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Milk Tasting Club

By S. Randy

 


 


Jane and her husband Steve were enjoying Jane's forced lactation so
much that Steve brought over a friend one night to share in the
joy. Little did they know that this friend had access to a secret
Milk Tasting Club!
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Jane's breasts were full with milk.

She didn’t expect to have so much milk
production; she didn’t know what to expect, never having been milky
before. But she was glad she had an abundance of milk.

So was her husband Steve.

He took a great interest in her milky
breasts, as soon as they started to swell and milk droplets began
to leak out of them. Jane needed her tits to be milked out
completely at night, as there was the discomfort that having full
tits would bring her. It didn’t happen often, but every once in a
while, when Steve was too busy to drain the “milk bags” as they
liked to call them, Jane felt an aching in her tits that only
getting all of the milk out could provide.

Then, things took a new turn one night.

Steve walked into the bedroom with a coffee
travel mug and opened the lid.

“What’s that for?” Jane asked, naively, about
to find out the answer that she was not expecting.

Steve smiled big. “You know I love the taste
of your breast milk.” It was true, he had been complimenting her on
it ever since he started to suckle on her.

“Yes, I had gotten that impression,” she
said, smiling. “All that moaning you do when you drink my
milk.”

“Mmm, yeah, I can’t help it, it’s just so
delicious! Well, what I was thinking was, not to drink it all in
one go, but to put a little here into my coffee mug, so I have some
when I go to work to have with my coffee there. What do you think?
Is that too weird?” He looked at her shyly, not knowing what she
was going to say.

She looked at him, thinking it over for a
moment. “No, I don’t think it’s too weird. I think it’s just
charming, actually, that you like my milk so much you’d do that.”
She opened up her arms to him and drew him near.

“Oh, really? Thanks! I was hoping you’d feel
that way.”

She opened up the robe she was wearing,
exposing her full, big, naked breasts full of milk. “Mmm,” said
Steve, putting his mouth over one of the swollen nipples.

“Oh, yeah, suck me good,” she whispered, as
she held onto the back of his hair, pushing his head down on her.
Her other hand drifted down to her pussy, which was wet and aching
to be filled. She put a finger in, then started to moan. “After you
empty my tits, you can fill my pussy with your cum. Deal?”
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