Anthony Carmucci! I’m shocked at you. Do you want to make me an honest woman?”

		“I just want you here all the time with me,” he hedged.

		“For sex? For my tits and milk?” She jiggled her breasts to make her point.

		“That too.”

		Jennifer shook her head. “Nope. Not a chance. Tried that once with a man and it didn’t work out. I’m not doing it again.”

		Standing up, she finished dressing, pulling her skirt down over her ass.

		“You’re not wearing any panties,” Anthony pointed out.

		“I know.”

		He pointed across the room at a dresser drawer. “You’ve got clothes in there. I know you have underwear stored there. Put on a pair.”

		Jennifer shook her head. “Nope. I’m going sans culottes.”

		“Like a slut?”

		She gave him a wink, bent over and kissed him on the forehead, and said, “Like the slut I am.”

		


		Chapter 2

		Halfway through the day, Jennifer checked her schedule on her phone. Ethan was on her schedule for the night. It was a good thing too. Her tits were starting to ache. She had fucked and nursed Anthony yesterday afternoon. It was going to be over twenty-four hours since her last bit of relief; she hadn’t bothered to use her breast pump this morning.

		She sent a text to Ethan.

		Jennifer: Ready for a liquid feast tonight?

		Ethan was much younger than her. Almost scandalously younger. But he was an adult, that’s what Jennifer kept telling herself. The relationship would burn itself out quickly enough, but for the time it was deliciously fun to have a young lover.

		She ignored the thoughts in the back of her mind, reminding her of the nasty things he called her in bed.

		It would have been better if he just called her a slut. She was fine with that.

		Ethan: I cant wait

		She rolled her eyes at his lack of punctuation. Still, he was cute and good in bed, so she would keep her thoughts to herself.

		Jennifer: I’m going to be there PROMPTLY at six. You’d better be thirsty. My tits are so full...

		She hated that it was impossible to italicize in texts, but she could make it work.

		Ethan: Ill be waiting

		Ethan’s apartment was a contrast to Anthony’s comfortable house. It reminded her of the place she had out of college. It was a dump. Ethan did his best to make it nice, but he had no money for decorations, let alone a weekly maid. Jennifer appreciated the effort, however slight, that he made to clean up before she came over.

		When he yanked open the door, Jennifer couldn’t help but glance down at Ethan’s crotch. He was wearing loose fitting pants which made it almost impossible to tell if he was already hard.

		In her experience, Ethan was almost always hard. That was part of his charm.

		“Did you order a milk delivery?” she asked him, stepping forward into his arms. She gave him a kiss right there in the building's hallway, not caring if anyone else saw.

		Hell, she would be happy if someone else saw. Ethan had a thing for older women and she had a thing for...men.

		Her tits mashed up against his chest and they moved into the apartment’s tiny living room. He awkwardly kicked the door shut as they kissed and groped at each other. She liked the way he grabbed her ass. She was positive that he liked the way she cupped his cock through his pants.

		“Bedroom,” he mumbled through the kisses.

		“No time. Here. On the couch.” She was already unbuttoning her blouse. By the time Jennifer arrived at the couch, she had shed the blouse and her bra. Sitting down, she smiled at him. Ethan had made the effort to put down a clean quilt on the dilapidated couch. It felt like the student slums of college. That reminded Jennifer of what a slut she had been in college.

		Good times.

		Ethan paused and shook his head at her as she carefully arranged herself on the couch.

		“What?” she asked innocently, as innocently as a topless woman in a single man’s apartment could ask.

		“I can’t believe I get to do this with you,” he said as he walked around the scarred coffee table that had seen one too many parties.

		“Same. But my tits are aching. You need to get nursing right now.” She gestured for him to join her. Since she was on the end of the couch, he lay down on the length of it, placing his head in her lap, turning his face into her breast, letting his mouth naturally seek and find her nipple. He latched on right away and started nursing.

		There wasn’t any real foreplay for nursing Ethan. He liked getting right to business. That was fine with Jennifer. Nursing was their foreplay.

		But he was still a man—more a boy, really, but she was okay with that—so when she rubbed his crotch, she found he was incredibly hard.

		“We can’t let that go to waste, can we?” she asked him.

		She wasn’t expecting an answer; his mouth was full. He continued to nurse. Her milk had let down and she could feel it flowing into his mouth. Her free breast started to drip, but she did nothing about that, just let it drip on her lap. That was the nice thing about Ethan’s; she could be extra dirty.

		It took no effort at all to open up his pants and get his cock out. He wasn’t as big as Anthony, but his cock had a lovely curve to it that fit her perfectly when they fucked doggy, which wasn’t often enough.

		As Ethan nursed, she gently masturbated him. He didn’t groom his body hair like Anthony. She needed to speak with him about that. But he wasn’t nearly as hairy as super-Italian Anthony. His cock stood out from a little nest of curly light brown hair. She wanted him to shave his balls; she liked sucking on men’s smooth, velvety balls.

		He moaned as she worked his cock. A bit of precum dribbled out of his meatus. It was getting harder for her to concentrate. He sucked and swallowed her milk, teased her nipple with his tongue, switched to the other breast and let the one that was already flowing drip onto him, wetting his skin and shirt.

		It was all very filthy what they did. That’s why Jennifer liked fucking and sucking with Ethan.

		That and his pretty face and young body and lovely cock.

		She wanted to jerk him off and make him cum in her hand, but it became difficult to concentrate on that. It took her a moment to realize she was close to orgasm. How did that happen? Her panties were wet with her amrita. Her mouth was dry. Shivers ran down her spine, the connection between her nipples and clit was as strong as ever.

		A few seconds before it happened, Jennifer stopped working his cock and just gripped it as the orgasm washed over her. She moaned loudly and arched her back, dislodging Ethan from her nipple.

		He grinned up at her. Both her breasts were releasing milk now, the streams from both were steady—an effect of the orgasm—soaking Ethan’s face, hair, shirt, and couch.

		Jennifer didn’t care. It was fun to be dirty with Ethan.

		“Did I just make you cum?” he asked her, already knowing the answer.

		“Yes. A little.”

		He nuzzled her breast, licking some of the stray droplets of milk. “Want me to make you cum again?”

		“Yes, but I want to fuck you as well. Is your bed clean?”

		“I changed the sheets this morning!”

		“Hmm.” Jennifer stood up and looked across the room to the bedroom door. “Let’s do it.”

		“I want you to ride my cock and shoot your milk all over me,” he said.

		She rolled her eyes. Sometimes it was annoying being the mature adult in the relationship. Not that Ethan wasn’t an adult. He was twenty five, more than old enough. He was just...immature and had watched too much porn in his life.

		“Sure we can do that. But don’t you like doggy?” she asked him as she sauntered across the tiny apartment, swaying her hips. She had no idea if Ethan was an ass man. He was definitely a breast man.

		“I like the girl on top,” he said, following her, trying to keep his pants up so he wouldn’t trip over them.

		It gave her a little thrill to be called a girl. She was a woman, no doubt about that, but it made her feel younger.

		“Sure, I can make a little boy’s dream come true,” she said inside his bedroom. There was barely enough room for the twin bed. The sheets seemed clean.

		Kicking off her shoes, she wiggled out of her skirt and pulled down her panties, giving Ethan a full view of her ass and who knew what else from his vantage point.

		He stripped as quickly as her. When he lay down on the bed his cock stayed hard and pointed to the wall above his head, not the ceiling.

		“I should sit on your face, you need to get me wet,” she said, positioning herself above him. Before he could object her pussy was making contact with his face.

		It wasn’t as if Ethan had an objection to eating pussy. If anything, he enjoyed it in the extreme. When he started to lick the butterfly-like lips of Jennifer’s pussy, he quickly discovered that she was already wet. There was no need for him to eat her pussy, other than her pleasure.

		That was good enough for Ethan. Jennifer sat on his face and he happily licked and sucked her.

		When Jennifer lifted herself off his face, she looked down at him. “Enjoying yourself?”

		“Yes.”

		“Do you want to fuck me instead?”

		“I’d rather fuck you while sucking your tits.”

		She sat back down on his face.

		As punishments went, it wasn’t much of a punishment at all.

		“Make me cum and maybe I’ll let you fuck me,” she told him while smothering the young man. She sat down with all her weight, hoping she didn’t crush him or completely asphyxiate him. Explaining that to the cops would be...difficult.

		Jennifer braced herself against the wall—Ethan couldn’t afford a headboard—and let Ethan work his magic on her pussy.

		Ethan was a very talented man. It only took him a few minutes to get her to peak. The orgasm was enough to get Jennifer’s milk flowing. When she pushed back against the wall she noted two circular stains on the paint with lines starting to dribble down. It wasn’t a problem for her, but Ethan might have a bit of explaining to do to get back his full security deposit.

		“I could sit on your face all day if not for my tits begging to be sucked,” she told him as she rested her weight on his chest.

		Ethan was a strong man, he could take it. Having Jennifer sit on his chest was easier than having her sit on his face and smother him. It would be a terrible way to go...but a hell of a way to go.

		“I love sucking your tits.”

		“I know.” She wiggled down along his body, not exactly leaving a trail of saliva and amrita on Ethan’s chest, but certainly marking him. When she was low enough, she took his cock in hand and slid it back and forth between her pussy lips. “Ready to fuck me?”

		“I love watching you ride my cock.” Ethan’s eyes were wide with anticipation. He wasn’t that worried about sex with Jennifer. He was more concerned with her tits. And her milk. “I love sucking your tits.”

		“Mmm,” Jennifer moaned as she sat down on him, letting his cock fill her up. “If you don’t start sucking, you’re never fucking me again.” She leaned forward and offered her tits to his face.

		He latched on immediately and started sucking. Instantly her milk started flowing. He drank. She lactated for him. She forced him to change sides after just a few seconds. Ethan didn’t object. She was so turned on now that her milk was steadily dripping.

		Experimentally, she pressed on one breast and the milk sprayed out in multiple streams.

		“Fuck yes!” Ethan exclaimed. He opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue, trying to catch the precious liquid. Most of it just landed on his face and pillow. He didn’t care. This was what he loved.

		She allowed him to nurse from one breast while pressing on the other, spraying his body. Then she switched sides and did the same with her other breast. It wasn’t exactly what she wanted, but she loved the thrill it gave her. It was wrong and kinky and made the sex better.

		While she was hosing down his body with her milk, he was steadily thrusting his cock up into her pussy. It was a strange set of erotic urges that compelled the two of them, but it worked well.

		“Fuck. Fuck! FUCK!” Jennifer exclaimed as she came for a third time. Her pussy clamped down on Ethan’s cock. Her tits now started auto-lactating, spraying milk without being touched or sucked. His bed was becoming a mess. The milk was going everywhere.

		Ethan came in her pussy. If he hadn’t been fucking her, he still would have cum because his need to drink her milk was so strong that it overwhelmed him.

		Jennifer collapsed forward, tits on his face, once again smothering him. She started to worry that perhaps she was going to give him brain damage with the amount of oxygen she was depriving him of.

		He wasn’t dead or suffering from hypoxia. Ethan pushed her off his body and gave her a kiss. Her milk was everywhere. She was going to need a shower before she left his apartment.

		Or maybe she didn’t.

		“I love fucking you,” he told her between kisses. “I love your milk. I love the mess you make in my bed. I’ve never felt so...alive! Electric! Excited! It’s all your milk!”

		“I think you’re giving too much credit to my tits.”

		“I don’t think I’m giving you nearly enough credit. I feel like I’m sixteen again and I want to jerk off three times a day when I don’t see you. On the days I do see, I only want to jerk off twice a day.”

		“Careful, it sounds like you’re a little too obsessed with me.”

		“I'm willing to share you,” he said quickly. “I’m not jealous. I mean, we’re very compatible in the bedroom, but I don’t think we’d have a relationship otherwise.”

		Jennifer smiled and rolled off him, heading to the apartment’s tiny bathroom. “Smart man,” she told him. “This is the extent of our relationship.”

		Closing the door behind her she ran the water, splashing some on her face, and tried not to think about what she had just done. There was a reasonably clean washcloth on the counter. She wet it and quickly wiped down her body.

		When she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror, she glared at her reflection, sobbed once, pulled back and ground her teeth. She couldn’t cry here. Not now. Not with Ethan right outside the door.

		More cold water splashed on her face startled her back into control.

		“Just leave,” she told her image in the mirror.

		The moment she stepped back into the bedroom to gather her clothes, Ethan said, “You can spend the night. I’d love to nurse on you all night and in the morning and we can have sex and—”

		“No,” she cut him off firmly but not rudely. “I don’t spend the night.”

		“I know you have other guys you do this with.”

		“And I don’t spend the night with any of them.”

		“Make an exception for me. I promise you’ll love it.”

		Jennifer was very good at gathering clothes and quickly dressing. She had been doing this for far too long. “I guarantee you that is a promise you can’t keep.”

		She didn’t keep any clothes at Ethan’s apartment; they didn’t have that sort of relationship.

		Not wanting to be rude she leaned down to Ethan still laying in the bed and kissed his forehead, much like a mother would, and backed away.

		“I’ll keep you on my schedule...if you can clean up this mess.”

		“Careful, you’ll get a reputation as a slut,” he warned her.

		“I already have that reputation.”

		She confidently walked out of the apartment and pushed Ethan from her mind.

		Until next time.

		


		Chapter 3

		“This is highly inappropriate,” said Ken as Jennifer opened a pair of buttons on the front of her dress, pulling it down far enough to show her bra, and then tugging down the cups of her bra to expose her tits.

		“That’s the way you like it, isn’t it?” asked Jennifer.

		She was standing in front of his desk. His eyes hadn’t moved from her body the moment she had stepped into his office. She had been extremely careful to lock the door behind her.

		“Ms. Conway, I am shocked you would even suggest such a thing.” Ken smiled as he spoke to her.

		Jennifer made her way around his large desk. It was a relic of another era, before the company they worked for modernized. Jennifer’s desk in her office was much smaller, that’s why they had to do this in his office.

		When Jennifer stood next to him, she squeezed her breasts together making little streams of milk spray out. Most landed on the industrial carpet on the floor; a small amount landed on Ken’s pants. He didn’t complain about that.

		“You’re wasting it,” he told her.

		“It’s mine to waste.”

		“I’ll put it to better use.”

		“What use is that?”

		“Drinking it.”

		“Hmm...you like it straight from the source?” She squeezed her tits together again. More milk sprayed. Ken’s heart was pounding. He loved watching her milk come out of her tits. He hated to see it wasted. The proper use of her milk was either being drunk or sprayed on his naked body. Getting coated in her precious milk was a pleasure he had only experienced a few times and it wasn’t enough and he cherished each and every time it had happened.

		He told himself he wasn’t cheating on his wife; she couldn’t do this for him.

		“I love it straight from the source.”

		“You know, it’s one thing for a woman to fuck her boss because she wants a promotion or a raise. Why exactly am I doing this with you?” she asked him, a sharp note in her voice.

		“Because you love it?” he suggested.

		“Maybe I deserve a raise. And a promotion.” She pushed between him and the desk, forcing his chair back. She seated her ample bottom on his desk blotter and leaned forward, dangling her large tits in his face. “What do you think?”

		Ken didn’t answer her. He was already greedily sucking on her left nipple. His left hand cupped her right breast. She moaned as he latched on and handled her flesh. This was a dance they had done before.

		It was a dance they both enjoyed.

		While it was certainly a risk for her to be nursed in Ken’s office, the actual risk was fairly low. No one was just going to walk into Ken’s office; he was too important in the company. The real risk was what would happen if their relationship shifted.

		One of the many things that Jennifer loved about having lactating tits and many lovers to service her was that she could cum just from being nursed. It didn’t happen every time or even most of the time, but her nipple orgasms were the most satisfying because they were so rare.

		She seemed to have them on a regular basis with Ken.

		He rested the hand he wasn’t using to cup her breast on her knee. When he slipped it up between her thighs, she automatically spread her legs. Her dress rode up her legs all the way to her hips.

		“You’re bold,” she told Ken.

		He didn’t answer her; he was too busy swallowing the copious amount of milk her tits were making.

		Jennifer didn’t mess around with Ken every day, though she would have liked too. He was out of the office several days a week, as was she. Whenever their schedules lined up, they took the opportunity. She had to plan ahead. He liked her in dresses. She hated pantyhose so thigh high stockings were the only solution.

		It also made accessing her pussy that much easier.

		He kept pushing his hand up between her legs until his fingers found her panty-covered pussy. It would have been easy to pull the tiny garment aside to penetrate her. He could have pulled it down if he wanted. He could have ripped it off her body; it wouldn’t have been the first time that Jennifer had gone the day at work without any underwear.

		Instead, he just rubbed her pussy through her silky panties. She could feel the wetness from her pussy spreading through her panties to rub against her swollen labia.

		They had done this many times before.

		He curled his fingers in against his palm and extended his thumb, pressing it at the top of her slit, right against her clit.

		Jennifer moaned. “You don’t need to do that...”

		His knuckles rubbed against her splayed open labia, pressing the silk panties deeper into her. She was soaked. She was on the edge.

		Jennifer needed to cum. She wanted his hand to go away. She just wanted his mouth on her tits and nothing else.

		She was so close.

		Other than being a pervert, she couldn’t imagine what Ken got out of this. Sure he liked to drink her milk and mess around in his office—she knew he loved the danger—but they never had sex in the office. Sex was for when...when...

		“Fuck...” she moaned, her body shaking, her thighs clamping tightly together, preventing his hand from moving. She didn’t need it now. She wished he hadn’t touched her pussy at all.

		“Fuck...” she moaned again. Her tits were pulsing, pushing out her milk, staining his pants, making a mess on the floor. If he didn’t care, then she didn’t.

		Lifting her foot up all the floor after kicking off her shoe, she wedged it into his crotch, pressing against his erection. He was hard. Very hard. She had no intent of sucking him off or giving him a handjob. There was no way that Jennifer was going to fuck him. They didn’t fuck in the office. He had asked her once or twice to bend over his desk and lift up her skirt, but she had always told him no.

		She wasn’t that sort of person.

		Jennifer was the sort of woman who went to her boss’s house after hours, when his wife was gone, to fuck him in his own bed, like a proper lady.

		And hose him down with her milk. He liked that.

		“I want to hook up bottles to your tits and watch you fill them up,” Ken moaned.

		“I have a breast pump at home,” she told him. “Maybe next time I fuck you in your wife’s bed, I’ll bring it along and you can watch me use it.”

		Ken was immediately conflicted. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to suck her tits. He wanted to see the breast pump working. He wanted her in his bed where his wife could find out. He wanted the thrill of the danger of getting caught.

		“Why do you do these things to me,” he moaned, keeping his legs apart so she could continue to toe his hard cock.

		“Because you like it.” Jennifer was leaning back on his desk, supporting her weight with her hands, rubbing her foot against his hidden erection.

		“Just give me a handjob,” he begged. “A blowjob. Anything.” He moaned in frustration.

		“You don’t like a footjob?” she asked.

		His chair creaked. “It’s...I need to take my pants off.”

		When he started to reach for her foot, she pulled it away, yanked her bra back into place, and pulled up her dress.

		“What are you doing?” he protested.

		“Too far,” she complained. “We’ve gone too far. You know you don’t get to cum in the office.”

		“Just rub my cock with your foot. I’ll keep my pants on. I’ll cum in them, I promise.” The look of desperation on his face was pathetic.

		And yet Jennifer liked it.

		“No,” she said firmly. “You blew your chance.” She adjusted her skirt and finished buttoning the top.

		“My wife is visiting her cousin this weekend,” he told her, unwilling to just let her go so easily. “You can spend all weekend at my house. I’ll treat you like a queen.”

		“I’m not your whore.” She couldn’t get her skirt properly adjusted.

		“My queen,” he said. “I’ll do anything to suck your lovely tits.”

		“Give me a raise?” she asked.

		“If you want one, yes.”

		Jennifer smirked at him. “I told you I wasn’t your whore.”

		“I didn’t mean it like that!”

		Frustrated, she reached up under her skirt and found her panties were wedged up between her cheeks. They were soaked, more bother than they were worth. She yanked them down and tossed them on Ken’s desk.

		“Maybe I’ll come over, maybe I won’t. There are a lot of men who would kill for the chance to suck on these beauties.” She adjusted her tits inside her bra again, nodded once at Ken, and marched out of his office door, swaying her hips, enjoying the freedom of air against her pussy.

		Ken snatched up her panties so no one would see them on his desk as Jennifer opened the door. It closed behind her. He held them to his nose, inhaling her scent, wishing it was her bra scented with her sweet milk.

		


		Chapter 4

		The next day Jennifer was sitting in the small lunch room at the office, using her phone to arrange her social life. It was a great way to keep track of which men she was fucking, which men she was only allowing to nurse from her, and when all her various appointments were.

		So lost in her calendar she was that Jennifer didn’t notice when another woman walked behind her, circled the table, and sat down across from her.

		“I don’t know how you do it,” Rebecca commented as she sat. “How do you have such an active social life?”

		Jennifer was startled. Rebecca wasn’t exactly a friend, but was a reliable source of information in the company and always did her job supporting Jennifer’s needs. Briefly her face flushed red with embarrassment, then realized there was nothing incriminating or wrong on her phone—though it did show she was dating a lot of men.

		“A single woman like me needs to keep all of her options open,” Jennifer said smoothly. It was an answer she had given before.

		Rebecca shook her head as she started eating her lunch.

		“I’m single. Every guy I’ve ever dated is...I don’t know. Dating sucks. I wish I could attract more...stable men.”

		Jennifer gave her younger coworker a knowing look. “You just have to work with your assets,” Jennifer said, leaning forward, accentuating her cleavage which was mostly hidden by her blouse and jacket.

		From across the room, Eric who worked in IT and had been playing a game on his phone, observed, “Assets in that context usually refers to one’s posterior.”

		Jennifer stood up, turned halfway around, and slapped her ass. “I work these assets extremely well.”

		Rebecca laughed. “Shut up, Eric.”

		“I’m available, as you know, Becca.” He gave her an overly broad wink.

		“I’m not that desperate, Eric.”

		He just shook her head at him, dumped the remains of his lunch, and walked out of the lunch room.

		Indicating his departure, Jennifer said, “What’s wrong with him? He’s cute, a little nerdy maybe, but I bet you get him alone and he’ll prove he’s wild in the sack.”

		“Uh...no. I’m looking for...normal.”

		“No such thing,” Jennifer declared.

		“I just wish I could date even one of the men you always seem to have calling you.”

		It wasn’t that Jennifer overshared, but there were professional gossips in the office.

		“A few of them might be willing to go on a date with you,” Jennifer mused. “You just have to be willing to lower your standards. That’s how I do it.”

		Rebecca’s eyes went wide and she stifled a gasp. “You have to be kidding me.”

		“You’re on the dating apps, right?”

		She sighed. “Unfortunately, yes.”

		“Let me look at your profile. I can help.”

		“Here? Now?”

		“Of course not. After work.”

		“It’s a date,” Rebecca promised.

		Jennifer took Rebecca’s promise of a date seriously. While she was certain that Rebecca had said the words as an expression, Jennifer knew how to make things turn her way.

		It was best to keep the food to light snacks and the drinks heavy on alcohol. If Rebecca knew what Jennifer was doing, she didn’t say a word.

		It was almost like a counseling meeting where Jennifer went through Rebecca’s two primary dating apps with a fine tooth comb, looking for any hint of what the woman was doing wrong. It took some careful, probing questions for Jennifer to establish that Rebecca wasn’t doing anything wrong.

		She did tweak the profiles a bit, deleted some photos, and added a couple of new ones.

		“You aren’t really doing anything wrong,” Jennifer told her.

		“So why am I getting so few dates...and so many shitty ones?”

		Jennifer turned to the responses Rebecca had gotten over the past month. “You’re getting plenty of responses, and yeah, a lot of these guys are shitty. You should let me decide who you go out on dates with.”

		Rebecca laughed. Her face was flushed with the consumption of too much alcohol. “That’s not the worst idea I’ve heard.”

		“Great. You also need to lower your standards, but I can be in charge of that.”

		“I’m not sure I need a dating counselor...”

		Jennifer eyed her. “I think you do, otherwise you wouldn’t be here. But let’s talk about your choice of apps.”

		“What about them?”

		“Too mainstream, too boring, too ‘I’m looking for a life partner.’”

		“Well I am.”

		“You need to get on a kink site or a real hookup app.”

		“I’m not just looking for sex!”

		“Why not? Some of the best relationships start sleazy.”

		Rebecca burst out in laughter. “That’s...ridiculous, but probably true.”

		“I know it’s true. Two of the guys I’m...fucking I met sleazy.”

		“Two of the guys you’re fucking. That’s the problem right there. I don’t want just a physical relationship.”

		“They’re not just physical.”

		“And why did you hesitate when you said ‘fucking’? You said it weirdly too.”

		“I’m not just fucking them,” Jennifer admitted after downing the last of her drink. It was her second. She had been encouraging Rebecca to drink more. The other woman was on her fourth glass.

		“So...you go on nature hikes with them?”

		Jennifer shook her head, licked her lips, glanced downward at her chest, and braced herself. This was always the hardest part.

		“I like it when they suck on my tits.”

		“Yeah? So? That’s just foreplay.” Rebecca sipped her drink.

		“Um...when guys suck on my tits...they get milk.”

		Rebecca wasn’t stupid, but it took her a moment to process what Jennifer was saying. She was drunk enough so that connecting the dots wasn’t easy.

		“Are you...lactating? That makes no sense. Isn’t your son in college?”

		“Yes. And yes. I’ve been lactating for twenty years.” Jennifer wished she had more in her glass. It was all gone. She managed to hold Rebecca’s gaze.

		“Oh. Wow. That’s...unusual.”

		“You might be surprised at how many guys are interested in a woman with big tits who is making milk.”

		“Uh...yeah. Probably.”

		“What’s your kink? You can exploit that to attract the right kind of guy.”

		“Uh...I don’t have a kink.”

		“Of course you do! Everybody does. Some people hide it better than others.”

		“I really don’t know if I have one,” Rebecca said, not exactly comfortable with the conversation, but not changing the subject either. “How did you...did you figure out yours? I mean...is that your kink?”

		“I love breastfeeding and apparently my tits are milk-making factories. Even after Jakob stopped...I didn’t.”

		“Okay...but don’t you need to...”

		“I’ve got a lot of men who want to nurse from me,” Jennifer said with confidence. “And when I don’t have one of them available...I just use my breast pump. I’ve gone through four so far. I can give any baby advice website a lecture and a long comparison article on which is the best.”

		“That’s...wow.”

		“That’s why I have a date nearly every night of the week. If I don’t, I have to pump.”

		“Oh.” Realization dawned on Rebecca. “Oh. So you’ll have to use your pump tonight, I guess.”

		Jennifer nodded and shifted her heavy tits. “Or...”

		Rebecca was drunk, but not that drunk. Or was she?

		Her heart was thudding in her chest. Her face was even brighter red in the moment. Her legs were trembling even though she was sitting. Most telling of all, she realized her panties were damp, her pussy was wet. She hoped that Jennifer didn’t know.

		“Or what?” Rebecca said with a dry mouth.

		“Would you like to watch?” Jennifer asked.

		“Watch you pump?”

		“Yes.”

		Rebecca couldn’t stop herself from nodding. She knew women who had babies and had pumped their breasts for milk for a few months, but twenty years...that was unbelievable.

		Jennifer disappeared and reappeared a moment later, carrying her breast pump setup. She wasn’t the least bit shy about plugging it in, removing her shirt and then her bra, letting her large, heavy tits swing free. The pump hummed to life and Rebecca watched as Jennifer pressed the collection cones to her nipples.

		She continued to watch as Jennifer’s nipples were pulled forward and then released. This happened several times before the milk started to spray.

		Jennifer let out a little sigh of relief.

		“Does it...does it hurt?” Rebecca wanted to know.

		Shaking her head slowly, Jennifer said, “No. It feels...good.”

		“How good?” Rebecca asked nervously as she saw the collection bottles slowly start to fill milliliter by milliliter.

		“Sometimes I can cum from it.”

		“Oh...wow.”

		“Uh-huh. But I prefer a real mouth.”

		“Yeah. I can imagine that it feels better.” Rebecca didn’t know what to do or say beyond that.

		Jennifer switched off the pump and pulled the cones off her nipples. They slowly seeped more milk. “Want a taste?” she asked Rebecca who couldn’t stop staring at the older woman’s lactating breasts.

		“What?”

		“Do you want a taste? It’s very sweet.” Jennifer wiped some of the dribbling milk off her breast and tasted her fingers. She smiled.

		Rebecca hesitated and then reached out, but pulled her fingers back when she realized there wasn’t much milk still on Jennifer’s breasts.

		“You can suck it out,” Jennifer offered, cupping her hand under the curve of one breast, angling her body toward Rebecca.

		Telling herself that she was just drunk enough to do this and also drunk enough that she could tell herself she didn’t have to remember it, Rebecca made a decision.

		Leaning in, Rebecca’s mouth found Jennifer’s nipple. She shivered once and then sucked.

		The sweet liquid flooded her mouth and she pulled back, gasping.

		“Holy shit! That is sweet!”

		“I told you.”

		Wanting to taste more, Rebecca leaned back in and sucked again. Once more the sweet milk filled her mouth and she swallowed greedily. She kept sucking. After a minute she fully realized what she was doing.

		“Uh...is this okay?”

		Jennifer nodded eagerly. “Keep going. It feels great.”

		This wasn’t what Rebecca had been expecting to be doing tonight. She didn’t care. She kept going and tried not to think about exactly what she was doing.

		Jennifer encouraged her to switch sides. That made her pause.

		“Is this okay?” she asked again.

		“Why wouldn’t it be?”

		“Because...can two women be doing this?”

		“Aren’t we?” Jennifer replied.

		“Yeah, but...”

		“Keep going.” Jennifer pressed her breast into Rebecca’s face. The dirty blonde got the idea. She kept nursing from Jennifer.

		Rebecca wasn’t an idiot, though she was a bit drunk. She knew what Jennifer was doing. The only real question was whether or not Rebecca was going to go along with it.

		She felt Jennifer’s fingers under her chin. Jennifer tilted the other woman’s face up so they could look at each other. Rebecca let Jennifer’s nipple slip from her mouth. They said nothing for a long moment and then Jennifer leaned in.

		Rebecca accepted the other woman’s soft kiss.

		It wasn’t wrong. It wasn’t unexpected. Rebecca just wasn’t sure what she wanted to do next.

		Jennifer kissed her again. Rebecca was certain that Jennifer had to be tasting her sweet milk on her lips.

		How far was this going to go?

		When Jennifer parted her lips, Rebecca willingly accepted the other woman’s tongue into her mouth.

		Rebecca tried to remember the last time she had kissed someone like this.

		It had been a long time. She couldn’t remember.

		Jennifer had the softest kisses.

		Standing up, Jennifer helped Rebecca to her feet from the couch where they had been sitting. Once more Jennifer kissed her.

		“Come with me to the bedroom?” Jennifer asked.

		Rebecca didn’t trust her mouth. She just nodded.

		When Jennifer kissed and embraced the other woman, she noticed Rebecca’s quavering body.

		“You’re trembling.”

		“I’ve never done this before,” Rebecca admitted.

		Jennifer was taken aback. “Never had sex?”

		“Never had sex with a woman...if that’s what we’re going to be doing...”

		“At your age? Never?” Jennifer laughed. “Oh, this is going to be fun.”

		That surprised Rebecca. “You’ve had sex with women before?”

		“Yes. Many. Well, maybe with...five?”

		“That’s...that’s a lot.”

		“You’re making me seem like a slut.”

		“Oh. Sorry. You aren’t a slut!”

		Jennifer laughed. “Yes I am. I’m currently fucking four different guys on the regular. Plus maybe one woman.” The pained expression on Rebecca’s face gave Jennifer pause. “We don’t have to do this.”

		“Do you know how long it’s been since I’ve had sex with anyone?” Rebecca asked.

		“No idea.”

		“Six months.”

		“That’s a long time.”

		“I want to do this, but I’m making no promises.”

		Jennifer nodded and led the younger woman to her bedroom.

		Once inside Jennifer’s room—Rebecca kept telling herself not to call it a lair—Jennifer kissed her again. The desire Rebecca felt, along with the alcohol, helped the situation. There was no reason not to experiment. It could be just a one-time thing and it meant nothing. It might be fun. She reminded herself it was better to regret something she had done rather than something she hadn’t done.

		They climbed on the bed together. Rebecca was impressed with Jennifer’s choice in decorating (modest and understated with a simple pattern) and bedding (large, firm, with just the right amount of give and bounce—it seemed to Rebecca that Jennifer spent a lot of thought in getting the right mattress).

		It was easier for Rebecca to focus on kissing and caressing at the moment. She knew that Jennifer was giving her time to become accustomed to what they were about to do and was okay with that.

		For some reason she found her hand straying to Jennifer’s big breasts, cupping and gently squeezing the soft flesh.

		“Go ahead,” Jennifer encouraged her. They were laying down together on the bed now. Rebecca had flashbacks to her time in bed with high school boyfriends, just kissing and petting. “Go ahead and nurse from me.”

		Encouraged, Rebecca did just that, moving down Jennifer’s body to find her nipple where she sucked. More sweet milk. Soft moans from Jennifer. A feeling of satisfaction rose from her core.

		She could do this.

		The two women lay together a long time, Rebecca feasting on Jennifer’s breasts, sucking out every last drop of milk. She felt greedy. She loved it. She had no one to tell about her adventure.

		She wasn’t sure how long it lasted, but it seemed like forever and no time at all. Eventually Rebecca realized that Jennifer’s milk had dried up; there was nothing left. She kept nursing anyway. She liked the way Jennifer moaned and caressed her. It made her wonder how far Jennifer wanted to take this.

		“How many calories in a feeding?” Rebecca asked when her mouth got tired.

		“Not many at all.” Jennifer kissed her. “I’m really turned on right now. Do you want to keep going?”

		“I think I drank all your milk...”

		“I mean—”

		“I know what you meant,” Rebecca cut her off. “I’m just...nervous.”

		“Want me to take the lead?”

		Rebecca nodded enthusiastically. Jennifer kissed her again and tasted her milk.

		As they kissed, Jennifer helped Rebecca out of her clothes, at least from the waist up. Then Jennifer’s mouth was on Rebecca’s small nipples, sucking experimentally. Rebecca wished she had milk for the other woman, but it seemed like a terrible bother overall.

		Before she knew it, Jennifer’s hand was unbuttoning her pants and then was inside, cupping her pussy through her soaked panties.

		Rebecca was trembling.

		“Do you want me to stop?”

		Rebecca shook her head violently. “No. Keep going.”

		Together they pulled off her pants. Jennifer didn’t stop. She eased Rebecca’s soft cotton panties over her hips, leaving the other woman naked.

		Jennifer was gentle. She didn’t go right for the pussy. She kissed Rebecca, cupped her pussy, feeling the heat and wetness, before carefully inserting a finger into her tunnel.

		“Oh...yes...” Rebecca was pleased with herself that she didn’t say no. She was going to do this.

		A bit of exploring and Jennifer found Rebecca’s clit. A bit of rubbing and, much to Rebecca’s surprise, she had a sharp, quick orgasm.

		Jennifer held her tightly.

		“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to cum.”

		“Don’t be sorry. I wanted you to cum. Want me to make you cum again?”

		Rebecca could only nod.

		Jennifer pushed the other woman’s legs wide and put her face to Rebecca’s pussy, licking and sucking. Rebecca lost herself to the moment.

		Her second orgasm rolled pleasantly through her body.

		“More?” asked Jennifer.

		“Please...yes...”

		Jennifer kissed her and slipped a pair of finger’s up Rebecca’s tunnel, then started finger fucking her. Rebecca was so wet there was hardly any friction. Each time her hand impacted the dirty blonde’s pussy, amrita splashed. Jennifer didn’t seem to mind so Rebecca didn’t complain.

		Her third orgasm was powerful and shook her body. She could feel a wet spot form under her bottom. Rebecca didn’t exactly squirt, but there was a puddle left behind.

		“Thank you,” Rebecca said. “Thank you, thank you, thank you...”

		She didn’t mean to, but she must have drifted off to sleep. Rebecca woke when Jennifer slipped back in bed with her.

		“Sorry. Didn’t mean to wake you.”

		“It’s okay.”

		The two women pressed their bodies together, feeling skin on skin. Rebecca realized that Jennifer had removed her pants, but not her underwear. She ran her hand over the older woman’s ample rump, feeling her silky underwear.

		“Do you want to take these off?”

		“I want you to take them off me.”

		Emboldened, Rebecca did exactly that. She saw that Jennifer trimmed and shaped her hair much like she did to herself, a nice triangle with fuzzy curls. Jennifer opened her legs and Rebecca decided that while she wasn’t a lesbian, she could experiment playing at being bisexual for a while.

		It was thrilling to look up at the other woman’s curvy body and lock eyes with her briefly before Jennifer closed them, concentrating on the sensations. Rebecca looked enviously at the other woman’s big tits, temporarily devoid of their milk, as she made Jennifer cum with her mouth.

		


		Chapter 5

		When Jennifer woke up it took her a minute to remember who was sleeping next to her. It had been a long time since she had shared her bed with a woman. It had been a fun night. It had been a long time since she had seduced another woman—it took skill and patience. Seducing a man was easy, she just told them she wanted him to suck her tits. Seducing a woman took real skill.

		Jennifer creeped over to Rebecca’s body and gave her shoulder a kiss.

		That startled the other woman awake. 

		“What? Oh!” Rebecca sat bolt upright. “Oh shit! I fell asleep.”

		“So did I,” said Jennifer, smiling. 

		“I must look like shit.” Rebecca pulled the sheets to her body, hiding her nudity from the other woman, forgetting what they had done the night before.

		“You look beautiful.” Jennifer had let the sheets slip down over her large breasts. Rebecca couldn’t help but stare at them and think about what they had done. 

		She stared for an uncomfortably long time. 

		“You can just get dressed and leave if you want,” said Jennifer. “We don’t have to talk about this.” She paused and pushed the sheets down further, right to the top of her pubic mound, hinting at what lay beneath. “Or we can pick up where we left off...”

		“I need to pee,” Rebecca blurted and jumped out of bed, running for the bathroom.

		Jennifer watched the other woman’s cute bottom until it disappeared around the corner and shrugged.

		When she returned from the bathroom, Rebecca had a speech prepared. “Okay, last night was great,” she was already saying before she re-entered the bedroom, “but I think it was...” She didn’t finish her speech when she saw Jennifer on the bed.

		Jennifer had done her all to arrange herself in an attractive pose like a Renaissance nude oil painting of a royal courtesan. Her tits were on full display. Her hair was artfully messy. The sheets just barely covered her pussy. The light creeping into the room highlighted her skin.

		Rebecca had been intent on making a dignified exit. Instead she found herself tongue-tied and tempted.

		Her suddenly moist pussy was the most obvious sign.

		“You don’t have to go rushing off, do you?” asked Jennifer.

		Rebecca managed to shake her head no.

		“Want to join me in bed?” Jennifer patted the mattress.

		Almost hating herself, but too far gone to resist, Rebecca nodded and slipped back into bed with the other woman.

		They kissed. It felt natural. Jennifer’s body was warm. Rebecca’s skin was cool after having been in the tiled bathroom while nude.

		Pulling back just a bit, Jennifer said, “Overnight is when my boobs really make milk.” She looked down at her impressive chest. “I’m really full. Do you mind helping me out?”

		Rebecca wanted to say no. This wasn’t who she was. On the other hand, she was interested in seeing who she was becoming. Saying nothing, Rebecca kissed Jennifer’s neck and then worked her way down to the other woman’s large breast.

		Jennifer hadn’t been lying. Her tits were full. The moment after her lips made contact with Jennifer’s nipple, the flesh softening in Rebecca’s mouth and she was rewarded with the sweet liquid.

		It should have been repulsive, but it wasn’t. It was much more intimate doing this than anything else. Rebecca had been with a lot of men in her life—not enough to make her a slut, but enough men—but nursing from Jennifer was so much more intimate than anything she had ever done with any man. 

		If asked a day earlier, Rebecca would have said sucking on another woman’s tits was gross and wrong. Now she fully believed this was the most affectionate she could be with another person.

		Plus the milk tasted incredible. 

		It flowed easily but wasn’t overwhelming. Whatever breast Becca wasn’t sucking on leaked slowly, wetting the sheets, but neither woman complained.

		After a few minutes, Jennifer moaned. “Oh...you’re turning me on so much...”

		Rebecca pulled back. “Sorry.”

		“Don’t be. I like it.”

		“Is it like this with all the men who nurse from you?” Rebecca traced her finger over Jennifer’s nipple that caused it to grow erect. 

		Jennifer considered her answer carefully. “Not exactly. It’s different with everyone.”

		Rebecca sucked thoughtfully on the erect nipple, enjoying the milk. “Do you want to have sex again?” she asked softly, shyly.

		“Do you?” Jennifer smiled. She ran her hand down Rebecca’s side, to her hip, reached over, and palmed the younger woman’s taut ass.

		“Kinda. I mean...I don’t think I’ll ever be doing this again, so I might as well get my fill, right?”

		A smile played on Jennifer’s lips. “Right,” she agreed. “But I’m still pretty full. Could you nurse a bit longer?”

		Rebecca nodded and resumed sucking. Jennifer’s hand caressed Rebecca’s smooth skin, eventually moving down and between her thighs, which Rebecca was happy to part.

		Jennifer found the other woman’s pussy hot and wet. Just a bit of exploration revealed Rebecca’s clit and then her entrance. The dirty blonde continued to nurse while Jennifer worked on her pussy.

		It was Rebecca who came first. Her orgasm wasn’t incredibly powerful, but it did cause her to unexpectedly bite down on Jennifer’s nipple. Jennifer cried out and pulled back, clutching her breast.

		“I’m so sorry!” Rebecca burst out, horrified by what she had done. “Oh my god! I didn’t mean to do that!”

		“It’s okay,” Jennifer said through gritted teeth. “It’s happened before.” She winced and carefully peeled her hand away to inspect the damage. “I think it’s okay.”

		“I’m sorry! Please believe me!”

		“I believe you,” Jennifer sighed. There were a pair of sharp teeth marks on her areola, but the damage was mild. She had tough nipples. “It’s not the first time I’ve been bitten. You never had a guy bite you during sex?”

		“Yeah, but not on the nipple. I’m so sorry,” she added

		“Stop apologizing.”

		“Okay, yeah. I just didn’t expect to cum like that.”

		“Uh-huh. Can you get my vibrator out of the top drawer of the nightstand?”

		“Uh...”

		Jennifer eyed her friend and newest lover. “It’s the least you can do. And don’t tell me you don’t have one of your own.”

		Rebecca rolled to her side and opened the drawer, dug around for a moment, and produced a medium-sized purple vibrator that she happily handed over to the other woman.

		“Want to watch?” asked Jennifer, but she didn’t wait for an answer before switching on the device and applying it between her legs, getting the head wet with her amrita. Rebecca was too surprised to do anything but watch.

		The buzzing was pleasant, both to the ear and to Jennifer’s pussy. She sighed and lolled her head back, getting busy with the vibrator. Despite the shock to her nipple, she was still turned on and it didn’t take long for a pleasant orgasm to erupt from her pussy and then through her body.

		Her legs closed on her hand and toy as she shook. Eventually the moment passed and she managed to switch off the device and tossed it to the bed. “Care to join me in the shower?” she asked.

		“Uh...”

		“Don’t be shy now.” Jennifer didn’t wait for a further answer and just headed for the bathroom.

		She was pleased when Rebecca eventually joined her.

		“Okay, I feel great today,” said Rebecca as she got under the water. “I haven’t felt this good in years!” She caressed Jennifer’s soapy tits. “Is it poor form to nurse from you in the shower?”

		“Not at all. Just go gentle. I don’t want my nipple bit again.”

		


		Chapter 6

		Anthony pulled away from her breast, his face covered with a slightly annoyed expression. “You don’t have much milk tonight.”

		“Yeah...uh...”

		“Did you use your pump today?”

		Jennifer frowned. She had nothing to hide from Anthony. He knew she had other partners who nursed from her. But not that any of them were women. 

		“No. Someone nursed from me this morning.” She didn’t give him a direct answer. There was no need to. Generally Anthony didn’t pry into her sex life with others.

		“This morning? Was it your boss? Tim?” He licked her nipple and she shivered.

		“Ken,” she corrected him.

		“Right. Was it him?”

		“Does it matter? Just suck on my tits.”

		“He bit you.” Anthony circled his finger around the nipple that Rebecca had literally nipped that morning.

		“It was an accident.”

		“I should hope so. But I still like it when you come to my house with obvious signs you’ve been with another man.” He lowered his mouth to her sore nipple and sucked a bit more.

		She moaned softly. Jennifer didn’t have much milk to give but she was going to let Anthony enjoy himself. It was easier than explaining everything.

		They were on his bed. He was wearing a t-shirt and pajama bottoms that were tenting out from his erection. She was topless, of course, but still had on her panties and leggings. She didn’t intend to have sex with him tonight, but that could change.

		“I don’t think I’m going to get anything else out of you,” he commented, giving up nursing from her. 

		“Want me to jerk you off?” she offered, rubbing the outside of his pants before proceeding to untie the drawstring and pushing his pajama bottoms all the way down. 

		“You don’t want to have sex?”

		“I had sex this morning,” she told him. “How about a blowjob?”

		“I wouldn’t say no to that. How was he? A good fuck?”

		Anthony pulled his t-shirt up over his head so he was fully naked. 

		He was already semi-erect. Once she put it in her mouth, he quickly hardened. It wasn’t going to be difficult to make him cum. 

		“Tell me about the guy you fucked,” he asked.

		Glancing upward at him, Jennifer rolled her eyes, removed his cock, and said, “It’s hard to talk with a dick in my mouth.”

		“Yeah, sorry.”

		She wrapped her hand around him and started jerking him off. “Why do you want to know about it?”

		“I like knowing you fuck other men.”

		“Uh-huh.”

		Anthony closed his eyes and focused on her fingers. “I talked to my brother today,” he said.

		“I’m not going to fuck him,” she said firmly and stopped moving her hand. “You know I’m not into that.”

		“No, no, no,” he breathed. “Matty just said I look at least ten years younger than him.”

		“Uh-huh.” Jennifer barely knew Matteo, but she did know he was Anthony’s younger brother by at least five years. “So what?”

		“I think you keep me young,” Anthony joked. “If I ever get married, I’m going to age so quickly...”

		She pulled her hand away from him. “Don’t worry. I’m not going to marry you or anyone.”

		He groaned in frustration. “Sorry. Sorry. Didn’t mean to touch on a sensitive subject. But I just wanted to brag about how my little brother thinks I look better than him.”

		“Okay, sure. You look good,” she conceded but didn’t resume touching him.

		“I think it’s because I’m fucking you.”

		Jennifer snorted. “Yeah. Right. I’m keeping you young.”

		Anthony sat up. “I’m not kidding. Sex with you is invigorating, to say the least. Sex with you and nursing from your tits.” He reached out and caressed her breast.

		While she didn’t exactly pull away, Jennifer was annoyed. She brushed aside his hand and held her tits. “Literal fountains of youth?” she asked and squeezed her flesh.

		Milk came out. Not a lot. She was nearly empty, but a few weak streams issued forth, wetting her hands and landing partly on Anthony’s leg. 

		“Yeah! That’s what they are.” He leaned in for a kiss. She kissed him, but then pulled back.

		“I need to go.”

		“What? Why?”

		“I need to rethink my life, Tony.” Jennifer started dressing.

		He blinked at her. “Please tell me you’re kidding.”

		As she dressed, she spoke. “Why would I be kidding? I’ve been fucking a lot of men all my life. And letting them nurse on my tits. What has it gotten me? A lot of nothing. Now you think I’m some sort of magician or...or sorceress with magical tits and milk?”

		“Goddess, actually,” he said. “I mean, not literally, but you’re beautiful and you make me a better person, emotionally and spiritually along with physically.”

		She found her shoes and stepped into them while straightening her blouse. Her tits felt small at the moment. She had no more milk to give. “Don’t try to ply me with compliments. We aren’t having sex—or anything else—tonight.”

		Anthony left that alone. “I didn’t mean to upset you. You can live your life however you want.”

		“That’s right I can.” She marched out of the bedroom. He, still naked, followed her.

		“Don’t go away angry,” he said.

		“Just go away?” she taunted him.

		“No. Stay, if you want. Go, but I wasn’t trying to make you upset.”

		Jennifer closed her eyes and refocused herself. “I’m not angry,” she said when she reopened her eyes and exhaled. “I just need to rethink my life.”

		“Fine. Okay. I’ll talk to you later.”

		She eyed him. His cock was now soft, but his body was still in fantastic shape. The body of a man ten or maybe even twenty years younger than his true age. She was tempted, but angry, despite her protestations. 

		“Fine, but I just want you to know, I wasn’t fucking some guy yesterday and this morning. It was a woman. She was great in bed!”

		Jennifer opened the front door and walked out.

		“Fucking hell,” Anthony cursed and addressed the closed door. “If I’d known you were bi...well, I would have worked harder to keep you around.” He looked down at his sock cock. “Looks like it’s just you and me tonight, little dude. Let’s go have a party.”

		The next day Jennifer ignored the text from Anthony asking how she was. She decided to let him stew for a few days. For a little physical relief, she went over to Ethan’s so he could nurse from her. She was happy to let him fuck her, if for no other reason than to prove to herself—and Anthony though he had no idea what she was doing—that she only needed men for sex. She didn’t need to get married. She was her own person.

		Afterward, they were laying together in his bed. He was on his side, staring at her profile, one hand on her breast, while she was staring at the ceiling. 

		“You’re too good for me,” he told her.

		Jennifer laughed. “What makes you say that?”

		“You’re beautiful. Sex with you is...amazing. Better than anyone I’ve ever been with. You might be the oldest woman I’ve fucked, but you are the best.”

		Turning to her side, she asked, “Are you calling me old?”

		“No! If anything, you make me feel too young!”

		“Now I’m robbing the cradle?”

		“No!” He wiped his hand over his face. “I know you’re older than me, and I’m only twenty-seven, but you make me feel like a teenager again. Eighteen,” he quickly clarified. “A perfectly legal young man with an older, experienced, beautiful—and a little kinky—woman.”

		She gave him a jaundiced look. “Flattery will get you nowhere.”

		“Ever since I hooked up with you, I feel so alive,” he declared.

		“Not this shit again,” she muttered under her breath.

		“What shit? What do you mean again?” 

		Jennifer shook her head. “No. Nothing. It’s just...”

		“Just what?”

		“Every man I hop in bed with wants to declare that having sex with me, or,” she glanced down at her chest, “or sucking on my tits and drinking my milk makes them a decade younger.”

		As soon as she spoke the words, Ethan’s eyes lit up. “That’s it! Your milk is like an energy drink. It does a hell of a lot more for me than just give me wings!”

		She rolled her eyes. “Don’t be overly dramatic.”

		“I’m not kidding. Okay, so when you replied to my text on the app, I thought I was just lucky I had a chance with an older, beautiful woman. And I was lucky. And it was everything I wanted. You’re...I don’t know how to say it,” he petered out.

		“What are you saying?” she said, almost uninterested.

		“That I might be in l—”

		“Don’t!” she warned him.

		“I lust you,” he corrected himself. “Just thinking about you makes me want to beat off five times a day.”

		“Give it a rest,” she told him. “You’ll strangle the poor little guy to death.”

		“I think you just give me an energy I haven’t felt since I was eighteen.”

		“You’re only twenty-seven,” she reminded him. She thought he was older. She tried not to think about their age difference. “You have plenty of energy.”

		“After we have sex and I’ve nursed from you, I walk around with an erection for the next two days.”

		“I doubt that’s the truth.”

		“I swear it is.”

		“Hmm.” She rolled his way and hefted up her tits. “I still have some milk in them. Drain ‘em. We can fuck again if you can get hard again. Then I’ll want a report from you every twelve hours for the next three days about your cock.”

		She had meant it as a joke.

		“Sure!” 

		Ethan ducked his head, latched on to a nipple, and started sucking with enthusiasm. Jennifer was surprised she still had milk left, but his nursing felt good so she didn’t stop him.

		After a minute she reached down and inspected his cock. It was more like a bar of steel than of flesh.

		Unable to help herself, Jennifer pulled Ethan on top of her, inserting his cock into her wet pussy. He was flexible enough and her tits were big enough that he could bend his head down to suckle from her.

		It was awkward enough that she insisted on switching positions so she could ride him. He nursed from her as she bounced up and down on his cock.

		He had cum ten minutes earlier. Jennifer was certain it would take him some time to cum. She was wrong. He came again, filling her pussy to overflowing with his second load of cum while he sucked on her tits. 

		Her body trembled with an orgasm as true realization dawned upon her.

		


		Chapter 7 

		The next day Jennifer woke up, alone, in her bed. Her pussy was a bit sore from being fucked by Ethan, but that would fade quickly, she knew. Her tits, once again, were full of milk. She had to plan her day. Pump now before going to work? After checking her schedule on her phone she saw that Ken was in the office today. He could nurse her.

		Then she saw the messages that waited for her.

		The first was from Ethan. It was a picture of his erect cock.

		Ethan: I woke up with this

		Certainly morningwood was not evidence of any magical power of her milk. She did like his cock however. 

		Jennifer: Did you wake up like that?

		Ethan: Yes

		Ethan: Thinking of you

		Jennifer: Liar. But I like the effort.

		She decided that since Ethan had drained her the night before, she would risk it and plan on going into Ken’s office for a midday feeding.

		Ethan sent her another picture of his erect cock. As always, it was beautiful and she was tempted, but opted not to reply to his text.

		Ethan: You do this to me all the time

		Ethan: I’d do anything to suck on your tits today

		She ignored him and put a temporary block on message alerts from Ethan. He could be a bit annoying when he was like this.

		Anthony sent her a text as well, no picture, however.

		Anthony: Missing you. I’m so sorry. Please forgive me.

		She didn’t bother to respond. She was still angry. She could forgive Ethan easier because he was young and foolish, but she had had a relationship with Anthony for almost twenty years. He should know better.

		There was one final text from Rebecca.

		Becca: I need to speak with you today at work. Please.

		There wasn’t much to the message and Jennifer was more than just mildly tempted to reply and flirt and see where it led, but she told herself to be more disciplined.

		At the office Jennifer barely had time to put down her bag and log in to her computer before Rebecca was racing into the semi-private office.

		“Does your door lock?” Rebecca asked.

		“Yes, but Lisanne might come in at any point.” She indicated her office mate’s desk. “She has a key.”

		Rebecca closed the door, didn’t bother locking in, and wheeled the spare office chair next to Jennifer’s desk.

		“I have to talk to you.”

		“So I gathered.” Jennifer smiled. “It’s been a couple of days.”

		“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you,” said Rebecca. “I’m infatuated and I know it. I never thought I was bi but...”

		“But what?” Jennifer asked casually. “I’ve always considered most women to be bisexual. Well, bisexual but heteroromantic. Sex with a woman is fun, but I could never have a long-term romantic relationship.”

		For a moment Rebecca looked like the older woman had crushed her. 

		“Oh.”

		“I just want to be upfront with you.” Jennifer glanced at the office door. “I’ve had short term relationships with women before and it’s never worked out. The sex has been great but...well, in the end I love men and cocks too much.”

		“You were the one who seduced me.” Rebecca had a hint of anger in her voice.

		“Yes. True. And I got you drunk. I pushed you a little. I apologize for that but—”

		“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you for the past two days!”

		“Haven’t been able to stop thinking about me or about sex with me? Can you see yourself marrying a woman and living the rest of your life as a lesbian?”

		Rebecca paused. “Uh...I hadn’t thought about it that way.”

		“I was certain I was a lesbian the first time I went to bed with a woman. It only lasted a week, then I was back craving cock.”

		“I’m sorry.” Rebecca got up to leave.

		Jennifer grabbed her hand. “I’d love for you to nurse from me again.”

		Rebecca’s eyes went wide. “You would?”

		“And we should definitely have sex when you’re ready.”

		“But you just said...”

		“I don’t like to limit my options.”

		“This is so confusing.”

		“Let’s just consider this a fling. Girls being girls. A little breast milk. A little sex and when it’s over, we’ll part as friends.”

		“It’s so depressing that you’re planning on dumping me already.” Rebecca laughed nervously.

		“I don’t think I’m the sort of woman who can have a partner for any long period.”

		“Okay, that’s sad.”

		Jennifer shrugged. “It’s okay. I like my life.”

		Rebecca nodded and eyed the form-fitting sweater that Jennifer was wearing. It clung to her body, showing off her ample breasts. “When can we...get together again? My calendar is wide open.”

		Jennifer laughed. “Okay, well, I have some plans today...I’ll let you know this afternoon.”

		“I want to apologize one more time for biting you.”

		Jennifer shook her head. “It’s nothing. It’s happened before. It’ll happen again until I stop lactating.”

		“I still feel bad.”

		“You can make up for it by nursing from me properly the next time.”

		Rebecca giggled at the flirting. “You’re turning me on. My panties are getting wet.”

		Jennifer licked her lips and started to lean in for a kiss.

		Just then the door opened and Lisanne bustled in. Rebecca and Jennifer pulled back at the same time.

		“Thanks for the information,” Jennifer said smoothly. “We’ll talk more about the quarterly reports this afternoon, okay?

		“Sure.” Rebecca stood up and walked out, nodding at Lisanne as she left. Rebecca had no time for the old woman.

		“Are you two working on a project?” asked Lisanne.

		“Yes. Assigned by Ken. Not looking forward to it,” Jennifer lied. 

		A minute later Jennifer’s phone buzzed with a message.

		Becca: Old biddie clam jammed me!

		Jennifer laughed.

		Jennifer: Too bad too because I tasted my milk this morning and it was extra sweet.

		A few hours later Jennifer went to Ken’s office.

		“We can’t keep meeting like this,” he said to her as she closed and locked the door before pulling her sweater up over her head, showing off her industrial strength bra doing its all to keep her tits contained.

		Ken’s eyes went wide when she lowered the flap to one of the cups. “What the fuck?”

		“I haven’t worn one of these for you before?” asked Jennifer, tweaking her exposed nipple. “Nursing bras are very convenient.”

		“They’re different...” he allowed.

		Jennifer looked down, considering her exposed flesh and bra. “When I first got pregnant and needed to wear one of these, they were pretty boring and utilitarian. They’re gotten sexier over the years. I’m not sure if that’s because mothers want to feel sexy or if they’re intended for women who are nursing their adult partners.” She pinched the nipple that had started dripping. She was turned on and it showed. “Fucking god I hope it’s for the second reason.”

		“Are you just going to stand there torturing me and playing with yourself?” Ken was practically begging her to come to him and sit on his desk.

		“Do you want to nurse?” she asked him sweetly.

		“Always,” he moaned.

		She walked around his desk, seated herself in front of him, practically straddling his legs, and dangling her bare breast in front of his face.

		Ken didn’t need to be told what to do. He could take a hint. He latched onto her nipple and sucked greedily.

		She moaned softly. “Careful,” she cautioned him. “Go easy. I want you to drain me, not turn me on so you have to fuck me as well.”

		With fumbling fingers, Ken reached up and tried to unhook the other flap to her bra. She let him fail for a minute and then slapped his hand away. 

		“Let me do it. You haven’t emptied this side yet, however.” She lowered the flap for him, turning her body slightly to pull her nipple from his mouth, forcing him to change sides. 

		Ken didn’t complain. The milk in her other breast flowed easily. From her pants pocket Jennifer produced a small pad, slipped it into the cup on the breast Ken wasn’t nursing from, and pulled that flap back up into place. He watched this procedure out of the side of his eye.

		Unable to contain his curiosity, he took a quick break from nursing and asked, “What are you doing?”

		“My tits are in overdrive,” she said. “I’m making a lot of milk. I don’t want to leak through my bra and shirt. It’s just a pad to absorb the extra milk.”

		“Wow.”

		She snickered and said drily, “Yes. Wow. Fascinating what women have to go through to be full and complete sexual beings.”

		Ken just nodded and continued nursing, her sarcasm lost on him. She didn’t blame him. Probably all his blood was rushing to his cock so his brain wasn’t working correctly.

		Despite the somewhat clinical attitude she had taken, Jennifer found herself getting turned on. 

		She was tempted. Too tempted. 

		“You want to fuck me, don’t you?” she asked him.

		“Always,” he mumbled around her soft flesh.

		“Why?” She liked to hear him compliment her when they played.

		“You give me the energy I need,” he said, taking a quick break from the milk.

		She laughed at him. “I’m an energy drink now?”

		Ken leaned back and nodded. “After you and I started doing this—letting me nurse from you—I was able to keep up with Terri.”

		When he leaned forward, she leaned back, away from him. “Who the fuck is Terri?”

		“My wife.”

		Jennifer knew that Ken was married but had forgotten, or never knew, his wife’s name.

		“What do you mean keep up with her?”

		“She’s a lot younger than me.”

		She looked at him blankly.

		Ken sighed. “I’m good for sex maybe two or three times a week, max. And then just once a night. Terri...she’s a minx. She’d fuck morning, noon, and night if given half a chance. Right after we got married, I could barely keep up with her. Things started getting...rough. But then you came along and your milk energized me.”

		She shook her head at him. “It’s all in your mind.”

		“Fine by me.” He grinned. “But every time I suck your tits, I go home and fuck my wife. Best sex ever. Always. Keeps her happy.”

		“Huh.” Jennifer gave it some thought and then she hopped up from the desk.

		“Where are you going?”

		Saying nothing, Jennifer turned around, unbuttoned and unzipped her pants, before pushing them down after kicking off her shoes. She bent over Ken's desk, all but shoving her ass in his face. 

		“Fuck me,” she told him.

		He could just barely see the dark damp spot at the crotch of her pink panties. 

		“Fuck you?”

		“You heard me.” She glanced over her shoulder at him. “Unless you don’t want to do this any longer. I’ve got men lined up to suck my tits.”

		Abruptly Ken stood up and yanked her panties down to her ankles, then pulled his hard cock out of his pants. He was always hard when he nursed from her.

		He probed between her legs, trying to find her entrance. Jennifer politely reached down between her thighs and guided him in. They had fucked in his office before, but she preferred to go to his house when his wife—Terri—wasn’t there. It was more fun that way.

		They both grunted as he filled her up. 

		“Fuck yeah,” she moaned. “Go fast. Fuck me hard.”

		“What’s got you so fucking horny?” He grabbed her hips and went full speed as quickly as possible. He hoped that the sound of his body slamming into her, the distinctive sound of flesh on flesh, wasn’t penetrating the office walls.

		“Nothing special,” she lied and then moaned. “Make it quick.”

		“You’re lying to me.”

		Her hand was still down between her legs. She rubbed at her clit so she could cum faster.

		“You don’t want to know.”

		“Sure I do. I want to know how much of a slut you are.”

		Jennifer laughed and bit into her forearm so she wouldn’t make further noise.

		“Okay. Fine. I fucked a woman and I need a man right now.”

		Ken paused in his thrusts. “I didn’t know you were bi!”

		“Why’d you fucking stop!?”

		Ken resumed. His cock was as hard as it had ever been. He was so close, too close, he wanted it to last a minute longer.

		“Sorry! Bi chicks are hot.”

		“Sure. Make...me...cum...” she whined.

		“Would you want to fuck my wife while I watched?” he asked summoning up an image of that fantasy in his mind. 

		She groaned and came. He was a second behind her. His cock twitched and pulsed and deposited his seed deep in her. Jennifer would have to visit the bathroom right after this if she didn’t want to walk around with a puddle in her panties all day.

		“Maybe,” she hedged as she pushed him away from her, then pulled up her underwear and pants, quickly making herself presentable. “Why don’t you ask her?”

		With that, Jennifer made a quick exit and headed straight to the bathroom.

		


		Chapter 8

		Becca: I need to speak with you

		Jennifer looked at the message on her phone when she got back from the bathroom.

		“Shit,” she muttered under her breath. There was no way to avoid this. But it wasn’t like she was trying to avoid Rebecca, it was just that she had never had to spend so much time in one day managing all her various lovers. Ethan and Anthony texting her, Rebecca coming into her office, Ken in his office. It was a little much.

		But she didn’t want to tell Rebecca no. Having a new lover was always exciting and she didn’t want to cause problems in the office. She had to deal with Becca next. She texted the dirty blonde back. 

		Jennifer: Sorry. It’s been a busy day. What’s up?

		A minute later Rebecca was at her door. “Good. The old biddie isn’t here.”

		Jennifer gave her an exasperated look. “Make it quick.”

		“Fine. I’ll get right to the point.” She paused and took in a deep breath. “Want to go out on a date tonight?”

		“A date?” Jennifer could interpret that in a variety of ways. 

		Rebecca glanced up and down the hallway, checking for people eavesdropping or just accidentally overhearing.

		“Yes. A date. But we can just have sex if you want.” She modulated her voice a bit when she said that. “Or I can just suck on your tits.”

		This was too open to make Jennifer comfortable. “Okay. Yes. A date. That sounds good.”

		Rebecca nodded once. “Great. I’ll see you at the end of the day.”

		She walked away like this was any other business meeting.

		Jennifer’s phone buzzed on her desk. Picking it up, she rolled her eyes. It was another text from Ethan. Unable to stop herself, she opened the message and was unsurprised to see his hard cock.

		Ethan: Cant wait to see you again

		Jennifer rolled her eyes and didn’t respond.

		They agreed to go out to dinner before returning to Jennifer’s place for more intimate activities. It had been a long time since Jennifer had actually dated a woman and she was looking forward to it. 

		The meal at the Chinese restaurant was perfect. Rebecca had been nervous, probably because it was her first real date with a woman, and Jennifer pretended to ignore her constantly glancing around, seeing if others noticed or cared. 

		No one noticed.

		No one cared.

		Rebecca liked it when Jennifer occasionally reached out and touched her hand or shoulder.

		They held hands on the way out of the restaurant. She could feel the energy emanating from Rebecca’s body.

		Everything was going perfectly. This was fun. They went back to Jennifer’s place for unspoken, but mutually agreed upon, activities. 

		As Jennifer was leading Rebecca to her front door, Ethan suddenly appeared on the front porch.

		“Hi.”

		“Jesus fucking Christ!” Jennifer screamed.

		Rebecca looked like she was about to bolt, a scared rabbit in her eyes. Ethan jumped at Jennifer’s reaction. 

		“What the hell!” he cried out.

		“Don’t scare me like that! What the fuck are you doing here?!” Jennifer demanded.

		“You weren’t answering my texts.”

		“That doesn’t give you permission to just show up at my house!”

		Ethan wasn’t looking at Jennifer. He was sizing up Rebecca. “Hi,” he said to her. “I’m Ethan.”

		Automatically, politely, the dirty blonde introduced herself, sticking out her hand. “Rebecca.”

		Ethan shook her hand. “Nice to meet you. I’m Jennifer’s boyfriend.”

		That pronouncement made Jennifer snort and laugh.

		Rebecca couldn’t contain her smile. “Really. Huh. I guess I’m her girlfriend.”

		Ethan grinned and nodded, looking back to Jennifer. “You’re a busy woman.”

		“She sure is,” Rebecca agreed, barely stifling a nervous giggle.

		“Don’t encourage him, Becca. Ethan, you’re interrupting us. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

		“He’s not interrupting. He’s cute,” Rebecca declared. Maybe she was still feeling the effect of the wine they had at dinner. Maybe she was high from the lust that was propelling her. 

		“No,” Jennifer said firmly.

		“You’re not so bad yourself,” Ethan replied with everything but a wink.

		“Why thank you.” Rebecca stifled a giggle. 

		“No,” Jennifer repeated.

		“We were about to go inside for some—” Rebecca started to say.

		“No!” Jennifer interrupted. 

		Rebecca continued on. 

		“—post-dinner activities. Want to join us?”

		“No!” Jennifer was at her wits end.

		“Sure!” Ethan was full of too much joy.

		“This is not happening,” Jennifer said, standing in front of the door and putting her key away. 

		The other two continued to ignore her.

		“I barely know you but I feel that I really know you,” Rebecca said to Ethan. “Do you know about Jennifer?”

		“Know what about her?” Ethan was wary but eager. 

		“You know...” Rebecca looked directly at Jennifer’s chest, causing the older woman to fold her arms across her breasts. “Her...thing. Her...kink.”

		“That her tits are full of milk?” asked Ethan. “That she shares it with so many people that she’s practically the town cow?”

		“Hey!” Jennifer protested. “That’s it! Neither of you are coming in.” She looked nervously at the street. There was no one passing or driving by, nor would anyone truly care, but she had to have some degree of respectability.

		“It’s kinda hot,” Rebecca agreed. “Call me Becca, by the way.”

		Ethan almost pouted. “I don’t have a cool nickname, but it is very hot, sucking her tits, drinking her milk.”

		“I know! Right? It’s completely changed my life. And it only started a couple of days ago for me. What about you?”

		“I couldn’t live without her milk,” Ethan said with more than a little hyperbole. “It’s given me so much energy!”

		“I feel exactly the same!”

		Jennifer was getting annoyed at how the two people on her front porch were bonding so quickly. She was also annoyed at how they had somehow become instant best friends and had forgotten she was there.

		“I’m going inside,” she muttered.

		“Great!” Rebecca enthused. “Can Ethan come inside with us?”

		Jennifer sighed and paused. “Why?”

		Rebecca gave the young man a sly look. “You know why, Jenn...”

		She started to say no, but then stopped and sighed again. “If I say no, you two are just going to continue to be annoying, aren’t you.”

		“Of course not,” Rebecca protested.

		“I’m going to jump ahead here, Jenn. You told me once that you wanted to be nursed by two people at the same time and—”

		“Oh! So hot!” Rebecca declared. “Let’s do that!”

		“What?” The situation had completely gotten out of Jennifer’s control. She liked to be in control of who nursed from her. She liked the control. She liked to be nursed, but she wasn’t an object for the amusement of others. “No!”

		Rebecca pouted. “Why not?”

		“I’ve never been in a threesome,” Jennifer said flatly.

		“Me either,” said Rebecca.

		“Same,” agreed Ethan. “Big fantasy, though.”

		“Really,” Jennifer said drily. “Always wanted to have a boy-girl-girl threesome. What a shock.”

		“Don’t be like that, Jenn,” Rebecca chided her. “If you don’t want to...we can leave.”

		It was the only leverage she had. 

		It had to be good enough.

		Jennifer sighed and relented. “Fine. But I’m in charge. You do what I say!”

		Without another word, she turned and unlocked the door, letting the other two follow her inside.

		“I had meant tonight to be for me and Becca,” she told Ethan as she led the pair to the living room. “Piss me off and I'll end it.”

		“I won’t do anything without your permission,” he said politely. “But I will say that I always suspected you were bi.”

		“I’m not bi,” Jennifer shot back at him. 

		“Right. You just have sex with women occasionally.” He tried not to sound smarmy when he said it.

		“You’re treading on thin ice...”

		“I think I might be bi,” Rebecca piped up. When Jennifer turned to her, she stepped up to the older woman and kissed her.

		“Fucking hot,” Ethan breathed.

		They kissed for a long minute. Jennifer didn’t want it to end, but her tits were aching, partly with being full of milk—though Ken had nursed from her earlier in the day—and partly because her lust had been building.

		She hadn’t been prepared for a threesome, but she was willing to make it work.

		Ethan had been right. She had voiced—more than once and to more than one lover—her desire to have both breasts nursed at the same time. She wanted to experience it at least once and this was as perfect a time for it as any.

		Jennifer moved them backward to the couch where the two women sat down, not stopping their impromptu makeout session.

		It was only when the couch moved with Ethan’s weight that Jennifer remembered he was there too. Suddenly she didn’t want him there. She just wanted Rebecca all to herself.

		But Rebecca broke the kiss, glanced at Ethan, and gently turned Jennifer’s face toward him. Jennifer didn’t mind kissing Ethan in front of Rebecca. It gave her a thrill of being in charge.

		Then she felt both their hands on her breasts, one on the left, and one on the right. She was melting; her pussy was a hot, swampy mess and she could feel her milk start to let down.

		She was glad she still had the breast pads inside her bra and wondered what they would think about her nursing bra—

		—and suddenly she needed to have the bra off. They couldn’t know she had a nursing bra. That was a step too far. Not kissing two people at the same time. Not being a lactating kinky woman. Not a semi-planned threesome. No. The fact that she was in her forties and had a nursing bra she wore to make it convenient for one of her lovers at the office.

		Abruptly Jennifer pushed them both away and stood up. 

		“It’s too crowded in here. I’m going to the bedroom.”

		She didn’t exactly run away from them, but exited the living room so fast both of them were confused. She stripped off her blouse and bra as she moved through the house.

		“Does she want us to follow?” Rebecca asked cautiously.

		“I hope so. She’s the one with the milk.”

		They both followed, Ethan allowing Rebecca to lead the way. Not because he was gallant, but because he wanted to check out her ass. It met his approval.

		They found Jennifer reclining, topless, on her bed. “Well?” she prompted them while hefting up her substantial tits. “I’m waiting.”

		“You take left, I’ll take right,” said Ethan.

		There was no way that Rebecca was going to be left out of this. They approached Jennifer from opposite sides of the bed. They didn’t immediately dive for her prominent nipples, but instead gave her quick kisses, pausing to momentarily size up the other person infatuated with Jennifer, and then moved down to her breasts.

		Jennifer was used to being nursed. She loved to be nursed. She was accustomed to using her breast pump on both her tits at the same time; it was enjoyable, but it was nothing like this.

		Both her lovers started sucking at the same time. A shiver ran down her spine and she moaned. This was good. She should have done this years before.

		Rebecca and Ethan eagerly suckled from Jennifer. Her milk let down. It was as sweet as ever. It flowed easily. It was a bonding moment that none of them ever could have predicted. 

		When both paused for a breath, they caught each other’s eye and shared a moment. It was instinct and unspoken agreement when they briefly kissed above Jennifer, tasting the other’s lips, tasting Jennifer’s delicious milk.

		“Don’t stop,” she begged them.

		“Shh,” said Rebecca. “You’re disturbing a moment.”

		Before Ethan could say something foolish, Jennifer burst out, “Either suck my tits or get the fuck out.”

		Ethan ducked his head and found her nipple wet with milk. He lapped it up before focusing on sucking in earnest. He drew the nipple all the way into the back of his throat, swallowing as quickly as the milk flowed.

		Rebecca followed suit, playing a bit with Jennifer’s nipple. Gently biting, circling it with her tongue, drawing and releasing. 

		Jennifer couldn’t focus and organize the sensations. It was all too much and not enough at the same time. She wanted more space, but they were pinning her between their bodies. She opened her mouth to tell them what to do, but no words came out, just a loud groan of pleasure. 

		It didn’t stop either of them.

		That was good because Jennifer was on the edge and she didn’t want anything to change.

		And then her body was shaking. Her tits were shooting out milk faster than either Rebecca or Ethan could swallow. The orgasm rolled through her body and gave her such a sense of relief and accomplishment.

		Rebecca was having a minor coughing fit from trying to swallow the milk too quickly. “You came,” she accused.

		Jennifer just moaned.

		“She came,” Ethan confirmed. “Haven’t seen it from just sucking on her tits before, but there’s a first time for everything.

		“Too much...” Jennifer moaned.

		“I bet her pussy is soaked,” said Ethan as he reached for the zipper to her pants. Jennifer didn’t resist. Rebecca just watched as the bold young man tugged down her pants far enough to reveal her pink panties. She pulled up her legs to assist him in stripping her. Rebecca saw the damp spot on the other woman’s panties had grown from the crotch to a huge spot. 

		She was a bit jealous.

		Ethan covered her panties with his hand but didn’t remove them. “She’s soaking wet and hot as the sun.”

		“Let me,” Rebecca said, slipping her hand inside Jennifer’s panties, moving over the curly, trimmed hair, all the way down to Jennifer’s slit. The older woman quaked when Rebecca just barely touched her clit. “Oh yeah, she’s loving this.”

		Ethan and Rebecca shared a knowing look.

		“My tits aren’t empty of milk yet,” Jennifer complained.

		“What do you want to do?” Ethan asked the other woman.

		“I want all of her milk and then I want to eat her pussy and then I want to watch you fuck her.” The words tumbled out of Rebecca’s mouth. It might have been too much, but at this point she didn’t care. She loved sucking on Jennifer’s tits and wanted to do everything possible. 

		Ethan locked eyes with Rebecca. His cock was so stiff inside his jeans that it was beyond painful. Her pussy was on fire, but she couldn’t tell him that. 

		“You want to?” he asked her.

		Rebecca nodded eagerly. “Yes. Fuck yes.”

		“Hey,” Jennifer complained, put out that she was being ignored.

		They continued to ignore her.

		Working together without any further discussion, Rebecca moved down between Jennifer’s legs while Ethan moved up and kissed their older lover. 

		“What are you doing?” she demanded between kisses.

		“Just enjoy it,” Ethan told her and silenced her with another kiss. He then moved back down to her breasts to suckle once more. 

		She didn’t complain. She couldn’t complain. Rebecca was already licking her pussy. 

		The sensations weren’t too much for Jennifer. They were the perfect amount.

		After having decided that she was bi—or at least bi enough for the evening—it was easy for Rebecca to develop her cunnilingus skills. She just did to Jennifer’s pussy what she liked having done to her own. Sucking the clit while using her fingers inside, looking for the little ridge that made her shiver.

		Jennifer’s pussy was a wet, quivering mess. Rebecca only really knew her own pussy and while it was much the same, the differences were interesting and revealing, as were the similarities. Rebecca played a bit, found that sex with another woman was perfectly acceptable even a second time—and especially with a man around—and then focused on making Jennifer cum again.

		Making Jennifer cum again was easy. 

		The woman’s second orgasm was strong, strong enough that if two people weren’t pinning her to the bed she would have been thrashing around. It was almost too much having her pussy and tits tended to at the same time.

		“Stop, stop, stop,” Jennifer begged. “You have to stop. Please.”

		Rebecca lifted her face from between Jennifer’s legs. “Should we?”

		Ethan looked at her and tried to adjust the discomfort in his jeans. “Maybe a pause so I can get my jeans off.”

		She could see his hard bulge and was intrigued. “Take them off. I want to see it.”

		If nothing else, Ethan wanted to be an accommodating gentleman. He moved off the bed and quickly stripped off his shirt, kicked off his shoes, and dropped his pants along with his boxers. His cock sprang out, already standing tall and erect. 

		Rebecca felt her pussy quiver. She wanted to reach out for it and take the pulsing organ in her mouth, suck it, taste it, worship it, and then invite it into her body.

		“Much better,” he grunted as it bounced free.

		It was Jennifer who reached out and grabbed Ethan’s beautiful cock, her fingers nestling into the curve. 

		“Well, now that you’re naked,” she said. 

		Nothing more needed to be said.

		Jennifer shifted her position, moving her legs from around Rebecca, turning to present her pussy to Ethan.

		He stood at the bed’s edge and shook his head. 

		“Nope. Turn over. I want to fuck you doggy.”

		She rolled her eyes but then rolled over. “Fine,” she said, arching her back, her ample ass in the air. “Put it in me. Please.”

		Ethan was slowly working his cock with his hand. “Not yet. I want to watch you eat Rebecca’s pussy.”

		Jennifer looked to her friend. “Well?” she asked, not angry, but eager to move things along. Her tits were all but empty of milk but her lust hadn’t abated. She needed Ethan’s cock.

		Rebecca scrambled into position, her pussy under Jennifer’s face. There was barely enough room on the bed the way they were positioned; her head hung over the mattress’s edge. When Jennifer applied her tongue to Rebecca’s clit, all the blood rushing to her head was making everything more intense. It didn’t need to be more intense.

		Ethan ran the head of his cock along Jennifer’s slippery slit, getting it wet, making her moan in anticipation, getting her to rock her hips backward, trying to capture his cock in her tunnel. It was pulling her focus away from Rebecca’s pussy.

		“Just put it in,” she begged between slavering attention on the woman in front of her.

		Rebecca was right on edge. She wanted to cum but at the same time wanted this moment to last forever.

		It took a lot of coordination between the three of them. It couldn’t last forever. It didn’t have to.

		Ethan was the weak link in the chain. He came first. He grabbed Jennifer’s thick hips and slammed into her a few more times before grunting deeply and shooting his load inside her.

		The appreciative moan from Jennifer caused just the right amount of buzzing vibration to push Rebecca over the edge. She came and clamped her thighs around Jennifer’s head. Jennifer shoved her hand down between her legs where Ethan had already withdrawn his cock. She rubbed anxiously at her pussy, focusing on her clit. Her fingers were immediately wet from her amrita and Ethan’s leaking spunk. It was so slick that she barely managed any friction. It hardly mattered. It only took a few seconds before she came again, leaving her exhausted.

		“We need to do this again,” Ethan declared.

		


		Chapter 9

		Jennifer was happy to get both of her guests out of her house with a minimum of fuss. It had been a great time, but she didn’t need to spend the night with them. She was exhausted, in a good way, and her breasts were completely drained.

		It was the next day that problems truly started to arise.

		Both Rebecca and Ethan greeted her with texts before she was even awake. That was on top of the apologetic message from Ken, asking for her forgiveness for his behavior the day before. Jennifer couldn’t really remember what, if anything, he had done wrong.

		Resolving not to address any of them before getting to work, Jennifer considered using her breast pump to empty her tits and have a clear head for the day.

		Then she got a text from Anthony. She considered just deleting it without reading a word but then she noticed a picture was attached.

		Hating herself, she opened the message fully expecting to see his dick. It had worked for Ethan, after all, but there was no way that Anthony could know that.

		Instead of a dick she instead was presented with a few close up shots of Anthony’s face and hair.

		Anthony: Jenn, I need to see you again.

		Anthony: Your milk sustains me!

		Anthony: Look at the pictures. I’m getting old and wrinkled without you

		Anthony: *Without your milk.

		Despite her argument with him, Jennifer still liked Anthony. He was the only person she kept extra clothes with, just in case of an overnight or an emergency. They had been on and off for twenty years.

		But she couldn’t let him get too close.

		Still, she couldn’t let him think he was in charge. 

		She wanted to say nothing. Or say no to him.

		But she didn’t want to use her breast pump or find a replacement for him. He had always been her most reliable partner.

		With a sigh, she texted him back.

		Jennifer: You aren’t getting old because you didn’t have my milk today.

		Jennifer: You’re getting wrinkles and gray hair because you’re OLD.

		Maybe teasing and taunting him wasn’t a great idea, but she couldn’t help herself.

		It only took him a couple of minutes to text her back.

		Anthony: But your milk was keeping me young and healthy!

		Jennifer: You’re delusional.

		Anthony: Placebo effect?

		Jennifer: Sure. Just keep believing that.

		Anthony: I’ll believe anything if I can nurse from you again...

		Jennifer sighed. 

		Jennifer: I had sex with Ethan yesterday.

		Anthony: I don’t hold that against you. That young man is lucky.

		Jennifer: Also had sex with Becca.

		She waited for his response. It barely took ten seconds.

		Anthony: Who’s Becca?

		She was disappointed that his response was so...muted.

		Jennifer: A new woman I’m fucking. And nursing.

		Anthony: That’s fucking hot!

		Jennifer: Pervert.

		Anthony: I’m jealous.

		Jennifer: I bet you are.

		Anthony: Don’t take this the wrong way, but you really get around. 

		Anthony: I admire it. How do you keep straight who you’re fucking?

		Jennifer: It doesn’t matter. Anyway, I forgive you. 

		Anthony: Great. I’m so thirsty for you, literally and metaphorically.

		Jennifer literally rolled her eyes and added that emoji to her text.

		Jennifer: Tomorrow. Sometimes I wonder why I say yes. I’ve got to get to work.

		Work was another whole issue. She managed to avoid Rebecca for the morning, but eventually she had to confront both Rebecca and Ken. Wanting to keep things in her life separate, she went into Ken’s office first.

		“To what do I owe this surprise and delight?” asked Ken as he pushed back from his desk and smiled.

		“Keep it in your pants. It’s not your turn today.”

		“My turn?” he asked innocently.

		“Don’t play games, Ken. You know that I have others nurse from me.”

		“Just a taste?” he asked.

		“No.”

		“So why are you visiting?”

		“Maybe because we have work to discuss?” she suggested.

		“Great. What do you need to know?”

		Jennifer grimaced and sat down in the chair in front of his desk. “Okay, so I don’t have anything to discuss with you.”

		“And you aren’t going to share your tits either?”

		“No, Ken. I’m here to talk.”

		“Just a peek at them?”

		Jennifer tamped down her anger. “No. Hard no.”

		“Tease.” 

		“I do what I can.”

		“So why are you here?” he asked, disappointed.

		“Do you really think my milk is what gives you the energy to keep up with your wife, as you claim?”

		“Of course,” he said automatically, giving no thought to the question.

		“I’m serious.”

		“So am I.”

		“It’s all in your head,” she told him.

		“So what if it is? The placebo effect is real.”

		She sighed. “Great. My tits aren’t magic. Neither is my milk.”

		“But you keep me young,” he said with all sincerity. “Can I tell you something else?”

		“I'm betting I don’t want to hear whatever it is you’re going to say to me.”

		“Terri and I have an open marriage.”

		Jennifer blinked. “That was not what I was expecting. So why have you spent so much time hiding me from her?”

		“I haven’t,” he clarified. “We have a don’t ask, don’t tell policy.”

		“Uh-huh. And that’s why you’ve snuck me into your house while she’s out of town so we can have sex?”

		“Okay...she might have known about those times...”

		Jennifer pinched the bridge of her nose. She didn’t get migraines, but she was starting to imagine what they felt like.

		“Do I even want to ask why you’re playing this game with me and her?”

		“Probably not.”

		“Does she tell you when she’s fucking other guys?”

		“Yes. I ask for details!”

		“Seems like violation of the don’t ask, don’t tell policy,” she pointed out.

		“Yeah. We’re bad at this open marriage thing.”

		“So I gathered. Great. Good information to have. Why are you telling me this now?”

		“I told her all about you,” he clarified.

		“I thought she already knew about me...and you...together.”

		“Yeah. She did. Does. But I gave her a little more information.”

		“What information?”

		“That you lactate. Lactate for me.”

		Jennifer shook her head. Her imaginary migraine was still coming on. “I lactate for me,” she told him. “I let you participate.”

		“Okay. Sure. That’s better. Anyway, I told her and she was fascinated.”

		“Great.”

		“She wants to see it in action.”

		Jennifer pulled her hand away from her face to look Ken in the eyes. “Why? She can see lactating tits anytime she wants. She just needs to look in her shirt and give ‘em a squeeze.”

		“Terri’s never had kids,” Ken pointed out.

		“You’ve got two...” Jennifer said and winced.

		“From my first wife. Terri doesn’t want kids.”

		Jennifer put her hand back over her eyes. “If she wants to see women lactating, she can google that shit on the internet.”

		“Uh...no. She wants to see you lactating...with me. Uh...she wants to be involved.”

		“What?”

		“She says that if your milk gives me the energy to keep up with her—and she’s got two guys on the side that she fucks—then she wants to see what it’ll do for her.”

		“No.”

		“Hear me out.”

		“I already did.”

		“There’s nothing wrong with a little experimentation. I know it’s a big ask, but one of the reasons I married Terri is because she is bi...but I’ve never gotten the opportunity to have her and another woman at the same time and this—”

		“Let me stop you right there,” Jennifer interrupted. 

		“No, no, let me finish. I thought you’d be open to a little experimentation, you know, because you have this lactation kink and you’re sort of slutty—no offense, it’s a compliment—but I know it’s a big ask. I promise I can make it worth your while.”

		“I’m bi,” she told him.

		“I can get you a promotion in the company and...wait, did you say you were bi?”

		“Yes. But that doesn’t mean I just jump into bed with any woman I see.” Jennifer didn’t mention to Ken that she had done that more than once in her life, up to and including Rebecca. Yes, she liked her coworker, but the sex was just a game to her.

		“You’re bi?” He was stunned.

		“We already covered that.”

		“I’m starting to think most women are.” He got a dreamy look in his eyes.

		“Don’t be delusional.”

		“Is there anything I can do to convince you to meet Terri, have a drink, and see where things go? I do have a lot of pull in the company.”

		“I’m not sleeping my way to the top, or anywhere for that matter. Sex is just a fun thing for me. Not a tool for corporate ladder climbing.”

		“Shit. Okay. I know when to take no for an answer. Thanks for being honest with me.”

		Jennifer was frankly stunned at his sudden change of attitude. “Why are you giving up so easily?” She was suspicious.

		“Because I don’t want to lose a good employee. And I don’t want to destroy what we already have between us.”

		“Uh-huh.” Her eyes narrowed. “I want to meet your wife,” she blurted out.

		“Why?”

		Jennifer was positive she was being manipulated.

		“Because I want to see if you’re a liar. Tell her it’s a date, but to keep it in her panties. I don’t meet and nurse and fuck on the first date.” That wasn’t the truth at all.

		“Duly noted. Your promotion paperwork will be submitted to the company intranet by the end of the day.”

		Jennifer stood up and walked to the door. “Don’t do that.”

		“No promises.”

		She shook her head and went out the door. He admired her ass as she left. 

		


		Chapter 10

		Jennifer was intimidated. Terri was incredibly beautiful. On face and body alone she lived up to the label of trophy wife. Much to Jennifer’s surprise, Terri was also intelligent and genuine, not just a pretty face.

		Going to Ken’s house was probably a mistake. She knew she should have met them on neutral ground. A bar. A restaurant. Any place else.

		But Ken’s house was lovely and provided a nearby bedroom. Jennifer knew she was lying to herself if she didn’t consider that a possibility.

		Terri didn’t cook a meal, of course. She ordered something expensive to be delivered by a local restaurant. She made a big deal about the wine that was served; Jennifer had no idea what she was talking about, but went along with it.

		The conversation was dominated by the two women while Ken just watched smugly. He had two women in his house that he fucked regularly and now he was going to get them at the same time. He had a reason to be smug.

		It was a weird dinner because the conversation was mostly about work and common interests. It was pretty much any small dinner party ever. Until the end when Terri pulled out a cheesecake. 

		Jennifer smiled to herself about the dessert choice. A while back to generate more interest in her online profiles she had gone to a professional photographer for some pictures that he had described as “classic cheesecake”. She was fine with that. He knew how to make her ass look terrific. He hadn’t even asked for a taste of her milk, though she would have happily offered him some.

		“So Ken tells me that you’re interested in our open marriage,” Terri said as she placed a slice of cheesecake in front of Jennifer.

		“Interested?” Jennifer didn’t know how to take that. “What do you mean?”

		“You can look up the definition online,” said Terri. “But by interested I mean how much more involved with us do you want to be? I know you’re already fucking Ken.”

		“And nursing me as well,” Ken added.

		Jennifer blushed. It had been a long time since she had blushed; she wasn’t ashamed of her sexual activities, but somehow this moment made her uncomfortable.

		“I mean...is this something you do often?”

		“Have sex with other people, you mean?” Terri glanced at her husband. “Depends on what you mean by often. I had sex with one of my boyfriends yesterday. When did you last fuck Jenn, Ken?” 

		“Uh...last week?”

		Turning back to Jennifer, Terri shrugged. “I guess that’s about average for us.”

		“Okay...”

		“But I’m more interested in your...lactating.”

		This was a more comfortable subject for Jennifer. She could easily answer questions on it. “What do you want to know?

		“You’re lactating right now?”

		“Yes. Have been for the past twenty years, ever since my son was born.”

		Terri’s eyes bulged. It was the first time Jennifer had elicited an unexpected reaction from the other woman.

		“Twenty years?!”

		“And probably twice as many men who have nursed from me,” Jennifer added. “Plus a few women.”

		Terri smiled. “Now you’re talking...”

		“And just yesterday you were saying that you thought it was weird,” Ken interjected.

		“Opinions change. How big did your boobs get when you got pregnant and started lactating?”

		“Went up a cup size. I was already pretty big.”

		“Can I see them?” Terri asked boldly.

		Jennifer sat up straighter and thrust her chest out a bit. Her dress was low cut enough that she was showing quite a bit of cleavage. “How’s this?”

		Terri leaned forward and propped her chin on her hand, resting her elbow on the table. “I meant...without your clothes. Can I see your milk come out?”

		Jennifer shot a look at Ken. He gave her a small nod of his head.

		“This is why I came here, isn’t it?”

		“Sure is,” said Ken.

		Jennifer stood up and started to reach for the zipper behind her back, but paused. “Are both of you going to nurse from me?”

		“May I?” asked Terri with more enthusiasm than Jennifer expected.

		“Yes. You seem eager.”

		“It’s because Ken stuffed a buttplug up my ass before you came over. I’ve been slowly getting turned on during dinner. I need to do something about it.” Terri stood up and Jennifer sized her up. She wondered if the other woman’s tight leggings meant anything. 

		Jennifer hadn’t expected to hear Terri say anything like that. “Okay...” She pulled down the zipper to her dress, loosening it. 

		“Wait,” said Ken. “Not here. Let’s go to the bedroom.”

		“Think you’re going to get laid?” asked Terri, smirking.

		“I’m counting on it,” said Ken with great confidence.

		Terri, her lips pursed, turned to Jennifer and said, “Would you like me to show you to the bedroom?”

		“I know the way.” As soon as the words were out of her mouth, Jennifer winced. It sounded like a betrayal to Ken. To cover up her involuntary wince, Jennifer pulled her zipper back up.

		Terri snapped her fingers. “That’s right. You’ve been here before with...him.” She indicated her husband. “He likes to play games like that.”

		“So do you,” Ken countered.

		She gave him the finger and grabbed Jennifer’s hand. “Come on.” Not waiting for agreement, Terri pulled her along. Jennifer went willingly. She knew the way, but allowed Terri to lead her. It gave her a chance to eye the other woman’s ass as they went up the stairs. There was no outward indication she was wearing a buttplug.

		In the bedroom the two women faced each other and were suddenly nervous about doing anything as simple as a kiss, let alone full on sex. Ken was a few steps behind them and the disappointed look on his face when he walked in, seeing them just staring at each other, was amusing.

		“What are you waiting for?” 

		The two women just looked at him, trying not to laugh at him. 

		“You don’t just...do this sort of thing without a little warm up,” Terri told him.

		“So...do you want a little warm up?” asked Jennifer.

		“Definitely.”

		The two women put their arms around each other and kissed.

		“Fuck yes,” Ken crowed.

		Terri gave him a sharp look. “You can watch, but you need to be quiet.”

		Ken pulled his fingers across his mouth, indicating his lips were zipped. Then he stepped back and continued to watch.

		Jennifer liked the way Terri kissed. Her body was soft. Before her and Rebecca it had been years since she had kissed, let alone fucked, another woman. She missed it.

		Terri broke the kiss. “Show me your tits,” she said, moving back to the bed, sitting down and waiting expectantly.

		It was bold and forthright. Jennifer liked that. Once again she lowered the zipper on her dress, shrugged out of the sleeves, and shimmied it down her waist and hips to stand in front of the married couple in nothing but her bra and underwear.

		Her pushup bra stuffed with a couple of breast pads to soak up any leakage.

		Her underwear which mostly matched her bra but was really a thong.

		She didn’t wear any stockings but she did reach down to free the single buckle on her heels so she could step out of them.

		“I said show me your tits,” said Terri.

		“Of course.” Jennifer liked how the other woman was taking charge. She reached behind her back and briefly fumbled with the four hooks keeping her bra closed. It would have been easier to just drop the shoulder straps and turn the garment around to unhook it, but that wasn’t sexy.

		The hooks came free. The bra sagged forward. Jennifer shrugged out of the bra and then arched her back to show off her large breasts.

		“Wow. They’re big!” Terri exclaimed. “How big are you?”

		“Usually 36 or 38 double D. It depends. I buy bigger because they change. 

		Terri shot her husband a look. “I’m surprised you still pay attention to my little 36Cs.”

		“I love all breasts,” he declared with complete sincerity.

		Reaching out to Jennifer, Terri said, “Can I feel them?”

		“Of course.”

		Jennifer stepped forward. Her nipples contracted the moment Terri’s fingers made contact with her flesh. The gorgeous woman experimentally squeezed and weighed Jennifer’s breasts. 

		“So firm. So big. How do you walk around with these all day?” She didn’t let go but moved her thumbs slowly back and forth over Jennifer’s nipples, making her go weak in the knees, yet somehow she remained standing. 

		“Sometimes I get back pain...but...but it’s worth it.”

		“I bet.” 

		The two women locked eyes. Terri was familiar with the unfocused, glazed look in the other woman’s face. 

		“You like this, don’t you?” Terri asked.

		“Uh-huh.”

		“Want me to stop?”

		“No...I want you to...I want you to...”

		Ken interjected. “She wants you to suck her tits.”

		“Shut up, Ken,” Terri barked at him, not breaking her gaze into Jennifer’s eyes. “I told you to be quiet.”

		“Sorry.”

		“I love playing with other women’s tits,” Terri told Jennifer. “It’s been too long.”

		“Mmm-hmm...” she agreed absently.

		“You’re leaking,” Terri observed. Her thumbs were wet. Jennifer’s milk was slowly dribbling out and over the backs of Terri’s hands.

		“Yeah...I do that when I get...turned on...”

		“Can I...?” Terri didn’t finish the question.

		Jennifer just nodded.

		When Terri leaned in to take Jennifer’s ripe nipple in her mouth, Ken softly moaned.

		“Fuuuck...”

		Both women ignored him.

		Terri was delighted at the sweetness of Jennifer’s milk. It surprised her but not enough for her to pull back. If anything, it encouraged her to suck more. She could feel the sweet liquid jetting into her mouth as she held Jennifer’s other breast as it continued to drip. 

		Jennifer cuddled the other woman’s head to her breast. Her knees were getting weaker and she thought that she might fall, collapsing forward onto Terri. In the moment it didn’t matter; she was enjoying every moment of their interaction.

		In the background she was vaguely aware of Ken moving around. She had just enough willpower to open her eyes and glance his way. He had his cock out and was masturbating.

		It seemed rude, but she should have expected it. It was just easier for Jennifer to close her eyes and focus on what Terri was doing to her. The other woman wasn’t doing anything fantastic, but Jennifer loved being nursed and this situation was a little bit novel.

		She hadn’t told them about her threesome with Ethan and Rebecca. It didn’t seem necessary. It was lovely that after almost twenty years of nursing people alone, individually, she now had the opportunity to have two threesomes in less than a week. 

		Taking a quick break, Terri said, “Okay, I get it why Ken was going on and on about your milk.”

		Jennifer nodded. “I’m going to fall down,” she said leaning forward, bracing her hands on Terri’s shoulders, unexpectedly pushing the other woman down onto the bed. This landed Jennifer on top and the two women giggled together before exchanging another kiss. 

		“I’ve never fucked a woman in front of Ken before,” Terri confessed.

		“Hey!” Ken objected. “You weren’t supposed to tell her that.”

		She ignored him. “He’s jealous. But I’m not one for threesomes.”

		Jennifer frowned. “This isn’t going to be a threesome?”

		Terri slowly shook her head. “No. He’s just going to watch...unless I say otherwise.”

		After a moment’s consideration, Jennifer was fine with that. While she wasn’t an exhibitionist, she didn’t mind Ken watching. This was an opportunity that she wasn’t going to pass by. It was easier to have sex with one person at a time anyway.

		They kissed some more then the women moved around, both getting on their sides and Terri sliding down so she could continue nursing.

		Jennifer found it relaxing and arousing, ironically. She would occasionally open her eyes to see Ken watching them, his cock in hand, slowly jerking off, edging so that he could stretch out the enjoyment. 

		Terri’s hand moved from Jennifer’s side, to her hip, to around her ass where the younger woman grabbed a handful of Jennifer’s flesh.

		“If you make me cum, sometimes my milk will make fountains,” Jennifer told the other woman.

		“What’s the best way to make you cum?” asked Terri, pulling back from Jennifer’s breast.

		“A nice thick cock.”

		Terri frowned.

		“But barring that...really aggressive pussy eating.”

		Terri smiled. “I can do that.”

		“Please do.”

		They shifted positions again. Jennifer cast Ken a quick glance. He was watching, rapt, his hand steady on his hard cock.

		With Jennifer on her back, she lifted up her butt and Terri pulled down her panties, tossing the item aside. Jennifer happily parted her legs for the other woman.

		Showing she wasn’t a braggart, Terri dove right in, licking Jennifer’s labia, causing her to shiver. Terri easily found Jennifer’s prominent clit and latched onto it, sucking it like a nipple. Jennifer gasped and then groaned when Terri slipped a pair of fingers into Jennifer’s slick tunnel finding the secret spot inside her.

		“Fuuuck...” she moaned.

		“Keep going, hon,” Ken encouraged her. “Make her cum on your face.”

		Both women ignored him. His hand went faster on his cock. He didn’t want to cum, but it was too much to resist. He promised himself that if he was going to cum, he’d hobble over to the bed and unload on the two women.

		Terri focused. Jennifer let herself float freely on her lust. She kept her arms tight to her sides, pushing her tits up slightly, her hands resting lightly on Terri’s head, not really guiding her, but letting her know where to focus. She wanted to wrap her thighs around Terri’s head, but didn’t have the bodily control to do so. 

		The orgasm came quick and hard. Jennifer bucked her hips, rubbing her pussy in Terri’s face. Just as she had predicted, her tits, barely having been nursed on by Terri, erupted in a double fountain. The milk didn’t go high, maybe a foot from her nipples, and then fell back to her chest, coating her skin. 

		The only time Jennifer could do this was when her tits were nearly full and she was extremely turned on and she came. If only two of these elements were present she only leaked. She didn’t like her tits fountaining, but more than one of her lovers over the years was fascinated by it.

		The event was too much for Ken. 

		“Holy fucking shit!”

		He stopped pumping his hand up and down on his cock. Instead of hobbling over to the bed to paint the women with his cum, Ken did hobble over, his pants around his ankles, but knelt down and started licking up the sweet milk. 

		Terri had pulled back from Jennifer’s now-sopping pussy, wiped away the amrita from her face, and laughed at her husband’s eagerness to taste Jennifer’s milk.

		“Her pussy is as sweet as her milk,” Terri declared, sticking a finger back into Jennifer’s pussy, getting her flavor, and then sticking her finger into her mouth, sucking away Jennifer’s amrita.

		“I never noticed,” said Ken between licks.

		“Her pussy is spicier.” Unwilling to just concede all of Jennifer’s milk to her husband, Terri crawled up Jennifer’s body and licked up some of the milk as well before proceeding up to her breast to suckle.

		“Hey,” Ken protested and latched on to Jennifer’s other nipple.

		The couple competed to see who could draw out the most milk as quickly as possible. Still floating from her initial orgasm, it didn’t take much for Jennifer to climax again, gasping and whining. It was too much for her; she had to push them off her tits.

		“Stop, stop. It’s too much!” she complained in delight. “I need a break.”

		Terri was happy to back off. She flopped on the bed, looking up at the ceiling, and declared, “I get it. That was fun. But I don’t see how you’ve kept it up for twenty years.”

		“Some things I just can’t stop,” said Jennifer. Ken was nosing in, trying to get to her breast again, but she pushed him away. “Lactating is one of them.”

		“Fountaining too,” Ken commented. Her milk had stopped spraying but her nipples hadn’t stopped leaking yet. When he leaned in yet again, Terri pushed him away this time. “What gives?” he demanded.

		“Sometimes a lady just needs a couple of minutes to recover,” said Terri.

		He snorted in annoyance. “You just want to keep her milk all to yourself. It’s the only thing that gives me the energy to keep up with you.”

		“Here we go again,” Jennifer muttered.

		Terri’s brows knitted together. “What are you talking about?”

		“He thinks my milk is like an energy drink.”

		“No, no,” said Ken. “More like fountains of youth. I swear that ever since you and I started hooking up I’m like ten years younger.”

		“You’re still robbing the cradle,” Terri teased him.

		“How old are you?” asked Jennifer. It might have been a rude question, but it had been nagging at her, the age difference between this married couple.

		“Thirty-four,” said Terri proudly.

		“Wow!” Jennifer wasn’t as impressed as she pretended to be. She would have guessed around that figure, if only by logic and deductive reasoning. She knew enough about Ken and his second wife to narrow things down. She might have been beautiful, but no one would ever mistake Terri for being in her mid-twenties. “I’m forty-six.”

		“And Ken’s fifty-three, robbing the cradle.”

		“Hey! I’m two decades older! And I can keep up with you!”

		“Only since you started sucking on her tits,” Terri reminded him. “Half the reason we have an open marriage is because you couldn’t keep up with me until recently.”

		“What's the other half of the reason?” asked Jennifer, knowing she was treading in dangerous territory.

		“We’re both incorrigible and inveterate cheaters,” said Terri.

		Jennifer looked at Ken. “Really. Huh.” She was unsurprised.

		“I might have cheated on my first wife,” he confessed.

		“But not with me,” said Terri. 

		“Yeah, but I knew you before Hannah and I ended it.”

		“True.” Terri turned to Jennifer as if making a confession. “I fucked him with no intention of getting in bed with him a second time.”

		“What changed your mind?”

		Terri reached out and caressed his still-hard cock. “This.”

		“It’s not that great,” Jennifer dismissed.

		“Hey!” Ken protested.

		“And his money.”

		“That hurts,” he complained but let her continue to work his cock. It was unclear if her words had wounded him or if she was being too rough with his manhood. Or both.

		“He was nice and asked me out a second time and we wound up back in bed—again—on our second date. And I told him I was only going to use him for sex. He agreed.”

		Ken moaned and rolled to his back, giving her better access to his cock. “Best decision I ever made.”

		“And then I told him I would only date him if I could date and fuck other men—”

		“And women!” he interjected.

		“And women,” she agreed. “And then I told him I would only marry him if I could continue to fuck other men and women.”

		“Same for me,” he moaned. “Only just women. No men.”

		“He’s not bi,” said Terri in a false secret-sharing whisper.

		“Keep it up and I’m going to cum.” Ken’s cock was hard and pulsing.

		“I’m not going to stop.”

		“I want to fuck Jenn,” he moaned.

		Terri shook her head. “No. She’s mine tonight.”

		“You can jerk him off on me,” Jennifer generously offered. 

		“Hot.” Terri grinned and worked her hand faster on her husband.

		“No...” Ken moaned.

		“I told you, no pussy tonight,” Terri teased him.

		“Please...”

		“No,” she was firm in her decision. “But I’ll lick it up off her...”

		“Please...” This time the plea was begging for rather than against.

		“Do you want to cum on her tits or her face?” asked Terri.

		Jennifer was a bit put out that she wasn’t consulted on this, but she didn’t speak up. She was curious as to what Ken would say.

		He hesitated. He didn’t answer his wife.

		“Tell me where,” she ordered, “or I’m going to make you cum all over yourself. And I won’t lick it up.”

		“Her face,” he begged, almost ashamed of the words. “Her face.”

		Terri snickered. “I knew it.” She turned to Jennifer. “Is that okay with you?”

		“Sure.”

		That pleased the beautiful woman. “Great!” She pulled her hand away from Ken’s cock. “Get on your knees on the floor,” she ordered Jennifer. 

		Once again there was confusion as everyone changed positions. Jennifer got on her knees on the floor while Ken stood in front of her. Terri stood to his side, jerking him off, watching the both of them.

		“Mouth open?” asked Jennifer, doing so without waiting for an answer, sticking out her tongue, waiting for Ken to cum on her.

		“Then how am I going to lick up his cum?”

		Ken groaned. His cock was fully erect, hard, and throbbing. He wanted to cum, but he wanted to cum in Jennifer’s pussy, but he knew that wasn’t going to happen. He wanted Jennifer to sit on his cock while spraying her milk on his body and Terri smothered him with his pussy. He needed to cum if he was ever going to get these two women in his bedroom again.

		That thought put him over the edge.

		His climax painted Jennifer’s face white. Globs of his cum landed on her forehead, nose, cheek, open mouth and tongue, and chin. There were multiple spurts from Ken. He moaned each time the thick white fluid erupted from his cock. Terri giggled with delight. Jennifer held still, until the spurt of cum landed on her tongue. That she swallowed, denying Terri that little treat.

		“Done?” Terri asked her husband.

		“Uh-huh,” he said, staggering back. 

		Terri joined Jennifer on the floor, kneeling in front of her. They exchanged a quick kiss, Terri getting a tiny taste of her husband’s spunk, before she started cleaning his leavings from her face, licking up the spunk.

		Jennifer had never really had a tongue bath from another person before. It was fine, but she appreciated how much effort Terri put into it. She was just glad that none of Ken’s cum got in her hair. 

		“I love cum,” Terri told her when she was done.

		“Really?”

		“Yes. But I’m starting to think that I like tit milk better.”

		“Great,” grumbled Ken from where he was laying on the floor.

		Terri stood up and started undressing. Jennifer had been so overwhelmed by what they had been doing that she had almost forgotten the other woman was still dressed.

		She had a nice body. Under her clothes she had on a very nice set of matching floral yellow lingerie. It made her wonder how much Terri had spent on the thong because it was the smallest undergarment Jennifer had ever seen on a woman’s body. 

		It wasn’t on her for long.

		“I need to cum,” Terri announced, flopping on the bed, raising her knees, and pulling off her thong. Jennifer got a quick flash of bright steel and a red sparkle of the woman’s butt plug. Then Terri had her hand between her legs. She had a thin landing strip decorating her mons. Out of her clothes she was even more beautiful than in them. Jennifer felt a thrill of jealousy. She never had the opportunities for sex and a body like Terri did. “Get me my vibrator, baby,” she moaned to Ken, her fingers already busy on her pussy. Jennifer was intrigued that Terri was still wearing the plug, but didn’t say anything.

		“You don’t need that,” said Jennifer, moving back to the bed, getting between the other woman’s legs, and pressing her face to Terri’s pussy.

		“Fuck yeah,” Ken agreed. 

		Terri briefly locked eyes with him as Jennifer got to work. She pulled on her nipples. “Want me to make milk like Jenn?” she asked him.

		Ken shook his head slowly. “No. You’re perfect. I can have Jenn’s milk anytime I want.”

		Taking in a shuddering breath, Terri said, “I want her milk too...”

		Ken moved around to the top of the bed and kissed his wife on the forehead. “I’m sure Jenn will share her milk with you. You just need to ask. She’s very generous.”

		Jennifer could hear them. Jennifer agreed with everything they were saying. She didn’t say a word because her mouth was full of pussy and she wanted to make Terri cum. She wanted to explore with Terri’s plug, but that was a distraction right now. She needed—wanted—to make Terri cum any way possible.

		It wasn’t that difficult. The real problem was focusing when Ken put his hand between her legs, from behind, and played with her pussy, distracting her. She was still proud of herself for making Terri cum.

		She felt like a slut when she drove home.

		She savored the feeling.

		


		Chapter 11

		“What’s this?” asked Anthony when he got her bra off and they had settled down on his bed. 

		She always returned to him eventually. They had now gone through the semi-breakup and reunion ritual too many times to remember. Jennifer was reluctant to give up the person with whom she had the longest relationship with, even if she didn’t want to spend the rest of her life with him.

		She wasn’t the marrying kind.

		“What’s what?” she asked, exasperated. It had been a long day at work. Her tits were full of milk. She just wanted to be nursed, cum once or twice, and go to sleep.

		Antony indicated a small bruise on her breast.

		“Shit.”

		“You don’t have to tell me,” said Anthony. “But I know that you fuck other men. And share your milk with them.”

		“And women,” she added.

		“Right. And women. Who bruised you?”

		“I’m not sure...”

		“Care to hazard a guess?”

		“Either Ken or Terri.”

		“Who are they?”

		“Are you here to have a discussion or do you want to suck on my tits?”

		“Both. Just answer the question.”

		“Ken’s my boss and Terri is his wife.”

		“Wow. Sleeping your way to the top?”

		“Shut up. Either nurse from me or I’m getting the hell out of here.”

		Anthony immediately latched onto her nipple and started sucking with the exact amount of pressure and friction she loved. She had known him for too long. Her milk let down almost immediately. That always happened with Anthony. She cuddled up close to him and allowed him to work at her breasts. She was certain they would have sex afterwards, but she just needed to rest her eyes for a few minutes.

		She didn’t cum from him sucking on her. Eventually her milk gave out and she sleepily rolled from her side to her back. She was vaguely aware of Anthony getting out of his bed, undressing, and then climbing back on top of her.

		The sex they had was slow and gentle. Jennifer appreciated that.

		The next thing she knew it was pitch dark in the bedroom and Anthony was snoring softly next to her.

		Checking the time she saw it was past midnight. 

		Jennifer never stayed the night. Even at Anthony’s. Ever.

		Slipping from the bed she gathered up her clothes and started to make a discreet exit but with a quick detour to the bathroom first.

		As she stepped into the hallway a man emerged from the bathroom causing Jennifer to scream in terror, dropping half her clothes and covering her tits with her hands, half crossing her legs to hide her pussy.

		The man jumped back, just as startled as she was. Inside Anthony’s bedroom there was a thump as he tried leaping out of bed, but got caught up in the sheets and blanket.

		“Who the hell are you!?” Jennifer screamed, slapping at the stranger. She wanted to flee, but he was blocking the way to the living room and she had no clothes on and she didn’t want to turn her back to him.

		“Who the hell are you!?” he shouted back at her, ducking her slaps.

		“Chill! Calm down, Jenn! It’s just Chuck!” Anthony cried out, stumbling with a sheet wrapped around one foot. 

		With wild eyes, Jennifer whirled on Anthony. “Who the fuck is Chuck?”

		“I am,” said Chuck.

		Jennifer whirled back around. “And who the fuck are you?”

		“He’s my coworker,” answered Anthony. 

		Once more Jennifer whirled back around. She was getting dizzy. “Why is he here?”

		“He’s staying here for a few weeks. Lost his apartment.”

		“Long story,” Chuck added, clarifying nothing.

		Jennifer whipped her head back and forth between the men. “Great. Fine. I’m getting dressed.”

		She quickly exited the hallway, back into Anthony’s bedroom, with as much dignity as she could muster.

		Chuck couldn’t take his eyes off her bare ass and smiled at her rapid retreat.

		“Sorry, man,” he told Anthony after Jennifer slammed the door shut. “I didn’t know you had company.”

		Anthony smiled and shrugged. “Things happen.”

		Leaning in, Chuck said softly, “She’s got great tits and ass.”

		Anthony laughed and shook his head. “I’ll tell her you said so.”

		“Don’t do that!”

		With a wink, Anthony turned around and opened his bedroom door, glad Jennifer hadn’t locked it.

		She was in the process of putting her clothes back on. 

		“What the hell was all that?” she demanded.

		“I told you, Chuck is my guest.”

		“You could have told me you had a guest...other than me!”

		“It was just two days ago I told him he could stay here. I haven’t seen you in a few days.” From her perspective, Anthony was strangely calm. From Anthony’s perspective, she was strangely agitated. It wasn’t like half a hundred people had seen her naked before. 

		“Why didn’t you tell me!”

		“Because he said he’d be very late tonight. You always leave when we’re done. I didn’t think you’d sleep over—”

		“I didn’t! I fell asleep by accident!” She finished dressing and started looking for her shoes. 

		“—and I didn’t think you’d parade around naked in the house.”

		“I’m so done with you!”

		“Please don’t.” He wasn’t begging. He was coolly stating his case. “This is just a case of unexpected circumstances. I’ll have Chuck apologize to you.”

		“Don’t! Don’t try to control me.”

		“I’m not. I’m being rational. It was an accident. What do I get out of it if I let my house guest unexpectedly see you naked?”

		Jennifer could speculate a few ideas, but let it drop. She found her shoes and slipped them on. “I’m leaving.”

		“Will I see you again?”

		The question irked her. The last thing Jennifer wanted was to deal with another man’s neediness for her tits and milk.

		“Yes. Fine. I’ll be pissed for a few days, you know.”

		“I know.”

		She left his bedroom. Unexpectedly, in the living room as she headed to the front door, she once again encountered Chuck. He was sitting on the couch, thumbing through his phone. The lights were on and he didn’t get up. She still eyed him cautiously.

		The moment she stepped into the room, he looked up at her.

		“I just want to apologize for scaring you. Tony didn’t say a word to me about having his girlfriend over.”

		“I’m not his girlfriend,” Jennifer said automatically.

		“Oh. Well. I still want to apologize.”

		Jennifer pursed her lips. “It wasn’t your fault. I’m pissed at Tony, not you.”

		He smiled and nodded. “That’s good to hear.”

		She stood there expectantly. “Nothing else?”

		“Uh...I’m very sorry. I’ll be sure to speak with Tony to let him know my schedule a little better. He said to use the upstairs bathroom because it’s closest to the room I’m staying in.”

		Jennifer sized him up. “I was expecting you to make some crude comment.”

		“What? No! I’m not like that!”

		“Good to know.”

		“I’ve already wiped any images of you from my mind,” he added.

		“Oh? Was it that upsetting to see me naked?”

		“What? No!” Chuck blurted the words out and then added, without thinking, “You’ve got great tits!” He immediately clamped his hand over his mouth. His face flushed red. 

		Jennifer smiled. “Thank you. Maybe I’ll see you again.”

		With that she walked with great confidence out of Anthony’s house.

		In the morning Jennifer was exhausted. She called into work, taking a personal day. She needed to sort herself—and her life—out. Just so she didn’t lose focus, she pumped her breasts in the morning, removing all the milk and dumping it down the drain. She hated doing that because it seemed like a waste, but she knew from experience that it was better to keep up production rather than try to build it back up.

		Then she got out her phone, her laptop, and started organizing.

		Anthony.

		Ethan.

		Ken.

		Rebecca.

		Terri.

		Jonathan.

		She realized she hadn’t spoken or texted or seen Jonathan in over a month. Probably longer.

		Jennifer crossed out his name.

		To amuse herself she wrote Breast Pump on the list. Not exactly a lover, but it served its purpose. Since she was adding pieces of hardware, Jennifer then added Vibrator as well. It occurred to her that it had been a while since she had used her favorite toy and that made her a little sad.

		Taking a breath she added one more name to the list.

		Chuck.

		She didn’t hate herself for adding his name. She knew she could go on any of several apps she kept on her phone and find one if not ten or twenty guys looking for a semi-anonymous hookup with an older woman. They just had to be into lactation.

		She didn’t go hunting for another partner.

		She instead took a deep, cleansing breath and sent a text to Anthony. She told herself she wasn’t debasing herself, or lowering herself, or doing something wrong. She was just asking Anthony for help.

		All she needed to do was find a bit of humility.

		Jennifer: I had a great time last night. Very relaxing...until the incident.

		It took Anthony a few minutes to reply.

		Anthony: Once more, I’m sorry about that.

		Jennifer: How old is your friend? Chuck.

		There was a long, uncomfortable wait for Anthony’s reply. He was undoubtedly at work. He maybe couldn’t reply right away. It felt like an eternity. The three dots indicating he was writing kept appearing and disappearing. It was annoying. Or maybe she was too inside her own head.

		She felt her heart thudding in her chest. She felt the anticipation in her breasts with milk welling up. She could feel her pussy getting damper and damper.

		Anthony: You want to fuck him, don’t you?

		She considered her responses. 

		Yes. 

		No. 

		Why would you ask that? 

		Don’t be gross. 

		I can’t believe you’d even think that. 

		They were all lies and dodging the question and she knew it.

		Jennifer: I’m always looking for another person to nurse from me. You know how I go through lovers. Older men tend to be more interested in lactation than anyone else.

		She knew she was over explaining and half dodging the question.

		Anthony: He’s 28

		Anthony: He wants to know if that’s too young for you

		It was a good thing that Jennifer was sitting on her couch at home when she received that message. The last thing she needed to know was someone else was in on her semi-secret of lactating for pleasure.

		After the moment of panic passed, Jennifer was pissed. The only way Chuck could know to ask such a question was if Anthony had told Chuck about the relationship they had.

		Jennifer: What the fuck did you tell him!

		Anthony’s answer was swift.

		Anthony: Nothing. I just asked him if he’d consider having sex with you. He said yes.

		Jennifer looked at his answer. She had doubts.

		Jennifer: Did you tell him about me lactating?

		This time Anthony took a little too long to reply.

		Anthony: No. Do you want me to? He’s right here.

		Jennifer: No

		Anthony: That’s too bad. He’s watching the responses

		Jennifer: You’d better be fucking kidding!

		Anthony: Want to have dinner with him tonight?

		Jennifer: No.

		Anthony: Why not?

		Jennifer: Because you made it fucking weird. And now I can’t trust you.

		Anthony: Sorry sorry sorry.

		Anthony: Let me make it up to you. I’ll take you out to the Lotus Blossom tonight.

		Jennifer: You can’t buy me, Tony.

		Anthony: I wouldn’t think of it. Just let me do this for you.

		Jennifer: Fine.

		


		Chapter 12

		Jennifer was not surprised to find Chuck waiting for her at the Lotus Blossom. Anthony was nowhere in sight. She was certain if she called him he’d be at home.

		“He lied to me,” she said when the hostess brought her to the table where Chuck was waiting. “Did Tony lie to you as well?”

		“Uh...no.”

		“Did you and he plan this?”

		“Uh...it was his idea...but I went along with it.”

		She picked up the menu and pointedly ignored him for a minute. She already knew what she was going to order, but she wanted to get her anger under control. 

		“What did he tell you?” she asked.

		“That...you were interested in dating me.”

		“Dating?”

		“Uh...yeah.”

		“Would either of you like something to drink?” The waitress had a terrible sense of timing.

		Jennifer gave her a withering look and promptly ordered the most expensive wine on the menu. A glass because it was more expensive if she wanted a second.

		Chuck ordered a beer.

		After the waitress left Jennifer asked, “Are you paying for this or is Tony?”

		“Uh...Tony said he’d cover it.”

		Jennifer snorted. “Of course. Do you think you’re getting laid tonight?”

		“Uh...”

		“Did Tony tell you what I really like?”

		Chuck actually blushed. “Uh...”

		“You aren’t very well spoken. I’m guessing he might have told you something...but tell me: why are you living with Tony right now?”

		“Uh...I broke up with my girlfriend and had to move out of my apartment.”

		Jennifer gave him a thin, tight smile. “Word of advice, Chuck. Don’t start every statement with ‘uh’ when you speak. A moment of silence is better than making yourself look stupid.”

		“Are you this rude with all your dates?” he asked bluntly.

		“Only with the ones I’m considering fucking.”

		That caught him off guard. “Oh.”

		“And only with the ones that I want to let suck my tits.”

		Chuck’s face flushed momentarily red again. “So Tony wasn’t kidding around when he said that you...”

		The waitress arrived with the drinks.

		Chuck was anxious and annoyed. 

		“Hope you’re thirsty,” said the waitress, clearly a novice. Her friendly banter was terrible. 

		“Oh, I am,” said Jennifer. “I hope he is too.”

		“Where’s Tony?” Jennifer asked when she walked into Anthony’s house with Chuck following. The date had gone reasonably well.

		“He just said that he’d be out for most of the evening,” Chuck said warily. And worriedly. He had never gone this fast with a woman before and they hadn’t even done anything yet.

		Though he had seen her naked.

		Jennifer nodded. “I suppose you’re curious,” she said.

		“About what?”

		She snickered at him. “Do I actually have milk in my tits?”

		“Uh...”

		“What did I tell you about saying ‘uh’?”

		“Sorry. I mean, yeah, I’m curious. Are we going to have sex?” he asked her. They hadn’t moved past the living room. His cock was uncomfortably stiff in his pants. 

		“Do you want to have sex?”

		“Yeah...”

		“Why did you and your girlfriend break up?”

		“It was just...a lot of things. We had been growing apart for a while.”

		“Did she cheat on you?”

		“No.”

		“Did you cheat on her?”

		“No! I’m not like that. I only ever date one person at a time!”

		“I don’t,” said Jennifer. “Besides Anthony I’m currently fucking and sucking at least four other people. Maybe by the end of the night you’ll be number six on my active list.”

		“Oh.”

		“Does that bother you?” His little exclamation had given her pause. “Are you not over your ex-girlfriend yet? When did you break up with her?”

		“About a month ago.”

		“Are you over her?”

		He was silent for a moment. “Not really.”

		“You know the best way to get over somebody?”

		“No. What?”

		“The best way to get over somebody is to get under somebody.”

		He laughed nervously. 

		“Let’s make out a little,” Jennifer suggested. “If you’re not a good kisser, we’ll stop right there.”

		“Okay...” It was obvious he was nervous.

		She didn’t give him more time to stew. Jennifer walked up to him and pressed her body to his and kissed him.

		His arms went around her soft body. She could feel his already hard cock through his pants. Her tits mashed up against his body. They were full of milk. Not painfully full, not yet, but she’d either get some relief from his mouth or have to go home and use her pump.

		As it turned out he was a good kisser. Gentle. Soft. Curious.

		Plus she got just a hint of the beer he had with dinner.

		After a moment she pulled back from him.

		“You are a good kisser.”

		“Thank you.”

		“I like a certain type of foreplay. Do you know what that is?”

		“Of course I know what foreplay is.”

		She rolled her eyes. “I mean do you know what type of foreplay I like?”

		“Oh.” He nodded. “Yeah I know.”

		“What is it?”

		“You like having your breasts sucked.”

		Jennifer gave him a quick kiss. “I like having my tits sucked. I like my partner to drink my milk. Do you want to do that with me?”

		Slowly Chuck nodded again. “Yeah...but I’ve never done exactly that before.”

		“Well, we’re going to find out if you like it. If you want to get laid tonight—and I do fuck on the first date—you’d better like it.”

		Chuck just started laughing nervously.

		Jennifer gave him the eye. “Something the matter?”

		“I can’t believe this is happening. Last month I was breaking up with my girlfriend and now...this.”

		Shaking her head and rolling her eyes, Jennifer said, “Kids these days don’t know how to get the sex they want, need, and deserve.”

		He continued to laugh nervously.

		“Want to see my tits?” she asked him.

		“Yes.” That he was sure of.

		Reaching behind her back, Jennifer unzipped her dress and pulled it down, revealing the lingerie she had carefully chosen for the night. It was supposed to be for Anthony, but this would do.

		She had eschewed any hint of plain underwear or something that even hinted at her current state of lactation. The elaborate bra she wore emphasized the size of her tits. It had elements of satin and pale green lace and too many straps to be practical. 

		“Oh...wow.” Chuck was in lust. He knew it wasn’t love and lust was good enough for the moment.

		“This thing is a bitch to get on or off,” said Jennifer as she turned around, displaying her back to him, pulling her hair over her shoulder. “Unhook it for me?”

		“Uh...sure!” Chuck’s hands were trembling but after some effort, he managed to unhook the four closures so the supportive garment slipped from her shoulders. 

		Jennifer whirled around, making her tits bounce in a manner that confused and mesmerized Chuck. He barely had time to admire her ample ass, almost completely revealed by the thong she was wearing.

		“Thank you.” Her hands went under her tits and lifted them up. Chuck could tell they were heavy just from the way she moved them around. “Like what you see?”

		“Uh-huh.” He couldn’t speak real words at the moment.

		Jennifer’s tits weren’t huge, but they were more than impressive to any man or teenaged boy. Though they were large, gravity and age hadn’t taken their toll yet. They might have hung heavily on her chest, but that just gave them a natural look. Her areolas were proportionally large, dusky pink and capped with prominent nipples, thick and long, but delectable enough to the eye to make his mouth water.

		Seeing how taken he was with her flesh, Jennifer was unable to help herself and squeezed her breasts together, not hard, but creating an enormous valley of cleavage. That wasn’t her goal. Pressed together along with her fingers digging into her flesh, she got her milk to spray out.

		The multiple streams went everywhere. Some hit Chuck in the chest, wetting his shirt, some dribbled down over Jennifer’s fingers, some just landed on the floor. At that moment Chuck suddenly remembered they were in the living room. Anthony could walk in on them at any moment. 

		He had Anthony’s permission to do whatever he wanted with Jennifer, but it was still strange to have a mostly naked older woman in the living room. 

		“Shit! Isn’t Tony going to get upset about the mess?” Chuck looked at the floor.

		Jennifer snickered. “Believe me, there’s a lot of my milk all over this house. Tony should pay his house cleaner a bonus just because I visit him on the regular.”

		“Oh.”

		“Want to try a taste?” she asked him.

		Chuck nodded. He was suddenly nervous. All of this up to this point was just flirting and foreplay. Sucking on a woman’s tits to taste and drink her milk...that was something else entirely.

		Before Jennifer could suggest moving to the bedroom, Chuck fell on his knees in front of her, wrapped his arms around her waist, and latched on to one of her nipples.

		Jennifer gasped. Chuck was a gentle nurser. Her nipple softened in his mouth and flooded it with milk. Her milk let down easily, always. 

		Almost immediately Chuck released her. 

		“Whoa!”

		“Problem?” she asked casually, as if he had stubbed his toe.

		“It’s so sweet!”

		She giggled. “Naturally. What were you expecting? Sour? Lemony? Vanilla?”

		“I...didn’t know what to expect.”

		“Keep going,” she encouraged him.

		Chuck latched back on and eagerly feasted upon her. It was a little strange to be doing this standing up in the living room, but Jennifer liked to explore new possibilities with her tits. It was fun.

		Even so, after a few minutes, her knees started to get weak. 

		“Okay, you’re going to need to stop and I need to lie down.”

		“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean—”

		She put her fingers to his milk-coated lips. “I need to lie down because it’s hard for me to cum standing up.”

		“You can cum from having your tits sucked?!”

		“Why don’t you find out?”

		She pushed him away and headed to the stairs in nothing but her thong and stockings. Chuck scrambled to his feet and happily followed her, his nose inches from her swaying ass. He couldn’t see anything else.

		Upstairs in the guest bedroom, Jennifer went right to the bed, laying down on her side. Chuck hesitated. She looked delicious, but he couldn't bring himself to make the next move.

		“What are you waiting for?” Jennifer patted the bed next to her. “My boobs are throbbing. Don’t you want my milk? Don’t you want to make me cum?”

		“Yeah...but this is all so crazy.”

		“That’s life. That’s sex. So either get over here or get the hell out.”

		“This is technically my bedroom right now,” Chuck pointed out to her.

		“I know. It’s going to make your life a lot more difficult if you don’t have a place to live.”

		Chuck chuckled and shook his head. “You're a tough woman.” His feet brought him the rest of the way to the bed.

		Once he was curled up next to her, it became much easier. Her skin was smooth and soft and warm and he found her nipple and started nursing. Everything else faded into the background.

		It was a strange sort of foreplay, but it worked for Jennifer. Chuck happily suckled on her tits. They easily gave up her milk. It was delicious. He liked the way she moaned as he nursed. He loved how she shivered when he teased her nipple just right. She ran her hands over his shoulders and through his hair.

		She brought one of his hands to her breast, encouraging him to pinch the nipple as he sucked on the other one.

		“Yeah...just like that...don’t stop...don’t change a thing. You’re going to make me cum...”

		He found that hard to believe, but he followed her instructions. Chuck hadn’t taken off a stitch of clothing. He had barely stepped out of his shoes and Jennifer was next to naked and he was sucking on her tits and she was loving it and his cock was rock hard in his pants and there was no way this could go wrong and—

		“Fuuuuck...” Jennifer moaned long and hard as her body trembled. 

		It took Chuck a moment to realize she was cumming.

		Both her tits fountained milk for a few seconds as she climaxed

		Chuck had stopped nursing as she came and got a facefull of milk. He rather enjoyed it. Strange, but fun.

		“What do you think of nursing from an older woman?” Jennifer asked him a moment later.

		Chuck laughed nervously and wiped at his face, removing the drops of milk. “Best breast milk I’ve ever had,” he said.

		“Your mother didn’t breast feed you?” she asked.

		Chuck opened his mouth to answer, found he had no words, and said nothing. He tried again. “I never asked her about it, I guess...”

		Jennifer laughed at him. “I’m teasing. Want to fuck now?”

		“Is that on the table?”

		“It’s in the bed,” she said and drew his hand between her legs so that he could feel her heat and moisture through her thong. “I like cumming from my tits, but I like cumming with a cock in my pussy even better.”

		She started pulling at his clothes, stripping him.

		Chuck bounced off the bed and quickly undressed, hesitating only a moment before dropping his pants and underwear, revealing his impressive cock.

		Smiling, Jennifer reached out for it, wrapping her fingers around his length, and gently stroking it. “I bet you’ve had a lot of women say you have the biggest cock they’ve ever had.”

		“Uh...no.”

		Jennifer was brought up short. “Really? I mean, you’re big, but I don’t think you’re the biggest I ever had. No offense.”

		Her fingers were starting to work their magic. He was having trouble concentrating. “None...none taken. I’ve...I’ve only been with three women. Uh...four now with you.”

		“Three women! That’s nothing!”

		“More than enough.”

		“You need more experience,” she told him, drawing his cock toward her mouth. “Let’s start with me.”

		She didn’t need to give him a blowjob, but she rather liked sucking on new dick. He was nice and hard. His precum was salty but not too salty with just the right amount of slipperiness so that she could draw it into the back of her throat without choking.

		“Holy shit,” Chuck exclaimed. “How did you do that?”

		“Lots of experience.” Jennifer flopped back on the bed, hooked her thumbs into the sides of her thong and yanked them down, tossing the article aside. Spreading her legs, she said, “Ready to fuck your fourth woman?”

		Chuck picked up on her subtle clues and scrambled to get between her legs. She guided him into her pussy. It was an easy entrance; his cock was drooling far too much precum and her pussy was a hot, moist mess. He easily entered her.

		“Oh fuck yes.”

		“You have a lovely cock,” she complimented him. “You aren’t going to cum too fast, are you?”

		“O-o-o-of course not!” he stammered.

		He fucked her the best he could. If he had asked, Jennifer would have said she had had better in her life, because she had, but he was young with firm muscles, a hard cock, and a lot of enthusiasm. She let him have his fun. After being primed with her nipple orgasm, it was easy for her to reach another rather quickly.

		She gasped and gripped his forearms, tilting her hips, digging her heels into his backside so he would go deeper in her pussy.

		“Fuck! Yes!”

		Chuck could feel her pussy clamping down on his cock, preventing him from thrusting. That turned out to be a good thing because if he had continued on, he would have cum. He didn’t want to cum so soon, so quickly.

		“You came a second time?” he exclaimed during his break.

		The smile on her face said everything. “Yes. Why? Jealous?”

		“Yeah. My ex-girlfriend hardly ever came at all!”

		Jennifer opened her eyes and looked at the room’s dim light.

		“Hardly ever?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Was she frigid?”

		He shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe? Sometimes I think she was faking it.”

		“Maybe she was. Too bad. Women who don’t know their bodies well enough to orgasm...very sad.” She kissed him and said, “I’ve never had that problem.”

		“That doesn’t surprise me.”

		“I want to ride your cock,” she announced, pushing on him, forcing him off her body. “Time for this girl to go full slut on top of you.”

		Chuck went along with her suggestion. He wanted her on top. He wanted anything she wanted. 

		He might have outweighed her, but his body was mostly muscle. She was softer, a woman’s body, with maybe a little too much fat and flesh, but that only made her more attractive. When she got on top of him and expertly guided his cock into her pussy, he loved the way her body felt on top of him. He couldn’t stop staring at her tits as she bounced up and down.

		“You like them, don’t you?”

		“I love them,” he answered, ducking his head, catching a nipple and sucking. She didn’t have much milk left, but he got a taste of her sweetness.

		“You like nursing, don’t you?” she asked.

		“Uh-huh.”

		“Want me to paint you?”

		“Paint me?” Chuck was confused.

		Jennifer sat up, putting all her weight on her thighs and legs, held her tits in her hands, and squeezed the soft flesh.

		Her milk was almost gone but she still produced an impressive amount, more than enough to coat Chuck’s face and chest.

		He laughed at the unexpected spraying, sticking out his tongue, tasting the sweet liquid.

		“You like that, don’t you?”

		“It’s different,” he agreed. “Kind of messy. I think I like sucking better than getting painted.”

		She shrugged and wiped his face with her hand, licking her palm when she was done. Chuck had definitely never known a woman like her before.

		“Your cock is nice and hard,” she complimented him.

		“Thank you?”

		“Are you ready to cum?”

		“Yeah...should we...”

		“Cum in me,” she told him. “It’s safe. I want you to cum in me. I love feeling a man’s cock filling me up.”

		They worked together for a minute, her rocking on her thighs, him thrusting up into her until he came.

		She loved how his cock twitched and jetted the thick liquid into her pussy. He loved how she had another orgasm, even if it was mild.

		Afterwards, as she lay atop him, he told her, “I’ve never been with a woman like you before.”

		“I should hope not.”

		“You’re the best I’ve ever had.”

		“I should hope so.”

		He laughed again. “You know, Anthony is one hundred percent convinced that your milk is what keeps him young.”

		Jennifer snorted softly. “Yeah. Right. He’s delusional.”

		She wasn’t sure if Chuck heard her. He was already softly snoring. 

		


		Chapter 13

		It was hours later when Anthony returned to the house. Jennifer woke up when she heard the front door close. She waited until her on-again, off-again lover climbed the stairs and slipped, mostly silently, into his bedroom. 

		Slipping from Chuck’s bed, she found a blanket and wrapped it around herself before stepping into the hall and lightly tapping on Anthony’s bedroom door.

		She waited patiently, politely, for him to open it.

		Anthony looked her up and down, quickly making an assessment. “I see you got laid tonight.”

		“Did you?” she asked him in reply.

		He said nothing.

		Jennifer pushed into the bedroom after a minute. “Hey,” he protested.

		“Be quiet. Do you want to wake the boy?”

		Anthony softly shut the door and turned around to find Jennifer searching through his dresser. 

		“What are you doing?”

		“Getting dressed.”

		“You left most of your clothes downstairs.”

		“Where’s the purple flower thong I left her?” she muttered to herself. “I know. Be a dear and wash them for me?” She pulled on a pair of conservative panties, along with some leggings and a shapeless sweatshirt. 

		“Anything for you,” he said sarcastically. “My house...is my house. You take liberties.”

		“I would have fucked you tonight, you know,” she told him. “Hell, I would have fucked you both together. That would have been fun.”

		“The boy is too young, too innocent.”

		“I don’t think he’s half as innocent as you think.” Jennifer finished dressing and gave Anthony a quick peck on the cheek. “I’ll see you later.”

		“You’re leaving?”

		“Do I ever spend the night?”

		“No, but I wish you would.”

		“But I didn’t fuck you tonight.” She groped her tits through her sweatshirt. “You didn’t even get a drink. Want to nurse?”

		“Yes, but...”

		“But what?”

		“Never mind.”

		“Okay, I don’t think I have any milk left anyway.”

		“I’ll see you,” she said as she headed for the door. She’d have to wear the heels that went with her dress. She was fine with that.

		“Will you?” he asked.

		“Of course. Why wouldn’t I?”

		“You spend a lot of time with other men—and women—when it comes to sex.”

		“Did you get laid tonight?” she asked. “Don’t answer that. It doesn’t matter if you did. If you did, great, but you don’t get to say who I have sex with. Are you jealous, Tony? Because you set me up with Chuck. You knew I was going to seduce him.”

		“Yeah, I’m jealous,” he said. “I love you.”

		Jennifer gasped and walked up to Anthony. For just a moment he thought she was going to kiss him.

		Then she slapped him across the face.

		“Don’t ever fucking say that to me.”

		She left the room and had to remember to grab her shoes on the way through the living room so she didn’t have to drive home in bare feet.

		When she arrived at her house, Jennifer headed directly for the bathroom, stripping off her clothes the moment she walked through the front door. Jennifer spent too much time under the hot water. It was supposed to wash away everything she was feeling.

		No surprise, it didn’t work.

		She was forced to turn off the shower when the hot water gave out. There was no reason to stand under freezing water just because she had a minor emotional crisis.

		Or maybe she was just lying to herself.

		After climbing out of the shower, drying off, wrapping up in fuzzy pajamas, and climbing into bed, Jennifer checked the time. It was too late to call. It was too late to text if she wanted an answer, but she texted anyway.

		Jennifer: Hi hon. Just checking in to see how you’re doing.

		It would have been easier if she hadn’t gotten a response.

		Trent: Writing a paper. 

		Trent: You’re up late.

		Still, his response made her smile. 

		Jennifer: Couldn’t sleep. Wanted to see how my baby boy is doing at college.

		Trent: I’m doing fine. Busy. Always.

		Jennifer: You shouldn’t write papers at 2am.

		Trent: Were you any different in college?

		She paused to consider his question.

		Jennifer: I was a lot different from you.

		Trent: Okay. Sure Mom.

		Jennifer: I feel better now. Keep working hard. I’ll talk to you later. Good night.

		She powered down her phone and went to sleep.

		In the morning she had a couple of messages from Trent, several messages from her various lovers.

		And one from Anthony.

		Anthony: I’m not going to apologize for what I said last night. Would it be better if I didn’t love you? Would it be better if we never saw each other again?

		She was bold. She called Anthony, not caring what the time was. Much to her surprise, he answered before the call went to voicemail.

		“Hello?”

		Jennifer didn’t start with small talk. “Do you know what happened to the last man who said he loved me?”

		There was an uncomfortable pause. It wasn’t a question that Anthony was prepared for.

		“I have no idea,” he said cautiously.

		“He died.”

		“I’m sorry to hear that.”

		“He died in a car accident and I hated my life for years.”

		“Was he the father of your son?”

		Jennifer’s voice caught in her throat. “Y-y-yes.”

		“I’m sorry you lost him that way,” Anthony said carefully. “But I have to be honest with you. If you never want to see me again—”

		“I don’t want to hurt that bad ever again,” she said between gasps, trying to prevent herself from falling into outright sobbing.

		“I don’t want you to hurt that bad either,” said Anthony.

		“I need to see you,” she managed. “Right now.”

		“I’ll be over as quick as I can.”

		


		Chapter 14

		Jennifer greeted Anthony with a fierce kiss at the door. It wasn’t a kiss that promised romance. It was a kiss that implored a physical need.

		After a long, protracted moment, he was able to disengage from Jennifer’s lip lock. 

		“Whoa. What’s that all about?”

		“I just need you,” she said, pulling at his clothes. Jennifer was only wearing a loose t-shirt and black leggings. It was obvious that she was without a bra. “Come to my room. Let’s fuck.”

		He let her pull his shirt up over his head, not really assisting, but not stopping her either. “Why the sudden change of heart from last night?”

		“Don’t ask questions,” she told him, pulling off her own shirt, confirming to Anthony that she was indeed sans brassiere. Jennifer grabbed his hand and led him to her bedroom.

		“Why do I feel like the fly being trapped by the spider?”

		Jennifer didn’t answer him. She just hooked her thumbs into her leggings, pulling them down so that she was naked. Then she moved to the bed. She wasn’t coy, but neither was she lewd. The way Jennifer arranged her body on the bed hinted at her pussy, but she wasn’t lying back, spreading her legs like a porn actress.

		“I’m not trapping you,” she said, moving one hand down between her legs. He couldn’t see exactly what she was doing, but after a moment her hand came back up from her thighs and she tasted her fingers.

		“Are you going to tell me what’s going on?” he asked. 

		Jennifer shook her head. “Not until after we have sex. Or you can leave and we’re done.”

		“Done done?” he asked.

		“Yes.” She wasn’t being coy, but she knew how to seduce him. How to play a game and entice him. Her hands went to her breasts and squeezed firmly. Anthony just watched as her milk welled up and leaked out of her nipples. It didn’t fountain, but she wasn’t that worked up sexually yet. He had seen her fountain many times. 

		His mouth was watering for her sweet milk. She knew he was weak when it came to the special kink they shared.

		“Fuck. You know that I can’t say no to you.” 

		She smiled at him. “I know.”

		Anthony kicked off his shoes and joined her on the bed, not bothering to remove his pants. He didn’t kiss her. He knew she didn’t want that, not really. He went right for her breasts, licking and sucking the nipples. He knew exactly how she liked to be nursed. 

		Anthony didn’t do it her way today. Instead, he sucked on her fiercely, drawing out as much of her milk as quickly as possible. He didn’t play. He did what he wanted.  

		They were on their sides. He shoved his hand between her legs, found her already wet pussy, and inserted a pair of fingers inside her, getting them wet, before pulling back and circling her clit with his amrita-covered fingers. Between his nursing and finger fucking she shivered and allowed the glorious sensations to wash over her.

		He blocked her every effort to get his pants off. He kept her pinned down. He refused to acknowledge how she wanted to kiss him. Anthony had a goal in mind and he wasn’t going to stop until he got it.

		It wasn’t that difficult to make Jennifer cum. He knew her body and she was a woman always eager for an orgasm.

		Anthony didn’t release her nipple from his mouth as his hand got faster and faster on her pussy. He wasn’t going to give her a spine-tingling nipple orgasm. He was going to finger blast her like a cheerleader on prom night.

		His motions forced her onto her back. She was helpless to do anything but let him use her body. Each time he slammed his hand forward onto her pussy, it was a loud crack of flesh on flesh, a sexual slap that under any other circumstances would have been assault.

		But Jennifer loved it. She came and clamped her thighs around his hand as she climaxed, rolling to her side, quaking all through the process. 

		Pulling his hand out of her clamped thighs, he tasted her amrita, and asked, “Are you going to tell me what the fuck this is all about?”

		When she was done shaking, Jennifer let out a long exhale. “No. We haven’t fucked yet. Get your cock out.”

		“You don’t play hard to get, do you?” he asked as he struggled out of his pants.

		Much to Jennifer’s surprise, he wasn’t hard. Getting hard had never been a problem for Anthony. That wasn’t going to stop her. When he lay back down on the bed with her, she bent down and grabbed his cock, taking it in her mouth. 

		Jennifer had been around the block more than once and knew how to give a good blowjob. Usually foreplay for her and her partners focused on sucking on her tits, but she was able to adapt to the situation as needed.

		She liked holding onto his balls while bobbing her head up and down, using her tongue as needed, throwing herself into the moment. It had been a long time since she had given anyone a full on blowjob; she had almost forgotten how much fun it could be. As he got harder and harder under her attention, Jennifer considered finishing him off in her mouth, just to see his reaction, maybe teasing him a bit telling him that they hadn’t really had sex since he had cum in her mouth and not her pussy.

		That only seemed like a problem.

		When her mouth got tired and her jaw was sore, Jennifer pulled back, got on her knees, and straddled Anthony’s hips, lowering herself down on his cock. He watched his hard flesh disappear into her. 

		He couldn’t help himself. He was a man, after all. He admired her tits as they moved about as she bounced up and down on him.

		“Fuck but you have gorgeous tits.”

		“So I’ve been told.” Carefully balancing herself, Jennifer leaned back a bit, cupped her breasts, and worked the flesh. It didn’t take much effort for her to summon up the remaining milk and spray it all over Anthony’s body. He caught some with his fingers and tasted it. 

		Sweet as always.

		“You’re wasting it,” he told her.

		“It’s mine to waste. Don’t worry. I’ll make more.”

		They fucked in silence for a minute. She shivered when his near-perfect cock reached that special spot inside her. 

		“Do you hate it when I fuck other men?”

		“No.” It was an easy answer for him.

		“What about when I fuck other women?” She gave him an almost shy look that would have been coy if she wasn’t currently sitting on his dick.

		“I don’t mind that at all. Tell me more about it.”

		Jennifer ground and rolled her eyes. “Ugh. Men.”

		“And yet you’re fucking me.”

		She shook her head and pivoted the subject. “You said last night you loved me.”

		“I stand by that statement.” He moved his hands to her hips, guiding her a bit.

		“What if I don’t love you? What if I want to fuck other men and women until the day I die?”

		“I’m fine with that. Doesn’t change how I feel.”

		“That’s awfully open-minded of you.”

		“That’s the person I am,” he declared.

		“Uh-huh. So how...how come...come you haven’t said this before?”

		He locked eyes with her. They continued their motions. Sex was confusing their emotions. 

		“Because I didn’t want to fuck up a good thing.”

		“So why fucking say it to me now!” She was angry again.

		“Because it’s been twenty fucking years, Jenn! I don’t mind fucking you. I don’t mind you fucking other people. But maybe I can’t stand not fucking you.”

		She shivered. She was close to cumming again. She didn’t want to cum. She wanted to cum. She didn’t want to hear these words. She didn’t want to be beholden to anyone ever again.

		Even if it was Anthony.

		Even if it wasn’t Alexander...because he was gone.

		“Telling me you love me...that isn’t going to keep me around.”

		“So how do I get rid of you after twenty years?” he asked her bluntly.

		Jennifer didn’t have an answer for him.

		Anthony moved his hands off her hips and up to her tits. She liked it when he played with her nipples during sex. She liked it when he milked her, squeezing her flesh, while they fucked, getting her milk everywhere.

		This time he pinched her nipples. Not hard, but firmly enough to make her feel it, not just in her tits but down to her pussy and into her soul.

		“Cum for me,” he ordered her. He wasn’t just pinching with his thumb and index finger, He was using her other fingers to massage her flesh, forcing out her milk in spurts as he periodically released the pinch.

		Milk was spraying everywhere.

		She wanted to protest. She couldn’t.

		It felt too good. 

		His cock went harder in her. 

		Then she came. She came hard, gasping and trying to fall forward onto his chest, but Anthony held her up and then came in her pussy.

		It was too much, she started crying. 

		He let her down, embracing her until she had cried herself out, exhausted.

		There was silence in Jennifer’s bedroom for a long time before Anthony had the courage to say something. He half hoped that she had fallen asleep.

		“That was the strangest sex I’ve ever had with you,” he said softly. “And we’ve done a lot of weird stuff with your milk.”

		Jennifer chuckled softly. “Yeah. Strange...”

		“How come we never talked about your husband before?” Anthony asked.

		“Alex wasn’t my husband. We were only engaged...”

		“Oh. I’m sorry. Foot in mouth. I’ll shut up now.”

		Jennifer lifted her head and rolled off his body, decoupling from him. “No. It’s fine. Other than my son and some immediate family members...no one has told me they loved me since Alex. I think I was way too shocked when you said it.”

		“I’m sorry,” he apologized again. “I shouldn’t have just blurted that out.”

		She ignored his apology and sat up, wrapping the sheets around her body. “I’ve fucked a lot of men in my life. And a few women. How could you possibly say you love me? I’m a slut. A whore.”

		“I wouldn’t use those words to describe you. You like sex. You like sharing your milk. I’m fine with that.”

		“I will not marry you,” she said firmly.

		Anthony’s eyes bugged. “I wasn’t even implying that.”

		“Just so we know where we stand.”

		“Understood.”

		“I’m going to fuck someone else tomorrow. Not you.”

		“Understood.”

		“How do you feel about that?” She wanted to wound him, hurt him in any way possible to drive him away because she couldn’t be with someone who loved her. She could only fuck strangers, people with no emotional connection to her.

		“I’m fine. Sorta hot. I want to watch you fuck someone else.”

		“You’re lying.”

		Anthony held up his hands in protest. “I’m not.”

		“What if I fuck and nurse Chuck right in front of you and don’t let you touch me at all?”

		“Personal porn? Nice. I mean...I’d like to participate, but if you say no...then I get to watch. So there’s that.”

		“What if I never fuck you again?”

		“I guess I’ll still be in love with you.”

		“I’m going to call Chuck. I want you there when I fuck him. If you’re good, very good, I’ll let you touch me.”

		“Sounds good.” Anthony couldn’t stifle his smile.

		


		Chapter 15

		Jennifer walked into Anthony's house with supreme confidence. Both the homeowner and Chuck were waiting for her. She was offered a drink and accepted the Cosmo that Anthony had prepared for her. After one sip, she ordered Chuck to sit down on the couch.

		“What are you doing?” he asked her as she pulled down the straps to her dress, exposing a rather powerful corset. She continued to shimmy out of the dress, pushing it over her hips. 

		Anthony was standing behind her and was treated to a view of her behind. She wasn’t wearing a modest pair of underwear, but a tanga-style panties, exposing most of her round bottom. While he had always considered himself more of a boob man than an ass man, Anthony did take the opportunity to admire Jennifer’s considerable assets.

		She had taken time and care with what she had chosen to wear. The corset hugged her body. The tanga panties exposed almost everything. Her legs were covered up to mid-thigh by dark stockings. Her one concession to practicality were the pair of modest heels she had worn, but she kicked these off now as she approached Chuck on the couch.

		“Giving you a show,” said Jennifer as she started to climb onto his lap. Anthony moved to the side for a better view of her body. 

		“Are we really going to do this?” Chuck was both eager and nervous, shooting a quick look at Anthony who just nodded with confidence. Jennifer could feel Chuck’s already hard cock through his jeans.

		“Of course we are,” she said, leaning forward and kissing him. Chuck’s hands went to her hips and then around and down to her ass.

		She didn’t mind. She liked it. 

		As Jennifer kissed Chuck, liking the excitement of once again getting with a new lover, she gave Anthony a quick glance. His smile didn’t abate. She wasn’t sure how she felt about that. 

		However, she was sure how she felt about Chuck’s hard cock.

		More importantly she knew how she felt about her full and heavy breasts.

		They continued to kiss for another minute. Anthony wanted to join in, in any way possible, but he had promised Jennifer he wouldn’t interfere in any way and he would only approach her if she specifically asked.

		His cock was as hard as Chuck’s, but no one else knew that.

		“Do you know how to get a corset off a girl?” asked Jennifer, pulling back from the intense kiss. Her tongue had been halfway down his throat and Chuck hadn’t protested.

		He didn’t mumble his words. He knew what kind of man she expected. “I know how to take off a bra,” he told her.

		The corset hugged her body, held in place by strong hooks running along the back, but was held tightly in place by the strong lacing in the front that also highlighted her cleavage that the corset somehow made more ample than seemed physically possible. Chuck’s eyes had barely strayed from the deep valley.

		“This is a little more complicated,” she told him. 

		“Do you want to show me?” he asked eagerly.

		Jennifer shook her head. “This is a special corset. I don’t have to take it off for what I want.”

		“You don’t?”

		She shook her head no and then proceeded to remove the corset’s cups. It wasn’t exactly like how she opened up the flaps to the cups of her nursing bra, but it was similar. The stiff material was pulled down and her breasts fell out, remaining framed by the corset’s top edge, somehow making it a more obscene display.

		“Holy shit,” Chuck breathed.

		“Are you thirsty?” Jennifer asked him.

		He didn’t answer. He just leaned forward and took a nipple in his mouth and started nursing. 

		Jennifer moaned softly. “Good. Very good,” she cooed to him. “Keep going. Drink my milk. I know you love it. I can feel your hard cock. It must hurt you. Keep sucking on me and I’ll let you use your cock in my pussy.”

		Chuck glanced up at her and nodded eagerly, but then closed his eyes and partially rested his head on her breast as he continued to nurse. 

		Turning her head to the side, she caught Anthony’s eye and crooked her finger at him. In an instant he was at her side. She reached up for him, pulling his face down to hers so they could kiss even while Chuck continued to nurse from her. 

		It was fine sharing her with another man. Anthony didn’t mind at all. He just wondered what Jennifer would want from the both of them.

		Stopping the kiss, Jennifer asked Anthony to bring her purse to her.

		It wasn’t what he was expecting, but he didn’t argue with her. 

		As Chuck continued to suckle from her, Jennifer reached inside the bag, found what she wanted, and tossed the purse on the side table. Anthony’s eyes went wide when he saw the wooden device in her hand.

		“Is that a clothespin?”

		“I didn’t have time to order a proper pair of nipple clamps,” Jennifer told him.

		Anthony watched in horror—and arousal—as she applied the clothespin to the nipple Chuck wasn’t nursing from. It looked painful the way it clamped down on her pink flesh. Jennifer moaned. It was definitely a moan of pain, but it also served to stop the steady drip-drip of milk leaking from that nipple.

		How she endured that pain was beyond Anthony. There was a moment of concern that flashed across her face as she applied the device to herself, but then she seemed to settle into a sort of bliss.

		“What are you doing?” he breathed to her as Chase continued to nurse. He saw what she had done, but he didn’t stop, either because he didn’t know how to react or he was too enamored of the milk she was giving him.

		“I was...I was leaking,” she explained. “I knew this would...would happen. Just a little way to stop it.”

		“Doesn’t it hurt?”

		She gave him the eye. “Yeah. Lots. I like it.”

		“Fucking hell...”

		Jennifer reached up for him, deliberately and carefully so as not to knock the clothespin askew and pulled his face back down to hers. They kissed again.

		“Don’t you want me to suck on your other side?” asked Anthony after a minute. “I’m happy to.”

		She shook her head. “No. My milk is for Chuck tonight. Are you jealous?”

		“Yeah. A little. Let me take it off. It’s hurting you.” He could see her nipple, normally a dusky pink, turn purple. He didn’t want his love to suffer.

		Jennifer shook her head and pushed him away. “No. I like it. I like the pain.”

		“You can’t...”

		“I do...” she said. She must have been completely blissed out on the experience, the pain, the lust, and the endorphins scrambling her mind. She didn’t realize what she had said.

		“You’re hurting...”

		“We’re always hurting,” she told him.

		Before they could continue, Chuck pulled off the breast he had been draining. “I think you’re empty on this side.” He eyed her breast suffering the tight attention of the clothespin. “Can I try the other side?”

		Jennifer gave Anthony a wicked grin and ran her tongue over her teeth. “Yes. Of course. Let me take this off.” She started to squeeze the levers of the clothespin. When the jaws had barely moved she let out a shuddering moan of pain. “Fuck...it hurts.”

		“Take it off!” Anthony urged, worried for her.

		“Taking it off hurts,” she said, barely managing to collect her thoughts. “The blood will rush back in and...” She whimpered. “It’ll hurt too much.”

		“You can’t leave it on forever.”

		That was obvious. Jennifer realized the foolishness of her actions, but she didn’t regret them.

		“Just give me...give me a moment.” She steeled herself and closed her eyes, holding onto her breast with one hand, steadily the flesh, while she prepared to squeeze open the clothespin with the other hand. Jennifer inhaled deeply through her nose and squeezed, not giving it a moment’s further thought.

		It. Fucking. Hurt.

		Though she wanted to scream as her breast was on fire, Jennifer managed to keep her squeal to slightly less than that of a teenaged girl. It was too much to endure. 

		She didn’t regret it at all.

		Her panty-covered pussy was pressed against the bulge in Chuck’s pants. That helped distract her.

		But the sudden spike in pain...that was more than she had prepared herself for. The orgasm was the most unusual one of her life and she had had a kinky sex life.

		“Are you okay?” asked an anxious Anthony. He was right behind her and had to help support Jennifer so she wouldn’t slump over.

		“I’m fine. I came.”

		“I sort of guessed that.”

		“Her tit is spraying milk,” Chuck reported. 

		The milk was getting everywhere. He quickly clamped his mouth over the abused flesh and swallowed the sweetness as quickly as Jennifer produced it.

		“What the hell made you want to do that?” asked Anthony, running his hand on her cheek.

		“I wanted to see what it felt like.” She moaned again and glanced down at Chuck happily—and carefully—suckling from her. “I like it. I want to do it again. Chuck is a good nursing boy.”

		“You’re crazy,” he told her with some admiration.

		Once again she pulled his face down to hers for a kiss. 

		“Put it back on me,” she said.

		He blinked. “The clothespin?”

		Jennifer nodded. “Uh-huh.” 

		Chuck’s mouth was busy on her nipple now. She was feeling the mildly euphoric effect of the endorphins from the pain release and Chuck’s nursing.

		“But...you’re empty on that side. You aren’t leaking.” Just to make sure Anthony reached down and palmed her breast. Her nipple was hot but there wasn’t a hint of any leakage. Not a drop of her milk was being wasted.

		“Put. It. On. Me.” Her tone would brook no disagreement. He had to obey.

		With shaking fingers Anthony put the clothespin on her empty breast, sealing off the nipple.

		Jennifer gritted her teeth. “Fuck! Yes!” She whined a bit as the pain lanced through her body but it felt too good, too intense, to remove. She wanted the pain, the burn, the heat, the pleasure.

		Rocking her hips, rubbing her covered pussy on Chuck’s hard bulge was enough to push her over the edge again. 

		Her body shook as she climaxed. Anthony had to hold her up so that Chuck could continue to drain her breast.

		When her moment of crisis was over, Jennifer’s eyes fluttered open and she gave Anthony a smarmy grin. “What do you think of me now? Am I the sort of woman you could love?”

		“Absolutely.” He kissed her fiercely.

		“You’re a liar,” she accused him.

		“Right now I want to fuck you, though.”

		Jennifer snickered, but didn’t have any real fight in her to argue. “Maybe I want to fuck the young boy that I’m sitting on.”

		“Happy to help,” he said.

		“Sure you are,” she said sarcastically.

		“That looks like it hurts,” he said, pointing to her pinned nipple. 

		“I like it.”

		“You like pain?”

		“Sometimes...”

		“I don’t want you to hurt.”

		“Why?”

		He didn’t answer her. He just reached out and removed the clothespin.

		Jennifer gasped loudly and grabbed her nipple. It was doubly on fire now with the blood rushing back into her flesh. It hurt. She savored the pain. It was like a hot wire was running right to her pussy. She was on edge. It wouldn’t take much to make her cum again.

		“You shouldn’t have fucking done that!”

		Even as she was complaining, Anthony helped her to her feet. She was uncertain what he was doing until he pulled down her tanga panties, bearing her pussy. “I could have just pulled it to the side,” she told Anthony and looked down to Chuck. “You should pull out your dick too.”

		“Undress for her,” Anthony instructed Chuck. “You aren’t teenagers in the back of a car.”

		Anthony almost regretted having Chuck strip. The younger man did so willingly, but it was the first time that Anthony had gotten a good look at his houseguest. Chuck had all the advantages of youth: a trim body and a firm cock. While Anthony was no slouch, compared to Chuck he could easily envision Jennifer wanting young Chuck over old Anthony.

		“I want his cock,” Jennifer declared, all but drooling over the young man’s erection.

		“That’s what he’s here for,” Anthony said.

		“I’m not just a piece of meat,” Chuck complained, but he wasn’t really complaining. He was eager to fuck Jennifer again.

		“Of course you aren’t,” said Jennifer, leaning down to kiss him before she resumed her seat on his lap.

		Anthony squatted down so he could see Chuck’s cock going into Jennifer. She was more than wet enough after being nursed and cumming twice. Taking Chuck’s cock into hand, Jennifer guided him into her, easily sliding inside.

		It was something that Anthony had never expected to see. It was something he would cherish, forever, having seen.

		“Fuck him,” Anthony encouraged Jennifer. “Ride that cock.”

		“Your pussy is so wet, so fucking hot,” Chuck added. They ignored him.

		As she started moving Jennifer gave him an arch look. “I think I like his cock better than yours,” she said just to hurt him.

		He wasn’t wounded. If anything it made his cock harder. Anthony was too restricted by his clothes. He needed them off. It would have been a hell of a thing to kneel behind her, squatting on the floor, to push his cock into her ass. It didn’t seem to be the time for that sort of thing, but she hadn’t pushed him away yet.

		Anthony whipped off his shirt and dropped his pants. He didn’t exactly shove his cock into Jennifer’s face, but that was his intent, at least until Jennifer reached out for him.

		He was already hard. She didn’t need to suck him to get him hard. She started the blowjob with one intention. Jennifer found it a bit difficult to suck on Anthony’s cock while riding Chuck’s, but she made it work. Chuck was a gentleman who held her hips, steadying her body, while thrusting up off the couch. Her nipples were both slowly leaking, dripping milk down on Chuck’s body. He didn’t complain.

		When she had her next orgasm, Jennifer withdrew Anthony’s cock from her mouth, shuddered, moaned a bit, and then resumed riding and sucking.

		“Her pussy gets so hot when she cums. And wet too,” said Chuck.

		“I’m well aware,” said Anthony. He wanted to remind Chuck that he had fucked Jennifer many times.

		“Are you going to cum?” she asked Chuck.

		“Uh-huh.”

		Looking up at Anthony, she asked the question of him. “Are you going to cum?”

		“Yeah. Do you want me to cum in your mouth or on your face and tits?”

		She didn’t answer him; she had put his cock back in her mouth, but worked it with her hand at the same time.

		Unfortunately she wasn’t able to concentrate on sucking off Anthony. Chuck was at the edge and dug his fingers into her hips, holding her tight, as he pounded his cock up into her, cumming hard, unleashing his load in her pussy, before collapsing back on the couch.

		Now able to refocus herself, Jennifer really started sucking Anthony’s cock, pumping it with her hand, but keeping the head between her lips.

		When he came, he fully intended to shoot it into Jennifer’s mouth, to let her swallow it, returning a sexual gift to her like she had given him so many times.

		But only the first spurt went into her mouth. She pulled back and let the rest hit her in the face, dripping down to her substantial chest.

		“You look beautiful,” he told her.

		“You’re a liar,” she replied, wiping his cum from her face.

		“That’s a real sweet moment, but can I get up and pee?” asked Chuck.

		With that their little session ended. Chuck used the bathroom while Anthony and Jennifer eyed each other. She had her hand between her legs, keeping the cum inside her pussy. She could have used the upstairs bathroom, but she wanted to confront Anthony. 

		“I need to wash my face,” she said.

		“So go use the other bathroom. Or the kitchen sink.”

		“Don’t you want to see what he did to my pussy?” Jennifer sat down on the couch and spread her legs displaying her wet pussy. Anthony had to look. He was familiar with her pussy and it looked just as good used and wet and dripping cum as it had any other time he had seen it. 

		“Hot,” he said. “Sexy.”

		“You’re a liar.”

		“Why are you trying to drive me away?” asked Anthony.

		“I’m testing you,” she said.

		“To see if I’m disgusted by you fucking Chuck—or anyone else?”

		Jennifer looked away and closed her legs. She could feel Chuck’s cum leaking out of her pussy and onto the couch. It was a leather couch. It would be easy for Anthony—or his maid—to clean. She told herself not to worry about it.

		“Maybe,” she offered.

		“No matter what you do, no matter who you fuck, I’ll still be in love with you,” said Anthony.

		“Holy hot-baked shit balls!” Chuck exclaimed upon returning to the living room. “You love her?”

		“Fuck,” Jennifer cursed under her breath.

		“Yes,” Anthony replied easily.

		“Oh...wow. What do I do? I just fucked her. In front of you!” Chuck’s eyes were wide. His face was flushed. “I’d better leave.”

		“Chuck. Chuck! It’s fine, Chuck,” Anthony told him as Chuck quickly gathered up his clothes. “I know she’s a slut. I like her as a slut. I love her as a slut.”

		“You guys are weird,” Chuck declared, finished grabbing his clothes, and ran up the stairs. They heard him slam the door to his bedroom.

		Anthony shrugged and looked at Jennifer. “Want to go upstairs?”

		“Why?” she asked suspiciously.

		“To use the better bathroom and put on some comfortable clothes. The corset is hot, but do you really want to keep it on?”

		Jennifer shrugged and they went up the stairs together. She washed her face and chest in the bathroom sink. She used a washcloth between her legs, wiping away the last of Chuck’s cum. Anthony helped her take off the corset. Then she hunted around in the one small drawer he had given her to store clothing for just such an occasion like this. 

		“There’s no fucking underwear in here!” she complained after going through the entire contents.

		“I don’t know what to tell you.”

		“How am I supposed to go home without wearing any underwear?”

		“Just put on those sweats or those leggings and go.”

		“I can’t do that!”

		“Says the woman who just fucked two men. The woman who regularly shares her tit milk with almost anyone. Says the woman who is a bigger slut than anyone really knows.” Anthony was being cruel, but he thought she was being ridiculous.

		“Yes, I have a hangup. I can’t go out in public without underwear of some sort.”

		“So put your panties back on, the ones you wore here.”

		“They’re dirty. I should know. I made them so wet.” A thought suddenly occurred to her. “Wait a second. I know I left a thong over here a week ago...”

		She got down on her hands and knees and started searching under the bed and dresser.

		“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Anthony muttered.

		“A-ha!” Jennifer popped back up, her thong dangling from her fingers. “Eww. These are dirty too.”

		“Want to toss them in the washer?” he asked sarcastically.

		“That’s...not a bad idea.”

		Two minutes later Jennifer was performing the most domestic activity she had ever done in Anthony’s house. She was filling and operating the washing machine.

		“Great, now I’m going to be here for the next two hours.”

		“You can just relax,” he suggested to her. “It’s not even eight o’clock yet. Lay down, watch something on TV. I don’t know.”

		“I don’t have any clothes on.”

		“You don’t need clothes to watch TV. Hell, you spend more here naked than you do clothed.”

		“Fine. We’ll watch TV in your room. I get to pick the show.”

		Her choice of show didn’t really matter. They lay down in the bed together, covered up with the sheet and blanket, and settled in. 

		Ten minutes into whatever period drama Jennifer had chosen on Netflix, she was snoring softly in his ear. 

		Anthony switched the television to the ridiculous adult animated series he had been watching and let her be.

		


		Chapter 16

		“What the fuck, Tony!” Jennifer complained as she woke up. Sunlight was leaking in around the shades of his bedroom window. “You let me sleep all night!”

		“So?”

		“You know I never spend the night at...wherever I am, whoever is nursing from me. I’m an independent woman!”

		“I get that.”

		“Shit. I need to go home.”

		“You might want to go put your laundry in the dryer. We both fell asleep last night and I didn’t get up to do that.”

		“Shit. Fuck. Goddamn.” The curvy woman got out of his bed and headed for the door.

		“Careful,” he cautioned her. “Chuck is still in his room, I’m pretty sure. You don’t want to surprise him again, do you?”

		“He’s already seen it all,” she tossed over her shoulder before heading down to the laundry room, tossing all her clothes in the dryer, giving no heed to what should be tumble dried and what should be hung up. 

		After she made her way back up to Tony’s bedroom, she stopped in the bathroom to pee and consider her options.

		There were bruises on her tits, mostly around her nipples—maybe she shouldn’t have used the clothespins on them last night—and they were full of milk. Before she went anywhere she wanted to get a little relief. Anthony didn’t have a breast pump in his house. She didn’t especially like hand expressing herself. But she did have the option of two men with working mouths. 

		Her concern was what would happen when Anthony—and maybe Chuck—was done nursing. Without a doubt, he would want to fuck.

		She wasn’t opposed to the idea.

		Jennifer found Anthony hadn’t moved from his bed. He was staring at his phone.

		“You need to do me a favor,” she said.

		“What?”

		“You need to drain my tits before I leave.”

		“Can do!” he said with enthusiasm.

		“You’re just nursing,” she cautioned him. “Nothing else.”

		“Fine, fine. I could use a little breakfast anyway.”

		Her tits must have been working overtime during the night because her milk immediately let down and there was a lot of it. Anthony barely had to nurse. The milk practically sprayed down his throat. 

		It felt good. It felt good to be nursed in the morning, to wake up next to a warm body, to be nursed and be put in the right frame of mind to start the day.

		Anthony was silent as he nursed. He couldn’t talk; his mouth was full of flesh and milk.

		She couldn’t help herself. Her hand strayed to his cock. He was hard but did nothing to respond to her exploratory fingers. She lifted up her leg and felt her pussy. As usual it was hot and wet. As much as she loved her body and sex, it could be a lot to deal with.

		When his mouth was finally too much and her breasts were mostly empty of milk, she said, “Enough. Just a quick fuck. You on top. Five minutes. Then a shower and I have to go.”

		“Five minutes? I can do that, but really, I’m more of a long-distance man, a slow build up to an intense erupt—”

		“Shut up or the deal is off,” she told him.

		A second later his cock was probing between her legs and she guided him in.

		As promised, it was a quick fuck. Anthony didn’t even glance at his watch but he was certain they were done in less than five minutes.

		Afterward they showered together. He spent too much time washing Jennifer’s back and her tits and her ass and her pussy. 

		“Enough,” she reminded him.

		He stepped out of the water first. She found him looking at himself in the mirror, studying the corners of his eyes and the hair at his temples. 

		“What are you doing? You never struck me as being that vain.”

		“I swear, just a little bit of your milk and my wrinkles are fading and I don’t have any gray hair.”

		“Some hair dye and a good moisturizing lotion will do that. You’re just being delusional.”

		“Say what you want, but I’m going to insist on daily feedings from you going forward. I need to stay young.”

		Jennifer laughed at him, whipping off his towel and running away with it, childishly leaving him naked in the bathroom. “Just because you say you love me doesn’t mean you get my tits every day. I need to share them with the world!”

		“How are you going to share them with the world?” asked an intrigued Anthony, following her out of the bathroom.

		She was in the process of returning with her meager laundry. Jennifer gave him a smirk. “I’ve got a whole list of people on my phone who are eager to suck these girls.”

		Anthony found he was jealous but tried not to let it show.

		“You haven’t been answering my texts.” Those were the words that Rebecca used to greet Jennifer in her office.

		“Yeah. I know. I’ve been busy. Sorry.”

		After closing the door, Rebecca said, “I need your milk.”

		“Everyone needs my milk, apparently,” Jennifer muttered.

		“Can I nurse from you right now?”

		“We’re at work! Fuck no.”

		“I know you’ve nursed Ken in his office...”

		“He has a door that fucking locks that Lisanne can’t open!”

		“How about Ken and I share you in his office?” 

		“No! You’re being crazy.”

		Rebecca grimaced and then sat down on the visitor’s chair. “I’m going crazy because I need your milk.” Her eyes didn’t stray from Jennifer’s chest, even though the older woman was wearing a very modest blouse that showed no cleavage and did a decent job of hiding the size of her tits.

		“You’re delusional,” Jennifer told her firmly, but politely. “You’re probably just a bit obsessed with having sex with me, with any woman. I was like that the first time I had sex with another woman. I needed to have her all the time.”

		Rebecca shook her head. “No. It’s not that. Well, maybe it’s a little of that, but I’m certain that your milk made me feel better and gave me just a burst of energy.”

		“I’m not a can of Red Bull.”

		“It was more than that,” Rebecca insisted.

		“How about we schedule a meet up tonight?” Jennifer suggested. 

		That lit up Rebecca’s face. “Sounds great.” She bounced up to her feet. Moving quicker than Jennifer expected, Rebecca leaned across the desk, gave her a peck on the cheek, and then strutted out the door.

		“What the fuck am I doing with my life?” Ignoring the work she needed to address, Jennifer pulled out her phone and checked her text messages. Her eyes bulged at the number waiting for her.

		Rebecca: twenty-three

		Ethan: eighteen

		Ken: seventeen

		Terri: two

		Jonathan: one

		Anthony: two 

		She just deleted Rebecca’s messages without reading any of them. She was all caught up with the other woman. There was no reason to read the few from Anthony and Terri. (How did the other woman get her number? Had to be from Ken.)

		Both Ethan and Ken were keen to speak with her. Unable to stop herself, she quickly scanned through all the messages. Each and every one was a variation of requests to speak with her or text back and plead for some time alone so they could nurse.

		On the one hand it was flattering.

		On the other hand it was annoying.

		On the third hand, she had just bragged to Anthony that morning how she had a whole list of people who wanted nothing more than to nurse on her tits day and night.

		On the fourth hand, she wasn’t willing to give any of them up. 

		Was she a milk slut?

		Probably.

		Did she want something more with Anthony?

		Maybe, but she wasn’t going to admit that to herself let alone Anthony or any of her other lovers.

		Was she going to have Rebecca over to her place for milk and sex?

		“Hell yes,” she said aloud to no one but herself.

		She fully intended to have sex with Rebecca. She was going to get her to spend the night as well. Just to tick off Anthony.

		Yeah, he claimed to be turned on by the fact that she fucked and sucked other people. But was that really true?

		She was going to find out.

		But first, a few texts had to go out.

		She got busy.

		


		Chapter 17

		Jennifer eagerly slung open her front door. Her tits were starting to ache and Rebecca was late. All she wanted was to be nursed and then fall into bed with the dirty blonde.

		It was all Jennifer could do to keep her mouth from falling open when she saw Ethan standing next to Rebecca on the front porch.

		He wasn’t just standing there. The two of them were holding hands.

		“What the fuck are you doing here?” Jennifer knew she was staring at their hands but she couldn’t make herself stop.

		Then again, they were the ones who were doing it on her front porch.

		“You invited me,” Rebecca reminded her.

		“I was talking to Ethan.”

		“She invited me.” Ethan dropped Rebecca’s hand.

		Jennifer’s eyes focused on Rebecca. “Why did you invite him?”

		“You’re too much woman for me to handle alone?” Rebecca suggested.

		“Uh-huh.”

		“The last threesome we had was pretty hot so...”

		“You want a repeat performance?” Jennifer sighed. “Come off it. Sometimes a woman just wants to have an intimate evening with her semi-girlfriend.”

		She stepped back and allowed them in.

		“I only prepared for one guest,” she told them. “So snacks and drinks are limited.”

		Rebecca gave a theatrical gasp. “Please tell me your boobs aren’t empty. I’m really thirsty.”

		“I meant I have only one bottle of wine.”

		“We won’t need that,” said Ethan with a little too much enthusiasm. “We’ve got your boobs.”

		Jennifer sighed and covered her eyes with her hand.

		“I don’t need to be wined and dined,” said Rebecca. “Let’s just go to your bedroom and we’ll let nature take its course.”

		“There’s nothing natural about this,” said Jennifer. “A middle-aged woman lactating for twenty years sharing her tits with a younger woman and a much younger man.”

		“Sounds hot,” Ethan declared. 

		He withered under Jennifer’s glare. 

		“But we don’t have to do this if you don’t want to.”

		Once more Jennifer sighed. “Oddly, I do want it.”

		“Great!” Rebecca declared. 

		“Cool,” Ethan agreed.

		“Okay then, both of you strip. I want a little preshow.”

		There was no wine opened. There were no snacks offered. They were barely into the foyer of Jennifer’s house. 

		Rebecca and Ethan looked at each other.

		“Why do we need to undress if we’re nursing from you?” asked Ethan.

		It was a stupid question to ask. Rebecca wanted to smack him.

		“We need to undress because she’s the one with the tits and the milk.”

		“You’ve got tits,” Ethan reminded her.

		“Shut up, Ethan.” Rebecca stepped out of her shoes, whipped off her blouse, and yanked down her leggings, leaving her in a bra and panties. They were unmatched, which made Jennifer frown, but at the same time there was a certain sexiness to the clashing set, the yellow bra and green panties with red flowers.

		“All of it,” said Jennifer, starting to warm to this scenario. 

		“Help me?” Rebecca asked, turning her back to Ethan. He automatically unhooked her bra, letting it slip free. 

		Jennifer couldn’t help but size up the other woman’s tits. They were as nice as they were the last time she saw them naked. Kneeling down behind Rebecca, Ethan eased her panties over her hips and down her legs. 

		It seemed rude not to comment on Rebecca’s grooming.

		“You trimmed your pussy,” Jennifer commented. “It’s nice.”

		“Thank you.”

		Jennifer held her hand out to the other woman and together they headed to the bedroom. Ethan realized he was being left behind. Scrambling to his feet, he trotted after them.

		At the bedroom door, Jennifer blocked Ethan’s way. 

		“What gives?”

		Jennifer sized him up. “I think I gave you an order. No clothes in the bedroom. Come in when you’re naked.”

		She stepped back and closed the door in his face.

		“Shit, shit, shit,” Ethan complained, undressing as quickly as he could. He thanked his lucky stars that she hadn’t locked the door as well.

		Thirty seconds later he opened the door to join them. The two women were on the bed laying on their sides, Rebecca still naked, but with Jennifer’s hand between her legs, cupping her pussy. Jennifer’s dress was pulled down to her waist, her bra on the bed next to them. Rebecca had latched onto Jennifer’s ripe nipple and was happily nursing, her face pure bliss.

		“You started without me,” Ethan protested as he joined them. His cock wasn’t fully erect, but he was hard enough for it to bounce around

		“You’re late,” Jennifer reminded him.

		“You’re leaking,” he pointed out, seeing a line of the precious milk running down the slope of her free breast. He had to kneel next to her in order to latch on, but was shortly nursing happily away. 

		She had been annoyed, but after just a minute of being nursed, Jennifer felt her tension melting away to be replaced with the mild euphoria of lust and happy brain chemicals. As they nursed Jennifer carefully studied Rebecca’s face. The woman was younger than her and wasn’t showing any obvious signs of aging. Her skin wasn’t sagging, she didn’t have wrinkles, and there wasn’t a gray hair on her head. 

		“You’re beautiful,” said Jennifer, stroking the younger woman’s hair.

		Pulling off the nipple, Rebecca replied, “You don’t have to seduce me. I’ll fuck you right here and now.”

		“Can I watch?” asked Ethan, taking a quick break from the side he was nursing on.

		“Shush,” Jennifer told him. “Do you believe that my breast milk is somehow magical and makes you younger?”

		Rebecca blinked at her in confusion, then licked the nipple, before saying, “Where is this coming from?”

		“Anthony, the guy I’ve been seeing for a while, thinks it keeps him young. So does Ken. I think they’re delusional.”

		“Well, if it does work, I’m happy to drink all your milk. I don’t want to get old and gray and wrinkled.”

		“Look at me,” said Ethan, a smarmy grin on his face. “I’m still young and beautiful.”

		“You’re like twelve,” Rebecca snickered. 

		“I’m twenty-seven!” he protested.

		“And I’m robbing the cradle,” said Rebecca. “I’d better drink up all of Jenn’s milk.” She latched back on and nursed in earnest. 

		Neither of her lovers had commented on the slight discoloration on Jennifer’s tits, if they had even noticed the bruises. They didn’t hurt. Jennifer had tough tits and nipples. As they nursed from her, she felt her lust steadily rising. It wouldn’t take much time for her to cum. It would be a pleasant nipple orgasm.

		When she came, she pushed both her lovers away. Both her nipples fountained milk, wetting everything in range: Jennifer’s chest, the bed, both Ethan and Rebecca’s faces. 

		They were amused and delighted by the response of Jennifer’s body. Rebecca leaned in and wetted her face with the milk, rubbing it in like moisturizer.

		“Will it make me young and beautiful this way?” she asked.

		Jennifer laughed. “Probably not. But that’s one of the things I remember being told back in high school and college. If a guy cums on your face, it’s a great beauty mask.”

		Ethan laughed and shook his head. “Even to me that sounds ridiculous. It sounds like it was a lie made up by a guy to convince his girlfriend to let him cum on her face.”

		“Yeah. Probably.” Jennifer noted that her milk had stopped fountaining but milk was continuing to well up from inside her. “I want to fuck now.” She looked at Ethan’s cock. It wasn’t as erect as she would have liked it to be.

		“You need to get hard,” she told him as she sat up and wiggled out of her dress and panties, leaving her as naked as the other two. “You can watch while I eat Becca’s pussy. Will that work for you?”

		Jennifer didn’t wait for an answer. She just pushed Ethan away and climbed on top of Rebecca, giving her a quick kiss before moving down between Rebecca’s legs and inhaling the scent of her pussy.

		“You smell divine.”

		Jennifer licked Rebecca’s pussy.

		“You taste divine as well.”

		Rebecca shivered. 

		Jennifer set to performing her best cunnilingus on the other woman.

		“Wow. Fucking hot.” Ethan’s hand was on his cock, working it, making it stiffer, harder, bigger. He didn’t need much help to get to that state. He knew if he kept at it, he’d cum too soon and waste it.

		There was no way that was going to happen.

		Jennifer’s ass was in the air. He moved behind her and picked her hips up higher before pushed his cock into her. 

		“You’re so fucking wet,” he sighed as he sank all the way in.

		Since her mouth was full of pussy, Jennifer said nothing. Rebecca was moaning as the older woman focused on pleasing her. Never would Ethan have thought of finding himself in a situation like this, but he was happy to go along for the ride. Jennifer found that she wasn’t distracted by Ethan fucking her. It was just a pleasant sensation to enjoy while she serviced Rebecca. She doubted Rebecca cared much about what was happening to her.

		Ethan showed more endurance than Jennifer would have guessed. That was a good thing because he managed to make her cum while fucking her. His cock curved into her pussy at the perfect angle while he pressed his thumb to her asshole. 

		She had to use her fingers on Rebecca’s pussy to make her cum. Rebecca didn’t complain and Jennifer enjoyed the way Rebecca’s pretty pink pussy spasmed around her fingers and tongue. 

		After he was done cumming, Ethan stepped back which allowed Jennifer to move from between Rebecca’s legs and collapse on the bed. She didn’t worry about the cum leaking from her pussy and snuggled up against Rebecca who was still breathing heavily.

		“That was hot,” Jennifer declared.

		“What’s it like to have milk in your tits all the time?” Rebecca asked as Ethan headed to the bathroom.

		Jennifer laughed. “I’ve never been asked that before.”

		“Okay, but what’s it like?”

		“I don’t know,” she said pensively. “I mean, I’ve had milky tits for most of my adult life. Fuck. That’s a crazy thought. Wow.”

		Rebecca covered her breasts with her hands. “I’ve felt yours a few times now. When they’re full of milk, they’re pretty firm, soft when they’re empty...”

		“And sexy all of the time,” said Ethan as he walked back into the room.

		“They’re so big and lovely,” Rebecca sighed as she massaged her chest. “I wish mine were bigger.”

		“They’re perfect the way they are,” Ethan told her, settling onto the bed with the two women.

		Jennifer snort-laughed. “Okay, out with it. How long have you two been dating?”

		“I wouldn’t call it dating...” said Rebecca.

		“It’s not?” Ethan was crushed. Rebecca was in the middle as the three lay together.

		“It’s fucking,” Rebecca clarified. She turned her head toward Jennifer. “And we’ve been fucking since the three of us hooked up last time.”

		“It’s just fucking?” Ethan’s voice was on edge, almost quavering with emotion.

		“Well, it’s a little more than that,” Rebecca relented. “But he is too young for me.”

		“Too young for you!” Jennifer exclaimed. “If he’s too young for you, he’s twice as too young for me!”

		“Robbing the cradle,” Ethan nodded. “Nice. I’ve always had a thing for MILFs.”

		“I’m not a MILF,” Rebecca protested, but secretly she knew it was a compliment. And she liked it.

		“I am a MILF,” said Jennifer. 

		“You are?” Ethan was stunned.

		“I’ve got a son. He’s in college.”

		“Holy shit. I never would have guessed...”

		“Don’t try to steal him from me, Jenn,” Rebecca warned.

		“There’s something you could do to keep her from stealing me away from you,” said Ethan.

		Rebecca smirked. “What’s that?” she asked, not really interested.

		“You could start making milk in your tits,” he pointed out.

		Rebecca outright laughed at him. “I’m not getting pregnant just to amuse you!”

		Ethan blushed and looked away. Jennifer remained silent a minute.

		After Rebecca was done laughing, Jennifer offered a bit of advice. “You don’t have to get pregnant to have milky tits.”

		“What?” Rebecca was confused.

		Ethan was intrigued. “How does that happen?”

		Jennifer smiled and propped up her head to look at the pair. “You just need to take some hormones, there are all sorts of home remedy type stuff that promises to get a woman lactating. Better than that is to use a breast pump on your tits every day, at least twice a day, for a few weeks or months.”

		“That’s fucking insane.” Rebecca dismissed the idea.

		“Or you could find a partner who wants to suck on your tits at least twice a day, every day, for at least a month,” Jennifer added. “That sounds more fun anyway.”

		“No,” said Rebecca.

		“Sounds fun,” agreed Ethan.

		“I’m sure it’s not anything you’re interested in,” said Jennifer. “It’s a lot of work. Your tits get bigger. You get lots of attention by horny, kinky men...”

		“Stop selling me on it,” said Ethan.

		Rebecca slapped him. “She’s not trying to sell you on it. She’s trying to get me to do it.”

		A thought occurred to Ethan. “Well, if you have lactating tits, I certainly wouldn’t be tempted by Jenn’s any longer...”

		“Fuck...” Rebecca complained. 

		That ended the conversation. The couple sharing Jennifer’s bed decided it was time to leave. Since they had arrived in one car, they left together. Jennifer was glad that they had dropped by, but was just as happy to see them leave.

		


		Chapter 18

		It was early enough in the evening that it was truly too early to go to bed. Jennifer decided to watch something on TV, couldn’t find anything she liked, switched to reading, got annoyed, and started scrolling social media.

		Her now-quiet evening was interrupted by the doorbell. It startled her because it was too late for any sort of visitor, especially an unexpected visitor. Telling herself that a deranged serial killer wouldn’t ring the bell before barging in and murdering her (probably), she went to the front door and cautiously peeked through the side light.

		It was Rebecca.

		“Fucking hell,” she cursed under her breath.

		Opening the door, Jennifer asked, “What the hell are you doing here?”

		“I need to talk to you.”

		“It’s called a phone. You have one.” She stepped aside and ushered her friend inside. “What’s the problem?”

		Rebecca gave her a little hug when the door was shut. Somehow that felt too intimate to do out in public, even if public was just Jennifer’s front porch.

		Steeling herself, Rebecca took in a deep breath and said all at once, “I want to make milk. Lactate. Like you.”

		“Oh.”

		The two of them looked at each other.

		“What?” asked Rebecca.

		“This is a complete change of what you told me an hour ago. And did you dump Ethan on the side of the road and race back here?”

		“No...he dropped me at my place and then I raced here.”

		Jennifer drew her friend into the living room and switched off the TV that had been on the Netflix home page for the past hour, announcing the latest releases. “Why the change of heart?”

		They sat down on the couch.

		“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

		“Tell me anyway and maybe I’ll believe you.”

		“I got really turned on nursing from you...and then Ethan wouldn’t shut up about it while he was driving me home.”

		Jennifer pursed her lips. “Deciding to induce lactation for a guy you’ve barely known for a week is a terrible idea.”

		“I know. I’m doing this for me.”

		“Uh-huh.”

		“See? I told you that you wouldn’t believe me.”

		“I want bigger boobs.”

		“Get plastic surgery.”

		“I’m afraid of that. Anything doctor and medical related, other than the absolute minimum.”

		“Go to a therapist and accept that you have small tits.”

		“But why? You said they’ll get bigger, and the milking and nursing will be fun, and then there’s the benefit of keeping my lovers young.”

		“That’s complete bullshit and you know it.”

		“I’ll be the judge of that. I’d love to be middle-aged and have a twenty-seven year old lover like Ethan.”

		“How many times have you two fucked since you met?” Jennifer asked bluntly.

		“Uh...almost every night.”

		“Fuck,” Jennifer cursed under her breath.

		“He’s really good.” Rebecca wasn’t exactly waxing rhapsodically, but the dreamy look in her eyes said it all.

		“You’re smitten,” Jennifer accused.

		“Yeah...”

		“Also, I know he’s really good. I’ve fucked him more times than you.”

		“Right. I’m not stealing him from you. He’s just my little obsession at the moment. You seem to have plenty of other partners anyway.”

		“Including you,” Jennifer pointed out.

		Rebecca actually blushed. “Yeah. Me too.”

		“You shouldn’t change your whole life, inducing lactation, for a guy you’ve only known for a week.”

		“It’s longer than that. But I get where you’re coming from. It’s something I want to try. It’ll take months anyway. You said so yourself. It’ll be over between us before my milk comes in.”

		Jennifer rolled her eyes and threw up her hands. “You know what? Wait here a second. I’ll prove to you that this isn’t something you want to do.”

		“What?” Rebecca wanted to ask another question, but Jennifer was off and running to the back of her house.

		She returned a minute later carrying several bottles, a plastic cube the size of her fist, and a whole bunch of tubing and soft plastic.

		“Is that...?”

		“My breast pump. If you’re so hyped up for this, let’s give it a go. If you really want to do this, order some fenugreek and blessed thistle off the internet. Take off your top and bra. Get those titties out and you’ll see what I mean.”

		She didn’t even give Rebecca a chance to reply. Jennifer plugged in the pump to a wall outlet and started untangling the tubing. Rebecca hadn’t moved.

		“Are you serious?” Rebecca asked. 

		“As a heart attack.”

		“That’s not funny.” She unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it off. In the next moment she pulled her bra up over her head. Jennifer was a bit jealous at the other woman’s smaller tits and not having to go through an elaborate process to strap on and remove her bra. “How does this work?” she asked, seeing that Jennifer was waiting, bottles topped by collection cones in her hands.

		“Put these on your boobs, make sure the cone’s opening is centered on your nipple. I’ll hit the switch and you’ll be in for a real treat.”

		Jennifer didn’t tell her friend that she had dialed up the suction power all the way to ten. If the dial had had an eleven on it, she would have used that setting.

		After she checked twice to make sure she had centered the collection cones exactly over her nipples, Rebecca gave Jennifer a nod. “Okay. I’m ready.”

		“Brace yourself,” Jennifer warned her.

		“For what?”

		“There might be some...discomfort.”

		“Discomfort?”

		“Yeah, like when the doctor says discomfort.”

		“You mean fucking pain?”

		“Maybe?”

		Jennifer hit the power switch.

		Rebecca’s eyes went wide and she gasped as her nipples were dragged forward, stretching them out to a ridiculous length. She wasn’t able to articulate a single word.

		The pump cycled and her nipples were released.

		“Holy fucking shit and a half,” she gasped. “That’s fucking incredible!”

		The pump cycled again, pulling her nipples forward again.

		“Oh...yes,” she moaned.

		Jennifer frowned but hid her expression. “You like that?”

		“Uh-huh...” The pump cycled again.

		If she hadn’t been sitting, her knees would have given out. 

		“Oh...this is better than my first vibrator,” she declared.

		“It is?” Jennifer was confused.

		“You should have told me about this before. I definitely want to do this for me, not Ethan. Fuck him.”

		


		Chapter 19

		The moment after she woke up, Jennifer cursed under her breath. This was the second time in a week that she had woken up next to someone. She liked her sleeping bed kept private. Sex and nursing were all well and good, but she didn’t need a companion in her bed.

		When she tried to slip out of the bed, her motions immediately woke up Rebecca.

		“Hi,” the other woman sleepily blinked at her.

		“Hi.” Jennifer was uncomfortable, not because she was naked. 

		She wasn’t uncomfortable because she woke up next to a woman.

		She wasn’t even uncomfortable remembering what they had done the night before. The sex had been incredible. The nursing was fun, but maybe what they had done with her breast pump might have been a little much. Even so, she was mostly fine with that.

		No, Jennifer was uncomfortable for two reasons and both were pressing needs. First, her bladder was full. Second, her tits were full.

		Her bladder was full because they had a lot to drink the night before, both alcoholic and plain water. But it didn’t make sense that her tits were full. She and Rebecca had taken turns sucking on each other last night. They had both used the breast pump as well.

		“Something the matter?” asked Rebecca. 

		“Uh...no. Why?”

		“You have the deer in the headlights look on your face.”

		“Oh. Sorry. I was trying to get out of bed without waking you.”

		“It’s fine. I need to pee.”

		“Me first,” Jennifer blurted out and hustled to the bathroom. It was bliss to sit on the toilet and empty her bladder. 

		The problem now was that she was semi-trapped in her own bathroom, naked, and with a woman who she was perfectly happy to have sex with...but not happy to have as a bed companion.

		When she opened the bathroom door Rebecca was not there. It seemed a little much to wrap a towel around herself and she had not left a robe on the back of the bathroom door. Steeling herself, she went back to the bedroom.

		Much to her relief Rebecca wasn’t exactly lying in wait. She was sitting on the edge of the bed fiddling with the breast pump. “Oh thank goodness. I really need to pee.” She hopped up. “Don’t go anywhere. I need to know a few things about the pump.” Rebecca raced out the door.

		“What the fuck do you need to know about the pump that I didn’t cover last night?” Jennifer asked, initially to Rebecca’s retreating —and shapely—bottom, but then to the empty air.

		Rebecca didn’t answer. The bathroom door slammed and Jennifer could faintly hear the sound of running water.

		She considered getting dressed. She considered using the pump. She knew what she was going to wind up doing, and half hated herself for it. 

		A minute later, after the toilet flushed, Rebecca reappeared. “You need to tell me the best one to buy,” she explained. “I want my milk to come in.”

		Jennifer shook her head. “That’s a terrible idea,” she declared.

		“I don’t care.” Rebecca grabbed the other woman’s hands and dragged her back to the bed. Jennifer didn’t resist. “I want to have milky tits like you.”

		Before Jennifer could object, Rebecca kissed her and then quickly latched onto one of Jennifer’s nipples. She wanted to protest, but she was so full and just a little bit of sucking was more than enough to get her milk to let down. 

		Her free nipple began the steady drip, drip of milk releasing. Where Rebecca’s mouth was busy, her milk started spraying in time with the suck and release pattern Rebecca had set.

		Jennifer couldn’t object. It felt too good. Her milk was being drawn out and the mild pain in her tits slowly faded away to be replaced with rising lust.

		This wasn’t how she intended to start the day.

		This was better.

		Jennifer let Rebecca nurse on her for a few minutes. There was no reason to object. It was cozy and warm in her bed and she allowed her hand to stray down to her pussy.

		Jennifer started to masturbate, rubbing her clit, testing her opening, feeling her own heat and her wetness. 

		Rebecca abruptly stopped nursing. “What are you doing?”

		“Getting myself off,” Jennifer moaned softly. “Keep going. Suck on my tits. Nurse me.”

		“I want to get you off!”

		“Okay.” Jennifer grabbed Rebecca’s hand and dragged it between her legs. “Do it.”

		As Rebecca settled back to sucking and now fingering her friend, Jennifer then caressed Rebecca’s thigh, then her hip, and then insistently slipped between her legs, searching for the dirty blonde’s pussy.

		In the back of her mouth, Rebecca moaned. “No,” she protested.

		Jennifer frowned. “You’re making this very difficult.”

		“I’m sorry, but I want to please you. You don’t need to do anything else.”

		“Why can’t I play with your pussy?”

		“Because...because you’re the source. Your milk makes everything.”

		Jennifer rolled her eyes. “You’re being overly dramatic.”

		“I want your milk. Don’t distract me!”

		It would have been easy to insist that Rebecca leave, but Jennifer was sufficiently turned on that she found it easier just to lay back and relax and let Rebecca play.

		Maybe this wasn’t how she had planned her morning, but it was a good way to start the day.

		Jennifer came on Rebecca’s hand, assisted by her insistent nipple sucking. Her milk hadn’t gone dry, but all the pressure was gone.

		“Thank you,” she told her younger lover, giving her a kiss, tasting her own milk on Rebecca’s lips. “I want to make you cum now.”

		“You don’t have to. Just suck my tits.”

		Jennifer gave her a knowing smile. “It’s going to take weeks, if not months, to induce, you know.”

		“I want to start today! Hell, I started yesterday. I want to keep going.”

		With a shrug, Jennifer moved down to Rebecca’s small tits and started sucking. It was lovely to play with a willing woman. It was fun to explore Rebecca’s pussy. It was fun to leave her gasping and shaking when she came. 

		Jennifer made a show of sucking Rebecca’s amrita off her fingers when she was done. “You taste delicious.”

		“Your milk is sweeter.”

		“Your pussy is an ambrosia of divine flavor.”

		They were getting a little carried away with their flirting compliments. Jennifer started to kiss her way down the other woman’s body, shortly arriving at her pussy. Rebecca opened her legs and allowed Jennifer to start working her up to another orgasm.

		She didn’t get very far.

		The alarm on Jennifer’s phone insistently went off, reminding her to get up, get showered and dressed, and finally get to work.

		“Fuck...” she protested. “We both have to work...”

		“Make me cum,” Rebecca begged. “Just make me cum...”

		Jennifer took a moment to silence the alarm, breaking the rhythm that she had created for Rebecca, and then fell back to her task.

		Rebecca hated the interruption and focused on regaining the orgasm that was almost lost.

		Just as she peaked, Jennifer’s phone went off again.

		“Shit!”

		Jennifer jumped and grabbed for her phone, upset with herself that she must have hit the snooze button instead of turning it off. Rebecca still came, but she didn’t have Jennifer’s warm body next to hers. She metaphorically bit her tongue about her annoyance.

		“I really need to get moving,” Jennifer said. “I can’t play hooky today.”

		“Me either.” Rebecca was annoyed but more at the circumstances than at Jennifer. “I’m just going to grab my clothes, go home, shower there and I guess I’ll see you at work.”

		“Won’t that make you late?”

		“Yes, but I don’t have anything to wear that is office appropriate.” She gave Jennifer a quick kiss and bounded out of bed. “I’m going to go home stinking of you. Sexy. Do you think you can distract Ken so he doesn’t notice I’m late?” 

		“How do you propose I do that?”

		Rebecca leaned in and grabbed both of Jennifer’s tits. “I’m sure you’ll think of something.”

		After her lover left, Jennifer hurried to get to work. She showered and dressed, but she couldn’t stop thinking about everything that had happened. She didn’t need another lover; she had too many as it was. She was fucking too many people. It had been fun before, but now she wanted to take a step back because her life didn’t need to be going full speed all the time.

		Or did she just want to settle down with Anthony?

		Jennifer banished that thought from her head. As penance, she dressed much more provocatively than was appropriate for the office. She had to distract Ken, after all.

		She was going to distract Ken with her tits and her milk. Maybe she’d tease him and ask if the both of them could hook up with his wife this evening. 

		That would solve everything.

		In her rush to leave the house Jennifer did manage to find her spare breast pump. It wasn’t the best one she had ever owned, but it still worked. Her tits were slightly sore from her play with Rebecca last night—and this morning—but she was impressed with the younger woman’s ability to take so much nipple punishment. 

		It would be a gift Rebecca would appreciate. If she wanted bigger and lactating tits, she’d have to make a few sacrifices.

		A bit of luck allowed her to get to the office before Ken. Maybe he was delayed for some good reason. Maybe he had taken a minute to fuck Terri before leaving for work. Maybe he just wanted to stop and get a cup of good coffee and not the shit available in the break room.

		She knocked on his office door to make sure he wasn’t hiding but when she turned around, he was right there, a giant cup of Stewart’s coffee in his hand.

		“Hanging around the boss’s office dressed like that will get you a reputation, young lady,” he said with a smirk before unlocking the door as Jennifer awkwardly stepped aside.

		“I needed to speak with you right away this morning,” she said and then realized she hadn’t prepared a lie as to why she would need to see him. It wasn’t all that unusual for her to just drop by to say hello, though her deeply plunging neckline seemed to hint she had ulterior motives.

		“About what?”

		They walked into the office together and Jennifer immediately closed the door behind her.

		“About...how my tits are aching for you.”

		Ken nodded. “Nice. Want to add some cream to my coffee?”

		“Sure.” She started unbuttoning her blouse to get her tits out. Anything to keep Ken distracted so, hopefully, Rebecca could slip in without a problem. It felt very high school. Jennifer liked the game.

		“I’d rather drink it directly from the source.”

		“Cream is a little too rich for you,” she observed. Her blouse was fully unbuttoned now, Her bra was one of her sexy ones—pink and flowery and stuffed with only a single pad to keep an inadvertent leak hidden from curious eyes. Ken was suddenly right there, trapping her between his desk and the wall and he was kissing the side of her neck and she was kissing him back.

		His leg went between her thighs, pushing up her skirt, pressing against her panty-covered pussy. She was getting wet again. Her body couldn’t keep taking this all the time. She loved the attention, but she couldn’t just offer up her tits and milk to just anyone. 

		Ken wasn’t just anyone.

		He was her boss.

		And occasional lover.

		And married to the attractive Terri.

		And he claimed her milk kept him young and vibrant.

		His hands were pulling up her bra, freeing her tits. His mouth ducked down and caught a nipple. 

		She moaned. Her tits had been well-used over the past day and it was too much.

		Her milk started flowing. Her breast pads fell to the floor.

		“No,” she moaned softly.

		“I know you love this,” he insisted.

		She did. But she couldn’t keep doing it.

		“I want to fuck your wife,” Jennifer blurted out.

		“I fucked her this morning,” he said and then sucked her nipple. Her milk flowed. She loved it.

		Focus, Jenn, she told herself. Keep it professional.

		It was hard to be professional when her boss was sucking on her tits.

		“I want to fuck your wife with you watching,” Jennifer tried again. “I want you to fuck me and I want her to lick the cream from my pussy.”

		That got him to pause. Ken looked up at her and released her nipple.

		“Why are you being such a dirty girl?”

		“There’s nothing wrong with being slutty,” she said as she pulled her bra back over her tits.

		“I’ll say,” he agreed. “But I’ll need to have a little more of a drink this morning if you want me to keep up with you and Terri tonight.” He pushed her bra back down and started nursing again.

		“Okay, just a minute to nurse. I need to save some for Terri.”

		“I need my strength,” he muttered around her flesh.

		“Me too,” she agreed softly. She knew she wasn’t going to cum from having her nipples sucked while pressed up against his office wall.

		She started humping his leg, rubbing her panty-covered pussy against his thigh. 

		He nursed.

		She rubbed.

		Eventually she came with a shudder while biting her lip to stop from crying out.

		“You made my pants wet,” Ken told her after her shuddering orgasm passed.

		Looking down she saw the wet streak on the thigh of his pants. Her panties had soaked through. She hoped she had an extra pair in her desk or bag or car. Taking a moment to pull down her skirt, she quickly rearranged her clothes. “Well, I hope you learned your lesson. Tonight? You, me, and Terri?”

		Ken nodded, wondering what had just happened.

		In her walk back to her office, she spied Rebecca who gave her a nod. 

		Jennifer wondered if Rebecca could tell she had essentially dry humped their boss a few seconds earlier.

		


		Chapter 20

		“This is so exciting!” Terri greeted her at the door with a cheek kiss and practically dragged the older woman into the living room where her husband was waiting. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since...” She trailed off and blushed. “Well, since the last time we were together.”

		“You mean when you nursed from me and we had sex?”

		Terri’s face turned redder. “Yeah...” She giggled and glanced at Ken who was sitting on the couch with a drink. “I knew I wasn’t going to be able to handle this.”

		“Don’t be embarrassed, dear,” Ken told her.

		“I thought you’ve had sex with women before,” said Jennifer. Terri shoved a drink into her hand to have something to do. 

		“I have!” She giggled nervously again.

		“Is it the nursing? The milk?”

		Once more Terri giggled. “Yeah, that’s got to be it.”

		Jennifer sipped her drink and nodded. “So you enjoyed it.”

		“I need to taste your milk again! I’m so jealous of Ken, he’s got you all day to himself and can do...whatever he wants!”

		“We actually do work at the office,” Ken reminded his wife. “It isn’t just sex and games all day.”

		“Right, right.” Clearly Terri didn’t believe her husband. Or didn’t care to believe him. It didn’t matter.

		Jennifer didn’t miss that Terri had been staring at her chest almost the entire time since she had arrived at their house. She knew what Terri wanted. She knew what Ken wanted. The question was: how did she want to give it to them?

		“You want to taste my milk again, don’t you?” she asked Terri.

		The younger, beautiful woman licked her lips and shyly looked down. “Yeah...”

		“And your husband wants to watch, don’t you, Ken?” Jennifer turned to Ken and his post on the couch. 

		He gestured with his glass. “Of course! Go for it. I’m here for the thrills.”

		Jennifer turned back to Terri and toyed with the top button of her blouse. She wasn’t showing any cleavage. Her gesture was pure teasing. With a smile she said, “Why don’t you...take off your clothes.”

		The suggestion caught Terri by surprise. “Me undress?”

		“Yes.”

		“Uh...why?”

		Jennifer’s smile grew wider. “Because you want to nurse from me. I want you naked. Less questions, more stripping.”

		Terri once again giggled nervously and looked to her husband. “Should I...?”

		Ken was quick to answer. “Hell yes! You heard the lady. Get naked.”

		“You can leave your panties on,” Jennifer generously allowed.

		Jennifer walked across the living room and sat down next to Ken, all the while continuing to toy with her top button. Her drink was still in her hand and she sipped from it and waited expectantly.

		“Okay...” Terri didn’t know why she was nervous. She had stripped in front of friends and strangers before. She had been naked with Jennifer before. They had already had sex, but to do this now was somehow strange.

		She found it easier to just focus on the painting above Ken and Jennifer’s heads as she undressed. Terri unzipped the top of her dress and tugged it down. She was forced to ease it over her hips and drop it to the floor. 

		Jennifer smiled. Terri was one of those women who were a little too shallow because they were pretty. Terri was wearing a perfectly matching bra-and-panty set. Pink and yellow flowers decorated the semi-sheer material. It was almost unnecessary for her to take off the bra; Jennifer could clearly see her nipples and areolas outlined under the material. Her nipples were hard. 

		Reaching behind her back, Terri smoothly unhooked her bra and slung it to the side. Jennifer let her eyes drop from the woman’s tits down to her crotch. Her pubic hair was perfectly maintained, the small triangle topping her mons easily visible through the nearly non-existent panties. Jennifer noted that Terri was wearing nude thigh-high stockings. 

		Terri didn’t bother to remove the stockings as she approached Jennifer on the couch. Jennifer didn’t object. 

		“How do you want to do this?” Terri asked nervously.

		Jennifer didn’t answer her other than to finally open up her blouse all the way by pulling on both sides of the shirt, forcing the buttons to pull free of their holes but managing not to pop the buttons. Underneath she wore a nursing bra. A pretty nursing bra, but a nursing bra all the same. 

		Terri didn’t know what to think when Jennifer pulled up both flaps to the cups, exposing her nipples. She was using breast pads—her nipples couldn’t seem to stop leaking—and these fell free when the cups were lifted.

		Patting her lap, she said, “Just rest your head here. You know how to nurse; you’re a good girl.”

		Being called a good girl made a shiver run down Terri’s spine. She quickly climbed onto the couch, grabbed one of the handy throw pillows and placed it on Jennifer’s lap so her head was the exact height of Jennifer’s large tits. She didn’t hesitate at all to latch on and start sucking.

		Ken watched with interest, reaching out and cupping the breast nearest him, circling his thumb over the nipple, feeling the wetness as Jennifer slowly leaked. This caused Jennifer to sigh. She was feeling everything in her tits and it was a direct connection to her pussy. 

		“Keep doing that and I’m going to cum,” she told Ken.

		“Hmm.” He stopped playing with her nipple. “Do you like nursing my wife?”

		Jennifer nodded. Her eyes were unfocused. “I like nursing everyone. Do you want a taste?”

		“Soon.”

		She nodded and closed her eyes, letting Terri nurse happily. Jennifer didn’t need to do anything. She’d be taken care of.

		“Play with yourself,” Ken said.

		“I can’t reach my pussy with her head on my lap,” Jennifer told him.

		“I was talking to my wife. Put your hand down into your panties and play with your pussy, Terri. Do it until you cum. Don’t stop nursing either.”

		Jennifer wanted to tell him he wasn’t in charge here, but he sort of was. She was currently just riding the blissful wave.

		Terri did exactly what her husband wanted. Jennifer managed to watch with some interest. She couldn’t see much but the motion of Terri’s hand along with the wet sounds coming from her panties told her everything she needed to know.

		“I think your wife is a bit of a slut,” Jennifer told Ken.

		He kissed her. “I know she is. So are you.”

		Jennifer shook her head slowly. “No. I just like sharing my milk...but that gets me into trouble.”

		“Uh-huh.” He had continued to play with her nipple and now gave it a little pinch. 

		“Keep doing that and I’m gonna cum.”

		“Do you want to cum?”

		“Uh-huh.”

		“Don’t you want to suck my cock? Don’t you want me to fuck you?”

		“Sure...”

		“Do you want to cum from her sucking on your fat nipple?”

		Jennifer nodded. “Uh-huh...”

		“Can you cum like that?”

		“Uh-huh...it just takes a while.”

		“Can I help?” he asked. 

		“Sure. Suck on my other tit.”

		Ken finished his drink, kissed Jennifer, set down the glass on the coffee table, and then ducked his head down near his wife’s. Terri ignored him as she continued to nurse greedily, loving the sweet milk that was flowing easily from Jennifer’s nipple.

		This was old hat to Ken. He latched onto Jennifer’s fat, leaking nipple, savored the sweet milk for a moment, and then got serious about nursing from her.

		Jennifer was already on edge. With the addition of Ken’s mouth reaching a pleasant climax was easy. She shuddered on the couch, luxuriating in the way the orgasm washed over her, focused on her tits and not her pussy, but still causing her entire body to quiver and her pussy to become a swampy mess.

		She knew she was going to need Ken’s cock before the night was over.

		“You came,” Terri said, taking a break from nursing for a breath and to admire the way Jennifer was so at ease with her sexuality.

		“Uh-huh,” Jennifer mindlessly agreed.

		“I didn’t tell you to stop playing with yourself,” said Ken. “Make yourself cum.”

		“Yes sir.”

		Jennifer wasn’t privy to the ins and outs of her boss’s open marriage, but it seemed that Terri, while free to fuck whoever she wanted, and was submissive to her husband.

		Jennifer could work with that.

		The two nursed a bit as Terri focused on fingering herself. It didn’t take long before the pretty woman finally managed to climax. To do so she had to push her panties down to mid-thigh so she could forcefully slap her pussy as she used her two middle fingers in her tunnel.

		She cried out when she came, resting her head against Jennifer’s soft breast. The moment her spasms passed, Ken reached out and grabbed his wife’s hand, pulling it up to his mouth to taste the amrita dripping from her fingers.

		“My pussy is on fire,” Terri said, pulling her fingers from Ken’s mouth and protectively cupping herself between the legs. 

		“Does that make it tastier?” asked Jennifer, imitating Ken and pulling Terri’s fingers to her mouth for a taste of pussy. She frowned. “Maybe it does a bit.”

		Terri nuzzled Jennifer’s breast. “Please don’t tell me that we’re done.”

		“We’re far from done,” Ken declared.

		“Says you?” Jennifer challenged him. “What if I’m done?”

		Ken reached out and grabbed both her tits. He gave them an experimental squeeze, evaluating. “You’re still pretty full,” he said.

		“So?”

		“Want to fulfill a man’s fantasy?” he asked with a leer.

		“I’m sure I’m going to regret saying yes,” Jennifer replied with a shake of her head.

		Minutes later they were in the bedroom. Terri had removed her panties and was laying down, her legs slightly spread, her stockings still in place.

		“This is some real immature kink shit,” Jennifer told Ken. He had removed his shirt and was in the process of taking off his pants. “I should get a raise and a promotion for it.”

		“I’m not in charge of promotions; you know that. And you’re at the top of your pay grade. Why don’t you do this for the pure pleasure of it?” He gave her a confident grin. His cock was erect and he slowly stroked it. She liked his cock and wanted to fuck him, but she didn’t remove her leggings. She wanted to see how this would play out.

		“You’re going to owe me,” she told him

		“Just put on a good show and I guarantee you won’t regret it.”

		Jennifer knelt on the bed and took her tits in both her hands. She gave them an experimental squeeze, let go, and repositioned her hands, then squeezed again. This time her milk sprayed forth, twin fountains with multiple streams arcing through the air before falling to Terri’s lightly tanned skin. Little puddles of milk started to form. 

		“Fuck yeah,” Ken moaned, working his hand faster on his cock.

		Jennifer continued to squeeze her tits, spraying more and more milk onto Terri. She giggled in delight and traced a finger through the puddles on her body before tasting the milk.

		“Hey!” Ken protested. “That’s supposed to be for me!”

		“You snooze, you lose,” Terri taunted him.

		Ken frowned. Jennifer continued to express her milk. She didn’t especially like to release her milk this way but it amused her for the moment.

		Seeing that Jennifer wasn’t going to stop, he ignored the white streams filling the air and joined his wife on the bed. Jennifer’s aim wasn’t perfect. The sheets on the bed were getting some spray as well. Ken didn’t care. He started licking Jennifer’s milk from Terri’s body.

		His wife giggled in amusement.

		“Put it on her tits,” Ken instructed.

		Jennifer instead aimed for Terri’s pussy.

		“Hey!” Ken protested.

		“My milk. If you want your wife to have milk, get her to induce lactating all on her own. Don’t steal mine.”

		Ken said nothing and moved down to his wife's pussy.

		Jennifer aimed her milk at Terri’s face and tits.

		“You’re just being a bitch now,” Ken commented.

		“I’m mostly out of milk anyway,” she told him as she dropped her tits and wiggled out of her leggings, pulling down her panties as well. “I want to eat her pussy. You can fuck me though.”

		Jennifer confidently shoved Ken out of the way. Terri opened her legs, bending her knees upward and smiling at her husband.

		After licking the length of Terri’s slit a couple of times, Jennifer settled in and put her own ass in the air, wiggling it a bit.

		While this wasn’t exactly what Ken wanted, he wasn’t going to say no. How many men could brag that they got to fuck a wife and girlfriend at the same time? 

		Plus all that milk? He’d be a fool to protest.

		He slipped his cock into Jennifer’s pussy. She was wet and warm and welcoming. Jennifer moaned into Terri’s pussy. This was what Jennifer wanted. She needed to use and enjoy her body and her milk. If she couldn’t be this way for the rest of her life, she wouldn’t be happy.

		


		Chapter 21

		“I want to fuck other people,” Jennifer said to Anthony after walking into his house like she lived there. 

		Anthony looked at her from his position on the couch where he had been watching the game. Chuck was nowhere to be seen.

		“You fuck a lot of people,” he pointed out. “Probably more than I know.” He was a little surprised at her sudden appearance. Normally she called before she came over. Normally she would ring the bell or text him before just walking in. 

		It wasn’t like he didn’t want her there. It was just her brassy attitude.

		“I know. I’m not going to stop.”

		“Good for you.”

		“You said you love me,” she reminded him.

		“Yeah. I’m going to add that my therapist told me that I should tell you.”

		She looked askance at him. “You talk to your therapist about me?” She grabbed her tits through her shirt. “How much do you tell him about...us?”

		“I just give her broad strokes.”

		“Oh. Okay. Anyway, you said that you loved me.”

		“Right. And?”

		“Where did you want that to go?”

		“I wanted you to know. I’ve spent all of my adult life without a strong emotional bond to anyone...except maybe you.”

		Jennifer rolled her eyes and sat down on the chair at a right angle to the couch. She wanted to reach for the TV remote and turn off what he was watching but that seemed a little rude. “Are we going to discuss our feelings and emotions and childhood trauma?”

		“No. I only discuss that with Connie.”

		“Connie?”

		“My therapist,” he helpfully supplied.

		“How come you never mentioned seeing a therapist to me before?”

		“Because I didn’t want you to think I’m crazy,” he said easily, but she could sense the tension beneath the surface.

		She rolled her eyes again. “Whatever.”

		“Why are you interrupting my relaxation time that I’ve set aside so I can have a few hours just to myself?” he prompted her.

		“Right. You said you loved me. Did you think that would soften me up and be the path to marriage?”

		Now it was his turn to look askance at her. “No. Why would you ask such a question?”

		“I’m forty-six years old, Tony. I’m thinking about settling down. Not getting married, but if you and I decide to make things a little less casual...would you be upset if I still fucked other men? And women?”

		“Can I watch?” he asked just to see what her reaction would be.

		Her eyes narrowed on him. “Yes.”

		“Can I participate with you for threesomes and such?”

		Her tone didn’t change. “Yes...”

		“Can I fuck other women on the side?”

		Jennifer rolled her eyes. “I suppose...”

		“Okay, we can formalize our relationship then. It’s been twenty years, right? We should have the relationship defining conversation, I suppose.”

		“I fucked my boss and his wife last night,” she blurted out.

		Anthony chuckled. “Why do you just tell me these things?”

		“We’re defining our relationship. You should know the sort of slut I am.”

		“I’m pretty sure I know the sort of slut you are.”

		“I shot my tit milk all over her body while she was laying down and Ken licked it up and then I went down on her while he fucked me doggy-style.”

		“I’m sorry I missed it.”

		“Are you upset that I did that?”

		“No. You’re an adult. You can do what you want. I’m a little jealous I didn’t get to watch, but...”

		“I’m scared,” Jennifer said, once again changing the tone of the conversation.

		“Of what?”

		“Of how this is probably going to fuck up my life.”

		Tears started to well up in her eyes. Angrily, she wiped them away.

		Tony saw the tears. “Jennifer, hon. You probably fucked up your life years ago.”

		She laughed through the tears. He pulled her off the chair and made her sit next to him on the couch so he could kiss her.

		It was the best kiss that Jennifer had had in years.

		Maybe ever.

		Definitely the best kiss since her fiancé had died.

		When Jennifer woke up the next morning in Anthony’s bed, it was the first time she had woken up in someone else’s bed in years where she hadn’t felt like an intruder. 

		Or a traitor.

		Yes, she had inadvertently spent a few overnights here and there, but those were rare events. And they were always mistakes.

		Jennifer would rather wake up with full tits that were aching and needed to be pumped than to find herself in bed with someone else.

		Today, it felt...normal to wake up next to Anthony.

		Except her tits ached. 

		She was used to that sort of sensation upon waking. Her tits had been working overtime during the night. Sometimes that happened after particularly good sex and she had been eating right and had drunk enough water.

		Sometimes she didn’t know why she kept up everything that was involved with lactating. It was a lot of work, but usually it was worth it. Usually.

		This morning’s ache was going to be easy to solve. The both of them were naked, a holdover from the sex they had the night before.

		There was another more immediate need that Jennifer had to attend to. She carefully slipped out of the bed and went to the bathroom to empty her bladder.

		When she returned to the bathroom, she was surprised to find Anthony sitting up in bed and scrolling through his phone. 

		He was equally surprised to see her. 

		“What are you doing here?” he asked her the moment she stepped back into the bathroom.

		“I spent the night,” she said as if he were a blithering idiot.

		“I know. You’ve only done that a few times and every time you’ve done it, you’ve grabbed your clothes, tiptoed to the bathroom, and snuck out of my house as quietly as you could.” His eyes narrowed on her. “What gives?”

		She adopted a breezy attitude. “Maybe I’m still horny.” She was still naked and posed in front of him.

		“Are you?”

		“Yes.” The answer didn’t sound convincing to her. She hefted her tits. “And I’m pretty full, too. Nurse me and I’ll be very horny. Want to fuck?”

		Without waiting for an answer, she slipped back into bed and moved next to Anthony. His body was warm. When she kissed him, his lips were soft. When she reached down into the bed, she found his cock was hard.

		“You’re horny too,” she pointed out.

		“Morningwood,” he mumbled around their kisses.

		“Sure it is,” she disagreed. “But you really need to suck my tits right now.”

		Anthony was always willing to nurse from her.

		She sighed the moment his lips found her nipple. Her milk let down immediately. It flowed easily. She had to pinch off the other nipple to keep it from making a mess in his bed. 

		“Why are you pinching it so hard?” he asked, taking a quick break and pushing her hand aside to start on the full breast.

		“I don’t want to make a mess.”

		“You’ve made plenty of messes in my bed. Doesn’t it hurt pinching it like that?” He started sucking on her abused nipple.

		“I like the pain.”

		She pinched the nipple he was recently done with. The pain gave her a little thrill. Maybe she liked it more than was good for her.

		Anthony didn’t let her little preference change his desires. His hand found its way between her legs, checked to make sure her pussy was wet—it was, it always was when she was nursed—and then pulled her on top of him.

		“Ride me,” he said around her nipple. “I want to fuck you and suck you at the same time.”

		They had done this variation quite often. She liked it and was delighted that his cock was already hard and found its way into her pussy with little guidance. It felt good and natural to be on top of Anthony. They looked at each other as she started riding him. Jennifer had no idea what Antony was truly feeling—though he claimed to love her—she didn’t know what she was feeling.

		The last thing she was going to do was label it love. It was something else.

		Affection.

		Lust.

		Companionship.

		Satisfaction.

		She closed her eyes and focused on what his cock was doing for her.

		His hands went from her hips up to her tits. Unexpectedly he squeezed them. While she knew that Anthony was accustomed to getting wet with her milk during sex—it was unavoidable—and didn’t mind it, she didn’t expect him to squeeze so hard and cause her tits to erupt all over him.

		She watched with some shock as he essentially hosed down his torso and face with her milk. The streams seemed to go everywhere, coating him and the bedsheets, some getting on her thigh and arms as well.

		“What the fuck!” Jennifer stopped moving atop him.

		“I love it when I get to see your milk spray.”

		“Why’d you do that?”

		“Because I like it.” To emphasize the point he squeezed again and more milk sprayed out, getting him wetter.

		She shook her head at him. “Why?”

		“Can’t you feel my cock throbbing inside you?”

		She could, but that wasn’t good enough for Jennifer. “Why are you so fucking kinky?”

		“Why are you so into lactating?” he tossed back at her. “You could have stopped doing it anytime in the past twenty years.”

		She said nothing and started riding his cock again. She had been close and wanted to get that orgasm. He squeezed her tits again. It felt good. He had the right touch. She would have asked him to do it more, but she didn’t want to give him that power over her. She’d just let him continue on until she came.

		Oddly, it was Anthony who came. His cock tensed up and it was like a steel bar in her pussy and then he came, filling her up with cum. She loved the little moans he made as he shuddered with the orgasm.

		“You came,” she observed when he was done. 

		“Yeah. Sorry. I wanted you to go first.”

		She shook her head slowly back and forth. “No. It’s fine. This was nice.”

		“Uh-huh.”

		“But we should go to the shower. We’re kind of a mess.”

		“And the sheets need to be changed,” he added.

		After quickly stripping the bed, they showered together. Jennifer liked the ridiculously large shower area of Anthony’s bedroom. She briefly wondered where Chuck was, but it didn’t matter. He could fucking wait. 

		After initially washing off the sweat and milk on their bodies, Anthony kissed her, and then he pinned her against the tiled wall. 

		She gasped. “These fucking tiles are cold!”

		“Give it a second.”

		“You’re making me cold.”

		Anthony kissed her, partly to silence her, and partly to distract her. His hand went between her legs and found her pussy. 

		“You going to wash that for me?” she asked him, turning her head to the side.

		“Only after I make you cum.”

		Jennifer could have protested that she didn’t need to cum, but she wanted to cum. He practically forced her to cum.

		She enjoyed it. She leaned into him and forced him to keep her vertical as the orgasm swept through her body. 

		“Happy?” he asked her.

		“Maybe.”

		“What’ll make you happy? Besides having an official, formal, equal partners romantic relationship with me.”

		“I’m not sure that will make me happy, but it is something I want.”

		Anthony scoffed at her. “Then what will make you happy?”

		“A milk orgy,” she told him flatly.

		He looked askance at her, partly to keep the spraying water out of his face, but partly to give her the impression she had gone off the deep end of sanity, metaphorically speaking.

		“What’s a milk orgy? And I’m asking that with more than just a little bit of trepidation.”

		“Just like it sounds. An orgy that focuses on milk.”

		“I assume you mean human breast milk.”

		“Yes, specifically my milk.”

		“Is this some secret fantasy that you’ve concocted?”

		“Maybe a little. But it’s a test for you as well.”

		“Tell me then,” he said, washing his hands with the soap and letting the shower rinse them off. “But let me step out of the bathroom first. I don’t want to faint from shock. Most household accidents take place in the bathroom. Slippery tiles and water are a bad combination.”

		After making sure that she was well-rinsed Jennifer turned off the water and accepted a towel from him.

		As she described what a milk orgy meant to her, Anthony was glad that he had taken safety precautions.

		“You’re crazy. Why do you want to do this?”

		“Well, if you can handle me hosting a milk orgy, then maybe I am willing to have a real romantic relationship with you.” Jennifer pursed her lips. “Do you want to be my boyfriend?”

		Anthony sighed. “Yes.”

		“Great. Then you’ll help me do this.”

		


		Chapter 22

		As the crowd gathered in his living room Anthony started to wonder, not for the first time, if this would have been better done in a hotel room. Just rent a nice suite and be prepared to pay an extra cleaning fee and tip the housekeeping staff well.

		It wasn’t that there were too many people in his house, it was what was going to happen at this party.

		Anthony wasn’t opposed to the idea of orgies. It was just that he had never envisioned hosting one.

		They had decided together, Anthony and Jennifer, to hold the orgy here, in his house, because he had the most space for it. 

		The reasoning was sound. Central location. Plenty of on- and off-street parking. Relatively private neighborhood. Biggest living room of any of their friends and acquaintances and lovers. Removing a couple of pieces of furniture made the space bigger. There was the added bonus of three bedrooms in the house: Anthony’s bedroom, the guest room, and the space he used as an office, though it still had a small bed.

		Anthony was unsure if any of the rooms would be used. He was just glad it took a while to organize the whole thing because in the over a month timeframe that it taken, Chuck had moved out, finding his own place, and Jennifer had all but moved it.

		Chuck wasn’t invited. It wasn’t that Jennifer or Anthony didn’t want him there. It was because he didn’t have a partner. That was one of the requirements they had established. Couples only. 

		From there it had been fairly easy to limit the invites. 

		Rebecca and Ethan.

		Terri and Ken.

		Did a total of six people constitute an orgy?

		Anthony didn’t want to get into the semantics and definitions, but the number satisfied Jennifer and that was the important part.

		He noted, but didn’t comment on, that Jennifer had had sex and nursed every person invited. Anthony felt like a bit of an outsider at his own orgy.

		Before anyone arrived and they were finishing cleaning the space and setting out snacks and drinks, Anthony had to confirm one last thing. 

		“I know this is supposed to be focused on you—” he started to say.

		“Everyone is going to get a chance to suck on my tits and try my milk,” she interrupted. “If you can’t deal with that, then maybe we should cancel.”

		Anthony paused and held up a finger. “I can deal with that,” he said cautiously.

		“Good.”

		“I was just wondering if I was allowed to have sex with any of the guests.”

		“Oh,” said Jennifer in a small voice. “I guess I wasn’t thinking about that.”

		“I naturally figured you planned on nursing everyone and probably fucking them as well. And I’m fine with that. I’ve told you repeatedly.”

		“Uh-huh. You’ve only ever met Rebecca,” she pointed out. “You don’t know the rest.”

		“I’m not above fucking a stranger,” he said.

		“Huh. Really. I mean, Ethan is kind of cute, but I don’t see Ken as your type.”

		He smirked at her. “Cute. Funny. I’m straight.”

		“Says every man until he has a cute guy on their knees suddenly sucking his cock.”

		Anthony shook his head, amused, not rising to her bait. “I’m going to focus on both Rebecca and Terri. That’s her name, right? I fully intend on fucking the both of them just to see what reaction I get from you.”

		Jennifer’s mouth formed a silent “O” but anything she was about to say was interrupted by the doorbell.

		Suddenly Jennifer no longer wanted to be the center of attention at an orgy. She was frozen in place.

		Her abrupt change of heart and immobility didn’t stop Anthony from walking calmly to the front door and greeting their guests.

		“You must be Ken and Terri,” she heard Anthony greeting the couple at the door.

		Still she couldn’t move.

		He brought them inside, took jackets, and suddenly they were in the living room with her and by some miracle Jennifer plastered a smile on her face and went through the routine of greeting friends.

		Except these weren’t just friends. They were lovers.

		And she was going to have some of the kinkiest fucking sex with them in a matter of minutes.

		Jennifer didn’t remember anything of what was being done or said as the four chatted. She knew that Anthony offered drinks because suddenly she had a glass in her and so did Ken and Terri.

		Then the bell rang again and Ethan and Rebecca were in the room as well. Everyone seemed to be having a pleasant conversation even though Jennifer couldn’t follow it. She must have been saying the right things because people were smiling and laughing and looking at her expectantly.

		“Well?” Anthony prompted her.

		“Well what?” She was confused. What were they talking about?

		“Are you going to take off your shirt and show us your boobs?” he asked. “Or not?” Everyone in the room giggled a bit. 

		“Oh. Right.”

		She still took no action.

		Everyone was waiting.

		“Jenn?” asked Anthony.

		“What?”

		“Change your mind?”

		“No...”

		“So...”

		“Everyone is looking at me.”

		“Because this was your idea and you promised that you’d let everyone nurse from your tits,” Anthony reminded her. “We can’t wait to taste your milk.”

		“My milk...” she said, pondering what that meant. 

		“I think they’re all eager to keep nursing from you because they’re afraid if they stop, they’ll get old.”

		“I’m not even thirty!” Ethan protested. He was the youngest of the bunch.

		Everyone laughed. That seemed to break the ice.

		“Everyone here has seen my tits,” Jennifer said as she toyed with her blouse’s buttons and thought she should have picked a different top. This one had too many buttons. She could just pull it up over her head, but that would mess up her hair. She glanced downward and briefly admired her cleavage. She wasn’t showing a lot, but she was showing enough. Subtle, but sexy. The bra she was wearing was working hard making her tits look great.

		They always looked great, but they looked even better in this particular bra. 

		“We want to see them again,” said Anthony.

		“Hell, we want to nurse from them again,” Ken added.

		The small crowd laughed a little at this.

		Not for the first time and certainly not for the last, Jennifer questioned everything she had done in her life.

		Then she quickly unbuttoned her blouse and exposed her bra for everyone to see.

		“Nice,” Ethan commented.

		No one else said a word. The mood in the room went from amused anticipation to pregnant tension.

		“Give me a hand,” she asked Anthony, who was right by her side. “It’s a bitch unhooking this one and I don’t want to mess up my hair.”

		It was only a partial lie. She wasn’t truly worried about her hair. She wanted her now-boyfriend to do what she asked.

		Like any man who had been around the block a few times, Anthony only had a second or two of fumbling before he slipped free the four hooks on the back of Jennifer’s bra.

		Her tits swung free. She shimmied her torso just enough to make them bounce and sway to some silent music in her head.

		Then the logistics of the moment struck her. She had to let five people feast on her tits and she hadn’t given a moment of thought to who would stand or sit or lie down and in what order and if there would be enough milk for them all and—

		She stumbled back a step. Jennifer thought she was going to pass out. Anthony caught her.

		“You okay?”

		Jennifer nodded and wished she had worn more practical shoes. What the hell was she doing wearing three inch heels? She kicked them off. “Just lost my balance for a second.” Scanning the group of concerned faces, Jennifer made a quick decision, but first asked a question. “Who wants to go first?”

		There was hesitation for a second, and then everyone raised a hand, which resulted in a round of giggles.

		“Hmm. Well, ladies first, right?”

		Sauntering with a confidence she didn’t really feel, Jennifer went to the middle of the couch and patted the cushions on either side of her. “Becca? Terri? Are you thirsty?”

		No one objected. There was some jockeying for position and how it would be done, but in short order she had the two women’s heads in her lap and they quickly found her ripe nipples.

		“Ohh...” she moaned softly as they both latched on and started sucking.

		“Fucking hot,” Ethan observed.

		Anthony and Ken murmured in agreement. 

		For Jennifer there was nothing better than getting nursed by two people at once. She was so primed to enjoy the moment, when her milk started letting down and the women responded with sounds of delight as they tasted her sweet milk, Jennifer got that wonderful shiver down her spine. She wanted to lean back on the couch, but it seemed impossible.

		It just wasn’t possible for her to stay upright. Slowly she started leaning back. At first Terri and Rebecca just kept sucking. That stretched out Jennifer’s breasts and nipples. The little thrill of pain and tension only heightened Jennifer’s pleasure. Eventually the two got the hint and moved with her. That turned out to be something that disappointed Jennifer. She wanted her tits abused a little.

		Maybe she wanted them abused a lot.

		What she wanted next was some attention on her pussy. But with the way she was on the couch with Terri and Rebecca nursing along with her terrible choice in the pants she was wearing, there was no way she was going to be able to reach between her legs. 

		Then she was aware that Anthony was kneeling on the floor next to Terri. Jennifer managed to open her eyes just enough to see that he was tugging on her clothes. She felt that she should have objected. But then Ken spoke up.

		“Just pull up her skirt, man. I bet her pussy is soaking wet.”

		Hearing her husband, Terri bent her knee, angling it at the ceiling, letting her skirt ride up to her hips. Anthony snaked a hand in between her thighs.

		“You’re fucking right,” Anthony declared. “She’s hot.”

		“And wet, right?”

		“Right.

		Pulling off Jennifer’s breast, Terri asked Anthony, “Are you going to keep groping at me or are you going to eat me out?” 

		“Or you can fuck her,” Ken generously offered.

		“Do it or don’t,” Jennifer complained. “But I need someone nursing like Becca is.” She smiled down at the other woman and kissed her forehead. Rebecca looked up but didn’t say a word because her mouth was full of flesh and milk.

		In that moment of distraction, Jennifer barely realized that Terri was getting off the couch. Her mouth was replaced by Ken’s and then Jennifer didn’t have anything to complain about.

		Not even when she saw Anthony escorting Terri from the living room.

		Her eyes shifted and fell on Ethan. 

		“What should I do?” he asked almost plaintively.

		Jennifer was having trouble focusing. She wanted her pants off. She wanted to be fucked. She wanted all her milk drained. She wanted everything.

		“Take off your clothes and jerk off,” she managed to say.

		It wasn’t what Ethan was expecting to hear, but it was good enough to compel him into action.

		He didn’t exactly put on a strip show, but Jennifer enjoyed watching him undress. His cock was half erect when he was done and he immediately started to pump his hand up and down.

		“I really want your milk,” Ethan all but whined.

		Resisting the urge to roll her eyes, Jennifer said, “Why don’t you take your clothes off, Becca? Give Ethan a chance to nurse.”

		Rebecca was reluctant to give up the breast, but she did so, slowly moving off the couch to be quickly replaced by Ethan who latched right on and started gulping down her sweet milk. The woman he had replaced on the couch pouted at Ethan.

		“What are you waiting for?” asked Jennifer.

		“I wasn’t done,” she complained.

		“Get undressed. No one gets to nurse from me unless they’re naked.” It was a ridiculous rule but one that Rebecca immediately followed, practically throwing off her clothes.

		Jennifer had to nudge Ken. “Get undressed,” she told him. “It’s Rebecca’s turn.”

		Ken started to complain, but saw the advantage of being undressed. He knew he would get back to nursing soon enough.

		In the space of less than two minutes, Ethan and Rebecca were naked and nursing and Ken was undressing. 

		“Where did my wife go?” he asked, unconcerned but curious.

		“She and Anthony went upstairs,” said Jennifer. “I’m pretty sure they’re going to fuck.”

		Ken paused for just half a second before dropping his pants. “Good for her.” He looked at Rebecca who was comfortably lying on the couch, nursing from Jennifer. “You’ve got a beautiful ass,” he complimented her.

		That caused Rebecca to half cough and expel the nipple from her mouth. “Thank you,” she said, amused and flushing a little. “Do you want to...do something to it?” She wiggled her butt a bit and artfully lifted a knee, exposing her pussy.

		Ken didn’t need to be told twice when he was being invited. Kneeling on the floor next to her, he cupped her pussy from behind, found she was already hot, already wet, and rubbed along her slit until he found her opening. She moaned into Jennifer’s breast, pausing in her nursing, as Ken started playing with her.

		“I’d love to eat your pussy,” he said. 

		“Please,” she mumbled into Jennifer’s flesh.

		“Can I fuck you?”

		Rebecca said nothing, and merely raised an eyebrow and continued to nurse from Jennifer. Ken continued to finger her. 

		Ethan stopped nursing. “Are you okay with this?” he asked Rebecca.

		She didn’t want to remove Jennifer’s nipple from her mouth, but she did. “Fuck yes. We already discussed this. If you can’t handle it...you’d better leave.” She eyed Ken. “I’d love it if you’d fuck me.”

		“Ohh...” Ethan moaned.

		Jennifer was pissed because now no one was sucking on her tits. “If you’re going to fuck her, go ahead and fuck her,” she encouraged Ken and then focused on Ethan. “I’ll fuck you if you want, but you need to keep sucking on my tits.”

		Ethan had thought this was going to be fun. It was fun. But he hadn’t anticipated seeing someone else playing with Rebecca. While they were together now, it wasn’t like he owned her. It was hard dealing with the emotions. He didn’t know what to do.

		Jennifer stood up, pushing everyone aside, and pulled down her pants, freeing herself. Ethan still had an erection. “Sit down,” she told him. “I want to ride your cock while you suck my tits.”

		Following her order was easier than getting lost in his own negative emotions. The moment he was seated, she got on his lap and sat down on his cock, letting it penetrate her already sopping pussy. 

		She moaned as he filled her up.

		Next to her on the couch Ken and Rebecca had rearranged themselves. She was kneeling, body on the couch, while he was behind her, cock in hand, probing for her entrance. 

		“It’s probably a bad idea for me to fuck an underling,” he commented.

		“I won’t tell if you don’t,” she promised and then groaned as he found her pussy. “You’re already fucking Jenn on the regular anyway.”

		“I’d rather have her tits.”

		“Me too.”

		Jennifer met her friend’s gaze and then the four focused on the sex they were having. Jennifer’s tits were barely half empty. She knew she needed to share her milk with the others before the evening was over, but this was a marathon, not a sprint. For the moment she just enjoyed bouncing on Ethan’s cock. Maybe he was jealous of Ken, but that wasn’t her problem. She was with Anthony now...even if he was fucking Ken’s wife in the other room.

		Things were getting a little complicated, but she could work with that.

		She continued to ride Ethan’s cock for a minute and had a pleasant orgasm when he leaned in and started sucking on her nipples. 

		“Can I cum in you?” he asked when she had stopped trembling.

		“Sure...or do you want to hold off and fuck someone else?” she teased him. 

		“Fuck me,” Rebecca begged as Ken continued to fuck her doggy-style, holding onto her hips and enjoying himself.

		“I can fuck you anytime,” Ethan said dismissively. Jennifer thought it was a bit rude, but she got his meaning. 

		“Fuck my mouth,” she said. “I want it from both sides.”

		That caused both Ethan and Jennifer to stop what they were doing.

		“Really?” asked Ethan.

		“Really?” Jennifer echoed.

		Rebecca gave her new boyfriend the look that a woman can only generate when she was full of lust and wanted more.

		“Yeah. Really. Now.”

		Ethan looked once at Jennifer. “Uh...” he started to say.

		She climbed off his cock. “Go ahead,” she encouraged him. “Give the lady what she wants.”

		Jennifer made a little mental note to hook up Rebecca’s tits to the breast pump she now kept at Anthony’s and have one of the men fuck the younger woman while her tits were being abused.

		A few seconds later Rebecca was on all fours on the floor next to the couch. Ethan shoved his cock into her mouth and down her throat. Jennifer wondered if her friend liked the taste of her pussy on Ethan’s cock, but it seemed a rude question to ask at the moment.

		For an orgy that was supposed to focus on her tits, Jennifer was a bit disappointed.

		“I’ll be right back,” she said and headed to Anthony’s bedroom. He had generously allowed her to take over one of his dresser drawers. That’s where she stored a few items of clothing in addition to her breast pump.

		When she walked into the room, she wasn’t at all surprised to find Anthony in his bed fucking Terri. She was a beautiful woman and a good fuck. She didn’t exactly expect to find them in missionary and kissing like long-lost and suddenly reunited lovers, but Jennifer realized she shouldn’t be shocked by anything now. 

		They didn’t even acknowledge her when she walked in so she felt the need to draw attention to herself. 

		“Don’t mind me. Just getting a little toy.” Noisily she slammed open the drawer, plucked out the pump, and slammed it shut. She left the bedroom door open when she left. She wasn’t sure if the two even realized she had walked in.

		Back in the living room the two men were clearly enjoying themselves using Rebecca’s body. It was hard to gauge Rebecca’s level of enjoyment because her mouth was full of cock.

		Not bothering to say a thing, Jennifer plugged in the pump and quickly prepared it. They didn’t take any notice of her as she worked.

		“I think you’re going to love this, Becca,” said Jennifer as she switched on the pump and knelt down next to the trio to get at Rebecca’s breasts. Once she started groping around, Rebecca turned her head just enough, but Jennifer knew exactly what she was doing and managed to get the collection cone on with little difficulty. 

		The pump immediately got to work abusing the woman’s nipple.

		Rebecca moaned around Ethan’s cock.

		“I think she likes it,” Ken commented.

		“I bet she does,” agreed Jennifer as she attached the other cone, leaving both working on Rebecca’s tits, sucking hard. She guessed that Rebecca hadn’t been using the other pump she had given her friend with any regularity. She deserved the little thrill of pain.

		“Keep fucking her,” Jennifer encouraged the men. “Make her cum a bunch while the pump works. She needs to be trained to associate the pump with sex so she’ll want it more often.”

		Ethan chuckled nervously and then caught Jennifer’s serious look. “Oh. You aren’t kidding.”

		Jennifer stood up. “I’ll be back. You two will want to switch off. Don’t let her turn off the pump.”

		On that note, Jennifer went back upstairs, her tits bobbing up and down. She felt good about herself. 

		She hadn’t been gone that long but when she got back to Anthony’s bed they had finished fucking and were laying side by side, panting slightly with the exertion from vigorous sex.

		Jennifer wormed her way between them. Both moved reluctantly.

		“Do you like my boyfriend’s cock?” she asked Terri.

		“Fuck yeah. He’s a keeper. For you, I mean, I’m married to Ken.” Jennifer knew that Terri was a cheating whore, but she was fine with that. 

		“What are the others doing?” Anthony asked.

		“Ethan and Ken are double teaming Becca. I put my breast pump on her. She’s going to love and hate it.”

		“I need to use the bathroom,” said Terri as she started to get out of bed. 

		Jennifer caught her arm. “Not yet. Tonight was supposed to be about me. You both need to nurse from me. Then I want you to fuck me, Tony. I’m going to be on all fours with Terri under me. She’s going to finish draining my tits and then she can eat my pussy, hopefully it’ll be full of your cum. Does everyone understand the plan?”

		Anthony nodded, but Terri said, “Who put you in charge?”

		“My tits. You start making milk, and you can be in charge.”

		Terri nodded. “Sounds hot. I like a dominant woman.” She started to move into position and Jennifer positioned herself on top of her. 

		“Get used to being down there,” Jennifer told her as she was about to lower herself onto Terri’s face. “Becca’s milk is going to come in soon and we’re going to need more men and women to nurse from the both of us.”

		“As long as it keeps me young and pretty,” Terri agreed as her face disappeared under Jennifer’s pussy. 

		END

		
		Queen of Cream

		 

		Chapter 1

		Martin couldn’t stop staring at Sarah’s breasts. He couldn’t actually see them. He could just see their shape through her loose-fitting shirt. More importantly, he could see the outlines of her nipples through the shirt. 

		They were big nipples. 

		They were distracting nipples.

		Especially since Sarah’s house right now was warm. Extremely warm. Hot enough to cause her and Martin to sweat. 

		It would have made sense for her nipples to be erect if the house had been cold, but it wasn’t. 

		Martin had been summoned to Sarah’s house to fix her heating system. Instead of not working at all, it wouldn’t stop putting out heat. A quick assessment determined that the problem wasn’t the thermostat, but a sensor in the boiler. It wasn’t exactly an easy fix, but one that was doable in just this one trip.

		“It should cool off soon enough,” Martin said, still staring at her chest instead of her face. He knew he should look away, but he couldn’t help himself. He knew he was going to get a bad customer service review, but was already telling himself it was worth it.

		“Thank you.”

		He smiled. It was easy to smile looking at her chest. “It’s a good thing this happened in the middle of winter, right? Better a little too hot than to have no heat at all right now. Right?” He sounded like he was babbling. He knew he should leave.

		The problem, other than Sarah’s distracting nipples, was that she was also beautiful. Yes, she was older, but that didn’t bother him. He was just glad to have his clipboard of work orders that hid his erection.

		“You’re right,” she agreed. Her face was shining from sweat. She was one of those women who worked at home. They were standing in the hallway next to the thermostat that he had just corrected. One doorway led to her at-home office. At least one other door led to a bedroom. “Do you like what you see?” she asked abruptly.

		“What?”

		Martin managed to tear his eyes away from her chest. He briefly looked down at the floor, noted she was wearing black leggings and was barefoot, before focusing on her face.

		“Do you like what you see?” she repeated abruptly.

		Martin’s face flushed bright red. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have been staring.” He was fucked. He probably wouldn’t get fired, but he was certain he’d have an uncomfortable conversation with HR tomorrow.

		Much to his surprise, Sarah shrugged. “It’s fine. I’m used to it. Lots of men stare at my tits.”

		Martin didn’t know what to do or say. “Uh...I’d better go. If you’d just sign the work order...”

		“My nipples are almost always hard,” she told him, not accepting the clipboard he offered to her. “Do you want to know why?”

		“Uh...” Words failed him.

		“Do you want to know why?” she repeated.

		“I have no idea.” This was uncomfortable to say the least.

		“It’s a yes or no question,” Sarah clarified. “Do you want to know why?”

		“Yes...” He knew that was the wrong answer. There was no right answer.

		In response, Sarah lifted up her t-shirt to display a pair of the most beautiful breasts that Martin had ever seen in his life in person.

		They were large, much larger than Millie’s. He tried not to think about Millie right now. 

		Sarah’s nipples were a dusky pink and large, which he already knew, with areolas that were perfectly sized to both her nipples and breasts.

		All of that was fine. Great. What he couldn’t believe—besides a woman he didn’t know abruptly exposing herself to him—was that she had golden rings piercing her nipples as well. He wondered how he had missed that when staring at her tits earlier, hidden by her t-shirt.

		“Wow.” It was understated, but at least it was a compliment.

		Martin didn’t see it, but Sarah grinned broadly, satisfied at his reaction to her behavior.

		“Do you like them?”

		There was only one correct answer to this question.

		“You have beautiful tits,” he said and winced when the words were out of his mouth. A simple “yes” would have been a better response.

		“Would you like to touch them?” she asked.

		It was more than passing strange to have a conversation with a woman holding up her shirt to show off her boobs.

		However, the answer to her question was yes. Martin tried to think clearly even as she was purposely distracting him. He remembered his training when he was hired at the company. Some people would do whatever they could to get out of paying. But all Sarah had to do was sign the work order. No payment was necessary.

		Somehow Martin managed to get a hold of himself. “You just need to sign the work order. This is covered by your contract. It’s essentially free.”

		“Are you gay?” Sarah asked, pulling down her shirt and accepting the clipboard from him. 

		“What? Am I gay?”

		Sarah signed the form and handed it back to him. “Yes. Are you gay? A straight man would be all over these girls.”

		“I’m not gay.”

		“So...you just aren’t interested in me?”

		“I’m interested!” he protested.

		“So what’s the problem then?”

		Martin was confused. 

		“Are you...are you actually propositioning me?”

		“Yes. It’s been a while since I’ve gotten laid. The heat has gotten me hot.”

		“I have a girlfriend,” he protested.

		“So?”

		“Uh...” It wasn’t that Martin didn’t have an answer for her. It was that he was distracted by her chest again. 

		Dark stains were growing on her t-shirt in front of her breasts.

		She saw him staring and looked down at her chest.

		She shrugged. “I’m leaking.” Sarah seemed unconcerned.

		“You’re what?”

		“I’m leaking,” she explained. “When I get turned on, my milk leaks.” She looked directly into his eyes. “I’m turned on right now, so my milk is letting down.”

		“Your milk?” Martin was confused. 

		“Yes. My milk. The whole reason breasts exist.”

		“Wow.”

		She glanced down at his crotch. Even through his work pants, his erection was obvious. 

		“You’ve got a hardon,” she pointed out.

		Martin covered himself. “Sorry.”

		She shook her head. “No. It’s a compliment to me. Want to taste my milk?”

		That was a question Martin never would have imagined hearing from any woman in his lifetime. Oddly, he wasn’t turned off by her proposition. He was intrigued.

		“Are you really offering to...”

		Sarah pulled up her t-shirt again, this time removing it entirely. She wiped at her breasts, removing some of the drops of milk that were forming on the tips of her nipples. “Yes. I love to be nursed. It’s my kink. What’s your kink?”

		“I...I don’t think I have one.”

		She pointed down the hall. “I’m hot. I’m going to my room. You can go to your next job...or you can join me.”

		Sarah sauntered down the hall. Martin watched her ass in the tight black leggings she was wearing. He tried to determine if she was wearing any panties. He couldn’t tell.

		There was only one way to find out.

		He knew it was a terrible decision the moment he started walking down the hall, but he couldn’t help himself.

		When he got to her bedroom, Sarah was already laying on her bed, digging through the nightstand. On the bed next to her was a large purple vibrator. In her hands she had some complex device that had plastic cones and tubes and a box and what looked like two baby bottles. Martin had a good idea what the purpose of it was, but he didn’t want to see it being used.

		She smiled when he walked in. “What’s the fastest you’ve ever gone from meeting to bed?” she asked.

		“What?” He was still staring at her tits. They were just as attractive when she was horizontal as she was vertical. 

		“Time between meeting someone and fucking someone?” she clarified.

		Martin’s head was spinning. “Uh...I don’t know...maybe a couple of months.”

		She made a show of checking her watch. “Looks like you’re going to change that to less than two hours.” She patted the bed next to her. “Join me.”

		He knew he should have left. Instead he got out of his work boots as quickly as he could, dropped his tool belt, and slipped onto the bed with her. 

		Sarah’s kisses were soft. Her lips were soft. When he decided to be bold and cup her breast, he found they were soft as well. It was a bit odd feeling the hard metal ring against her flesh, but that was interesting as well.

		“Suck on my tits,” she told him. “I need it.”

		Martin found it easy to do what she said. He kissed his way down her neck, over her collar bone, along the soft flesh of her breast, and then found her nipple.

		It felt odd taking the firm nub in his mouth because of the gold ring. Her nipple was sweet. That was odd. It should have just tasted of skin. Maybe some sweat. She moaned softly. He sucked on her nipple.

		She shuddered minutely.

		His mouth was flooded with liquid sweetness. Martin automatically swallowed but then pulled back.

		“Your milk is sweet!” he exclaimed. 

		She laughed at him and gave him a quick kiss.

		“Of course it is. What were you expecting?”

		Martin didn’t have an answer. Instead he went back to sucking on her nipple.

		It was like the sweetest fruit juice but mild. He tried not to think about what this meant. Did she have a baby hidden away somewhere in the house? Was there something wrong with her and she was making milk when she wasn’t pregnant? Was she some sort of freak who did weird things to her body? Other than the exhibitionism and the nipple rings—both of which weren’t all that unusual—she seemed perfectly normal.

		He found that he liked nursing on her tits. He switched back and forth between her breasts. She let him explore however he wanted. Her moans and sighs told him he was doing everything right. His cock was hard and uncomfortable inside his jeans, but he figured he’d eventually get his pants off.

		Then the real trouble would begin.

		Something primal was awoken in Martin as he nursed from Sarah. It wasn’t just that he was in bed with a beautiful woman. It was more. He couldn’t ignore the fact she was significantly older than him...and he liked that idea. There was something about the fact that he was getting both a sexual thrill from drinking her milk along with gathering strength from the way the milk nourished him.

		For her part, Sarah absently ran her fingers through his hair as he nursed. She couldn’t help but think that he needed to either let it grow a bit longer or get it cut short. It was in that awkward in-between stage. 

		“Are you just going to suck on my tits or are you going to do something else?” she eventually asked him. 

		“What...what do you want me to do?”

		Sarah laughed at him. She couldn’t help it. “Generally when you get in bed with a woman and she allows you to kiss and suck her tits, it’s an invitation to sex. And more sex. 

		“I didn’t know how far...”

		“Take off my pants. Take off your pants and fuck me,” she patiently explained to him.

		Martin didn’t move.

		After giving Martin a second, she pushed him away. 

		“Wait. I’m sorry!” he started to protest but stopped. Sarah was in the process of pulling down her leggings. In the same motion she removed her pink panties. He noted she was actually wearing a thong. Then he looked at her pussy.

		Sarah had medium-length auburn hair that came down just past her shoulders. Her pussy hair was barely a shade darker. She manicured it into a two inch wide strip. 

		“You like sucking tits,” she observed. “Do you like eating pussy?”

		Martin nodded and started to move between her legs, eager to please her.

		Sarah closed her legs. “Take off your clothes, first,” she demanded. “I want to see your cock. I want to know what I’m going to be working with.” She smirked. “I want to make sure you have the right tools for the job.”

		If he had been smart, Martin would have gotten off the bed, put his boots back on, and left the house as quickly as possible.

		Instead, he moved off the bed and quickly stripped down.

		The moment his erect cock came into view, Sarah was unable to stop a huge smile from spreading across her face. “You have a lovely cock,” she complimented him.

		“Umm...thanks?”

		She laughed. “Mind if I suck it?”

		Sarah didn’t give him much choice. She sat up and moved to the edge of the bed, grabbed him by the balls and pulled his cock to her mouth. 

		He moaned as she started sucking him.

		She was good. Very good. Maybe it wasn’t the best blowjob he had ever gotten—that was from a fat girl he knew in high school—but it was a close second.

		After a minute he pushed her back. 

		“Problem?” she asked coolly.

		“I was going to cum.”

		“You could have cum in my mouth,” she told him. 

		“I...I thought you wanted to have sex.”

		“Isn’t that what we were doing?”

		“I though...you wanted to be fucked. By me.” He was stumbling over his words. He knew she was teasing and mocking him, but he couldn’t clear his head and think clearly.

		“Well, I do, but there’s something lovely about a nice blowjob, don’t you think?”

		Martin couldn’t answer that question. 

		She hadn’t let go of his cock. “You do have a beautiful cock. Not too big and not too small. Just lovely. Does your girlfriend like your cock?” As she talked she continued to slide her hand up and down on his length, not giving him the chance to focus.

		“Yeah...yeah she likes it.” That was a terrible answer and he knew it. “Fuck! Wait! I can’t cheat on her!” He tried to pull away from Sarah.

		He didn’t try very hard.

		“I’d say you’ve already cheated on her. Are you going to tell her about what you did with me?”

		“NO!”

		“Then why not fuck me?” she asked, letting go of him and laying back.

		Martin knew he should have left. He didn’t. 

		He climbed on the bed and on top of Sarah. She took his cock in hand and guided it into her pussy.

		It was wonderful and warm and wet and he sank all the way inside her before he realized he hadn’t touched her pussy at all. 

		It took Millie a good amount of foreplay to get wet enough for penetration.

		Martin didn’t want to compare his girlfriend to Sarah. Instead he just let his lizard brain take over and he fucked Sarah, holding back just enough so that he didn’t cum too soon.

		Her body was warm and soft and she grabbed his ass, encouraging him to go deeper. 

		“Cum in me,” she begged. “I want to feel you hot cum inside me. I love a cheating cock.”

		That was all it took for him to finish. The orgasm was intense, leaving him panting. He wasn’t sure if Sarah had cum at all. He felt like a failure.

		“Very good boy,” she complimented him. “I like a nice quick fuck, don’t you?”

		He was glad he hadn’t disappointed her.

		“Uh-huh.”

		“Do you want some more milk?” she offered him.

		Martin lifted his head off her chest. “Really?”

		She shoved him to the side and gathered the flesh of her breasts in her hands. “I’m still pretty full.”

		Apparently Sarah didn’t mind having cum leak out of her pussy after sex and didn’t mind his wet and semi-hard cock pressing against her legs as Martin had a second long drink from both her tits.

		It was the strangest thing. He liked nursing from her. Maybe he could have told himself that it was just a curiosity thing, something he tried once to say he did it. But not now. Maybe it was a little beyond normal kinky, but he liked the taste of Sarah’s breast milk.

		He’d do it again given half a chance. 

		When Sarah determined her tits were completely empty, she said to him, “You’d better go. I have work to do this afternoon.”

		Martin knew he was already behind on his afternoon schedule.

		He kept asking himself the same question over and over as he dressed and then left Sarah’s house.

		Was it worth it? 

		


		Chapter 2

		“You’re late,” said Millie as Martin walked through the door.

		“Sorry. Lots of people are begging for heat today.” It was a believable excuse, but he was supposed to try to get home early on Wednesdays. It was the one day during the week when she didn’t have to rush off to her evening classes. It was their time together.

		“It’s fine. Dinner’s ready.”

		“Just let me wash my hands,” he said. Normally he’d shower but that wasn’t possible, Martin knew that, because she was waiting for him. He needed to wash his dick, wash off the scent of Sarah’s body from his own. In the bathroom he used a washcloth to wipe down his cock the best he could, washed his hands, and joined his girlfriend at the table.

		She had no clue he had cheated on her.

		He was determined to keep her in the dark.

		It was a normal dinner for them. It was a normal evening for them. After dinner he managed to shower, silently thanking his lucky stars Millie hadn’t wanted to give him a blowjob immediately after dinner. He watched a few shows while she studied. 

		He was nervous when they got ready for bed. Almost always they had sex on Wednesday nights. He was worried about being able to perform.

		If Millie knew anything was up, she didn’t give any indication. He was down to just his boxers and she stripped off her clothes and pulled on a nightshirt. Looking at her body, he couldn’t help but compare it to Sarah’s. 

		Millie was all about sharp lines and flat planes. Her body was trim and thin partly because she ran two miles every morning and partly because she forgot to eat too often. Her tits were practically non-existent. 

		It didn’t take much for Martin to summon up an image of Sarah. Her body was richer, more luxuriant than Millie’s. Sarah was all about soft curves. 

		Just thinking about her made him hard.

		Millie noticed his erection under his boxers the moment her nightshirt was in place. 

		“Are you that horny?” she asked, slightly amused.

		Martin covered the tent his erection was making. “Sorry.”

		“What are you apologizing for?” She crawled onto the bed with him. “Maybe I like hard cocks.”

		“I don’t know. I just had a long day.”

		He stared at her nervously as she reached for the waistband of his boxers. He reminded himself there was no way for her to tell he had fucked another woman earlier in the day. He had showered. He was hard. Everything was normal.

		Normal-ish. 

		Millie pulled down his boxers to mid-thigh, gently circled her fingers around his hardness, and licked him from his sack to the tip of his cock where he was already oozing precum.

		Martin took a breath and settled down. Everything was fine. 

		As hard as she tried, Millie wasn’t as good at sucking cock as Sarah was. Martin tried hard not to make that comparison, but it was nagging at him. 

		She didn’t need to suck his cock. He was already nice and hard. Sarah’s memory had been enough to cause that. 

		He tried to pull her up to him, grabbing her forearms to encourage her to move forward.

		“Let me fuck you,” he said to her.

		She shook her head. “No. I want to ride your cock.”

		“Uh...okay. Why?”

		She laughed at him. “Can’t a girl just be horny?”

		Millie sat up and pulled her nightshirt up over her head and tossed it aside. “I’ve been dealing with fucking kids all day and studying and I just need a little release where I’m in charge, okay?”

		“Sure.”

		“Don’t you like your girlfriend fucking you?”

		“I do,” he said in all sincerity.

		Milie grinned. “Remember those words.”

		He laughed nervously. “Do you want me to—”

		He had been about to ask if she wanted him to go down on her, but she had already grabbed his cock and was sliding it between her pussy lips. She was wet. Incredibly wet. How had that happened?

		How was he so lucky to get to fuck two women on the same day?

		She inserted him inside her and took a couple pumps of her thighs to take him all the way inside her. Maybe Martin didn’t have the biggest cock, but no one had ever complained about it. Sarah had said it was beautiful. More than once Millie had said it was the perfect size for her.

		After looking at his cock disappearing up into her, he stared at Millie’s bare chest.

		Her tits were nowhere near as big as Sarah’s. They were barely tits at all. They had always been perfect for Martin. He had never complained. He sort of liked that she was small-chested because he didn’t have to hear her complain about back pain or clothes being too tight or always having to wear a bra.

		And he didn’t say anything because he knew she was sensitive about it. Her nipples were small. Her areolas were small. Her breasts were small.

		But they were perfect for him.

		Reaching up he cupped her small mounds of flesh and caught her tiny nipples between his thumbs and index fingers.

		She shivered. “Careful.” Millie’s eyes were closed and she was rocking up and down, back and forth, enjoying the sensation of being filled by her boyfriend’s cock.

		Unable to help himself, Martin gently pinched. 

		Millie shivered again. “Careful...” Her voice was husky. Her motions slowed.

		“Do you like this?”

		“Yeah...but...careful...”

		“Can you cum from me playing with your tits?”

		“I don’t know...”

		“Want to find out?”

		She had stopped moving now. Millie forced her eyes open.

		“What do you mean?” she managed to ask.

		“Want me to play with them?” He gently rolled her nipples back and forth. “Pinch them?” He squeezed a bit. Her pussy tightened on his cock. “Suck them.” He released one nipple and then sat up so he could suck on it for a few moments.

		The moment he lay back down, she sighed. “You don’t have to stop...”

		“You want me to make you cum, don’t you?”

		“Uh-huh...”

		He reached down between her legs. Millie completely shaved her pussy. She always had the entire time he had known her. It was easy to find her clit and rub it with his thumb.

		Millie quivered atop him.

		“What about my tits?” she whined.

		“Don’t you want me to make you cum?”

		“Yeah...” Millie was so confused at the moment she didn’t care how she came; she just needed to cum.

		She leaned forward, placing her hands on his chest. He thrusted his cock up into her, bouncing her around. Martin moved his hand from between her legs up to her tits again, first caressing them, but then pinching. 

		Millie gasped at the pinch. She wanted to scream at him to tell him to stop, but then she was cumming and she couldn’t do anything.

		Eventually she just collapsed on Martin’s chest. “Oh...fuck that was good. You should play with my tits more often.”

		“I can do that.”

		For just a second Martin was tempted to tell her what had happened to him during the day.

		Then he came to his senses and for once made a smart decision...and kept his mouth shut.

		Martin was more than happy to just forget everything. He’d never have to see Sarah again. He’d focus on his girlfriend, maybe pay a little extra attention to Millie’s tits during sex and make her feel good about herself. 

		It was a simple and elegant solution to a problem he had created.

		


		Chapter 3

		Sarah: I’m horny

		It was a simple and elegant text. The sort of text that got Sarah what she wanted when she wanted.

		Reg: Do you really expect me to come running when you say you’re horny?

		Sarah: Yes

		Her response to his question was immediate. His response to her “yes” took a few minutes.

		Reg: I do have a wife, you know...

		Sarah: I’m your ex-wife...

		His response came quicker this time.

		Reg: Not the same. You’re going to get me in trouble.

		Sarah: I do things SHE won’t. Plus I have all this lovely milk for you...

		Reg: You’re nothing but trouble.

		Sarah: You don’t have time to drop by after work?

		Reg didn’t answer her. Sarah wasn’t upset. She was confident. She liked working at home. She could take a break whenever she wanted to use her breast pump or masturbate or sext with her ex.

		Maybe still having sex with the man she divorced was a terrible idea, but Sarah’s life had been a series of terrible ideas.

		It was just after 4:30 when her bell rang. Sarah walked with supreme confidence to the front door, opening it to reveal Reg standing there, a sour expression on his face.

		“I have thirty minutes, no more,” he told her.

		“I knew you’d be here,” she said smugly. 

		As usual he was wearing a jacket and tie, having come right from work. She was in her usual leggings and semi-dressy blouse. Since she had had a bunch of Zoom meetings during the day, she had given in to societal pressure and kept her bra on all day. She could feel Reg’s eyes on her ass as she walked through the house.

		“I wish you wouldn’t text me. Janie is going to find out.”

		“You could just tell me no.”

		He was silent as they climbed the stairs.

		“Or you could convince your wife to start lactating for you,” Sarah suggested.

		“And how would I even go about doing that?”

		When they walked into her bedroom they both began undressing. It was like they were still a married couple. 

		“I have a few suggestions...but I’d rather you just nurse from me.”

		“I bet,” he said.

		“Want to just suck on my tits?” she asked. “I’m fine with not having sex.”

		“You know when I suck on your tits I always want to have sex.”

		She grinned. “I know.” Sarah had removed her top and bra but hadn’t bothered with her leggings. Reg was already down to his underwear. He hadn’t even touched her and she could see the bulge of his cock. 

		“Pull it out,” she said. “I want to see it.”

		Reg sighed. “You’ve probably seen my dick more than anyone else in the world, Sarah.” Even as he complained he pulled down his underwear.

		He wasn’t yet fully erect. That was fine. He was still huge. Well, maybe not huge, but certainly bigger than the average man. More than enough to satisfy any woman.

		Unable to help herself, Sarah fell to her knees in front of him and took his cock in hand. “Janie is a lucky girl,” she said before putting him in her mouth.

		Reg moaned softly. “You know she thinks I’m too big for her.”

		Sarah took a quick pause in sucking his cock. “She’s stupid.”

		“If I was smaller, I’d get to fuck her more often,” he observed.

		“That’s why you’re still fucking me, isn’t it?” she said as she got to her feet and stepped over to the bed. 

		Reg looked sadly down at his cock. “Why’d you stop?”

		“You don’t need me to give you a blowjob. You want to suck my tits. You want my milk.”

		He shuddered at her statement, but didn’t contradict her. 

		Sarah reclined on the bed and turned to her side, letting her heavy breasts rest on the bed. “What are you waiting for?”

		“Sometimes I hate you, woman,” Reg grumbled as he joined her on the bed. 

		“Isn’t that why we divorced?” she asked as he snuggled into her chest. 

		His muscle memory was strong. Or maybe it was just human instinct. His lips found her nipple. She moaned softly as he started nursing. It didn’t take any time at all for her milk to let down.

		Sarah had felt that sex with Reg had always been fantastic. Their problem wasn’t good sex, it was their relationship. They loved and hated the other person in equal measure at the same time.

		She reached down and softly stroked his cock, trailing her fingers over his silky-smooth skin. As his mouth actively worked on her nipple, drawing out the milk, she drew in a deep breath, just enjoying the sensation.

		“Getting enough milk?” she asked him, half teasing and half curious.

		“Uh-huh,” he mumbled into her flesh

		“Is your wife going to know you had a treat when you get home?” she asked, unable to help herself.

		Reg stopped nursing. “Why do you do that?”

		He didn’t want to keep going even though her breast was now steadily dripping on her bed’s sheets. It was tempting. So tempting.

		“Do what?” she asked innocently.

		“Can’t we just play? Nurse a little? Have sex? Why do you need to keep reminding me about Janie?”

		“Because you’re cheating on her.”

		“Are you still angry—still angry—that I cheated on you?”

		“Why would I be angry about that?” Sarah reached down to her breast and squeezed it causing milk to shoot out. Most just landed on her sheets, but enough got on Reg’s face and chest.

		“Don’t,” he warned her.

		“You love it,” she reminded him. “I bet you wish Janie could make milk like me. Why don’t you ask her to do that for you?”

		“Because I have your milk whenever I want it,” he told her smartly.

		Sarah frowned and squeezed her breast again, expressing more milk. Reg didn’t comment on it this time, but he did lick away the few drops that landed on his lips.

		“Now you make me sound like a slut. A milk slut.”

		He shrugged. “If the shoe fits...”

		“Wouldn’t it be if the bra fits...”

		Reg shook his head, gritted his teeth and leaned back in. This time he didn’t nurse so gently. He sucked as hard as he could

		There was a little thrill of pain and Sarah gasped, but she didn’t stop him. She wanted this as much as he did.

		“That’s it. Good boy,” she encouraged him.

		Reg nursed aggressively. It hurt Sarah, but she didn’t stop him. She needed the thrill of pain right now. 

		It wasn’t that she hated her life. Divorcing Reg was good. She wasn’t the sort of person who did well in marriage. She hadn’t exactly been faithful to Reg either. It gave her time to fuck around with whoever she wanted.

		Right now she didn’t want to be thinking about fucking the young man, more of a boy really, who had fixed her boiler.

		And yet she couldn’t stop thinking about him.

		Reg nursed from her for another minute, then he abruptly pulled back. His cock was hard. He knew she was wet. Sarah never had trouble getting wet; all it took was sucking on her tits for a minute.

		He moved fast. Sarah was relaxed and didn’t think to move at all. The next thing she knew, she was on her hands and knees with Reg kneeling behind her, running his cock head along her slit.

		“Pussy or ass?” he asked her.

		“Just put it in my pussy,” she grunted. Reg had wrestled back in high school and college. He wasn’t any champion but he was more than skilled enough to pin her in any position he wanted. “If you want my ass you need to get lube.”

		Somehow he suddenly twisted her hands behind her back and was holding both of them. When he abruptly shoved his cock in her pussy she cried out in pain. It didn’t really hurt, but it was so sudden, he caught her by surprise. 

		When they had been married, Reg and Sarah had often engaged in rough sex. They both loved it, not just for the vigorousness of it, but it helped with their complicated feelings for each other.

		Their post-divorce sex was equally energetic.

		Once he was inside her, Reg started to thrust hard and fast as they both preferred. He didn’t release her wrists. He forced her face into the mattress. Sarah didn’t complain. She liked it this way.

		And then his hand was on her breast, squeezing and rolling, forcing out her milk.

		“Why are you expressing my milk?” she grunted, not complaining, just asking.

		“Don’t you fucking like it?”

		“Yeah...”

		“That’s why,” he told her.

		It was hard to concentrate on speaking during sex when he was milking her and fucking her. 

		He managed to switch back and forth between her breasts. 

		She didn’t last long. She didn’t need to last long or want to. She came, shuddering hard, rocking back into his cock, her pussy tightening up.

		Reg didn’t stop, but he didn’t have much left in him. A few more hard slams and he erupted inside Sarah, forcing her down into the bed, laying atop her, crushing her tits against the mattress.

		They both lay there for a long time, panting heavily.

		“Sex with you is always fucking fantastic,” he told her, mumbling into her shoulder.

		“My sheets are wet,” she complained. “You milked me too much.”

		Reg chuckled once and rolled off her. “You’re so romantic.”

		“You know this isn’t about romance,” she chided him. “It’s all about sex. Just sex.”

		“And milking your tits,” he smirked at her and got off the bed, heading to the bathroom.

		Sarah just lay there, listening to him in the bathroom, pissing and then running water in the sink, presumably washing his hands and cock. No need to go home to his wife with her pussy all over his dick.

		When Reg returned he found Sarah sitting up, inspecting her breasts. 

		“You left bruises,” she complained.

		“Hardly noticeable. Love bites, really,” Reg started dressing. He wasn’t going to stick around; she didn’t want him to.

		“I don’t like the way they look.”

		“Other than me, who is going to see them?”

		“The guy I fucked yesterday,” she quickly shot back at him.

		“New guy?” Reg asked calmly. He continued to dress, unperturbed at hearing his ex-wife had fucked someone else the day before. He tried to tell himself it didn’t bother him.

		It did.

		“Yes. Young too.”

		“How young?” Reg sat down on the corner of the bed to tie his shoes.

		“Early twenties.”

		“Robbing the cradle, are you?”

		“How old is Janie? Eighteen?”

		“You know she’s thirty-two!”

		“Still more than a decade younger than you,” she pointed out.

		Reg stood up and took in a deep breath. “Why do we do this?”

		“Have sex? Play with my tits? I’m pretty sure it’s because neither of us can help ourselves.”

		It was the one bit of introspection that was spoken between them.

		“No. Why do we bicker?”

		“Because we’re both childish and petty?” he suggested. “I don’t know. The sex is great...but everything else...”

		“Want me to contact Janie and tell her that she needs to induce her tits? You’d love a little daily milk, wouldn't you? So you wouldn’t have to sneak around behind her back.”

		“Don’t do that,” he asked her. “Please.”

		“Sure. Anything for my ex.”

		Reg gave her a tight smile. “Thanks. Are you going to keep seeing this new guy?”

		“Maybe. But it’s going to only be about sex.”

		“Good for you.”

		Sarah couldn’t let him just leave. She rolled out of the bed and went up on her toes to kiss him.

		The kiss was oddly intimate. She liked being naked next to him when he was dressed. She liked being naked next to anyone when they were dressed. Exhibitionist streak.

		She didn’t tell Reg about the two damp spots her tits had left on his shirt when he left.

		


		Chapter 4

		She found his number on the paperwork he had left behind, right above where she had scrawled her signature. It had a pre-printed message on it “Too hot? Too cold? Call me anytime!” It was supposed to be a little cheeky—she liked that—and it made her wonder. 

		The most important thing it made her wonder was if the number went to a general corporate line or was just for Martin.

		She didn’t wonder for long and called the number.

		The voicemail greeting was generic. “This is Marty. Leave a message and I’ll call you back as soon as I can.”

		Sarah waited for the beep. “Martin? This is Sarah Walker. I’m far too hot, if you know what I mean. Don’t bother calling. Just come over right now.”

		She hoped it wouldn’t get him in trouble with his bosses or company, but in the end she didn’t care.

		Today was a “catch up on everything” work day. She didn’t have to dress for Zoom meetings or plan to leave the house to visit clients. 

		She planned appropriately.

		She hoped that Martin would just show up. She liked surprises. Unfortunately, he called.

		“Is there a problem, Mrs. Walker?” His voice was neutral. She didn’t like that.

		“I’m far too hot, Martin. Can you come over and take care of me?”

		She liked the long pause before he answered. “I can probably do that...”

		“I’ll see you soon,” she told him and ended the call.

		That’s all she needed. If he couldn’t take the hint, then it didn’t matter.

		When Martin rang the bell, she answered the door in black leggings and blouse that was already unbuttoned, showing the skin from chin to navel, her breasts just barely hidden by the gauzy material.

		He managed to keep up the farce for just one sentence when he stepped inside the house.

		“It doesn’t seem too hot in here.”

		“I’m far too hot,” she told him and then pulled back the blouse to fully reveal her tits. He couldn’t help but stare at her erect nipples decorated by the gold hoops. 

		“Shit...” he cursed.

		“You like what you see?” she teased him. She could feel her milk welling up. Her nipples were ripe for sucking. She was more than ready. She wished he had left the door open so some chance passerby would glimpse her naked body from outside.

		“You’re bruised!” he exclaimed with some alarm and pointed at her tits.

		Sarah glanced downward and was reminded that her areola were still discolored from Reg’s over-enthusiastic nursing from the day before.

		With a shrug she dismissed his concern. “Hazard of the kink.” She brought her hands to her tits, caressed her nipples, teasing and rolling them a bit, causing her knees to weaken. Martin couldn’t stop staring. “I’m a tough woman. It doesn’t hurt. Well, it hurts a little. Want to kiss them and make them better?”

		Martin shook his head. “This is crazy.”

		“You don’t think that I called you because there was something wrong with my furnace, did you?”

		“Boiler,” he corrected her. “You have a hot water boiler for heat.”

		Sarah rolled her eyes. “Whatever. Do you want to taste my milk and fuck or not?”

		“Yes,” he said, his voice quavering. “I shouldn’t but...”

		“But you want to,” she said, nodding in understanding. “I won’t tell your girlfriend as long as you don’t tell my ex.”

		“I don’t even know your ex,” Martin blurted out.

		“So it’s not a problem.” She nodded once. “Come to the bedroom.”

		Sarah turned around and walked away with confidence. They could have done everything she wanted in the living room or any other room in the house, but a bed made everything easier.

		She tried not to think of it as her lair. 

		He found her laying on the bed, waiting expectantly. She hadn’t removed her leggings, possibly indicating that maybe actual sex wasn’t on the menu. He didn’t need to take off any clothing. He told himself he just wanted her tits. Her milk. The moment he joined her on the bed he went right for her breasts. Finding the nipple and its accompanying ring before nursing gently.

		It didn’t take much effort from him for her milk to flow steadily. She wasn’t so turned or or so full that it sprayed, but it was a nice flow that made the nursing easy. 

		After only a minute Martin was reminded how intimate it was to nurse from her. In many ways it was more intimate than if they had just torn off their clothes and started fucking. She was offering him something only a few women would share. He felt honored.

		Of course, that didn’t mean his cock didn’t get hard and stay hard. After just a few minutes he was desperate to unzip his jeans and start beating off. 

		Somehow he managed to control himself, though he did intertwine his legs with hers and gently rocked his hips to get some friction. At the same time, he was careful not to suck too hard on her nipples for fear of bruising her further, though Sarah didn’t complain at all while he was busy.

		She encouraged him to switch back and forth between her nipples, drawing out the milk, keeping both sides flowing steadily, while stimulating and exciting her in the process. Sarah knew exactly where this was going to end.

		As much as she was used to being nursed, Sarah never grew tired of it. Some things were impossible to resist and eventually she let out a long, jagged sigh as sweet milk filled Martin’s mouth. He swallowed it greedily.

		“Are you okay?” he asked her.

		“Uh-huh. You’re going to need to fuck me. I can’t nurse and not have sex.”

		Without further conversation, she rolled away from him, hooked her thumbs into her leggings’ waistband and pulled down the garment and her panties.

		Martin had seen her naked before and had fucked her before. He was still mesmerized by her lush body.

		“What are you waiting for?” she asked him, reaching out and caressing the front of his pants, feeling his substantial bulge.

		“Right. Right.” Martin moved off the bed and briefly considered running for it, but he had already committed the sin, betrayed his girlfriend, and jerking off in the back of his truck wasn’t going to solve that problem.

		Instead he whipped off his shirt and pulled down his jeans and underwear, letting his firm cock stand out proudly.

		Before he could move back onto the bed, Sarah was right there, grabbing his cock, licking its underside from his soft ballsack tight up against his body, all the way to the tip, circling the head once with her tongue, tasting the precum he was leaking.

		He shuddered. “You don’t...you don’t have to do that.”

		“I wanted to do that,” she told him. “Doggy? Missionary? Cowgirl?”

		Martin was briefly certain if he had asked for anal from her, she would have readily agreed. He was surprised that she was so eager to give him choices.

		“What do you like?” he asked her, unable to make a decision.

		“I like riding cowgirl,” she said. “I let the guy play with my tits so I can shoot my milk on him.”

		“I can’t get milk on me,” he blurted out. “My girlfriend will know!”

		“I do have a shower,” she pointed out, but rolled onto her back and spread her legs, raising her knees. “Missionary. You can still suck on my tits this way.”

		“But if we do doggy—”

		“You won’t get to play with my tits,” she told him flatly. “You don’t want all this milk to go to waste, do you?” She cupped her tits and squeezed, making little fountains from her nipples. While he watched, she licked her fingers. 

		His cock quivered.

		Then, more incredibly, she brought her nipple to her mouth and sucked for a moment, licking nipple and areola, tasting her sweetness. Seeing his amazed stare, she gave him a confident grin. “I like the taste of my milk too. Sometimes I wished I had someone I could nurse from all the time.”

		“Oh...fuck...” he moaned.

		“Are you just going to stand there or are you going to fuck me?”

		Martin moved forward. He wasn’t thinking now. Thinking would be very bad. He needed to just act. 

		Her hand guided his cock into her pussy. She was wet, soaking wet, and hot, and more than ready for him. They both moaned as their bodies joined.

		Unable to help himself, Martin ducked his head, found her nipple and the hard ring through it, and started sucking as he started thrusting.

		He knew he wasn’t going to last long, but he wanted to make sure she came at least once before he blew his load.

		Still, he couldn’t stop sucking on her tits. She encouraged him. He couldn’t stop thrusting, fucking her for all he was worth. He held back, not wanting to be a disappointment. 

		“Oh...fuck...yes,” she moaned as she curled her legs around him, locking her ankles behind his back as she came, pulling him deeper into him.

		That was all Martin needed.

		He came. He came hard. He wasn’t sure what made the sex better. That she was an older woman. That she was lactating. That he was cheating on his girlfriend.

		The orgasm was so powerful that he felt like a teenager again, cumming for the first time.

		“That’s...that’s what I needed,” panted Sarah, floating lightly on the orgasm's euphoria. 

		“Thank you,” said Martin. It was a strange thing to say, but it seemed right at that moment.

		She giggled at him. It was a wonderful moment to have. “Did you enjoy yourself?”

		He laughed a little and rolled off her, separating their bodies. “Yes. Are your...your boobs okay? I didn’t hurt them, did I?”

		“You can call them tits. And they’re fine. We should make this a regular thing,” she decided.

		“What?”

		“Don’t you like fucking me? Don’t you like sucking on my tits?”

		“Yes, but—”

		“Don’t you like the thrill of fucking behind your girlfriend’s back?”

		“Isn’t that what you do with your boyfriend?” he answered, not wanting to seem like he was the only one in the wrong here.

		“My ex,” she corrected him. “I don’t have a boyfriend now. And he doesn’t mind me fucking and sucking other guys. I don’t know about his wife...”

		Martin groaned in frustration. “This just gets worse...”

		She laughed at him. “You can always say no.”

		“But where am I going to find a woman with milk?”

		“Well...there’s me,” she agreed. “And you could get your girlfriend to lactate for you...”

		“How? She’s not pregnant. And we’re not going down that road!”

		“She can induce. It’s not that difficult.”

		He laughed at her. “Yeah right.”

		Sarah fixed him with a steady gaze. After a moment he realized she wasn’t joking.

		


		Chapter 5 

		“What do you think?” asked Millie showing him the delivery she had gotten. Martin had just arrived home. It had been a long day. 

		Martin knew right away what he was looking at. It wasn’t so much that he couldn’t believe what he was seeing, but that she wanted to use them. He was excited by the possibilities suddenly laid out in front of him.

		“Wow. That’s...are those what I think they are?”

		“Do you think they’re nipple clamps?” she asked him.

		“Yeah...”

		“Then they are exactly what you think they are.”

		“Cool. Why?”

		Millie was puzzled. “Why what?”

		“Why did you order nipple clamps?”

		“I want to know what they feel like. I’ve always liked my nipples played with during sex. And check these out.” She had removed them from the packaging before he arrived home. It was obvious she had experimented with them already. After a moment’s manipulation, the clamp she was using started to hum, vibrating in her hand. “They vibrate.”

		Martin stared. “Yeah. I get that.”

		“I bet they feel great,” she said, her eyes dreamy but then switched the toy off. “They take little tiny button batteries. I don’t want to waste it. I bet they can make me cum.”

		Martin blinked at her. “Just from vibrating on your nipples?”

		She didn’t answer him but pulled her shirt up over her head. Underneath she was wearing a camisole. Millie wore camis for some extra warmth, not support. Her little tits were too small to need a cami, let alone a bra. She pulled down the spaghetti straps to her cami, exposing her breasts, leaving the garment a circle of fabric around her waist.

		Martin just stared. She experimentally flexed the clamps. They weren’t complicated devices. Essentially they were shaped like clothespins, held closed by a strong spring, but there was an adjustable screw that changed the amount the jaws came together so her nipples wouldn’t be crushed. The jaws were covered with a texturized rubber so the metal wasn’t coming in direct contact with her skin and also gave the device a little extra grip. 

		From the main part of the clamps hung small capsules roughly the size of a tube of lip balm or lipstick. These were the vibrators. The sensation would be transmitted up the short chain to the clamp and the wearer’s nipples.

		Millie made a quick adjustment to the screw and then applied to torture device to her nipple.

		“Don’t—” Martin warned, reaching forward, but not touching her.

		She hissed a little as it went on, but gave him an angry look before opening the clamp and readjusting the tension screw. “It’s fine. It’s supposed to hurt,” she told him as she reapplied the clamp.

		This time she made a little moan of tense pleasure. “Okay. That feels nice. Sort of intense.”

		“Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked her, worriedly.

		“Of course.” Millie had a bit of trouble adjusting the second clamp. She was already distracted by the first doing its job, but eventually she got it on to her satisfaction.

		They weren’t heavy but they pulled her nipples downward with their weight, stretching both her nipples and breasts. Millie closed her eyes and focused herself. It was intense. She liked it but couldn’t elucidate why exactly she liked it.

		“Turn them on?” she asked Martin.

		“What?”

		“Turn them on,” she told him. “I’m already turned on so...”

		“How?”

		“Just the little button on the end.” She held up her trembling fingers. “I don’t think I can do it right now.”

		It was a strange request and a strange thing to do, but Martin wanted Millie to be happy. He didn’t want her to suspect he was fucking another woman.

		That he was happily nursing from an older woman’s tits because she had big boobs and milk while Millie had neither of those things. 

		It was easy enough to turn on the capsule.

		“Oohhh,” Millie moaned softly.

		They were in the living room, both standing while she had demonstrated her new toys. Her knees went weak when the clamps went on. They went weaker still when the vibrators were activated. She swayed back and forth and then leaned into Martin.

		“Help me to the couch,” she begged him.

		It was only a couple of steps. In that short amount of time he was certain her eyes had rolled up into her head and she was having a seizure.

		She wasn’t. It was just a new way of playing with herself, of masturbating. She wished she had done it years ago. It was just as intense as the time she had tried out her first vibrator. It had never occurred to her to put a torpedo-shaped vibrator to her tits. She needed these clamps to make that connection.

		Once she was safely ensconced on the couch, she sighed and pulled Martin to her for a kiss. She kissed him fiercely, unwilling to let go of him.

		It was too much. It shouldn’t have been, but she shoved his face away and allowed the wave of pleasure to take over her body.

		She hadn’t ever before cum just from having her nipples played with. It was intense and strange and she knew she was going to want to do it again and again.

		Millie was a little embarrassed at how easily she had cum from the devices. She was a little embarrassed at how soaked her panties and yoga pants were in the crotch. She was a little embarrassed that it had happened in front of Martin, but she wouldn’t have changed anything.

		“Take them off me?” she asked, unwilling to do it herself. Her fingers were tingling and her hands were shaking.

		Martin was fascinated with the whole process, start to finish. 

		“Don’t you want to leave them on?” he asked. “Don’t you want to cum again?”

		“I can’t,” she panted. “I can’t cum again.” With her fingers trembling, Millie reached up to try to disengage the clamps. She couldn’t control her fingers enough to get a grip on the levers to open the jaws. For just a brief moment she considered tearing the devices off her nipples, but the pain of that seemed too great. And the danger of injury...this time she shivered in terror.

		“Please,” she begged her boyfriend.

		“Okay, okay,” he relented. “Just lean back and relax.”

		Her breathing was shaky. Her body wasn’t her own. She loved the sensations flowing through her, but she wanted it to end.

		Martin hovered over her and gave her a kiss. That helped her a little. His hands moved down from her shoulders to just under her breasts. 

		“Please...”

		Instead of opening up the clamps, Martin instead reached down to the high waistband of her yoga pants. He pushed one hand down into her pants and with the other started tugging on them pulling them over her hips.

		“Lift up,” he told her.

		“What?”

		“I’m going to make you cum before I take off the clamps.”

		Millie whined at his refusal to do what she wanted. At the same time she obeyed his order. Once her thin hips were off the couch it was easy to yank down her pants and panties. Martin noted they were soaked. That just made sense. 

		Reaching between her legs, he rubbed her pussy, found it wet and slick, and easily inserted his middle and ring fingers into her. 

		Millie moaned.

		“You like that?”

		“Uh-huh.” Millie was beyond words now.

		Martin didn’t mess around with teasing and subtle technique. Her butt was on the couch’s edge. He pounded away at her pussy, finger banging her like she was the prom queen and he was her date.

		The wet splashing was oddly arousing.

		It was incredibly easy to make her cum.

		Her thighs closed on Martin’s hand. He had to yank his arm back to get his fingers free of her pussy. Unable to help himself, he tasted her amrita. It only served to make him more excited.

		Millie had curled up into the fetal position onto her side, still on the couch, which gave him easy access to her pussy from underneath. She softly gasped as he penetrated her, getting his fingers wet again, and then offered his hand to Millie’s mouth. Eagerly she opened up and sucked her wetness from him.

		“You need to uncurl so I can take off the clamps,” he told her.

		Millie said nothing. She was still shaking, but after a few seconds she managed to relax enough to expose her tits and the clamps to him.

		From there it was easy enough to release the first clamp.

		The moment he did she drew in her breath with a hiss. 

		“Fuck that hurts!”

		The blood was rushing back into her nipple, making the previously numb nipple come alive. It was a fierce pain. She told herself to savor it.

		“Do you want me to leave the other one on?” Martin asked, bemused.

		“No! Fucking take it off!”

		He did so and got the same reaction.

		Martin sat down on the couch next to her, cuddling Millie, giving her a minute to recover.

		“It seemed like the clamps really hurt you,” he said, unable to hold his tongue.

		“They did!” She was angry.

		“I guess you aren’t going to be using them again.” Martin was disappointed with the result.

		Millie was silent for a moment.

		“I didn’t say that.”

		“You said it hurt.”

		“I sort of liked the pain,” she admitted.

		Martin chuckled. “Do you want them back on right now?”

		“I didn’t say that...but I’m definitely using them again.”

		“Huh. The things you learn about the person you live with...” he speculated aloud.

		“The things you learn about yourself,” said Millie. “Want a blowjob?”

		“Really? You’re up for giving a blowjob that after torturing your nipples?”

		“I’m still fucking turned on,” she said. “I can give you a blowjob or you can fuck me. Which is it going to be?”

		The next morning Martin was alarmed when he saw the dark purple bruises on Millie’s nipples and areolas. Her normally bright pink nipples were so discolored he was truly worried that she had seriously and perhaps permanently injured herself.

		When he pointed out the damage to her, Millie carefully touched herself and winced at the tinge of pain. 

		“Hurts a little...but I like it,” she said with an odd grin.

		“You do?”

		“Uh-huh.” She nodded. “But I think I need to give my tits a break for a day or two.”

		Martin frowned. “Are you sure?”

		“Yes I’m sure. They’re sore.”

		“I mean...are you sure that you like it? That you want to do this again?”

		Millie caught his face between her hands and looked directly into his eyes. “Fuck. Yes.”

		“That’s crazy.”

		“Maybe I’m coming into my own. Sex doesn’t just have to be pussy and cock based.” 

		“So...am I going to be expected to play with your boobs a lot more?” he asked her. “Because they’re pretty small. Pretty...but small.”

		She frowned at him. “Are you saying I need bigger boobs?” The furrow in her forehead warned him to tread carefully.

		Martin held up his hands. “No, no, no. Not at all. You’ve got beautiful tits. They’re perfect.”

		“Perfect, huh?”

		He stiffened his spine. “Yes. Perfect for you.”

		“What if I wanted bigger boobs?”

		“Whatever you want is fine with me.”

		“Hmm. Do you want me to have bigger boobs?”

		“Nope.” Martin didn’t need her to have bigger boobs. He had access to Sarah’s and they were more than a handful. “I like what you’ve got.”

		Millie eyed him. “Hmm. I can’t tell if you’re being honest or are just saying what you think I want to hear.”

		“Does it matter?”

		“What if I got tattoos around my nipples to make them look like roses?”

		Martin blinked. Neither of them had tattoos or body piercings. He didn’t have any objection to them—he liked Sarah’s nipple rings—but Millie had never mentioned getting a tattoo in any context. Same for any piercing other than the holes in her earlobes where she only wore earrings once a week at most.

		“That might be hot,” he conceded. “Do you want that?”

		“I’m considering it,” she hedged.

		“Why?”

		“A girl can change.”

		“Cool, cool.”

		“It wouldn’t upset you?”

		“No. Why would it?”

		“Hmm. What if I got my nipples pierced?”

		For that question Martin didn’t have a ready answer. He thought about it. He thought about Sarah’s pierced nipples and how delightful it was to have her flesh and her metal in his mouth at the same time. 

		And her milk.

		He couldn’t stop thinking about her milk.

		“You like that idea, don’t you?” Millie asked him.

		“What?”

		“You like that idea, don’t you?” she repeated.

		“What makes you think that?” he asked, trying to cover for his confusion.

		“Because you went into La La Land and your cock is hard,” she told him, reaching between his legs, feeling his erection.

		There was no way he was going to tell her about Sarah or Sarah’s milk.

		“Okay, yeah, it’s wildly out of character for you.”

		“But you think if I got nipple rings, it would be totally hot, don’t you?”

		Martin didn’t want to answer.

		“Yeah...”

		


		Chapter 6

		Millie didn’t run out that day and get her nipples pierced. 

		Martin was grateful for that.

		It didn’t stop him from thinking about it.

		Because he couldn’t stop thinking about it, he foolishly contacted Sarah.

		Martin: Hey

		He immediately regretted the text the moment after he sent it. “Hey.” So fucking stupid.

		Sarah: Do you want to get laid or suck my tits or both?

		He looked at her reply and couldn’t believe what he was reading. 

		Was he having a dream or had he had a stroke and couldn’t perceive reality any longer?

		Martin: I don’t know how to answer that

		He could hear her smirk over the text.

		Sarah: You say either “laid” or “suck” or “both”

		Martin: You’re messing with me, right?

		Sarah: I believe in getting to the point. 

		Sarah: Our relationship is going to be strictly FWB.

		Sarah: The only reason you’ll contact me is for sex or milk. So which is it today?

		Martin: Both 

		Sarah: I have a meeting until 1 and then another at 3. Can you be here at 1?

		Martin: I’ll be there

		Sarah shook her head and switched her text conversation over to Reg. 

		Sarah: Want to guess what I’m doing this afternoon?

		It took Reg a few minutes to get back to her. 

		Reg: knowing you, probably fucking that young guy.

		Sarah: He’s also going to drink my milk.

		Reg: Slut

		Sarah: You’re jealous, aren’t you?

		Reg: Maybe

		Sarah: Want to join us?

		Reg: You me and him? You ever done a threesome before?

		Sarah: Maybe...

		It took Reg some time to answer.

		Reg: Please telling me you’re kidding

		Sarah: Which would be more upsetting? If I have had a threesome or if I haven’t had one?

		Reg: You’re a tease

		Sarah: The offer stands...but not today. Maybe some other time. Maybe with Janie.

		Reg: Correction: You’re a fucking tease

		Sarah did have a meeting on Zoom. She had to sit through the whole thing, and even participate, with damp panties. She kept the camera of her computer angled high so no one could see her hand dip down into her pants to periodically check her pussy. She kept the camera high enough so that her tits weren’t on screen. She was wearing a bra, but she could feel her nipples leaking.

		The idea of being with two men at the same time, both nursing on her, gave her a pleasant lusty buzz.

		Even better was thinking about Janie in the room with Reg and her.

		It would probably destroy their marriage, but Sarah was okay with that.

		One o’clock couldn’t arrive soon enough.

		When she opened the door Sarah could feel her milk already leaking from her nipples. This was going to be a fun encounter. Right before opening the door, she checked to make sure she hadn’t soaked through her blouse. 

		She hadn’t.

		“No pretenses this time,” she told Martin when she let him into her house. “This is just for nursing and sex.”

		He nodded. He was excited. She could see that through his jeans.

		They hadn’t made it to the living room before he grabbed her and pressed her up against the wall, kissing her intensely. This was the sort of rough foreplay that Sarah liked. 

		As long as the rough foreplay led to rough nursing and rough sex.

		After a minute she pushed him away from her. “Keep kissing me and we won’t have time for you to have my milk. Or have sex.”

		He looked down at the substantial swell of her hidden breasts. “Did I do that?” He pointed at the dark stains on her shirt.

		She gave him an annoyed smirk. “Partly you. Mostly me. Hazard of the game. Let’s stop wasting time.”

		Slipping under his arm, she headed to the bedroom, opening up her blouse as she went. It was dropped on the stairs halfway up. Her bra was hung from the finial at the top of the stairs. Her pants pulled tightly around her ass, but Martin wasn’t interested in that. 

		On her bed she waited expectantly for him. He was on it in a flash, his mouth seeking out her ripe nipples.

		He sucked for a minute, savoring the sweet milk and her soft sighs, before he came up for a bit of air.

		“When did you get your nipples pierced?” His cock was throbbing. He wanted her milk. He wanted her pussy. But more than either of those things, he wanted to know this about her.

		“Why does it matter?”

		“It doesn’t. I just...need to know.”

		“Why do you need to know?”

		He sighed with a moan. “Because my girlfriend wants hers pierced.”

		“Hot. She should totally do it.” Sarah pulled his face to her breast.

		He resisted. “But when did you pierce them and when did you start lactating?” he asked.

		Sarah let out an annoyed sigh. “I’ll tell you after you empty my tits and fuck me, okay?”

		He nodded. “Sure!”

		“Great. Get your clothes off and then you can nurse.”

		In a flash he was off the bed and a second later he was naked. A moment later he rejoined her and got right to nursing. The way they were positioned made it easy for her to hold his cock, to stroke it, to tease him, to keep him on edge. 

		She couldn’t say why exactly she loved to do this sort of thing, but it was part of the thrill of being with a younger man. She didn’t want him to cum all over her hand but if he had a hair trigger ejaculation response, she wouldn't have been disappointed because she knew he was young enough to go again before her next meeting.

		“You’re so hard,” she absently commented as he settled into nursing as the mild euphoria of brain chemicals were released into her system. It wasn’t a comment that needed a response, but he answered her anyway.

		“It’s because you’re so hot,” he mumbled around her flesh.

		She laughed at him, enjoying their time together. “Sure it is. I’m sure it has nothing to do with how young you are. Young men have the hardest cocks.”

		His brow furrowed in anger and he briefly pulled back from her nipple. “I’m not young. I’m twenty-four!”

		Sarah held her tongue for a moment. She wanted to say that proved her point. “Well, at least you aren’t half my age.”

		Martin didn’t immediately latch back on. “How old are you?”

		It had been a while since Sarah had been asked that question. “Forty-four,” she answered honestly.

		“Oh.” He settled back in and she savored how he managed to drink her milk and play with her nipple and ring at the same time. She liked how he poked the tip of his tongue through her ring while playing.

		“You’re too young for me,” she finally said.

		“No I’m not!” he insisted. “Benjamin Franklin was right. Older women are the best!”

		That made her laugh. “I’m not sure he was talking about milky boobs.”

		“I don’t care.” Martin nuzzled her breasts, licking up stray drops of milk, nibbling on her nipples. She liked that. It caused a thrill to run down her spine. 

		“I don’t have kids,” said Sarah, “but you are certainly young enough that—”

		He cut her off. “Don’t care. I just want your milk and I want to fuck you.”

		Her hand was still on his cock, slowly stroking him. They knew they were going to fuck.

		Finally Sarah asked, “Doggy, missionary, or cowgirl?”

		“Cowgirl,” he said firmly. “I want your milk on me.”

		“But before you said your girlfriend would—”

		“You said you had a shower.”

		Her tits were only half empty. That was good enough. As Martin lay on his back Sarah pulled off her pants and underwear before straddling him, easily guiding his cock into her wet pussy. The one thing that Martin had missed with her was eating pussy, but he could get that with any woman. With Sarah, he got milk, and that wasn’t possible with anyone else.

		Once she was mounted, they both reached for her tits at the same time and then awkwardly laughed at the situation.

		Sarah started riding him while he manipulated her tits, rolling the nipples, playing with the rings, squeezing the flesh. 

		He was delighted when her milk sprayed across his chest. She brushed aside his arms and leaned forward, licking up her milk from his chest.

		“Holy shit. You drink your own milk?”

		Sarah resisted the temptation to roll her eyes. She liked the sweetness of her milk, not all the time, but the taste certainly didn’t bother her. Though she wouldn’t have immediately offered it, she would have happily tasted another woman’s tits. 

		Instead she lifted her breast up to her mouth as she ducked her head. Her tits were big enough that it was easy for her to put her nipple in her mouth.

		Martin’s eyes went wide. “Holy fucking shit.”

		Sarah sucked a few times. Her milk was already easily flowing. She didn’t swallow the sweetness. Once her mouth was full, she released her breast, leaned forward, and kissed Martin, letting her milk flow into his mouth.

		He didn’t protest. He accepted her gift.

		“You like that?” she smugly asked him.

		“Holy fucking shit are you kinky!”

		“You have no idea.”

		“I think I do!”

		They gazed into each other’s eyes for a long moment. She could feel his cock pulsing inside her. 

		“You want to keep doing this?” she asked him, her hands resting on his muscular chest, her tits hanging just above his skin.

		“It’s wrong,” he said. “I’ve got a girlfriend. You’re too old for me.”

		“So...no?”

		“Those are the things that make this so fucking hot,” he said.

		They didn’t need to speak any further.

		He fucked her, thrusting up into her pussy, slamming into her as hard as he could. She kept her balance with one hand on his chest and the other massaging her breast, coating him with her milk. It wasn’t being wasted. It was the lubricant between them.

		They didn’t last long. It was too intense. The moment she came on his cock, aided by her vigorous tit squeezing, he erupted inside of her.

		She collapsed on him, not at all averse to having her milk get all over her and the sheets.

		“Oh fuck that was good,” she told him. “We have to do this again.” Unable to help herself, she brought her watch to her face. “Shit. I’m going to have to get dressed for my next meeting.”

		“How much time do we have?”

		“Half an hour.”

		He grunted and gently rolled her off him. “Okay. You said you had a shower, right?”

		Sarah pointed in the direction of the bathroom. “Enjoy yourself.”

		He had just stepped under the shower’s warm water when the bathroom door opened. Martin didn’t react, not even when Sarah pulled back the curtain and joined him. 

		“Don’t get my hair wet,” she cautioned him. “I love lactating, but I hate the smell of it after it’s been on my skin for too long.”

		Martin smiled and gently soaped up her soft tits, washing away the leftovers of sex.

		“I have a confession to make,” he said.

		“Please don’t tell me you’re actually eighteen because that’s way too young for me.”

		“Haha. No. My girlfriend wants to get her tits pierced.”

		Sarah sighed. “You already told me that, but good for her. I encourage it.”

		“But I want her to lactate.”

		Sarah pointed to her breasts. “It’s possible for a woman to do both.”

		“Her tits are so small. Will they get bigger if she lactates?”

		Sarah shook her head slowly and maneuvered around him to get more of the water spraying directly on her body. “Yes. A little. She’s not going to go from little A cups to Ds, however. Maybe from A to B if she’s lucky, and then only when she’s full.” Sarah paused for a moment. “Why are you asking me these questions? She can figure it out on her own. There is this thing called Google.”

		“Because I’d rather she lactate and not get pierced.”

		“You don’t like my rings?” 

		Martin shook his head. “No. I love them. But I love your milk more. I want to love my girlfriend’s milk.”

		Sarah looked at him out of the corner of her eye. “That’s asking a lot of a woman.”

		“How did you get started then? Do you have a kid and just never stopped or what?”

		Now Sarah frowned and stepped out of the shower. “I’ve never been pregnant.”

		Seeing the change in her demeanor, Martin carefully considered his next words. “I didn’t know that. I was just...curious.”

		“It never worked out with my ex,” she said, half covering for the uncomfortable moment as she toweled herself dry. “We got along well but...anyway. He’s my ex now. I’m on my own. We still fuck though.”

		“I guess it’s not that unusual for exes to still have sex.”

		“He’s married to someone else,” she added.

		“Right. Yeah. You mentioned that.”

		“She doesn’t lactate. I do.”

		“Makes perfect sense,” he said agreeably and turned off the water. 

		“Reg loves my milk.”

		“So do I,” Martin happily admitted. “Maybe he should get his new wife to do that for him.”

		That brought a brief, dark cloud over Sarah’s face. “No.”

		“Why not?”

		“Then he wouldn’t be coming to me for it, would he?”

		


		Chapter 7

		Sarah was bold and actually called Reg in the middle of the day.

		“Is everything okay?” he asked when answering the call.

		“Yes. Why?”

		“You’re calling me? Why not send a text? Janie doesn’t need to know everything.”

		“Because I need to speak with you.”

		“So text.”

		“In person.”

		“So something is the matter...”

		“No, I just need to speak with you in person.”

		“In the middle of the day? Now?”

		“When can you come to my place? Or I can come to yours?”

		“Yeah, Janie would love that.”

		“She does know I exist,” Sarah reminded him.

		“Yeah, but she doesn’t know that I...see you.” She could sense he was carefully looking around his office when saying that. His voice was moderate, not lacking emotion, but carefully controlled.

		“So come over and we can talk and you can nurse,” she said.

		“I’ll hardly be able to nurse if I’m...”

		“If your mouth is full of my milk?” she questioned him, teasing.

		“Yeah, that and...”

		“And my tits?” she finished.

		“Yes.”

		“So come over when you get a chance.”

		Reg couldn’t help himself. He had to know. He had to play along. “What are you wearing?” he mumbled into the phone.

		“If I tell you, will you come over?”

		Reg groaned. “Yes...”

		“I’m wearing a little G-string,” she purred into his ear over the connection. “Barely covers my pussy.”

		“And the landing strip?”

		“And the tiny landing strip. I shaved it this morning. You want to see it, I know you do.”

		“And that’s all you’re wearing?”

		“A little cami top,” she continued on, slipping the fingers of one hand into her tiny panties. “Matches the G-string. It’s silky smooth and sheer. You can see my nipples through it.”

		“Fuck...” Reg moaned.

		“And my nipple rings too. How many men do you think know I have nipple piercings?” Her finger found her clit and gently rubbed it. She moaned softly.

		Reg ignored the question. “Are you...are you touching yourself?” His voice was barely audible; he didn’t want anyone to know what he was saying.

		“Uh-huh. My pussy is getting wet.” She looked down at herself. “Fuck...my tits are leaking. My cami is getting wet too.”

		“Are you going to be wearing just that when I get there?”

		“If my boyfriend hasn’t come over and fucked and sucked me,” she told him and pressed the red button ending the call.

		She was confident Reg would be there shortly. 

		No Zoom meetings today. Just Reg. In person.

		He was at her door in less than an hour. She answered the door, as promised, in the cami and G-string. She was bold and stood there in the door, letting the entire neighborhood see her, except no one was passing by.

		“Fuck. You weren’t lying.” 

		Reg’s eyes were riveted on her tits. The damp spots were obvious. The outlines of her nipples were obvious. The lust in her eyes was obvious, at least to Reg.

		“Why would I lie?” she asked him, not moving, blocking his way into the house.

		“You wouldn’t,” he agreed. He sized her up and down. “Did you get yourself off?” he asked. “Your nipples always leak when you masturbate.”

		“Why don’t you tell me?” she asked and offered her fingers to his mouth.

		He opened up and tasted her fingers. The unmistakable flavor of pussy—slightly acidic with a hint of musk—flooded his mouth. While Reg was fine with umami flavors, he preferred the sweetness of her milk.

		“You’ve been a bad girl,” he told her after she pulled free her wet fingers.

		“I’ve been a bad girl all my life.” She turned around and showed the neighborhood—and Reg—her bare ass. Sarah hadn’t been joking about wearing a G-string.

		He eagerly followed. The strange thing was that Sarah wasn’t the sort to dress up for sex. She usually dressed practically, favoring comfort over sexiness.

		Sarah didn’t bring Reg to her bedroom. They went to the living room where she sat on the couch, pulled up her camisole to bare her tits, and placed a pillow on her lap.

		“I’ve already cum once recently,” she reminded him. “It’ll be tougher to get me there a second time.”

		“You promised me sex,” he reminded her but stepped on the backs of his shoes, stepping out of them, before joining her on the couch, putting his head on the pillow.

		“Hmm. I did. Right. Get out your cock and I’ll jerk you off while you nurse.”

		Reg wasn’t going to argue with her over that. He could fuck Janie’s pussy every night of the week along with her asshole once on the weekend. Sarah was the only source of fresh, sweet, breast milk in his life.

		He laid down on his back, turning his head to latch onto a nipple as he unbuckled his belt and opened up his pants. Sarah hauled out his already engorging cock and got to work using her best manual skills.

		She enjoyed being nursed. She reflected that she didn’t get it enough. Sarah could never leave well-enough alone.

		“What would your wife say to me helping her lactate?”

		Reg spat out her nipple and started coughing, having choked on her milk.

		“Are you fucking insane?”

		“No. Why do you ask?”

		“Because, though my wife likes you well enough, she’s certainly not going to be open to the idea of you ‘helping her lactate’? How would you even bring that up? And if you do bring it up to her, it’s going to come out what we’ve been doing behind her back.”

		“So...you want to continue to cheat on her with me,” Sarah said firmly.

		Reg sighed and sat up. “Why do you make things so difficult?”

		“Maybe because we don’t have the healthiest relationship?”

		“Why would you say that?”

		She laughed at him. Truly laughed. She stood up from the couch and pulled her cami down over her tits. “Because we’re both cheaters. You want to have the milk but don’t want to buy the cow. Fuck. You had the cow and you couldn’t keep her.”

		“Weird of you to refer to yourself as a cow,” he commented and put his cock away. He knew this wasn’t going to end well. Sitting up he watched as she paced back and forth in the living room.

		“I so wanted to get laid today,” she complained. “I wanted my tits sucked too. Fuck. Look.” She pointed at her chest. “I’m still leaking.”

		“We can still—” he started to offer before she cut him off.

		“No, we can’t. We aren’t. Fuck. You should just leave.”

		“This happens every three months or so, you know?” Reg stood up and got ready to leave.

		“No shit. I can tell time. I know our history. But you know what? I’ve got a cute boy who will come over and be happy to suck my tits and fuck me the way I want.”

		“How much younger is that cute boy?” he taunted her.

		“Don’t be like that Reg. He’s a fucking adult.”

		“I’m two years younger than you.”

		“I know.”

		“Everyone you’ve ever been with for sex—and your tits—has been younger than you. Hell, I’m probably the oldest man you’ve ever fucked.”

		“Don’t make things weird.”

		“Everything is weird with you, Sarah.”

		“Just fuck off, Reg. Okay?

		She walked away from him. He watched her ass retreat from the room. He couldn’t help himself. She knew he was staring at her ass. She sort of liked it, but hated it at the same time. Upstairs she closed and locked her bedroom door. She wasn’t afraid of Reg. She knew he’d leave after a minute. She sat silently on her bed until she heard the front door open and close. A minute later his car left the driveway.

		Only then did Sarah pull the plastic storage box from under her bed and got out her breast pump. She had several, but this was the one that worked the best. It was already set up from the last time she had used it. 

		In her bedside stand she had the small, simple pump that she used at night when she hadn’t had a lover nurse from her. She needed to extract her milk on a daily basis or it would dry up.

		The last thing she wanted was for her milk to dry up.

		She’d been doing it this long, she wasn’t going to stop now.

		One thing gnawed at her. One thing that Reg was right about. 

		All of her lovers had always been younger. It ranged from Reg who was just a couple years her junior to Martin, who was almost half her age.

		But they all fell somewhere in-between that range. Hell, even back in high school, the two boyfriends she had were younger, Matt by two months and Rae by almost four.

		She didn’t want to continue to think about this. She plugged in her industrial-strength pump and hit the power button before pressing the collection cones to her big tits.

		Sarah winced as the pump started its cycle. She hadn’t exactly centered her nipples into the cones. That would have just been annoying, but her nipple rings twisted and pressed into her flesh. That hurt.

		Because of this she had to switch off the pump, re-center herself, and then start up again. 

		With dispassion she watched as her nipples were pulled forward into the funnel-like soft silicon collection tubes. Milk sprayed. A lot of milk sprayed. The cycle repeated. The milk slowly dripped down into the collection bottles. 

		As much as she loved being full of milk and the thrill that came along with it, Sarah had never been able to completely throw herself into the hucow kink. She didn’t want to wander a barnyard on her hands and knees, stick her head in a modified stocks, have someone hook up actual industrial milking machines to her tits, and pretend to be stupid.

		She just wanted to share her milk with her lovers. She got off on that.

		She also got off on them being younger than her, but she didn’t think about that.

		


		Chapter 8

		Martin kissed his way down Millie’s neck and headed to her small breasts that were like pancakes because she was laying on her back in bed. 

		“I love your tits,” he told her before sucking a nipple into his mouth and sucking firmly. He didn’t want to hurt her, but she had lately shown an affinity for intense sensations during sex.

		“I don’t,” she said bluntly.

		That caused Martin to pause and look up at her. “Why not. They’re gorgeous.”

		“Too small.”

		“You could get implants,” he suggested. Just from her tone he knew they weren’t going to have sex. 

		“No. I’m so thin. I’d look ridiculous. I want to pierce my nipples.”

		Martin considered that a second. She had brought it up again and again. He knew it was going to happen. She didn’t need his permission, but it was like she was asking for his approval.

		“That would look hot on you,” he agreed.

		“You wouldn’t be able to play with them for at least a few weeks, maybe longer while they healed.”

		“That long?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Huh.”

		She rolled her eyes. “Oh come off it. I know you want me to do it.”

		“Sure! But have you ever considered getting your tits to make milk to make them bigger?”

		Millie just looked at him for a long moment. Then she sat up, turning her tits from pancakes to little muffins. As always, Martin was mesmerized by them.

		“What a fucking weird thing to ask.”

		“Just making a suggestion.”

		“Milk is for pregnant women.”

		“But it can be induced as well.”

		“You know a little too much about that.”

		“I have a curious mind,” he stated.

		“Sure you do.” Millie covered her tits with her hands and massaged them. “Do you want to have sex?”

		“I thought that’s what we were going to do...”

		“We probably should.”

		Her tone alarmed Martin. “Why...?”

		“Because I set an appointment for tomorrow. I’m getting these little girls pierced.”

		Martin’s mouth went dry. “You’re kidding.”

		“No.”

		“But...” He had nothing. 

		There was a long pause. 

		“You don’t like the idea,” she said sourly.

		Martin grabbed her hand and brought it between his legs. He hadn’t taken his jeans off yet. Even through the heavy denim she could feel his hardness. “I like the idea. It’s just sudden and unexpected.”

		Millie rubbed him a bit. “I think you really like the idea.”

		“Uh-huh. Do you want me to go with you?”

		Millie shook her head and kissed him. “No. I’m going with Alyssa.”

		Martin turned his head. “Who?”

		“She’s in my grad program. We’re going tomorrow after our classes.”

		“You don’t need me to hold your hand?”

		“I need to show them off to you and for you to tell me how much you love them.”

		“I can do that.”

		Just like that Martin’s dream of having two women lactating for him evaporated.

		He sent Millie off to work the next morning with a kiss. She’d be home to their apartment late, after being a TA all day at the school, after grad classes, and after getting her nipples pierced.

		He was excited and worried. A thought kept nagging at him. 

		It was the stupidest reaction that Martin could have had, but he couldn’t stop himself. Sex with Millie was great and all, but he was currently obsessed with Sarah—which he knew—and he had to act.

		He almost wished she had never given him her phone number.

		Almost.

		Martin: Can I see you today?

		He was thrilled when Sarah replied almost immediately.

		Sarah: Do you want to see me or fuck me?

		Martin: I just want your milk

		Sarah: Even better. Just ring the bell.

		Martin couldn’t get to her house quick enough.

		When she opened the door, Sarah leaned against the jamb. Martin was immediately mesmerized into shocked silence. He had seen her bare tits before and they were still spectacular. Beyond their normal gloriousness, two things struck him. First, she had changed her nipple rings. Now, instead of golden rings, she had studs through her nipples. On each side of each of her nipples Sarah now had bright silver balls. Second, she was wearing just a pair of panties as she stood in the doorway. They were white panties with playful kittens printed on them. She was unconcerned with who might see her practically naked.

		“I’m only going to let you in if you promise to drain my tits and fuck me,” she told him.

		“That’s why I’m here.”

		“Another guy I see, he left me high and dry a couple of days ago. If you can’t perform—”

		“I can perform!” he insisted. It occurred to him that maybe she got off on exposing herself and so didn’t hurry to get her inside. If she wanted to show off her tits, he wasn’t going to argue with her. “Multiple times.”

		“Don’t drag your personal problems into my house either,” she warned him. 

		“I’d never!”

		“Good. Get your mouth out.” She hefted her tits. “I’m fucking full and I need the relief.”

		Sarah spun around and went into her house. 

		Martin followed. He was hot on her heels through the foyer and up the stairs with his eyes even with her ass so he missed the pile of clothes she left near the top of the stairs outside her office. Sarah hopped onto her bed and patted the space next to her. 

		“My tits are aching! Get to work.”

		Martin had a hundred questions for her, but he was more eager to taste her milk. Just as he was about to crawl up on the bed next to her, she held up a warning hand. 

		“Strip first.”

		Under any other circumstances it would have been a strange request.

		He stripped.

		He wasn’t ashamed that his cock was already hard.

		Once again as he started to mount the bed, she reached out, not exactly stopping him this time, but reaching down low to first grip and then caress his cock.

		“I think this is why I like ‘em young,” she commented while he allowed her to manipulate him, physically and emotionally.

		“Like them young?”

		“A friend pointed out that everyone I’ve ever been with...everyone I’ve fucked, everyone who has sucked on my tits, hell, probably everyone I’ve flirted with, is younger than me.”

		“It’s fine to have a preference,” he allowed.

		“I think it’s pathological with me.”

		“So you’re a cougar,” he said. “So what?”

		“Are you okay being with a slutty, lactating older woman?”

		“Yes.”

		“Okay then. I’m bursting. Start sucking.”

		Her panties still covered her pussy, but that’s not what interested Martin at the moment. His mouth found her nipple and he started nursing greedily.

		As always, her big nipples were ripe and ready. It was a little different to nurse from her with the studs rather than the hoops, but that didn’t bother Martin at all.

		His mouth filled with her milk. It was sweet. It was what he needed. She filled him so quickly he had to force himself to swallow. It didn’t stop. He sucked and swallowed but that didn’t stop her other breast from leaking. He cupped it softly in his hand and felt the wetness on his palm.

		She brushed his hand aside and pressed on her engorged flesh. Multiple streams of white milk shot out of the nipple, wetting Martin, wetting Sarah, wetting the sheets. He was spending a lot of time getting covered in her milk.

		He liked it.

		“Keep going,” she encouraged him as she slipped one hand down into her panties while keeping the other on his cock. Sarah showed remarkable skill in being able to jill herself while jacking him off. 

		Martin didn’t want to cum. Not yet. He wanted to make her cum, but he wasn’t sure if he was going to make her cum just from nursing or if she was going to get herself off.

		But it didn’t matter.

		He rolled her to her back and all but climbed on top of her. They were separated only by her thin, cotton panties. He was closer to cumming than he wanted to be. He could easily imagine shooting his load all over her hand and belly and panties. That gave him flashbacks to high school. 

		Her hand got faster on him.

		Her hand got faster in her panties.

		Martin sucked hard, getting a mouthful of milk from one breast and then switching to the other. 

		Abruptly Sarah arched her back and groaned deeply. The breast Martin wasn’t sucking on fountained its milk. He got a huge gush of milk from the nipple in his mouth as she came.

		“Oh! Fuck! Yes!”

		Her hand blessedly stopped moving on his cock. Martin was certain in another second he would have cum.

		He lifted his head and stared at her tits. Both were slowly leaking milk, not much, but enough.

		“You didn’t cum,” she said softly.

		“I want to cum in your pussy. Or mouth. Or ass.” He looked into her eyes and grinned.

		“Hmm...tempting.” She locked eyes with him. “You know what would be nice?”

		“What?”

		“Getting fucked once where it’s not fucking kinky.”

		“What are you saying?”

		A moment later her panties were off with Sarah on her back and her legs spread. Martin ran his cock up and down her slit, getting the head wet, before finding her opening and sinking in all the way on the first thrust.

		They moaned together.

		It was odd for Martin to look into Sarah’s eyes while he fucked her. To make things easier, he kissed her, focusing on just the sensations was what he needed. The fucking was intense. He didn’t think about her milk for a minute...and then he felt her tits leaking against his chest. It wasn’t just sweat. It was her milk. 

		Martin propped himself up on his elbows, ducked his head, and licked her breasts, tasting the sweetness. It was an odd flavor this time because her milk was mixed with their sweat. That didn’t bother him.

		If anything, it made the moment more intense. 

		This time when he looked her in the eyes, he didn’t look away. She looked back at him. It was too intense for Martin. He wanted to look away, but couldn’t.

		Instead, he came in her, gasping and groaning. Sarah must have liked it because she came a moment later.

		He lay atop her, panting heavily, his head turned to the side so he wasn’t breathing directly in her face.

		“That was fucking intense!”

		“Glad you liked it.” Sarah was mild in her response.

		“I have to tell you something.”

		Quickly Sarah put her finger to his lips. “Don’t say anything stupid. Don’t say anything about a relationship between us.”

		Martin shook his head.

		She pulled her fingers away.

		“Millie wants to get her nipples pierced.”

		Sarah’s brow furrowed. “Is Millie your girlfriend?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Good for her. Smart decision. She won’t regret it.”

		Her response gave him pause. “Really?”

		“Yes. Don’t you like mine?”

		“Yes. Yours are great. I’m just worried it’ll take forever for her nipples to heal.”

		Sarah frowned. “How old is she?”

		“My age. Twenty-four.”

		“She’ll heal quickly. Give it a month and you’ll be playing with her nips again.”

		“When did you get yours done?”

		“Twenty-six.”

		“Were you already lactating?”

		Sarah laughed. “No. Not yet. That was just step one.”

		Martin reached down to his cock. “You’re making me hard again. Fuck. I wish I could introduce the two of you.” He started pumping his cock, slowly but deliberately.

		“Sounds like a terribly effective way to lose your girlfriend.” She looked down at Martin working his cock. “Are you going to jerk off and cum?”

		“Maybe,” he groaned.

		“When is this pretty Millie going to get her tits done?”

		“Today.”

		That caught Sarah off guard. “Right now?”

		Martin made a show of looking at his watch. “Later today. After she gets out of her classes. She’s going with a friend.”

		“I got mine done on vacation with a bunch of friends. Not the worst decision of my life, but it was impulsive.” She was still watching him work his cock. 

		“I don’t want her to get them pierced. I want her to lactate, like you.”

		“In case you’ve forgotten, mine are pierced.”

		“Yeah, I know.”

		She put her hand over his. “Here. Let me.” She pushed his hand away and lowered her mouth to his cock. The taste of her pussy was strong on his cock. He was nice and hard and eager to cum. It took her little effort to push him over the edge.

		Sarah was happy to swallow all of his load. There wasn’t a lot of cum, which made it easy.

		“I want to meet your girlfriend,” said Sarah. 

		Martin groaned. He knew it was a bad idea but he wanted it to happen.

		


		Chapter 9

		On a normal night when Millie was at one of her grad school classes, Martin either watched whatever game was on or played on his Xbox. He tried both of them while waiting for Millie to come home.

		He couldn’t concentrate on either. He watched half an hour of the basketball game before he realized he didn’t follow either team. Every attempt he had to solve a simple puzzle in his latest game was met with frustration.

		Eventually Millie came home. He sat on the couch, game controller in his hand, unable to say anything as she came into the living room which was only two steps from the door.

		He locked eyes with her and found his mouth was dry and he was unable to say a single word.

		Millie didn’t speak either. She just gave him half a grin and then pulled up both the loose shirt she was wearing and the cami underneath it.

		For some reason Martin had thought she would have bandaids over her nipples. There were no bandaids. 

		“Wow.” His compliment was understated to say the least.

		The thing that really struck him was that for whatever reason, Millie had chosen to have simple barbells through her nipples. Barbells with silver balls on each side. Exactly like Sarah had that morning when he was with her.

		“Do you like them?” Millie asked, her brow furrowed, confused at his quiet compliment.

		“Fuck yes. They’re hot!” Martin started to reach out for her small breasts but she shied away.

		“No. Don’t touch them!”

		“Oh. Right. How much did it hurt?”

		“A lot.”

		“Do they still hurt?”

		“Yes. Sore and throbbing.” 

		“When can I touch them?”

		Millie rolled her eyes. “Right now the answer to that is never. I’ve never wanted to wear a bra so badly in my life. I could feel every bump in the road when I drove home. I could feel the piercings against my cami.”

		“Sooo...tomorrow then?”

		“Ha. Not a chance.”

		“Come close. I want a better look.”

		Millie pulled down her cami. “I don’t want you touching them. There’s a very long and involved healing process and I’m not going to fuck it up.”

		Martin pressed his hands together. “I promise to only look and not touch.”

		She stepped closer and pulled her cami back up, once again revealing her tiny tits.

		Everything about Millie’s chest—boobs, nipples, areolas, even the barbells—was much smaller than Sarah’s. He didn’t tell her that, of course, but it was fascinating to see. 

		“Tell me everything,” Martin said.

		Pulling down the cami once again, Millie sat next to Martin on the couch. She launched into the story. It had been her idea, but Alyssa wanted to go first. Alyssa only managed to deal with the pain of getting her left nipple pierced. Then she had chickened out, too afraid to do the right.

		Millie, wanting to show up her friend, managed to work through the pain of both.

		“He did the first one by telling me to count to three and as soon as I said ‘one’ he shoved the needle through. It hurt, but it was more of a burning sensation than anything. I told him to hurry and do the second one.” She grinned triumphantly. “I think I showed up Alyssa.”

		“Yeah? What are her tits like?”

		Grabbing a pillow from the end of the couch, Millie swatted him over the head. “Wouldn’t you like to know!”

		Martin nodded enthusiastically. “Yes. Yes I would. Hell, I would have paid to watch her get them done.”

		Millie rolled her eyes. “I bet you would have.”

		“So I guess it’s going to be a while before we can start you on the internet’s pill recipe to start you lactating.”

		She swatted him again. “Don’t hold your breath. I don’t want bigger tits that badly.”

		He frowned but asked, “What can I do to distract you from the pain?”

		“My pussy needs some attention.”

		It was strange taking Millie to bed and not being able to touch her tits. At all. 

		After going down on her for a while and giving her a mild orgasm, Martin was hard and wanted to fuck her. The real problem was positioning. Millie didn’t want to do missionary because she didn’t want to risk him crushing her and her freshly-pierced tits. 

		Initially she was open to doggy, but then changed her mind because the way her breasts hung and swayed back and forth made it uncomfortable. The same applied to cowgirl; her tits just bounced around too much, even being small, there was enough there to tug uncomfortably on the piercings.

		They had to settle for a modified doggy where they were both on their sides, him entering her from behind. It wasn’t the greatest for Martin, but it got the job done.

		Afterward Martin felt incredibly guilty for having had sex with Sarah earlier in the day.

		But he still didn’t say a word to Millie. Now was not the time. 

		Never might be the correct time.

		


		Chapter 10

		Martin managed to not contact Sarah for three whole days before he broke down and texted her. He told himself the right thing to do was to give his girlfriend all the time she needed to let her nipples heal. And he did that. He didn’t touch her chest.

		He didn’t realize how much he missed cupping her small breasts while they spooned in bed. He wasn’t going to actually fall asleep in a bed with Sarah, but he needed to get his hands—and mouth—on some breasts or he was going to go crazy.

		Martin: Can I please see you? I miss your milk

		Sarah: What about me? 

		Sarah: Do you miss me? 

		Sarah: You haven’t called or texted or dropped by. 

		Sarah: I have needs too!

		Martin: I can’t tell if you’re being serious

		Sarah: I actually called Reg yesterday and had him come over. I had to ask him. I haven’t had to ask a man to fuck me in so long. Usually they’re begging to get into my bed.

		Martin: I’m confused

		Sarah: Why did you suddenly stop texting me?

		Martin didn’t want to answer right away, but he had to be honest.

		Martin: Millie got her nipples pierced and I wanted to be a good boyfriend

		Sarah: You were able to be a good boyfriend and wait three whole days before calling me?

		Sarah: I’m not impressed. 

		Martin: I know I’m a terrible person

		Sarah: Meh. Maybe. I’ve cheated on all my partners too.

		Sarah: How about you come over, drain my tits, and then I watch you jerk off?

		Martin: That works for me.

		Two hours later he was in her house, in her bed, and sucking on her nipple. While he did so, he idly played with the barbell through the other nipple. She watched him, mildly amused by his interest.

		Since she was only wearing a pair of panties with an odd geometric design on them, it was easy for her to reach down and rub her clit as he nursed. The orgasm she had wasn’t intense, but it was good enough to get her through the nursing.

		Once he was certain her left breast was mostly empty, Martin started to switch to her other side, but couldn’t stop himself from commenting on her piercings.

		“You have the same silver balls and barbells as Millie.”

		He knew it was stupid to say the moment the words left his mouth.

		“Huh. Really. Are you saying I should get some better jewelry?”

		“Uh. No. Not at all. What you have is perfect for you.”

		“And your girlfriend, apparently.”

		“Oh...fuck. I don’t know what to say.”

		“Maybe you’d better not say anything and just nurse,” she told him. “I need to relax and you need to shut up.” 

		Martin said nothing else and just latched onto her ripe nipple and sucked. His mouth filled with her sweet milk. His tongue played with the little balls on her barbell. He couldn’t stop himself from playing. Since his cock was hard, he reached down to unbutton his jeans, but Sarah slapped his hand away.

		“No. Not yet. I didn’t give you permission.”

		He knew better than to contradict her.

		It took only ten minutes to relieve her of most of the milk and she had a second orgasm in that time. Then she pushed him away, reached over the side of the bed, and handed him a small hand towel.

		“Jerk off for me,” she instructed. “Don’t make a mess.”

		She graciously allowed Martin to lay on his back, open up his jeans, pull out his hard cock, and jerk off while she watched. She didn’t touch him at all. Martin found a strange satisfaction in jerking off for her, a bit of voyeurism and exhibitionism he didn’t know he had in him. No woman had ever asked him to jerk off in front of her before.

		When he came he managed to catch all of his load in the hand towel and he briefly wondered if she was going to do something nefarious with his spunk, but he couldn’t bring himself to ask the question.

		“Are you good?” she asked him.

		“I would have rather of fucked you.”

		“I’m sure. But you don’t get to fuck me until I get to meet your girlfriend.”

		“What? How am I supposed to make that happen?”

		Sarah shrugged. “I don’t know. But until then...you can just tell her that you only get to nurse from me. It’s not a sexual relationship. You just jerk off afterwards because you like my tits so much.”

		Martin left Sarah’s house with a lot to think about. He was starting to regret every decision he had recently made. Fucking and sucking Sarah had been fun, but it had to end. He wanted his relationship with Millie to work. She had gotten her tits pierced, not for him specifically, but he certainly appreciated her efforts. It wasn’t like he was going to have a successful long-term romantic relationship with Sarah. It was a fling. It was just for fun.

		He resolved to be faithful to Millie and never think about Sarah ever again.

		“You really need to tell Janie about me,” Sarah told Reg as she took off her top.

		“Fuck. No.” Reg stopped what he was doing and just stared at her. “Are you insane?”

		“Probably not, but you were the one to invite me to your house to fuck you while your wife is...where?”

		“She’s at her cousin’s for the weekend,” Reg reminded her. He had taken off his shirt and was now reconsidering everything. It would have been simpler to just go to Sarah’s house for their tryst, but he liked to take chances. To fuck his ex-wife in the bed he shared with his current wife was too much of a temptation to pass up.

		If he got caught...well, he’d gone through divorce before.

		“Do you want to get caught?” Sarah asked with some suspicion as she unhooked her bra and freed her tits. Her timing was impeccable. She asked the question at the right time to make Reg’s brain go inoperable. He was stupefied by the appearance and motion of her bare tits.

		“No...” he answered, not really thinking.

		“Uh-huh.” Sarah had her doubts. She squeezed her tits. She wasn’t overfull, but had just the right amount of milk in them to make several streams issue forth. The milk landed on the floor and the bed. Some even got on Reg’s pants.

		He cursed and jumped back. “What the fuck are you doing?”

		“Just getting my milk flowing. I know you love to suck me while you fuck me.” Sarah dropped her tits and unzipped her pants, pulling them down in one smooth motion, along with her panties and socks, leaving her naked in front of Reg.

		She could see the outline of his cock through his pants. He shifted himself uncomfortably.

		“This is dangerous,” he told her. 

		“You made the invitation,” she reminded him.

		Unwilling to let the ridiculous conversion go on any longer, she got down on her knees and opened up his pants, pulling out his cock that was full, but not yet hard. She took it into her mouth and started sucking.

		She noted that he didn’t object. Sarah fellated Reg for a minute, making him hard, before backing off and sitting back on her heels. 

		“Want to see something hot?” she asked him.

		“I should say no.”

		Sarah took that as a yes. She squeezed her tits again, this time aiming the streams of milk at his hard cock. While she didn’t exactly soak him, more than enough milk issued forth to leave his cock dripping with the sweet liquid. Once more she dropped her big tits, milk still dripping from her nipples and the barbells through them. Reg looked down to see a large drop accumulating on one of the end beads before it dripped onto her leg. 

		The drop on her leg was missed entirely by Sarah. She instead licked his cock from ball sack to the tip where he was leaking salty precum. The salty flavor of the precum was in contrast to the sweetness of her milk. It was too easy to forget how much she liked the taste of her own milk. 

		Her machinations to get Reg to tell Janie about her weren’t altruistic. She wanted to know what another woman’s milk tasted like.

		Reg liked her little performance. He would have liked to taste her milk instead of watching her play with it, but this was all build up. 

		“You’re kind of a kinky slut, aren’t you?” he asked, bemused by her still on her knees, sucking his cock.

		She paused while fellating him. “I am,” she agreed. “Do you want to fuck me or suck on my tits?” Sarah didn’t give him a chance to answer. She went back to sucking his cock.

		Reg just stood there and enjoyed it. He didn’t have to do anything else.

		Sarah had been having sex with Reg long enough to know when he was on the edge. His cock was hard and throbbing in her mouth and that was when she backed off.

		He groaned in complaint. “You’re really going to stop now?”

		Sarah just shrugged and got off her knees to get on the bed where she rolled to her side. “Nurse from me, suck my milk, and maybe I’ll let you cum in me.”

		“Pussy or mouth?” Reg asked as he finished undressing.

		“Either. You can fuck my ass if you want,” she offered. 

		Reg moved into position next to her, aligning his mouth with her breasts and latching on to a nipple, sucking greedily.

		She was quiet for a moment and then let out a soft moan before reaching down and cupping his balls and then started to work his cock, slowly, just enough to keep him hard. 

		They both knew this was very wrong. That was why they liked it.

		The nursing didn’t last long. Fifteen minutes at the most, but it was enough to make her pussy wet enough so that her amrita was dripping down her thigh. It was enough to completely drain her tits. It was enough to make her so lusty she would have agreed to anything that Reg wanted.

		She didn’t want to be in that position. She wanted him begging for her to rule over him.

		“Where’s it going to be?” she finally asked him, pushing his mouth away from her tits. He made one last lick of her nipple, getting a couple of drops of milk and not much else. 

		“Where’s what going to be?”

		“Your cock. Where do you want it? Mouth? Pussy? Ass? Between my tits?” Sarah liked playing with him this way.

		The last location she offered wasn’t what he was expecting. “Your tits? You want me to titty fuck you?”

		She shrugged again. “If that’s what you want. Do you want to cum all over my face?”

		This was something they had never done before. There was no way that Reg was going to pass up the opportunity.

		“Fuck yes! Let’s do it? Need lube? Janie has plenty in the drawer over there.”

		Sarah smirked and then rolled over to open the nightstand drawer, amused that not only was she fucking Janie’s husband, she was going to another private space, the nightstand drawer. The only thing she hadn’t violated of her ex’s new spouse was her purse.

		Inside the drawer was a bottle of lube. Beside the lube were two vibrators, one large and purple, one small and blue, some body lotion, a pair of reading glasses, a tube of lip balm, a small box of Kleenex, a cell phone charging cable, three pennies and a nickel, a paperback book (Colleen Hoover’s It Ends With Us, with a bookmark set halfway through the pages), a single loose earring, and a pair of nail clippers.

		It didn’t give Sarah much insight into her replacement.

		Sarah grabbed the lube and lay back on the bed before squirting a line of the slippery liquid along her sternum. She then proceeded to smear in between her breasts while Reg watched intently. She handed the bottle to him. “Put some on your cock. The slipperier the better.”

		“You’ve done this before?” he asked warily as he slicked up his hard cock.

		“Haven’t you?” she asked him and then experimentally held her tits together, gauging if she needed more lube or not.

		“No, but—”

		Sarah bounced her tits together. “Are you going to put your cock where it matters or not?”

		It was easy to charm Reg like that. He straddled her body and was essentially sitting on her stomach so that he could place his cock between her tits.

		The angle and rhythm of thrusting in her cleavage was strange, but fun. He liked it when Sarah ducked her head to lick the head of his cock when he thrusted forward. The lube made a bit of a mess, but it was worth it. 

		Oddly, Sarah found that she enjoyed the sensations as well. It wasn’t as good as getting fucked in her pussy or ass and it wasn’t as good as getting her tits sucked, but it was fun and it changed things up. She wanted Reg to be off-center and unstable. She wanted him to want more. 

		It was the most unusual sex she had had in a long time. While she couldn’t exactly give him head while he fucked her tits, she did her best to suck the end of his cock when it poked up between her breasts.

		For his part, Reg decided it was weird and strange and an unusual sort of masturbation that he was glad he had experienced, but had no desire to ever do again.

		He felt that way even after he came, blasting his load on her neck and chin.

		Sarah giggled in delight as he grunted and groaned. She was happy he didn’t unload on her face; this was a good compromise. After a minute he swung his leg over her body and collapsed on the bed. 

		“That was bizarre.”

		“I didn’t get to cum,” she pointed out to him.

		“Fuck...”

		Sarah laughed again. “It’s okay. You can make it up to me in a minute. It felt really good, though. I liked it when my tits are played with.”

		“Even when you’re getting tit fucked?” Reg asked.

		She nodded. “Liked it. Was getting close. Another few minutes and maybe I would have cum.”

		With another groan, Reg rolled to his side, reached between her legs, found her sopping pussy, and started to finger her while leaning forward to suck on a nipple.

		Sarah hadn’t been lying. It only took a minute of this attention to make her cum.

		“Fuck...yes,” she sighed as she rolled away from him. “I needed that.”

		Reg sucked her amrita from his fingers. Peering over her body, Reg observed that her breasts weren’t leaking any milk. This disappointed him.

		“If only we didn’t fight when we were together...fuck. Sex with you was always the best. Is still the best.”

		“I’m a better fuck than your wife?” Sarah asked smugly.

		“Yes.” It wasn’t a lie. He’d never admit it to Janie—for a variety of reasons—but she wasn’t nearly as much fun in bed as Sarah.

		“Huh. Good. I’d like to find out how much better.”

		“I’m sure you would,” he said dismissively.

		“I’m serious. I want to play with her.”

		“What? This again?”

		“You, me, and her in bed. Both of you sucking on my tits. Is she bi?”

		“Are you?” he shot back.

		“I mean...I’m not going to eat her pussy, but I want her to taste my milk.”

		“What the fuck, Sarah!”

		“I’m serious,” she said.

		“Fuck no. No fucking way. I’m not blowing up my marriage because you have some weird kink you need fulfilled.”

		“Hmm. I thought you might say that.”

		Reg sighed. “What are you up to?”

		“Nothing.”

		“I’m sorry that I cheated on you when we were married.”

		“You don’t have to apologize for that. I was cheating as well. I’ve already forgiven you.”

		“So why do you want to destroy my current marriage?”

		“I don’t. I want to give Janie a chance to explore her sexuality. I love a younger woman—”

		Reg scoffed at that.

		“And I want to share my milk with everyone.”

		“It’s not going to happen,” he told her. “And if you try anything with Janie, I swear I’ll...” He trailed off.

		“You’ll what?” she asked, curious. 

		“Nothing. Just...please don’t do that.”

		Sarah swung her feet onto the floor and stood up. He looked at her ass as she bent over and started to gather her clothes. 

		“What are you doing?”

		“Getting dressed.”

		“Why?”

		“So I can leave. I’m not going to walk out of your house naked. There are laws. And it’s cold outside.”

		“Are you...are you going to do something crazy, Sarah?”

		She considered him for a moment as she pulled on her underwear and pants before slinging her bra around her body.

		“I’m not going to do anything crazy, Reg. But rest assured, you don’t get any of my milk any longer.”

		Sarah walked out the door with the self-assurance of a woman who has been wronged. 

		It was almost a week before Martin debased himself and contacted Sarah once again.

		She smiled at his message when her phone chimed.

		Martin: Can I see you again?

		Sarah: It’s been a week since I’ve heard from you.

		She left it at that just to see his reaction.

		Martin: I know I’m sorry I should have contacted you earlier

		Sarah: What do you want?

		Martin: You know what I want

		Sarah: I want you to tell me.

		There was a long pause before Martin finally replied.

		Martin: I want your milk I want to nurse from you

		Martin: Please. 

		Sarah waited a good half hour before replying. She wanted to see if Martin would debase himself. She liked his patience. That showed resolve and backbone and pride. 

		Finally, she couldn’t wait any longer.

		Sarah: I’d like to do that with you, but I need something else from you.

		Martin’s reply was immediate.

		Martin: Anything

		Sarah smirked. She had no way to force Martin to do what she wanted. If he did follow through on her request, it might very well ruin his life. It would certainly cause serious problems with his current relationship. Still, she couldn’t help herself. She liked controlling others with her milk. She liked having youthful partners desperate for her milk and tits.

		Sarah: I want you to bring your girlfriend with you and I want the both of you to nurse from me.

		


		Chapter 11

		“I just want to say thank you a hundred times for doing this for me,” said Martin as Sarah admitted him to her house.

		“It’s my pleasure,” she said. 

		Normally Sarah would wear something revealing for her guests. Something sheer. Perhaps no top at all. Certainly tight pants or leggings that left nothing to the imagination. She wasn’t above displaying her body to the neighborhood.

		When Martin shrugged out of his jacket and hung it on the rack in the foyer, he turned around to see Sarah smiling at him, her back pressed to the door as she shut it.

		His eyes automatically went to her chest. Instead of something sheer or non-existent or even just a blouse with a plunging neckline, she was wearing a tight pink sweater.

		It was so easy to be mesmerized by her chest. He knew what she was doing and he didn’t hate her for it. He actually admired her. 

		But more than admiring Sarah’s confidence, he was admiring the swell of her breasts in the sweater.

		And more than admiring the swell of her breasts, he was admiring the prominent projections made in the tight sweater by her nipples.

		He flashed on a memory of women in the 1950s wearing bullet bras as a fashion statement. 

		She didn’t miss where his gaze was directed. Sarah calmly stood in front of the door and waited for Martin to say something.

		It took him a minute, but finally he realized he was staring and they hadn’t moved.

		“You must be really turned on,” he said, not moving his eyes at all.

		Sarah liked the attention.

		“A little,” she allowed. “It’s been a week since I’ve seen you, after all. I’ve had to use my breast pump every night.”

		“I’m sorry about that but—”

		Putting her fingers to his lips, she silenced him.

		“Do you want to nurse from me?” she asked.

		He nodded silently.

		“What are you willing to do to nurse from me?” she asked and pulled her fingers away.

		“Anything,” he blurted out.

		If he was aware he was making a promise he might not be able to fulfill, Martin wasn’t aware of it.

		“I hope you can pay up on that promise.”

		“I can,” he said, again much too quickly than was wise.

		“Good.” She took the three steps over to him, wrapped her arms around him, and kissed Martin.

		He kissed back. 

		He could feel her prominent nipples pressing into his chest.

		That turned him on more than he expected.

		She felt him tugging at the bottom of her sweater. He ran his hand up her back, pulling the soft material upwards. He paused when his fingers touched her bra’s back strap. They didn’t stop kissing while he did this.

		Unwilling to just let him stop, Sarah raised her arms and together they removed the sweater.

		Martin looked down into her massive cleavage. Her bra completely covered her breasts. His cock stiffened even more in his pants. While it wasn’t exactly all sexy, Sarah’s bra was soft and sheer enough that he could see her skin through it.

		Pressing her back he looked down at her nearly-bare tits. He wanted to see what her piercings were now. 

		What he saw confused him.

		“What?”

		“Do you like them?” Sarah asked. She reached behind her back and easily slipped free the bra’s hooks to allow the garment to slip from her shoulders and tits.

		Martin’s eyes hadn’t moved from her nipples. He had expected to see barbells or CBRs through her nipples. What he saw excited and dismayed him.

		She had swapped out her previous piercings for elaborate cages that went over her nipples. They were like little bird cages held in place by the piercings.

		“Fuck...” he moaned.

		“I like this new jewelry,” said Sarah. She knew exactly what she was doing. “It protects my nipples...but I can still lactate.”

		“How?” This was beyond Martin’s understanding.

		“It’s not just the nipple that you suck, silly,” she said. “You take the whole breast in your mouth. Well, a good portion of it, right? So go ahead. Nurse from me.”

		Martin was suddenly nervous. He knew she was testing him in some way, but wasn’t sure how. “Here? In the hallway?”

		“You’re right. Let’s go to my bed.”

		Sarah led the way up the stairs, her breasts bouncing and swaying as she went. Martin hesitated a moment, but then followed. He couldn’t resist anything about her, tits or ass, and her ass was leading him to where he wanted to go.

		She hadn’t gotten on the bed when he walked into the bedroom. Sarah was standing confidently, waiting for him, her arms folded behind her back, forcing her chest outward, making her already large tits look even bigger. 

		Martin paused. He didn’t know what to do. He knew what he wanted to do but he needed guidance from Sarah.

		After a long moment, she pointed to the carpeted floor in front of her. “Kneel. Suck.”

		This was a bit more formal than the games they had played before, but Martin did as she ordered. Once on his knees he leaned into her body and took a caged nipple in his mouth.

		Even before, with her rings or barbells, it was strange to nurse from Sarah, the soft flesh in his mouth along with the metal, but this was a hundred times stranger.

		He could just taste the essence of her milk, but he was only able to extract a few drops of the precious liquid from her breast. It was incredibly frustrating.

		Martin stopped trying after a minute.

		“I’m not doing anything,” he complained.

		“Sure you are,” she encouraged him. “Keep going.”

		“Take off the cages,” he begged her. “We’ll both enjoy it more.”

		“I’m enjoying this already,” she told him.

		“But I’m not,” he complained

		“So?”

		“Can’t you just take off the cages? I’ll nurse you and I promise I’ll make you cum and then you can put them back on.”

		“They stay on until I meet your girlfriend,” she said flatly and stepped back from him. Sarah stood calmly, looking down at him, comfortable being topless, wearing just tight black leggings. 

		“You can’t be serious.”

		“I’ve got lots of guys eager to nurse from me,” she told him. It wasn’t exactly a lie. Whenever she went on one of the kink sites, it was easy enough to find someone who wanted to nurse from her. The real problem was finding someone who she liked. She liked Martin. She liked Reg. She didn’t want to go through the searching again.

		Martin groaned. “You’re going to ruin my life.”

		“I’d say you ruined your life when you started having sex with me. Well, maybe not your life, but you certainly messed up your relationship with your girlfriend, didn’t you?”

		Martin got to his feet. He wanted to leave. He wanted to nurse from Sarah and then fuck her and then leave. He was pretty sure he was only going to get to do one of those things.

		“I should blame you,” he said angrily. “You’re so fucking tempting and beautiful and sexy and—”

		“Don’t try to blame me or compliment me either. I will meet this mysterious Millie or you will never get near my tits—or pussy—ever again.” Sarah stepped to her dresser, opened a drawer, and pulled out a t-shirt. Martin just watched in frustration as she pulled it on and hid away her tits.

		“You want me to leave, don’t you?” he asked sadly.

		“No. I want to meet your girlfriend.”

		“Why do you want to fuck up my life?!”

		“I don’t. I want to share my milk with her just like I share it with you. She’s your age, isn’t she?”

		“Why does that matter?”

		“I like my partners to be younger than me.”

		“Oh...yeah, she’s my age.”

		“Hot. Okay, here’s what you’re going to do. You’re going to tell her that you have a milk fetish and since she just recently got her tits pierced, you’ve found someone who is willing to indulge you. Then you need to tell her that I’m not willing to play with you without your girlfriend’s permission. Throw in an opportunity to nurse from me to sweeten the deal.”

		“That’s fucking insane.”

		Sarah shrugged. “That’s the deal.”

		He looked at her for a long moment. “I could just walk away,” he said. “I can wait and let her tits heal and then get her to induce.”

		Sarah nodded. “You could. Or you could get your cock out and I’ll jerk you off.”

		“What? No.”

		“Are you hard right now?”

		Sarah was staring at the crotch of his jeans. The outline of his hard cock was obvious to even a casual viewer. He twisted his body in an attempt to conceal it.

		“No.”

		“You’re lying. But if you pull out your cock right now and you’re soft, I’ll take off my nipple cages and let you nurse. I’ll even fuck you to an inch of your life.”

		He glared at her but made no motion to move. 

		“If you were soft, you’d be whipping your dick out immediately,” she pointed out.

		In frustration, Martin violently yanked down his zipper and pulled down his jeans and underwear, showing off an erection.

		“You were right,” he blustered. “So now what?”

		Sarah shrugged, pulled off her t-shirt, and approached him. “Now...I give you a handjob. When was the last time someone jerked you off, besides yourself?”

		Martin shook his head. “I don’t know. A while. Back in high school probably.”

		Sarah wrapped her fingers around his shaft and started working it. “Millie doesn’t give you handjobs when she doesn’t want to get fucked or is on the rag?”

		“No.” His voice quavered just a little. Sarah was experienced and knew what she was doing.

		“That’s too bad.” She kissed him on the cheek. Martin’s hands were balled into fists. He didn’t know what to do. He knew he should walk away.

		“Won’t you give me a blowjob?” he asked desperately.

		She chuckled softly. “I promised you a handjob.” 

		Martin groaned in frustration. He was hard and ready to go. He knew it wouldn’t take much to get him off.

		“I want to see you cum,” she whispered in his ear. Sarah had to get on her toes to reach up to his neck and ear, but it was worth it. Her manual skills were unparalleled.

		Martin moaned softly.

		“As much as I like men cumming in my pussy or my mouth or even my ass, there’s something so...satisfying, so...hot, so...sexy about a man cumming and seeing his load just flying everywhere. Can you do that for me, Marty? Can you cum for me? Cum for me like a real man?”

		Martin nodded. He was silent now, just looking down at his cock and her hand working up and down on the shaft, teasing the head, cupping his balls and twisting them with her other hand. He wanted to tell her to stop, but more than anything he just wanted to cum.

		His cock was throbbing. He was right there on the edge. He just needed a push.

		“Cum for me,” she told him. “Cum like a good boy.” Sarah pulled her hand away.

		That’s what he needed. Martin came without her finishing him off, ruining the full effect of the orgasm. 

		He shot his load up into the air in an arc that seemed to reach the level of his eyes before it fell to the floor. He was making a mess, but he couldn’t stop himself. His hand went to the base of his cock, he wanted to stop cumming because he wanted that little extra push from Sarah masturbating him, but she had taken it away, leaving him wanting.

		Unable to stay on his feet, Martin slowly sank to his knees.

		“Good boy,” Sarah complimented him, giving him a kiss on the forehead. “Very good boy. Will you tell Millie all about me?”

		She timed the question perfectly.

		“Yes...” he moaned.

		


		Chapter 12

		Millie pulled up her shirt and flashed Martin when he walked through the door to their apartment. He only got a quick glimpse of her tits before she pulled the shirt back down. That only afforded him a glance of her pink nipples and the silver balls of her barbell jewelry.

		“Hi honey!” She greeted him with a smile and walked up to him to give Martin a kiss on the cheek.

		“Hi. You surprised me.”

		“That was the idea.”

		“I didn’t get much of a look.”

		She gave him a suspicious glare. “Are you going to try to touch them if I show them to you again?”

		Martin smiled and inhaled carefully. “I want to touch them. I haven’t touched your boobs since you got your nipples pierced, but I promise not to touch them.”

		“Hmm. How can I trust you?”

		“I can sit on my hands,” he offered and crossed over to the dining room chair where he sat down on his hands, as promised.

		“If we had handcuffs, I’d say let’s do that.”

		“If only we were into BDSM,” he lamented.

		Millie reached for the bottom of her shirt, but paused. “Don’t touch,” she warned him.

		“I promise. Are they still sore?”

		“A little. The healing takes a while. It’s going to be a month before you can really play with them.”

		He groaned in frustration. 

		She gave him another suspicious glare. “You didn’t just cum in your pants, did you?”

		“No.”

		“Okay.” Millie backed up a few steps and carefully brought up her shirt, exposing her breasts.

		“They’re gorgeous,” he told her.

		Millie made to lower her shirt. “Are you mocking me?”

		“No. I love your tits. Being denied access to them is pure torture.”

		“Uh-huh. I’m not going to stand here in front of you for hours,” she said. “Can I put my shirt down?”

		“Of course.”

		Once she lowered the shirt, covering up her small tits once again, he pulled his hands out from under his legs, leaned forward, grabbed Millie around the waist and dragged her to him for a kiss.

		She was happy to sit on his lap and kiss him for a minute. “You’re hard,” she said, breaking the kiss.

		“That’s just my pocket flashlight,” he said, gently pushing her off so he could stand up. 

		“Right.”

		He reached into his front pocket and extracted a flashlight no larger than a Sharpie marker. He clicked it on and off.

		“Oh.” Millie was disappointed. “I thought that was your cock.”

		“You sound disappointed.”

		“It would have been fantastic if you were hard just from looking at my pretty titties.”

		“Pretty titties?” he asked as he put away his jacket in the closet. 

		“You don’t like that phrase?”

		“I’ve just never heard you use it before. What do you want for dinner?”

		It was one of the few nights when they were home together. Martin almost regretted going to Sarah’s and getting a handjob. 

		Almost.

		They started making dinner together. Martin didn’t exactly sneak peeks at her chest, but he wasn’t hiding his obvious interest either.

		“Are you going to stare at my chest the entire night?” she asked him as they sat down to dinner.

		“I was hoping to...”

		“Do you want me to take off my shirt while we eat to make the staring easier?”

		“Could you wear a tighter shirt so I can see the outlines of your nipples and the piercings?”

		“Jewelry,” she corrected him. “The piercing is the hole. And would that make you happy?”

		“It would make me a little happier,” he conceded, “but what I really want is...” He didn’t finish his statement.

		“What?”

		“You wouldn’t be able to do it for months.”

		Millie gave him a knowing sigh. “You want to make me lactate, don’t you?”

		“You know me so well. It’ll make your boobs bigger, but not much bigger. Just...perkier.”

		“We’ve been through this,” she reminded him. “It’ll be at least six months. And even then there’s no guarantee and...you’re a little obsessed, aren’t you?”

		Martin looked down and dragged his fork through the leftover rice on his plate. 

		“Yes,” he admitted.

		“They’re my tits.”

		“I know.”

		“I didn’t say—”

		“I have a confession to make,” he interrupted her, looking up and catching her eyes in his gaze.

		“Confession?”

		“You aren’t going to like it.”

		“A confession would imply that.”

		“I don’t want to tell you.” His face was red, not from embarrassment, but from stress. This wasn’t going to go well.

		“You sort of fucked that up. Just tell me. How bad could it be? You’re gay? You’re into scat? You’re an alien from another dimension who has come here to impregnate me and destroy the human race?”

		“Don’t joke.”

		“Then just fucking tell me. If it’s something you want then maybe—”

		“I found a woman who is willing to let me suck the milk from her tits,” he blurted out all at once.

		Millie looked at him for a long, uncomfortable moment.

		“Okay, I honestly wasn’t expecting you to say that.”

		“I’m sorry,” he said. 

		“What...what have you done?” Millie asked, not trusting herself to say anything else.

		“I found a woman who—” he started to say but she cut him off.

		“No. Not that. What have you done with her?”

		Martin hesitated too long.

		“Fuck!” Millie screamed. It wasn’t directly in his face. She looked up at the ceiling as if looking for some divine guidance on this suddenly unexpected issue. “You fucked her, didn’t you! Asshole. I bet she has big tits and she’s got so much fucking milk she can spray it around like a firehose.” She paused and didn’t even think about it.

		Millie’s hand lashed out and slapped him across the face.

		Martin was shocked but didn’t say anything. He hardly reacted at all.

		His eyes were riveted on the table in front of him.

		“Say something!” she screamed at him.

		“I was curious and I couldn’t help myself. I just had to know...know what it tasted like.”

		“Right.” She snorted dismissively. “You’re nothing but a cheating piece of shit, you know that?”

		Millie wasn’t sure what to do with herself. She could storm out. She could scream and cry. She could leave him forever. She could do a lot of things, but she didn’t know what to do. There weren’t any special written guidelines for this sort of thing.

		Martin continued to say nothing.

		“I can’t fucking believe this,” Millie seethed. “I don’t even fucking know what to do.”

		“I told her I had a girlfriend,” Martin said softly.

		“Great. Fucking great. What does that do for me?”

		“She refused to see me ever again unless I introduced you to her. I guess...I guess she doesn’t like cheaters.”

		“Huh. So I have something in common with this slut. Good to know.”

		


		Chapter 13

		Millie glared across the table at Sarah. Her arms were folded over her small breasts. If her still relatively newly-pierced nipples were giving her any pain, she wasn’t showing it.

		Millie hated Sarah instantly for merely existing. But she also hated the other woman for being older and prettier than her. For having bigger tits than her. For being so calm and self-assured. 

		For having fucked Martin behind her back.

		For having tits that, according to Martin, were lactating. Full of milk. That was just pure jealousy.

		Martin was seated next to Millie, at her insistence. They were on one side of the table at the restaurant, Sarah was on the other. It was Sarah who insisted they meet in a public setting. That made sense to Millie because she knew enough not to trust herself in private with the other woman. Millie wasn’t prone to violence, but somehow she was certain that Sarah could bring out that side of her.

		After the initial, and very uncomfortable, introductions were made by Martin the conversation turned to silence. The waitress took their drink orders but didn’t comment on the tense atmosphere.

		It was Sarah who had to break the ice.

		“So I have all my contact information on—”

		Millie held up her hand. “Martin told me everything about how he found you on that hookup app.”

		Sarah glanced at Martin. His face was burning. She didn’t say anything.

		“And after we met, I just had a feeling that he wasn’t being completely honest with me. I’ve met guys before who weren’t honest with their partners.”

		“So you’re admitting that you’ve cheated before,” Millie commented.

		“I try to avoid it.”

		“Right...”

		“In any event...I told Martin if he wanted to see me again...he’d have to tell you and introduce me to you.”

		“Very noble of you.”

		“You’re the first girlfriend or wife that any of my hookups have ever introduced me to,” Sarah told her bluntly.

		Millie wasn’t prepared for that. “Should I be flattered?” she sneered. 

		“I would think so. Martin was looking for something extra, something you couldn’t give him, so he found me. But he was honest—eventually—to you.”

		“If he had just waited a couple of months, I would have started lactating for him!” Millie didn’t exactly shout this, but she was loud. The patrons at the next table looked her way. Their waitress had just arrived at the table with their drinks. The young woman pretended she hadn’t heard a word of what Millie had said and set down their drinks without comment, walking away. She knew when guests weren’t ready to order.

		“You’ll want to wait at least six months before trying to start,” Sarah advised her. “After I got mine pierced I tried a pump after three months and that was a huge mistake. Waited a year. Pills and pumps did wonders for me.”

		She looked down at her cleavage.

		Unable to help herself, so did Millie. Martin had been sneaking looks at Sarah’s cleavage from the moment they had sat down in the restaurant.

		“You’re showing off an awful lot,” Millie commented. 

		Sarah was wearing a green silk blouse that had one too many buttons left undone. Her cleavage wasn’t massive, but it was, as always, impressive. Millie wasn’t going to say anything, but she was jealous.

		“This is average for me,” Sarah said, unable to tweak the other woman’s emotions just a little. “But I did start off as a large B small C before pumping my tits and lactating. I’m a double D now.”

		Millie’s eyes bulged. “I’m only an A,” she almost whined.

		“Trust me, start lactating and they’ll get bigger. Of course, putting on a little weight made my tits bigger too. You’re so rail thin...”

		“I can see your piercings,” Millie blurted.

		That caused Sarah to give her chest another, serious look. Everything was covered. Yes, there were little bulges where her nipples were situated but the tiny cages on her nipples weren’t obvious. 

		Or she assumed they weren’t obvious. 

		“Really?” asked Sarah. “I don’t think they are obvious at all.”

		“I can see the bulges.”

		“I have large nipples,” Sarah defended herself. “And I have cages around them right now.”

		“Cages?” Millie was confused.

		“Like a tiny birdcage over my nipples held in place by a barbell and beads.”

		“Oh.”

		“Don’t try any new jewelry for at least six months,” Sarah cautioned her.

		“Right. I know that.”

		The waitress reappeared and took their orders.

		The tension at the table had melted away.

		“I’m angry at the both of you,” Millie admitted. She poked Martin, hard, in the chest with her finger. “Him for cheating on me. You for...well, you’re just collateral damage.”

		“Understood.”

		“Does it feel good?” Millie blurted out before she could give the question too much thought. 

		“The nipple cages?” Sarah asked, confused.

		“No...lactating.”

		Sarah shrugged. “I love to have my nipples sucked.”

		“Yeah, me too. But I meant actually lactating, having the milk in your boobs and then having someone suck it out.” She had the good manners to blush. “I’ve been thinking a lot about it ever since Martin started going on and on about it.”

		“Oh. Well. Yes, for the most part. Sometimes, if I haven’t been nursed in a while or used my pump, the milk can build up and it hurts, but it’s very nice to have it taken out.” Sarah gave a little smile to Martin’s girlfriend.

		“Interesting,” was Millie’s simple evaluation.

		“Actually, I think of it as more fun than interesting. It’s a kink that’s not common, but it’s served me well.”

		Finally Millie asked the question that had been nagging at her ever since Martin had first mentioned breast milk.

		“What does it taste like?”

		It was Martin who was quick to answer. “Very sweet cantaloupe juice.”

		Both women looked at him.

		“What? I’m just being honest.”

		“I like cantaloupe,” said Millie.

		Later, Millie asked, “So...what do we have in common, really?” She was still a little drunk. It was fun to be drunk.

		“We both have pierced nipples,” said Sarah.

		“I like having my tits played with. Do you like having your tits played with?”

		“I do,” giggled Sarah. They were back at her place. The dinner had gone well. Both women were on the couch, still inebriated, half pressed against one-another. Martin sat in the chair opposite them.

		“We’ve both fucked Martin,” Millie declared.

		Sarah’s eyes went wide and she gasped.

		“Well you have, haven’t you,” Millie asked.

		“Yes.” Sarah tried not to sound guilty, but she was.

		“Based on what you told me during dinner, you like to cheat on your boyfriends,” Millie continued on.

		“I cheated on my husband,” Sarah confessed. “That’s why he’s my ex-husband now.”

		Millie was drunker than she realized. “I think cheating is hot.”

		“W-w-what?” Martin spluttered at this revelation.

		Millie giggled. “Don’t get me wrong. It’s wrong. Morally. But to have to fuck someone else because of lust you can’t hold back, betraying a partner in the process? That’s hot. Animal nature taking control. The idea makes me wet.”

		Sarah giggled but said nothing.

		Martin shook his head. Maybe this hadn’t been a terrible idea after all.

		“Can I see your nipples?” Millie blurted out. “I mean, I want to see the cages on your nipples. It’s been bothering me all night.”

		Sarah looked at Martin questioningly. “Should I?”

		Martin held up his hands in protest. “Don’t ask me. They’re your nipples and cages. You can show them to whoever you want.”

		Sitting up straight on the couch, Sarah put her hand to the top button that was currently fastened on her blouse. “Okay, you can see them, but then I get to see your piercings.”

		“Okay,” Millie agreed way too quickly in Martin’s opinion, but he didn’t object.

		Sarah unbuttoned her blouse as quickly as she could with fingers that were fumbling from too much eagerness and alcohol. Underneath she wore a black bra that was giving its all to create the cleavage she had been showing off all evening. It wasn’t fancy, but it was pretty.

		When she reached behind her back, her fingers fumbled with the hooks keeping the garment on her. 

		Martin and Millie waited patiently.

		Abruptly Sarah put her back to Millie. “Help a girl out here, please?”

		Now it was Millie who looked questioningly at Martin.

		He nodded eagerly.

		Millie’s fingers were trembling and nearly as incompetent as Sarah’s were, but she managed to get some slack in the bra’s band and slip loose the hooks.

		Sarah’s tits swung free. Without any shame, she turned to face Millie, arching her back a bit, showing off her large tits.

		“Wow.”

		Her compliment was understated and incredible at the same time. To Millie’s eyes, Sarah had the most beautiful breasts she had ever seen, in person or on a screen. They were big and full with slightly upturned nipples half-hidden behind a fancy birdcage-like latticework. Large balls on either side of her nipples kept the cages in place. 

		The cages did nothing to hide the dusky pink areolas around Sarah’s nipples. Millie was jealous once again. Everything about Millie’s tits were perfect. Without thinking, Millie reached out for Sarah’s tits.

		Sarah didn’t shy away.

		Millie stopped herself before actually touching Sarah.

		“May I?” she asked politely.

		“Yes.” Sarah couldn’t wait to be touched by the other woman.

		Martin was silent. All the blood in his body had rushed to his cock. He couldn’t think at all. He was certain he was going to pass out.

		Once again Millie was jealous of Sarah. Her tits were warm and soft with just enough firmness. They were big but not huge; perfect for her frame. She ran her thumbs over the tiny cages protecting Sarah’s nipples.

		Sarah made a soft noise.

		“Did I hurt you?” 

		Sarah chuckled. “No. It’s...just weird to have someone play with the cages. I only really feel the pressure, not the actual sensation of being touched.”

		“Do you...” Millie’s mouth went dry. “Do you want to take the cages off?”

		“If I do...are you going to taste my milk?” 

		The two women locked eyes.

		Millie could feel her pussy throbbing. She didn’t want to take off her pants or panties because then the other two would see how soaked she was. This wasn’t her. She didn’t play sex games with women. She only had sex with men. With Martin.

		She had all these thoughts while holding Sarah’s breasts.

		Millie jerked her hands away like Sarah’s tits were on fire.

		“I mean...if it’s okay with Martin.”

		Martin groaned in frustration. “Fuck yes,” he moaned. 

		“I’d rather that you both nurse from me at the same time,” Sarah requested.

		Millie locked eyes with Martin. They both wanted this, but they didn’t want to screw it up for each other.

		“If you want,” Martin generously offered Millie.

		“Yeah, sure,” she said. She didn’t want to sound too enthusiastic because she didn’t want to think about what it meant that she was playing with another woman’s tits, but on the other hand, she didn’t want to sound like she wasn’t interested.

		“Okay, this will take a minute,” said Sarah. “Watch, but don’t interrupt. It takes a bit of concentration.”

		Martin moved closer and knelt in front of her while Millie watched from her perch on the couch.

		Sarah had short fingernails. In Millie’s estimation if she had had long fake nails it would have been impossible for her to remove the beads on the side of the cages.

		The barbell that went through Sarah’s nipple also went through little holes in the sides of the cages. When she pulled the first barbell free from her nipple, the cage fell off and Millie reacted by catching the tiny bit of jewelry before it hit the floor.

		“Good hands,” Sarah complimented her.

		“Thanks.” Millie was looking at Sarah’s bare nipple. It was so different from the one still caged, but both were beautiful in their own way. She found herself looking at Sarah’s nipple for what seemed like far too long a time. “You have pretty nipples,” she said to say something so she wasn’t just staring.

		Sarah laughed. “Pretty big, you mean.”

		“Well, they’re larger than mine...”

		The two women shared a chuckle together.

		“Can I take the other one off?” Millie blurted out, emboldened in the moment.

		Sarah was taken aback at the question. She knew where all of this was going, but she hadn’t expected that question. Other than herself and the woman who had pierced her nipples years ago—Trixie was her name—no one had taken out or put jewelry in her nipples. 

		“Sure...if you’re up to it.”

		Millie nodded.

		Martin stifled a groan. He hadn’t anticipated this at all.

		Sarah held her body as still as possible. She was used to others touching her tits, but not like this. 

		Millie’s fingers were trembling and sweaty. She was so nervous she could barely make her fingers move. The balls on either side of the nipple cages didn’t want to cooperate with her desires. Sarah just waited patiently. 

		Finally, after what seemed like an eternity but couldn’t have been more than ten seconds, Millie got the ball to turn. She unscrewed it and carefully withdrew the barbell.

		This time it was Sarah who caught the cage as it fell.

		Millie looked up into her eyes.

		“Go ahead,” said Sarah. “I know you want to. I want you to.” She put the cage on the coffee table next to the first one along with the other bits of jewelry placed there earlier.

		Without giving it a second thought because if she did she knew she would chicken out, Millie leaned in and took Sarah’s nipple in her mouth and gently sucked.

		“You can suck harder,” Sarah said after just a few seconds. “I like it when it’s done with...a lot of enthusiasm.”

		Millie grinned around Sarah’s nipple and took her instructions to heart.

		Never before had Millie sucked on another woman’s nipple. Sure, she had sucked on Martin’s and a couple of other men’s, but they either didn’t like that sensation or asked her not to. Their nipples were a lot smaller than Sarah’s which were big and fat and delightful.

		After only a few seconds of sucking Millie suddenly tasted the sweetness of Sarah’s milk. Even though she had been expecting it, the milk surprised her. It clung to her tongue and wasn’t exactly cloying but unlike anything she had ever tasted before. She liked it immediately and nursed with more enthusiasm.

		Sarah moaned.

		“You okay?” Martin asked.

		“My milk let down,” Sarah said dreamily and looked down at Millie who continued to happily nurse. “I think she likes it.”

		“It tastes exactly like cantaloupe juice,” Millie declared and then went back to sucking.

		Martin stared at the nipple Millie wasn’t nursing from. Small drops of milk slowly leaked out and dripped down, splashing on Millie’s shoulder. 

		“Go ahead,” Sarah told him. “I know you want to.”

		Millie wasn’t going to give up her position on Sarah’s right breast, but that still gave Martin ample opportunity to nurse from her left.

		Sarah had never had this before. Her lovers had always been one at a time. She had never been in a threesome before, of any sort with two men or a man and a woman. These two were so much younger than her—so pretty, so enthusiastic and so uninhibited—that it was an opportunity she wasn’t going to let pass her by.

		It felt so good, so wonderful. She had used two pumps of her tits at the same time, but that wasn’t anything like this. A human mouth was so much better than a pump. Two eager lovers...

		Sarah felt her knees buckle and she couldn’t do anything about it.

		It was Martin, with his strong arms, that caught her and eased her down to the couch. Both he and Millie had to stop nursing, but letting Sarah crash to the floor would have been a terrible way to end the evening.

		“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for that to happen.” Sarah was embarrassed and her face flushed red momentarily. Both Martin and Millie dismissed her sudden rosiness as a symptom of lust.

		“It’s fine,” said Millie.

		“Maybe we should go somewhere you can lie down?” suggested Martin.

		Sarah knew exactly what he meant. She wanted this more than anything but it was so weird to be considering going to bed with the girlfriend of her newest lover.

		“My bedroom is upstairs,” she said.

		“Do you need help?” he asked.

		“Just...just help me to my feet,” she said.

		Millie and Martin backed up and he offered his hand to Sarah to get to her feet. She didn’t look back at all, completely comfortable being topless in front of the other two as she ascended the stairs. 

		After a quick shared glance, both Martin and Millie followed.

		He paused at Sarah’s bedroom door and ushered Millie through first. Sarah had removed her pants and was laying on the bed in just her black panties. 

		Much to Martin’s surprise and delight, Millie went right to the bed, got on it from the foot, and crawled up to Sarah. The two women kissed. Martin never could have imagined this happening. He quickly removed his shoes and socks and pulled off his shirt before joining them, not wanting to miss a moment of the action.

		The two women only shared a few kisses before Millie said, “Can I keep sucking on you?”

		“Nursing,” Sarah corrected her. “And please do. I love it.”

		That was all Millie needed. She wasn’t thinking about anything other than the pleasure of the moment. Even when she saw Martin getting on the bed without his shirt she wasn't distracted. They both started nursing from Sarah at the same moment, both sucking out her milk.

		Sarah moaned in pleasure, encouraging them.

		Martin wanted to see how far and how fast he could push the moment. After just a minute of nursing he ran his hand down Sarah’s stomach and wiggled his fingers under the waistband of her panties, then down further over her landing strip of curls, before placing his fingers over her wet pussy entrance. 

		Sarah groaned louder and arched her back.

		Millie pulled off the breast she had been nursing from. 

		“Are you fingering her?” she half asked and half accused Martin.

		“Not yet,” he said, releasing Sarah’s other nipple. Now the older woman was frustrated that neither of her nipples was getting the attention she deserved.

		As the eldest in the room and the one with the most desired commodity, Sarah decided to take charge. There wasn’t going to be any more goofing around. She was going to direct the other two to get the most pleasure in the moment.

		“Do you want to finger me?” she asked Millie.

		The blonde opened her mouth but didn’t have an answer. 

		“Would you mind terribly if he went down on me?” asked Sarah. “I want you to keep nursing from my tits.” Wiggling around a bit, she got her fingers into the waistband of her panties, pushing aside Martin’s hand, but paused before removing them. “Unless you want to go down on me first.”

		Sarah was all in on this. She was going to fuck both halves of this couple, consequences be damned. It wasn’t her relationship that was going to be destroyed. There were always scads of young men—and probably a few young women as well—who wanted to taste a cougar’s cream.

		“If he goes down on you,” said Millie, “if he does that...can I do it too? After he’s done.”

		Sarah smiled and pulled Millie’s face to hers for a kiss. She loved the sweetness of her own milk on Millie’s tongue. “Of course. Do you want me to tell you who eats pussy better?”

		The couple laughed nervously at that question. Sarah grinned and pulled her panties over her hips, bringing her knees up to her chest to remove the tiny garment, throwing it aside.

		They repositioned themselves. Millie was still at Sarah’s side, her mouth on the breast she was now happily draining, but Martin lay between Sarah’s splayed legs, his face in her crotch.

		Millie turned her head enough so that she could watch her boyfriend eat out this older woman.

		She wanted to be angry and upset. Instead she was intrigued and turned on. While she didn’t consider herself an extremely jealous person, watching her boyfriend eat another woman’s pussy should have been a relationship ending event. It wasn’t. She sort of liked what she was seeing, she sort of liked what they were doing.

		Martin’s jeans were still on. Millie was certain his cock was hard. She hoped he was suffering a bit from the tightness. There was no reason for her to keep all her clothes on. Reaching down, she found the waistband to her leggings and pulled them down her legs, along with her panties, as she nursed from Sarah’s breast. 

		She was proud of herself at accomplishing the feat. Briefly she put her hand between her legs and found her pussy was soaking wet. She wasn’t surprised and was delighted at the same time. 

		Millie found she was unable to pull her hand away from her bald pussy and started rubbing her clit as she nursed. She moaned deep in her throat.

		Martin lifted his head from Sarah’s pussy. “Are you okay?”

		“She’s playing with herself,” Sarah reported. “Kinda hot.”

		Millie said nothing. She was too busy nursing and she didn’t want to discuss her sudden and complete descent into depravity.

		Was it depraved to enjoy kinky sex?

		The trio settled down. Martin focused all his energy on Sarah’s pussy. Millie split her attention between masturbating and nursing, though she mostly focused on Sarah’s tits. If she had been asked a month ago if she would like to do a threeway with her boyfriend and an older woman with a lactation kink, she would have been horrified.

		Now she was enjoying herself in the best way.

		It was Sarah who came first, to no one’s surprise. Having her pussy eaten while being nursed was just too much for her. Her body shuddered as she came. Her legs clamped around Martin’s head. She clutched Millie to her breast. Her free breast spouted milk.

		“Oh...fuck...yes,” she moaned after her intense climax.

		“Did I make you cum?” asked an astounded Millie.

		“The both of you did.”

		Martin and Millie shared a look. They didn’t understand exactly what they were sharing, but they both loved it. 

		The next thing that Sarah said disturbed and excited Millie.

		“Can I fuck your boyfriend?”

		Martin felt bad about not letting Millie know he had already fucked Sarah more than just the once that he had implied, but he wasn’t going to ruin this good thing by making a confession now. 

		The three of them kept exchanging looks. Both Martin and Millie gave each other shrugs, neither wanting to admit what they really wanted.

		“I just want to fuck him,” said Sarah. She put her hand down to her pussy and felt how wet she was. Unable to help herself, she gently rubbed her clit. “I don’t want him as a boyfriend. You can watch if you want.”

		“Umm...” was the best that Millie could muster up.

		“I’ll fuck you afterwards,” Sarah promised.

		Martin remained silent. If this was going to work, he had to let Sarah take the lead, he had to let Millie believe she had a real choice in the matter.

		“How...how would you do that?” Millie asked. She was interested, but the mechanics of getting fucked by a woman escaped her in the moment. The lust she was experiencing along with the alcohol coursing through her veins didn’t help with clear thoughts.

		“Let me fuck him and you’ll find out,” Sarah promised. “You won’t regret it.”

		“I can watch, right?”

		“Of course.”

		Millie looked at her boyfriend. She had never expected anything like this, but she liked it. She might have loved it. She wanted to see what was going to happen next. Maybe it would ruin everything, but it was better to ruin things now than to wait for it later in life.

		“Only if I can watch,” Millie said and turned to Martin. “Get your jeans off.”

		Martin didn’t need to be told twice. He jumped off the bed, pulled off jeans and underwear, and bounced back in the space of two heartbeats. His cock was hard, but as he started moving back between Sarah’s legs to fuck her missionary, Mille reached out and grabbed his cock, drawing it to her mouth.

		Neither Martin nor Sarah objected while Millie gave him an impromptu blowjob. Sarah watched with interest. Martin had a nice sized cock and it was satisfying to see another woman interested in him. She just didn’t want Millie to suck him to completion. It would be a waste for Martin to cum in Millie’s mouth when it was only proper for him to cum in Sarah’s pussy.

		The room was quiet while Millie asserted a sort of ownership over Martin’s cock. Only when she was sure she still had some sort of control over her boyfriend, did she pull back.

		“Go ahead and fuck her,” Millie said. She wanted to sound disgusted, but even to her the words spilling from her mouth sounded eager.

		“Are you sure?” he asked her.

		“Yes. If you ask again though...”

		Martin didn’t question her a second time. He got on top of Sarah’s and started to guide his cock into her. He fumbled for a moment and Sarah took him in hand and showed him the way.

		Millie was watching intently. It was like a gut punch when she saw his cock slide into the other woman. But at the same time her pussy throbbed with need. 

		She put her hand to her clit and masturbated furiously as her boyfriend debased himself in front of her. 

		It was less than a minute when Millie made the unmistakable sounds of a woman in climax. Both Martin and Sarah turned their heads to watch her cum.

		After she stopped panting Millie said, “Sorry. I couldn’t stop myself.”

		“That was fucking hot,” Martin said.

		“Keep fucking her,” Millie said. “I want to cum again.” She wanted to add that she wanted to do this again, either with Sarah or another woman, but that was too much even for her.

		There was nothing for Martin to do but carry on with Sarah. He didn’t have to go long. They were both excited at what the three of them were doing. The moment he started cumming inside the older woman, Sarah also came, clutching Martin to her body, wrapping her legs around him to pull him in deeper.

		Watching the two of them, Millie was incredibly jealous. She wanted to hate Martin and hate Sarah but instead she just frigged herself faster and came again.

		“Are your tits empty?” Millie asked when Martin rolled off Sarah with a heavy sigh.

		Experimentally Sarah squished her breasts. “Maybe half.”

		“Good. I’m thirsty.” Without asking permission, Millie leaned over the other woman’s body and started nursing. Martin looked on in approval. Neither woman noticed him; Millie’s eyes were closed and Sarah focused on stroking Millie’s hair.

		Though Martin had made her cum, Sarah wasn’t satisfied and she had a promise to fulfill with Millie. She let the younger woman nurse for a few minutes; it felt good and it made her lust rise. When she finally had enough courage and her tits were almost empty, she gently pushed Millie away from her.

		“My turn.”

		Millie giggled nervously. “I haven’t even taken off my top...and I don’t have any milk in my tits.”

		“Right. Take off your shirt. I want to see your tits.”

		Millie liked the way that Sarah ordered her around and was happy to comply. She pulled her shirt and cami over her head, freeing her small tits.

		“Oh!” Sarah wasn’t exactly surprised, but it was revealing how small Millie’s tits were compared to her own. “They’re so small.”

		Immediately Millie’s hand went over her breasts, covering nipples and jewelry. “I’m sorry,” she blurted out.

		“No. Not at all. They’re cute.” Sarah sat up, heedless of Martin’s cum leaking from her pussy, and grabbed Millie’s wrists, pulling her hands away, exposing the young woman.

		It took Millie a moment to settle into how Sarah wanted to control her. She liked it.

		“Is that your original jewelry?” asked Sarah, letting go of Millie’s wrists. The younger woman was able to stop herself from covering up again.

		“Yes. I haven’t gotten anything new yet.”

		“Are they healing well?”

		“No problems yet. I had a bit of blood the first day and some lymph crusties for the first week, but other than that, it’s been good.”

		“Oh to be young,” Sarah mused. “I’d love to play with them.”

		Reflexively Millie covered up again. “No! Not yet.”

		Sarah smiled. “Just teasing. But I did promise to fuck you. Do you still want that?”

		Nervously, Millie looked at Martin who had been closely watching the women. “Yes,” she answered with just a bit of shyness.

		“Well, since you’ve shared your boyfriend with me...I’m going to share something with you. Why don’t you open up that drawer?” Sarah pointed at the nightstand.

		Millie already knew what she was going to find when she opened the drawer, but her eyes still went wide when she pulled out the toy.

		“This is huge!” The bright purple toy seemed almost too much for her hands. “It is the literal size of an eggplant.”

		“It is not,” Sarah contradicted her with annoyance. “You’ve been spending too much time sending dirty texts to your boyfriend. Besides, eggplants—and cocks—come in all sizes.” She grinned. “Lay back. I’m going to share my battery-operated boyfriend with you.”

		Knowing exactly what Sarah intended to do with the toy made Millie nervous...and excited. Sarah pressed a hidden button on the toy’s base and it buzzed to life.

		“Are you okay with another woman fucking your girlfriend?” Millie asked Martin from her supine position as Sarah knelt next to her.

		Martin didn’t get a chance to answer. Sarah wormed the big fake cock between Millie’s pussy lips and slowly eased it into her.

		Millie groaned. So did Martin. “Oh fuck,” he whispered.

		Sarah ignored him and concentrated on abusing Millie’s pussy with her large vibrator. Millie was happy to let her. It wasn’t exactly like being fucked by Martin’s wonderful cock. In some ways it was better. She locked eyes with him as Sarah rested a hand on her stomach, holding her in place, while using the vibrator, pumping it in and out of her faster and faster.

		Millie was happy to climax. She pulled Sarah’s face down to hers for a kiss.

		Martin wished he hadn’t cum so fast. He wanted to fuck her right then and there.

		


		Chapter 14

		“I’d like to apologize.”

		Sarah smiled down at her phone where it lay on her desk. Reg had debased himself by calling her. Those were the first words out of his mouth when she answered his call. She knew he would come crawling back to her. After all, Janie didn’t have milk in her tits like she did.

		“Whatever are you apologizing for, Reg?” she asked him.

		“For being rude to you,” he sighed. She wished she could see his face, but this was just an audio call. Maybe she could convince him to go to video in a minute. “For taking you for granted, for—”

		“You just want my milk, don’t you?” she interrupted him.

		Reg was silent for a moment. 

		“Yes,” he admitted.

		“You know, I’m fucking someone else right now.”

		“You’ve always been fucking someone else,” he replied easily. “That’s why we divorced, remember?”

		“I remember. You’re fucking someone else too, right now...”

		“That would be my wife, Janie.”

		“Still no milk in her tits, huh?”

		Reg sighed. “No. Of course not.”

		“Do you like her little titties compared to mine?” Sarah asked, teasing, as she unbuttoned her blouse.

		“Her breasts are fine. Smaller than yours and—”

		“And no pretty piercings either,” Sarah interrupted again.

		“Yes.”

		“But how do I know that for sure?” Sarah mused.

		Reg hesitated. “Excuse me?”

		“How do I know she has smaller tits than me?”

		“Uh...you’ve met her.”

		Ignoring his words, Sarah continued, “How do I know she doesn’t have her nipples pierced?”

		“Because I told you?”

		“You’re a known liar, Reg.”

		“So are you, Sarah.”

		“I want to see her bare tits,” Sarah declared as she reached behind her back and slipped loose the hooks to her bra, unslinging it from her body. It felt good to have her tits free in the middle of the day. It was wonderful to work from home where she could be naked all day if she wanted. 

		“Excuse me?”

		“You heard me. I want to see Janie’s naked tits,” she repeated just to clarify her position on the matter. 

		There was a long pause. Sarah was patient because she was slowly rolling one nipple between her fingers. She had gone back to simple barbells today. She would put the cages back on for Martin when the time was right.

		“Well?” she asked, her patience growing thin. “I want to see Janie’s naked and unpierced tits.”

		A second later her phone chimed with a message. She opened the text message and smiled at the image.

		She recognized Janie’s face at once. In the photo she was relaxed and smiling...and topless. There was little context and background for the picture, but she appeared to be laying on a bed; her tits were flat little pancakes on her chest. Her areolas were delightful little circles of pink with similarly small nipples.

		They were unpierced.

		“When was this picture taken?” she asked Reg.

		“A few months ago.”

		“So she could have gotten them pierced since then.” 

		“She hasn’t.”

		“I need to see her topless in person,” Sarah declared.

		“Don’t be fucking ridiculous.” While Reg had introduced Sarah to his new wife, it had always been under circumstances that were almost forced politeness. He couldn’t imagine a scenario where Janie would happily whip off her top for Sarah just to have her breasts inspected.

		“Then you don’t get my milk.”

		“What?”

		“You heard me.”

		“But I apologized!”

		“And I accept your apology, but you don’t get any of my sweet, sweet breast milk until I get to meet Janie in person and get to inspect her tiny tits.”

		“What the fuck has gotten into you, Sarah?”

		“I’m into younger women now.”

		“What?”

		“Well, I’m into anyone younger than me,” she corrected herself.

		“Are you into women now?” Reg couldn’t keep up with her.

		“A little bit. Don’t you want to see me feel up your wife? I need to inspect her tits.”

		Reg was quiet. He didn’t know how to answer Sarah. He briefly wondered if she was drunk or having a manic episode, though as far as he knew, she’d never been diagnosed as bipolar.

		“Why are you giving me the silent treatment, Reg?”

		“I don’t know what to say...”

		Neither of them said anything for a moment. Then Reg’s phone beeped with the message that Sarah was requesting a Facetime call. Out of habit he just accepted the change.

		He didn’t not expect to see Sarah topless and massaging her tits over the call.

		“Holy shit,” he breathed.

		“Like what you see?” She wasn’t exactly masturbating, but playing with her tits was always a turn-on for Reg.

		“Y-y-yes.”

		“Want to touch them?”

		“Fuck. Don’t tease me like this, Sarah.”

		“Why not? I know you like it. All you need to do to get a little milk from me is to convince Janie to let me feel her up.”

		Reg groaned in frustration. “That’s never going to happen.”

		“Hmm.” Sarah lifted up one of her breasts to her mouth and sucked on the nipple. Reg couldn’t decide if that looked painful or not. 

		He quickly decided that it was hot as fuck.

		He watched her suck a minute while pinching and rolling her other nipple.

		He didn’t say anything. He couldn’t say anything.

		Then she let her big breast fall from her lips. Sarah opened her mouth just enough to let the milk she had sucked out of herself go dribbling down her chin and neck. Both her breasts were activated now; milk was steadily dripping from both nipples.

		“You’re wasting it,” he moaned.

		“It’s mine to waste...but if you were here, you’d be drinking it. Wouldn’t you like your pretty little wife to watch while you nurse from me?”

		Reg didn’t answer.

		“Get your cock out,” she ordered him.

		“What?”

		“Get your cock out,” she repeated. “I want to watch you jerk off.” 

		Sarah pushed back from the edge of her desk. It was hard to keep all of her body in frame, but she managed. One hand pinched and rolled a nipple. The other hand went down into her leggings, between her legs. It was obvious, even on the small screen that Reg stared into, that she was masturbating.

		He was helpless to resist. Standing up, he dropped his pants and pulled out his already erect cock. Sarah watched with some amusement as he started jerking off. He did it so violently that she started to wonder if he had developed some self-abuse kink.

		Reg could only keep it up for a minute. He grunted and strained. She watched as he came, his thick spunk launching from the end of his cock and splashing who knew where.

		It wasn’t her problem.

		“Good boy,” she complimented him. “Don’t call me back until you’ve convinced Janie to show me her tits.”

		She disconnected the call and felt good about herself.

		There was no way for Reg to easily broach the subject with Janie. He knew he had to do what Sarah had asked of him. He couldn’t go without her milk. Maybe he could convince Janie to start lactating for him, but that would take months at least and probably more time on top of that to persuade her to the point of trying.

		He went with a tried and true method that had put fear into the hearts of men stronger than him when the words came from a lover or spouse.

		“We need to talk,” he said to Janie. Though he tried to keep his tone light, the words came out so heavy that it was like he was preparing her to be informed of the death of a beloved family member.

		They were at home. She was reading in the living room. She was trying to relax and he had suddenly upended her evening.

		Janie’s heart was already pounding in her chest and she didn’t know why. 

		“What’s the matter, hon? You sound like you’re going to tell me you just committed murder and are going away to prison for the rest of your life.” She tried to make it sound lighthearted, but it fell flat.

		Even so, Reg gave her a small chuckle anyway. “If only it was that easy.”

		“Out with it. I need to know.”

		Reg grimaced and looked away from her. “You’re going to hate this.”

		“You’re not making it better.”

		“You know I’m still on mostly good terms with Sarah—”

		“Don’t fucking say it,” she interrupted him. “I don’t want to hear that you want to go back to her.”

		“I don’t,” he said quickly. “She just wants to see your tits.”

		That was not what Janie was prepared for.

		Her mouth worked for a few seconds, but no words came out. Reg did nothing. He didn’t know what to do.

		“What the fuck did you just say?” Janie finally managed to spit out.

		“Sarah wants to see your tits,” Reg repeated quietly.

		Janie’s brain kicked into gear. “I guess her being a lesbian makes sense. No wonder she divorced you.”

		Finding a calmness he didn’t know he had, Reg said, “We agreed upon a mutual divorce. She’s not a lesbian.”

		“Sure she’s not,” Janie scoffed. “She’s fucking men still and you know this how?”

		Reg looked away.

		It took Janie a moment.

		“You fucking piece of shit.”

		“I’m sorry,” he managed to say before she slapped him across the face. It stung, but he didn’t react. 

		“Just fucking say it! Tell me the fucking truth!”

		“I don’t feel good about this,” he said. “But I’ve been having sex with Sarah.”

		Janie slapped him again because she didn’t know what else to do. She didn’t feel great about doing it, but she didn’t mind doing it either.

		“I’ve only done it because she’s lactating.” Reg was proud at how calm he remained. 

		“The fuck?”

		“I’ve told you before that she lactated.”

		“I thought that was some kink that she was just...into.” Janie suddenly felt dizzy and took a step back to sit heavily on the living room couch.

		“Yeah. She is. And I was too.” He heaved a sigh. “I’m still into it.”

		“Fucking asshole,” Janie muttered. She couldn’t look at him.

		“Since you’re not lactating and I like breast milk...” He didn’t finish the sentence. “Anyway, the times we’ve gotten together...it was just about sex—and her milk—I have no intention of getting back with her.”

		Janie’s brain was still humming along. “Why the fuck does she want to see my tits?”

		Reg took in a deep breath. “To control me.”

		Janie snorted. “To control you. Right. How does that work?”

		“I don’t know. She wants to make me do things that I don’t want to do.”

		“Why my tits?”

		Reg looked at the floor. There was a tiny flaw in the rug’s pattern he had never before noticed. “She told me I could only nurse from her if she got to see your breasts.”

		Angrily Janie pulled up her shirt and the soft bra she normally wore, exposing herself to him. “Here. Take a picture. Go suck on her tits!”

		Reg shook his head slightly. “She wants to see them...in person.”

		


		Chapter 15

		“Should we have done that with Sarah?” Martin asked Millie the morning after their threesome.

		“Fuck. Yes.”

		He was surprised at Millie’s enthusiastic answer. 

		“Okay. I wasn’t expecting that.” He laughed in relief.

		“Why not? I had a good time and...wow, just wow.”

		“I thought that maybe after sleeping on it, you’d regret it.”

		“I mean...I never would have thought of doing or suggesting any of that, but...I’m glad that you cheated on me,” she said.

		Those were words Martin had never expected to hear. “Excuse me?”

		Millie licked her lips and smoothed back her hair. 

		“Well, I’m sort of pissed that you did have sex with her and all, but on the plus side, you and I got to mess around with her and I loved that, so it all balances out in the end, don’t you think?”

		“I think that if you think that,” Martin replied quickly and gave her a kiss. He wanted to get out of bed, but at the same time he already had morningwood, so maybe they could have sex.

		“Hmm. Not the bold answer I was looking for.” She pulled down the blankets and then pulled up the cotton nightie she usually wore to bed. Her breasts were still small. The nipples were still pierced. “I’m starting to regret getting the girls done.”

		“What? No! They’re beautiful!” Martin started to reach for her small breasts but she swatted his hand away. 

		“I’m regretting it because now I can’t use a pump to make my milk come in.” She gave Martin a wild-eyed look. “I’m a little jealous of you not just fucking an older woman, but getting to suck her milk.”

		“I’m sure she’ll share with you.”

		“I want my own milk.” Millie reached under the blankets and found his hard cock. Her face brightened in excitement. “You’re hard for me!”

		“It’s morningwood.”

		“Don’t ruin your chances of getting fucked this morning.” Her hand burrowed into his underwear and partially freed his cock. When she slowly began pumping her hand on him, he moaned softly. “You like that, don’t you?”

		“Uh-huh.”

		“I need to pee,” she announced.

		“Go pee and I’ll fuck you,” he gasped.

		Millie’s lips twisted in annoyance, but she slipped out of bed and disappeared into the bathroom. Martin struggled out of his underwear and couldn’t believe his good luck. He couldn’t help himself and started jerking off while he waited for her. It was so easy to close his eyes and summon up the image of Millie and Sarah naked together, playing with Sarah’s—

		“What are you doing?” Millie demanded.

		His eyes popped open. She had caught him red-handed. Millie casually pulled her nightie up over her head. She was now naked; she never wore panties to bed.

		“Uh...waiting for you?”

		“Looks like you were jerking off.”

		Millie got on the bed and grabbed his cock while straddling his legs. He released his manhood to her. 

		“Just staying hard for you.”

		“Uh-huh.” Millie didn’t argue. She just ran his cock between her lips, getting the head wet, before sitting down on him, taking all of him inside her.

		“Fuck...” Martin moaned. Just before she inserted him, he noted the stubble from her pussy; she needed to shave but he wasn’t complaining. Automatically he reached for her small tits sitting proudly on her chest, but stopped himself before he made contact.

		Millie was already pumping her hips, riding him. She had watched him reach up and hadn’t stopped him. “Don’t you want to play with my tits?”

		“Yeah, but the piercings...”

		“You have to promise to be very careful.”

		Following her instructions, Martin put his hands carefully to her breasts, his palms over her nipples. Millie continued to rise and fall on his cock.

		“That’s it?” she asked, disappointed.

		“I’m being careful.”

		“It’s like I’m leaning against a wall.”

		“I don’t want to hurt your nipples or the piercings.”

		She pushed his hands away and pinched her nipples. Martin grinned as he cock throbbed. Then she twisted the jewelry a bit, not much, but she felt the thrill run down her spine and into her pussy, tightening it up on him. Millie let out a shuddering breath.

		“Like this,” she said, her words unfocused. “I want to cum like this.”

		“Okay.”

		Martin did his best. Millie wasn’t exactly disappointed with his efforts, but his cock was extra hard in her pussy so it wasn’t a complete waste of time.

		“Hold them,” she instructed him. “Pinch them.” 

		He followed her directions.

		“A little harder. Mmmm...yeah. More. I’m gonna...I’m gonna...” and she came. It wasn’t the hardest orgasm of her life, but it was satisfying.

		“Holy shit! Did I make you cum?”

		Millie was bracing her hands on his chest. “Yeah. But you’ve done that before.”

		“Not like this.”

		“Yeah. I know. You need to cum now. Finish me off a second time.” She started rolling her hips again, focusing on the aura of pleasure that was just out of reach.

		“You want me to cum in you.”

		“Fuck...yes...”

		“You don’t mind that I fucked Sarah?”

		Her grin was nasty. “I mind. I hate it. I love it. But you’re going to share her milk with me again.”

		Those were the words that Martin needed to cum.

		


		Chapter 16

		“I want to see hers first,” Janie said flatly. She had intended to keep her tone flat, no affect. Of course when she thought about the word flat she couldn’t stop thinking about it because she had been flat-chested all her life. When asked she claimed to have B-sized tits, but the honest truth was that, at best, she was a full A cup. 

		She told herself that she didn’t really care. All the insults and teasing from middle and high school were gone. She had a great athletic career that resulted in a scholarship that had paid for most of her college. Sure, she had small tits, but she didn’t have half the problems of women with big jugs.

		She had always managed to find men who either didn’t care or liked small tits. While she knew that Reg could be an ass at times, he genuinely loved her and her small tits.

		It didn’t hurt that they really enjoyed rough sex and anal sex together. When she started dating Reg she knew she liked rough sex, but anal was new to her. She wasn’t going to deny herself an act that other people found pleasurable, so she gave it a try when he suggested it. 

		After he made her cum from fucking her ass, that was when she knew she wanted to marry him.

		Reg blinked. “You want to see Sarah’s breasts first?”

		“Yes. If she gets to see mine, I get to see hers. Fair is fair.”

		“Uh...”

		“What’s the matter, Reg?” Janie gave him a moment. “Fuck. Did you show her those pictures of me topless?” Janie was getting used to the rollercoaster of emotions she was feeling with Reg. She didn’t necessarily like the feeling, but she was getting used to it.

		“I might have,” he admitted.

		“Fuck!”

		“But only one. The best one.”

		“I want to see her tits!” Janie demanded. “In person. I also want to slap her across the face, but...”

		“I’ll arrange it,” Reg promised.

		“What? Her tits or her getting slapped?”

		“The first one.”

		Janie let out a frustrated scream. “Why is she doing this to us?”

		“I really think that Sarah gets off on controlling other people.”

		“No shit? Huh!” Her sarcasm was dripping from her words.

		It was two days later when Janie and Reg met in person with Sarah. Janie had met the other woman many times before. She had taken it as a good sign when she learned that Reg and Sarah were still friendly after their divorce. As he had explained, and Sarah confirmed, they liked each other well enough, but they weren’t meant to be a long-term couple. 

		What they hadn’t told her was that both Reg and Sarah had cheated on each other. Janie was just glad that she wasn’t the one Reg had cheated with.

		Janie wanted to meet with Sarah in a public setting—a restaurant, a coffee shop, a bar—because she didn’t quite trust herself not to attack the other woman. But Reg convinced her meeting at Sarah’s was a wiser choice. The two women couldn’t just lift up their shirts and flash their tits in public. Well, they could, but the resulting problems would not be worth it.

		When they arrived at Sarah’s place, Janie felt like an intruder. She didn’t like the feeling, but she wasn’t going to let it show. She still wasn’t sure why she was doing this. 

		Yes, she loved Reg and wanted him to be happy and to be happy he would need to nurse from Sarah—or any woman, really, but Janie wasn’t willing to do that for him—and Sarah was going to control Reg by forcing Janie, now Reg’s wife, to debase herself.

		Janie had done the best she could by turning this around.

		When Sarah opened the door, she smiled and greeted them and invited them in.

		Janie hated it.

		At the same time, she wanted to do this because it was so strange and weird and twisted which made it seem like a lot of fun.

		Plus she loved Reg. He had convinced her to try anal and she loved that so...

		It occurred to her that Reg and Sarah were talking pleasantly and they were both looking at her. Both were quiet. She realized they wanted her to say something.

		“So show me your tits,” Janie demanded.

		Sarah laughed nervously. Reg’s eyes bulged out like she had just committed the most egregious breach of etiquette possible. Then he started laughing.

		“What?” she demanded of her husband.

		Reg was laughing too hard to answer her.

		Sarah smiled and said, “I was just asking if you wanted something to drink.”

		Janie’s face went bright red. “I should ask for pure alcohol. Fuck.”

		Stifling her giggles, Sarah said, “It’s fine. You’re nervous. So am I.”

		“I’m not nervous.” That was an outright lie but Janie didn’t know what else to say. “I’ll take whatever you have, whatever is strongest.”

		“Does this help?” Sarah asked unexpectedly and yanked up the bottom of her shirt. 

		The first thing that Janie registered was that Sarah had huge tits. Double D territory at least. She briefly wondered how the woman managed to walk around without a bra. Then she realized that, as Reg had told her, Sarah had nipple piercings, except these weren’t barbells or rings. She had on nipple shields that covered her areolas but let her nipples poke through the center hole. The shields were silver and an elaborate circular latticework that were pretty and sexy and kinky at the same time. Janie had trouble processing what she was seeing. It was unusual and pretty, though. She liked that.

		She was jealous. She wanted big tits, though she’d never admit it.

		“What the fuck?” Janie breathed.

		Sarah pulled her shirt back down. 

		“You said you wanted to see my tits,” said Sarah, casually, easily. “Now, give me a moment and I’ll get your drink.”

		The older woman disappeared from the living room and into the kitchen.

		Reg leaned into Janie and whispered in her ear. “You should take off your shirt and pretend like it’s completely normal for you to be topless in another woman’s house.”

		“That a fantasy of yours, Reg?” she hissed at him.

		“It is now...”

		“I can’t believe I’m doing this.” 

		“You’re going to take off your top?” Reg was overly excited.

		She glared at him. “No.”

		He frowned in disappointment.

		A second later Sarah returned with glasses of wine for her and her guests. Janie wanted something stronger.

		“I can’t believe you flashed me,” Janie said pointedly.

		“I like showing off the girls,” Sarah said proudly.

		“I got that.”

		“Can I see yours now?”

		Finding her courage, Janie shook her head. “No. Take off your shirt first. I want to see yours again.”

		Sarah held Janie’s gaze for just a moment. It wasn’t a challenge; it was a measure of the other woman. “Sure. A while ago I started to count how many people have seen my boobs naked and in person. I stopped counting when I got to a hundred.”

		Then she pulled her shirt up over her head and tossed it to the side, casually standing in front of Janie for the younger woman to inspect her breasts.

		Reg edged ever so slightly closer to get a better look.

		Both halves of the couple were fascinated by the fancy nipple shields that Sarah wore.

		“Those are very pretty,” said Janie, not wanting to make the moment more uncomfortable by staring silently. “Those circles, I mean. Are they uncomfortable to wear?”

		Sarah gave a little chuckle. “They’re called nipple shields, which is kind of weird because they’re really shielding the areola, though I guess they do look a little bit like a medieval warrior’s shield with that bump in the middle.”

		“Boss,” said Reg.

		“Weird compliment, but okay,” Sarah replied.

		“A boss is the round metal plate in the middle of shields,” he clarified.

		Janie rolled her eyes. “He’s a font of useless information. But you didn’t answer my question.”

		The women carried on like Reg wasn’t there. “Oh. You asked if they’re uncomfortable.” Sarah’s fingers went to the shields and she fiddled with them as she spoke. “No. Not at all. They don’t have any sharp edges and I feel them when I first put them on, but eventually I don’t notice them at all.” She paused. “Until someone is staring at them.”

		Glancing at Reg, Janie said, “I thought you said she had rings and fancy metal caps for her nipples.”

		He held up his hands in protest. “That’s all I’ve seen on her.”

		“I could show you my collection of nip jewelry,” Sarah offered. “After twenty years, I’ve got a lot. But that’s not why you came here tonight, is it?” She looked pointedly at Janie’s chest.

		The temporary mesmerization that Sarah’s tits had over Janie faded away. “Oh. Right. You wanted to see mine. They aren’t pierced. I don’t do that.”

		She hesitated just a moment and then loosened the two buttons on the top of her blouse and pulled it up and over her head along with the soft cami she wore for a bit of modesty.

		Right away Janie felt shame because of how much smaller her boobs were compared to Sarah’s. 

		“Oh my god they are so cute!” Sarah started to reach out to either grab Janie’s tits or feel her up. Janie took a step back and Sarah got ahold of herself. “Sorry. I love them. Small and cute. Your boobs and everything. I love them! So cute! Simple and clean. You must be so happy with them!”

		Janie didn’t know what to do or say. She looked nervously at Reg who was grinning stupidly at the two topless women. “I wish I had a little more.”

		Sarah hefted up her large breasts. “No you don’t. I mean, half of this is a choice on my part, but after a day of lugging these bad girls around, I’m exhausted.”

		“Yeah, I get that.”

		Sarah leaned in for a closer look at Janie’s tits. “I think the last time my boobs were as small as yours, I was still in junior high.”

		“That’s when I stopped developing,” Janie said flatly

		“You know how to make them bigger, don’t you?”

		Janie sighed. “Yeah. Reg’s asked me about a million times.”

		“I have not,” he protested. “I only brought it up a few times.”

		“Getting them pierced doesn’t make them bigger,” Sarah reminded them. “You need to start pumping them. You’ll want to take some fenugreek. There’s other pills that will help as well.” She stood up straight. “If you want bigger tits and to lactate.”

		“I kind of want to see you lactate first,” Janie said boldly.

		“Right! That’s why you came here tonight.”

		“How do you get those shields off?” asked Janie. She had been watching Sarah’s big boobs bob and jiggle around. She was fairly certain how it worked, but wanted to see it now.

		Out in the light, it was less mysterious but still interesting.

		“Oh, it’s very easy. Want to see?”

		“Yes,” said Janie. 

		“Yes!” Reg said with far too much enthusiasm.

		The women glared at him.

		“I’m starting to regret bringing him along,” Janie joked.

		“I get it,” Sarah agreed. “Young men are cute and a lot of fun in bed...but they can be trying.”

		Reg frowned. “Sorry.”

		“He just wants to see you play with your boobs,” said Janie.

		“Well then...”

		She moved over to a chair and sat down. Reg and Janie followed to watch. 

		“The trick is to get a good grip on the bead to unscrew it,” said Sarah as she pressed the shield into the flesh of her breast while holding the barbell at the same time and using her other hand to unscrew the bead.

		It was a bit of a struggle for a minute before Sarah managed to loosen the bead. She set it on the coffee table and extracted the barbell from her nipple. That allowed the shield to drop free. Sarah caught it before it wound up in her lap. After placing the barbell and shield on the coffee table, she sat back and straightened her shoulders, letting them compare the bare nipple to the one still hidden by the shield.

		“Oh. I see,” said Janie, picking up the shield. “The barbell goes into these two little indents on the shield.”

		“Right, that's what holds it in place.” Sarah set about removing her other barbell and shield. Janie split her attention between Sarah’s actions and examining the pieces of jewelry in her hand. Reg focused entirely on Sarah.

		In a few seconds the older woman’s breasts were completely free of any adornment.

		“What do you think?” asked Sarah.

		“You have very pretty breasts,” Janie allowed.

		“They’re gorgeous,” Reg said.

		“You would know,” Janie muttered.

		“What was that?” Reg asked her.

		“You would know,” Janie repeated. “You’ve been playing with her tits for how long?”

		Reg didn’t want to answer that question. Not wanting to cause more problems for her lover, Sarah asked, “Would you mind if Reg nursed from me?”

		Janie remembered why they were there. The women were supposed to show off their tits to each other and Reg was going to be given the opportunity to nurse from Sarah. Janie couldn’t remember why she had agreed to this. 

		Had she just wanted to see the woman Reg was cheating with?

		Had she been eager to see what Reg wanted in another woman’s tits?

		Had she wanted to see if he was a liar?

		It didn’t matter.

		Sarah’s question had her confused and excited and nervous. Telling her no would be asserting control over Reg. He’d either cleave to her or he’d wind up ending their relationship. Janie found she wasn’t bothered that Reg was interested in another woman. Sarah was older. Sarah had big tits. Sarah had a nice house. Sarah was divorced and a slut.

		Janie was none of these things.

		Reg could choose either one of them; they were completely different women.

		And Janie couldn’t deny that she was interested in seeing what Reg would do with Sarah. It was twisted and wrong, that’s why she wanted to see it.

		“No,” she said almost robotically. “Go ahead. Do you mind if I watch?”

		Her question in response made Reg do a double take. Sarah, however, took it in stride. “Of course you can.”

		Arching her back, Sarah gestured to Reg, and lifted up her breast ever so slightly.

		“Right here?” he asked. “Right now?”

		She gave him an exasperated look. “Your girlfriend just gave you permission. It’s impolite to keep a lady waiting.” She didn’t specify which lady she was referring to.

		Nervously, Reg knelt in front of the older woman. He was well-familiar with her breasts at this point. He could tell they were full of milk, but she hadn’t gotten to the point of leaking yet. He kept shooting twitchy glances at Janie to see if she was going to explode with anger, but his girlfriend remained watching with a detached calmness.

		“I haven’t seen you without jewelry before,” Reg commented as he started to lean in. Anything to delay the inevitable. 

		“It’s fine. I’ll put it back in when we’re done.”

		“It’s just that...I haven’t nursed from you before without jewelry.”

		“Just fucking get to it, Reg!” From the outside Janie was calm, but her words revealed she was incredibly anxious about the proceedings. 

		That was as good as a full-throated endorsement of this twisted adultery as he was going to get. Reg leaned in and took Sarah’s prominent nipple in his mouth. The last time he had sucked on Sarah’s she had her jewelry in. To have just her flesh and nothing else in his mouth while he suckled was strange and lovely.

		Sarah sighed softly.

		Janie watched but couldn’t believe what she was seeing. She couldn’t believe she had given permission for this. 

		She was thrilled she had. Watching him with someone else was much hotter than she had anticipated.

		After just the third suck on her nipple, Reg found his mouth flooded with the sweet milk. He swallowed greedily and didn’t stop sucking and swallowing. He put his arms around Sarah’s nude torso but wasn’t so bold as to put his hand to her free breast.

		That worked to Janie’s advantage. She was singularly focused on the large nipple. It had started dripping thin white milk. Janie was jealous. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to nurse from Sarah or be like her with huge, milk-filled tits. 

		Then she sensed that Sarah was looking at her. The two women locked eyes.

		“If you want a taste, you can,” Sarah generously offered.

		Janie would have been lying if she had said she wasn’t tempted. She was sorely tempted. In that moment she wanted nothing more than to take the big nipple into her mouth and have the same pleasure that Reg was getting from nursing from the older woman.

		But she couldn’t make herself do it. Being with another woman that way...she wasn’t lesbian, she wasn’t bi. She felt her pussy throbbing. Her tits were aching in sympathy. She wanted Reg to nurse from her, but she was afraid and she didn’t have any milk.

		“That’s okay,” she said.

		“Are you sure?” Sarah pressed her and then moaned softly. “Reg’s enjoying his milk.”

		“I don’t...I don’t play with women.”

		Sarah sighed softly. “Your loss.” She moaned again. “Fuck, I love his mouth on me. Do you mind?”

		“I don’t mind.” Janie’s mouth was dry. She half wished she had the courage to nurse from Sarah. “It’s kinda hot watching it.” She shifted around uncomfortably and then just decided to sit on the couch where she could watch Reg with Sarah. 

		It was so wrong but it was so hot at the same time.

		Janie’s hands went to her nipples and she carefully pinched and twisted, playing with herself as she savored the exquisite sensation of her husband cheating on her with her permission.

		Sarah didn’t miss that Janie was playing with her nipples. She couldn’t help herself either. 

		“When he’s done with my tits, can he fuck me?” She looked directly into Janie’s eyes when asking the question.

		Janie silently nodded her head, not giving the question a moment’s thought. She let go of her right nipple and tucked her hand down between her thighs, feeling the heat of her pussy through her yoga pants. Sarah nodded in approval.

		Somehow Janie managed to keep enough control so that she didn’t shove her hand down into her panties to jill herself, though she was certain that’s exactly what Sarah wanted to see.

		Reg ignored her. He nursed eagerly from Sarah’s full breast, and then switched over to the other side when she was sufficiently drained. She didn’t just let him shift unmolested. The moment he released her nipple, she pulled his face up to hers.

		It wasn’t a lingering kiss, but it was firm enough to let Janie know that Sarah fully intended to fuck Reg. Janie wanted to tell her the joke was on the older woman because she totally wanted to watch Reg fuck her. 

		Janie was getting what she wanted. That’s what she told herself.

		The nursing and slow masturbation continued until Sarah determined her breasts were sufficiently emptied and her pussy was sufficiently lubricated for a quick fuck.

		She pushed Reg away and stood up. With a careful eye Janie made a determination that now, with some of her milk nursed away, Sarah’s tits were slightly smaller. 

		“Join me in the bedroom, Reg? I could use your cock.” She gave Janie a sly smile. “You’re welcome to watch us. Maybe you’ll join in?”

		Sarah sauntered away. Both Reg and Janie watched the other woman’s curvy ass as she crossed the living room and headed up the stairs.

		“Can I?” Reg croaked at his girlfriend.

		Janie knew the correct thing to do was to say no and to demand they leave immediately. 

		Janie wasn’t going to do the correct thing.

		“You may,” she managed to say with some self-control after pulling her hand from between her thighs. “But I’m going to watch.”

		They hurried up the stairs after Sarah, arriving at her bedroom—Reg knew the way—just as the other woman was peeling off her tight jeans. She gave them a knowing look over her shoulder and bent at the waist a second time, pulling down her purple panties that clung briefly to her dripping pussy lips. 

		She moved casually, easily, to the bed and draped herself on it, not spreading her legs like a whore, but arranging herself elegantly like a courtesan. 

		“Get your clothes off, Reg,” she said. “I need your cock...and I’m sure your girlfriend would be happy to play with her pussy while she watches.”

		The words caused Janie to blush, though they were surely beyond that sort of thing now. This was going to happen and nothing was going to stop it.

		Janie couldn’t stop looking at Sarah’s tits. They were still leaking milk. Nothing would stop that from happening.

		Reg did exactly as Sarah had ordered. He scrambled out of his clothes and was on the bed with her before Janie could process what was happening. 

		He was hard. Janie knew that Sarah was wet. She just knew. The other two ignored Janie. Reg climbed on top of Sarah and kissed her as the older woman spread her legs. 

		As much as she hated herself for it, Janie moved to a better position in the room to watch the two of them. It was exciting to see two people about to fuck, even if one of them was her husband and the other was her rival. 

		She could just see Sarah’s hand move down and grab Reg’s cock, sliding it along her slit until they found her entrance and he pushed all the way in.

		They moaned together.

		It was too much for Janie. She pushed her yoga pants down to mid-thigh and put her hand to her pussy. She was sopping wet. Her fingers easily slipped inside herself. She leaned against the wall so she could watch while she masturbated. Janie knew she should have been embarrassed, humiliated, at this but for some odd reason she found it exciting and didn’t care it was happening.

		Sarah’s legs went up and around Reg’s body while he fucked her. He ducked his head to periodically suck on her nipples. She loved it. Janie loved it. Janie was jealous. Janie was lusty. They fucked in missionary position like an old married couple. Janie didn’t mind. She loved missionary. She loved doggy. She loved everything when it came to sex while she was watching her husband fuck another woman. She came.

		While she hadn’t bothered to stifle her moan of pleasure, Janie didn’t think she was that loud, but apparently she was loud enough to make both Reg and Sarah turn their heads to look at her. Only now did she feel a bit of true embarrassment. Leaning against the wall with her hand between her legs, the other hand pinching a nipple, and her pants half off she found she wasn’t ashamed.

		“Did you cum?” asked Sarah, a slightly bemused twist on her lips.

		“Uh-huh,” Janie moaned.

		“I guess you like watching.”

		“Yeah...”

		“Well, don’t let us stop you,” Sarah teased and turned Reg’s face to look at her. “Keep fucking me. Make me cum. I want you to cum in my pussy.”

		“Sure.”

		Reg resumed fucking Sarah with new vigor. Janie listened to the sound of flesh on flesh, the wetness of Sarah’s pussy, the soft moans of the two fornicators, all while she continued to finger herself to another orgasm. It was Sarah’s groan as she came that pushed Janie over the edge again. 

		Janie wanted to join the two of them on the bed, but she didn’t have the courage. She slid all the way down the wall now, but continued to frig herself. She could tell by the expression on Reg’s face he was close. She wanted him to cum inside Sarah. It was such a betrayal and such a turn-on. 

		“Fuck her,” Janie encouraged her husband. “Fuck her hard. Make her cum again. Fill up her pussy.”

		Her encouragement was what Reg needed, or maybe he was already there. He grunted and shook and came inside Sarah’s pussy. Janie hadn’t stopped playing with herself. She came a third time and savored the dirty lust. 

		


		Chapter 17

		After several days of pestering and begging and pleading and annoying Martin, Millie finally got what she wanted.

		Sarah’s phone number.

		She immediately texted the older woman.

		Millie: Sarah, this is Millie. Martin gave me your number. 

		Millie: I can’t wait for my nipples to heal. Is there any way I can make it go faster? Please?

		She could practically hear Sarah’s laughter in the reply.

		Sarah: Oh my. No. You just need to let nature take its course. If you don’t and start to play with them, you’ll just drag out the process. 

		Millie was quick to reply. It only taken Sarah a minute to send back a response, but Millie was too amped up on lust and need to be thoughtful with her words.

		Millie: I sort of knew that. I just wanted to talk to you again. I want to suck on your tits and taste your milk. I can do it with or without Martin.

		She added a water drop at the end of the text and a devil emoji. Maybe that was a little too much, but she couldn’t help herself.

		Sarah: My tits and milk are very popular lately. 

		Sarah: I have another couple that I’m nursing as well.

		There was no reason that Sarah should have shared that information with Millie. Instantly the younger woman was jealous and wanted to prove her worth.

		Millie: I’ll do anything to play and nurse with you again.

		Millie: Anything.

		Sarah: Careful. More than one epic hero promised to do anything and it brought about his downfall.

		Millie: I’m not an epic hero. I’m just a lusty slut.

		She followed that with a couple more emojis. A pair of coconuts. Another water drop. A pair of devils. 

		Sarah was bold and brave enough to ask the next question.

		Sarah: When do you want to meet again?

		The next night Sarah once again admitted Martin and Millie into her home. Though she had been lactating for years and had let numerous men nurse from her, this was a change. She had never before had a woman want to suck her tits. Sarah was neutral on sex with a woman, but she wasn’t going to say no. Further, she had another couple who were interested in her. She had to keep Reg and Janie separate from Martin and Millie.

		Right now that wasn’t her primary concern. Right now she wanted Martin and Millie in bed with her, sucking her tits.

		“I’m so happy the two of you want more of me,” she said upon letting them in. “Do you want to talk and flirt first, or do you want drinks?” A smile twitched her lips. “Or do you want a drink of me?”

		Millie laughed, half in delight, half nervously.

		“I must be the luckiest guy in the world,” Martin mused.

		“Because you met me?” asked Sarah.

		“That and because my lovely girlfriend is not only letting me do this, but wants to participate as well.”

		“You just want to watch some girl-on-girl action,” said Sarah.

		“Yup!” Martin readily agreed.

		“Well?” Sarah asked, turning to Millie.

		Up to that moment Millie had been feeling bold and positive and lusty. But once Sarah set her sights on Millie, the younger woman seemed to wither.

		“Uhh...”

		Martin chuckled. “I think she’s nervous.”

		“Well I wasn’t!” Millie snapped at him. “I wasn’t until you pointed it out.”

		“It’s fine,” Sarah soothed. “We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

		“She wants to fuck you,” Martin helpfully supplied.

		Sarah gave the young man an arch look. Millie giggled nervously and then shot a dirty look at her boyfriend.

		“I never really considered having sex with a woman before you,” said Sarah, “if that makes things any easier for you. I know I’ve heard that the older a woman gets, the more likely she is to explore lesbian sex.”

		“I’m a lot younger than you,” Millie blurted out, realized what she had said, and immediately turned crimson. “Oh fuck!”

		Martin laughed. He couldn’t do anything else.

		Sarah smiled and shook her head slowly. “How about we just go upstairs and pretend this conversation never took place?” She pivoted on her foot and left the room.

		Neither half of the couple had questioned Sarah’s suggestion. They followed.

		Up in her bedroom, Sarah waited in the doorway, blocking their way. 

		“What are you doing?” asked Martin.

		“Hopefully your girlfriend,” she answered and drew Millie to her, stepping back into the bedroom.

		Millie was nervous and excited and wanted to say no, but she wanted the thrill of the moment more. When Sarah leaned in and pressed her lips to Millie’s it was easy to accept the kiss. It was easy to part her lips and accept Sarah’s tongue in her mouth. It was easy to press their bodies together and just savor the moment.

		“Fucking hot,” Martin declared, adjusting his cock through his jeans.

		Sarah laughed and pulled back from Millie, but didn’t let go of her hand. “This might have been a lot more exciting if he wasn’t around,” she joked.

		Millie laughed nervously. “I’m not sure I would have come if not for him.”

		“I’ll make you cum,” Sarah promised.

		Once more Millie laughed nervously.

		“Okay, this is fun and all, but what I really want is—”

		“Is for the both of us to suck on your tits?” asked Martin, interrupting her.

		“I wasn’t going to put it so crudely.” Sarah pulled her shirt up over her head. Underneath she was wearing a smooth, plain bra. It was the very definition of utilitarian; the opposite of sexy. Maybe, Millie thought, every occasion in the bedroom didn’t need to start with flowers and lingerie. Sometimes sex was just sex for the fun of it.

		“Unhook me?” asked Sarah, turning her back to Millie.

		“Sure.” There were four hooks holding the brassiere closed. Millie was positive the most hooks on any of her bras was two. Most were one. Her fingers trembled a bit at first, but then she steeled herself and slipped free the hooks. Sarah let the garment fall from her tits as she turned back around.

		Both Martin and Millie stared directly at the woman’s big tits. 

		“Oh!” Millie exclaimed with delight. “You’re still wearing your nipple cages. They’re so pretty! I thought I felt them when you were kissing me. But I wasn’t sure. I thought that maybe you just had really hard nipples because you were really turned on and—”

		Sarah put her fingers to Millie’s lips. “You’re talking too much.”

		“Sorry,” Millie mumbled.

		“How are we supposed to get your milk if you’re wearing those cages?” asked Martin.

		Casually, Sarah backed up and sat down at the foot of her bed. She pointed to the floor. “I’m giving you both a little challenge. You need to take off my jewelry before you can nurse. No helping the other one. If you hurt me, you might not get to nurse at all. Kneel and take them off.”

		Martin and Millie exchanged a wary glance, but they knew they were both up to the challenge. 

		They both knelt before the older woman. The significance and meaning of their positions weren’t lost on Millie. 

		“I can’t wait until I can wear jewelry like this,” she said as she carefully put her fingers to the barbell through Sarah’s right nipple and the cage that capped the nipple.

		“Yours will be smaller,” Sarah observed as Martin also got to work. 

		“Smaller and cuter,” Millie commented. “But yours are nice and big.”

		Both of them struggled with unscrewing the bead from the barbells, partly because they were nervous, partly because of the small beads, partly because Martin had sweaty palms, and partly because Millie didn’t have the strength in her fingers to get the bead loose. They were also both uncertain in what they were doing.

		Eventually Martin was the one to figure it out first. He let out a little whoop of triumph as he spun off the bead and then carefully withdrew the barbell through the tiny fistula in Sarah’s left nipple. 

		“Does that feel weird?” he asked her.

		“I’m used to it. It’s sort of like taking an earring out of an earlobe.”

		“I don’t have earrings.”

		“I know.”

		The nipple cage clung to her nipple this time, not immediately falling off. As Millie looked at him out of the corner of her eyes, Martin plucked the cap from her nipple. Little creases were left behind but Martin didn’t let that bother him. He leaned in and took her nipple in his mouth and started sucking.

		“Mmm...that feels good,” Sarah said huskily. The pieces of her jewelry were hastily placed on the nightstand while he focused on pulling out her sweet milk.

		Millie grimaced at him as she continued to struggle.

		“I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing,” she muttered.

		“That’s okay,” said a distracted Sarah. “Do you need help?”

		“No. I just want this fucking thing off and I want your milk and I want to fuck you.”

		“Then get the fucking cage off and I’ll fuck you,” Sarah said with a bit of bite in her voice. “Do you want to eat my pussy first?”

		“I want your milk first.” Millie gritted her teeth and twisted the barbell harder, using all the strength. That finally freed it. “HA!”

		Sarah ignored the slight tugging from Millie’s eagerness to remove the barbell and nipple cage. The moment she was free, Millie took the ripe nipple in her mouth and sucked.

		At once the milk flooded in her mouth and Millie moaned in delight. 

		“Fuck, I should have dated couples years ago,” Sarah moaned. “Keep sucking on me and I’m going to cum,” she continued. “Millie won’t even need to eat my pussy.”

		“I want to eat your pussy,” said Millie around the nipple and fleshy breast. The words surprised her. She wanted desperately to eat the other woman’s pussy even if only to say she had done it.

		Martin pushed Sarah backward onto the mattress, forcing her to lay down. Millie moved forward as Sarah lay down, not letting her nipple escape her mouth.

		They nursed eagerly on Sarah’s breasts, but it was Millie who was forward enough to slip her hand down Sarah’s stomach and into her pants.

		“Eager little slut,” Sarah commented.

		Millie snatched her hand back.

		Sarah grabbed her wrist. “I didn’t say to not do that.”

		The two women eyed each other and Millie put her hand back where it had been, going further down and down, over Sarah’s narrow landing strip to find the top of her slit that was hot and wet and ready for anything.

		Working together Sarah and Martin pulled down Sarah’s leggings and panties to give Millie better access to her pussy. Martin even went so far as to stop nursing for a moment to completely remove Sarah’s clothing, letting Millie slip a pair of fingers up into the older woman.

		Sarah moaned softly. “Eat my pussy,” she begged Millie. “I’ve got plenty of milk, but my pussy needs attention.”

		“Do you want me to fuck you?” Martin asked. He pulled off his shirt. He was determined to get the most of this encounter.

		Sarah shook her head back and forth. “No. I want her to eat my pussy. You’ve already done it.”

		As much as Millie wanted to continue nursing to get all of Sarah’s milk, she also wanted to see what her limits were. Swallowing one last mouthful of milk, Millie pulled back and repositioned herself on the bed. “I’m saving the last of her milk for later,” she told her boyfriend. “Watch me make her cum.”

		Sarah spread her legs and smiled down at Millie. 

		This was the moment of truth. Millie found that she wanted to do this. She wanted to please Sarah. She wanted to be in the service of the older woman because she wanted Sarah’s guidance.

		It should have been the most difficult thing she had ever done, eating another woman’s pussy. It wasn’t. Sarah’s scent was strong and Millie could see how wet she was. She told herself that she should have been turned off. She wasn’t. She was intrigued and wanted to do this. 

		The first lick was the best. She tasted Sarah. She reveled in the complexities of Sara’s lips and folds and clit. Sarah shaved most of her pubic hair, leaving just a landing strip maybe an inch wide of auburn hair. That was just enough hair for Millie to warm her nose when she sucked Sarah’s clit into her mouth. 

		Sarah moaned. Martin went in to nurse from her and she allowed it for a minute, but then she pushed him away so she could grab his cock.

		“I just want to hold onto you while she makes me cum,” Sarah told him and then closed her eyes to focus on the lovely things that Millie was doing to her pussy.

		Martin didn’t argue. He just let her pump his cock. Her motions weren’t focused enough to get him to cum, but he didn’t mind. Doing this with her and Millie was an epic highlight in his life.

		Then her fingers tightly gripped Martin and she came as Millie sucked on her clit while pushing two fingers up her tunnel.

		“Fuck yes I needed that,” Sarah said after the spasms had subsided. She then started jerking Martin’s cock in earnest. “Want to cum on my tits?”

		“Can I...can I fuck you?” Martin asked. He hadn’t realized how close to cumming he was. He was right on the edge. In all honesty, he didn’t care how he came, he just wanted to cum.

		“Only if she’s going to lick my pussy while you do it,” Sarah quickly declared.

		Millie knew she should have said no, but no one was ever going to find out about this. It might be her one opportunity to completely debase herself, to indulge in these kinky activities.

		“How do we do that?” Millie asked.

		A minute later Sarah was on her hands and knees with Millie underneath her almost in a 69 position. Millie looked up at Sarah’s well-lubricated pussy; her amrita was dripping from her even as Martin’s cock probed at her opening. Millie did the only polite thing and grabbed his cock to get it properly aligned. Watching her boyfriend sink his cock all the way into the older woman’s pussy was an incredible moment in her life. 

		Millie briefly took Martin’s balls into her mouth, sucking them the way he liked, causing him to gasp and freeze up, afraid to move. Releasing them, Millie moved higher, to Sarah’s clit, and gave it an experimental lick. 

		Sarah shivered. “Oh...fuck yes...”

		“You like that?” Martin asked as he started fucking her. 

		“I wish I had two more people in here to suck on my tits,” Sarah told him and then wasn’t able to speak any more.

		Though she was the focus of their threesome, Sarah didn’t just let the other two service her. That would have been rude. With just a little pressure and guidance, she managed to get Millie to spread her legs. She wasn’t able to completely focus on the other woman’s pussy, but Millie appreciated the effort.

		She knew she was there to service the other two. She was fine with that. She doubted she’d ever do this again and decided to take in everything she could see and feel. It was fascinating seeing Martin’s cock pumping in and out of Sarah. She liked it when Sarah came from both of their attention. She even liked it when Martin came in Sarah, depositing his load deep in her pussy.

		Though she wasn’t a shrinking violet when it came to cum, Millie found she didn’t want to be under Sarah’s pussy when Martin withdrew. Their little construct collapsed and they all lay panting together. Since the other two were exhausted, Millie found she was the only one with enough energy to reposition herself and latch onto one of Sarah’s breasts. 

		The older woman turned her body just enough so that Mille could easily nurse. This was what she wanted. This was what Martin wanted to see.

		They watched her nurse for a few minutes. Millie savored every drop and was sad when Sarah’s breasts finally went dry.

		“I don’t regret doing any of this,” she declared, first kissing Sarah and then her boyfriend.

		


		Chapter 18

		Martin: She gave me permission to see u whenever I want

		Sarah: That’s very nice of your girlfriend. 

		Martin: I cant believe Im this lucky!!!

		Sarah: You know that you aren’t the only man I’m seeing, right?

		There was a pause in the texting. Sarah wondered if he was busy actually doing his job. She was sitting at her desk at home, supposedly working, but really she was just getting some mindless work done while waiting for her next appointment and flirting with Martin.

		Finally Martin replied.

		Martin: I sortof knew that

		Sarah: Did you let Millie know that she isn’t the only woman I’m seeing?

		Again, there was a pause. Maybe Sarah was reading too much into the timing. It wasn’t like texting was an exact science of timing. It wasn’t a verbal conversation.

		She was disappointed with his answer.

		Martin: I didn’t

		Sarah: Is she the jealous type?

		Martin: Until all of this happened I never gave it a thought

		Martin: I guess not

		Sarah: Good. She won’t be upset then.

		Martin: When can I see u again? 

		Martin: Later this afternoon?

		Sarah: I’m busy then. Tomorrow.

		Martin: I can’t wait.

		Sarah didn’t reply. She was certain that he couldn’t wait, but he would have to.

		When her doorbell rang, Sarah had to stop herself from running downstairs to answer the door. She had to remind herself that she was an adult. She was mature and dignified. Acting like a love-struck schoolgirl wouldn’t help anyone.

		Upon opening the door, Sarah was struck at how young Millie looked. At how nervous and scared Millie looked.

		“Martin doesn’t know I’m here,” she blurted out.

		Sarah laughed. It gave her some confidence. “Do you tell him everything that you do? Do you tell him where you’re going to be every moment of the day?”

		“No...”

		“Good.”

		Sarah reached for the other woman’s hands and drew her into the foyer, but she didn’t step aside. She pulled Millie into her arms and embraced her.

		Then they kissed.

		It felt good and natural.

		Sarah had come to the conclusion that kissing, or nursing, or fucking, a woman wasn’t wrong. Maybe she wasn’t bi, but she was going to enjoy the game while she played it. She had no idea how Millie felt about playing with a woman. She wasn’t going to ask. She didn’t see a long-term relationship forming with the younger Millie, but there was no reason to upset her now with that information.

		“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” said Millie after they finally stopped kissing.

		“Why not?” Sarah took her by the hand and led her to the stairs. Millie followed. Sarah hoped Millie was watching her ass.

		“It’s crazy. It’s not who I am.”

		At the top of the stairs Sarah paused and looked down at the other woman. “Apparently it is who you are because you said yes to this awfully quickly.”

		Millie blushed, but she didn’t turn around.

		“I just...fuck. I don’t know. I want to give this another chance.”

		“You didn’t say no the first time...”

		“How about we talk less and get to why you came here?”

		Millie let out a long breath. “That’s an excellent idea.”

		Sarah led her to the bedroom right next to her office. Millie entered and took a look around, almost glad to be back in the same place. It was familiar and comforting.

		“Take off your shirt,” Sarah told her.

		Millie started to simply obey, but then she gave the request a second thought. “Why? You’re not nursing from me.”

		Sarah smiled. She was wearing a loose pullover top. “But I want to see your pretty little tits.”

		Millie flushed with embarrassment again. “That’s...I don’t know what that is.”

		Sarah pulled her top up over her tits, exposing her bra but not taking anything off. “If you want these, I want to see yours.”

		It was much too tempting for Millie. She quickly unbuttoned and removed her shirt. She was wearing one of the few bras she owned. It was hardly more than a training bra and Sarah could see the little bumps of Millie’s nipples. The bra was tight enough that she could see the even smaller bulges of her barbell beads. 

		Millie saw Sarah staring. “You like what you see?” she asked before starting to take off the tiny bra.

		“Yes. I like comparing your tits to mine.”

		That was good enough for Mille. She pulled off her bra and arched her back enough to accentuate her small bust. Her fingers went to her nipples and played with them. “I’m healed enough to play with them now.”

		Sarah had no idea if that was true or not. “Good. Yours are very pretty.” She approached Millie and kissed her again, but it was a quick kiss, and then she backed up just enough to palm Millie’s small breasts. “I like them.” She lightly twisted Millie’s barbells causing the younger woman to gasp. It made her knees go weak and her pussy to throb and moisten.

		Millie moaned softly. “I want to make milk like you.”

		“I’ll help you,” Sarah promised.

		They kissed again. Millie liked Sarah’s tongue in her mouth. She was happy to do whatever Sarah asked. 

		“I just want to taste your milk,” Millie begged. 

		“Easy enough.” Sarah stepped back to the bed. She pulled off her top but kept her bra on. Millie watched as Sarah adjusted the front of her bra and then pulled down the flap of the bra, exposing her breast.

		“Oh. A nursing bra,” Sarah laughed nervously. “I never would have imagined you would wear one.”

		“Why not? I nurse a whole bunch of people.” She smiled as she lay on the bed. “I’m waiting.”

		Millie nodded and joined her. It almost seemed normal now to lay down with the other woman and latch onto her breast. Today Sarah was wearing what Millie could only describe as demure nipple jewelry. They were nothing more than a straight barbell with golden beads on the ends. It was pretty. 

		It certainly didn’t stop Millie from nursing. It was delightfully novel to have Sarah’s soft nipple and hard barbell in her mouth at the same time. The introduction of Sarah’s milk was the third ingredient that made the encounter delightful.

		She wasn’t sure if she was going to have full-on sex with Sarah (what did that even mean between two women?) but she wasn’t going to say no if it happened.

		Milk. Piercings. Nipples. Pussy. Was this what it meant to be a woman?

		Sarah moaned softly. Millie’s pussy was hot and she wanted nothing more than some sexual relief. Sarah’s big breast was soft and pillowy. Millie tucked her hand between her thighs and surreptitiously rubbed her pussy through her pants. 

		In the midst of their rising passion, Sarah pulled down the other flap of her nursing bra, but this didn’t expose her breast. She had a nursing pad inside the bra that clung to her nipple. She had pushed off the other one when exposing herself earlier. 

		Sarah plucked it from her nipple and encouraged Millie to switch sides.

		“Do you want to eat my pussy?” Sarah asked, her voice low and husky.

		“Uh-huh,” Millie mumbled into Sarah’s flesh.

		Sarah stroked Millie’s hair. It was so easy to control the younger woman. 

		“Make me cum by sucking my tits first.”

		Mille could do that. Millie wanted to do that. Millie was determined to do that.

		She didn’t just use her mouth and lips and tongue. She also used her hand. Whatever breast she wasn’t sucking on, Millie played with Sarah’s other nipple. Pinching, rolling, twisting. She did it all. 

		It was enough. Sarah’s body had been used this way for so long that it was easy for her to cum from this almost innocuous activity.

		Sarah shook with pleasure as she climaxed.

		Millie chortled with pleasure. “You were shooting your milk when you came.”

		“That happens.”

		“I love it.”

		She moved up and kissed the older woman. Sarah tasted her own sweetness, but she didn’t let herself get distracted. After a moment she struggled out of her pants, stripping herself naked. Millie watched, her anticipation making her nervous.

		After one more kiss, Sarah laid back and spread her legs. Millie looked at the older woman’s pussy and landing strip. Her lips were still together, but she could see amrita dripping from the small curls Sarah wore. More amrita slicked her outer lips.

		Millie licked her lips. It made no sense she was salivating for this. She was already turned on after having nursed from Sarah for the past half hour. Going down on Sarah was just natural. 

		Sarah’s pussy was slightly acidic and musky and was the most wonderful thing she had ever tasted.

		Sarah moaned. Millie smiled. This was everything she wanted. This was perfect. She licked the length of Sarah’s slit, found her clit, and gently sucked the tender organ. That’s all it took to put Sarah on edge.

		“Are you going to go down on me after I make you cum?” Millie asked.

		Sarah looked down at the woman between her legs.

		“What do you think?”

		Millie just smiled and licked her again.

		It was late when Millie got home from her evening class. Martin was waiting for her. He had decided to be completely honest and forthcoming with her when it came to Sarah because from his perspective, doing anything otherwise from this point would only jeopardize their relationship. Sarah was just for fun. Millie was supposed to be forever.

		“Hi hon,” he greeted Millie when she walked in.

		“Hi. I’m exhausted. Long day.”

		“I want to tell you something.”

		“Me too.” 

		“I’m going to see Sarah tomorrow,” he told her. “I just wanted to let you know. It’ll be during the middle of the day. Now, I know we sort of agreed not to do anything with her unless we were both there, but she needs this. You know that she needs to be nursed daily otherwise she loses her milk. Or she has to use her pump; she doesn’t like her pump compared to a human mouth. Anyway, it’ll be during the day when you’re at work. I can sneak away for an hour and get her milk. I feel bad for you because you can’t get away in the middle of the day, but Sarah wanted it then. But she said she can host the two of us later on.” He paused and took a breath. “She also said she’s seeing another couple. I’m kind of jealous.” He took another breath. “Are you upset?”

		“No.”

		Martin let out a long sigh. He had been so worried. Their relationship had been all over the place in the past few weeks. This was good news.

		“Okay. Good. Are you okay with me going to see her tomorrow?”

		“Are you going to fuck her?”

		“I mean...she wants to be nursed. But I sort of figured that sex was on the menu...”

		“Okay. Uh-huh.”

		“We can have sex tonight if you like,” he generously offered.

		“Cool,” was Millie’s reply. “I fucked Sarah today,” she added. 

		It took a moment for Martin to process the words.

		“Fucking what?”

		“No, I fucked Sarah. Well, we fucked each other.” She paused. “After I nursed from her.”

		“How did...why...where...but...” Martin’s brain was spinning. 

		“She called me and made an offer. Remember she gave me her number? I decided why the hell not? It was in her bedroom. It was great.” Now that she had warmed up to her subject, Millie found she loved telling Martin what she had been up to. “It’s not exactly cheating, right? I mean, I was honest about it—unlike someone I know, Marty—and told you right afterwards. Anyway, I think I’m in an experimental phase. I still like dick—I definitely like your dick, Marty—but I had pussy today and I liked it. It was fun. Her milk...mmm...her milk was so sweet. It’s probably always sweet, but alone with her today, it tasted especially sweet compared to last time. I know I’m rambling. Anyway, she told me that she was going to hook up with you tomorrow and wanted to keep things fair between us.” Finally Millie paused in her soliloquy. “Are you okay, Marty?”

		“Am I okay?” he repeated back to her.

		“Yeah, that’s what I asked.”

		“I’m just...shocked.”

		“Are you going to be okay?”

		“Uh...” He gave it a moment’s thought and then started to get angry. “Maybe. But why the fuck didn’t you say something to me before you fucked her?”

		Millie held up her finger. “I didn’t get angry with you when you were fucking Sarah behind my back.”

		That wasn’t exactly the case, but Marty let it slide. 

		“Yeah, okay. I’m okay. I’m okay.”

		“Good,” she said brightly. “I want you to have a good time with her tomorrow.”

		“This is weird,” he said.

		“It could be worse.”

		“Yeah. You’re right.”

		“Now, I believe you said something about some cock for me?” she inquired.

		“You want to have sex?” he asked, confused. “Didn’t you have sex with her earlier today?”

		Millie got onto her boyfriend’s lap, straddled him, and gave him a kiss. “Yes. I did. I fucked a woman. It was hot. But I still like cock. I specifically like your cock. One thing that Sarah definitely does not have is a cock.”

		“So you want to have sex.”

		“Fuck yes,” she said and pulled her shirt and thin bra up over her head, exposing her tiny tits. “I want to have sex. And I want you to play with my tits. I want to see who does it better.”

		That little revelation upset Martin even as he stared at the pretty barbells in her nipples. “You let her play with your tits? You haven’t let me do that for a month!”

		“And I want to compare you to Sarah. Maybe it’ll be a good way to judge if I stay a straight girl or go full lesbian.”

		Martin couldn’t take his eyes from her nipples. They were beautiful. “You had your face in her snatch. I think you’re bi.”

		She smiled and kissed him and then brought his hand to her small tits. “I suppose that’s a third option. I guess if you fuck me poorly tonight...then maybe I will go full lesbian.”

		“I’m up to that challenge,” he declared and stood up from the couch, carrying her with him. 

		Millie was surprised and delighted with his strength as she always was. That was definitely one point in his favor over Sarah. She shrieked with delight as he carried her toward their bedroom.

		“I’m going to fuck you so hard you’re going to forget your name,” he promised.

		On the other side of the city, Sarah was texting on her phone.

		Sarah: I promise I won’t fuck Reg ever again, if you do one thing for me?

		Janie: What do you want?

		Sarah: I want you to fuck me so good that I don’t ever want to fuck Reg again.

		Janie: Can I nurse from you too?

		


		Chapter 19

		“I’d get them pierced a second time if I could,” Sarah mused while Martin was attached to her left nipple.

		He looked up at her but didn’t stop sucking. Her milk was flowing steadily. He had to swallow it every time he sucked. When he had first started with her, he would only have to swallow every few times, but now her milk was a delight every time she bared her breasts to him.

		“Wouldn’t they look hot with a second piercing in each nipple?” Sarah asked.

		Martin had to take a moment’s respite from nursing. He had half emptied each of her breasts and was getting ready to play with them more than nurse from them. His cock was hard in his jeans. He fully intended to strip her and fuck her when he was done with her tits.

		But her question had given him pause.

		Releasing her nipple, along with the simple captive bead rings she was wearing today, Martin asked, “How the hell would that even work? You’re already pierced.”

		Sarah protectively put her hands over her nipples. “These would be vertical piercings, not horizontal. They’d go behind my current ones. I think it's a hot, sexy look. But I can’t do it.”

		“Okay. Why not?”

		“I wouldn’t be able to nurse for six months at least. I’m not giving that up.”

		Marvin shrugged and nodded his head. “I’m on board with that.” He licked her nipple and then blew lightly on it. When her nipple went immediately erect she smiled.

		“It’s impolite to play with your food,” Sarah chided him, teasing.

		“I’m playing with the...serving device?” he said uncertainly. “Fuck it. Doesn’t matter. I want to fuck you.” He bounded off the bed and quickly stripped off his clothes. Sarah smiled as his cock came into view, bouncing slightly when he moved back onto the bed. He was already fully erect. It took no effort at all to get Martin hard. He was young and horny. She just had to be there and supply the milk.

		When he started to climb onto her, kissing her stomach and tugging at her pants to pull them off, she stopped him.

		“No. Wait. I want to ride your cock.”

		“You do? Sure!”

		“Lay down.” Sarah quickly pulled off her pants, showing off the little dark-red landing strip that decorated her pussy as Martin got into position.

		Straddling his hips, she took his cock in hand and ran it along her slit. As always after being nursed, her pussy was dripping amrita. It took no effort at all to get his cock head slick and then she merely had to sit down on his manhood.

		“Fuck...yes,” she moaned and then started bouncing up and down.

		Martin watched with approval, placing his hands on her hips, gently guiding her. He was all but mesmerized by the motion of her large breasts. They weren’t nearly as heavy as when he had entered her house, but he had a good eye for them now. There was still plenty of milk in them. Her nipples were full and ripe and accented by her pretty piercings.

		It was just natural to reach up and pull one breast down to his mouth so he could continue to nurse.

		“No,” she told him, pulling back, denying him the sweetness of her milk.

		“What? Why?”

		Sarah didn’t stop moving. She liked this as much as he did. The game. The play. She did slow down a bit and no longer leaned over him, but leaned back accentuating the size of her tits by arching her back.

		Martin reached up for her large tits, but she slapped his hand away. Finding her balance, she flexed her thighs just enough to keep a slow bounce, working her pussy up and down on his cock. Taking her tits in hand, she gave the soft flesh an experimental squeeze.

		A few drops of milk issued forth from her nipples.

		“What are you doing?” Martin asked.

		“Don’t you like to see my tits working?” she asked him.

		He grabbed hold of her hips and now instead of just letting her do all the work, he thrust his hips upward into her. Sarah didn’t react. She was completely focused on her tits.

		She changed her grip on her flesh and tried again.

		This time her nipples spouted. It wasn’t the strong spray like when she was over full and just needed relief, but she produced several streams of white liquid that immediately fell onto Martin’s face and chest.

		He gasped in surprise but didn’t object.

		“You’re making a mess,” he told her.

		“Uh-huh. You love it.”

		It was the truth. He did. It was her bed and she could be messy if she wanted. He was used to getting covered in her milk. Normally it was just his face and hands, but if she wanted to waste some of it on his body as well, he wasn’t going to object.

		She continued to spray him with her milk while he fucked her. They were both close. 

		So close.

		He wanted to cum.

		He wanted to see his girlfriend sucking on Sarah’s tits.

		She wanted to cum.

		She wanted everyone sucking on her tits.

		They came.

		They came together.

		Martin shot his load up into her pussy. She fell forward and had to brace her hands against his chest while she panted heavily. Her tits didn’t stop. They weren’t spraying now, but they were dripping steadily, making small puddles that eventually grew too large and slid down his sides to the bed. 

		Sarah leaned forward and licked up some of her leavings.

		“Tasty. And sweet.” She licked her lips.

		“Sometimes I can’t believe you,” he said with admiration.

		“Why not?”

		“Because you’re so kinky and sexy and fun.”

		“Hmm.” Sarah rolled to her side and picked up her phone from the nightstand.

		Martin looked at her in surprise. “Is that the end of our conversation?” He was more than a little miffed.

		“Not at all, but I have a very busy schedule, both personal and business.” She frowned at her screen. “And I have a meeting in fifteen minutes.”

		“I suppose I’m being dismissed.”

		Tossing aside her phone, Sarah rolled back to him and gave him a kiss. “Not at all. And by that I mean, yes. I need you out of the house in less than fifteen minutes.”

		“I’ll make my shower quick.”

		Sarah shook her head as she found her bra and started putting it on. “No time. But that doesn’t matter. I want you to go home to Millie smelling like me and my milk.”

		Martin shook his head again. “There you go again. Kinky and twisted.”

		After buttoning up her shirt so that she looked presentable on a computer screen from the waist up, Sarah briefly considered going pantless during the meeting. It wouldn’t be the first time she had done that, but she could feel Martin’s cum dripping out of her. Instead, she headed to the bathroom.

		“Say hi to your girlfriend for me. She and I have a date tomorrow!” Sarah closed the door and hid there until she heard Martin leave.

		


		Chapter 20

		Millie was worried when she rang Sarah’s bell and the older woman didn’t immediately answer, something was wrong. Always before when she appeared on Sarah’s doorstep, she was right there. There was no waiting period. Either Sarah had always been a good hostess or was eager to get nursed and/or laid.

		Something was wrong.

		Millie tried to wait patiently.

		She wanted to get laid.

		She wanted to taste Sarah’s milk again.

		She wanted to...explore who she was.

		Millie rang the bell again.

		Nothing.

		Millie waited.

		Still nothing.

		Millie waited some more.

		She wanted to repeatedly press the doorbell. 

		But she waited.

		Then she walked around to the front of the house and peered in through the tiny windows of the garage.

		Sarah’s car was there.

		At least there was a car in the garage.

		Millie went back to the front door and was about to press the bell again when her phone buzzed in her jacket pocket.

		Pulling it out she saw that Sarah had sent her a text message.

		Sarah: I’m stuck on a Zoom meeting. Door’s open. Come in.

		Millie paused. It seemed like this was wrong. Something was amiss. 

		But Millie was also horny as hell and ready to cast caution to the wind.

		Carefully she tried the front door handle.

		It opened.

		Her phone buzzed again.

		Sarah: Come upstairs and wait in my bedroom.

		Millie considered the request. It wasn’t that crazy.

		She went up the stairs. She could hear Sarah talking in the room that was her home office.

		Millie couldn’t help herself.

		She went down the hall to the open office door. Sarah was positioned so she could see Millie in the doorway. The older woman had stopped talking and was listening to someone droning on and on over the computer about something that Millie had no interest in.

		Sarah briefly made eye contact with Millie, nodded and smiled, and indicated the direction of the bedroom. Millie nodded and stepped back. 

		She didn’t bother going all the way back to the bedroom. In the semi-privacy of the hallway she shed her jacket and tossed it into the bedroom. Then she kicked off her shoes and unbuttoned her blouse. 

		Taking a moment, she peeked around the doorway, just her head, to check on Sarah. 

		The older woman looked bored. She smiled at Millie and then, out of range of the camera, she used her hand to indicate someone talking without stopping, droning on and on.

		Millie returned her smile and ducked back into the hallway. There she removed her blouse and then her bra. It was a new bra. It actually did have supportive elements, but she wore it mostly for some degree of modesty, so that casual observers didn’t know she had pierced nipples.

		She knew it was inappropriate, but she couldn’t help herself. She dangled the bra in the doorway where she knew Sarah could see it.

		Sarah made a surprised noise.

		There was a pause in the conversation. Millie couldn’t hear what was being said over the zoom call. 

		“No. Sorry. Just spilled my coffee.”

		Millie peeked her head into the doorway again, a broad smile on her face.

		Sarah kept a straight face.

		Millie fully stepped into the doorway, showing off her tits and her pretty new jewelry. She still wore barbells, but new ones with shiny dangling chains that ran under her nipples connecting either side of the barbells.

		Sarah tried to ignore the other woman.

		Millie wasn’t to be deterred. She moistened her finger in her mouth and circled a nipple, making it grow erect.

		Sarah gritted her teeth.

		Millie couldn’t help herself. She pinched her nipples and felt her pussy quiver.

		A soft, barely audible moan escaped her lips. 

		Sarah’s eyes went wide.

		Millie twisted her nipples and had to bite her lip to stop from moaning louder.

		“I have another meeting coming up in a minute, folks. Are we almost done?” Sarah blurted out.

		“Just one more thing,” a voice said over the computer.

		Millie let go of her nipples and shimmied her skirt down over her hips, leaving her in just her panties.

		Once more she and Sarah locked eyes.

		Millie stuck two fingers in her mouth, got them wet, and squirmed them inside her panties. When she found her clit her eyes involuntarily rolled up into her head. She knew that Sarah’s coworkers couldn’t see her—or at least she figured they couldn’t because Sarah would have said something, right?—but somehow teasing Sarah in front of them was turning her on more than it should have.

		She had shaved her pussy that morning and she was still so smooth that her fingers glided over her skin and teased her clit and then descended down into her slit. When she curled her fingers up inside herself she moaned loud enough to alarm Sarah who immediately muted her audio.

		After leaning back against the wall, Millie took a second to focus herself. She opened her eyes and looked directly at Sarah who was now glaring at her. Millie didn’t remove her hand from her panties but made it obvious that she was now masturbating. With her free hand she pinched a nipple as hard as she dared.

		“We need to wrap this up, folks,” said Sarah. Hopefully her coworkers would interpret the annoyed look on her face as frustration that the meeting had run over the allotted time slot and not frustration with the younger woman masturbating in front of her.

		Since she was enjoying herself so much, Millie withdrew her hand from her pussy and her panties and made a show of sucking her fingers. Only then did she move out of the doorway, away from Sarah’s eye line. Finally she stripped her panties off and tossed them blindly into Sarah’s office before running to the bedroom.

		With a little yelp of triumph, Millie jumped on the bed—still rumpled and unmade from where Sarah had slept in it the night before, possibly alone, possibly with a lover—and rolled over to the nightstand.

		By the time Sarah came marching into the bedroom, Millie was flat on her back, knees bent, legs spread, with Sarah’s favorite vibrator halfway up her twat.

		“It was taking you forever,” Millie complained, drawing out the last word as part of a moan of pleasure.

		“You little brat!” Sarah stripped off her business blouse to reveal a nursing bra underneath. She yanked down the flaps to both cups, got on the bed, and slapped Millie across the face.

		Millie gasped.

		In the next second Sarah grabbed the vibrator out of the younger woman’s hand and tossed it aside. “That’s not for you.”

		Millie pouted. She was so turned on by Sarah’s aggression that she was a bit scared, but not scared enough to do anything to stop their play.

		“Then what is for me?” she asked.

		“This.” Sarah shoved one of her breasts into Millie’s mouth. She hadn’t gotten a good look at Sarah’s nipples before this, but right before she sucked the ripe nipple into her mouth, she noted the shiny rings Sarah was wearing today. They were gold but etched with a lacey pattern on the rings and beads. 

		The younger woman nursed happily, even with her cheek stinging, even with her pussy throbbing at the loss of the vibrator.

		The milk was so sweet. Millie wanted Sarah to pin her down and force her to have sex. She was perfectly happy to have sex with Sarah, but the idea of being forced made it more acceptable and more exciting.

		Sarah’s big breasts weren’t exactly smothering Millie, but she could pretend that’s exactly what was happening and the only way to save herself was to drink all of Sarah’s milk as quickly as possible.

		This distracted Sarah enough to make her moan and enjoy the treatment Millie was giving her. When Sarah started groping at her, Millie spread her legs and allowed the older woman to finger her, picking up where Millie had left off. She would have preferred a cock or dildo or a mouth, but Millie wasn’t complaining. She couldn’t complain. Not with a mouthful of the other woman’s breast.

		Sarah’s milk flowed easily. Millie wasn’t exactly drowning, but she needed to swallow as fast as she could. Sarah’s milk was as sweet as ever and Millie wanted to savor it, but sometimes practicality ruled over their sex play.

		Millie came first. Sarah’s nimble fingers knew exactly what to do to the younger woman’s pussy and clit. Plus she was already worked up after teasing Sarah and playing with herself.

		But Millie’s nursing had its secondary intended effect. Sarah came a minute later, her milk shooting out like a hose as she climaxed. Sarah liked cumming just from nipple play and nursing.

		She collapsed next to her younger lover.

		“That was great. Thanks for coming over.”

		Millie just moaned and kissed Sarah’s cheek. She had no words.

		“Don’t you ever play that game again when I’m on a Zoom meeting,” Sarah then admonished her.

		“If it gives you the urge to do what you just did to me, I’m going to interrupt all your business calls,” Millie promised.

		Sarah laughed and kissed her. “You’re a very bad girl.”

		“I’m starting to realize that.”

		“I didn’t slap you too hard, did I?”

		“No. Just the right amount. Why?”

		Sarah lightly touched Millie’s cheek. “I might have left some finger marks on your face.”

		“You did? Shit...” 

		“Do you like rough sex?”

		“It’s fine,” Millie answered. “I mean, in the right moment, like ten minutes ago, it’s great. But I think it’s better with a cock. Just slapping is...”

		“A little too much?”

		“Exactly.”

		Sarah kissed Millie again. “Do you mind that I have other lovers?”

		Millie laughed. “No. Of course not. I know that you have sex with Martin.”

		“I meant besides Martin.”

		It took Millie a moment. “Oh. Um...well, you can have sex with whoever you want.”

		“I nurse them too.”

		“I just assumed that.”

		“What would you have thought if you found me in bed with Janie?”

		Millie took a moment. “Oh. You meant another woman.”

		“What did you think I meant?”

		“Another man. You aren’t a lesbian, are you?”

		“I’m fucking your boyfriend, aren’t I?”

		“So you’re bi.”

		“So are you.”

		“I think all women eventually wind up being bi because they’re tired of men.”

		Millie shook her head. “You’ve got some...interesting ideas.”

		“You didn’t really answer my question.”

		“What question?”

		“Do you mind that I have other lovers?”

		“Um...well, no. Of course not.”

		“I’m thinking of having a special get together with all my lovers. What do you think?”

		Millie rolled to her side to look at Sarah’s profile. “I think that you like to live dangerously.”

		


		Chapter 21

		“Is this what you expected?” Sarah asked when she and Janie finished strapping Reg into the heavy wooden chair she had brought into the bedroom.

		“I’ve learned to expect just about anything from you, Sarah,” Reg replied easily. He was still fully dressed. 

		His wife and his ex-wife were both wearing just bras and panties. They were a contrast in everything. Sarah had dark red hair. Janie’s was plain brown. Janie had a thin, lean body. Sarah’s was voluptuous and curvy. Both wore simple white panties that by any measure were modest. However, Sarah wore a heavy-duty nursing bra to keep her tits under control. Janie’s tits were covered by what could generously be called a bralette that was so thin her dark pink and erect nipples were obvious under the material. Sarah’s tits were mostly hidden away by her bra. Even her pierced nipples were hidden by the thick material of the cups.

		Sarah had invited the couple over for an evening of entertainment focused on her tits. Reg had readily agreed to be tied up. He had agreed before Sarah told him the details. He figured he would be naked and spread-eagled on her bed while sexually tormented by the two women. This was not what he expected.

		Still, he didn’t object.

		The heavy wooden chair was more than sturdy enough to restrain him. Sarah had planned ahead and used not only traditional metal handcuffs, but leather bondage restraints as well around his wrists and ankles. An additional strap was around his chest to hold him in place. 

		Though this wasn’t what he had expected, Reg went with it. Where else was he going to find a woman with big tits that lactated and wanted to have sex with him and his wife?

		“Ready?” Sarah asked a very nervous Janie.

		The other woman—the smaller woman, the younger woman, the literal other woman—nodded. “Yes.”

		She and Sarah embraced and kissed.

		“Oh fuck...” Reg moaned.

		He could watch porn anytime he wanted, even if it was just softcore stuff like women kissing. 

		This was a thousand times hotter.

		When Janie started to cup one of Sarah’s breasts, the older woman pulled back and waggled her finger at the brunette.

		“No. Tonight you’re my plaything.”

		Janie smiled thinly. “I felt your boob. You’re so full of milk that—”

		“I’m saving it for Reg. It’s not for you, not tonight.”

		That surprised Janie. That was not what they had discussed.

		“Okay, but why?”

		“He’s going to want a treat after all we’re going to put him through. Now take off your clothes.”

		She was already half naked, but Janie got a nervous thrill removing her bralette and panties in front of Sarah even though she had done it before. More than being under Sarah’s watchful eyes, she could feel Reg staring at her. The man she was married to. The man who had been married to Sarah. The man who was getting the fantasy of a lifetime played out in front of him.

		“Your tits are small but pretty,” Sarah decided and reached out for Janie’s small breasts. It took almost all of her control not to shy away from Sarah’s hands, but the moment Sarah touched her, she enjoyed being fondled.

		“Mmm...thank you.”

		Sarah let go of one breast and reached down between the younger woman’s legs. It was hard to reach Janie’s pussy the way she was standing, but Janie generously changed her stance and allowed exploration.

		“Good, you shaved yourself like I asked.”

		Being fingered in front of her husband made Janie feel good. She wanted to do everything she could for Sarah.

		“What...what do you want me to do for you?” she moaned, desperate to lean in and kiss the older woman.

		Sarah gave her a quick kiss, hardly more than a peck on the cheek. “I want you to lay down on my bed and play with yourself for a minute.”

		Suddenly Janie was shy. She had been imagining that the two of them would roll around on the bed together while Reg was forced to watch. She didn’t want anyone watching while she masturbated.

		“Get on the bed,” Sarah ordered, her voice not harsh, but firm.

		Janie moved. She was used to being told what to do. She liked to be told what to do.

		Once she closed her eyes, it was easy for Janie to put her hand to her pussy and start rubbing. Both Sarah and Reg watched her for a minute. They watched until she let out her first little moan.

		Sarah turned to Reg. “She’s a right little slut, isn’t she?”

		“That’s why I married her,” Reg replied.

		“I thought you married her because I divorced your ass.”

		“I divorced your ass because you cheated on me.”

		Sarah smiled. “And now you’re going to get to see her cheat on you.” She bent down and kissed Reg on the forehead.

		Then she sauntered over to the bed, kept her bra and panties on, crawled up on the mattress, wiggled her ass and looked over her shoulder at Reg. He shuddered and pulled on his restraints but wasn’t able to get out of the chair. 

		Sarah smiled, moved between Janie’s legs, and put her face down into the young woman’s pussy.

		“Fuck yes,” Reg moaned.

		“Oh...fuck...yes,” Janie agreed as Sarah went all in on eating her pussy.

		Sarah loved the complexity of Janie’s anatomy, so similar to her own, but different at the same time. And yet she responded in almost exactly the same way as Sarah would have in the same position.

		Wrapping her arms around Janie’s thighs, she settled in, determined to make the other woman cum.

		It wasn’t that difficult. Sarah knew what she liked. It was easy to tell what Janie liked, based on her verbal and nonverbal responses. When Janie finally climaxed, arching her back and closing her thighs around Sarah’s head, Sarah received a face full of amrita. Never before had Sarah been on this end of an orgasm and she cherished it.

		“You good?” Sarah asked when Janie finally relaxed and released her grasp on her lover.

		“I’m...very good,” Janie laughed. “But I’m awfully thirsty.”

		“Are you?” Sarah didn’t remove her bra, but she did lower the flaps to it, exposing her full, ripe nipples. She was wearing her nipple cages today. It wouldn’t make it impossible to nurse from her without their removal, but it would be difficult.

		Sarah circled her nipple cages with her fingers. “I think you’re a very bad girl,” said Sarah to Janie. “But I think you like being a bad girl. Do you like being a bad girl?”

		Janie nodded enthusiastically.

		“I like sharing my milk with bad girls.”

		Sarah crawled up Janie’s body and hung her breasts in Janie’s face. The smaller woman grabbed a breast and brought it to her mouth. She found it difficult to suck on the nipple with the cage.

		Difficult, but not impossible.

		Janie drew as much of Sarah’s breast into her mouth as possible and sucked as hard as she could. She struggled with the nipple cages, but managed to make it work. 

		It didn’t take more than a minute for the milk to start flowing.

		Janie was greedy and nursed and drank as much of it as she could.

		Sarah turned to Reg, who was nearly going out of his mind with lust while dealing with a painful erection trapped in his jeans, and pouted. “Do you think there’s going to be any left for you?”

		“You said you were going to save it all for me,” Reg breathed.

		“I lied.”

		He moaned. He was full of lust and couldn’t do anything about it.

		“But I can share some with you.”

		“Yes! Please!”

		Smiling, Sarah shifted about, continuing to allow Janie to nurse. Balancing on knees and one hand, she took up her free breast in her other hand and manipulated herself, squeezing her flesh. She was full. She was turned on. She wanted to control Reg.

		Even with the nipple cages on, it was easy to shoot streams of milk across the bed and onto Reg’s jeans. The streams went everywhere: floor, bed, Reg’s jeans, some even landed on the nightstand.

		“Shit! No! You’re wasting it!”

		Sarah smiled and licked her fingers that dripped with her milk. “It’s mine to waste.”

		“Please,” Reg begged. “I’ll do anything!”

		“Anything?” she asked him.

		Reg hesitated. “Please...”

		“Anything?” she repeated.

		“Yes! Anything! I just need to...to...”

		“To cum or to suck on my tits?” she asked him and held up a single finger. “You only get to choose one.”

		Reg glanced at Janie greedily nursing from Sarah. “I want your milk,” he admitted.

		Sarah pulled her nipple from Janie’s mouth. The younger woman protested but Sarah ignored it. Getting off the bed, Sarah approached Reg, swinging her tits back and forth, the cages on her nipples doing nothing to prevent the milk dripping out of her breasts.

		“You want a taste of me?” she asked Reg, bracing her hands on his shoulders, her still full tits just out of reach of his mouth.

		“Yes...please...”

		Looking over her shoulder, Sarah said, “Janie, get over here. Get on the floor. Get his cock out and suck it for me.” Turning back to Reg she added, “If I have a pretty little girl like Janie sucking on my tits and under my thumb, I don’t need to suck your cock.”

		Though this wasn’t the plan that Sarah had explained to her, Janie was more than happy to go along with her new orders. She struggled a moment to unbutton and unzip her husband’s jeans as Sarah watched, but once that was done, it was easy to get out his extremely hard cock and put it in her mouth.

		“She looks good sucking your cock,” Sarah said to her ex-husband. “I can see why you married her.”

		“Your milk,” he gasped at her. His eyes hadn’t moved from her tits swaying back and forth in front of his face.

		“What about my milk,” Sarah asked innocently.

		“You promised I could have it.”

		Sarah stepped back and grabbed her tits again, squeezing the flesh, spraying her milk everywhere, the streams diffused by the nipple cages. In a few seconds Reg’s face was dripping with milk along with his shirt. He opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue just enough to catch a few drops.

		“More,” he begged.

		“Hmm. More. How about this?” she suggested to him. “You can nurse from me until you cum in Janie’s mouth...or if you can drain my tits or make me cum first, I’ll let you put your cock into my pussy. Deal?”

		Reg didn’t have to give it a moment’s thought.

		“Deal!”

		Sarah glanced down to see that Janie was already sucking on her husband’s cock, denying the older woman the opportunity to order her to perform the act of fellatio. 

		“I see she’s already sucking on you...so I suppose you should suck on me.”

		Sarah leaned in and offered Reg her breasts. His lips found her caged nipple and started sucking eagerly. It took no effort at all for the milk to start flowing.

		While she wanted to play the role of the dominant lactatrix, Sarah felt her knees go weak as Reg nursed.

		She didn’t care who came first. She just wanted to cum, but she wasn’t going to let Reg know that.

		She wanted his cock in her pussy.

		She wanted Janie’s mouth on her other tit.

		She wanted everything.

		Throwing formality to the wind, Sarah slipped a hand down into her panties. As soon as she touched her clit she came.

		She had to lean forward and brace her hands on Reg’s shoulders, but he didn’t mind. He wasn’t going anywhere. She let herself be as loud as she wanted to be.

		“Your husband made me cum,” she said to Janie.

		The other woman took his cock out of her mouth. “I know. You were very loud. Should I make him cum?”

		“No.” That decision was easy for Sarah. She looked down at Reg’s hard cock. She had carefully chosen the chair he was strapped to. “Take off my panties.”

		Janie nervously looked up at the older woman. This hadn’t been discussed at all. They were far off script. 

		Sarah waited expectantly.

		Reg remained silent. He wanted to see his wife submissive to Sarah. The idea twisted and nested in his mind and he knew he wouldn’t be happy until Janie obeyed Sarah. It was wrong. But he needed it.

		Janie hesitated. She didn’t want this...but she knew that Reg did. And she knew that if she refused Sarah, the older woman was the type to deny both her and Reg from ever nursing from her again.

		Giving the auburn-haired goddess a wan smile, Janie wiggled the modest panties down over her hips.

		“Thank you,” said Sarah. She then straddled Reg’s cock. Between Janie’s mouth work and the orgasm that Sarah had already had, his erection easily went into her hot pussy.

		“Fuck...yes,” she moaned softly and leaned forward to offer her breast once again to Reg. Before she started riding him, she eyeballed Janie. “I have a free breast.” She didn’t tell her what to do. 

		Janie knew.

		She had chosen this. 

		She had chosen it without regret.

		Repositioning herself again, Janie took Sarah’s nipple in her mouth, glanced at her husband next to her, and started nursing, not at all disturbed by the strange situation she found herself in.

		“You’re both the best,” Sarah said without irony. “I’m going to cum so hard on Reg’s dick.”

		They said nothing. Their mouths were full of her tits and her milk.

		“And then I have a special treat for the both of you.”

		


		Chapter 22

		It was a small gathering and Martin felt immediately out of place. He and Millie were much younger than the other couple that Sarah had invited into her place. They were almost as old as Sarah. Martin also got the impression that Janie and Reg were more sophisticated than he was. 

		Everyone else here had gone to college, that was obvious. Even Millie was currently a grad student. Martin was just a working slob. He started to think this was all a mistake.

		Oddly, Millie was immediately friendly and comfortable with the other couple.

		He had expected his girlfriend to say no when Sarah suggested her crazy scheme. Martin was all for it, but this was new territory and when the moment of truth came, he was suddenly lost.

		He was the only one who was lost.

		Sarah had made her four guests a meal. Well, she had ordered in a delicious meal from a restaurant and placed it on proper dinnerware. She had supplied the wine. It was supposed to be a real, adult dinner party and it was.

		But afterwards, in Sarah’s words, “Assuming everyone is comfortable, you’ll all have a delicious dessert. Namely: Me.”

		The wine had helped a bit. Sarah was seated at the head of the table. Martin was across the table from Janie and he couldn’t help but stare at her chest. Like Millie she had small tits. And like Millie, at Sarah’s request, she wasn’t wearing a bra. Periodically Martin saw the other woman’s erect nipples press against her thin white silk blouse.

		“Do you like women with small tits?” Janie asked him abruptly.

		“What?” Her question startled Martin. He had been lost in thought. 

		“You’ve been staring at my chest.” 

		Martin’s face flushed red. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to.”

		The others hadn’t heard her. They were discussing something else at their end of the table. Martin glanced toward Sarah. She was wearing a low-cut blouse that showed off every inch of her huge boobs. He knew she was full of milk and he wanted to, but he couldn't stop himself from staring at Janie’s chest. Probably because she was right in front of him. 

		Janie laughed. “It’s fine. I expected it. Sarah told me everything about you and Millie.”

		Upon hearing her name, Martin’s girlfriend turned her head to look at him. “Flirting with other women?” she teased.

		“No!” Martin hated that suddenly he didn’t know how to act and what to do. 

		“It’s fine,” Millie laughed. “You know what Sarah expects of us.” She toyed with the top button of her own blouse. Martin could see the bumps of her nipples pressing against the thin material.

		“Uh...yeah,” said Martin.

		“Well, since we’ve finished dinner, why don’t we have some dessert,” suggested Sarah, standing up.

		Instantly Martin’s cock got hard in his pants. He knew what was coming and he wanted it to happen, but he had so much anxiety over it he was certain he was going to humiliate himself.

		The other three at the table agreed with Sarah’s suggestion. Martin found his mouth was dry and he drained the last of his wine. He didn’t like wine.

		“Ladies, you’ve been teasing the men all evening. Why don’t you take off your blouses and show off what you’ve got.” Sarah continued to toy with the top button of her blouse.

		Martin’s eyes flicked back and forth between Janie and Millie. He was familiar with Millie’s tits and was desperate to see Janie’s, but he wanted to see if Millie would take off her shirt first.

		He was amazed at how blithely Millie pushed back from the table, popped open the buttons to her shirt, and took it off. Martin couldn’t help but smile as her small breasts came out into the light which twinkled off the new jewelry she had, little hearts that went around her small nipples with a barbell through the nipple, holding the heart in place. The jewelry Millie had purchased was studded with tiny gems that glittered in the light.

		“Those are so pretty!” Janie gushed. “I wish I had the courage to get mine pierced.”

		Millie couldn’t stop herself from looking at Janie’s equally small tits. Her nipples weren’t pierced so they somehow looked more naked because of that. They were perfect and pink and Millie was jealous. 

		“I think yours are perfect just as they are.”

		The men were looking at the bare breasts of the woman who was not their partner.

		Not their regular partner.

		Sarah had told them what they were going to do and they were all looking forward to the game that she had set up, with varying degrees of nervousness.

		“Come up here, ladies,” said Sarah. The two younger women stood up and went up next to Sarah who reached out and experimentally cupped first Janie’s and then Millie’s small breasts.

		They giggled nervously.

		“I think the last time my tits were this small, I was back in junior high school,” Sarah commented and then kissed them both on the cheek. “Ready for fun and games?”

		Everyone nodded.

		From the sideboard Sarah picked up a cup and shook it. Small objects rattled around in the cup. She offered it to Millie.

		“Pick a chit,” she said. “They’re numbered one to ten. You’ll go in order starting with the lowest number first.”

		Millie nervously took a chit out of the cup but didn’t look at it. Janie went next, followed by Reg and then Martin.

		“Look at your numbers,” said Sarah. Martin was surprised to see he had two. Janie had six, Millie had seven, and Reg wound up with ten.

		“Lucky boy,” Sarah said to Martin. “You get to have my milk first. The rest of you can watch...or you can go play if you want.” She unbuttoned her blouse, exposing her bra. Martin could only stare. 

		It wasn’t a nursing bra, the sort she had been wearing lately every time she summoned him to her house for a nursing session. This was a pretty lace pushup number that created more cleavage than she had naturally.

		Turning around, she asked him, “Unhook me, please?”

		He did so with trembling fingers.

		No one else in the room had moved. Sarah pushed down on Martin’s broad, strong shoulders, forcing him into her chair so that her tits were at eye level.

		She didn’t have complicated jewelry in her nipples tonight, just simple barbells with smooth beads on each end. Automatically Martin leaned in and started nursing. Sarah closed her eyes and softly moaned. She let him feast on her for a moment but then forced her eyes open.

		“I’m going to let him nurse from me until one of the three of you has an orgasm. We can do it here or in the living room or in my bed.”

		The group quickly agreed to go to the living room for the space and the large couch plus two chairs. Sarah brought Martin by the hand to one of the chairs, sat him down, dangled her tits in his face, and got him to latch on.

		“It’s a race, people,” she said. “He sucks until one of you cum.”

		Millie, Janie, and Reg had a quick conversation. Since Reg wasn’t certain he could cum more than once in a session, they decided that Millie would be the beneficiary of the first orgasm.

		The young woman liked the attention. The three of them quickly stripped down, giggling and kissing as they did. Millie couldn’t help but check out of the corner of her eye what Martin was doing. He seemed lost in Sarah’s tits. He seemed happy. Millie was jealous.

		She let Reg, a man she had just met an hour earlier, get her down on all fours and knelt behind her. Before she knew what was happening, Reg was sliding his cock up and down her slit. 

		“Quit messing around,” Janie encouraged him. “Put it in her.”

		“Rude,” Reg chuckled. “It’s polite to warm a lady up first.”

		Janie sniffed. “I wouldn’t know.”

		“Hey!” he protested. 

		“Fuck this,” Millie complained and reached back to grab Reg’s cock and pushed back. He opened her up easily. They moaned together.

		“A month ago this would have driven me batty,” said Janie as she watched the two start fucking. 

		“And now?” Reg grunted.

		“Now it turns me fucking on,” she sighed while reaching under Millie for her tits. “Can I suck on them?”

		“Uh-huh.” Millie was already getting close to orgasm. Reg had wasted no time with her and was fucking her hard and fast, jackhammering her.

		“Make her cum,” said Janie right before laying down to suck on Millie’s tiny, dangling tits. Reaching to her side Janie put her hand between Millie’s thighs and caressed Reg’s balls before going upward to Millie’s clit. A bit of firm rubbing and the young woman was on edge. 

		“Fuck, fuck, fuck. You’ve gotta make me cum,” Millie pleaded. “Make me cum!” Her eyes were full of desperation as she peered at Martin who was still happily nursing from Sarah who was smiling beatifically, all but having an orgasm of her own.

		Janie’s nimble fingers did their job. Millie came, her body shaking, her pussy flashing hot, and her voice calling out her pleasure.

		“My...my turn,” Millie gasped as she got to her feet and staggered over to her boyfriend on the overstuffed chair. 

		Sarah pulled her nipple from Martin’s mouth. “It’s the young lady’s turn.”

		Martin groaned in frustration.

		“I’m sure that Janie is more than happy to have your attention.”

		“Yup. Me too,” said Millie as she hauled Martin out of the chair and took his place. She was smart and latched onto Sarah’s other breast, not the one Martin had been nursing from.

		Sarah’s milk let down immediately. Millie moaned in the back of the throat as she sucked and swallowed.

		“Want to fuck my wife?” Reg generously offered Martin. His cock was dripping wet from Millie’s pussy. Janie had just gotten onto her knees in front of her husband.

		“Uh...sure?” said Martin. He was still dressed. He was the only one still fully dressed. Sarah wore her skirt, but he didn’t see that lasting forever.

		“You can have her pussy,” said Reg as Martin joined them on the floor. “She’s going to suck my cock.”

		“Hey! I’m not just a piece of meat,” Janie protested. 

		“Shut up and suck my cock,” said Reg as he pushed himself into her mouth. 

		Janie didn’t have any more complaints. Martin moved behind her, reached between her legs, found she was dripping wet despite no one having touched her pussy, and grabbed her hips. A moment later he was pushing all the way inside her.

		“Never thought I’d be fucking someone else’s wife,” Martin commented to Reg.

		“She’s a slut. I knew that before I married her, but seeing her as a slut...I’ve been missing out.”

		Janie spit out Reg’s cock. “I want you to suck my tits while he fucks me.”

		“No blowjob? No spit roasting?”

		“I want to cum and get Sarah’s milk. If you suck on my tits while he...uh...fucks me, I’ll get there faster.”

		“When do I get her milk?” asked Reg.

		“When I’m done with her. Now: make. Me. Cum!”

		Reg liked playing with Janie’s tits. He even followed Millie's example and rubbed her clit while trying to avoid touching Martin’s cock as the other man plowed her from behind.

		It was exactly what Janie needed. Who knew that women often wanted the exact same thing when it came to sex? Her orgasm was different from Millie’s but it was very obvious as well. She cried out her climax in triumph.

		Janie couldn’t get away from Martin—and Reg—quickly enough. “I need your milk,” she said desperately to Sarah. She didn’t even bother trying to get Millie out of the way. She just went for the partially used breast that Martin had nursed from. 

		Watching the three women together, Martin and Reg paused. 

		“Fucking hot, huh?” asked Reg.

		“Very.”

		“Did you cum yet?”

		“No.” Martin was ill at ease having an erection in front of another man, but tried to play it cool.

		“How about I fuck your girlfriend and you can finish off my wife?”

		“What about Sarah?

		The older woman was eyeing them. This wasn’t what she had planned, but plans often became muddled when executed.

		“I’m sure we’ll figure something out for her.”

		It was Reg who took charge, physically pulling Sarah back from the two women perched on the edge of the large chair, side-by-side, and nursing from Sarah. 

		“Hey!”

		Reg pushed her down to the couch. “Girls, get on your knees and suck on Sarah’s tits. We’re going to fuck you from behind.”

		Though Sarah was not thrilled with the change of circumstances, once the girls started nursing again, her complaints died on her lips.

		They weren’t in time with each other.  Both Reg and Martin fucked the two women at different paces. Even so, Sarah enjoyed watching them while being nursed. Her tits were steadily drained of their milk. 

		Slouching down on the couch Sarah wiggled out of her skirt and panties and then she grabbed Janie and Millie’s hands, pulling them to her pussy. 

		“Make me cum,” she ordered them. “You’d fucking better make me cum.”

		The two of them fumbled around, trying to please Sarah, rubbing her clit, trying to penetrate her pussy, but it was a waste of time. Eventually, annoyed, Sarah pushed their hands away.

		“Just suck on my tits.”

		That’s what they did. That’s all they could do.

		As much as Sarah wanted to cum, she couldn’t get there. It was Reg who came first, emptying his balls in Millie, shortly followed by Martin who was surprised at how much he liked watching another man fuck his girlfriend. Janie’s pussy tightened up on him as he ejaculated in her. A flash of heat indicated her abrupt orgasm.

		“Fuck that’s good,” Martin declared.

		“Hmm,” was all Sarah commented.

		The younger women were panting, unable to do anything else.

		“You good?” Reg asked Sarah.

		“I didn’t cum,” she complained.

		“What do you want?”

		She looked pointedly at his limp cock, glanced at Martin’s which was in a similar state, and put her hands to her tits. “You two both look...unable to perform.”

		“Give me a few minutes,” said Martin. “I can get it up again.”

		“My hero,” she said drily.

		“I can. I promise!”

		“I can help,” said Millie and half crawled over to him to take his cock in her mouth. Sarah sat back and watched, cupping her breasts. They were empty. She could have possibly squeezed out a few more drops of milk, but she had been well nursed. The problem was that she had been so distracted by everything else that she hadn’t been able to cum. She couldn’t remember the last time that had happened. If it had ever happened.

		She liked watching Millie fellate Martin. The young woman was putting her all into it and, as promised, Martin’s cock was slowly rising to the occasion. Sarah looked forward to fucking the boy, but only up her in bed. Alone. The others weren’t going to watch.

		Millie backed off and gave Martin’s cock a few pumps with her hand. “He’s ready for you.”

		“Good.” Sarah got to her feet and grabbed Martin’s arm. “We’re going upstairs. You’re going to fuck me. The rest of you can wait here.”

		She headed to the stairs. Martin hesitated only a moment to get an approving nod from Millie before following.

		It was strange to be separated from her boyfriend, so close and yet so far. He was upstairs with the woman he had cheated on Millie with...and she was downstairs suddenly eager to find out exactly what it was like to be the special guest star in a sexual encounter with a married couple.

		


		Chapter 23

		Millie looked at the presents that Sarah had lined up in front of her on the table. They were almost innocuous. An unremarkable box for a piece of medical equipment and two plain bottles of pills. The pills weren’t even prescription. To call the contents of the box a piece of medical equipment was completely overselling something that could be bought on Amazon.

		They were about to completely change Millie’s life. 

		“I assume you’re having sex with Martin on a regular basis,” said Sarah. “Is he sucking your tits?”

		Millie was no longer embarrassed about a question like that. “Yes.”

		“Every day?”

		“Uh...no.”

		“You’re going to need to change that. The pump can be used on days where you just can’t align your schedules, but a mouth is so much better.”

		Off to the side, Janie giggled.

		“Of course it doesn’t have to be just Martin. Any mouth will do,” Sarah added.

		Millie was well-aware of that. She maintained her composure and didn’t make any inappropriate comments.

		“Go ahead and open them,” Sarah encouraged her.

		It felt a little silly. She had taken the box and two bottles from a rather plain gift bag. To open them up now seemed immature. Juvenile.

		Seeing Millie’s hesitation, Sarah picked up one of the bottles. “These are perfectly safe. I’ve taken them myself from time to time.” She unscrewed the lid to the first bottle and shook out a few of the pills. They were rather on the large side. She popped one into her mouth and washed it down with a swallow of wine that the women had been drinking in anticipation of the evening’s events. Sarah handed one pill to Janie and then one to Millie who looked at it in her hand.

		“I’m not ready to start lactating,” said Janie.

		“It’s just for fun,” Sarah assured her, but continued to look at Millie. “Down the hatch.”

		“I can’t believe I’m doing this.” Millie put the pill in her mouth and swallowed without further thought.

		Laughing, Sarah opened the other bottle and shared another pill with each of the women. “Don’t worry about it,” she reassured Janie. “It won’t fuck you up.”

		“I might want to be fucked up in a little while,” she muttered and swallowed the pill and the last of her wine.

		Millie took her other pill without complaint. 

		“Be sure to take them every day,” Sarah reminded her. “Now let's make sure your pump is up to snuff.” She broke open the box and extracted all the pieces of the device.

		The two younger women watched as Sarah expertly assembled the breast pump. It only took a minute, but they were duly impressed. 

		“I’m sure it says to wash all components before using, but it’s not like we’re expecting you to produce any milk right now,” said Sarah.

		“Right now?” Millie echoed.

		“Take off your top,” Sarah ordered her. “Are you wearing a bra?”

		It was almost second nature now for Millie to just take off her shirt whenever someone asked. She wasn’t wearing a bra, having opted, as usual, for a silk camisole. That came off as well. She felt both Sarah and Janie looking at her small tits.

		She liked the attention. She felt her nipples suddenly go erect.

		Sarah handed her the collection cones and then plugged the pump’s cord into the wall outlet. “Put them on your tits,” Sarah ordered. 

		Millie did that, carefully lining up the center of the soft cones over her nipples. Today she was wearing a pair of simple silver barbells. Just considering using the pump while wearing nipple jewelry scared her.

		She liked the fear.

		Sarah turned on the pump and Millie found her nipples abruptly drawn forward. It didn’t hurt, but it definitely felt different than being nursed by a mouth.

		She watched in both horror and fascination as her nipples were pulled forward, stretched to their absolute limit, before being released.

		It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t turn her on either.

		The three of them watched as the pump continued to abuse Millie’s flesh.

		“Do women really get off on this?” asked Millie. She felt a tiny flutter of excitement in her pussy, but she couldn’t imagine actually having an orgasm because of this tool.

		Sarah shrugged. “Maybe. It doesn’t exactly do it for me, but I had a guy I was fucking for a while who liked to jerk off while I was using my pump.”

		“I didn’t need to know that,” said Janie.

		“How long should I let this run?” asked Millie.

		“As long as you want, but if you don’t get Martin to suck on your tits for at least twenty minutes a day, you need to use it for half an hour.”

		“That’s a lot of time...” Millie was starting to have doubts about this path she had chosen. 

		“I’m sure you’ll enjoy your time with Martin,” Sarah assured her and then switched off the pump.

		“Hey!” Millie protested.

		“We have an appointment to keep. And I thought that you didn’t like the pump.” She cocked her head to the side and pursed her lips.

		Millie wasn’t exactly disappointed that the pump was off, but she wouldn’t have objected if Sarah made her use it for another thirty minutes. As it was, she removed the cones from her breasts, the suction holding on for a few seconds before the seal was broken, and the sensation of release caused a little thrill to run down her spine and directly into her pussy.

		She didn’t tell the others about that. She planned on using the pump later that night, with or without Martin. 

		Maybe he’d like to jerk off while she abused herself with it.

		“Put your shirt on,” Sarah said. “Girls trip! To the Sarah-mobile!”

		Janie and Millie eyed each other. Millie shrugged and pulled her cami on. “You agreed to this.”

		“I’m starting to rethink what I agreed to.”

		An hour later they were sitting together in the shop where Millie had gotten her tits done not too long before. Janie was sitting between Millie and Sarah on the long comfortable bench for those waiting for their appointments. She almost felt trapped between the two other women, as if they were guarding her, preventing her from bolting away.

		Janie was seriously considering bolting from the piercing studio. Her leg was unconsciously bouncing up and down. She was unable to stop it, even when Sarah put her hand on top of her knees.

		“Settle down.”

		Janie looked down at Sarah’s hand. Did the gesture make it look like they were lovers?

		“I’m scared. This is going to hurt, isn’t it?”

		“Only for a second,” Millie replied casually. “It’s nothing.” 

		Janie wanted to snap at Millie, asking how she would know, but the other young woman had just had her tits pierced a few months ago.

		“I can’t believe I let you talk me into this,” she complained.

		“You wanted to do it,” Millie sniffed.

		“Well, she wanted to do it if she wanted to keep nursing from me,” said Sarah.

		“And yours too,” Janie reminded Millie.

		“Careful,” Millie cautioned. “You’re starting to make yourself sound like a slut.”

		Before Janie could reply, her name was called. She stood up and went to the receptionist, followed by Millie and Sarah.

		“All three of you?”

		“We’re just watching so she doesn’t chicken out,” said Sarah.

		“We promised her husband we’d make sure she went through with it.”

		The receptionist looked barely old enough to be out of high school. She was nonplussed and had the look of a person who had already heard and seen it all. It wasn’t a good look on a woman who could pass as a teenager.

		“Whatever,” was her reaction. “Come on back. Trixie is waiting for you.”

		All three went into the back of the studio.

		Except for the dyed neon red hair that her piercer had, Trixie looked like any woman in her thirties. Her only visible piercings were her earlobes. One on each side. Not even a double piercing.

		Janie told herself that she could do this.

		Trixie greeted her and told her to take off her shirt and bra. Janie had worn the most comfortable, softest bra that she owned. If it hadn’t been for Millie and Sarah’s subtle encouragement, she would have run out the front door.

		“You must think I’m a big baby,” said Janie as she sat on the padded treatment table while Trixie examined her pert nipples and started to make marks on them with a purple marker. 

		“You wouldn’t be the first person to come through the door with friends for...support.” She smiled. Trixie had one crooked tooth. It was cute on her. Janie was suddenly filled with a need to know Trixie had body piercings or tattoos. It didn’t matter, really, but she wanted to know if her piercer had gone through what she was about to do. “First time?”

		Janie’s hands went to her earlobes. “I had these done when I was eight.”

		Trixie laughed. It sounded like an honest laugh but Janie thought it might be practiced as well. “I promise you this won’t hurt any worse than when you had your ears done.”

		Janie had her doubts.

		When all the preparations were done, Trixie had Janie lay down and put a clamp on her left nipple. The pinch didn’t really hurt. Janie was now used to having her nipples abused. She sort of liked the pain.

		“Ready? On three. One—”

		Trixie shoved the needle through Janie’s nipple before she got to two. Janie yelped in pain, tried to sit up, saw the needle through her nipple, and promptly passed out.

		Millie and Sarah’s eyes went wide. “Oh my god!”

		“Relax. This isn’t the first time a client fainted on me.” Trixie worked quickly, sliding the needle all the way through followed by the simple barbell that Janie had selected, and attached the bead. Looking up she asked the pair, “Are you okay if I go ahead and do the second one while she’s out?”

		“Can you do that?”

		Trixie smirked. “Officially? No. But can I? Yes. Usually the pinch of the clamp wakes them up.”

		All three were mildly surprised to see no reaction as Trixie affixed the clamp. Only when she shoved the second needle through did Janie react. 

		She gasped and sat upright.

		“What the fuck!” 

		The young woman looked down at her small tits, saw the barbell through her left nipple and the needle in the other.

		“Oh shit.”

		“Almost done,” Trixie said breezily and eased Janie back down onto the treatment table. A minute later, her second barbell was in place. Trixie cracked open a small can of juice and handed it to her. “Drink this. You need it.”

		“I didn’t mean to pass out.”

		“It’s fine. How do you like your piercings?”

		Janie refused to look down. “I can’t look.”

		“They’re gorgeous,” Sarah reported.

		“Very cute,” agreed Millie.

		“I can’t believe I did this...”

		“Your husband will love them,” Sarah assured her and pulled out her phone as Trixie gave after care instructions to Janie. There were little spots of blood that she dabbed away with a piece of gauze. Sarah took a couple of pictures as Janie worked up the courage to look at her chest.

		“You can put your bra back on,” said Trixie. 

		“Before you do that, Janie, would you mind taking our picture?” Sarah offered her phone to Trixie. Sarah turned to Millie. “Take off your shirt.”

		Millie liked how Sarah was handling this and quickly did as instructed.

		“Sure. I’ve taken lots of pictures for clients,” said Trixie. She was hoping for a nice tip. She took the phone from Sarah, allowing the older woman to unbutton her blouse and slip off her bra.

		With Sarah and her big tits in the middle, the younger women each went to Sarah’s sides, all three thrusting out their chests.

		Trixie got several pictures. 

		“Thank you.”

		“You aren’t their...older sister, are you?” Trixie asked, curious.

		Sarah laughed. “Of course not. They're my lovers.”

		This was hardly the strangest thing that Trixie had seen in her piercing studio. “Right. Gotcha.”

		“Come on, girls,” said Sarah. “Get dressed. My tits are full and I need to be nursed. I’m sending you home to your boys only after you drink all my milk. You’ve got something special to look forward to in six months, Janie.  We’re going to get you lactating as well.”

		END

		
		Bull or Boyfriend

		 

		Chapter 1

		“The waiter wanted to card you,” Cammie said to Oliver.

		The young man blushed. He looked guiltily at the beer sitting on the table in front of him. “I’m twenty-five,” he pointed out.

		“You look eighteen.” She leaned forward, giving him a glimpse of her cleavage. She saw where his eyes went. She liked that he looked. “But I like younger men.”

		“I know. I read your profile.”

		“Do you like older women or do you just want to get laid?” she asked as she sipped almost daintily at the whiskey in her glass.

		Oliver froze. “I...uh...fuck...I don’t know how to answer that.”

		Cammie laughed. “It’s fine. If you meet someone on a hookup app, there’s really only one answer to the question.”

		He tried to give her a winning smile. “And here I thought this was a date.” He ran his hand through his sandy-blond hair.

		“It’s a get to know you date so I can decide if I want to fuck you.”

		“Right.” He drank quickly from his beer.

		“Don’t gulp it,” she told him. “I know you’re young, but I want everything fully operating.” She looked down meaningfully at his lap which was partially blocked by the table. Oliver wasn’t clueless. He knew what she meant.

		“Does that mean...”

		“You seem very nice and polite and you say you have a big dick...there’s only one way for me to find out for sure, isn’t there?”

		In the hotel room she had him get down on his knees in front of her. Cammie liked being in charge when it came to sex. 

		“Good boy.” 

		He smiled up at her. On the app fifteen years didn’t seem to be that much of a difference, but Cammie carried herself completely differently than any woman Oliver’s age ever had. They were playing a game and he liked it.

		Cammie stepped back and untied the strings keeping her dress closed. It wasn’t a fancy dress, but something she could wear to work or on a date. She liked that it was easy to put on...and take off. 

		She loved Oliver’s reaction when she opened up the dress, exposing herself to him. His face lit up like he was a little boy on Christmas morning seeing a pile of presents all for him.

		The lingerie she wore under her dress wasn’t elaborate or fancy, but refined and just sexy enough. A yellow bra with some extra straps and lace pushing her tits up to highlight the cleavage she was capable of making. A pair of matching panties that looked almost demure from the front but Oliver couldn’t yet see they were actually a thong. She wore stay-up thigh high stockings because she knew men loved them. Personally she would have been happy to have bare legs. She was going to keep on the stockings while they had sex and she knew they were going to get ruined. She was fine with that.

		“Like what you see?”

		Oliver nodded. “You’re so fucking beautiful.”

		She laughed, throwing her head back a bit, letting her straight brown hair tickle her back between her shoulder blades. “Careful with the compliments.” She slapped her belly. It wasn’t completely flat, but it wasn’t a beer gut either. “This body has seen some mileage.”

		“Can I...can I touch you?”

		Her smile projected her confidence. “I want you to do a lot more than that.” Cammie stepped forward and put her hand on his face, feeling the stubble on his chin and cheeks—had he shaved that morning?—before all but forcing her middle and ring finger between his lips.

		She liked the warm feeling of his mouth on her fingers. Oliver sucked on them for a few seconds and then winced as her fingers went all the way in, reaching nearly the back of his throat. 

		“Problem?” she asked, withdrawing her fingers.

		“I didn’t know you were going to deep throat me,” he joked.

		“My fingers aren’t that big.” She waggled them in front of his face.

		“Your ring caught on my teeth.”

		Cammie pulled back her hand and inspected her rings. Everything was in order.

		“Maybe you shouldn’t date a married woman,” she suggested. “Or I should have taken off my engagement ring, perhaps? This diamond is ridiculously large.”

		Oliver’s eyes bulged and he started to get off the floor. “You’re married!?”

		Putting a calming hand on his shoulder, she said, “Yes. Of course. You didn’t see the ring earlier? You didn’t read my profile?”

		“Uh...no.”

		She shook her head. “Kids these days.”

		“I need to leave,” he said, starting to get up again but she kept her hand on his shoulder, holding him down. He was much bigger and stronger than her. He could have gotten off his knees if he had truly wanted.

		“Leave and you don’t get laid,” she told him.

		“I’d rather not find out your husband wants to kill me for sleeping with his wife.” This time he managed to get to his feet. He didn’t want to leave, but he wasn’t stupid.

		“My husband knows I’m here.”

		Oliver paused. “What?”

		“My husband knows I’m here. We have an open marriage.”

		Oliver’s mouth worked for a moment. “Oh,” was all he said.

		“Are you going to walk out or are we going to fuck?”

		Oliver knew when he was being offered the chance of a lifetime. “I choose fucking.”

		“Good. Get your clothes off. I want to see your dick.”

		It was the first time that Oliver had ever undressed with a woman watching him and not participating in the process. It was the strangest sort of foreplay he had ever gone through. He stopped when he was down to his underwear. 

		Cammie stared at his bulge. She could tell he was already erect. He wasn’t so big that his cock was sticking out of the waistband, but she was impressed with his semi-revealed size. 

		Just as he was about to pull down his last garment, Cammie stepped forward and put her hand to his crotch. “Nice,” she softly commented.

		Oliver groaned softly as she rubbed him. “Don’t do that...you’re going to make me cum.”

		“That’s the idea.” Reaching up, she pulled his face down to hers for a kiss. She was happy to part her lips and let him stick his tongue down her throat.

		“But I don’t want you to cum before we have sex.”

		“Does oral count as sex?” she asked and dropped to her knees. There was no stopping her now from pulling down his boxer briefs. 

		Cammie didn’t exactly gasp when his cock bounced out, but she was duly impressed. 

		“Oh, very nice,” she complimented her, wrapping her fingers around his shaft and taking a moment to admire it.

		“Thank you?” Oliver was wary. He felt like he was on the edge, going to cum too soon. He didn’t want to disappoint her.

		“You’re big,” she said firmly, “but not too big. Handsomely big. You’re going to fill me up nicely.”

		“Good to hear,” Oliver was about to say, but then Cammie put his cock’s head in her mouth, circling her tongue around the corona and he let out a shuddering gasp. Then she cupped his balls, not too firmly, but enough to let him know she was fully in control of him.

		It wasn’t that Oliver hadn’t had blowjobs before in his life, but never one done as well as Cammie did. Oliver suddenly realized what Benjamin Franklin was all about. Older women were experienced and it showed.

		Of course it helped that Oliver hadn’t been laid in weeks and any decent effort was more than enough for him.

		He groaned and put his hands on her head. “Oh...fuck...you’re going to make me cum.”

		Cammie backed off for just a moment. “If you cum in my mouth...can you get hard again and fuck me properly?”

		He grinned. “Fuck yeah.”

		“Good. Because I love the taste of cum.”

		She put him back in her mouth and eagerly pumped him with her hand while sucking on the head. Her other hand firmly squeezed his balls.

		It was too much. He wanted to hold off forever. She had only been blowing him for a minute, but he was already completely in her control.

		“I’m gonna—”

		That was all the warning Cammie got. He grunted and came and filled her mouth with his spunk. Cammie swallowed and continued to suck and swallow each ejaculation he made. Oliver gasped and moaned. It was like he was sucking his soul out of his cock. He wanted it to stop; he wanted it to go on forever.

		Finally Cammie backed off and licked her lips. “You have tasty cum.”

		Oliver stumbled back and sat down heavily on the bed. “That’s the best blowjob I’ve ever gotten.”

		“Thank you.” Without ceremony Cammie pulled her bra off, tossing it aside, and then removed her panties. Oliver just watched. She might have been older, but she still had an incredible body. It wasn’t perfect, but that didn’t bother him in the least. 

		Cammie strutted over to the bed, swinging her hips, and then lay down on it next to him. “Time to put your tongue to work,” she told him, lifting her knees and spreading her legs. She didn’t have a bare pussy, but much of her dark brown curls had been removed. Her hand danced across her pussy. Oliver could hear her playing with herself.

		It took him a moment. “Oh! You want me to go down on you!”

		“Smart boy. Yes, please. If you do a good job and make me cum, then you get to fuck me.” When he started to move, she grabbed his shoulder and gave him a quick kiss. “I want you to do a good job and make me cum. I want that big cock in my pussy.”

		That was all the encouragement that Oliver needed. While he had never gotten any complaints about his oral skills, he suddenly had his doubts about how good he was. No woman he had been with was anywhere near as good at sucking cock as Cammie. What if that were true in reverse? Were his pussy eating skills only...average?

		His doubts didn’t stop him from diving in between Cammie’s thighs. Her scent was strong and when he licked her, she shivered. Her taste was slightly acidic but otherwise Cammie’s pussy was as familiar to him as his last girlfriend’s.

		“Focus on the clit,” she instructed him. “If you can’t find it, you can’t put your cock in me...” Her words trailed off.

		He found her clit and sucked on it. He summoned up every memory of every woman he had bedded in an effort to please and impress Cammie. He tried to remember every piece of advice he had been given on how to eat out a woman.

		The last thing he needed was to be a failure in bed.

		Oliver went so far as to slip a pair of fingers into her tunnel to help with his efforts. She seemed to like it when he did that. Her moans were growing in intensity and she was wiggling around while he tried to keep her pinned down to better please her.

		“Keep going,” she panted. “Don’t stop. I’m gonna...”

		Bending back his ring finger with his thumb, he pressed his pinky against his tightly puckered anus. 

		That caused her to tense up. Maybe that’s what she needed. An instant later she was bucking her hips, rubbing her pussy in his face. He enjoyed the treatment. He liked having her amrita smeared across his face.

		It took her a moment to settle down. 

		“Did I make you cum?” he asked innocently.

		Cammie laughed lightly. “You did. Very good job. But you didn’t need to try to shove your finger up my ass.”

		“Lots of women like the shocker.”

		“Lots of women like to be asked first. You didn’t need to put a finger up my ass. I was about to cum anyway.”

		Oliver was embarrassed. “Oh shit. I’m sorry. I thought that you might like it.”

		“I didn’t say I didn’t like it, but that you didn’t need to do it. And that you should have asked first.”

		“Oh!”

		“It’s good to save something for next time.”

		“There’s going to be a next time?” Oliver’s heart sang.

		A smile played on Cammie’s lips. “There might be. Show me your cock.”

		Oliver moved from lying face down between her legs to kneeling and showing off his cock and body to her. As promised, he was once again erect; a benefit of being young.

		“Nice.” Cammie reached for him again. He wasn’t as rock hard as he was before, but it was good enough to meet Cammie’s approval. “Very nice. Do you know how to use that thing?” Her fingers trailed down to his balls and then even lower to his taint. That caused him to tense and pull back.

		“Yes! Let me show you.”

		In a flash he was on top of her. He had his cock in hand and immediately tried to push inside her well-moistened and prepared pussy, but Oliver had a bit of trouble finding her entrance. 

		“Here. Let me.” Once more she grabbed hold of him, taking control of the situation. 

		With her help, Oliver found where he needed to be. His cock sank all the way into her. They both groaned at the joining of their bodies. 

		“Oh...you are much bigger than my husband,” she whispered in his ear. “Fuck me. Use that cock.”

		Oliver didn’t need to be told twice. Cammie tilted her hips and locked her ankles behind his back as Oliver thrusted into her, over and over, as hard as he could. He briefly thought that maybe he was being too rough, but Cammie didn’t complain. 

		Cammie was moaning passionately under his treatment. That only encouraged him further. 

		“Fuck...me! Use...that...big...cock!”

		Though he had just cum minutes before, Oliver was once again on the precipice of orgasm. It was everything he could do to hold back and fill her pussy. Baseball. Mowing the lawn. Cold showers.

		Cammie came again. She moaned and clutched Oliver tightly. That wasn’t enough. She sank her teeth into his shoulder.

		That hurt. He liked it. Oliver came. He came harder than ever before. He shot his load into her so hard that he was certain it would shoot out the top of her head.

		“Oh...fuck...yes...” she moaned. “You’ll do. You’ll definitely do. You’ll get a second chance at this pussy.”

		“Good,” he panted, wiped out. “I...can’t...wait.”

		


		Chapter 2

		“Did you have a good night?” 

		When Cammie got home, Brett was waiting for her in bed. He was wearing pajamas. He only wore pajamas on nights like this. 

		“He’s got a cock bigger than yours,” she reported to him. Cammie turned on the bedroom lights so he could see her undress. He had been reading from his Kindle.

		Brett smiled. “All the men you fuck have cocks bigger than mine,” he said without shame.

		Cammie untied her dress and let it drop to the floor. She wished that Oliver had left a hickey or some other mark on her body. The cum in her pussy would have to be good enough. 

		“Your stockings have runs in them,” Brett pointed out. 

		She looked down at the partially ruined stockings and shrugged. “It was worth it.”

		“I’m sure it was.”

		She unhooked her bra and slung it free. Brett watched as her tits bounced as she moved.

		“Are you jealous that I fucked a younger man with a bigger cock?” she asked him, posing at the foot of the bed, the fingers of one hand just barely tucked into the waistband of her thong.

		“Yes.” He smiled at her, eager to go through this dance.

		“And you aren’t upset?”

		“No. Why would I be?”

		“Do you want to fuck me?”

		“Always.”

		“If you want to fuck me, you must have a hardon,” she said and yanked down the covers, exposing his body. 

		Brett wasn’t just wearing a pajama top, but bottoms as well. 

		“Hmm,” she said thoughtfully and climbed on the bed. “Let me take a look.”

		When she started pulling on the waistband to his pants, he helpfully lifted his hips and helped her. The pajama bottoms came down along with his underwear.

		“Hmm. I don’t see an erection.”

		“I’m wearing a cock cage. I can’t get an erection with it on.”

		Cammie tapped her fingernail against her hard pink plastic cage that surrounded his flaccid penis. “If you aren’t hard...maybe you don’t want to fuck me.”

		“Take this cage off me and I’ll show you how much I want to fuck you,” Brett promised.

		Cammie didn’t move to unlock the device from his genitals. “I bet my body smells just like Oliver—that’s the guy I fucked,” she said conversationally.

		“I’d love to smell every inch of your body.” 

		“Why don’t you go ahead and do that?” She flopped down on the bed and flung her arms wide. “Smell me.”

		Brett hesitated. This was a new request, but there was no reason to refuse it. Surely his wife had something planned.

		He got on his hands and knees, crouched over her, and slowly sniffed his way down her body. Brett started at her neck, sniffing carefully, and then edged over to her side, nosing in her armpit, enjoyed her scent and then moved down to her breasts where he started to take her nipple in his mouth.

		“Smell only. No licking or sucking.”

		Frowning, Brett followed her request and went lower, to her belly and then down to her panty-covered pussy. Once again she stopped him when he curled his fingers into the waistband.

		“I don’t want to feel your tongue or lips on me.”

		“Of course not!”

		“Do you like what you smell?”

		“I smell your perfume...and your sweat...and something else...”

		“Anything else?” she hinted.

		Brett didn’t answer and just pulled down on her thong. Cammie lifted her legs and hips to assist him. The silky material wasn’t glued to her pussy. That was good. Cammie happily parted her legs for him, putting her pussy on display. She could feel her labia slowly parting, unsealing.

		Leaning in, Brett inhaled deeply.

		“I can smell your pussy.”

		“You should...”

		“I can smell...cum. Not your cum. A man’s.”

		Brett was excited. His cock hurt. He wanted to get hard but the cage was painfully cramping him, containing him.

		“Very good,” she complimented.

		“You fucked him?”

		“Of course.”

		“Did he cum in you?”

		“Of course.”

		Brett closed his eyes and inhaled again. “Please...” he begged.

		“Oliver came twice tonight. That’s all the sex I need.” She didn’t answer Brett’s request but neither did she deny him.

		“He came in you twice?” Brett was nearly ecstatic. “How long ago? Hardly anything is dripping out. Did he cum in small loads?”

		“The first time he came in my mouth. I swallowed that, naturally.”

		“Oh.”

		“Would you like to clean my pussy?” she asked him. “I’m sure there’s some cum in there for you.”

		“Yes...please...” He was practically crying with desperation.

		“Hmm...I’ll let you clean my pussy, but I’m not going to take off your cage tonight. You’ll have to sleep in it.”

		Brett quickly calculated the risks and rewards. She had promised that her pussy was at least partially full of Oliver’s cum. She had said she had had enough sex for the night. He could eat her pussy any time, but it wasn’t always full of cum. Cammie was distractingly inconsistent with when she released him from the cage. 

		There was no guarantee he was going to be uncaged tonight.

		“I’ll clean your pussy,” he decided.

		“Very good. Lay down. I’m going to sit on your face.”

		They exchanged positions and Cammie carefully placed her knees on either side of Brett’s body between his arms and torso, effectively pinning him in place. She could have leaned forward and played with his cock—they were in the 69 position with her on top—but tonight wasn’t about him. It was about her.

		It was always about her.

		She sat her pussy down on his face and let him get to work.

		Most of Oliver’s cum had leaked out of her shortly after he came in her. More had leaked into her panties as she drove home. There was some remaining inside her. Gravity did its job as she spread her legs. 

		Brett’s tongue explored her tunnel, seeking out the little gobs of cum that remained inside her. He was careful to lick away any trace of the other man’s cum—dried or not—on her labia. He swallowed everything he could find. It was humiliating and he loved it.

		Oddly, focusing on his wife’s pussy was enough to distract his cock from trying to get hard. He was used to this now. It wasn’t the first time they had played this game.

		Cammie didn’t complain when his tongue strayed upwards and found her clit. He was being bold, but she allowed it because his focus on her clit was fleeting. He went back to her tunnel and licked and sucked some more, trying to make sure he had removed every trace of Oliver’s cum. 

		Only then did he go back to her clit and latch on. Her hands were braced on his chest and she started to struggle away, but he circled his arms around her thighs and held her in place.

		The struggle wasn’t worth it.

		Cammie allowed him to pleasure her, sucking and teasing her clit. She had already been primed by their foreplay and Oliver’s enthusiastic fucking. She ground her pussy down on Brett’s face and let him serve her.

		The orgasm was relaxing. It wasn’t nearly enough to make her squirt, but it was the nice capping to a pleasant evening of debauchery.

		Sliding forward, she lifted her pussy from his face, allowing him to breathe easily for the first time in the last ten minutes. Her nose was inches away from his caged cock as she rested her cheek on his thigh. It wouldn’t be that difficult to remove it. That would be a nice reward for her husband.

		Then she remembered that he was the one who had chosen this path for their relationship. He wanted this. As much as she enjoyed it, she wasn’t going to give him an easy out.

		“That was nice,” she said as she forced her body off his. “I’m going to sleep now.”

		Cammie pulled up the covers, rolled to her side, and a few seconds later she was asleep.

		Brett almost resented her seeming ability to go to sleep whenever she wanted. He went to the bathroom, carefully peed through his cage while sitting on the toilet, washed himself, stared at himself in the mirror for far too long, contemplating his existence and his choices in life. He wanted to spit at his image. He wanted to give himself the finger.

		Instead he went back to their bed and curled up next to his wife, keeping her body warm with his, the only thing separating them a small piece of plastic around his cock.

		


		Chapter 3

		“I’m telling you, older women are the best.” Oliver carefully tipped back his beer and tried not to look smug.

		“Okay, Ben Franklin.” Jimmy sniggered. It was a sentiment shared by most, if not all of the table. His five coworkers were all sharing a drink at the end of the day. Oliver was certain he was the youngest of the group, but even the oldest, Jimmy, was still in his twenties. 

		“I never would have guessed you have a granny fetish, dude,” Chris chimed in. 

		Everyone laughed.

		Oliver frowned and shook his head. “No. But MILFs however...they know what they’re doing. They know how to fuck.”

		“This is getting dangerously close to sexual harassment,” giggled Anna.

		“We’re not in the office. You can leave,” Kenzie reminded the other woman. She turned to Oliver. “I didn’t know you had a MILF girlfriend.”

		Now Oliver blushed. “I don’t. I’m just saying—”

		“When did you fuck a MILF?” Kenzie pressed him while the others continued to giggle. “How much older was she? Are we talking wrinkles, gray hair, and saggy boobs or ‘Step-monster, you’re only a year older than me, this is so wrong!’” 

		The group continued to laugh at Oliver.

		“You’re all just jealous because everyone you’ve ever fucked is a lousy lay,” he declared and finished his beer.

		“Was she really that good?” Kenzie continued to press him.

		Oliver was all but ignoring her. “Who?”

		“This new girlfriend of yours.” She stifled a giggle. “I mean, she’s not new, she’s old, right?”

		The group burst out laughing. They were all a little drunk, but it still annoyed the hell out of Oliver. “Okay, I need to get home. Lots to do before tomorrow.”

		They all jeered at him and begged, somewhat convincingly, to get him to stay, but by tradition they only ever had one drink and Oliver had finished his beer. After first making a pit stop at the bathroom, he walked out to his car and as he fumbled with his keys, he found Kenzie leaning against the door to his car, preventing him from opening it.

		“I’m sorry,” she blurted out. “That was inappropriate of me. I shouldn’t have made fun of you. I’m sure she’s a lovely woman...if she exists.”

		Oliver was torn between calling her out on her bullshit or just accepting her apology. 

		“Does it matter?” he asked her sharply. Before giving her a chance to reply, he said, “Thanks for the apology.”

		“But who is she?” Kenzie asked again.

		He was now annoyed. “It doesn’t matter. Mind getting off my car so I can leave?”

		Twisting her lips in annoyance, Kenzie pushed off his car and stepped aside. A minute later Oliver was on his way home.

		After getting home to his apartment, Oliver considered many options, but he already knew what he was going to do.

		Oliver: It’s been a couple of days. How are you?

		His words looked stilted and formal to him. He wanted to impress Camille with his sophistication, not pretending to be older than he was, but knowing how to act appropriately.

		He didn’t expect a quick answer. He had to wait over an hour for a response.

		Cammie: I’m good. I’m surprised you didn’t text me earlier.

		Upon seeing the words Oliver’s heart started to pound. This was what he wanted. His cock was already hard. Was it wrong to masturbate while texting another person?

		Oliver: I wanted to follow the three day rule.

		Her second response was quicker.

		Cammie: Do younger people still do that? Silly rule. Are you looking to get laid?

		Oliver was surprised at the boldness of her question. He got his cock out and started working it. Texting one-handed was a bit difficult, but he managed by putting the phone on the table, sitting in a chair, and pecking out a reply one character at a time.

		Oliver: I always want to get laid. 

		Oliver: It sounds like you want to get laid tonight.

		It was bold. He hoped it didn’t backfire on him.

		Cammie: Are you okay with fucking a married woman?

		Oliver: I already did, so yes.

		Cammie: Want to fuck me in front of my husband?

		Oliver couldn’t believe what he was looking at. It should have made him go soft. Instead, his cock got harder and he had to tell himself to slow down and not cum. 

		Oliver: That sounds insane.

		He changed apps on his phone and pulled up one of his favorite porn sites so he could look at older women performing all sorts of lewd acts while he waited for her response. 

		Cammie: He won’t participate. He just likes to watch.

		Cammie: Actually, I like to fuck in front of him and make him watch.

		Oliver got control of himself and stopped jerking off. He closed the other app.

		Oliver: It sounds like you’ve done this before.

		Cammie: We have.

		Cammie: Brett and I have a complicated relationship.

		Oliver just stared at the words on his phone. He didn’t know what to say. 

		Cammie: I’m not asking for tonight if that’s what’s worrying you.

		“That and a hundred other things,” he muttered to himself. He might have been feeling more than just the effects of the one beer he had consumed an hour earlier.

		Oliver: I’m free tonight.

		Cammie: That’s sweet but I’m busy. How about tomorrow night? You can meet Brett and we can take things from there.

		Once again Oliver didn’t answer right away.

		The pause must have been interminable to Camille. 

		Cammie: Have I scared you off?

		Oliver had to give her a response of some sort.

		Oliver: You know I’m young so I don’t mind admitting I’ve never done a threesome before.

		It was as honest as he had ever been with her.

		Cammie: It won’t be a threesome. Brett is just going to watch.

		While she hadn’t called him out on his dodging the question, he was still presented with a conundrum. Did he want to do this? It was a big fucking step with a woman he had basically just met. They had chatted a bit online before meeting up and playing, but she wanted to go a hundred miles an hour when he was still using training wheels on his big boy bike.

		Oliver: I want to fuck you again.

		Cammie: The price of admission is my husband gets to watch.

		Cammie: He really gets off on it.

		Cammie: He won’t touch you.

		Cammie: We’ve done this before.

		Cammie: You can pick the location. Your place. My place. A hotel.

		Her texts came steadily, one about every minute as he watched the screen, unable to say anything, unable to block her texts, unable to say yes, unable to say no.

		Oliver looked down at his hard cock, his hand still wrapped around it.

		“You are going to get me murdered, dude,” he addressed his manhood.

		Oliver: I can’t afford another hotel room. Not right away.

		Cammie: It’ll be Brett’s treat.

		


		Chapter 4

		The next evening found Oliver in the small bar that occupied the lobby of the hotel Cammie had set as their meetup location. He had already finished one beer and was considering a second. He wasn't sure if he wanted to suffer performance issues due to alcohol as a way out of what he had gotten himself into or if he was just trying to get drunk enough to avoid thinking about what he was planning on doing.

		His knee wouldn’t stop bouncing up and down. Placing his hand atop it, he forced himself to physically settle down. That was the moment he realized he could just walk out and be done with it.

		Having made that decision instead of getting drunk, Oliver placed his hands on the table to stand up.

		Cammie and a man slipped into the chairs across the table from Oliver.

		He paused.

		“So good to see you again, Ollie,” said Cammie smoothly like she was meeting an old friend or a business associate. “This is my husband Brett.”

		The handsome man across from Oliver offered his hand. Oliver automatically shook it. The first thing he thought was that Brett had the sort of looks that Hollywood looked for in a distinguished man. He wasn’t exactly in awe, but while he considered himself decent looking, he couldn’t imagine why Cammie would choose to fuck him when she had this guy in her bed every night.

		“Oliver,” he said, introducing himself and shaking Brett’s hand. “I usually go by Oliver.”

		“But Ollie is much cuter,” Cammie said, her voice on the verge of a giggle. “What are you drinking?”

		“Just beer, but—”

		From her seat Cammie flagged the bartender and called out an order of two mixed drinks. It suddenly occurred to Oliver that she had definitely been in this hotel before. She had definitely been in this hotel before for the exact reason he was currently there with her.

		“Cammie told me a lot about you, Oliver,” said Brett who seemed perfectly at ease meeting the man who had recently fucked his wife. “Is it all truth or all lies?”

		Oliver pretended to laugh. “I’m going to say: all lies.”

		“I hope not. She said you had a big cock.”

		Cammie swatted him. “I did not. I just said it was bigger than yours.”

		The bartender appeared with their drinks. “Another for you, sir?”

		Oliver shook his head. “No. I’m good.”

		“I just want you to relax, Oliver. Both Cammie and I want this to happen. We’ve done it before. I won’t do anything other than watch.”

		Nervously Oliver looked around. It didn’t appear that anyone was listening in. Even so, Brett had kept his words neutral. A casual observer wouldn’t have any idea what they were talking about.

		“That’s...that’s good.”

		“Are you sure you don’t need another drink to settle your nerves?” asked Brett as he sipped from his glass.

		“I’m sure.”

		“I’d rather have him sober and hard than drunk and soft,” said Camille.

		“How old are you, Oliver?” asked Brett.

		“Twenty-five. Didn’t...didn’t she tell you that?”

		“Yes, but I just wanted to confirm.” He turned to his wife. “You like them young.”

		“Young boys can go all night. Can you go all night, Oliver? My pussy can’t wait to take your cock again.” She whispered the last words.

		He found strength in them. “Yes.”

		Fifteen minutes later he was upstairs in the hotel’s hallway, walking to their rented room. Oliver was following the married couple who were, strangely, holding hands as they walked together. He was still considering bolting away to safety.

		Brett used the keycard to open the door and then they were inside. He wasn’t able to think and then Cammie was right there in front of him, putting her arms around him and pressing her body to his and kissing him.

		Her lips and tongue were warm. He loved the way she explored his mouth.

		Abruptly she pulled back and turned her head to Brett, who had taken a seat in the chair angled toward the huge bed. “He’s already hard,” she reported.

		Brett nodded his head. “Nice. I don’t blame you, man.”

		Oliver didn’t know what to say.

		“Keep going,” he encouraged him. “Get naked and fuck her.”

		Oliver didn’t do that. It was Cammie who kept kissing him and tugging at his clothes. He let her. He didn’t know what else to do. He wanted this but was worried as hell as to what was going to happen.

		Before he knew it he was down to just his boxer briefs and Cammie was on her knees in front of him. She had only taken off her shoes and was still wearing her dress, though he could now look down into her cleavage.

		She rubbed the front of his underwear, caressing his cock through the soft cotton. Once more she glanced at her husband. “He’s so fucking hard already.”

		Brett could see the other man’s bulge. “Keep going. Ignore me.”

		Oliver couldn’t wrap his head around their relationship dynamic. While he was pondering that, Cammie pulled down his boxer briefs and his hard cock popped out.

		She licked his length from the base to the tip, putting her head on the side so that Brett could watch her. Oliver shivered at her treatment.

		“Big,” she said softly, “but not huge. Just the perfect size to fill up my mouth...and pussy.”

		Then she couldn’t say anything at all because she started an enthusiastic blowjob. Oliver found he couldn’t object. That he didn’t want to object. Brett was silent. Oliver was just glad that the other man wasn’t throwing a fit. Even better: Brett didn’t pull out his own cock and start jerking off to the show he was watching.

		Cammie moved him back to the bed and she got out of her dress. Underneath she was wearing stockings on her legs and a pretty bra creating cleavage, but she wasn’t wearing any panties.

		Oliver stared at the neatly trimmed hair covering her pussy. “Going pantyless is just easier...and more fun.” After crawling onto the bed with him, Cammie gave his cock another couple of licks. “Do you want me to ride you or do you want to eat my pussy first?” she asked him, putting her hand between her legs, pushing a pair of fingers up inside herself. Before Oliver could answer, she offered her amrita-covered fingers to him. 

		Her scent was strong on her fingers. Oliver couldn’t resist and sucked on them. He noted her wedding rings. Just seeing them excited him further.

		“Ride me, please,” he managed to croak.

		“Music to my ears.” She straddled him and grabbed his cock, aiming it at her entrance. He gasped when she slid the head back and forth along her slit, getting him wet and ready to enter her.

		Sparing a quick glance at Brett, Oliver saw the other man leaning forward and watching intently.

		Then his entire world was taken up by Cammie as she sat down on him, engulfing his cock with her pussy. 

		“So fucking big,” she moaned. 

		Already Oliver was on edge. It wouldn’t take much for him to cum. Just as Cammie started to rock her hips, he grabbed them and held her in place. 

		“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he told her and pulled her down for a kiss. He needed to delay as much as possible otherwise he’d cum too quickly and ruin the night.

		She laughed and threw back her head. “You’re a good liar. I like that. Tits or ass?”

		“What?”

		“Tits or ass? Which is your favorite.”

		“What? Why?”

		“Because I want you to grab either my tits or my ass while I ride you. Pick one.”

		“I can’t even see your tits,” he said. She was still wearing the bra.

		That was a ridiculous statement because through the lacy bra he could see her nipples and areolas. He even could have torn in from her body with little complaint. 

		“Ass then,” she decided for him. “Grab my ass.”

		He did so, moving his hands further back. She had a nice ass, firm but with just the right amount of soft flesh. Cammie leaned forward and braced her arms on his chest, riding his cock for all she was worth. 

		This was why he had a love of older women. They knew how to fuck. While Cammie was the only truly older woman he had ever been with, Oliver had decided they were the best to fuck.

		Cammie shuddered and her pussy flashed hot and tightened up on him. Her face contorted as she climaxed. 

		“So fucking good...” she moaned.

		“You came?”

		She offered him a half smile. “Uh-huh. Good cock will do that. I want to cum again. I want you to cum in me.”

		When he started to speak she silenced him with a kiss and then started bouncing up and down as hard and fast as she could. He sank his fingers into her buttocks and thrusted his hips up into her, matching her rhythm. There was no stopping him now. He wanted to cum. He needed to cum. But he wanted to hold off as long as possible, he wanted Cammie to cum on top of him one more time.

		She cried out. That was all he needed. Oliver exploded inside of her. They grasped and held each other tightly as their climaxes synched. 

		“Oh fuck, oh shit, I’m sorry,” Oliver gasped. “I’m so sorry.”

		“Wh-wh-why?” asked a very confused Cammie.

		“I didn’t mean to cum.”

		“I wanted you to cum.”

		“I just wanted to last longer.”

		She gave him another quick kiss. “I just wanted you to cum in me.” Another kiss. “And you did.”

		Then she turned her head and looked at her husband. “Did you get all that?”

		Brett was sitting back now. “Hell yeah.”

		“Are you hungry?” she asked him.

		Brett smiled. “Very.”

		Moving carefully off Oliver’s body, Cammie flopped to the side and opened her legs. When Brett moved off the chair, Oliver’s jaw dropped. The older man crawled onto the bed and got between Cammie’s legs.

		“Oh my god,” he breathed.

		That didn’t stop Brett. Or Cammie. The moment her husband’s tongue met her pussy, her head fell back and she moaned softly. When Oliver started to get off the bed, not wanting to interrupt this moment of intimacy between the couple, Cammie’s hand grabbed his arm. 

		“Stay,” she begged him.

		He couldn’t move.

		Brett was fully intent on performing his best cunnilingus on his wife. That would have been fine with Oliver...if Brett hadn’t been eagerly sucking up the spunk that Oliver had recently deposited in her pussy.

		“I fucking love Brett’s pussy eating.” She pulled Oliver’s face to hers and kissed him. “Thank you for the creampie.” She groaned. “Thank you...very much.” She groaned again. “Brett will thank you...thank you...when...when he’s done.” Her thighs closed on Brett’s head and she shook as she came a third time for the night.

		After her climax abated, Cammie pulled her husband’s face up to hers for a kiss. She wasn’t the least bit shy about tasting her amrita or Oliver’s cum via her pussy.

		“Thank you, darling,” she told him.

		“My pleasure.” Brett backed away. Oliver felt out of place because Brett was the only still fully dressed. 

		“Want sloppy seconds?” Cammie asked as she took off her bra. 

		Brett and Oliver locked eyes and then they both looked at her, unsure of what she had just asked. 

		Oliver had to speak up. “Are you asking me or him?” 

		“Good question,” Brett chimed in.

		Giving Brett a sly smile, Cammie said, “Either of you. Whoever can get it up first.”

		Brett pointed to Oliver’s cock. “He’s already undressed. I bet you can give him a blowjob and have him hard again in less than a minute.”

		“Sounds like a challenge,” said Cammie. “I’m up to it.”

		Cammie rolled to her side and took Oliver’s cock in her mouth. He was turned on but he had his doubts about how quickly he could get hard. But he definitely wanted the opportunity.

		He had forgotten how good Cammie was at sucking cock. For some odd reason, he wanted to impress Brett. 

		“Oh yeah...” Oliver sighed as he closed his eyes. 

		“Suck that cock,” Brett grunted.

		It didn’t take long for Oliver to get hard at all. He had come to the conclusion that he liked others watching him while he had sex. 

		“Fuck her from behind,” Brett instructed.

		Oliver was fine with that. They repositioned and he knelt behind Cammie, cock in hand, running it along her soaking wet slit, before shoving it all the way in on the first thrust.

		“Oh fuck yes,” he grunted as he grabbed her waist and started fucking as fast as he could. He liked the way her ass shook every time he buried his cock inside her. The other women he had fucked never had their asses shake like that. 

		Cammie slipped her hand down between her legs, briefly squeezed his balls, and then started rubbing her clit.

		She didn’t need to play with herself while being fucked, but it made the orgasm that much sharper. She was moaning and gasping constantly now. It took little effort on Oliver’s part to make her cum. 

		“Fuck yeah!”

		He felt her pussy clasp his cock but he didn’t stop moving. He wanted to make her cum again and again. 

		It wasn’t that difficult. He kept going. He could feel Brett’s approving eyes on him. That gave him the courage to fuck the older woman. She started having continuous peaks of pleasure with hardly any pause between them. Cammie was unable to do anything about it. She didn’t want to do anything about it. She just wanted him to cum.

		Her breath came raggedly. She needed Oliver to finish.

		“Fill...my...cunt,” she begged.

		To hear her use a debasing term like that activated Oliver’s lizard brain. He came again. 

		It wasn’t nearly as powerful as the first time. He knew he didn’t have nearly as much cum to shoot in her, but he didn’t care. This was perfect.

		When his orgasm faded, Oliver collapsed back on his heels, his cock slipping wetly from her pussy as Cammie stayed face down ass up, unable to move.

		“I want to do it again,” Cammie half-laughed into the bed. 

		“I need a rest,” said Oliver, exhausted.

		She chuckled. “Okay. I’ve got Brett’s tongue.” Cammie turned her head to look at her husband. “My pussy needs cleaning.”

		He didn’t question her. Brett knelt on the floor and put his face between her ass cheeks, his mouth and tongue licking and exploring her well-used pussy.

		Oliver watched in fascination. He wondered what exactly, besides humiliation, the other man got out of servicing his wife like that. Maybe the humiliation was the point.

		Laying on the bed, Oliver looked at the beatific expression on Cammie’s face as Brett debased himself. “You like that?”

		“I love it. So good to have a man’s tongue clean me after sex.”

		“You’ve done this before?”

		She nodded and moaned. “Uh-huh. But it’s always good. The little orgasms he gives me this way...um...so good.”

		“Doesn’t he get to fuck you?” Oliver was curious.

		Cammie’s expression changed to one that was absolutely inscrutable. “When he’s...he’s a good boy.” She closed her eyes to focus on the sensations.

		Oliver couldn’t tell but he was reasonably certain that Brett wasn’t just eating Cammie’s pussy, but her asshole as well. 

		“Has he been a good boy tonight?” Oliver asked.

		“Uh-huh,” Cammie moaned.

		Oliver pressed his luck. “Can I watch him fuck you then?”

		Cammie’s eyes snapped open. “Maybe not tonight...”

		“Why not?”

		“We just don’t do that,” she answered evasively.

		Brett pulled his face from her nethers, either having consumed all of Oliver’s cum and having cleaned her pussy, or something else. “Want me to show him?”

		“No,” said Cammie. She wasn’t angry or upset, but this wasn’t how she wanted things to go.

		“Why not?” Brett asked, either amused or annoyed. 

		“It’s too soon.”

		“Nah,” he contradicted her. “It’s fine.”

		“What’s too soon?” Oliver wanted to know.

		“Don’t.” Cammie wasn’t begging, but she obviously didn’t want Brett to follow through on whatever he was planning.

		The situation had gotten strange enough that Oliver thought nothing of it when Brett unzipped his pants and pulled them down along with his underwear. 

		Oliver fully expected to see Brett’s cock. Maybe it would be hard. Maybe soft. Maybe Cammie fucked other men because something was wrong with Brett’s cock, regardless of what they claimed their open marriage was.

		He didn’t expect to see a pink plastic container around Brett’s cock. It took him a moment to process what he was seeing. 

		“Oh. I get it. You two are playing a sex game.” He turned to Cammie. “You fuck other men while he watches and gets off on it.”

		She shrugged. “You’ve got the right idea. Mostly. Put that thing away, Brett. You aren’t going to get to use it tonight.”

		“Didn’t you bring my key?” Brett asked.

		“Of course not,” she sniffed. “You know you’re not getting out of your cage. My pussy belongs to Oliver tonight.” She sighed. “Put your cock away and pull up your pants. Oliver doesn’t want to see your little cock in its tiny cage.”

		Obediently, Brett pulled up his pants. Oddly, after the initial shock, Oliver wasn’t put off by the device that Brett was wearing. 

		“So...when does she let you out of that thing?” Oliver found himself asking.

		“Whenever she wants,” Brett said smugly.

		“The way he’s going right now, it’s not coming off, ever,” Cammie chimed in.

		“No wonder you have other men fuck you,” Oliver said, bemused and intrigued by this bit of knowledge.

		“Don’t get too worked up about this,” she warned Oliver. “It’s a game we’ve been playing for years.”

		“Many fun years,” said Brett.

		“So...when do I get to fuck you again?” asked Oliver.

		


		Chapter 5

		“You look exhausted, bro,” Kenzie said to him as he yawned while looking over the latest reports at his desk. 

		“I was up late last night,” he said and took a sip of coffee. He grimaced because he had let it go cold and it tasted like shit.

		“You can’t live on caffeine alone,” Kenzie told him. “I’m waiting for your report updates.”

		“Working on it.”

		“Why were you up late? Gaming?”

		“No.” Oliver focused on what he was reading, trying to ignore her.

		“Drinking.”

		“No.”

		“Wanking?”

		Oliver’s head snapped up and glared at her. “You’re dancing dangerously close to sexual harassment.”

		“Ah-ha. So you must have been fucking your new old girlfriend last night,” Kenzie surmised.

		Oliver flushed red which only confirmed her suspicions. 

		“Sorry, sorry,” she apologized. “Inappropriate. I won’t do it again.”

		“Why are you so interested in my sex life, not that it’s any of your business?”

		“Probably because I don’t have one right now.”

		Once more Oliver’s head snapped around to look at Kenzie. She was sipping from her coffee, but that only partially hid her smug grin.

		“Can’t find a guy to fuck you?” he asked snidely. “Are you looking to get laid?” 

		“Yes to both,” she admitted.

		“If you want me to fuck you, just ask,” he all but spat in her face. As the words exited his lips he was suddenly hyper aware of what he was doing. He wasn’t sure if he wanted her to say yes or no or laugh it off as terrible flirting.

		“Would you take me home and fuck me please, Oliver?” she asked. 

		Either she was an excellent actress or Oliver was hornier than he thought, even after having fucked Cammie twice the night before.

		“Sure. Let’s finish up these reports.” He went back to work and studiously ignored her.

		There was a moment of silence between them.

		“I wasn’t kidding,” she said softly.

		Kenzie’s kisses weren’t as good as Cammie’s, but Oliver liked them anyway. Her body was pressed to his and the only thing Oliver could think about was how different it was from Cammie’s. 

		The older woman’s body was soft and curvy in all the right ways. Kenzie’s was thin and lean, almost angular, in high contrast to Cammie.

		“What the fuck are we doing?” he abruptly asked, ending their kiss.

		“I was hoping we were fucking,” she answered.

		“Yeah, but...why now?”

		“Because I’m horny and I’m guessing you are as well.”

		“You’re okay with this?” he asked her. “I mean, I did have sex with another woman just a—”

		“I don’t believe you, but let’s stop talking about her and just focus on us right now. I’m not looking for a relationship. I just want to get laid.”

		Oliver couldn’t argue with that. Getting Kenzie back to his apartment had been incredibly easy, easier than talking any woman back to his place ever before. 

		He wasn’t expecting anything special out of the sex with Kenzie, but as long as it was fun, he was fine with it.

		They fell onto his bed and continued their kissing while stripping each other’s clothes. Oliver was delighted when he took off Kenzie’s shirt and bra to discover her tits were delightfully perky with tiny nipples and equally small areolas that were bright pink. She gasped when he sucked and pinched them.

		“More,” she encouraged him.

		It was easy to put her on her back, kiss his way down her stomach, and unzip her jeans. He was intrigued to find evidence of a tattoo peeking out from the waistband. She happily helped him pull off the jeans.

		Underneath she was wearing a pair of tiny pink panties which didn’t hide her tattoo at all. It gave Oliver pause.

		“I never would have guessed you had a tattoo,” he said. 

		“It was a...well, a definite choice I made in college.”

		He traced his finger along the green ink. The work was finely done: a twisting strand of green vines covered in small pink and yellow and red and blue flowers, occasionally dotted by an orange butterfly. The vine seemed to be growing out of her panties, directly above her pussy. The vine circled around her hips and waist several times.

		“Does it go all the way around?” Oliver asked her.

		“Yes.”

		“Can I see?”

		“Yes, but I was hoping to get to the sex, not have you admire my—”

		He cut her off by abruptly rolling her over to see the pretty tattoo. As promised it did circle all the way around, but he also got an eyeful of her ass, mostly exposed by the pink thong she was still wearing.

		“No wonder I could never see any panty lines on your ass,” he mused, running his fingers over her tattoo and the bare skin of her ass.

		“I knew I felt you staring at my ass at work.”

		“You can feel that?”

		“Any woman can. Now are you going to peel these panties off me or are—”

		He cut her off once again, yanking down her panties, then rolling her onto her back again, and completely removing her thong.

		She modestly covered her pussy with her hand, but he could clearly see the base of the vine was growing from the top of her slit. She had no pubic hair, but Oliver couldn’t tell if that was from shaving or other hair removal techniques.

		“Interesting choice where you have that tat growing from.”

		She rolled her eyes. “I was in college. That’s my excuse.”

		“It’s sexy.” His eyes followed the vine. It originated from her pussy, wrapped twice around her waist, and then went down and circled her upper right thigh several times. 

		“And no one at work will ever see or know about it, right?” She glared at him.

		“Right,” he agreed and grabbed her wrist so he could pull her hand from her pussy.

		She didn’t fight him. He was right. She had no pubic hair. She happily parted her legs and showed herself to him.

		“I love having my pussy eaten.”

		“I can help with that.”

		Oliver dove in. Her pussy was warm and already wet. He liked the musky, acidic flavor she emanated. 

		Kenzie moaned. “Oh...fuck yes. Eat...me...out...”

		He did exactly that.

		While she was no innocent little girl Kenzie quickly decided that Oliver had the most talented tongue to ever explore her pussy. A few seconds after that she couldn’t decide anything at all because her brain shut off and was shortly followed by an intense orgasm.

		“Oh! Fuck! Yes!”

		She quivered and shook on his face.

		Oliver didn’t mind.

		After her orgasm passed but before she was in the right frame of mind to make good decisions, Kenzie was begging Oliver. 

		“Get your cock out and fuck me!”

		Oliver didn’t have to be told twice. He sat up, wiped her amrita from his face, and undressed in a flash. When he got between her legs, Kenzie reached down and took his erection in her hand, slowing down the action, but Oliver found he didn’t mind in the least.

		She is impressed with the size of his cock.

		“You aren’t huge...but I think you’re the biggest I’ve ever had.”

		“I’ll take that compliment.”

		Oliver couldn’t help but compare Kenzie’s completely bald pussy to Cammie’s. Except for the difference in hair, their nether lips were almost the same size and color. Oliver started to wonder if he had a type.

		But then Kenzie angled him in exactly the right way and he gasped, but then did the only natural thing to rock back and forth, going deeper with each thrust.

		For a small, skinny girl, Kenzie didn’t have any difficulty taking all of his large cock.

		“Fuck yes. Oh shit. You really filled me up.” She was panting, on edge already.

		“Do you want me to—?”

		“No!” Whatever he had been about to suggest, she cut him short. “Go slow. But fuck me. Fuck me please.”

		He could do exactly what she wanted. Missionary might have been a boring position, but neither was complaining. They both instinctively knew what the other wanted. Oliver was pleased that he could make her cum another time, her pussy heating up on his cock and clamping down on him. 

		“Fuck yes,” she moaned into his shoulder.

		It was already too late for Oliver. He couldn’t hold back. He thrusted hard and fast for ten seconds, ignoring her previous admonition to go carefully. Kenzie didn’t care.

		He came in her, flooding her pussy, and then he collapsed on top of her.

		She relished his weight and wrapped arms and legs around him.

		“It would be lovely if this could last forever, but I really need to pee,” she told him after a minute.

		“Oh. Right. Sorry.” Oliver rolled off her body, both of them grunting when their bodies separated. While he wasn’t sporting a rock hard erection any longer, Kenzie didn’t mind; she admired his cock at half-staff and was still impressed.

		A minute later Kenzie was back and Oliver got out of the bed. “I blame you,” he joked. “When one person has to go, everyone has to go.”

		She grinned and slipped back into the warm bed, watching his bare ass as he went through the door.

		While he was in the bathroom, Oliver’s phone, which he had left on the bedside nightstand, chimed with a message. Unable to help herself because she was an inveterate snoop, Kenzie picked up his phone and looked at the message, figuring it would be hidden behind a lock screen.

		She was wrong.

		Oliver was apparently lazy about hiding his personal information on his phone. While he did have a passcode on the phone, the text message and picture sent to him was on full display.

		Kenzie was no prude, but she never expected to see a picture of Oliver fucking some other woman. 

		She didn’t know how to feel about what she was seeing. It wasn’t like she had a relationship with Oliver. It wasn’t like she had any control over his private life.

		Strangely, she thought the picture was sort of hot. The woman’s face was partially obscured but it was definitely Oliver on top of her. She had a nice, curvy body and Kenzie was intrigued at the meaning of the photo. 

		And then Oliver walked back into the bedroom to see Kenzie snooping on his phone. She saw him pause just inside the doorway and in reaction she threw the phone halfway across the bed.

		“Was my phone on fire?” he asked. His voice was neutral.

		Kenzie flushed red with embarrassment. “Ah. No. I was...ah...snooping, I guess.”

		“Uh-huh.” He picked up the phone and got into bed with her. He winced when he opened the phone and saw the image that Kenzie had been staring at. 

		Cammie: You look so fucking hot fucking me.

		The message from Cammie didn’t help the situation.

		“Is that the older woman you’ve been fucking?” Kenzie asked, trying not to be ashamed of what she had been doing.

		“Yeah. Sorry. You weren’t supposed to see that.”

		“It’s fine to sext other people,” she said dismissively, trying to seem aloof. The timing was terrible, as was her acting.

		“I didn’t know she was going to send pictures like that.” He closed the phone and put it back on the nightstand. He wanted to look at more of the pictures, but it didn’t seem a good idea in front of Kenzie. 

		“Sure, sure.” Kenzie gave it a moment’s thought. “Who exactly was taking the picture?”

		“I didn’t know anyone was taking pictures,” Oliver mumbled.

		“What? Was she spying on you?”

		“Ah. No.”

		“Did she set up a camera beforehand?” Kenzie was confused.

		“No, no. I’m pretty sure that the pictures were taken by her husband.”

		Kenzie didn’t say anything for a moment. Finally, it was too much for her. “You fucked her in front of her husband?”

		“It’s their kink. They have an open marriage.”

		“I would imagine...”

		“This is bad.”

		“Why?” asked Kenzie, trying to remain blasé about the situation, but she desperately wanted to see more pictures of Oliver fucking the other woman. “Everyone has a few dirty pictures floating around out there, right?”

		“I meant it was bad because you shouldn’t have seen them.”

		“I only saw one picture. Are there more?”

		Oliver winced. While Kenzie had only seen the initial picture, there were more attached to the text message. “Yeah. She sent several.”

		“Can I see them?”

		Oliver hadn’t expected her to ask that.

		“Why?”

		Kenzie shrugged, which made her small tits bounce. “She was right. You looked hot in that first picture. I want to see more hotness.”

		“No you don’t.”

		“Don’t tell me what I do and don’t want to see.”

		“This is kind of embarrassing,” he said. “I didn’t want you to know all the details about Cammie—”

		“Is that her name? Cammie? Cute.”

		Oliver sighed. “Camille, actually.”

		“It’s not like we have a relationship, Oliver,” she reminded him.

		“Aren’t we...friends, co-workers?”

		“Yeah. So?”

		“Isn’t that a relationship?” 

		“Maybe. And maybe I’ll fuck you again, we can be friends with benefits, but only if you show me the dirty pictures she sent you.”

		


		Chapter 6

		Reluctantly Oliver picked up his phone, opened it to the text message and pictures sent by Cammie, and flipped through them before letting the phone out of his hand.

		The pictures were all more or less the same. Brett had obviously taken them surreptitiously when Oliver and Cammie had been fucking. That hadn’t been part of the agreement but it didn’t matter now.

		Once more he looked at the message from Cammie.

		Cammie: You look so fucking hot fucking me.

		There was a second message as well.

		Cammie: Brett was a bad boy for taking these without telling you or me. Don’t worry, he’s been punished.

		Heaving a sigh, Oliver handed the phone over to Kenzie, who had been waiting patiently. She grabbed the phone away from him and quickly thumbed through all the pictures. When she got to the end, she started over, inspecting each and every one carefully on the second go through.

		“Dirty, but not excessively dirty,” she declared. “You’ve got a cute ass, by the way.”

		“Thanks,” he said without enthusiasm.

		“She’s pretty...for an older woman. Decent body too. Do you go for curvy women?”

		Oliver took the phone back from her. “Why do you ask?”

		“I’m skinny.”

		“I just...I just like women.”

		“Do you like fucking women in front of their husbands?” Kenzie teased him.

		“That was just a one-time thing,” he said and put the phone away.

		“She wants to fuck you again,” said Kenzie.

		“How would you know? She didn’t say anything in her texts.”

		“Why else would she send the pictures to you?”

		Oliver didn’t have an answer to that.

		“Do you want to fuck her again?” asked Kenzie.

		“Why do you want to know?” He didn’t exactly snap at her, but the question came out harsher than he anticipated.

		“Just curious. I’m sort of jealous. When do I get to fuck you again?”

		That threw him off his game. “You want to have sex again?”

		“Sure!”

		“Even knowing I have had sex with an older, married woman?”

		She gave him a grin and a kiss, pulling his face to hers. “If anything, that makes me want to fuck you all the more.”

		Oliver shook his head at her. “You’re crazy.”

		“Horny, I think...”

		“You just came what...three times?”

		“Something like that. Doesn’t mean I don’t want to have sex again.”

		“Right now?”

		“Sure,” she agreed, pretending his question was an offer. “But you have to tell me all about this older woman.”

		Kenzie kissed him again and slowly crawled on top of him. Without any real effort he started to get hard.

		“You don’t want to hear about another woman...” he said as Kenzie reached for his hard cock and ran it along her slit. She was still wet. It didn’t take much effort for her to find the right angle and sit down on his cock. She looked smugly at him.

		“If you don’t start talking about fucking this older woman, I’m not going to ride your cock. In fact, I might just get out of this bed and go home.”

		“I met her on a hookup app,” he blurted out. “I never thought it would work out. I figured it was just a joke, but then a couple of weeks later, I was fucking her.”

		“Uh-huh,” said Kenzie, already a bit distracted as she started working herself up and down on his hardness. “Why’d you pick her?”

		“I didn’t. I mean...I sent messages to like...fifty women. She was the only one who replied.”

		Kenzie paused. “There was nothing special that made you want her?”

		Oliver ran his thumbs over her nipples. She shivered. He pinched them lightly. She trembled. “Just that she was attractive and willing to fuck...anyone, I guess. But me specifically.”

		“Romantic.” The sarcasm dripped from Kenzie’s lips.

		“Sleazy, you mean. And you wanted to hear this.”

		“Uh-huh.” She was getting worked up not just from his cock but from his words as well. “Tell me more. Tell me about...everything.”

		Oliver lay back and relaxed, watching Kenzie work her body up and down, occasionally pinching a nipple or reaching between her legs to rub her clit while he spoke. He didn’t need to cum again right away. He could draw this out.

		“I was worried about her husband, but he was a nice guy. He wears a cage on his cock.”

		Kenzie paused again. A wonderful shiver ran down her spine. “He what?”

		“He was wearing a cage on his cock when I fucked his wife. A chastity cage. I don’t know if he wears it all the time or she made him wear it for our meetup or what, but it was weird.”

		Kenzie gave Oliver the most delightfully evil smile. “She’s got his cock in a cage? That’s...that’s so fucking hot.”

		Oliver grinned. “You like that?”

		“I’d love to have a man under my control.” She glared down at him. “I’m supposed to have you under my control right now. Is it working?”

		Oliver reached up and pinched her nipples. Hard. She groaned and quivered atop him. He didn’t let go of the pink flesh and twisted his fingers, causing her to cry out and cum, her pussy flashed hot on his cock.

		“I think I’m in control of your pussy,” he speculated.

		“Fuck yes, make me cum again.”

		Oliver shook his head and let go of her nipples. “No. You need to do it for yourself.”

		“Please...”

		“Cammie gave me the best blowjob of my life,” Oliver said pensively. “Better than yours, no offense. She could probably give you some tips.”

		“Uh-huh.”

		“Maybe she needs an apprentice. A young woman who needs to learn how to dominate men.”

		“Fuck yeah.” Kenzie’s hips were working faster now. “I could...could totally dominate you.”

		“I doubt it. But maybe she’d let you practice on her husband. She said he’s got a little cock.”

		“I like your big cock.”

		“That’s why you can’t dominate me.”

		“Uh-huh.” She was close to cumming again.

		“Next time we fuck,” said Oliver with supreme confidence, “I’m going to fuck you in the ass.”

		She came again. Oliver grabbed her around the torso, pulled her down to him, thrusted hard with his cock several times and came once more inside her tight pussy.

		


		Chapter 7

		Cammie: You didn’t answer me yesterday.

		Oliver looked at the message and wasn’t sure what to say.

		Oliver: You didn’t ask a question.

		Cammie: You didn’t reply at all.

		Cammie: Don’t you want to get laid?

		Oliver: I got laid yesterday.

		Oliver: Her name was Kenzie. She was fun in bed.

		It took a few minutes for Cammie to reply.

		Cammie: Good for you. Want to fuck me again?

		Oliver: I’d be a fool to say no, wouldn’t I?

		Cammie: Yes you would. I have a very specific scenario I want to act out with you. Is your new girlfriend okay with you having sex with other women?

		Oliver: She’s not my girlfriend.

		Cammie: Good.

		Two days later Oliver once again wondered what he was doing.

		The hotel that Cammie had selected was nice. Very nice. Nicer than anything Oliver could have afforded on his own. There was a pretty view out the window, but he wasn’t there for the view. 

		Neither was Cammie. After they entered the room, she sat down on the foot of the bed and crossed her legs. He couldn’t stop himself from glancing downward to see if she was showing off any skin.

		She wasn’t. Her dress was very modest.

		“Are you just going to stand there?” she asked him, amused.

		Oliver peered around the room. “I’m wondering if your husband is hiding somewhere or there’s a hidden camera in the room already.”

		Cammie rolled her eyes and shook her head. “That was a one-time thing. I told you that I punished Brett for his bad behavior.”

		“That’s what you’re saying...”

		“He’s been in his chastity cage since I found out,” she told him.

		“Uh-huh. Some punishment. He probably likes it.”

		Cammie nodded. “He does. But what he likes more is me taking off the cage, making fun of his little cock, and then letting him fuck me anyway.”

		Oliver said nothing and peered out the window. 

		“After we have sex today, I’m going home to him and I’m going to tell him to eat your cum out of me...but I’m not taking off his cage.”

		“Still sounds like he would love that.”

		“He probably would. That’s what you’re involved in now. A married couple that is kinky as fuck. I’m the hotwife. He’s the cuck. You can go along for the ride or I can find someone else. Trust me, it won’t be hard.” Her lips twisted in amusement. “Actually, I’m hoping you're plenty hard and Brett suffers and has to stay soft.”

		“You’ve done this before, haven’t you?” Oliver was suddenly pensive about the situation he found himself in.

		“More than once,” she admitted. “It’s a game Brett and I enjoy. Why don’t you take out your cock? I’ll give you a wonderful blowjob. I promise you’ll love it.”

		“Can I cum in your mouth? Will you swallow it all? That’s what I really get off on.”

		Cammie shook her head. “No. Not today. I need to bring your cum home to Brett.”

		“That’s really twisted.”

		“Yes. It is.” She reached behind her back and lowered the zipper to her modest dress. Oliver just watched. “I notice you’re not leaving,” she said.

		She pulled the top of her dress down. 

		She was wearing a very pretty bra. Pink and white and lace and doing its best to create cleavage for her curvy figure.

		“Like what you see?”

		Standing up, Cammie wiggled the dress off her hips. Her panties matched her bra because of course it did. She was even wearing thigh high stockings. White stockings that matched the dress she had been wearing. A dress of wild designs. 

		“Get your cock out, Oliver. Or do you want to tell me about your new girlfriend?”

		“She’s not my girlfriend,” he reminded her.

		“Tell me about it,” Cammie suggested. “Or I could blow you.” She moved down onto her knees in front of him.

		Oliver did nothing while she worked on his belt and opening up his pants. 

		“You could tell me about it while I blow you,” she said as he cock sprang out. He was already hard. This was why Cammie liked fucking younger men. They were always hard and ready to go, unlike her husband.

		When she took him in her mouth, Oliver moaned softly. “She’s not my girlfriend,” he reminded Cammie who just looked up at him, her mouth full of his cock, her eyes wide open.

		“She doesn’t want to be my girlfriend,” he told her. She smiled around his cock and licked him from his balls all the way up to the tip of his cock.

		“She wasn’t upset that I’m fucking an older woman.”

		“Why would she be upset?” asked Cammie between licks. “She’s not your girlfriend. I’m just a woman you’re fucking.”

		Cammie opened wide and managed to take all of Oliver’s impressive length into her mouth and down her throat. It was a sensation unlike any other. Putting his hand on the sides of her head, Oliver at first guided her, but then he took over and started fucking her face. Not fast, but firmly enough to show that he was in control. 

		She let him. It was obvious after a few seconds that she liked this. Oliver wondered if there was anything she didn’t like when it came to sex.

		He wanted to face fuck her hard, make her hurt, cum down her throat, and just walk away.

		He didn’t. He backed off. She gasped when his cock cleared her lips; a long strand of saliva remained, connecting his cock to her mouth, hanging a moment before it broke.

		Oliver said nothing and pulled off his shirt, kicked off his shoes, and stepped out of his pants pooled around his ankles. Cammie, smiling, quickly moved back onto the bed and was in the process of getting her panties off, when he was suddenly on top of her, pinning her down.

		“You like it rough?” he asked her and then bit the side of her neck.

		“I fucking love it.”

		Reaching down between her legs, he yanked on the crotch to her panties and pulled them aside. She was wet. How did a woman get so wet so quickly without anyone touching her pussy or eating her out?

		That was a philosophical question that Oliver could resolve at another time. Cock in hand, he ran the tip along her slit, getting it wet, before plunging it in.

		As promised, he was rough. There was nothing gentle about how they fucked. Hard. Fast. Fierce. Almost violent. He held her down. He wanted to put one hand around her thin neck and choke her, but that thought scared him. Instead he flipped her over, noted her panties weren’t modest but were instead cheeky briefs, showing most of her ass. 

		He didn’t care. He brought her up to her hands and knees, pulled aside her panties again, and shoved his cock back into her. 

		“Fuck yeah,” she grunted.

		He wanted her to hate it.

		He wanted her to love it.

		From behind he could fuck her harder. He took every advantage of it. Driving hard and loving the sound of flesh slapping flesh. 

		“You like that, slut?”

		“I...fucking...love...it,” she gasped between hard thrusts from him.

		He had no idea if she was lying or not. He wanted it to be the truth. 

		He was getting close. Knowing that she wanted him to cum in her so she could go home to her husband and humiliate him, all he wanted to do was pull out right before he came and unload on her ass.

		He wanted that.

		He didn’t want anything else.

		He could stop himself from fucking her. 

		With a grunt and a strain of all his muscles, Oliver pinned her down flat on the bed and shot his load so deep in her pussy he knew it was never going to come out.

		She was shaking and laughing in delight. 

		For just a moment Oliver thought that she was laughing at him.

		“Fuck that was good,” she told him, her voice half muffled by the pillow her face had landed on. “We need to do this again.”

		“We’re not doing it again,” he told her and levered himself off her body.

		She lay face down on the bed, but twisted her neck just enough to watch him dress. He didn’t hurry, but he wasn’t slow either. She wiggled her ass at him.

		“Want to wipe your cock off on me? I don’t mind.”

		Oliver finished dressing and held up his hands. He didn’t trust himself not to strangle her. He took a breath and stepped back, finding his shoes. “Just...don’t. Don’t call me.”

		He left her in the hotel room and didn’t look back.

		An hour later Cammie was walking into her house. Brett was in the home office, but came out the moment he heard her walk through the front door.

		“How did it go?” he asked her when she reached the top of the stairs where he waited for her. 

		Cammie gave him a deep kiss to show him how well it had gone. Her hand reached down between his legs and squeezed his crotch. 

		She felt hardness. He felt nothing.

		“Is that a hard cock in your pants or are you just glad to see me?” she asked him, gasping after stopping the long kiss.

		“I’m not hard. That’s not me.”

		“I know.” She gave him another kiss. “I have a present for you. A present you don’t deserve.” Cammie stepped around him and went to the bedroom.

		Brett eagerly followed. He didn’t have to be told what to do. She was in the process of undressing when he walked into the room and immediately lay down on the bed. He didn’t bother undressing. He knew it was a waste of time.

		“Was it everything you dreamed of?” Brett asked as his wife dropped her dress to the floor, briefly posed in just her bra and panties and stockings for him. He noted one stocking was torn at the knee.

		“He was rough,” she reported as she pulled her bra over her head, letting her tits bounce free. “I liked it.”

		“Did he hit or spank you?” Brett asked eagerly.

		She shook her head and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. “No. He did face fuck me when I gave him a blowjob when I was on my knees. At one point I was certain he was going to choke me.”

		“How many times did you fuck?” He stared at her tits, examining them for any evidence that Oliver had abused her flesh or nipples. 

		She tilted her head to the side, not answering right away. “Just once.” She kept her panties on. “Missionary first, but then he flipped me over and fucked me doggy.”

		“Nice.”

		“He didn’t take my panties off. Left them on. Just moved the crotch to the side.”

		“Is all of him still inside of you?” Brett asked eagerly. This was good news.

		“Mostly. Whatever hasn’t dripped out...he came fucking deep in me.” She pulled down her panties to the tops of her thighs, showing him her pussy. 

		A strand of her amrita or Oliver’s cum stretched from her labia to her panties. Brett licked his lips.

		“Want me to sit on your face?”

		“More than anything in the world.”

		Cammie didn’t move. “After he fucked me he said he never wanted to see me again.”

		“Why?”

		“I think he’s conflicted over fucking a married woman.”

		“Silly boy.”

		Cammie dropped her panties to the floor and stepped out of them. She moved over to the bed and got into position over Brett, her legs on either side of his head. 

		“I’m pretty sure he was just blustering. I know he wants this pretty pussy again.”

		“I want that pretty pussy again.”

		“You’ve got a week to go before that cage comes off,” she told him and went the rest of the way down, placing her dripping pussy on his mouth.

		His tongue got to work.

		He was in heaven, being smothered by his wife.

		In a few moments she was in heaven as well, loving his attention on her pussy. He sucked on her clit. He stuck his tongue as deeply as possible into her tunnel, tasting not just her but Oliver’s cum as well. He licked and sucked and praised gravity for existing as he steadily removed all of the other man’s cum from his wife’s pussy.

		The fact that she got another orgasm in the process wasn’t important. His cock was trapped in the chastity cage and he knew it wasn’t coming off any time soon.

		When Cammie judged he was done, she collapsed to the side and groaned. “I should thank you,” she mumbled.

		“Why? It’s my pleasure to serve you.” He wiped his cheeks, getting the last of her amrita and Oliver’s cum from his skin, sucking his fingers clean.

		“For letting me do this to you,” she said softly. She was already drifting off to sleep. “I love you.”

		


		Chapter 8

		“You didn’t answer my texts last night,” said Kenzie as they sorted through way too many actual paper files. In Oliver’s opinion they all needed to be tossed, but he was going through the motions to keep the corporate overlords happy.

		“Sorry. I was...busy.”

		“I have to ask. Doing what?” She eyed him.

		Oliver glanced at the door to make sure no one else was in the file room with them or was passing by. “Do you really want to know?”

		“When you ask that...yeah, I really want to know.”

		With a shrug, Oliver said, “Fucking Cammie.”

		Kenzie’s eyes bugged. “Her again?”

		“She's good lay.”

		“Careful, you’re going to make a girl jealous. I wanted to get laid last night.”

		“I was too exhausted,” Oliver said with a grin.

		“What about tonight?”

		“I’m not busy...”

		The next morning Oliver was alone in his bed. Kenzie had left the night before. Sleeping over was too close to actually having a relationship for the both of them. When he checked his messages he wasn’t surprised to see several from Cammie. They all asked the same thing, if he was available and wanted to have sex with her.

		All except for the last one. 

		Cammie: Where are you, Oliver? Are you fucking that slut you told me about?

		Oliver frowned at her message. It seemed a little bold and rude to call Kenzie a slut. Maybe that was true, but name-calling was beneath Cammie. It has been sent just past midnight. He replied to her.

		Oliver: I was. She’s a good lay.

		Her reply came quickly. That surprised him.

		Cammie: You’re making me jealous.

		Cammie: I think I might want you all to myself.

		Oliver: I’m just a young boy. I’m not ready for a serious relationship like that.

		He added a goofy smiling face to the end of the text and hoped she understood what it meant. After all, she was an older woman.

		Cammie: That’s unfortunate, because Brett and I have a serious proposition for you.

		Oliver: That sounds ominous.

		Cammie: I can assure you it is not.

		That evening Oliver politely bowed out of a meetup after work with the usual group. Kenzie sent him a private message.

		Kenzie: Are you going to fuck her?

		She didn’t specify who. Oliver knew. 

		He gave her a serious answer but not a complete answer. 

		Oliver: No. I’m just tired. I’ve been having a lot of sex lately.

		Kenzie: Can I see you tomorrow night?

		Oliver: Sure

		He had been invited to Brett and Cammie’s house. Despite wanting to seem sophisticated, he was floored by their house. Of course it was in a nice suburb. Of course it was large and impressive. 

		It was the largest and most impressive house he had ever been in.

		He didn’t miss the significance of being invited to their house. He was reasonably certain he was going to get laid again and Brett was going to watch.

		He was strangely at ease with that.

		When he rang the bell and Cammie admitted him, Brett was nowhere to be seen. He didn’t comment on that. Cammie just gave him a peck on the cheek and a little hug before bringing him into what he would have called the living room, but it had a more private feeling. A den or a study. Something away from the rest of the world.

		She offered him a drink. He wanted to decline, but that seemed rude. This had to be part of the ritual. He just wanted a beer, but that seemed wrong in the context of the moment.

		“Sure. Whatever you have. Surprise me.”

		Cammie poured him some whiskey over ice. She had the same. He was seated on a leather couch. He wasn’t sure if it was purchased for comfort—it was very comfortable—or for easy cleanup. 

		He tried not to think such thoughts, but he couldn’t stop thinking such thoughts.

		“You don’t have to seduce me,” said Oliver, trying to be urbane about this situation. “If you want to have sex...we can just have sex.”

		Cammie smiled and nodded once. “We’re going to have sex, but we need to talk a bit first.”

		“You want to tell me what you want in bed. Got it. Quick question: where’s Brett?”

		“Brett is out. He’ll be back in a while. I do want to tell you what I want to do tonight, but I have a more serious suggestion for you.”

		“Can I make a quick request?” he interjected before she could continue. He liked the sudden surge of confidence he was feeling.

		“Sure. What is it?”

		“When we have sex tonight, I want you to ride me. I want to watch your tits while you bounce up and down on my cock.”

		She paused for a moment. He got the impression that maybe he was annoying her. Still, she pressed on. “We can do that. But on a more serious note...We’d like you to move in with us on a temporary basis,” said Cammie.

		“Excuse me? I have a place to live already.” He finished the whiskey. It was just enough to give his throat a pleasant burning and not so much as to make his cock go limp.

		“Yes. Of course. We just want someone to fuck me on a regular basis. It’s sort of a dream of Brett’s and I’m going to make this his combo birthday and Christmas and Valentine’s present all rolled into one.”

		“Me?”

		“No. Your cock. And you fucking me. He’s going to move into the guest room and you’re going to move into the master bedroom with me.” She pursed her lips. “I suppose we should call it the mistress bedroom. Or the bull’s bedroom.” She smiled. “We just want you around to fuck me. Is that too much to ask?”

		“Seems a little strange.”

		Cammie gave him a half smile. “Everything Brett and I do when it comes to sex is strange.”

		“Do you want me to be your sex slave?” It came out almost as a joke.

		Cammie shook her head. “No. You’ll be my live-in bull. You’ll fuck me whenever you want. You’ll have to fuck me whenever I want.”

		Oliver shrugged. “Sure. Sounds good. But I keep my own place, right?”

		“Correct. This is a little fantasy of Brett’s. We want to try it for a week. After that...we’ll see.”

		“Can I fuck other women on the side?”

		Now Cammie lightly laughed.

		“If you have the energy. Now...would you like to go upstairs and enjoy my company in the bed I normally share with my husband?”

		“I would.”

		He didn’t get a tour of the house, but he wasn’t interested in that. The upstairs had several rooms off the main hallway. Who knew that a house could have more than one hallway on the second floor? He got the impression at least one of the rooms was a bedroom or guest room, maybe one was an actual home office and not a private den like they had been in upstairs. 

		The master bedroom wasn’t just a master bedroom. It was a master suite. The main room was huge. He could see a private bathroom off to the side, glimpsed a pair of sinks and a huge shower. Opposite the bathroom door was a huge walk-in closet. The far wall was made of windows and a pair of French doors that looked like they opened onto a balcony.

		He only got a quick glimpse of all that. Oliver’s focus was on the huge bed. King sized. It was huge. He could sleep in it with Cammie and Brett and a trio of traveling musicians and feel like he was alone.

		“I think your bed takes up more floor space than my entire apartment,” he told her.

		Cammie laughed. “I’m sure you're exaggerating.”

		Cammie didn’t need to say anything else. Dressed casually in dark slacks and a floral blouse, it took her all of two seconds to take off both items of clothing. Underneath she was braless. Oliver liked that. Her panties were dark red but he hardly saw them because she went right to her knees to unbuckle his belt and open up his pants.

		“You don’t know how much fun it is to undress a man and find a real cock, a hard cock, and not a chastity cage,” she told him as his cock sprung out. “Umm...yes.” Right away she took it in her mouth and happily sucked on him. 

		He wondered if her pussy was wet but didn’t ask. He just pulled off his shirt and hopped a bit as she continued to suck on him while he got his sneakers off before dropping his jeans all the way down.

		“Do you just want to fuck or do you want to use some toys tonight?” she asked.

		“Toys?”

		“Nipple clamps? Vibrators? Dildos? Buttplugs? Handcuffs? You know, the fun stuff.”

		She paused when he just gave her an uncertain stare. 

		“From your look, I’m guessing this is all new to you.” Cammie gave him an understanding smile.

		“I’ve used vibrators with a girl—a woman—before,” he offered.

		“Good. Great! We don’t have to do that tonight. Maybe it’s a little much.”

		“No, no. I’m game to try anything.” He didn’t regret the words the instant they were out of his mouth, but he knew he was going to.

		“Anything?” Cammie gave his cock one more lick and then stood up, but held onto him, controlling him.

		“Well...almost anything,” he allowed.

		She went up on her tiptoes and gave him a firm kiss on the lips. “You know what I haven’t done in a long time?”

		“I can’t begin to imagine there’s anything you haven’t done.”

		Cammie laughed and tossed her hair, stepping back and letting go of his cock. She moved to the side of the bed, fell on it, and opened the nightstand drawer. He leaned in to see what toy she was extracting.

		“I haven’t done anal in a long time.”

		The only thing in her hand was a bottle of lube.

		The last thing that Oliver wanted to admit was that he had never had anal with anyone.

		“Okay, sure.”

		She frowned at him. “You sound like you just agreed to paint my house in the middle of winter.”

		“I...uh...just wasn’t expecting this.”

		She patted the bed next to her. “Come join me. We can start off with some regular PIV sex and then go to anal. I like anal in missionary with a pillow under my butt. What about you? Lots of guys like to do it doggy, but the angle is usually wrong for me.”

		Reluctantly Oliver got on the bed next to her. They started kissing and she pulled him down on top of her as she lay down. All the while he didn’t lose his erection. Oliver found that interesting.

		From there everything proceeded as normal. A little kissing. A little fondling. He boldly stripped off her panties and went down on her. Cammie enjoyed that but didn’t cum. She didn’t stop him when he repositioned and got between her legs, pushing his cock into her. 

		They fucked for a few minutes. Oliver liked the way she responded. She put her hand down between them and rubbed her clit while he fucked her. That pushed her over to an orgasm.

		He was partly hoping that she had forgotten all about anal, but after cumming, she sat up and pushed him back, forcing him out of her. She rolled to her side and grabbed the lube. 

		“I know I get really wet, but I need extra lube when someone is fucking my ass,” she half explained to him. 

		Oliver watched, his wet and hard cock bobbing up and down with his heartbeat as Cammie shoved a pillow under her ass, squirted what looked like a gallon of lube into her palm, and then smeared it between her cheeks.

		Watching closely he saw her index finger dip into her asshole. He was surprised at how easily it went in and how deep. 

		She saw him watching and reached out for his cock. “It works best if you’re lubed up too.”

		Cammie wiped the extra lube all over his cock, focusing on the head. 

		He liked the attention.

		Rolling to her side, Cammie reached under the bed and grabbed a small towel hidden under the bed skirt. Oliver wondered if she stored small towels there or just had the one for tonight.

		It didn’t matter.

		When she got back into position, she grabbed his cock with her still partly lube-covered fingers. They easily slipped off, making her laugh. 

		“Okay, maybe you’d better do it. I’ll just help.” Cammie grinned, adjusted her position on the pillow, angled her hips, and spread her legs wide.

		Oliver admired her wet and open slit, still drooling amrita, but he knew what she wanted. His eyes went lower to see her lube-smeared asshole. 

		He could either admit he didn’t want to do this, or tell her he had never done it before, or just do his best.

		Oliver did his best. It was a bit strange working his cock where it shouldn’t be but then she gave him a bit of guidance and suddenly he slipped past her sphincter.

		“Oh!”

		Cammie smiled broadly and moaned. “Oh...yeah. Just...hold on a minute. Let me get used to it. Fuck you have a thick cock. Go slow. I want to feel every inch of you.”

		Fucking her ass was different than fucking her pussy. Not better. Not worse. Just...different.

		He found he liked it.

		Oliver went slowly at first, as instructed. Cammie rubbed her clit with one hand while placing her other hand on his chest, guiding him. 

		The more he fucked her tight back entrance, the more he liked it.

		“Oh! Fuck! Yes!” 

		Oliver wasn’t sure if she came from him being in her ass or from her fingers on her clit, or both, but either way, Cammie came. He loved how her asshole tightened up on his cock during her drawn out orgasm. He had felt women’s pussies tighten on his cock while they came, but this was so much better.

		“Are you close?” she asked him when the intense waves were past.

		“Yeah. What do you want?”

		“Cum...in...my...ass.” She licked her lips. “Cum in my ass. Make me cum. Fuck me!”

		He did that. He only lasted another minute before he came. 

		It was strange pumping his cum where it didn’t belong, but that was half the fun he figured.

		Cammie liked it. Or at least she didn’t complain. Maybe she came again. He couldn’t tell. He slipped out of her ass shortly after he came. He collapsed on her and then went to his side, where he held her tightly, not wanting this to end.

		


		Chapter 9

		“You look beautiful,” Oliver was woken by Brett’s voice. It took him a second to realize that Brett wasn’t talking to him, but to his wife. 

		Oliver wasn’t sure how long he had been asleep. He woke up spooning Cammie, but she unwrapped his arms from her body, slipped from the bed, and greeted her husband with a kiss. 

		Since he was naked, Oliver stayed under the covers and just watched. Brett was dressed casually, like maybe he had been at a bar with friends. Cammie kissed him like she hadn’t just been fucking another man. 

		Like another man’s cum wasn’t still inside her.

		Inside her ass.

		“I’m not interrupting, am I?” Brett now asked when his wife was done with her kiss.

		“Not at all. What time is it?”

		“Late.” He smiled at her. “What have you been up to?”

		“Getting fucked.”

		“I bet.” He kissed her again and glanced at Oliver who felt like he was intruding on their little scene. “Are you done with her for the evening?” he asked Oliver.

		“Uh...”

		“We’re done for now,” Cammie answered for him.

		“Do you mind if I take her to the guest room?” Brett once again addressed Oliver who had no idea what was going on.

		Cammie caught his chin between her fingers and turned his head to face her. “Why would you want to do that?”

		“Is he still inside you?” Brett asked breathlessly.

		Licking her lips, Cammie said, “He is...but you clean me right here.”

		“Saucy slut.”

		“That’s why you married me.”

		Cammie pulled her husband to the bed. Oliver moved over. The bed was huge. They barely knew he was there. He half wanted to leave, but when Brett started kissing his way down his wife’s naked body, Oliver found he couldn’t leave. He couldn’t miss this.

		Parting her legs, Cammie moaned as Brett’s tongue probed her pussy. He ate her out with enthusiasm...for a minute, but then raised up his head and gave her a puzzled look.

		“I thought you said he was still inside you.”

		The smile on Cammie’s face could only be described as quietly triumphant. “He is. You need to go lower.”

		If Brett was put off by this he didn’t show it. He gave his wife a confident grin, kissed her clit, licked her pussy, and then went lower. 

		From his position Oliver could clearly see Brett lick and suck his wife’s asshole. She moaned softly, flopped her head to the side, and gave Oliver a confident smile. 

		He had no idea if they had done this before, but it was something the two of them had definitely discussed. 

		The whole scene was strange to Oliver. It was one thing to eat pussy. He was fully on board with that. It was another entirely to eat ass, but lots of people liked it so he wasn’t going to pretend to have moral superiority. Eating another man’s cum out of a woman wasn’t something that Oliver had ever aspired to, but obviously Brett had. Eating cum out of his wife’s ass was either a special treat or something they had planned for a long time.

		It would have been fine to watch, but Oliver was thrilled when Cammie reached down, grabbed his cock, and started jerking him off.

		“I want to suck your cock,” she told him.

		Nothing Cammie did now surprised him.

		He could have refused her offer, but why bother? He moved around on the bed and brought his cock to her face while Brett continued to eat her ass.

		The blowjob she gave him was without restriction. She didn’t hold back. Oliver had no idea when Brett was finished eating her ass and his cum, but by the time he shot his load into the back of Cammie’s throat, Brett was laying on the bed watching them.

		“His cum is tasty, isn’t it?” Brett asked her.

		Cammie shoved Oliver to the side and kissed her husband. Oliver was reasonably sure she had swallowed his load, but there must have been enough in her mouth for Brett to get a taste.

		“Go to the guest room,” Cammie told him. “Oliver is spending the night here with me.”

		Brett didn’t object or argue. He just left.

		“I can’t believe you just did that,” Oliver gasped.

		Cammie now kissed him. “Brett knows what he likes and how to keep me happy. You can keep me happy by fucking me in the morning.”

		He fulfilled his half of that bargain by fucking her in the morning, though in truth she was the one doing all the work. He woke up to her sucking his cock. When she saw he was awake, she climbed on top of his cock and rode him until he came. 

		“This is crazy,” he told her. 

		“Is it?” she asked. “Seems normal to me. Now, if you don’t mind, I’m going to see my husband in the guest room. He has a face that needs sitting on. Why don’t you take a shower and we’ll have breakfast?”

		He did as she suggested. The shower was quick. Since he hadn’t brought a change of clothes with him, he got dressed in the ones from the night before and considered making a break for it, just leaving and getting out of this strange situation, but his cock and his lust wouldn’t let him.

		As he sat down on the edge of the bed to tie his shoes he talked to himself.

		“When is the next time you’re going to be this lucky? Ride the experience. Eventually it’ll blow up, but you’ll have gotten to fuck a hot and kinky woman repeatedly.”

		It was a good argument, but Oliver still knew it was crazy. On that note, he went quietly down the stairs, hoping the married couple was still occupied. 

		The moment he started past the entrance to the kitchen, he smelled coffee and heard them talking quietly.

		“Oliver!” Brett called out. “Come join us for breakfast. We have bagels and coffee and juice.”

		It seemed so normal and domestic. Running away wasn’t Oliver’s style. He joined them.

		Cammie was in a heavy, fuzzy purple bathrobe. Brett was wearing an old t-shirt and sweatpants.

		“We want to discuss the offer I made you,” said Cammie after she sipped coffee from her oversized mug.

		Oliver accepted the coffee mug that Brett offered him and sat down at the breakfast table with some trepidation. “What exactly do you want to discuss?” He looked nervously at Brett.

		“Do you think you can keep up with my wife?” the other man asked. “She’s a horny minx and loves to have sex two times a day. Sometimes three. Are you the jealous sort? I ask because she’s the type to fuck a stranger on a whim.”

		“And you’re okay with all of this?” Oliver blurted out.

		“I fucking love it.” Brett dead-eyed him.

		Oliver didn’t know what to say. “Oh...kay...”

		“Brett has a bit of a humiliation kink,” Cammie helpfully supplied.

		“Got it.”

		“There’s more,” she added.

		“Let’s not overwhelm him right now,” said Brett. “Are you feeling up to this? Fucking my wife twice a day? You’re young, so you’ve got that going for yourself. And if I do say so, my wife is a hot piece of ass.”

		Oliver smiled. “She sure is. Yeah. I’m ready to try this out for a while.”

		“Nothing permanent,” Cammie interjected. “We can kick you out at any point. You’re renting an apartment, right?”

		“Right.”

		“Keep it.”

		“Will do. I have a question.”

		“Sure.”

		“Can I fuck other women as well as you?” he asked Cammie, but glanced at Brett, letting the other man know either of them could answer.

		“If you have the energy, sure,” Brett answered.

		“I’ll want to meet the woman who can tempt you away from me,” said Cammie.

		It was strange. He wasn’t exactly moving and he wasn’t exactly packing for a trip, but Oliver tossed two weeks’ worth of clothing into his one travel bag as preparation for his time with Cammie and Brett. His apartment wasn’t much. He had only moved into it six months earlier. It was sparsely furnished, but it worked for him. If he never looked back, he was fine with that.

		He had, however, fucked a variety of women in the bed. None had complained.

		He invited Kenzie over that night as a sort of going away party for himself.

		She accepted, but she didn’t know what she was getting herself into.

		The sex was fantastic. Oliver exhausted her. He fucked her in every conceivable position. He ate her pussy. He fucked her and then shoved his cock in her mouth so she could taste her pussy while blowing him. He made her cum so many times that she lost count. It was bliss.

		Her chest was too small for him to titty fuck, but she liked it when he pinched and sucked on her nipples. When he was fucking her doggy he allowed his thumb to press against her asshole. When she didn’t object he forced his thumb into her back entrance, making her gasp out caution, but he didn’t go further. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to hear her object or if he wanted to hear her beg for it.

		The first time he came was in her pussy. They rested a bit but he kept teasing her and when they fucked again he finished in her mouth. She willingly swallowed all of his load. 

		“Can you cum three times in a night?” she asked him.

		“For you? Yes.”

		“Just for me?” she teased.

		He didn’t answer her. He did manage to get hard again when she sucked on him. This time involved a lot of handwork on both their parts, along with a lot of oral. Just to keep things interesting, when he was ready to end it, Oliver straddled her body, almost pinning her down by sitting on her, and then came on her chest and neck. He had hoped to get some of his cum on her face, but he couldn’t shoot it that far.

		After she had cleaned up in the bathroom, she returned to his bed. He had fully expected her to get dressed and leave when they were done.

		“It’s late,” she said. “I know this is asking a lot, but do you mind if I sleep over tonight?”

		“It’s fine,” he said too easily, too quickly.

		That didn’t slip by her.

		“So agreeable.”

		“I try to please the women in my life. Speaking of which...you might not be seeing much of me over the next couple of weeks.”

		“Oh? Going on vacation?” She settled in next to him, undisturbed by what he was about to tell her. Or maybe she didn’t care. 

		“No. You’ll see me at work...”

		“Spit it out,” she told him.

		“I’m going to be moving in with Cammie for a couple of weeks.”

		Kenzie turned her head and frowned at him. “Moving in with her? What about her husband?”

		“He’s going to be moving into the guest room.”

		“What the fuck?”

		“It’s a kinky sex thing for them.”

		“Yeah...I got that.”

		“She wants me to fuck her twice a day, maybe more.” Oliver had no idea why he was telling her all of this. It seemed a bit foolish, but he wanted to know her limits.

		“Good for you.”

		“I thought I’d let you know.”

		“Thanks.”

		“You can leave if you want.”

		“I’m considering it. Right now...I half want to just leave and the other half of me is too tired to get up.”

		“Are you...disgusted by this? Grossed out? Should I have not told you?”

		“It’s...fine. Why are you so obsessed with her?”

		“Maybe I have a thing for older women?” he suggested to her.

		Kenzie snorted. “Sure.”

		“She’s fun in bed,” he said firmly.

		“I bet. Her husband is probably one of those guys who gets off on his wife fucking other men.”

		“Well...yeah.”

		“Does he watch?”

		Oliver didn’t answer.

		Kenzie smirked. “That says it all. He does. Do you like being watched?”

		“It’s fine.”

		“I bet. What other fucked up things does she make him do besides wear a chastity cage on his cock?”

		Once more Oliver didn’t answer her. 

		“Wow. It must be really fucked up if you aren’t saying anything. I’m going to let my imagination run wild. Uh...does she make him dress up in French maid costumes and clean her shoes with his tongue?”

		“No!” Oliver snapped at her. “At least...I don’t think so.”

		“Gotta be something weird. Do they have a shark cage in their bedroom where she locks him up so he can watch but can’t touch?”

		“I didn’t see one.”

		“They must have a closet full of bondage equipment.”

		“Maybe. I don’t know.”

		“Okay, I’m getting into this. I want you to do everything she wants and report back to me.”

		“Why do you want to know?”

		Kenzie shrugged. “I’m just a curious soul. Maybe I’m kinky like her.”

		“Do you want to put my cock in a cage?” he asked snidely.

		“No. I wouldn’t be able to fuck you that way.”

		“What about putting your boyfriend’s cock in a cage?”

		“I don’t have a boyfriend.”

		“Right.”

		Neither of them said anything for a minute.

		“She made him eat my cum out of her pussy,” Oliver finally blurted out.

		“Fucking freaks,” said Kenzie with a shake of her head. “Did he do it?”

		“Uh...yeah.”

		“Did he like it?”

		“I didn’t ask, but I guess he did.”

		“Gotta admire a couple that knows what they like.”

		


		Chapter 10

		Oliver was slightly suspicious of Kenzie the next morning because she had a change of clothes in her car that she retrieved after they had morning sex—she told him she wanted his cock one last time before he was taken away from her for two weeks. The clothes were work appropriate, but maybe she was just the sort to plan ahead.

		“If we lived together we could drive to the office together,” Kenzie said to him as they headed down the stairs of his building and out to the parking lot, with just enough time to get to the office without being late. 

		“What the fuck? Why would you suggest that?” he asked, nearly spitting out his coffee from his travel mug. He shifted his bag of clothes from his hand to the back seat of his vehicle. 

		“To fuck with you.” She grinned and waved goodbye from her car, which was strange because he would see her again in twenty minutes at the office.

		The day was normal. Kenzie wasn’t cool to him or overly affectionate. She was the same Kenzie she had always been. He wondered if their coworkers knew they were occasionally banging, but it didn’t matter.

		At the end of the day instead of going home, Oliver drove to Cammie’s place. The house she owned with Brett. Her husband. It was so fucked up.

		He rang the bell to the front door and Cammie answered it. He was relieved it wasn’t Brett, but he wasn’t sure why because her husband seemed fully on board with this strange plan.

		Cammie was casually dressed, nothing fancy, but not something most women would wear to the office. “Come in, come in,” she said, distracted. She was holding her phone in one hand and had a key in the other.

		Before unmuting the phone, she passed him the key. “Don’t lose it. I’ll text you the security system code in a minute.” Then she went back to her conversation on the phone. It seemed to be something with a bank, but he couldn’t follow it. Oliver was certain he didn’t want to follow it. That seemed like an invasion of privacy.

		Muting the phone once again, she said to him, “Put your bag upstairs. If you want to unpack, the three drawer dresser in the corner is for you.” 

		She went back to her conversation, sitting down at the kitchen breakfast table and making notes on a pad.

		He did as she asked. The dresser she told him to use was completely empty. His clothes barely took up one drawer. Not knowing what else to do, after unpacking, he headed back downstairs.

		Cammie’s conversation was ongoing, but she waved him over to her. He stopped in front of her and waited expectantly. This time she didn’t mute the call, but she stood up and pulled her skirt up to her waist.

		She was wearing pink panties. He could just barely see her light brown bush through the thin material. When she sat back down, she sat sideways on the chair, her butt barely on the edge, and she pointed at her crotch.

		Kneel, she silently mouthed to him. Then she made a V of her index and middle fingers, stuck out her tongue, and wiggled it back and forth. She smiled and waited expectantly.

		Telling himself this was why he was here, Oliver knelt down in front of her and eased off her panties. She didn’t exactly assist him, but shifted her weight so he could remove the small garment. The conversation had shifted to expected delivery dates. Cammie put the phone on speaker and placed it on the table. Then she pointed again at her pussy, spreading her legs.

		It was strange to see her dressed from the waist up but exposing her pussy. 

		With a mental shrug, Oliver leaned in and licked her pussy. She shivered and let out a barely stifled moan.

		“Is there a problem with that date?” the male voice on the phone said.

		“No...”

		Oliver wasn’t sure if Cammie was playing a game with him or the man she was talking to or both. Since she didn’t tell him to stop, he didn’t and went right after her clit, wiggling his tongue against it before sucking the little organ into his mouth.

		“Then the twenty-first of the month will be acceptable for each shipment?”

		“Fine, fine,” said an obviously distracted Cammie. “Faster is better.”

		Oliver swirled his tongue more rapidly around her clit. 

		“We’ll try, but we insist on a bonus for each day we beat the deadline.”

		“Fuck yes. Do that.” Cammie was directing her comment at Oliver. 

		“Okay...”

		“Look, Mark. I’ve got to let you go. I’ve got another, more pressing matter.”

		“Fine, but—”

		Cammie pressed the end call button on her phone and looked down at Oliver between her thighs. “Make me cum with your tongue and then you can fuck me right here on the table. This is where Brett will eat your cum out of me. It is a dining table, after all.”

		He wasn’t sure if she meant it as an enticement or a warning or was just babbling dirty talk because that was who she was.

		Frankly, Oliver didn’t care. He focused on her clit for another minute while inserting a pair of fingers into her pussy and wiggling the first digit of his pinky into her asshole. That’s all it took.

		She came all over his face. Cammie wasn’t exactly a squirter, but her pussy got very hot and very wet. 

		She left a small puddle on the table.

		“Get your cock out and fuck me,” she ordered him.

		Oliver didn’t have to be told twice. He was already hard. He just opened up his pants and pulled them and his underwear down just enough to free himself. It was necessary to pull her over to the edge of the table, but once there it was easy to fuck her.

		She lay back on the table and stared at the ceiling while he fucked her, standing on the floor. It was oddly mechanical, but erotic at the same time. She kept one hand on her pussy, rubbing her clit, while pinching a nipple.

		“Fuck me,” she moaned. “I need your cock. I need you to fill me. Don’t you want my husband to eat your cum out of me? He’s such a little cuck, half a man. You’re all man, all cock. He’s...he’s...” She stopped talking, gasped, and came.

		The way her pussy tightened up on his cock was more than enough to make him cum. Her words had helped. He pumped spurt after spurt of cum deep in her pussy.

		“Thank you,” she said when he was done. “Mind handing me my underwear?”

		He bent down and picked up her panties, handing them over, before pulling up his pants. “That was the strangest sex I’ve ever had,” he told her.

		“Just you wait,” she replied with a wink.

		An hour later, Brett finally came home. It wasn’t excessively late, but Oliver couldn’t help but note that the man arrived well after most people would be home from work. Then again, he had no idea what Brett did for a living. It was obviously high-paying to afford a place like this.

		Cammie had been making dinner. She wasn’t a stay at home wife, however. She simply removed a meal from the freezer that had been made and packaged by a professional chef and delivered to the house. All she needed to do was place it in the oven, slice some bread, and pour the wine.

		Not knowing what else to do, Oliver had been flipping through the entertainment options on the huge television in the living room. He saw Cammie set the table for three. The table was huge. The three settings barely took up an eighth of the table’s length.

		After greeting her husband with a kiss and then offering him a glass of wine, she asked him loud and clear enough for Oliver to hear, “Care for an appetizer?”

		Brett glanced toward the living room. “Is it what I think it is?”

		Cammie only smiled, pushed the chair out of the way of the table’s end, and seated her ample butt on the edge. “Why don’t you find out?”

		Without another word, Brett went down on his knees where Oliver had recently been. He shoved up his wife’s skirt and pulled down her panties. Unable to help himself, Oliver wandered out of the living room to watch. Cammie caught his eye and smiled and she leaned back all the way on the table.

		When Brett pulled down her panties, Oliver briefly saw them cling to her pussy lips. His cum wasn’t dripping out of her and he wondered how much gravity had emptied her, but that didn’t matter to Brett. He put his face between his wife’s thighs and started eating her out.

		He moaned louder than she did.

		“He loves your cum,” Cammie reported to Oliver before laying her head back and admiring the dining room chandelier as her husband pleasured her.

		Brett kept working at it until Cammie gasped and arched her back and came, her body juddering with the pleasure.

		“Oh...very good, honey. Very good. You were born to eat pussy because you have such a useless cock.” She sat up and pushed him away. “Dinner should be ready in a few minutes.” Looking at Oliver she asked, “Care to help me in the kitchen?” 

		After hopping off the table, Cammie didn’t look back as she pulled down her skirt but didn’t replace her panties.

		“I’m going to go wash up,” said Brett, nodding at Oliver, and then exiting.

		Sitting down at the table with the couple was odd. Oliver was given the seat of honor at the end of the table, the couple on either side, facing each other. The meal was delicious. 

		Cammie and Brett dominated the conversation, keeping it to neutral topics, never giving Oliver a chance to ask questions and clarify exactly what the hell was going on.

		When dinner was over Cammie said to Brett, “Why don’t you clean up dinner? I’m going to take Oliver upstairs.”

		With that, she left the room. Brett just grinned and nodded at him. “Go with her, kid. Get it while the getting is good.”

		On that note, Oliver followed Cammie all the way up to her bedroom where she was undressing. He stopped in the doorway and watched her take off her clothes.

		“Enjoying the show?” she asked him.

		“I can’t believe you treat your husband like that.”

		“Wait until he comes upstairs.”

		“To watch us?”

		She just smiled and dropped her bra on the floor. She was completely naked and completely at ease with herself. 

		“I want to fuck you,” he told her approaching her without undressing. It gave him more confidence that way. She allowed him to kiss her and pull her body to his, grabbing her ass in the process.

		Oliver moved her around and pushed her onto the bed, letting her fall with a little cry of excitement. She bent her knees and spread her legs, giving him a brief look at her pussy before she hid it with her hand.

		“I’m going to eat you out,” he told her.

		Cammie brought her legs together, stopping him. “No. You’re not.”

		He furrowed his brow. “Why not?”

		“That’s a job for Brett.” She sat up and pulled him down on top of her, kissing him, embracing him. “You need to remember to treat him like a servant. He needs to be subservient to us both.”

		“I’m going to have trouble with that...” 

		Cammie continued to kiss him, pulling off his shirt and running her hands over his body.

		“That’s what I need you to do for me. It’ll be easier when you see him all the time in his cage.”

		Oliver hesitated. “Maybe I don’t want to see him in the cage.”

		The older woman laughed lightly. “You’ll get used to it. It’s only appropriate considering that you’ve moved into his house and are fucking his wife.”

		“This is weird,” he protested.

		“This is hot and kinky, the way I like my sex.” She reached down to his crotch and explored him over his pants. “You’re already hard. You like this even if you don’t realize it. Think you can fuck me a second time today?”

		“Sure,” he said boldly and then gave her a confident grin. “It'll actually be my third time today.”

		“Third?” His statement gave her a moment of confusion, puzzlement.

		“I fucked Kenzie this morning. I work with her.”

		“I know who she is. You’ve mentioned her before. I’m not sure if I like you fucking other women.”

		“You said I could...”

		She closed her eyes and took in a breath. “Yes. I remember. I’ll have to give you good reason not to fuck other women then.”

		Instead of trying to release his cock, Cammie instead pushed him off her and grabbed her phone from the nightstand where she had left it. She called Brett. The house was big, but not so big that she couldn’t have shouted for him, but this was more refined.

		“Brett, I need you up here now, ready to serve me.”

		Oliver didn’t hear the other man’s answer. Cammie hung up. He went to kiss her again. She pushed him away.

		“Just wait a moment.”

		A few seconds later, Brett appeared in the bedroom doorway. He was naked except for the pink cage around his cock. It struck Oliver that Brett did some manscaping because it wasn’t natural for a man to be completely hairless on his chest. He had no pubes either.

		“How can I serve you?” he asked Cammie a bit formally.

		She liked his attitude.

		Pointing a finger at Oliver, she said, “Help my lover out of his clothes and suck his cock.”

		


		Chapter 11

		Oliver gawped at Cammie. 

		She pushed him off the bed and to his feet. “Let Brett do his job, otherwise he’s useless to me. To us. I mean, other than bringing home the money that keeps this house going and keeps me in fresh, young, hung cock.”

		“I don’t...” Oliver started to protest, but he was already on his feet.

		He had removed his shoes earlier and Cammie had pulled off his shirt while they were making out on the bed. He was down to socks, pants, and underwear.

		Brett went down onto his knees in front of Oliver and grabbed his belt. Oliver shied away.

		“Don’t be like that,” Cammie whispered in his ear and kissed his cheek. “My husband has an innate desire to be needed. He knows he’s needed when he serves me and my lovers.”

		Oliver was certain he was in far too deep at this point.

		The way Brett manipulated the belt and smoothly unbuttoned and unzipped Oliver’s pants gave him the distinct impression that this was not the first time Brett had done this.

		His pants came down along with his underwear. Before Oliver could remove his socks, Brett’s mouth was surrounding his cock.

		On the bed with Cammie, Oliver had been rock hard. The moments after Brett had been summoned allowed him to go partially soft. Oliver had never messed around with another man before. He hadn’t imagined ever doing it...or ever doing it like this. 

		Cammie was right next to him, her warm, naked body pressed against his side as she watched her husband start sucking Oliver’s thick cock.

		“More than once I’ve been told he sucks cock better than me,” she whispered in Oliver’s ear. “What do you think?”

		Oliver couldn’t make that judgement right then. He didn’t want to look at Brett sucking his cock. He instead focused on Cammie’s pretty face. He kissed her.

		“I like watching men have sex with other men,” Cammie confided in him. “Dirty and hot and wrong and so, so, so sexy.”

		After a minute, Oliver found himself in agreement with Cammie. Brett was very good at sucking cock. Better than her. Possibly better than any woman Oliver had ever been with.

		“Do you like watching men fuck other men?” Cammie asked him breathlessly.

		He didn’t want to answer that question.

		“I like lesbian porn,” he replied, which was true enough on its face.

		“I bet you do.” She took his hand and brought it between her legs. She was wet. Cammie was always wet. “Do you want to watch him go down on me?”

		Oliver didn’t answer. Cammie stepped back and went to the bed, laying down and spreading her legs. 

		“Darling?” she called to her husband.

		Oliver looked down and found he wasn’t disturbed by seeing a man blowing him. He only got a few seconds of that before Brett pulled back and went to his wife, crawling between her legs and lapping at her pussy.

		Cammie crooked her finger at Oliver.

		“Did you like your blowjob?” she asked him as he got on the bed and gave her a kiss.

		“He knows how to suck cock,” Oliver allowed.

		“He sure does. His mouth is more useful than his cock, believe me.” Cammie pushed Brett away from her pussy. “I’m more than wet enough now. Please fuck me.”

		Brett backed away and knelt on the floor at the foot of the huge bed.

		Oliver put the other man out of his mind and focused on Cammie.

		It was easy to fuck Cammie. Her warm, wet pussy surrounded his cock as he plunged into her. She didn’t just lay there; she actively met his every thrust. She moaned. She caressed him.

		“There’s nothing hotter than being fucked by a bull in front of my cuck husband,” she hissed in his ear.

		Oliver had expected Cammie to humiliate her husband while they had sex. He knew how this worked. He sort of liked the other man watching him, knowing that the cage on his cock meant that there was no way Brett was going to get to fuck Cammie tonight.

		He kept thrusting away at her, happy to be the man in charge. 

		Happy to be Cammie’s bull.

		Did that make him Brett’s bull as well?

		“Is your husband a bitch or just a little man with a little cock?” he grunted at her, playing a dangerous game.

		Cammie gave him a thrilling smile. He knew his place. It was turning her on. “He’s both. I only married him for his money. Certainly not his cock. Maybe his mouth. Fuck. Me. HARD!”

		Oliver did exactly that. It took him another few thrusts but eventually he got there and dumped his third load of the day into her. He grunted and groaned before shuddering and collapsing on her.

		After allowing him to rest on her body for a minute, Cammie gently pushed on his shoulder. “Okay, you need to get off me now.”

		“Sorry. Am I too heavy?”

		“Not at all. But Brett has been a good boy and needs his reward before he goes to his room for the night.” Cammie spread her legs and displayed her well-used pussy to her husband. “Okay, dive in dear. This is dessert.”

		Oliver watched with amazement as Brett reapplied his mouth to her pussy, lapping up the cum that he had left behind. This was certainly a kink they were both fully invested in.

		When he was done, Brett backed off, licked his lips, and stared into his wife’s eyes. “I love you,” he told her.

		“I love you too, dear. Now go to your room so I can spend the night with Oliver.”

		Brett nodded, gave her a quick kiss on the lips, and left the room without argument, confidently walking away still wearing just his chastity cage.

		“Care to read or watch some television before we turn in for the night?” Cammie casually asked her lover.

		“Uh...that seems very...normal compared to what I just saw.”

		She laughed at him and rolled off the bed. “Be right back. I just need to pee. Brett does a good job cleaning my pussy, but it’s always important to pee after sex.”

		When she returned to the bed, she pulled a tablet from her nightstand and turned it on. A second later she opened a book on the screen. 

		Oliver just looked at her uncertain as to what he was seeing.

		“That’s it?” he asked.

		“You can shower if you like,” said Cammie. “There’s a television downstairs in the living room if you want to watch something. I should give you the Wi-Fi password for your phone or laptop. What were you expecting, sex all night long?”

		“I guess I didn’t know...”

		“This is wedded bliss,” she explained to him with a wry smile. “Sex with someone other than your spouse and relaxing in bed afterwards. There’s alcohol down in the den if you want to drink while relaxing.”

		“I’m just going to grab my laptop.”

		Normally at night Oliver would watch a movie or play games on his Xbox. He didn’t know exactly what to do in this near-stranger’s home. On his laptop he took care of some issues at work, but there wasn’t much for him to do. He scrolled social media for a bit, but hated that, and instead went to some gaming websites for tips and tricks.

		After an hour, Cammie put her tablet away. “There’s something I should probably tell you before we go to sleep.”

		“Nothing you can tell me will surprise or shock me,” he said, glad to have something to talk about. “But go ahead and try.”

		“There’s a reason Brett wears a chastity cage.”

		“Because you like to fuck other men and he likes watching it,” Oliver helpfully supplied.

		“Yes...but that’s just a tiny part of it.”

		“I thought that was the main point of it.”

		“It’s...complicated.”

		“Why don’t you just tell me what the fuck is going on?”

		Cammie inhaled through her nose and kept her eyes closed for a few seconds. “You can’t repeat this to him.”

		“Sure. Fine.” He thought about it for a second. “Wait. Why?”

		She didn’t answer that question directly. “Brett is impotent.”

		“Impotent?”

		“It means he can’t get his dick hard.”

		“I know what it means. But that’s because you have a cage on it.”

		“No. The cage came first.” she smirked. “Unlike Brett. Okay, that was unkind. I’m not supposed to tease him. Not like that, at least.”

		“Wait. What do you mean?”

		“He’s impotent. He can’t get it up. Euphemism creep now calls it erectile dysfunction, but I like impotent better. It has more bite.”

		“There are drugs for that,” said Oliver. “Boner pills that actually work.”

		“I know. He knows. But this game is more fun. Don’t you think? You’re the beneficiary of it.”

		“He won’t take Viagra and has ED—”

		“Impotency!” she interjected.

		Oliver rolled his eyes. “So you put a cage on his cock. That makes no fucking sense.”

		“Well, he doesn’t get to fuck, so...” She smiled and giggled. “Okay, again, inappropriate on my part.”

		“Does he know you mock him like this, behind his back?”

		“I’m sure he suspects I do. Sometimes I do it to his face. That’s more fun.”

		“You two have a really fucked up relationship.”

		“We probably do, but let me explain.”

		“Sure. Go ahead.”

		“Like I said, his cock is mostly useless. Pills do work for him, but it’s more fun for us this way.”

		“Putting a cock cage on him doesn’t help with erections,” Oliver pointed out. 

		“It lets him know that I’m in charge of his cock. It’s a constant reminder that his little cock is useless.” She shrugged. “Mostly useless. But we started playing this game before his troubles started.”

		“Really?”

		“Having a hotwife was always a fantasy of his. Well, it wasn’t a fantasy for very long. We hadn’t been dating more than six month before he found another man for me to fuck. He wanted to watch. He loved it. I loved it.”

		“Okay, that’s still weird.”

		“If you had come along ten years ago, it could have been you fucking me before I married Brett.”

		“Okay...” Oliver wasn’t sure what to do with this information.

		“Anyway, I fucked more and more men. He would occasionally fuck me, but he mostly liked to watch and jerk off.”

		“When did he start eating other guys’ cum out of you?”

		“Oh the creampie thing started right away.”

		“It did?”

		“He loves it.”

		“So I gathered but...”

		“His brain is wired differently. I get off on it too.”

		“You two were lucky to find each other.”

		“I suppose, but I wasn’t this kinky before I met Brett.”

		“You weren’t?”

		“Hell no. I was pretty plain vanilla. A little light bondage was as far as I went. But I love him and I indulged him...and I fucking love it now.”

		Oliver shook his head. “Okay. I’m confused. If he’s...impotent, can’t get hard, at least not without pills, why make him wear the cage at all?”

		“He likes to. I like him to wear it. Keeps the dynamic going. I’m in charge of his cock. Weirdly, on the rare occasions I do let him out...he gets so fucking hard...” She sniggered. “And two seconds after he puts it in me, he cums. Impotent mixed with premature ejaculation.”

		“You guys have a really fucked up relationship.” Oliver knew he was judging. He didn’t care.

		“That’s true. Just don’t be surprised if I take off his cage and he wants to fuck but can’t get it up.”

		“I promise I won’t be surprised,” Oliver solemnly swore.

		


		Chapter 12

		Oliver didn’t have sufficient opportunity to be surprised. The next morning he woke up next to Cammie when his alarm went off. She tried to stop him from slipping out of bed but he unwound her arm from his torso.

		“Sorry. I’ve got to get to work.” 

		She mumbled something and went back to sleep after rolling over.

		He showered, dressed, and slipped out the front door. It didn’t seem like Brett was awake but he didn’t want to find out either. 

		“How was your first night in the shag house?” asked Kenzie when she walked by his desk at the office.

		He hissed at her to be quiet. There was no one else around.

		“Would you relax?” she teased. “No one here cares about your sex life...except maybe me.” She gave him a broad wink.

		After confirming she was correct by looking around the mostly open office that was devoid of everyone except them and a couple of worker drones on the far side of the space, both wearing ear buds and busily typing away on their keyboards, Oliver sighed.

		“It was fine.”

		Kenzie frowned. “Doesn’t sound great. Is she a lousy lay the third or fourth time?”

		“No. The sex was fine. Is fine. It’s just...”

		“Fucking weird sex because she’s got her husband’s cock in a plastic cage and likes you to fuck her while he watches?”

		“Fuck off,” he mumbled grumpily. 

		Kenzie went away laughing.

		He was glad to be out of the office an hour early. His work was done and he wasn’t going to deal with an after hours meet up at the bar.

		Arriving back at Cammie and Brett’s house, he hesitated just a moment before trying the front door. It was locked. He slipped the key in the lock, was both relieved and nervous it unlocked and opened for him, and cautiously went inside. 

		He felt like an intruder. A burglar. A thief.

		It wasn’t such a bad feeling.

		Hearing voices upstairs he had to investigate. He hoped it was just a television left on or maybe Cammie was on the phone talking to someone. 

		He knew he wasn’t going to be that lucky.

		The double doors to the master suite were wide open. Oliver stopped when he saw the two figures inside the room.

		He almost wanted to slip away in silence, but his cock wouldn’t let him. He was already hard.

		Then Cammie saw him and smiled.

		She was wearing only a pair of black panties. Or he figured she was wearing black panties...underneath a harness strapped around her hips. From the crotch of the harness projected a semi-hard light blue dildo. A fake cock. It hung down a bit but he was a hundred percent certain it worked how Cammie wanted it to work. 

		He was also certain that she had used it before.

		“Oliver! Come in! We’ve been waiting for you!”

		Brett was there as well. Unlike Cammie he was wearing nothing. Well, nothing except his chastity cage. It was still pink and small and seemed to cling to his crotch.

		Oliver couldn’t tear his eyes away from the other man’s caged cock as he cautiously walked inside.

		“Waiting for me?” he asked.

		Cammie nodded happily and walked over to him with her girlcock flopping around like a semi-useless organ.

		Somehow he knew it wasn’t useless at all.

		She gave him a kiss. He angled his body so that the girlcock wouldn’t touch his body or leg.

		“I can’t have a threesome with my two favorite men unless they’re both here.” She turned back to Brett. “Are you all lubed up, honey?”

		“Yes.”

		“Then get on the bed. We’ll be there in a minute.” She turned back to Oliver. “Get undressed. Do you need help undressing?”

		“I know how to undress myself.”

		“Do you need help—” She cupped her hand around the bulge in his pants. “Well, no you don’t, do you?”

		She stepped back and watched as he removed his shoes and slowly started undressing. 

		“Have you ever been in a true threesome before?” she asked him.

		“Uh...not exactly.” The actual answer was no, but he wanted to seem sophisticated.

		“Well, this isn’t exactly a true threesome. Brett doesn’t have use of his cock. But that’s okay. I’m going to peg his ass while he blows you, okay?”

		“Uh...”

		“Don’t worry. You don’t have to cum in his mouth unless you want to. I can finish you off or...”

		“Or what?”

		She shrugged. “Let’s just let nature take its course, okay?”

		“Maybe I don’t want to have Brett suck my dick.” Oliver was down to his underwear. The head of his cock was poking out of the waistband. “I’m not gay. I’m not even bi.”

		Brett snorted. Cammie tittered a little. “Sure. You’re not gay or bi...but maybe you’re a little bi-curious and maybe you’ll do what I tell you because you enjoy fucking me.”

		She reached out for his underwear and pulled down his briefs, freeing his cock. She bent at the waist and briefly took his cock in her mouth, tasting his precum.

		After a moment she stopped and said, “Let him blow you while I fuck his pretty ass and then you get to pick what we do.”

		“I get to pick?”

		“After I make Brett cum. Ready, hon?” she asked her husband.

		Brett was on hands and knees. Between his buttocks Oliver could see the shine of lube already applied. “Ready as always.”

		“Aren’t you going to take off his cage?” asked Oliver. The man’s caged cock hung between his thighs. He was completely limp.

		“Of course not,” Cammie dismissed his concern. She and Brett focused for a moment as she knelt behind her husband, holding her girlcock in one hand, the other on his back, while she probed for his asshole. 

		Brett reached down between his legs and guided her in. He groaned as she slowly filled him up.

		“Good boy,” she complimented him and then experimentally rocked her hips back and forth a few times. Looking over at Oliver, standing next to the bed, his mouth agape and his mouth wide open, she said, “What are you waiting for? I need you to help me spitroast him. You know that Brett gives the best blowjobs. That’s all he’s really any good for anyway.”

		Not believing that he was in the middle of all this, Oliver got on the giant-sized bed in front of Brett. His face was twisted, concentrating as his wife violated his ass, but he still managed to reach out, grab Oliver’s already hard cock, and guide it to his mouth.

		It only took a few seconds before Oliver remembered how good Brett was at sucking cock, even in this unusual configuration. 

		He closed his eyes and focused a moment on the filthiness of what they were doing.

		“Good, huh?” asked Cammie.

		He opened his eyes to see her looking at him while she continued to drill Brett’s ass.

		“Yeah...”

		She leaned forward and kissed him.

		“It makes me wish I had a cock so I could know exactly how it feels. Don’t worry. It won’t take me long to make him cum.”

		“In his cage?”

		Cammie laughed. “That’s pretty much normal for him now.”

		“How is that possible?” Oliver was curious to know but he was more focused on what Brett was doing to his cock right then. If he wasn’t careful, he was going to cum down the other man’s throat.

		Oliver found he was fine with that.

		But he also wanted to fuck Cammie.

		The older woman didn’t answer him. She just took hold of her husband’s hips and started forcefully fucking his ass like she was punishing him.

		From the moans emerging deep in Brett’s throat, it wasn’t much of a punishment.

		“Cum for me, baby,” she encouraged him. “Cum for me. Shoot that little load so I can fuck Oliver. Don’t you want to watch me fuck Oliver? He’ll cum in my pussy and you can eat it all up. That’s what you want, isn’t it? To be a little cuckie and clean my pussy and—”

		Without any warning Brett abruptly backed off Oliver’s cock, not because he wanted to stop sucking it, but because he was groaning so loudly a dick in his throat would have choked him. Oliver could tell from the way the man’s body was tensing up and the groans that he was cumming.

		Cammie let out a whoop of joy, stopped fucking his ass, and reached down around his body. “Good boy, good boy. Keep cumming. Oh! There’s a lot of cum for a caged cock. Impressive.”

		She gave Oliver a confident grin and straightened her back, showing him her hand. A small puddle of thick, white cum covered her palm.

		Oliver didn’t know what to think.

		Still grinning, she brought her hand to her mouth and licked gently. 

		“Umm. Tasty. Your turn.”

		Oliver didn’t want to taste Brett’s cum. 

		It turned out he didn’t have to. Cammie leaned forward and placed her hand in front of Brett’s mouth. Oliver watched with mixed feelings of horror and arousal as Brett eagerly lapped up his spunk.

		“He’s such a good boy,” Cammie told Oliver.

		“Yeah. I can see that.” Oliver didn’t know how else to respond.

		Cammie slipped her girlcock out of Brett’s ass, allowing him to ease his body down to the bed. She loosened the straps around her hips and took off the device. 

		Oliver had been right; she was wearing plain black panties under it. She took these off as well and flopped back on the bed, spreading her legs.

		“I want you to fuck me, Oliver. I’m too tired to ride your cock. You’ll have to do all the work.” She slid her hand down her body and covered her pussy. Oliver saw her middle and ring fingers go all the way into her tunnel. She moaned. “Don’t make me jill off...”

		The invitation was strange, but Oliver wasn’t going to turn it down. His cock was still hard and lubricated with Brett’s saliva. Taking himself in hand, he got on top of Cammie, moistened the tip of his cock with her amrita, and sank it all the way in.

		She groaned in appreciation as he filled her up. Oliver realized he was moaning as well. His hips started thrusting and right away he found that he was already on the edge. 

		“I’m gonna cum,” he warned Cammie. He knew he was a disappointment to her. He hadn’t had enough time to make her cum.

		“Cum in me,” she begged. “Fill me up. Be a good boy for me.”

		He thrusted twice more and then came. He grabbed her body tightly as he unloaded in her pussy with deep, heavy groans while she gaily laughed. 

		“It’s so easy to make boys cum,” she observed as he finished. She let him lay atop her for a minute, but then pushed on his shoulders. “Get off. Brett needs his treat.”

		Oliver was still semi-hard but fully exhausted. With some effort, he managed to roll off her. He had barely cleared her body when Brett was climbing between her legs, putting his face to her pussy, licking and sucking, cleaning away Oliver’s cum.

		“This is always strange to me,” he observed, shaking his head, watching Brett’s activities. 

		“This is the best part of being a hotwife with a cuck,” she said and then pulled Oliver’s face to hers for a kiss. “And a hotwife with a bull.”

		She moaned softly and closed her eyes as Brett threw himself into his work. It didn’t take much effort on his part to make his wife cum. He didn’t stop licking and sucking. Brett knew his wife expected him to do a thorough job cleaning her pussy.

		When he was finally done, Brett moved off the bed and left the room, leaving Cammie with her bull.

		“I still don’t get it,” said Oliver. “This is so fucked up...”

		“Just enjoy the ride,” she told him. “This is hardly the most fucked up thing we’re going to do.”

		


		Chapter 13

		“That’s fucked up,” Kenzie said when Oliver related to her the next day what had transpired in Cammie’s bed the night before. “Did you like it?” she asked eagerly.

		They were in the lunchroom. No one else was paying them the least bit of attention.

		Oliver stared straight ahead. “I mean...sex with Cammie is always good.”

		“Yeah, yeah, but did you enjoy fucking her while her husband watched? Did you like getting a blowjob from him?” She smiled evilly.

		“There’s no way to separate all of that out.” He was just glad she wasn’t asking if he was gay.

		“Do you think you’re bi?” she asked.

		“What? No! Why would you ask that?”

		“Because you had your dick sucked by a guy last night. It’s cool if you are.”

		“That was just...play. Cammie wanted it so I did it.”

		Kenzie nodded her head wisely. “Uh-huh. Want to go to the supply room and fuck?”

		Her question caused Oliver to look around nervously. They were still alone in the lunch room though people were passing by the doorway.

		“What the fuck? Stop messing around, Kenzie!”

		“I’m serious. Your story has got me all wet. Want to feel?” 

		She was wearing a knee-length skirt. She pulled it up to mid-thigh and ran her hand up the inside of her leg. He couldn’t see her panties, but he could imagine them. He was certain he could smell her pussy, but that had to be his imagination, right?

		“No, I don’t want to feel. Not here!”

		“How about in the supply closet? The door locks.” She grinned and licked her lips and her hand disappeared all the way under her skirt.

		“Knock it off,” he hissed at her.

		Kenzie frowned. “Well, I’m done with lunch.” She tossed the remains of her meal into her bag. “I’m fucking horny so I’m going to go get myself off in the supply closet. Want to join me?” She didn’t wait for an answer. She just turned and left.

		Oliver just sat at the table and didn’t move.

		For a minute.

		Then he all but raced after Kenzie. 

		She had a key to the supply room and unlocked it, letting them both in. The space wasn’t large, but it was more than big enough for the two of them. She carefully locked the door behind them and Oliver shoved two heavy boxes of paper in front of it. As barriers went, it wasn’t much but it would help if someone insisted on coming in.

		“What are you waiting for?” Kenzie moaned, causing Oliver to turn around from the boxes of paper. “I need your cock.” She was bent over a shelf, having pulled her skirt up and her panties down. Her white ass was sticking out and she spread her legs.

		Oliver didn’t have to be told twice. He stepped up behind her, opened up his pants, got out his hard cock, and bent his knees. Cock in hand, he ran it along her smooth slit. She was dripping wet and it was easy to get his cock lubed with her juice.

		Kenzie reached down and guided him in. Her pussy invited him in and they groaned as he penetrated her.

		“Make it quick,” she panted. “Fuck me hard.”

		Oliver did exactly that. This was all about speed and not getting caught. It wasn’t about sex. It was a need to do something that was wrong and get away with it just because they could.

		It took him all of sixty seconds to cum in Kenzie. She had her hand down between her legs while he was fucking her, rubbing her clit. After he came, she continued to rub. He leaned against her body, breathing heavily, his semi-hard cock still inside her.

		When she climaxed, Kenzie bit down on her forearm to keep from crying out. Her orgasm forced his cock out of her. Oliver stumbled back and started to pull up his pants, putting his cock away.

		“Fuck that was intense,” Kenzie huffed and then laughed. “I haven’t fucked that fast since I was living at home and banging my high school boyfriend.” She took a couple of steps over to a large opened cardboard box. From inside she grabbed a package of cheap, rough, brown paper towels and broke open the pack. Taking a couple of the paper towels she wiped between her legs before pulling her panties back up. “You want one?” she offered him.

		“Uh...I’m good.”

		With a shrug, she tossed the crumpled towels in the large garbage can in the corner where people regularly dumped packaging from the boxes. 

		“We need to do this again sometime,” she said as she straightened her skirt and gave him a nod. “Wait a minute before leaving,” she said as she shoved the boxes of paper out of the way of the door and left.

		Oliver was left wondering what the hell he had just done.

		That night at Cammie and Brett’s house he was quiet as the trio ate dinner. Brett claimed to have some work to do and disappeared into the home office. Cammie gave Oliver a confident grin.

		“Want to fuck me in the room next to his office? I’ll be so loud that he’ll be distracted and won’t be able to finish his work or cum...he won’t be able to cum because of his cage.”

		“While that sounds like fun...maybe not tonight.”

		Cammie frowned at his refusal. “Why not?”

		Oliver hesitated to tell her the reason why, but what good would it do him to lie?

		“I’m not feeling up to it, if you know what I mean.” He gave her a broad wink.

		“I’m sure I can get you hard,” she promised. “Maybe I don’t suck dick as good as Brett, but I know what I’m doing.”

		“I don’t want you to waste your time.”

		“I wouldn’t be wasting my time.” She moved over next to him and gave him a kiss, rubbing the front of his pants, feeling for a hard cock. 

		He wasn’t the least bit hard.

		“What’s the matter? You aren’t turning into my husband, are you?”

		“No!” He pulled back from her. “Okay, you aren’t going to like this...”

		“Try me.”

		Taking a breath Oliver said, “I had sex with Kenzie in the supply room at work today.”

		A broad grin spread across Cammie’s face. “Good for you!”

		“You aren’t upset?”

		“No. Why would I be? You can fuck anyone you want...”

		“Okay...”

		“Was the sex good?”

		“Uh...it was intense.”

		“Good, good. How did you convince her to bang in the supply room?”

		“Uh...she convinced me.”

		Cammie sidled up to him again. “How’d she do that?”

		Oliver gritted his teeth and said, “We were talking about my situation with you and Brett and she got turned on. I think she would have fucked me in the lunch room if we could have gotten away with it.”

		“That’s hot. Sometimes I wish I had a job so I could fuck my coworkers.” She still had her hand over his crotch. “You’re so young. I bet you can get it up again and fuck me.” Lowering her chin, she eyed him and asked, “Can’t you?”

		He didn’t know how she did it, but that subtle question was seductive enough to get him up to her bedroom.

		There they kissed and undressed each other. There didn’t seem to be any hurry so Oliver didn’t press forward with speed. This was about the enjoyment of the journey. 

		Cammie, however, was severely disappointed when, after sucking his cock for a few minutes, failed to get an erection out of him.

		“What’s the matter?”

		“I told you, I had sex with Kenzie this afternoon.”

		“That was hours ago. I know you can fuck three times a day.”

		“Not every day!” he protested.

		“Hmmm...” 

		Oliver didn’t like the look she got on her face when she started thinking.

		“What are you thinking?”

		She said nothing but got off the bed and opened the drawer where she kept her sex toys.

		The moment she started pulling her harness around her hips, Oliver looked askance at her. “What are you doing?”

		“Getting my strapon ready.”

		“I can see that. Why?”

		“Because when Brett can’t get it up and I want to fuck...I fuck him in the ass.”

		“You’re going to fuck Brett in the ass?”

		She shook her head, smiling. “No. I’m going to fuck you in the ass. Have you ever been pegged before?”

		“Uh...no. And I’m not going to find out how to do it tonight.”

		Cammie continued to shake her head. “Yes. You are if you want to stay here and get to fuck me.”

		“I can’t...”

		“Why not? Lots of men love to be fucked in the ass. Brett can tell you all about it.”

		“But...I don’t want to. I’m not gay.”

		She gave it a moment’s thought. “You can lay on your back and I can fuck you missionary. That’ll make you feel better about it. And I don’t think you’re gay. Maybe bi.”

		“I’m not bi!”

		“Says the man who had his cock sucked by my husband.”

		“That...that doesn’t mean I want to be pegged.”

		“Try it, you’ll like it,” she reassured him.

		“No.”

		Cammie frowned. “Then you’d better plan on leaving. Tonight.”

		He blinked at her. “You’re serious.”

		Her face was innocent and open. “Of course I am. You might be the bull Brett and I have wished for, but you’re also my plaything. If you aren’t going to let me peg you then I don’t want you in my house.”

		“That’s...coercion,” he protested.

		She shrugged. “Yes. Probably. But who are you going to complain to? If you want to stay here, if you want easy access to my pussy, then you need to lay on your back, grease up your ass, and let me peg you.” She knelt on the bed and gave him a light peck on the cheek. “You’ll love it. Trust me.”

		“This is crazy...”

		“Juggernaut,” she said.

		“What?”

		“You can use that as your safeword. That or just scream out ‘Red’ or ‘Safeword’! Then I’ll stop and we’ll never discuss this again.” She went back to the drawer, pulled out the bottle of lube and applied a generous amount to the light blue girlcock mounted on her harness.

		With a sigh, Oliver grabbed the lube from her and put as much of it as humanly possible onto his asshole, even going so far as to put his finger up to the first knuckle up his ass.

		They needed a pillow and Cammie’s cool, self-assurance. Oliver tensed up when the tapered head of the dildo pressed against his tightly puckered anus, but the lube did its job and suddenly she was inside him and despite everything else, his cock was hard and it felt much better than he could have possibly imagined.

		He moaned softly.

		“You like it, don’t you?” She chuckled at him. “Big, strong bull taking girlcock up his ass. I can’t wait to see you cum. You’re going to shoot your load all over yourself.”

		Oliver wanted to reply but found that he couldn’t. The sensations were intense. His hand went to his cock and he started jerking off, wanting more and more pleasure.

		“Good boy,” she murmured to him. “Tell me when you’re going to cum. I want you to cum from me fucking your ass and not your hand.”

		Oliver nodded. It was all he could do.

		It was intense. When she went deep, it was unlike any sexual experience he had ever had. He understood why Brett didn’t mind being caged and pegged. This was better than anything he had ever done before and—”

		“I’m gonna,” he blurted.

		Cammie grabbed his wrist and pried his hand away from his cock while she continued to rail him. She only had to thrust a few more times before his cock erupted.

		His asshole tried to clamp down on her girlcock. It was too slippery.

		He came. The first spurt landed next to his head on the pillow. The second landed on his neck, the third on his chest. The rest dribbled out.

		“Oh! What a very good boy you are!” Cammie squealed and clapped her hands together.

		“Holy fucking shit and a half,” he groaned as she slowly withdrew her girlcock from his ass.

		“Did you like it?” she asked smugly, already knowing the answer.

		“Yes...” It was that simple. Oliver discovered he liked being fucked in the ass...at least by a woman wielding a strapon dildo.

		“Every guy I’ve pegged loves it,” Cammie continued on. “There’s a secret button in your ass that makes you cum so hard. I love watching men discover that.”

		He just breathed heavily. He knew he wanted to do this again, but didn’t want to admit that to Cammie—or to himself. He didn’t know what to think.

		“Let me get you a towel to clean up,” she generously offered and moved off the bed, returning from the bathroom a moment later with a warm, wet washcloth. She carefully wiped up his cum from his body and removed the bit on the pillowcase, making a mental note to see the sheets changed tomorrow. His cock was limp as she cleaned him. Oliver wasn’t sure he’d ever get hard again and if he did...would it be as good as this time had been?

		“You’re soft,” she observed.

		“I came.”

		“Want to do it again?”

		“Right now? I can’t. I’m soft.”

		“Tomorrow,” she promised him. “I’ll fuck you so good that you won’t remember that girl’s name.”

		“Kenzie,” he helpfully supplied.

		She smiled. “Don’t worry. You’ll forget that soon enough.”

		


		Chapter 14

		The next morning, Oliver woke up with a new sense of confidence. Yes, he had been fucked in the ass by a woman’s strapon dildo, but that didn’t mean anything in the broad scheme of things. It was just something he—and lots of other men—liked when it came to sex.

		He woke up with morningwood and wanted to prove to Cammie—and himself—that he was still a man. A real man. So he kissed her while she was sleeping to make her wake up, and then kept kissing and caressing her until she responded.

		“Aren’t you a horny dog this morning,” she mumbled as she slowly came awake.

		“Uh-huh. I want to fuck you.” He mumbled this into her skin as he continued to kiss her.

		Cammie’s hand drifted down and found his hard cock. “Big boy already. Good. Go down on me and get me wet.”

		Oliver was happy to do that. Getting her wet and ready was easy. Eating her pussy wasn’t a chore, it was a delight. He loved the way she moaned as he tongued her clit and slipped fingers into her tunnel. He wondered if she’d like to have his cock or finger up her ass, but now was not the time to ask.

		He then proceeded to fuck her like a real man in missionary position, determined to make her cum as many times as possible before he unleashed inside her.

		The morning’s number was two because Oliver couldn’t stop thinking about her pegging him last night and what it would feel like again.

		“A nice start to the day,” she sighed when he was done. “Now go shower. I have a little present for you.”

		“You already gave me a present this morning,” Oliver joked.

		When he got out of bed, she closed her legs and frowned. “Hmm. I need to go sit on my husband’s face right now. Don’t hurry. I want to give you your present.”

		Oliver showered and got dressed. When he was still and quiet, he could just barely hear Cammie and Brett doing something in the guest room. He wanted to strut in there and rub his superior masculinity in Brett’s face, much like Cammie was literally doing to her husband right then and there, but he restrained himself.

		Just as he finished dressing—and ineffectively eavesdropping on the couple—Cammie returned to the master suite. She was naked, not even wearing a robe, and carrying a small velvet bag in her hand.

		“Oh. You’re already dressed,” she said with disappointment. “No matter. Take off your pants.”

		“We already had sex this morning and I do have to get to work.”

		“We’re not going to have sex again. I have something special for you.” She shook out the contents of the black velvet bag.

		Oliver knew what he was looking at, but didn’t understand. “Is that a new cage for Brett? Black metal instead of pink plastic.”

		Cammie shook her head. “No. This is for you.”

		He looked at the chastity cage in her hand. “Why? I’m not impotent.”

		“It’s to keep you from fucking that slut Kenzie at work again.”

		“I’m not going...” Oliver didn’t bother to finish the statement. He couldn’t say for certain if he would fuck Kenzie at work again. The temptation was there, certainly. “But you said I could have sex with other women.”

		Cammie nodded in agreement. “Yes, I did. But you need my permission. I’m not giving you permission, not today, at least. You need to wear this while at work. Come here tonight and I promise I’ll fuck you.” She smiled. “That’s a good deal, trust me.”

		“I...I can’t wear a cock cage to work.”

		“Sure you can. Brett does it every day.”

		Oliver didn’t move to lower his pants. 

		“Are we really going to go through this argument again?” Cammie asked with more than a touch of annoyance. “If you want to continue to stay here and have sex with me, this is what is required of you. Take off your pants or leave.”

		He took off his pants.

		It was strange to have a metal cage around his cock. It was uncomfortable and he could feel it with his every movement. Every step. He couldn’t imagine the pain when his cock tried to get hard.

		Looking at himself in the mirror after Cammie was done caging him, he said, “Everyone is going to know there’s something wrong with my dick.”

		“How many people are staring at your crotch during the day? Perverts.”

		“There’s a bulge.”

		“A handsome, manly bulge.” She gave him a kiss. Even though she was naked and he was fully dressed, it felt like she was fully in control of him.

		“It’s going to hurt when I get hard. I get erections all the time.”

		“Not today,” she said airily. “The pain will make any hardon go away, believe me. Or you can ask Brett.”

		Oliver wasn’t fully placated, but further argument wouldn’t help. He’d have to avoid Kenzie at work. 

		It was weird to walk around with the cage in place. He hadn’t had time to talk to Brett before he had to leave. Surely other men got time to get accustomed to wearing a chastity cage before going out in public with it, right? It was sort of like wearing a cup and jockstrap during sports, but not exactly. It was there and it wasn’t uncomfortable, but it wasn’t like it enhanced his comfort.

		It made him wonder about a lot of questions. Had Cammie been planning on this? Why did she have an extra chastity cage? Was it supposed to be for Brett? (That couldn’t be because Brett had a much smaller cage and cock.) Was this a pattern for Cammie and Brett? Wasn’t he supposed to be the bull who could fuck Cammie whenever he wanted?

		Was anyone at work going to notice? (He was mixed on the answer to this. He sort of wanted some people to notice.) Would Kenzie notice? Would she invite him back to the supply room? Would she just grab his crotch and find out his secret? What would he tell her?

		All this worrying and wondering wasn’t helping him settle down. If anything, the thoughts seemed to go right to his cock, making him swell. He was lucky that the swelling was immediately shut down by the cage. The thrill of pain, his cock filling all the space of the cage, was enough to make him shrink. It wasn’t a pleasant thrill.

		When he got to work there was plenty for him to do. There was no time to flirt with Kenzie or gossip with coworkers. It wasn’t until lunch that he had a minute to himself. He was grateful that Kenzie was too busy to join him at the table where he was eating and scrolling through his phone.

		Five minutes before he had to return to his desk, Kenzie sat down across from him.

		He glanced up and tried not to react to her at all. 

		“Hey.”

		She nodded at him and started eating her food. “Want to go to the supply room and—”

		“No!” He quickly cut her off.

		“Just kidding. Geez.”

		“Sorry. I just don’t want to get caught and have to explain to HR what we were doing.”

		“I’m sure that their parents gave them the birds and bees talk when they were younger,” she joked.

		He glared at her. “Stop kidding around. You know what I mean.”

		“My older cousin had an affair with a woman at his job. They got caught fucking in the conference room.”

		When she didn’t elaborate, Oliver asked, “What happened to him?”

		“He said that they both had to go to sexual harassment training, got discipline letters in their files, and they’ve been married for two years now.”

		Oliver shook his head. “Romantic.” 

		“Don’t worry. I don’t want to marry you.”

		He sighed. “Thanks.”

		“I want something else.”

		She must have had ballet training when she was younger, or just had good control of her legs, because Kenzie had managed to sneak off her shoe and, undetected by Oliver, slip her foot between his legs under the table. She probed at his crotch.

		He jumped.

		Her eyes went wide.

		“Are you hard?” she gasped under her breath. “You’re a horny fucker, aren’t you?”

		He played like he was angry—which he was, to a certain extent—and shoved her foot away. The lunch room was barely occupied and the conversations at the other tables on the far side of the room covered up what he and Kenzie were discussing.

		“It’s involuntary,” he told her, which was mostly true. Wearing the chastity cage wasn’t his choice.

		“I like that effect I have on you. Want to fuck after work?”

		“No.”

		She frowned at him. “You said that awfully quickly.”

		“Sorry, it’s just that I have...plans after work.”

		“You’re going to fuck that slut, aren’t you? What’s her face anyway? Didn’t her parents name her after a car? Camry?”

		“It’s Cammie. Short for Camille.”

		“I bet her parents fucked in the back of a Camry and named her after where she was conceived.”

		“She said the same thing about you,” Oliver tossed at her.

		Kenzie was momentarily stunned. “Kenzie is short for Mackenzie,” she said slowly. “It’s a family name. What you said makes no sense.”

		“Not that. She called you a slut.”

		“Huh. I guess she would know.” Kenzie tilted her head to the side. “I sort of want to meet my slut competitor.”

		“I think that’s a terrible idea. I have to go.”

		That evening Cammie lovingly knelt before Oliver as she unzipped his pants, tugged them down, and used the key on the chain around her neck to unlock his cock cage and free him. 

		“Oh thank fuck,” he said when she removed retaining ring behind his balls. Almost immediately he started getting hard. Her slim fingers wrapped around his shaft and she slowly started jerking him off. 

		“Did you enjoy your day in a cage?”

		“No!”

		She laughed and put him in her mouth. After sucking him for a minute she said, “Tell me all about it. But take off all your clothes first.”

		Cammie remained kneeling on the floor, wearing her pretty but modest floral dress, as Oliver quickly undressed. He was fine being naked in front of her while she was fully dressed. He knew he was supposed to be the bull and in charge, but he was more confident with her taking the lead.

		“I was busy most of the day,” he said when he was naked and she was sucking on his cock again. “Kenzie talked to me during lunch. She wanted to have sex.”

		“What did you tell her?” asked Cammie after taking a breath.

		“No, obviously.”

		“You didn’t tell her about your cage?”

		“Of course not!”

		“I bet she would have liked it,” Cammie mused, but then her mouth was full of cock. She managed to take him into her throat, pressing her nose up against his abdomen while looking up at him. 

		Oliver appreciated her effort. While he had had plenty of sex and blowjobs from women, not once had he ever been properly deepthroated.

		She didn’t hold him that way for long. “A trick I learned in college,” she said. “All the boys loved it and all the girls were jealous.”

		“Are you going to make me wear the cage tomorrow?” he asked anxiously.

		“Do you want to?”

		“No!”

		“Hmm...maybe I will then...”

		“Please don’t,” be begged.”

		Cammie let go of his cock and struggled off her knees. “Sorry. I can’t suck you off this way. It’s hell on my knees, even with the carpeting. Want a blowjob on the bed or do you want to fuck me?”

		“Can I fuck you doggy?” he asked eagerly.

		“You don’t have to ask. You can just take.”

		Oliver nodded, grabbed her, spun her around, and threw her on the bed. Before she could arrange herself, Oliver was kneeling on the bed behind her, pulling up her skirt to reveal a pretty pair of yellow, flowered panties. He didn’t pause to admire them, but just yanked them down over her substantial ass.

		“Hey! Don’t tear my underwear!” She looked over her shoulder at him. “Are you going to fuck my ass?”

		“No.” He continued to ineffectually tug on her panties. 

		She slapped his hands away, pulled them down to her knees, assumed the doggy position, and then pulled the panties the rest of the way off.

		“A nice boy would undress me.”

		“I’m not a nice boy.” He took his hard cock in hand, gathered up the amrita that was already seeping out of her slit on his cockhead, and shoved it into her.

		Cammie grunted as he filled her up.

		“Fuck yeah. Fuck me. Cum in my pussy. I’m going to make Brett eat it when he gets home.”

		Oliver nodded in approval as he grabbed her hips and fucked for all he was worth. This was just rough and fast sex, nothing else. He stared at her ripe brown rosebud and considered just pulling out of her pussy and shoving it in there, but he was already close and that seemed like a lot of effort—

		—and then he came in her. 

		He wasn’t even sure if she came. He wasn’t sure if he cared. 

		“Thank you,” she sighed. “Can you hand me my panties?”

		He moved across the bed and grabbed the tiny garment where it had fallen. She pulled them back on. He just stared at her.

		“I’m saving your spunk for Brett,” she explained

		“Isn’t it...uncomfortable walking around with my cum leaking out of you?” That thought turned Oliver on, which gave him all the explanation he needed to understand why she was doing it. 

		She shook her head and gave him a kiss. “I prefer to think of it as hot and kinky as fuck.”

		


		Chapter 15

		As it turned out, though she was a horny minx, when it came to sex as an older woman Cammie didn’t have the long-term endurance as Oliver did. He had fucked her shortly before six pm. Brett arrived home at seven when the three ate dinner together. Cammie told Brett that she had caged Oliver for the day but allowed him to cum in her that evening. 

		After dinner she invited herself to her husband’s temporary room so he could feast on her used pussy. Oliver, out of politeness, offered to wash the dishes. It seemed the right thing to do because Cammie shouldn't have to do such things.

		Cammie laughed at him and pointed out that they had a maid come in every morning to take care of those domestic tasks. The maid also prepared the evening meal if Cammie didn’t feel like cooking. 

		Not knowing what else to do, Oliver opted to watch a game on the huge television in the living room. When he turned off the sound he couldn’t hear anything happening upstairs, even when he went to the bottom of the stairs to eavesdrop.

		Out of boredom, he decided to text Kenzie.

		Oliver: Guess what I’m doing

		It took her a few minutes to reply.

		Kenzie: Getting your dick sucked by your slut

		Oliver grinned at her sharp reply.

		Oliver: No. I fucked her earlier tonight

		Oliver: She’s letting her husband eat her pussy right now

		Oliver: I’m watching football on their huge tv

		Kenzie: You’re living the life...

		Oliver: You sound jealous

		Kenzie: Believe me, I’m not.

		Kenzie: Are you going to fuck her when she’s done with her husband?

		Oliver hadn’t considered that. Cammie had told him he was her bull and he needed to take her, fuck her, whenever he wanted. He wasn’t especially horny at the moment, but he felt the need to assert his authority (with her permission). 

		Oliver: Give me a minute

		While he didn’t stomp up the stairs, he wasn’t sneaking either. The upstairs was quiet. Too quiet. The door to the guest room now occupied by Brett was closed. He could have just opened it. He put his fingers on the handle and was tempted to walk it, but opted not to.

		Instead he went to the master suite and found Cammie asleep, snoring softly.

		He was upset with this turn of events. He only assumed she had gotten her pussy eaten. Maybe she was exhausted. Maybe they were done with him already.

		Just to be spiteful, he pulled out his phone and texted Kenzie again.

		Oliver: She’s asleep in the bed!

		Kenzie sent back a laughing emoji followed by a short message.

		Kenzie: Pix or it didn’t happen

		Frowning at his phone, Oliver considered the risk. The room was dimly lit. His camera had a low light setting. Silently saying “fuck it” to himself, Oliver took a couple of quick pictures of Cammie’s sleeping form and texted them to Kenzie.

		The pictures didn’t show much. The side of her face was visible but her body was covered by the sheets.

		Kenzie: That could be anyone!

		Oliver: Why don’t you come over and meet her?

		Kenzie: Maybe tomorrow. Good night.

		Just to be an ass, he pulled down his pants and took a picture of his semi-hard cock laying against his thigh and sent it to her. She texted back a horny devil emoji. Then he went downstairs and resumed watching the game on the television. He wasn’t truly interested. He was just waiting to be tired enough to go to sleep. There was a wet bar in the living room’s corner and he considered a drink, but then he heard footsteps on the stairs.

		Oliver froze, waiting.

		“Who’s winning?” asked Brett.

		“Uh...I don’t know. I’m not really watching. I didn’t mean to wake you up. I didn’t think it was that loud.”

		“Nah. It’s fine.” Brett ambled over to the bar and pulled out a bottle and a glass. “Want one?”

		“No thanks.”

		Oliver couldn’t help but glance at the other man’s crotch. He was wearing loose-fitting pants. There was no way to tell if he was wearing the cage or not. Oliver supposed he could ask, but that seemed a little forward...if not very bizarre.

		Brett filled his glass and took a seat on the couch with Oliver, but leaving plenty of space between them. “Settling in okay?” he asked conversationally, not really watching the game either.

		“Yeah...this is weird.”

		Brett laughed. “I’m used to it.”

		“I’m not.”

		“I’m sure you have a hundred questions. Ask away. I know that Cammie can be...a lot. She knows what she wants and she gets it. Just so you know, once she’s asleep for the night, she’s out. She’s not going to wake up”

		Oliver considered all that and said, “I have to ask, and don’t be offended—”

		“HA!” Brett burst out. “Believe me, I won’t be offended.”

		“She said that you...can’t get hard. Is that true?”

		“That I have ED, that’s what the polite doctors call it, right? She likes to say I’m impotent. But yes, it’s mostly true. I can get hard, but I can't maintain it for long. The cage started out almost as a joke, sort of a punishment to myself, but...”

		“Oh.”

		“She told me she made you wear one today.” Brett hid a smug smile behind his glass of Scotch as he drank. 

		“Yeah...” Oliver almost blushed at the memory.

		“Well? Did you like it?”

		“No! It fucking sucked!” Oliver blanched when he realized he might have offended Brett. “I didn’t mean for it to sound like that.”

		“Relax. I get it. Really, I do”

		“Are you wearing it right now?” Oliver asked quickly before he lost his nerve.

		Brett tapped his crotch. There was a slight plastic ringing. “Always, my man.”

		“How do you deal with it?”

		“I like it,” Brett replied. “It actually makes my cock feel useful because Cammie pays attention to it.”

		“But she doesn’t really fuck you.”

		“You saw her peg me. She definitely fucks me.” Brett gave him a confident grin and sipped from his glass. 

		“That wasn’t exactly what I meant.”

		“Broaden your definition of sex.”

		“Okay, yeah...the weird thing is that you can cum. I saw it!”

		Brett nodded. “Yeah. But only from anal. Mostly from anal. I can get hard right after the cage comes off. I can maintain an erection for a few minutes with a cock ring, but if I don’t cum right away, it goes away.”

		“Drugs don’t work for you?”

		“Not really. My doctor seems to think it’s mostly mental.”

		“Oh.”

		“So tell me about this other woman you’re fucking. Is she hot or just a good lay?”

		“She’s ah...she’s a little wild. Did Cammie tell you about her?”

		“Cammie tells me everything.”

		“I’ll remember that.”

		“Got a picture of her? The girl you’re fucking, not Cammie.”

		Oliver pulled out his phone and flipped through his photos, finding a group picture of the office coworkers at the bar. “That’s her.”

		“Cute. Got any others of her?”

		“Probably.” Oliver was looking at the television screen so he didn’t see Brett thumbing through the pictures and stopping at the one Oliver had just taken of his cock and sent to Kenzie. 

		“You’ve got a nice cock, man.”

		Startled, Oliver grabbed his phone back. Brett laughed. 

		“You sent that to her?”

		“Yes.” Oliver was a bit embarrassed.

		“Want a blowjob?”

		“What?” That startled him. It was one thing to mess around with Brett while Cammie was there. It was another to do it alone. 

		“I’m bi,” Brett reminded him.

		“I know.”

		“It took me years to accept that.” He laughed ruefully. “And now my dick doesn’t work correctly.”

		“I’m sorry.”

		“You weren’t complaining when I sucked your cock earlier.”

		Oliver wasn’t sure if Brett was just reminiscing or was flirting with him.

		“Yeah, but that was with Cammie. Things get crazy.”

		“But you’re bi, aren’t you?”

		“I wouldn’t say that.”

		“Heteroflexible?” suggested Brett. “Look, I’m not trying to put a label on you. I’m not going to judge, neither is Cammie.”

		“I prefer sex with women.”

		“Ever fucked a guy?”

		“No!”

		“Just asking. Do you want to?”

		“No thank you.”

		Brett frowned. “Too bad. I could have used a good fucking tonight.” He gave Oliver a lop-sided grin, finished his drink, and stood up. “Good night.”

		Oliver said nothing. He didn’t know what to do or think. 

		Only after Brett had gone upstairs and closed his door did Oliver get out his cock and jerk off. He couldn’t help himself. He lasted less than a minute before he came, making a mess on his stomach. After cleaning up in the bathroom, he went upstairs, undressed, and joined Cammie in her huge bed.

		


		Chapter 16

		“I want to meet her,” Cammie said in the kitchen the next morning while they were sipping coffee. Oliver had to get to work, Brett was still asleep, and Cammie was wearing a nightshirt and robe. Underneath Oliver knew she was wearing some rather plain and conservative panties that were slowly getting wet from his cum that was leaking out of her pussy. She had woken him up with a blowjob and rode his cock until he came in her, promising him she was going to wake up Brett by sitting on his face.

		“Meet who?” Oliver asked in a bid for time to avoid a panic situation. He already knew who exactly Cammie meant.

		“The girl you’ve been fucking behind my back.” She smiled and stirred her coffee.

		“Kenzie?” he asked innocently.

		“That’s the girl’s name. Yes.”

		“Why?”

		“To see if I like her. To see if I want to give her permission to fuck you when she wants...otherwise I’ll have to send you to work every day in a chastity cage.”

		Oliver swallowed. He didn’t want that.

		But he wanted it too.

		“Unless you want to wear a chastity cage for me...”

		“No!” 

		“Good. Bring her over tonight.”

		“I...I’ll do what I can.”

		“I want to meet her,” were the first words out of Kenzie’s mouth when Oliver greeted her at work that morning.

		Oliver froze. He tried not to be a deer in the headlights, but he knew he had failed when she rolled her eyes at his question. “Meet who?”

		“Cammie. The old slut you’ve been fucking.”

		“Rude.”

		“Sorry. Let me rephrase. The middle-aged slut you’ve been fucking,” Kenzie corrected herself.

		“Not funny.”

		“I’m serious. I want to meet her.”

		“Why?”

		Oliver was genuinely curious as to why Kenzie wanted to meet Cammie. As it was, it would be simplicity itself to introduce the two since they had both expressed the exact same desire, but now he was nervous about their motivations and plans. 

		He was certain no good could come of this.

		“I want to see my competition up close and personal.”

		“She’s not your competition,” Oliver reassured her.

		Kenzie lifted her chin and glanced around the office. No one was paying the least bit of attention to them, as befitted their junior positions in the company.

		“She’s fucking you isn’t she?” asked Kenzie. “She’s my competition.”

		“But...”

		Kenzie leaned forward. She was wearing a loose-fitting blouse that had a business-appropriate neckline, but from his position and her leaning forward, he could see right down her shirt. Her small tits were barely contained by the camisole she had on. He was distracted.

		Now she lowered her voice’s timbre. “I like you, Oliver. I like fucking you. Maybe we can make this a more serious thing.”

		He was mesmerized by her tits. “Sure...”

		“So I can meet her?

		“Yeah...”

		“When?”

		“Tonight?”

		“Perfect.”

		Kenzie turned away from him and got to work. He hated that he could be so easily controlled by her that way.

		He also loved it.

		He was certain the two women meeting would be the worst thing in his life.

		Oliver: Can I bring Kenzie to meet you tonight?

		Cammie: Sure. Do you think she’ll mind being entertained by Brett while we fuck?

		Oliver: Please tell me you aren’t serious

		Cammie: You know how good Brett is at oral sex. Well, maybe you don’t. He’s just sucked your cock. But let me assure you, he knows how to eat pussy. 

		Oliver: Stop making jokes!

		Cammie: I’m serious.

		Oliver: Please tell me you aren’t

		Cammie: Fine. I’m joking. I just want to see the other woman in your life and have a nice dinner with you and her and Brett.

		Her statement should have reassured Oliver. It didn’t.

		Oliver: Okay. Fine. She’s going to leave right after dinner though.

		Cammie: Not if I convince her to watch while I fuck you.

		Oliver: No.

		Cammie: Okay, I’ll watch while you fuck her. 

		Oliver: Knock it off!

		Cammie: Sorry. Gotta go. The accountant is here.

		Oliver: I’m not bringing Kenzie over tonight!

		Cammie didn’t reply. He kept checking his phone through the day, but his message status stayed unread. He wanted to tell Kenzie plans had changed.

		But at the same time, he wanted her to watch while he fucked Cammie.

		Or he wanted Cammie to watch while he fucked Kenzie.

		Or he wanted both women to suck his cock at the same time and cum on their faces.

		He just hoped that Brett wouldn’t be involved at all.

		


		Chapter 17

		It was the strangest dinner that Oliver had ever had. Brett and Cammie were polite and well-mannered and didn’t say a word to Kenzie about the unusual relationship Cammie had with Oliver. For her part, being the interloper, Kenzie was equally polite as if she were having dinner at her boss’s house. 

		Not a word was spoken about sex.

		Not one mentioned Brett’s cock cage.

		Oliver tried to remember he was fucking both women and both seemed to be incredibly jealous but at the same time incredibly horny.

		They stuck to safe topics: the food that Cammie’s maid had created, politics, and religion.

		The conversation was strained after those were exhausted.

		After Cammie cleared away the caked plates that had held their dessert, Kenzie stood up and politely said it had been a wonderful evening but she needed to get home before it got too late.

		“But you haven’t fucked my husband yet,” Cammie said casually as if Kenzie were declining a second cup of coffee.

		Kenzie was glad she didn’t have a cup of coffee. She would have spit it out.

		Oliver froze. Brett grinned. Cammie sat down and finished the last of her wine.

		Everyone looked at Kenzie.

		“Uh...yeah, that’s because I’m fucking Oliver.”

		“Not tonight you aren’t.” Cammie set her elbows on the table, interlaced her fingers, and rested her chin on the basket she had created. “I am. But you can fuck Brett. Wait. No you can’t. He’s wearing a chastity cage. Want to see it?”

		Kenzie was certain the other woman was putting her on. Or was trying to create a situation where Kenzie was just too weak-willed to call her on her bullshit.

		Kenzie wasn’t that sort of person.

		“I’d love to see your husband’s cock cage.”

		Cammie turned to Brett. “Show her, hon.”

		Brett didn’t hesitate. He stood up and dropped his pants.

		Kenzie’s eyes went wide. This was not normal behavior at a dinner party.

		Oliver looked away. He couldn’t watch Brett do this.

		Without shame, Brett pulled down his underwear and displayed his pink chastity cage to Kenzie.

		“Oh, wow, that’s...that’s kinda neat,” Kenzie babbled 

		Oliver had to look now. It only just struck him that Brett, in addition to wearing a chastity cage, also removed his pubic hair. He wondered how he had previously missed a detail like that. 

		“Okay, right up to this moment, I thought you were bullshitting me about everything with her.” Kenzie pointed to Cammie. “And him.” She pointed to Brett.

		Cammie looked at Oliver. “She thought you were lying about fucking me.”

		Kenzie emphatically shook her head. “No. I thought you were lying about putting a cage on your husband’s cock.”

		“It’s because he’s impotent,” Cammie explained to Kenzie. 

		“He has ED,” Oliver clarified for Kenzie.

		“I know what impotent means,” she said to Oliver with a roll of her eyes and then looked back at Cammie. “Two questions. First, how can I fuck him if he’s impotent? Second, how can I fuck him if he’s wearing a cage on his...cock?”

		“I have the key to the lock right here,” said Cammie, fishing the small key out from between her breasts. “Once it comes off, you have to be quick because he can only stay hard for a minute or two before he either loses his hardon or cums.”

		Biting her lower lip, Kenzie was practically rubbing her hands together in anticipation. “Let’s do this. I’ve got a thing for older, distinguished men,” she said with a little too much enthusiasm.

		Oliver wasn’t sure if he was turned on or upset at this turn of events. Before he could speak up, Cammie took control of the entire situation. “Pull up your pants, Brett. Everyone: come up to my bedroom. Everything we need I have there.”

		She stood up with confidence and walked out of the dining room. Kenzie immediately followed. Oliver glanced at Brett pulling up his pants. 

		“Better get moving, kid,” said the older man. “Once she’s like this, there’s no stopping Cammie.”

		He followed. Oliver brought up the rear, the entire time wondering what the hell he had just created.

		When he got to the huge bedroom Cammie was complimenting Kenzie who was half undressed.

		“Oh! I love your tattoo. Very bold. I’m too afraid of needles to get one done. You should see me at the doctor’s office. They practically have to give me a sedative in a pill to do a simple blood draw.”

		Kenzie was only wearing her camisole and panties by the time Oliver arrived which made him wonder how eager she was for this, having stripped in no time at all.

		“Get your clothes off, Brett,” Cammie ordered and her husband obeyed.

		Oliver locked eyes with Kenzie, who gave him a grin that conveyed both nervousness and a bold need to show off.

		“Now, how do you want to do this, Kenzie?” Cammie had taken the role of a military general in the bedroom. “Have you ever fucked in front of other people before?”

		“Uh...no.”

		“Threesome?”

		“No...”

		“This is going to be all new to you. How exciting! Do you mind if Oliver and I watch?”

		“Uh...I kinda want you two to do exactly that.”

		That made Cammie smile. Oliver could sense the excitement coming off her. 

		“Music to my ears. You just tell me what you want and I’ll make it happen.” She glanced at her husband and pointed to the floor in front of the bed. “Brett, here.” Cammie sat down on the edge of the bed with his lock’s key in her hand.

		Kenzie watched with great interest as Cammie inserted the key in the lock and went through the procedure to free his cock.

		Oliver couldn’t help himself and watched as well. It occurred to him as Cammie slid the tiny curved piece of plastic off Brett’s cock, that he hadn’t really seen the man without the cage. 

		Oliver knew Brett was small, but seeing him limp and small gave Oliver a sense of satisfaction and superiority.

		“He’s so small,” Kenzie commented.

		“He’ll get bigger,” Cammie laughed. “Just a bit. When he gets hard.” She had left the thick retaining ring on Brett. It sat snugly behind his balls and against his body, at the base of his shaft. “I’m going to leave this on because sometimes that makes him last longer.” Taking his small penis in her hand she slowly stroked his limp flesh “Are you going to get hard for me, baby?” she asked him.

		“Uh-huh,” Brett grunted. Cammie was looking up at him, but Brett’s eyes were closed so he could concentrate on her handjob.

		“I’m going to leave this little cockring on him so he can actually fuck you,” Cammie said to Kenzie. “Maybe.” She laughed again and leaned in, taking Brett’s cock in her mouth. Kenzie watched with interest; her fingers trailed along the edge of her panties. She either wasn’t willing yet to strip them off or judged the moment wasn’t yet right.

		After a minute Oliver truly saw why Cammie wanted to fuck other men. While Brett didn’t have a micropenis, he was very small. Much below average. Releasing his so-called erection from her mouth, Cammie said to Kenzie. “This is as good as it gets. If you don’t feel anything when he puts it inside your pussy...well, we have another real man here, don’t we?” She looked to Oliver who puffed up his chest at the compliment.

		“It’s going to be the smallest cock I’ve ever fucked,” said Kenzie.

		“Same for me,” laughed Cammie. “I married him for his money, not his cock. How do you want to do this?”

		Kenzie opted for missionary on the bed. She took off her panties, showing off her bald pussy, but was stopped by Cammie when she started to remove her top. “No, he doesn’t get to see your tits. He hasn’t earned that.”

		Brett groaned in frustration. 

		“They’re so small compared to yours,” Kenzie said. The size difference between the two women was obvious. At best, Kenzie was an A cup; Cammie had to be at least a D. “They’re hardly tits at all.”

		“Hmm. Turn around, Brett.” When her husband obeyed, Cammie asked Kenzie to pull down her top. The younger woman proudly displayed her small breasts. “Oh! They are cute. And pert. I bet they’re firm too!”

		Kenzie fingered her nipples. They were perfectly proportional to her silver dollar-sized areolas. Cammie wanted to reach out and play with the other woman’s tits, but didn’t dare push her luck.

		“Thank you.”

		“Pull your top back up. He doesn’t deserve to touch or even see those beautiful tits.”

		With a shrug, Kenzie pulled her top back up and lay down on the bed, knees up, legs spread. 

		“Eat her pussy first. I want her nice and wet before you put that little thing inside her.”

		Brett didn’t need to be told twice. He got right to work.

		Oliver didn’t know how to feel about watching the husband of the woman he had been fucking eat the pussy of the other woman he had been fucking. It was interesting if nothing else. 

		Kenzie moaned softly. “He’s very good with his...his...his tongue.”

		Cammie nodded in approval. “He sure is. That’s one of the reasons I stay with him. His cock is useless.”

		Kenzie put her hands on Brett’s head and held him exactly where she wanted. Much to Oliver’s surprise she started hyperventilating and a moment later she came, arching her back and crying out. “Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck! Yes!”

		“Maybe you don’t need to fuck her at all,” Cammie observed. “It sounds like your tongue is good enough.”

		Brett gave her a stricken look. “But you promised!”

		Cammie laughed.

		Oliver was shocked but amused.

		Kenzie came to the man’s rescue. “I’d like to try his cock,” she said. “I did say I would fuck him, after all. And I want to see what a little one is like.”

		“May I?” Brett asked his wife.

		With a shrug of her shoulders and a roll of her eyes, Cammie said, “I suppose...”

		Not giving either woman the chance to change their minds, Brett scrambled up the bed and onto Kenzie’s lithe body. She reached down to guide him in.

		“Oh! It is so small,” she all but purred. 

		From where he stood, Oliver only had to squat down a bit to see Brett’s cock searching for Kenzie’s pussy. It went in easily.

		“Is it in yet?” she asked like a teenage girl.

		Cammie laughed. Kenzie gave her a grin. The two women were quickly bonding. 

		Either his need was great or Brett wasn’t going to let the opportunity be squandered. He started fucking Kenzie with great enthusiasm.

		She allowed him to plow her body. It wasn’t an unpleasant experience, but taken in full measure, she would have preferred his mouth on her pussy again. Or a bigger cock. Or even his hand. 

		Laying down on the bed next to the copulating pair, Cammie watched her husband’s face for a moment. It was a rictus of intense concentration. She distracted him with a kiss, their faces inches from Kenzie’s.

		“You have one minute, dear. I’m not going to let her be disappointed with you. Either finish it fast or don’t finish it at all.”

		The intense panic that Brett felt spurred him on. He fucked faster. Kenzie seemed to enjoy the attention and just laid back to let him do his thing.

		Oliver considered pulling out his phone to time the other man, just to see if Cammie was intent on keeping her promise of one minute. He dithered for too long.

		There wasn’t a timer, but Oliver was certain that Brett didn’t last the full sixty seconds. He grunted and strained and came.

		Kenzie allowed him to finish in her, but was clearly unimpressed. 

		“It’s a warm gooey mess, but he didn’t fill me up,” she complained.

		“I do apologize for my husband’s shortcomings,” Cammie teased. “Though he’s always been able to produce an ample amount of cum. Get off the poor girl, dear.” Cammie pushed at him until Brett flopped to his side, exhausted.

		Oliver noted that the chastity cage’s retaining ring was doing its job and even after cumming, Brett maintained an erection, though it was still small.

		Looking between Kenzie’s legs, he saw that the older man had left behind an impressive amount of cum. Sadly, Kenzie closed her thighs on her hand to prevent making a mess on the bed.

		“Where’s the bathroom?” she asked.

		“No need to go to the bathroom unless you need to pee,” said Cammie. She snapped her fingers at her husband. “Brett, get back down there and clean our guest’s pussy.”

		“He doesn’t have to do that...” Kenzie started to say, but Brett was ever the good husband, doing what his wife wanted. But he was also a very good cuck and more than willing to eat his own cum. He moved quickly, putting his face back between her thighs and started licking and cleaning.

		“Oh...okay, he can...he can do that.”

		Cammie laughed and gave Kenzie a quick kiss on the cheek. “I had that same reaction the last time I let him fuck me. Pathetic cock; wonderful tongue.”

		“When was the last time Brett actually fucked you?” Oliver wanted to know.

		“I can’t remember...a long time ago. I prefer his tongue...or a vibrator...or another man’s cock.” She looked Oliver dead in the eye. “You should know that. It’s too much effort to get his cock out to play.”

		At this point Oliver’s cock was throbbing. He wanted to pull it out and start jerking off because he felt left out. Cammie noted his not-so-subtle adjustment to his crotch.

		“Things getting uncomfortable in your pants?”

		“Uh-huh. Can I—”

		“You can’t fuck me or her yet,” Cammie quickly decided. “But get naked and maybe we can play for a bit.”

		He didn’t have to be told twice. As he was undressing, Brett made Kenzie cum again. It made him believe that maybe Cammie was a hundred percent correct in that his cock was useless and his tongue was the only good thing about him.

		“Is she clean yet?” asked Cammie.

		“Uh-huh.” Brett lifted his face and licked his lips, swallowing the last of his own cum.

		“Good boy. Now go to the bathroom and pee and wash your cock so I can put your cage back on.”

		Brett meekly did as she asked.

		“I kind of want to see you fuck her now,” said Cammie when Brett had disappeared around the corner and closed the bathroom door.

		Kenzie looked at Oliver, standing at the foot of the bed, stroking his cock slowly. She was well used but still horny as well.

		“What do you think, big boy?” asked Kenzie, keeping her legs spread and her wet pussy on display. “Think you can fuck me better than Brett?”

		Cammie snorted. “Anyone can fuck better than Brett and his tiny dick. Hop on. I want to watch the two of you.”

		“Really?” That surprised Oliver.

		“Fuck yeah. Fuck her good.”

		“Stop talking and start fucking me,” Kenzie begged. Her hand was now between her legs, masturbating. 

		Oliver wanted to prove himself to both women. He didn’t know why because he had bedded them both already to many orgasms, but maybe he wanted to prove to himself he could rise to the occasion.

		Upon getting on the bed, Kenzie grabbed his hard cock, moaned in delight, and guided him in. “Oh...fuck yes...I can feel this cock.” She flopped her head to the side and looked at Cammie. “No offense, but Brett’s cock...Brett’s cock...”

		Oliver wasn’t sure if she couldn’t speak because he was fucking her or if she didn’t want to offend Cammie with an insult.

		Cammie just laughed. “I know. It’s a useless cock compared to any other man’s. Lay back and let Oliver fuck you. I want to watch.”

		“Uh-huh.”

		The younger couple rutted together, both enjoying themselves. Cammie pulled up her skirt and dipped her fingers into her panties, rubbing her clit as she watched them. Oliver had lost track of Brett. 

		He could feel her pussy getting hot and tense on his cock. She was close. Her legs went around his waist, pulling him deeper inside. She was panting, close. His mouth was on her neck, teeth digging into her skin and flesh.

		“Make her cum,” Cammie instructed, kissing first Oliver on the cheek and then Kenzie. “Make her cum, but don’t you dare cum yet.”

		Oliver held back, desperately thinking about anything but what he was doing. Kenzie struggled and bucked underneath him, climaxing and crying out her pleasure. 

		Cammie was right there. “Do you want Brett to eat your cum out of her...or me?”

		That was too much for Oliver. He came. His brain stopped working and his soul shot out of his cock.

		He was certain he passed out for a minute. 

		The next thing he heard was, “Have you done that before?” Kenzie was asking the question of Cammie.

		The older woman didn’t answer, but instead had sat up and was putting Brett’s chastity cage back on him. Oliver almost felt sorry for the man. Almost. This was the life that Brett had chosen...and he seemed to like it.

		“Don’t pull out of her yet,” said Cammie when Oliver started to move off his lover. “Let your cock soak in her pussy for a minute.” She finished locking Brett’s cock away and patted him on the ass. “All done, honey. Go to your room. I’ll check in on you later.”

		Brett walked away without complaint. He closed the bedroom door behind him.

		“Let me see your cock, Oliver,” said Cammie.

		He finally rolled off Kenzie’s body and Cammie was right there, licking and sucking his semi-flaccid organ, tasting his cum along with Kenzie’s amrita. He watched with interest, not getting hard but not flagging either. Kenzie was intrigued by the older woman’s actions.

		“All clean,” she announced after a minute of licking Oliver’s cock. “Now, Kenzie...do you want me to clean your pussy or do you want to sit on my husband’s face? Either way.”

		After all they had done, it was only now that Kenzie laughed nervously. “Are you...serious?”

		“Have you ever had a girl go down on you before?”

		Kenzie’s nervous laugh stopped. Her face became a mask of worry. She brought her thighs together and protectively placed her hand over her pussy. “No. Of course not.”

		“Huh. Really? You seem like a fun girl. I figured you would have explored a little bit in your life.”

		“No. I’m not bi,” she said flatly.

		“That’s too bad. I wouldn’t describe myself as bi, but I’ve certainly played with other women in the past.” She smiled. “Oliver is bi, though.”

		“What?”

		“I am not!” Oliver protested.

		Kenzie’s eyes snapped over to him. The vehemence of his protest gave her reason to suspect that Cammie wasn’t lying and probably knew more than she was saying.

		“My husband has sucked your cock more than once,” Cammie pointed out.

		That made Kenzie giggled loudly. “He has!? Oh shit...that...that says a lot.”

		“I think it’s kind of hot, don’t you?” Cammie asked.

		Kenzie shrugged. “I wouldn’t turn down the opportunity to watch that.”

		“Of course you wouldn’t,” Cammie agreed with her. “What woman wouldn’t want to see two supposedly straight men fucking? That’s dirty and hot. I’m sure that Oliver would love to watch me go down on you. Isn’t that right, Oliver?”

		He swallowed and nodded. “Yeah...”

		“See?” she asked Kenzie. “Why don’t you lay back, open your legs, close your eyes, and pretend I’m someone—anyone, maybe Oliver, maybe Brett, maybe that cute guy you’ve fantasized about—else while I eat your pussy.”

		“I’m totally in support of her doing that,” said Oliver.

		“Of course you are,” Kenzie sighed.

		“Like she said, I’ve had my cock sucked by Brett.”

		“But I didn’t get to see it!”

		“I promise you, I’ll have Brett suck Oliver’s cock in front of you. I’ll even make sure that Brett finishes him off. Don’t you want to see your boyfriend cum in my husband’s mouth?”

		“He’s not my boyfriend,” Kenzie said a little too quickly.

		“Fuck friend,” Cammie smoothly shifted gears. “I think the kids call it friends with benefits.” She sighed. “Just lay down and spread your legs. I promise you’ll love this.”

		Nervously Kenzie nodded once and did as Cammie asked.

		Oliver moved in and took her hand in his, leaning down for a kiss right as Cammie licked Kenzie’s bald pussy. Kenzie moaned nervously. She could feel Oliver’s cum leaking out of her and it felt good when Cammie licked her like that. 

		“His cum is delicious. I hope you’ve swallowed a bunch of his loads.”

		Kenzie opened her eyes and looked down at Cammie. “Uh...no, not really.”

		Grinning, Cammie licked her pussy one more time. “You’re missing out.”

		Kenzie shivered. “Please...

		“Please what?”

		“Please...please make me cum...”

		Once more Cammie licked Kenzie’s pussy and danced her tongue on the younger woman’s clit. “Of course.”

		As he watched, Oliver stroked his cock. He never expected this to happen, but he wasn’t going to squander the opportunity. While he was happily masturbating to the situation, he wasn’t going to cum. He wanted to fuck Cammie in front of Kenzie. 

		He hoped that Brett was listening from his bedroom.

		“Oh fuck. Oh fuck! OH FUCK YES!” 

		Oliver stopped jerking off when Kenzie came. Cammie lifted her head as the other woman spasmed and shook. 

		“She’s tasty,” Cammie said, licking her lips and looking at Oliver. “You’re a lucky man.”

		“I know I am.”

		“It’s a good thing you have a big dick,” she told him, “otherwise you’d be in the same situation as Brett. Locked up and useless.”

		“That’s mean,” observed Kenzie, having recovered from her orgasm. “He can’t help it that he has a little cock.”

		“True, but he likes it when I humiliate him. It was his idea to go into chastity.” Cammie sat up and casually wiped her lips with the back of her hand.

		“Really?” The younger woman was in awe.

		“Yes. Best decision he ever made for our marriage. If it wasn’t for the cage and his money...well, we wouldn’t be married otherwise.” She smugly flopped onto her back. 

		“Holy shit. That’s...brutal.”

		“Choose your husband carefully...if you ever get married.”

		Her little pronouncement cast a momentary pall on the conversation.

		After the quiet became a little too much.

		“I should probably get going,” Kenzie said abruptly.

		Cammie was shocked. “What? You can’t leave yet! I’m still horny!” She giggled at her statement.

		“Umm...give Oliver a few minutes and I’m sure he’ll be able to get it up again.”

		“You can stay and watch,” Cammie offered. “I’m into that.”

		“This has already gotten weird enough for me,” Kenzie said politely. “I’m glad I did it but...”

		“Are you conceding Oliver to me?” Cammie quickly asked.

		“What?”

		Cammie assumed a blasé tone and attitude, pretending she didn’t care. “This isn’t a competition...except it is, right? Do you want him for your boyfriend?”

		“Hey!” Oliver complained. “I’m right here.”

		They ignored him.

		“I’m just fucking him for fun,” said Kenzie as she moved off the bed and started gathering her clothes. “This was fun and all but I think I’m done for the night. You can have Oliver as your boyfriend.”

		“I’m married. I don’t need a boyfriend.”

		Both Kenzie and Oliver looked at her like she was insane. Or a liar. Or both. 

		“All evidence to the contrary,” Kenzie said as she started dressing.

		“I’m her bull,” said Oliver trying to sound authoritative, but somehow it came out like he was weak and completely under Cammie’s control. 

		Because that’s how it was. He was the entertainment. The fun distraction. He wasn’t in charge of anything.

		“Uh-huh,” said Kenzie absently, not really dismissing Oliver but not truly concerned with how their relationships interlocked. “Like I said, this was fun and all, but I need to go home. You two have a good night.”

		“My husband is in the other room,” Cammie reminded her. “There’s three of us.”

		“Then have a fun threesome with him,” Kenzie replied, trying not to sound like a bitch and completely failing. “I’ll see you at the office, Oliver.”

		She walked out of the bedroom with confidence. Oliver just looked at Cammie for a minute, uncertain as to what to do. Cammie frowned while thinking. When she heard Kenzie slam the front door, she came out of her reverie.

		“Well, I think that went well. Want to go another round?”

		Oliver looked down at his limp cock. “I don’t think so. Tonight has been a lot.”

		She nodded and got off the bed. “I understand. I’m going to go check on Brett.” She marched out of the room. Oliver admired her ass; he couldn’t help himself.

		He wondered what the fuck was going to happen tomorrow.

		


		Chapter 18

		“It’s completely unnecessary,” Oliver complained as Cammie put the large metal cage onto his cock. The argument about him having to wear it had gone on for far too long that morning and he had finally given in because he knew that if he didn’t he would be late for work. The last thing he wanted was to screw up his career because he was playing a weird sex game with an older woman. And her husband.

		And a coworker. 

		He wanted to talk to Kenzie as soon as possible to make sure there wasn’t a problem between the two of them.

		He wasn’t sure why he wanted to do that.

		“You’re completely wrong,” Cammie corrected him. “You’re wearing this cage because I don’t want you fucking Kenzie and this is going to assure me of that.”

		“I’m not going to fuck her at the office!”

		“Because you haven’t fucked her at the office before?” asked Cammie as she closed the lock and admired her handiwork. She was half temped to take if off and fuck him right then and there. When did putting cocks in cages become a turn-on for her? Cammie remembered herself and what she wanted.

		“Okay, that’s true. We did do that, but not today.”

		“You’re absolutely right it’s not going to happen today because you’re wearing a chastity cage like my husband.” Cammie got up from the floor where she had been kneeling in front of him and gave Oliver a quick kiss on the cheek. “Get dressed. You don’t want to be late for work.”

		Oliver sighed and pulled up his pants. “This is crazy.”

		“This is what you signed up for. And one more thing.”

		“What?”

		“I want you to show Kenzie your cock and cage today.”

		“Fucking what? Are you nuts, Cammie?”

		“Not at all. I want you to show her that I’m the one who has access to your cock, no one else.”

		He gave her a serious look. “I could just stop at the hardware store and buy a bolt cutter and take this off,” he pointed out.

		“But you’re not going to because you like fucking me. You like doing this. You’ll leave it on all day. You’ll show it to Kenzie. You’ll come here tonight and I’ll take it off you and we’ll fuck and then we’ll talk about what comes next.”

		She turned smartly around and left the bedroom.

		Oliver knew he was going to do exactly what she asked.

		At work, Kenzie, of course, ignored him. He tried to catch her attention. He sent her a generic email on the company’s computers. He sent her a text from his private cell phone. He approached her desk.

		Every time, she slipped away. She refused to meet his gaze. She didn’t reply to his email or text. When he went to her desk, she got up and walked away, headed to the women’s bathroom.

		He wasn’t going to make a scene in the office walking into the wrong bathroom. HR had already sent several rounds of appropriate behavior emails. He wondered if one had been directed at him and Kenzie for fucking in the supply room.

		The whole day went by unproductively for him as he tried to approach Kenzie. Finally the end of day rolled around and he had to resort to extreme measures.

		He waited for her in the parking garage at her car.

		Seeing him leaning against her car, she sighed in annoyance. “What do you want, Oliver?”

		“I should think you know what I want,” he started to say, but then immediately regretted his words.

		“I’m not fucking you or your girlfriend or her husband. What happened at their place...that wasn’t me. Don’t do that to me again.”

		He raised his finger to object, to make a point, but then just shook his head and relented. “Fine. You and I, we had our fun. It’s over. But I made a promise to Cammie.”

		“What promise?” Kenzie asked, morbidly curious despite her many, many misgivings.

		“She made me promise to tell you that I’m wearing a chastity cage right now.”

		Kenzie sniggered and shook her head. “Great. Wonderful. I don’t believe you. But just for the fun of it, I’m going to ask why.”

		“Because she didn’t trust me not to fuck you today at work. She wants to be in charge of my cock.”

		Her lips twisted into a moue of amusement. “I think she’s already in charge of your cock,” she said, stifling a laugh. “Not that I believe you. There’s no way you’re wearing the same thing Brett was.”

		“Not the same. His is plastic and pink. The one she put on me this morning is metal. And bigger.”

		Kenzie just shook her head at him. “I don’t believe you.”

		Oliver shrugged and pointed at his crotch. “Give me a feel.”

		She looked around nervously. No one was around. “There are security cameras everywhere.”

		“So pretend you’re giving me a hug and grab my junk,” he said.

		“This is all just a ploy to fuck me again, isn’t it?”

		“No. But can I give you Cammie’s phone number so you can text her and tell her that you confirmed I was wearing the cage.”

		“That’s fucked up, Oliver.”

		“I’d appreciate it as a personal favor to me,” he said and brought out his phone, quickly firing off a text with Cammie’s phone number in it to Kenzie. A moment later her phone inside her purse dinged with the message.

		Instead of opening her purse, Kenzie stepped forward and hugged him. He allowed her to do a bit of groping. Her hand found its way between his legs. She squeezed and abruptly pulled back.

		“That’s...just a hardon, right?” She was shaken.

		“You got a bit of my balls but most of that was the cage.”

		“I don’t believe you.”

		“Want to take a look?”

		Glancing around the parking garage again, she said, “Get in the car.” Her keys were out. The car beeped as she unlocked it and then slid behind the wheel. Oliver quickly got in the passenger seat.

		“Open up your pants,” she said with curiosity when they had a bit of privacy.

		Her eyes widened when he exposed the silver metal cage ensheathing his cock.

		“Holy fucking shit you weren’t lying!”

		“Why would I lie?” he asked innocently.

		Unable to help herself, Kenzie reached across the center console dividing them and took his caged cock in hand. Oliver was happy to allow her to do this.

		“I thought it was fucking weird to see her husband wearing a cage on his cock, but this is sorta hot,” Kenzie breathed.

		“Believe me, I’d rather be out of it.”

		“I want to give you a blowjob right here,” she told him earnestly. “Like I’m back in high school and blowing my boyfriend.”

		“Yeah, there’s one little problem,” he reminded her.

		“I think Cammie has a fucked up relationship with her husband.”

		“Does it matter?”

		“Will she let me fuck you again?”

		“You’d have to ask her.”

		Kenzie pulled her hand back from his cock. “That’s...I’m not sure I can do that.”

		Oliver shrugged and awkwardly tucked away his cage and cock and balls and pulled up his zipper. “Well, I have to go to her house now anyway. You can follow me, or you can go home.”

		She sat there in the driver’s seat while he got out of the car and walked to his own vehicle. All Kenzie could do was watch him. When he backed out of the parking space, she made a quick decision and followed him out of the parking garage.

		Naturally Cammie was home when Oliver arrived at the house. He was pleased to see that Kenzie had followed him. 

		“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she said to him as she hurriedly parked her car and rushed up to him as he approached the front door of the older couple’s house.

		Oliver just gave her a shake of his head and opened the door. It took him a minute to find Cammie in one of the smaller rooms in the back of the house. It was a home office. He had never been in this part of the house before.

		“How did the day go?” she asked when he appeared in the doorway.

		Again, Oliver said nothing and simply pulled Kenzie into the small office with him.

		Immediately Cammie’s face brightened. “It went very well, I see.”

		Kenzie blushed and shook her head and said, “I don’t know why I’m here.”

		“Before you say anything else, let me ask you this: did Oliver show you what he’s wearing.”

		Kenzie hesitated.

		“You know exactly what I mean, don’t you?” asked Cammie as she stood up from the desk and approached the pair. She stepped uncomfortably close to Kenzie. “Tell me what he’s wearing.”

		Kenzie swallowed. “He’s wearing a...thing on his...”

		“Say it,” Cammie commanded. “Don’t be shy.”

		Steeling herself, Kenzie said, “He’s wearing a cage on his cock.”

		“Very good. Did he just tell you or...”

		“He showed me.” Kenzie was feeling more comfortable in her responses.

		“She told me she wanted to give me a blowjob in her car,” Oliver reported. “That wasn’t really possible so we came here.”

		That was certainly a version of the truth, but Kenzie wasn’t going to split hairs about details.

		“Really? In the car? Where were you parked?”

		“Parking garage at work,” said Oliver.

		“Very sleazy,” Cammie judged the younger woman. “And uncomfortable. Playing in cars is all well and good if you’re a teenager, but why do that when you have a real bed to fuck in? Were you trying to get caught?”

		“No!” Kenzie insisted.

		Oliver snorted.

		“Well, do you still want to give him a blowjob?” asked Cammie.

		Kenzie looked nervously back and forth between the two people in the room with her. She felt trapped and tricked. Had they planned this from the start?

		“Yeah...sorta.”

		“Yes or no, my dear?”

		Kenzie found a bit of courage. “Yes.”

		“Excellent. I want to watch. Let’s go to the playroom.”

		“Playroom?” asked Oliver, but Cammie was already pushing past them, into the short hallway and to a door adjacent to the kitchen. She opened it to a set of stairs that went down. Oliver had never been there before. 

		Kenzie turned to Oliver. “The playroom?”

		He shrugged. “Never been down there.”

		“Coming?” Cammie called as she descended the stairs.

		“I feel like I’m going into a murder’s killing room,” Kenzie muttered.

		“It’s perfectly safe,” Oliver assured her. He went down the stairs, curious.

		She followed for the same reason, regretting her every decision.

		The stairs led down to the basement. Kenzie could feel the shift in atmosphere. The basement was finished and while she got the sense some of the space was taken up by the usual mechanical and electrical support for a house, Cammie led them directly to a large room.

		To call it a sex room would be accurate. It wasn’t a murder’s den, much to Kenzie’s relief. There was a large bed in the middle of the room, some storage cabinets along the walls, towels piled neatly on a countertop, and some innocuous supplies that anyone might have in their house. On one wall was a large television screen, not as large as the one upstairs in the living room, but more than adequate for anyone’s needs. 

		The revealing part about the sex room wasn’t the bed, but its placement. It was in the exact middle of the room. There was no headboard and it was covered in just a fitted sheet. There were, however, several ring lights around the bed which was placed on a thick rug. The rest of the floor was some sort of LVP flooring, perhaps for easy cleaning. In addition to the ring lights were a couple of tripods that were empty. Kenzie wasn’t an idiot; she knew a homemade porn studio when she saw one.

		It was Oliver who blurted it out. “Do you make porn videos down here?”

		Cammie gave him a knowing smile. “I used to. Well, we used to. It’s more effort than it’s worth, believe me. Mostly we’ve used it as a playroom for our companions and friends when things get wild. We used to host small sex parties and this space was perfect for that.”

		“Okay...” Kenzie didn’t know what to think. “This might be a bit much.”

		“I’d like to watch while you give Oliver a blowjob,” said Cammie. “I won’t join in unless you ask me.”

		Kenzie looked around. “Are there hidden cameras?”

		Cammie laughed at her. “If there were, would I tell you? Don’t be ridiculous. However...do you want to be recorded? It’ll only take me a minute to set up my phone to record.”

		“No,” said Kenzie quickly.

		Cammie frowned. “You should probably say yes. I wish I had more pictures and videos from when I was young and had a better body. The few that I do have, I cherish. Oh! Speaking of which...” She opened a drawer in the row of cabinets and used the remote control she pulled out to switch on the television. After pressing a few more buttons, it started playing a pre-programed slide show. 

		Oliver immediately recognized a much younger Cammie as the featured model in most of the photos slowly being displayed in order. Brett popped up a few times. Many of the photos were of Cammie by herself, nude and posing. Nothing obscene, but leaning toward the artistic side of nudes. These were intermixed with people Oliver didn’t recognize. In more than a few of the photos Cammie was having sex with the men, including Brett. Other women were featured as well.

		“Reliving the glory years?” asked Kenzie, cattily.

		“A little,” Cammie easily replied. “If you want, you can be featured in the slideshow. I should really update it...”

		“No thanks.”

		Cammie shrugged and fished out a small key from her pocket. “Take off your pants, Oliver. Time to put Kenzie’s mouth to good use. Actually, take off all your clothes. I want the full show.”

		This was not what either Oliver or Kenzie had expected, but Oliver had learned to go along with whatever Cammie suggested. He stripped. Kenzie didn’t move.

		“Not undressing?” she asked Kenzie. “I like a confident woman who gives head while fully dressed.” She sat down on the edge of the mattress and gestured for Oliver to come over so she could remove his cage. Kenzie watched with interest. 

		“Does it hurt wearing it?” she asked, standing to the side.

		“No,” Cammie immediately answered.

		Oliver snorted. “Yes. Well, occasionally. When I get hard—try to get hard, it’s tight and uncomfortable. I can feel it on me all day. It’s a terrible mind-fuck.”

		“Ironically, that’s why Brett likes wearing his,” said Cammie. She had opened the lock and it only took her a few seconds to separate the cage into its component parts. The moment he was fully free, his cock started to get hard. “Oh! You’ve been waiting for this all day, haven’t you?” she asked him, taking his cock in hand and stroking it a few times, encouraging him to grow. 

		Oliver sighed. “Uh-huh.”

		“Men are so easy to control,” Cammie informed Kenzie. “Kneel on the floor to blow him. I want to watch you two.”

		She knew she could have left. She didn’t want to. Kenzie did was Cammie said and found the thick rug on the floor was well-padded and comfortable to kneel on. She unashamedly took Oliver’s cock in her mouth and started sucking him, using her hands to hold him steady and caress his balls.

		Cammie watched silently for a minute and then couldn’t help herself.

		“You can always tell the real sluts. They love sucking cock. How many cocks have you sucked in your life, Kenzie?”

		The younger woman was confused as to why Cammie wanted to have a conversation now. “I don’t know. A dozen?” She pumped her hand on Oliver’s cock, taking a quick breather.

		Cammie snorted. “That’s hardly slut territory. I’m afraid to tally my number. I bet its in the triple digits. Keep sucking him. I want him to cum in your mouth.”

		Kenzie nodded. She did exactly as Cammie wanted. Oliver had had no trouble getting hard after a day in the cage. If anything, it had made him most lusty. He wanted to cum, he needed to cum. He wanted to please Cammie and it seemed the best way was to do as she asked. If she wanted him to fill Kenzie’s mouth with his spunk, he would.

		“Don’t stop. Keep going. Love that cock. Suck that cock. Show it you’re in control. He’s not a man, he’s just a person attached to a cock, the cock you love and deserve. Fuck I can’t wait to watch you blow Brett. I can’t wait to watch you fuck a hundred men.”

		Cammie was just babbling now because she was leaning back on the bed, one hand stuffed down her pants, rubbing her clit. Oliver’s eyes were closed so he could focus on what Kenzie was doing to him. Kenzie had the need to feel her mouth filled with his seed.

		Cammie’s running commentary helped Oliver cum. He grabbed the sides of Kenzie’s head and held her steady for a moment so he could briefly face fuck her before, without further warning, he came. He groaned deeply in relief.

		“Oh! Good boy!” Cammie encouraged him. “Good boy. Fill her mouth. Don’t swallow, Kenzie! Let him cum. Hold it on your tongue.”

		Oliver grunted with each ejaculation. After the fifth, he went weak in the knees, stepped back, and withdrew from her mouth, stumbling backwards to collapse on the bed.

		Kenzie was left with a mouthful of cum and she looked with uncertainty to Kenzie.

		“Is he in your mouth?” asked Cammie.

		Kenzie nodded.

		Cammie moved off the bed and knelt in front of Kenzie. Oliver sat up and looked at the two.

		He gasped when Cammie grabbed the younger woman and kissed her.

		He didn’t know what to think. He wondered why Kenzie didn’t pull back. If anything, she kissed Cammie with enthusiasm.

		It was Cammie who pulled back first. “I love the taste of his cum, don’t you?”

		Kenzie was in a stupor. “Uh...yeah. It’s fine.” Her words were thick around Oliver’s cum. She swallowed it, not knowing what else to do.

		Cammie smacked her lips and kissed Kenzie again, sticking her tongue down the younger woman throat, getting the last of Oliver’s cum.

		“Why?” asked Kenzie when the second kiss ended. “I’m not bi.”

		Oliver wished his cock was hard because he wanted to jerk off while watching the two women.

		“Sure you aren’t,” said Cammie with a wink. 

		“I’m not!” Kenzie insisted and stood up to get away from the other woman. “I’m sure Oliver is. He likes his dick sucked by your husband.”

		“I didn’t mind it,” Oliver admitted. He couldn’t believe the words coming out of his mouth.

		“You weren’t complaining when I went down on you before,” Cammie reminded her.

		“That...that was in the heat of the moment,” Kenzie replied. “It’s not like I want to date girls and fuck them all the time.”

		“Same for me,” Cammie agree.

		“This is crazy. I don’t know why I agreed to come here. I need to go home.”

		“If you need to leave...” Cammie said. “Go ahead. You can drop by anytime. But you aren’t going to get Oliver’s cock without my permission.”

		Kenzie glared at the other woman but said nothing else. She stood up as straight as she could, adjusted her shirt, and marched out of the door with as much dignity as she could muster. Oliver heard her stomping up the stairs.

		“She’s going to ask for you cock again,” Cammie said with complete assurance.

		“I can’t believe she did this again.”

		“She’s young and full of lust,” said Cammie philosophically. “She can’t help herself. I was in much the same position when I was her age.” She stood up and grabbed the remote, turning off the television. Oliver had so many questions about the pictures he had seen when they started messing around. Before he could ask any of them, she picked up the pieces to the metal chastity cage he had worn during the day.

		“You aren’t going to put that back on me?” he asked in a panicked voice.

		She smiled at him. “Why? Do you want to wear it for me?”

		“No!”

		“Do you want to wear it for Kenzie? She seemed really turned on when she couldn’t get to your cock.”

		“No!” He shook his head. “This is so fucked up.”

		“I bet you if you wear it to work tomorrow, she’ll want to fuck you again. But I don’t want you to bring her back here. Take her to your place or go to wherever she lives and fuck her there.”

		“How am I going to fuck her if I’m wearing a chastity cage?” he asked with a smirk.

		“I’ll get her a key,” Cammie said with confidence.

		Oliver shook his head. “You really get off on this, don’t you?”

		“Yes. Yes, I do.”

		Picking up his clothes, Oliver looked around the room. “There are cameras recording all of this, aren’t there?”

		Cammie pursed her lips and went to one of the cabinets. Opening it up, she displayed a laptop computer showing the feeds from four cameras. She then went to a corner of the room and pointed out a cleverly concealed camera that was part of one of the light fixtures on each wall of the room. “You’re too smart for your own good.”

		“Why the hell would you record this?”

		“Maybe I get off to watching voyeur porn,” she commented.

		“Sure. Maybe.”

		“Maybe I like black mailing people?”

		“Seems like a good way to get in trouble with the law.”

		“Maybe it’s a little of both.”

		“You’re living a dangerous life, Cammie.” He finished dressing. She went up to his and gave him a kiss.

		“Yes. So?”

		He just shook his head. She kissed him again, pushing her tongue into his mouth. “Do you like the taste of your cum?” she asked.

		


		Chapter 19

		“For every day you don’t fuck Kenzie, I get to watch while Brett sucks your cock,” Cammie told him the next morning.

		“Excuse me, what?” 

		The three of them were drinking coffee at the breakfast bar in the kitchen. Cammie had even gone so far as to toast bagels for them all. It was the height of her culinary skills. 

		“Just a little incentive to get you to persuade her to come back here for a little more fun.”

		“How is that an incentive?” asked Oliver, dodging the real issue.

		“As long as you live here, you have to wear a cage while at work and unsupervised by me or Brett.”

		Oliver’s mouth dropped open. He looked at Brett for support. “Is she serious?”

		The older man just shrugged. “I like wearing the cage. You’ll get used to it.”

		“He loves it already,” Cammie declared. 

		“I do not!” Oliver protested.

		“You’re going to wear it to work today,” she told him.

		“I am not. I’m not going to fuck Kenzie in the breakroom. Don’t you trust me?”

		“She trusts me,” Brett offered.

		“That’s because you can’t get it up!”

		“Boys! Boys!” Cammie chided them. “I trust you both equally, that’s why you’re both going to be wearing chastity cages today.”

		Oliver opened his mouth to protest, but thought better of it. Instead, he took a moment and organized his thoughts. “I so I have to wear a cage to work until I bring Kenzie back here for you to fuck,” he said, almost spitting out the last word.

		“Or maybe Brett or you. I just want to see her fucked again. I bet she’ll love my strapon.”

		Brett snickered. Cammie kept a calm visage. Oliver frowned. 

		“This is really fucked up.”

		“You don’t have to do it,” she sang. “But you do have to do it if you want to continue to live here.”

		They finished their breakfast and Cammie retrieved the metal chastity cage from the master bedroom. 

		“You might want to get comfortable for this,” she told him as she put the pieces on the counter next to him.

		“Just put it on.”

		“Oh, not the putting it on part. Brett’s going to give you a blowjob before he puts it on you. I’m just going to watch.”

		“Fucking what?”

		“You love his blowjobs,” she told him.

		Oliver wanted to contradict her, but it was the truth. “Why does he have to give me a blowjob?”

		“I’m not going to give you one. I just put on lipstick.” It was true. While she was upstairs she had applied a coat of bright red lipstick. 

		“That’s a ridiculous reason.”

		She shrugged. “I like watching my husband give other men blowjobs.” She smiled. “I notice you aren’t saying no.”

		Oliver looked away.

		“Drop your pants...or we can go to the living room or upstairs if you want,” she suggested.

		“Here is fine,” he relented. Brett went down on his knees in front of Oliver after the younger man got his cock out.

		Cammie was amused that he was already semi-erect.

		“You love this, don’t you?” she whispered in his ear as she sidled up to him. Brett didn’t hesitated and took Oliver’s cock into his mouth, starting with enthusiastic sucking.

		Oliver leaned back on the breakfast bar and moaned softly. 

		“You do love it,” Cammie confirmed and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. “It is so fucking hot watching my husband suck my lover’s...no, my bull’s cock. It’s making me so wet. Want to feel?”

		Oliver just moaned a little more. 

		Cammie grabbed his hand and put it up under the silky nightshirt she was still wearing. He was dressed for the day, but she was a lady of leisure. When she stuffed his hand inside her panties, she moaned a little. As expected, she was already wet. Her landing strip was dewy with her amrita. His finger slipped easily up into her pussy.

		“Fuck yes...rub my clit. But don’t make me cum before you do.”

		“Uh-huh.”

		“I was upset when I found out that Brett was bi. I was certain he was lying to me and was secretly gay and was going to leave me for a man.” She moaned at the memory or perhaps from Oliver’s finger up her twat. “I was so wrong. Having a bi husband is the best. Almost as good as having a bi bull. You’re bi, aren’t you, Oliver?”

		She paused in her monologue to let him answer, but Oliver said nothing.

		“It’s fine if you don’t want to admit it, but I know you’re bit. It’s so fucking hot. Everyone thinks he’s a manly man, but I know he loves sucking cock and taking cock up his ass. If they only knew what we got up to. Wouldn’t you like to be like him?”

		This time Oliver let out a little noise that might have been a mumbled confirmation.

		“I want you to cum in his mouth. He’s not going to swallow it. He’s going to share it with me. Don’t you want me to eat your cum?” 

		Oliver nodded.

		“Maybe I should share it with you too. Have you ever tasted your own cum?”

		Oliver nodded again.

		Cammie gasped. “You have?! You naughty little boy. I bet you fucking loved it, didn’t you?”

		“Yeah...”

		“Good. Now cum. Cum for me. Cum for me so I can taste your cum and share it with you and put on your cage so you can go to work and seduce Kenzie and bring her home to me so I can fuck her with my big strapon. I’ll make her forget all about ever fucking you again!”

		That’s what it took. Oliver was fully erect and Brett was using his mouth and hand on him. There was no way for Oliver to hold back. He came. Five hard ejaculations into Brett’s mouth. 

		“Good boy, very good boy.”

		It was hard to tell if she was talking to Brett or Oliver. It didn’t matter. 

		Brett scrambled off his knees and stood up to kiss his wife. Oliver couldn’t help but watch. His lust was abating but his interest hadn’t waned at all. He could see them passing his cum back and forth, putting on a show for him. He wanted to participate, but he couldn’t make himself.

		Finally, after what seemed like hours, Cammie pulled back from her husband, her lips slightly parted. Oliver could see his thick, white cum on her tongue.

		She didn’t let him escape or pull back. When she kissed him, she put her hand behind his neck and pulled him close. He could taste the cum. It wasn’t terrible, but it was so strange to be used this way.

		“The next time I take off Brett’s cage, you’re going to blow him,” she told Oliver after the kiss.

		Oliver just nodded.

		“Put this on him,” Cammie said to her husband, handing the pieces of the metal cage to Brett. “I’m going to go take a shower.”

		“Of course.”

		They both watched as she left. Brett went to the kitchen sink, pulled a clean washcloth from the drawer, wetted it, and handed it over to Oliver. 

		“Here. Clean yourself up. There’s nothing worse than dried cum inside your cage.”

		Oliver supposed that Brett was an expert on that.

		When he was clean and Brett was back on his knees, locking away Oliver’s cock, the younger man asked, “If I’m supposed to be her bull, why the fuck am I wearing a chastity cage.”

		“She’s just into controlling men. But if you didn’t want to do this...you could just say no.”

		Oliver said nothing. Brett snapped the lock shut.

		In his head Oliver ran through a hundred different scenarios as he drove to work. He was certain he was going to have to use all of his powers of persuasion to entice Kenzie back to Cammie’s house. He didn’t know how he was going to do it.

		Much to his surprise, Kenzie approached him as soon as she walked into the office and perched her pert ass on his desk, not looking directly at him.

		“Are you wearing it right now?” she asked.

		He didn’t have to ask what she meant. The vagueness of the question was for the benefit of the office. 

		“Yes.”

		“Do you like wearing it?”

		“Yes.”

		“That’s fucked up.”

		“Yes,” he said for the third time.

		“How are you going to get it off?”

		“Cammie said the only way was for me to convince you to come back to her house.”

		Kenzie nodded, again not fully acknowledging him or the situation.

		“Tonight?” she asked.

		“Yes. If you want.” It couldn’t be that easy. Could it?

		She nodded once again. “What does she want me to do?”

		“You’d have to ask her that.”

		Kenzie pursed her lips and pulled out her cell phone. “I’ll do that.”

		


		Chapter 20

		Cammie and Kenzie were seated at the dining room table, Cammie at the head and Kenzie at the side, at a right angle to each other so they didn’t face off like they were in a diplomatic conference. They angled their bodies so they were almost facing each other. 

		Just over Cammie’s left shoulder Kenzie could see Brett. Cammie’s husband stood back, waiting attentively. It would almost have been completely normal if not for the fact that Brett was completely naked.

		Except for the pink chastity cage around his cock.

		Kenzie appreciated that Brett had removed the hair from his body, except for his arms and legs. He had no chest hair. No pubic hair. No armpit hair.

		His small cock hanging just beyond Cammie’s shoulder was distracting. It wasn’t that Kenzie desperately wanted to fuck Brett. It was that it was so small. And in a pink cage. And he was naked when his wife was having a conversation about him and the other guy Cammie and Kenzie had both been fucking. Oliver.

		Oliver was also wearing a chastity cage, but he was allowed—for the moment—to wear clothing. But both Cammie and Kenzie knew Oliver had a caged cock.

		“But Oliver’s cock works just fine,” said Kenzie. She couldn’t stifle a smile. “Actually, better than fine. It’s fantastic.”

		Cammie reached out and put her hand over the younger woman’s. Before speaking, she took a sip from her wine glass. A bit of alcohol helped lubricate the conversation. 

		“I know. Believe me: I know.”

		Both women giggled at this revelation. They were both fucking the same man and neither was jealous. Cammie had no reason to be jealous: she was married to Brett. Kenzie had no reason to be jealous: she was only fucking Oliver for fun.

		“So why do you want to put a cage on him all the time?” Kenzie asked, trying to wrap her head around the situation.

		Cammie shrugged. “I get off on it,” she admitted and then practically dissolved into giggles. “I mean, Oliver can just ask and I’ll let him out of his cage right away. Especially if he wants to fuck me. He has a beautiful dick, don’t you think?”

		“Definitely.”

		“But I like the cage on him because that seems normal to me now. Brett has been wearing his for...seven years now?”

		“Something like that,” Brett confirmed.

		“And that’s the way I like my husband. Mostly because he can’t get it up. But I think cages on cocks are sexy.” She sipped at her drink and reminded herself not to get drunk. “It’s like unwrapping a present when I unlock him and take the cage off.”

		Kenzie nodded in agreement. “I get that.”

		“Anyway, I just wanted Oliver to bring to back here because...fuck...I want his cock. He’s a wonderful bull. When you’ve been married as long as I have to a man whose cock doesn’t work, it’s a constant hunt for one that does work. And is willing to fuck me in front of my husband. And doesn’t mind my husband eating his cum out of my pussy. And likes my husband sucking his cock.”

		She paused for breath.

		“That’s a lot,” said Kenzie.

		“I just want to be straight with you. I know we’ve messed around and played some pretty dirty—and fun—sex games. But I want to keep Oliver as my bull. I want him to fuck me when I want. He can still fuck you, but only with my permission. And for that I need him to wear a chastity cage when he’s at work with you.” She looked Kenzie up and down with the hungry eyes of a predator. “If I was him, I’d fuck you at every opportunity.”

		“It’s not like we’re constantly slipping into the supply room every day to bang,” said Kenzie.

		“I know...but I have trust issues. Did you see that my husband wears a chastity cage all the time?” She paused and took another sip of her wine. The glass was getting dangerously low. “And his cock doesn’t even work correctly!” She turned and looked over her shoulder at Brett who smiled and nodded. Kenzie couldn’t help but look at the handsome man’s small, caged cock as well.

		“So you want your cake and eat it too,” Kenzie observed.

		“NO! I want my cock and I want to eat your pussy too,” laughed Cammie. “Oh my god. I’m so sorry. I’m a little drunk. I shouldn’t drink wine on an empty stomach. I want cock to fuck and eat. But I don’t want to ruin Oliver’s romantic life either. I’m not going to fuck him forever. I’m certainly not going to marry him. I’d have to divorce Brett and there’s the matter of a pre-nup that I willingly signed. I’m not giving up all this wealth for some cock. There’s plenty of cock in the world. I’m just obsessed with Oliver’s right now. And he’ll have to wear a chastity cage as a consequence. But you can date him. And you can fuck him. You’ll just need my permission first.”

		“Okay,” Kenzie willingly agreed.

		Cammie blinked twice. “What?”

		“Okay,” Kenzie repeated. “I’m fine with all of that.”

		Cammie was caught flat-footed. “You are?”

		“Yes. Why not? I don’t plan on marrying him. I barely want to date him. He’s a good fuck though, isn’t he?”

		Cammie nodded sagely. “He is.”

		“Can I fuck him tonight?” Kenzie asked eagerly.

		This time Cammie wasn’t as surprised by Kenzie’s eagerness. “Sure. As long as you don’t mind me watching. And you have to sit on my husband’s face so he can clean your pussy for you.”

		“You really like that, don’t you?” 

		“I do,” Cammie said dreamily. 

		“I was asking your husband,” Kenzie said.

		“Oh!” She turned around and faced her husband. “Do you like it when I sit on your face so you can eat my bull’s cum out of me?”

		“Yes.” 

		It should have been humiliating to Brett. It was, but not as much as he wanted it to be. He liked being humiliated. He liked being teased about having a small dick. He liked that his wife controlled him by fucking other men. He liked that she was always threatening to tell his family that he was bi and loved to suck dick.

		“I want to fuck Oliver on your bed,” she said to Cammie. “You can watch. But it has to be your bed. And you can’t participate. Just watch.”

		Cammie threw the last of her wine down her throat and nodded, missing that Kenzie had barely drunk half her wine. “Let’s go. I’m going to use my vibrator while you fuck him silly. Bring your face along, Brett. She’s going to need something to sit on when she’s done.

		The group trooped upstairs. Oliver was excited. This was the strangest sexual relationship he had even been in but he enjoyed every minute of it. His cock was trying to get hard inside his cage, but that wasn’t happening. The quicker they got upstairs and Cammie released him, the better.

		Instead of going straight to the master bedroom suite, they instead had a short detour at the guest room occupied by Brett. 

		“You don’t get to watch,” Cammie told him, playfully shoving him into the room.

		“As you wish.”

		“Lay down. I’m not going to have you interrupt us. Oliver, give me a hand,” said Cammie.

		“Give you a hand with what?”

		That question was answered a moment later. Brett had obviously done this before. He lay down on the bed, still wearing his cock cage, and put out his arms and legs in a spread eagle position.

		Cammie walked around to the far side of the bed and reached underneath it, pulling up a wrist cuff attached to a chain under the bed. “He’s going to wait here patiently while we play in my room. The bonus is Kenzie can just sit on his face when she’s done with you and doesn’t have to worry about him touching her.”

		Kenzie laughed with delight at the little revelation. Oliver hesitated for a moment, but then joined in with Cammie in restraining Brett.

		Definitely the weirdest sexual relationship he had ever been in.

		He was interested to see, but not surprised, that Brett didn’t resist at all.

		Once that was sorted, the remaining trio went to Cammie’s bed.

		“You two just pretend I’m not here,” said Cammie as she went to a large dresser and opened the bottom drawer. “Just do what you want to do.” She rooted through the drawer and then stood up, vibrator in hand. “No. Wait. Scratch that. Kenzie, I want to see you take charge of him. Do what you want. Make him your plaything.”

		Oliver looked at Kenzie with amusement. He was a head taller than her and at least fifty pounds of muscle heavier. She was thin and imposing. He wasn’t able to fully stifle his giggle.

		“You think that’s funny?” Kenzie looked askance at him, unimpressed with his reaction.

		“I mean...you can try.”

		She nodded and moved quicker than he would have guessed possible. Her shove was effective; he was taken unaware. Oliver found himself sprawled on the bed. Kenzie jumped on him before he could further react.

		Her face was right above his. “I’m the youngest of four, all brothers. I’ve taken a bunch of personal defense courses...mostly at the insistence of my brothers. I can handle you.”

		“I see that.”

		“I want to fuck you,” she said and kissed him.

		In the background, the hum of Cammie’s vibrator coming to life filled the air. Oliver and Kenzie ignored the sound in favor of kisses and stripping each other of their clothes as quickly as possible.

		In no time Kenzie was quickly stymied by the cage Oliver was wearing. “Oh shit. I forgot about this,” she said as she pulled off his underwear, giggling. “Cammie?”

		Both Kenzie and Oliver looked at their hostess who had pulled up her skirt and was pressing the large vibrator against her pussy, while still wearing panties. The older woman had arranged herself on the lounge bench under the windows. Her eyes were closed and she hadn’t heard Kenzie’s question.

		“She can’t fuck me if you aren’t going to unlock me,” Oliver called out, half amused and half frustrated.

		Cammie moaned in annoyance. “Fuck...I just want to get off.” She continued to hold the vibrator against her pussy with one hand while with the other she pulled the chain from around her neck and tossed it toward the bed. “You do it.”

		It was Oliver who picked up the key chain, but Kenzie snatched it away from him. “I don’t know all the rules, but I feel you definitely shouldn’t be unlocking your own chastity cage.”

		A moan from Cammie confirmed that belief.

		Since Kenzie had never before released anyone from a chastity cage—or put one on a man—she fumbled about a bit with the lock before removing it and taking the pieces apart. Oliver gave her a bit of instruction.

		When she finally removed the retaining ring, it was like she completed a ritual. His cock rose up and hardened like magic.

		“This is what I wanted,” Kenzie cooed as she started pumping her hand up and down on his length.

		“You wanted to jerk me off?” he asked, a wry smile on his lips.

		“No. I want your hard cock inside me.” Kenzie shook her head in annoyance as she climbed on top of his body. She would have liked to give him a blowjob first, that was always a fun warmup, but he was hard and ready to go. She was wet and just as eager as him. She wondered if Cammie didn’t like giving blowjobs and just kept her husband in a cage because of that.

		Oliver was surprised at how little he had to do. Other than holding his cock steady, Kenzie was more than willing to do all the work. It took hew a few tries to get his cock all the way inside her, but she was so hot and ready it wasn’t a struggle at all. It didn’t occur to him that this might not be a good sign. Why should she be so lusty for a kink she claimed she had no interest in?

		They moaned together and kissed as their bodies joined. They missed Cammie’s agreeable sigh as she had her first little climax. The older woman was watching with great interest and smug satisfaction.

		Kenzie’s small tits hardly moved as she bounced up and down on Oliver’s cock. That didn’t deter him from closely watching them anyway. 

		“You like this, don’t you?” she asked him as they fucked.

		“Hell yeah. You’ve got great tits.”

		She laughed. “I mean being in a cage and getting released and getting to fuck me and having Cammie watch.”

		The two of them glanced over at the other woman who was still watching. Her panties were off now and she had the vibrator halfway up her pussy while she rubbed her clit with her other hand. Her eyes were shining at the show she was observing.

		Sensing they were looking at her Cammie opened her eyes. “She’s got great tits. Small, but great.”

		“I’m jealous of your big ones,” said Kenzie.

		“They’re starting to sag. Believe me, smaller is better.”

		“Your nickname in middle school wasn’t Plywood, was it?” Kenzie asked with a note of anger.

		“No. The boys would just grab my chest whenever they wanted.”

		Sensing the conversation was taking a dark turn, Oliver interrupted. “Ladies, ladies. You both have wonderful tits, but I’d really like to cum. Want to show me yours, Cammie, while Kenzie I play with Kenzie’s?”

		Kenzie couldn’t answer right away because he reached up and pinched her nipples, making her gasp in pain and delight. Cammie was amused at this and pulled up her shirt, showing off her bra, but didn’t go any further because she didn’t want to let go of the vibrator.

		The pain made Kenzie want to complain, but at the same time it felt so good, she couldn’t stop riding his cock. They locked eyes as her hips went faster as she braced her hands on his chest. 

		It wasn’t difficult for Kenzie to make herself cum. When she cried out her pleasure, her pussy tightened on his cock, and flashed hot, pushing him over the edge. He flooded Kenzie’s pussy with jolt after jolt of his cum.

		As they came down from their orgasmic high, another moan filled the room. Cammie came again, trembling on the lounger as she climaxed. After dragging out the orgasm, Cammie sighed, “I needed that.”

		“You’re so pretty when you’re cumming,” Kenzie observed.

		Cammie smiled. “Thank you. Did he fill up your pussy?”

		“With his cock? Fuck yes.”

		“What about his cum?”

		Kenzie grinned. “Oh yeah.” She leaned forward. “He shot so much up into me that it’s already leaking out.”

		Cammie sat up. “Get off him. Go to Brett’s bedroom and sit on his face. I don’t want any of that wasted. He’s earned a little treat.”

		She was unsteady as she climbed off Oliver. Cammie assisted her and guided her out of the room, leaving Oliver alone and confused.

		After a moment he realized he had been used. He wasn’t sure how he felt about that. The sex was wild and exciting, but was it worth it?

		A moment later he heard a moan coming down the hallway through the open door. That was enough to compel him to get off the bed and go investigate. 

		When he got to the guest room, he found Kenzie already on the bed, sitting on Brett’s face, forcing the man to eat her pussy. Cammie was encouraging her protégé.

		“Don’t worry about smothering him,” she instructed Kenzie. “He loves this. He loves eating cum. He loves eating pussy. He loves being treated like a little bitch. You can grab his cock and hold onto it. He loves that too.”

		Cammie was resting her hip on the edge of the bed while gently caressing Kenzie’s thigh. Kenzie did exactly as the older woman told her. She used Brett’s face as a seat. She reached forward and grabbed his caged cock, not for any sexual pleasure, but to humiliate him. Or to control him. Or both. 

		Seeing Oliver walk through the door, Kenzie grinned and confidently wiggled her hips, driving her pussy into Brett’s face.

		“He eats pussy better than you,” she told Oliver.

		“That’s...okay with me.”

		Cammie snickered. “But does he like eating cum more than you?”

		“I wouldn’t know and can’t guess.”

		Kenzie started breathing heavily and her eyes unfocused. Though he couldn’t use his hands at all, Oliver’s cunnilingus skills were unparalleled. He went back and forth between swallowing Oliver’s cum and pleasing the woman sitting on his face. As Cammie and Oliver watched, she leaned forward and ground her pussy down on Brett’s face as she came with a long, low groan of appreciation.

		“Do you like using my husband?” Cammie asked her, lifting her up off Brett’s restrained body and giving her a little kiss on the cheek.

		“Fuck yeah...”

		“Good. Because that’s all he’s good for. Why do you think I lock his little cock away?”

		Kenzie had a silly smile on her face. “I thought because he couldn’t get it up.”

		“Well, yes. That. That and because his little cock is useless.” She paused. “Hmm...maybe I should unlock him right now. He can’t touch himself...”

		“So?”

		“So I bet he gets hard and then he won’t be able to do anything about it. And he can’t maintain an erection so...it’s pure torture. I love it. I’ll be right back.” The older woman went bounding out of the room. 

		Kenzie and Oliver looked at each other. 

		“What is she doing?” asked Kenzie as she carefully climbed off Brett to avoid kneeing him in the face.

		“Beats the hell out of me. I was just admiring her ass.”

		A second later Cammie reappeared. She was now nude and her tits were bouncing as she ran in carrying the small key chain. 

		“Is that the key for my lock?” asked Oliver.

		“Yes. It works on him as well.” She smiled. “It works on a bunch of the same locks.” Cammie quickly unlocked his cage and removed the device from Brett’s cock. Once again Oliver was amazed at how much smaller Brett was compared to him. He wasn’t tiny, but inadequate would be an accurate descriptor. 

		Showing she was a loving wife, Cammie briefly sucked his cock. It was the most intimate thing he had ever seen her do with Brett, but she stopped after a few seconds. 

		He was fully erect.

		“Watch this,” she said. “I don’t want him cumming too fast.” In her hand she had a small elastic band. It took Oliver a moment to realize it was a cock ring. It took Cammie some effort to stretch it enough to slip it over Brett’s cock and balls, settling it in place against his body.

		It took a few seconds, but he got slightly larger and his cock turned an angry purple.

		“Beautiful,” she said, giving the underside a lick. 

		“Why did you put that on him?” Kenzie asked.

		“So he won’t cum so damn fast...and he won’t lose his erection, right dear?”

		“Uh-huh,” Brett softly moaned. He was so blissed out he would have agreed to his own execution.

		Cammie laughed. “Want to ride his cock?” she asked Kenzie.

		The younger woman shook her head “No. Not after fucking Oliver. It would be...a disappointment.”

		“I agree.” She licked her husband again and he shivered in delight. “Want to blow him?”

		“I mean...if you want me to...”

		“Don’t sound so excited,” Cammie teased.

		“I’m not.”

		They laughed together. Then Cammie turned her head to look at Oliver who had been watching the interplay of the married couple. “How about you?”

		Oliver gave her a blank look. “How about me?”

		“Do you want to blow Brett?”

		Kenzie laughed and clapped her heads together.

		Oliver had the good sense to look shocked and off put. “No. I don’t think so.”

		“Why not?” Cammie continued.

		“I don’t swing that way.”

		Cammie frowned and shook her head. “Do you like fucking me? Do you like fucking Kenzie?

		“Yeah. So?”

		“If you want to continue fucking me...and Kenzie...” She looked at the younger woman who just nodded her head. “Then you need to give my husband a blowjob. Don’t worry. It won’t take long. When he’s like this, it’s so easy to make him cum.”

		“I’m not gay,” Oliver protested.

		“No. You’re bi,” Cammie insisted. “And don’t claim otherwise. This is a test, Oliver. You either need to blow my husband or get the hell out of my house.”

		Before he could do something ill-advised, Kenzie spoke up.

		“I think that would be so fucking hot to watch.” When Oliver looked at her, Kenzie had her hand between her legs, rubbing her pussy. A pair of fingers delved into her tunnel and she moaned. “I want you to suck him off.”

		Oliver shook his head. He knew he was being manipulated and controlled. He could have walked away.

		He knew he couldn’t walk away.

		Laying down on the bed between Brett’s legs, he considered what he was doing. Who was going to know—other than Kenzie and Cammie? And Brett. It didn’t mean anything. It was just curiosity. It was just for fun. Meaningless.

		When he took Brett’s cock in his hand, he could feel the other man’s body heat. Despite the organ being small, he was rock hard. Other than a slightly musky and masculine smell, it wasn’t offensive. Licking the underside of Brett’s cock, he reflected that other than a hint of Cammie’s saliva, it only tasted of skin.

		Cammie was inches away, watching. “Totally hot. I love it. Keep going.”

		Oliver nodded and closed his eyes before putting Brett’s cock in his mouth. It wasn’t unpleasant. It was sort of fun. It was interesting. 

		While many women had struggled to get all of Oliver’s cock into their mouths, he had no trouble at all consuming all of Brett’s smallness. It was a pleasant comparison.

		“You’re a natural at deep throating,” Cammie purred. “Keep going. I want him to cum in your mouth. Save it for me.”

		Oliver said nothing and kept going. Sucking cock wasn't bad. He could do this. The moans from Brett were revealing. He was so close. So hard and so close.

		Brett erupted without warning. The warm, thick salty spunk flooded Oliver’s mouth. He wasn’t sure what to do. Pull back? Swallow? Just hold still?

		Brett groaned and strained against his restraints while trying to shove the whole of his cock down Oliver’s mouth. It was a futile effort.

		“Good boy, good boy,” Cammie praised him. Or maybe she was praising Brett. “Don’t swallow it. Save it for me.” In the background Kenzie squealed with delight.

		After a few more seconds Brett was completely done and he collapsed back to the bed, spent. His cock stayed mostly erect from the cock ring.

		The moment Brett’s cock slipped out of his mouth, Cammie was right there kissing him, shoving her tongue down his throat, tasting her husband’s cum, stealing it from Oliver.

		He wasn’t sure he wanted to swallow it so Cammie gave him an easy out by taking the prize from him.

		


		Chapter 21

		The next day Kenzie was waiting for him at his desk when he arrived at work.

		“Are you wearing it?” she asked before he had a chance to put down his bag.

		Oliver just gave her a glance and sat down without saying a word.

		“Oh come on! You aren’t angry at me. I didn’t do anything.”

		When he tried to open the desk drawer, she refused to move. Her butt was perched on the edge of his desk and her legs blocked the way. She was wearing a skirt that fell just above her knees. There was no way Oliver was going to reach between her legs or push her aside. He opted for a more diplomatic solution.

		“Yes. I’m wearing it.”

		“Ooh!” She squealed and clapped her hands together, but managed to contain herself after a second. “That’s so fucking hot,” she staged whispered.

		“Do you mind moving so I can put my stuff away?”

		Kenzie popped up and stepped aside, but bent down to whisper in his ear, “I’m wearing a thong and thigh highs, just to let you know.” She punctuated her statement with a broad wink. 

		“That’s just annoying to tell me,” he said.

		“I know. But meet me later in the supply room and I’ll let you eat my pussy and you can take my thong home as a prize.”

		He simply stared at her annoyance and looked put out.

		Smiling, Kenzie concluded, “I’ll just let you think about it.” She leaned in again. He couldn’t help himself and glanced down her shirt that unbuttoned an ungodly amount considering they were in a professional environment. She wasn’t wearing a bra but just a simple cami top. His cock stirred but was constrained within the cage. “By the way, I think it’s totally fucking hot that you sucked another guy’s cock. I’d pay to watch that again.”

		She walked away. Once again, he couldn’t help himself. He looked at her ass. Even though she was skinny, Kenzie’s skirt was tight enough to give him the outline of her ass. He couldn’t tell if she was wearing normal panties or a thong or nothing at all.

		He forced himself to focus on the work awaiting him and logged into his computer. A minute later his phone buzzed with a message.

		It was from Cammie.

		Cammie: Did you tell Kenzie you’re wearing the chastity cage?

		He considered not answering her. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go. He was the bull. Cammie’s husband was the cuck, the weakling, the bitch. Sure, she let him out of the chastity cage all the time, but to be forced to wear it at work was humiliating.

		Oliver: She asked me first thing this morning. 

		Cammie’s answer came back immediately.

		Cammie: What did you tell her?

		Oliver: I told her yes

		Oliver: What’s the point in lying?

		Cammie: No point at all. I was just checking because I told her to ask you.

		Oliver: Please don’t do that

		Oliver: She’s very distracting

		Oliver: She’s just a hole to fuck

		Oliver wasn’t sure why he was being so aggressive and angry. He liked Kenzie well enough. He just felt...used. Putting his phone down, Oliver got back to work.

		Naturally it buzzed a moment later.

		Kenzie: I asked him the moment he walked through the door

		Oliver was confused because the message came up under Cammie’s. Then he saw that Cammie had started a group chat for the three of them.

		“Fuck.”

		Kenzie: He hasn’t fucked all my holes yet

		Cammie: Are you going to let him?

		Oliver just stared at the phone, unable to react. Had he just fucked himself by bad-mouthing Kenzie?

		Kenzie: He can’t fuck anything right now, can he?

		She followed this with a series of laughing and kissing emojis.

		Cammie: Watch yourself, Oliver. You want to use that big, beautiful cock of yours again, don’t you?

		Oliver knew he had to say something.

		Oliver: Yes. Of course. Sorry. I just have a lot of work to do and you two are being distracting.

		Cammie: Get to work. Impress me and Kenzie and maybe I’ll let you out of your cage tonight.

		Kenzie: Good idea. I have work to do. Meet me at lunch in the supply room for a round of pussy eating?

		There was no need to reply to that. He was just about to lock his phone in the desk drawer when it buzzed again. Reflexively, he looked at the message because apparently he had developed a masochistic streak.

		It was Brett. Cammie must have shared his number with her husband.

		Brett: It’s Brett. I just wanted to thank you for sucking my cock last night. 

		Oliver didn’t want to reply.

		Oliver: No problem. It was fun.

		He didn’t want to oversell it but he felt like he was underselling it.

		Brett: First time?

		Oliver just wanted to work. Everyone was distracting him.

		Oliver: Does it matter?

		He didn’t want to engage with Brett, but he felt himself being sucked into it.

		Brett: You did fine. I can give you some advice on how to improve your technique.

		Oliver: I’m not going to need that right now. I have to get to work.

		Not believing what he was doing, Oliver went so far as to turn off his phone and lock it in the desk drawer.

		Oddly, doing that and wearing the chastity cage changed everything. He was able to accomplish more that morning than he had in weeks.

		Just as lunch was approached—Oliver told himself he’d go out and get some air and a sandwich—an interoffice popup messenger appeared on his screen.

		It was from Kenzie.

		WE HAVE THAT MEETING IN 10 MINUTES.

		DON’T BE LATE.

		He appreciated that she kept the message vague, but he had no intention of meeting her in the supply closet.

		Pulling his phone out of the desk, he switched it on and discovered nearly thirty alerts, most of them text messages.

		Most of the text messages were from Kenzie. Most of those were pictures. She had taken at least a dozen photos up her skirt. He could clearly see her flowery panties.

		He supposed he should be grateful it wasn’t more explicit.

		He wondered how she had managed to do it at her desk without being seen.

		He fell under her spell and went to the supply room. Kenzie was waiting for him.

		She was seated on the counter against the far wall, her skirt up to her waist, legs spread, but panties still in place. Oliver saw her the moment he stepped inside the room.

		“Are you fucking insane?” he hissed at her and pulled the door shut, locking it as well.

		“No. Just horny.”

		“Anyone could have walked in here and seen you!”

		She nodded. “Worth the risk, though there are some senior managers I wouldn’t mind fucking. Silver foxes. I’m not ashamed to fuck my way to the top.”

		“You can’t do this!”

		“I already am.” Kenzie slipped a pair of fingers into the waistband of her panties, but didn’t finger herself. “Are you going to get to work or...do I need to take matters into my own hands?”

		It was stupid. He knew he was being used and manipulated. He wasn’t going to be unlocked. He wouldn’t get any pleasure out of this. If anything, just eating her out was going to cause painful swelling inside his cage.

		Regardless of all that, Oliver crossed the small room, went down on his knees, and put his face between Kenzie’s thighs. 

		The scent of her pussy was strong. He didn’t have to inhale at all. He could see a darkening of the thong over her crotch where her pussy was drooling. He kissed the silky material and pulled it aside, revealing her bright pink lips and smooth mons. After licking up her leaking amrita, he used his tongue to tickle her clit before sucking on the little organ.

		“Oh fuck yes,” she moaned. He glanced up and saw her shoving a hand inside her cami to pinch a nipple. Her ass wiggled on the counter as she approached orgasm.

		That only caused Oliver to suck harder. He would have slipped a finger up her ass if he could have gotten to it. Her fingers slipped through his hair, guiding him.

		“Fuck yes, make...me...fucking...cum!” She stifled the last word with gritted teeth and a heavy moan. Her thighs clamped around his head as she climaxed and nearly broke his neck as she bucked off the counter.

		“I needed that,” she told him as she stood up and rearranged her clothes. “Fuck. My underwear is too wet now.” Reaching for an open pack of bathroom paper towels, she ripped one out and wiped between her legs, removing her amrita and his saliva. “I can’t wear wet panties. Here. You take them.” Kenzie pulled them down her legs and tossed them in his face. Only then did she pull down her skirt and make herself presentable.

		Oliver grabbed a paper towel and dried his face. He didn’t know what to do with her thong so he stuffed them in his jacket pocket. She grabbed the used towel from him and tossed them in the trash next to the door.

		As she was about to leave, she said, “Wait a minute before following me.” Then she picked up a package of paper and unlocked the door.

		“Do you think people know we fucked in the supply room?”

		“Oh hell yes,” she said with a grin. “We’re not the only ones who use it for this.”

		At the end of the day Oliver considered going home to his apartment. He was exhausted and was considering a break, but he knew he couldn’t get the chastity cage off without a lot of effort and even then it might not come all the way off.

		With some trepidation, he went to Cammie’s house. He was mildly surprised to find Brett’s car there as well. He usually arrived home much later. 

		Cammie was in the living room, drinking a glass of wine and reading a book. The first words out of her mouth when he walked in were, “Show me Kenzie’s panties.”

		“What?”

		“She gave them to you, didn’t she?”

		He was so tired that it took Oliver a moment to remember they were in his jacket pocket. He extracted the scrap of fabric and tossed them on the couch next to Cammie. She lifted her chin and looked at the garment, but didn’t touch it. “How the hell did you know she gave them to me?”

		Rolling her eyes, Cammie said, “She told me, of course. Sometimes, Oliver, I wonder where your brains are.”

		“I’m very tired,” he explained.

		“I understand. Come upstairs and I’ll take off your cage.”

		He almost protested but the cage was starting to chafe and he wanted it off. He was still horny and could still vaguely smell Kenzie’s pussy on his fingers.

		Upstairs in the bedroom she picked up the key from her dresser.

		“You don’t keep it with you?” he asked.

		“Why would I? Take off your pants.” She paused. “And your shirt. I want you naked.” 

		He stripped for her.

		She sat at the end of the bed and removed his cage. It was a relief and he started to get hard the moment he was free. 

		Cammie didn’t let go of his balls when the cage was off. She started masturbating him. 

		“I love your cock,” she told him.

		“Uh-huh.” She was lulling him into a sexy hypnosis with her hand.

		“I want to have sex,” she told him.

		“Sure...”

		“I want to fuck your ass.”

		The words didn’t make sense to Oliver.

		“You want me to fuck your ass?” he asked her.

		She laughed at him. “No. You got it backwards. I want to fuck your ass. With my strapon. I want to peg you.”

		Her hand didn’t stop on his cock, but he was able to clear his head by not letting her actions be a distraction.

		“What? No!”

		“You loved it last time,” she reminded him as she started undressing. 

		“That doesn’t mean—”

		“And I promise this time it’ll be even better,” she interrupted him.

		He scoffed at her. “How could you possibly do that?”

		She was down to her bra and panties and strode over to the drawer where she kept her sex toys. “I’m going to have Brett suck your cock while I peg your ass.”

		“I don’t...” but Oliver didn’t have any objections to her plan. “Why are you doing this?” he asked her. “I thought you wanted me to be your bull. I thought you wanted me to fuck you all the time in front of your husband and humiliate him. That’s...not what we’re doing.”

		“I do want you to fuck me all the time. But I have seriously kinky needs. More important than you fucking me, is me humiliating Brett. He likes to be put in his place.” She smiled. “I like putting him in his place. Hell, half of what we do are ideas from him.”

		He didn’t expect that. “They are?”

		Smiling, Cammie didn’t answer. She focused on pulling up the strapon harness and adjusting it around her hips. Then she walked to the suite’s door and opened it, calling down the hall. “Honey? We’re ready for you.” She turned around and the dildo attached to the harness flopped around, hitting her thighs, but she walked with confidence back to where Oliver waited. 

		Cammie kissed him. He felt the dildo pressing against his leg. It felt wrong...but he sort of liked the wrongness of it.

		“Want me to suck your dick?” she asked him after coming down from her toes after the kiss.

		“Uh...sure...”

		Her hand wrapped around his cock as she knelt. “You’re already hard,” she observed before taking him in her mouth.

		Oliver closed his eyes and focused on what she was doing to him. Maybe if he could cum before Brett appeared, they would have to change plans.

		He couldn’t tell if Cammie was just teasing him with the blowjob or was trying to make him cum.

		It didn’t matter.

		“Sorry, sorry I’m late,” Brett said, hurrying into the room. “I had to get off a call.”

		He must have been working from his home office, Oliver thought. He opened his eyes and saw Brett walking in wearing just his pink cock cage. 

		“We’re just getting started, hon,” said Cammie, standing up. “Why don’t you take over for me? Don’t make Oliver cum yet, though. I want to peg his ass.”

		Strangely, Oliver found he didn’t want to object. They all got on the bed. Cammie pulled out the lube and together they prepared his ass and her girlcock while Brett fellated him.

		“More women should do this with their men,” she mused aloud as Oliver got on all fours with Brett under him and Cammie behind, getting ready to slip the dildo up his ass.

		“I love doing it with you, dear,” Brett said offhandedly as he took Oliver’s semi-hard cock into his mouth. If it had just been him and Oliver, they would have been in the classic 69 position, but Oliver knew that Cammie had placed her husband in the cuck fuck-licking position. He wasn’t sure for whose benefit that was. He could have leaned forward and taken Brett’s small cock in his mouth if not for the cage the older man still wore.

		But that minor problem was instantly gone the moment Cammie pressed the head of her girlcock against his asshole. Even though he wanted this, he tensed up.

		“Relax,” she murmured. “You want this.”

		He did want this. He knew he did. She had pegged him before and he had loved it. It would only be better with Brett sucking his cock.

		Carefully, steadily, Cammie eased her girlcock inside him. He groaned as he took the dildo, spreading his legs and arching his back. It was unnatural and he loved it. 

		“Go ahead, hon,” she said softly. 

		Brett parted his lips and accepted Oliver’s large cock into his mouth. Between the cock up his ass and Brett sucking on him, he quickly grew to full hardness. Brett opened his throat and allowed Oliver to go down his throat.

		Oliver barely felt it because he was so overwhelmed by Cammie’s cock. Getting fucked and sucked at the same time was the most intense sexual sensation he had ever experienced. He wanted to cum to fully experience it but at the same time he didn’t want to cum because he didn’t want this to end. 

		Cammie’s hands were on his hips, controlling him. He felt like he couldn’t move. He wanted to be used and forced to cum, but it felt like too much all at once.

		“You like my cock?” Cammie grunted at him as she started thrusting fast.

		“Uh-huh.”

		“You like having my cock up your ass?”

		“Fuck yeah...”

		“Do you want to fuck Brett’s ass or do you want more of my cock?”

		He didn’t want to answer questions. He just wanted to be fucked.

		“Fuck me,” he begged.

		“You want to fuck Brett’s ass, don’t you?”

		Oliver was right on the edge. He didn’t want to cum like this. Brett was eagerly sucking his cock and working his hand on the shaft and teasing his balls while Cammie was ramming his ass hitting him in the right spot.

		“Yeah...”

		She threw her head back and laughed. “Of course you do. You think you’re a bull, don’t you? But you like taking it up the ass.”

		Oliver came. He came hard. Cammie buried every inch of her girlcock into his ass. Brett sucked hard, draining every drop of cum from his balls. All Oliver could do was ejaculate over and over until he was empty, unable to think or speak or do anything.

		“Do you like cumming like a girl?” Cammie asking, still laughing and teasing.

		“That was fucking fantastic,” he panted. He started to pull back from Brett, but the other man just backed off and let Oliver’s cock slip from his lips.

		“You want to do it again, don’t you?”

		“Uh...not right now. I need a couple of minutes to recover.”

		Both Brett and Cammie chuckled. Cammie slipped the dildo from his ass and he felt a temporary moment of emptiness. It was a relief to not be stretched, but at the same time he wanted it back. 

		Once she had moved away, it was easy for Brett to slip from underneath Oliver. He headed straight to the bathroom, which Oliver found odd. 

		“Are you okay?” asked Cammie.

		“Fine. Why?”

		“Sometimes men feel...less masculine after getting pegged.”

		“We’ve done this before,” he reminded her.

		“Yeah, but not with Brett sucking your cock at the same time.”

		Brett emerged from the bathroom and just nodded at the two of them before leaving the suite.

		“Where’s he going?” asked Oliver.

		“Back to his room. It’s just you and me for the rest of the night.” She reached out and briefly fingered his soft cock. “If you can get it up again, you can fuck me. I want you to fuck me.”

		“Why?”

		“You’re my bull. I want a real man for a bull. But for me a real man is happy to have sex with other men as well.”

		“That must be a tall order,” he said pensively.

		“You’re the first one in a long time to play so willingly with Brett.”

		“Oh.”

		Oliver wasn’t sure how he felt about that. It didn’t matter. A few minutes later Cammie was sucking his cock, and then he was fucking her from behind, admiring the way her ass shook each time he thrusted into her and wondering if he should ask permission to fuck her tight asshole or just do it. He didn’t wonder for very long because she reached back between her legs, found his balls and caressed them causing him to cum.

		It was a good night.

		


		Chapter 22

		“So you’ve never had a serious boyfriend?”

		Kenzie had been nervous about meeting Cammie one-on-one. But it wasn’t just because of the private meeting. The restaurant that Cammie had chosen was much nicer than any Kenzie would ever consider entering. She tried to comport herself in a respectable manner even though they were talking about sex and the complicated sort of sex that Cammie liked and Kenzie was intrigued by.

		“Not really.” She had ordered a simple chicken dish for this lunch meeting. Even so, Kenzie was still worried about eating it correctly. She simply picked at it with her fork. “Longest relationship was back in college. Six months. It got...stifling. I’m so messed up in the head.”

		Cammie put a friendly hand over Kenzie’s. “Don’t think like that. But let’s look forward. Do you want Oliver as a long-term boyfriend...or more?”

		Kenzie was wary. “Isn’t he...yours?”

		Cammie was dismissive. “He’s just my bull. I’m more than willing to share.”

		Just saying the word bull made Kenzie nervous. She knew the relationship between Cammie and Oliver, but still, saying it out loud in public was going too far.

		“What about...your husband?”

		“Don’t worry about Brett. He can barely get hard unless he’s been wearing the cage for a week and he sees me fuck another man or I’m sitting on his face, letting him eat my creampie.”

		Kenzie blushed deeply.

		“Don’t be ashamed,” Cammie instructed her.

		“I’m more worried about what people are hearing.”

		Cammie glanced around. No one was looking. No one cared. “I don’t care,” she said firmly.

		“I need to be more like you.”

		“It would do you good, but would you prefer Oliver as a bull or a boyfriend?”

		“Can’t he be both?”

		Cammie looked stricken. Offended. If she was an old lady from the South, she would have clutched her pearls. “Certainly not. Choose one or the other. He’s good for either purpose. He’ll be very happy being a bull. He’ll be very happy being your boyfriend, but if you go the boyfriend route, I’d strongly suggest that you put him in a chastity cage right away. You need to put him in his place.”

		“He already wears a cage.”

		“Occasionally. When I put it on him. But that’s for fun. You need to make a decision,” Cammie insisted.

		“Why?”

		“Because I need a good and proper bull. I don’t mind sharing him, but if you’re going the boyfriend route with him, I’m not keeping him as a bull. I’ll have to find a new one. If you want to share him as a bull...” Cammie shivered with delight. “That could be a lot of fun. But we need to make an agreement. So which is it, boyfriend or bull? And if you’re going to make him your boyfriend...you need to put a cage on him right away.”

		“But...why?”

		Cammie dramatically rolled her eyes. “Because men are pigs. Men are dogs. Men will fuck anything with a hole in it. As long as you realize that, it’s fine. But I prefer my men under my control, my husband and my bulls. That’s why the cage. It’s a modern feminist philosophy I’ve adopted. He’ll be happier in a cage if you want him as a boyfriend, trust me.”

		“This seems a little...rude to make this decision for him,” Kenzie said warily.

		Cammie scoffed at her. “Trust me. It’s not. As long as they get to fuck on a regular basis, men don’t care—for the most part—about who or what they’re fucking.” She finished the last of the drink in front of her.

		“So what’s it going to be, Kenzie? Do you want Oliver as your boyfriend? And I have a very nice cage in my purse,” she patted the satchel at her side, “that will fit him perfectly. Or do you want Oliver as your bull? We can leave him uncaged for the most part. We’ll both fuck him when we want. I have another cage in my purse that has two keys, one for you and one for me.”

		Kenzie couldn’t answer her.

		Cammie waited an appropriate amount of time before making the decision for her. “Fine. He can be your boyfriend and—”

		“I don’t want that!” Kenzie blurted out.

		Cammie smiled. “So much the better. Let’s talk details...”

		


		Chapter 23

		“This is Sam, the guy I’ve been seeing,” said Kenzie, introducing the almost bland man to the small group that had gathered at the local bar after work. Sam had come up to the table causing Kenzie to jump up with delight.

		Oliver sat there, stunned. He said all the right things at the right time, but while he didn’t consider himself Kenzie’s boyfriend, he had no idea she was seeing someone else. He supposed that made some sense. Between fucking Cammie every day and night with the occasional inclusion of Brett in the mix, he hadn’t had much time at all to consider Kenzie at all. 

		Cammie had stopped making him wear the chastity cage to work. That was a bit of a relief, but he was disappointed that not even once in the past two weeks had he and Kenzie even discussed a hookup. Sam was the explanation of that.

		He sipped the beer in his hand and barely followed the conversation around him. His phone buzzed in his pocket.

		Kenzie: Don’t worry, his cock isn’t as big and beautiful as yours.

		Oliver looked at the message, carefully angling it away so no one could read over his shoulder. He typed out a response.

		Oliver: How long have you been fucking him?

		He saw her phone flash with a message alert, but Kenzie didn’t respond to it at all. She left it down on the table in front of them all. The conversation whirled around him. He stayed quiet for a few minutes and then politely took his leave of the group.

		Driving to Cammie’s he took too many risks around corners and was too heavy on the gas. He didn’t care. He walked into the house like he owned it—he had been living there for too long—and found Cammie in her office nook, talking on the phone. 

		She held up a finger, indicating he should wait for a moment.

		He ignored her, stepped around the desk and made her stand up while she was still talking. Her face vacillated between annoyed and amused.

		It went straight to annoyed when he pulled up her skirt. Before she could mute the call and object, he bent her over the desk, turning her around in the process.

		“I’m sorry, Ira, I need to wrap this up,” she said into the phone.

		“Keep talking,” Oliver whispered into her other ear as he yanked down her panties. By Cammie’s standards they were very modest, pale blue and silky, but full coverage. He only pulled them off one ankle, leaving them tangled around her other foot while he got out his already hard cock. He was glad she was no longer caging him.

		Ira was saying some muffled words that Oliver couldn’t make out. Using his foot, he pushed apart Cammie’s legs and shoved his cock into her pussy. It was surprisingly wet considering there had been no foreplay.

		She grunted when he entered her and dropped the phone onto the desk. 

		“Are you okay?” Ira’s voice was tinny.

		“Yes,” Cammie half-moaned “No. Not really. I’m having some...stomach problems.”

		“Let me let you go,” Ira half-laughed. “Sorry about that.” The call disconnected.

		Oliver grabbed Cammie’s hips and started fucking her in earnest.

		“Don’t fucking do that when I’m on the phone,” Cammie said.

		“You fucking love it.”

		“Don’t make me cage you again.”

		He started fucking her faster. He was upset and jealous about Sam. He wanted to cum to calm down and center himself. He wanted to show Cammie he was a man. “Kenzie is fucking some asshole,” he grunted.

		“I know.”

		Oliver paused in his thrusts. “What? You fucking knew?”

		“She told me. She still wants to fuck you occasionally.” Cammie moaned and rubbed her clit. She was close to cumming. She grinned. “I gave her a cage to put on Sam. I...I told her that...that she needed to bring it up soon.”

		“What’s wrong with you?” he grunted and slammed his cock into her repeatedly.

		She grinned and moaned. “Nothing. Just turning you into a good bull.”

		Oliver grunted and came in her. She moaned and rubbed her clit harder climaxing a moment later. 

		“Boyfriends get cages, bulls get pussies,” she told him.

		“I want you to sit on your husband’s face the moment he gets him,” Oliver ordered as he withdrew his cock. “Pull up your panties.”

		She did so and turned around to sit on her leather office chair, her face flushed, her forehead sweaty, her pussy well-used and full of cum. “What are you so upset over? You didn’t want her as a girlfriend, did you?”

		His face darkened. “No.”

		“Trust me, Oliver. I know men. You’re a bull. Not a boyfriend. You’ll be happier fucking a different woman every week than you will be in cage, literal and metaphorical, if you had a girlfriend. Or worse, a wife.”

		“You’re a wife,” he pointed out.

		“And I’m married to a cuck, not a bull. But I’m lucky. I didn’t know what I wanted in my life before my husband’s dick went limp and I went looking for what I needed.”

		Oliver frowned, but nodded.

		“Meet me in the supply room?” Kenzie asked quietly as she sat down in the chair next to his desk.

		Oliver frowned at her. “You want me to fuck you?”

		She smiled and lifted her chin. “Yes. Of course. I’ll blow you if you want.”

		“What does your boyfriend think of you fucking other men?” he asked archly.

		“He doesn’t know I fuck other men yet. He’s going to find out tonight...if you fuck me. I need to go to his place full of your cum.”

		That was not the answer Oliver had been expecting. “You think it’s a good idea to just...spring this on him?”

		“I don’t want a boyfriend who isn’t okay with me fucking my favorite bull.” She extended her hand and covered his, giving his fingers a quick squeeze before withdrawing them and assuming a more appropriate pose for the office. 

		Shaking his head, Oliver said, “Assuming I do you this favor...how exactly are you going to tell him?”

		Despite his better judgement, he wanted to know what she was planning.

		“Well, he asked me over, of course. And I asked why and he said he wanted to have sex with me. So we’ve planned a sex date.”

		“Are you just going to stroll in, give him a kiss, and say, ‘Hey, Sam, just to let you know. I fucked a guy at work today. You’re getting sloppy seconds. That okay with you?’”

		“You make it sound so sordid.”

		“That’s because it is.”

		“I was thinking I’d tell him the moment after he gets my panties off and is about to eat me out. What do you think?” Her lips were pursed and she was leaning in.

		“I think that you don’t want to keep him as a boyfriend. I think you’re trying to get rid of him.

		Kenzie’s brow furrowed and she frowned. A second later her arm snaked out and reached down between his legs. Oliver’s desk hid most of what she was doing from the rest of the office. Most of it. Not all. 

		But Oliver didn’t move as she groped his cock through his pants.

		“You’re hard,” she commented.

		“Maybe I’m wearing a chastity cage,” he countered.

		“Then you’ll only be able to eat my pussy in the supply room. Be there at four sharp. I leave work at 4:30. My date with Sam is at five. Don’t be late.”

		She let go of his cock and walked away. 

		Oliver hated himself so much that he couldn’t stop staring at her ass. The pants she was wearing were tight. He couldn’t see any panty lines.

		He knew he was going to fuck her.

		“How did your date go last night?” Oliver arrived at the office later than usual. He managed to corner Kenzie at her desk, slipping up and surprising her.

		She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye and said, “Not here. Not now.”

		“Definitely here. Definitely now.” He kept his voice even and somewhat muted. “I can speak a lot louder if you want. Or if you don’t want.”

		Kenzie said nothing for a moment, but worried her lower lip with her upper teeth. 

		“Did you tell your boyfriend you fucked me yesterday?” Oliver’s voice was just a bit louder. 

		Kenzie nervously glanced around. No one was watching them. Yet.

		She actually flushed red before answering. “Yes,” she said so softly he barely heard her.

		“And?” Oliver prompted her. His cock was hard in his pants. He shifted in the chair, trying to make room for his growing erection.

		“He didn’t believe me.”

		Oliver snickered and then saw she wasn’t joking. “You’re serious.”

		“Yes.”

		“Did he go down on you?” Oliver asked eagerly. “Did he eat my cum out of your cunt?”

		Now Kenzie blushed bright red. This wasn’t like her. Oliver liked the response. 

		“Yes...but he doesn’t know. He doesn’t believe that I...”

		“He doesn’t want to think that sweet, pretty Kenzie is actually a slut of the highest order,” Oliver helpfully supplied. 

		“Maybe.” 

		“What did you actually tell him?” 

		Heaving a sigh, Kenzie said, “I told him that I fucked a guy at work in the supply room and it made me feel so guilty that I had to fuck him to make up for it.”

		“And what did he say?” Oliver prompted.

		“He laughed and said he didn’t believe me.”

		“Uh-huh and then?”

		“Then he kissed me and he said that me pretending to be a slut made him hot.” She paused. “We had sex.”

		Oliver tilted his head to the side. “Did he go down on you?”

		“Yes...”

		“Did you tell him he was eating my cum?”

		“Yes...”

		Oliver sniggered. “He’s a cuck. He’s a cuck and he doesn’t know it.”

		“Don’t talk about him like that.”

		“Why not? It’s true.”

		She started to say, it wasn’t, but she knew it was. How had she so easily found a boyfriend who was a cuck? 

		“If I push the issue...my relationship with him is going to end before it starts.”

		“So? Don’t you want a cuck and a bull?” he asked, leaning back in total confidence. “Isn’t that that Cammie has told you to do?”

		Once more Kenzie bit her lip. She pretended to look at the information on her computer screen but she wasn’t seeing anything. 

		“Yes,” she said softly.

		“Is that what you want?” Oliver knew what he wanted.

		“Where did you get all of this stuff?” Sam asked as she finished tightening the straps around his wrists. The chair he was sitting in was sturdy and heavy. It had been given to her by Cammie. She angled it perfectly toward the bed. Sam was restrained with the borrowed bondage equipment: wrists and ankles were held in place to the chair like the piece of furniture had been designed exactly for the function of keeping someone perfectly restrained, because that’s what it had been designed for. 

		There was even a thick belt that went around his waist for extra security.

		She left the ball gag in the bag with the other items borrowed from Cammie. 

		“From a friend,” Kenzie said. “Now you be quiet. I’m going to strip for you and then...”

		“I can’t wait.”

		Kenzie was not a hundred percent comfortable dancing in front of Sam. After putting on loud music and closing her eyes she readied herself. She felt awkward and self-conscious. But it was easier to kick off her shoes, unbutton her shirt, and unzip her skirt than she had anticipated. When she was down to her underwear is when the wheels fell off.

		“Take it off, hot mama,” Sam said, half encouraging her and half teasing her.

		She stopped moving and frowned. “I guess I’ll have to use this.”

		Picking up the ball gag she told him to open his mouth. 

		“You’re kidding.”

		“No. Open.”

		With a partial shrug he did so. She shoved the red ball into his mouth and buckled the leather strap behind his head. Now he couldn’t talk.

		“Stay quiet.”

		She danced for a bit more but left on her dark red bra and panties. Sam watched her closely. Moving to the bed she put one knee on the mattress and slipped the fingers to one hand just inside her panties, barely reaching her clit. It was too tempting. She went lower and rubbed for a bit. A moan escaped her lips.

		Sam nodded eagerly and tried to say something around the ball. It was just a mumble.

		“I thought I told you to stay silent,” she told him. “I was going to masturbate for you. Men like watching girls play with their pussies, don’t they?”

		Sam nodded eagerly.

		“But now...I have something else for you. I’ll be right back.”

		Kenzie exited the bedroom, leaving Sam alone. He was confused. Obviously Kenzie had something planned, but he couldn’t imagine what. He just wanted to see her get herself off and then get released so he could fuck her.

		A few minutes later his eyes went wide when Kenzie returned to the bedroom. She was still in her bra and panties, but she was dragging another man behind her.

		“Sam, you remember Oliver. You met him at the bar. He’s the one who fucked me and you didn’t believe me.”

		Same desperately tried to say something around his gag.

		“Don’t talk. You get to watch. After I’m done with Oliver...well, we’ll see what happens. You like watching porn, don’t you, Sam?”

		He didn’t know what to do.

		“Just nod, Sam,” said Kenzie. “I don’t want to fuck a man who doesn’t enjoy porn.”

		Sam nodded and wondered what the fuck was going on. How had this happened?

		“Good. I’m going to suck Oliver’s cock and then we’re going to fuck and maybe I’ll give you a handjob afterwards. If you are good. You like watching other people fuck, right?”

		Same slowly nodded, not knowing what else to do.

		Oliver had remained silent. He kept his eyes on Kenzie. It was easier that way.

		She went down on her knees and opened Oliver’s pants. When his cock popped out he was already erect. 

		“His cock is bigger than yours, Sam. Size isn’t everything, but yours...well.” She put Oliver’s cock in her mouth and sucked him for a minute

		Sam moaned behind his gag.

		After the minute, Oliver was fully erect. Kenzie stood up and unceremoniously took off her bra and pulled down her panties as Oliver undressed. Before she got in bed with Oliver, she went over to the bag of borrowed items from Cammie. She pulled out a rather small cock cage and put it on the stand next to the chair. 

		“This is a chastity cage,” she explained and gave Sam a kiss on the forehead. “After Oliver I and fuck...well, I did promise you a handy. After that...I’ll put the cage on your cock. You’ll like it. Trust me. You’re a cuck, aren’t you Sam? You like watching other men fuck women. You like your girlfriends cheating on you, don’t you?”

		Sam was drooling around his gag. Little tears formed in the corners of his eyes. 

		He nodded.

		“Good boy.”

		END
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