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Feeding His Friends




“Holy shit, that’s a lot of milk,” my boyfriend grunts as I double over the sink and squeeze the milk out of my breasts. 

“What did you expect? A trickle?”

“I didn’t expect it would be streams and streams of it. You look like a cow,” he says, and I nail him with a stern look. “Um, I mean like…when they milk them. Not weight wise.”

That better be what he means. After all, I’m doing this for him.

It all started a few months ago when we read an article in a women’s magazine about adult nursing or breastfeeding relationships and how they help couples connect. The writer interviewed several couples that all raved about how the couples enjoy their nursing time with each other. 

Neither my boyfriend, Keith, nor I want to have children, so lactation wasn’t on our radar. But the more I thought about it, the more it sounded exciting. Even sexual. 

On a whim, I bought a breast pump. The next day, I called my doctor and straight lied to her. I told her that Keith and I were expecting to adopt a child and told her that I wanted to breastfeed the child when we got him or her. I felt terrible lying, but I felt less terrible when I got the hormone therapy to start the process of inducing lactation. I followed those directions from her perfectly and started pumping my breasts when the timing was correct. 

At first, I pumped a couple of times a day, building up to ten minutes several times a day. Finally, after weeks of pumping, drops leaked from my breast into the pump, and then the fun with Keith started. 

Keith was hesitant at first. But he then got to taste a couple of drops after I taught him how to do a good latch. He’s been hooked on it ever since then, nursing in the morning before we both go to work, meeting me on my lunch hour and nursing after dinner and before bed. Sometimes, he drinks from me when we fuck. Other times, he just opens my shirt while watching TV or snuggling at night. It’s been pretty on demand lately. Thankfully, we work close, so we can meet in his car at lunchtime. 

I rather like the lunch hours we spend together in the backseat of his car parked in a desolate corner of his company’s parking garage. My eyes and ears are always looking and listening for people around, so I wouldn’t call it relaxing, but he gets time to decompress from his stressful job as an investment banker for a few minutes. He nurses, and I run my hands through his dark hair, his brown eyes looking up at me like I’m a goddess as he drinks from me. 

We’ve been together for two years, and I’ve honestly never felt as close to someone like I feel close to him when I nurse him. There’s no pressure to make a certain amount either. No baby to feed. He drinks what he wants from a breast, we close up shop until next session, and he drinks from the other side. We have it down to a science. 

“I didn’t mean the cow comment, Lara,” he says, jolting me out of my thoughts. “I just meant that the streams of milk look like what they get from cow’s milk. I’ll shut up now.”

“It’s fine,” I say, coming over to him and smoothing his hair back from his face, seeing his tiny crow’s feet starting on his early thirties face. “I get it. It’s definitely weird, huh?”

“I’m so proud of you, though.”

“Proud of me?”

“You worked hard for this. You work hard for our relationship, trying to nurture it. You give a lot to me, and sometimes I don’t think I give you enough in return.”

“Do you mean like sexual giving?” I ask with a coy smile.

“Anything you want,” he says with a grin. “What’s your fantasy?”

I tap my chin for a few moments and ponder if I should really tell him. Should a woman tell her boyfriend or partner that she wants threesomes with other men involved or just a flat-out gang bang?

Oh, what the hell? You only live once, right?

“I want to have a threesome with you and another guy,” I blurt, not even caring about the consequences. We should be past embarrassment about our sexual fantasies at this point. Hell, I’ve turned into a human cow for our sex life even if I don’t have regrets about it.

Keith steps back a little like I slapped him. This must come as a total shock to him. I’ve never hinted that I’d want someone else in our bed. “Um, did you have someone in mind?”

“If you’re asking if I fantasize about a certain guy, the answer is no. There’s nobody I rub myself to, if that’s what you’re thinking.”

He nods like he’s not sure if he really believes me. Shit, did I make him think he’s not who I think about when we fuck? 

“Keith, I love our sex life. I-I just a-always had a fantasy about being on a spit with two guys,” I stutter and wrinkle my nose. I can’t believe I’m telling him this. 

“Is that right?” he asks in a husky voice, coming toward me until his chest is in my face, and I can feel his breath on the top of my head. 

“Are you turned on by that?”

“Maybe a little bit,” he whispers next to my jaw, slowly kissing me near my ear. Chills shoot down my back with the idea that he’s actually hot for this. “If I had a guy in mind, would that freak you out?”

“Who exactly were you thinking about?”

Keith picks me up a little, and I wrap my legs around his waist. Before I can protest the fact that both of us will be late for work, he walks to our bed and lays me back on it as he gently places my head above my head, holding me in place while he unzips his pants. “Mmm,” he hums as he pushes his pants down so that his cock springs out fully erect and ready for action. 

He loops a finger into my panties and pulls them to the side, not even pulling them off. I guess that would require too much time. Sliding his cock into my wet pussy, Keith moves his head back like he’s in ecstasy before he leans forward so that he can talk next to my ear. “What if I let my boss have his way with my girl?”

“Carter?” I ask as Keith starts to pump his cock into me, swiveling his hips every so often to open me more for his huge cock. “You want to fuck me with Carter?”

“Why not?” he asks, nipping my ear and fucking me harder. “I’m hot as fuck thinking about these lips around my boss’s dick while I pound you from behind. I’d even let him drink from you. Would you like that?”

The thought of both men drinking from my breasts causes my pussy to get even wetter than it is with Keith’s cock in it. Carter is hot as fuck. He’s a little older, divorced, but he’s still in great shape with a lean runner’s body and tousled dark hair very similar to Keith’s own hair. The only difference is that Carter has a smatter of stubble and a few stray gray hairs. 

“I think you could even get me that pay raise I’ve been wanting,” he says as he playfully slaps my hip, causing me to giggle. 

Keith increases his thrusting so that I know he’s close. His thumb comes down to my clit and circles it while his other hand opens my bra. 

Dipping his head to my nipple, he latches and sucks from me as he rubs my engorged clit and fucks me. There’s not much milk left since I squeezed some out by hand, but I’m incredibly aroused and near orgasm. For some reason, that always makes me let down. The sensation of being fucked, rubbed, and fed from is too much to bear. 

Electric heat moves up and down my torso until I’m trembling with just the impending orgasm. “Yeah,” Keith moans around my nipple. “I’d love to see my boss’s dick wet from my girl’s pussy.”

I gasp at his words because they almost seem too dirty to even fathom. “You’d actually like that?”

He takes his mouth off of my nipple, and I give a groan because I instantly miss his wet mouth on me. “I’d love to see the reserved Carter that’s so business-like and stuffy at work moan for you while I fuck your pretty mouth. Would you like that?”

“Fuck, yes,” I whisper and move his mouth back to my breast. 

As soon as he flicks his tongue over my nipple as he latches, my back comes off of the bed. He moves his thumb faster over my clit and bucks into my pussy harder, chasing his own orgasm even as mine starts. I feel my sock-covered toes curl into the mattress as he pounds me, taking my nipple out of his mouth so that he can moan my name over and over as he hammers me. 

It only takes me a few more seconds before that familiar feeling of intense pleasure moves from my stomach right into my clit and pussy area. I tremble and buck into Keith’s hand and dick until I’m bucking so hard that I’m fucking him more than he’s fucking me. 

Moans escape my lips, and I move my head from side-to-side as I groan Keith’s name. A second after my last moan, Keith empties his dick into my pussy as he cream pies me. His wetness coats my pussy, and he gives me a naughty look as he pulls out and watches his come seep from my pussy. “That’s my girl,” he mumbles before giving me one last kiss on my stomach. 

I grab a tissue off of our night table and wipe myself before I get up and adjust my panties back into position. “Was that just talk?” I ask as Keith comes out of the bathroom where he cleaned up before tying a tie around his neck. 

“About Carter fucking you?”

I nod and take the tie out of his hands and help him tie it so that it’s straighter. 

Keith leans in and whispers in my ear again. “I’ll order some nice catering for this weekend and invite the boss for dinner. Let’s see what Carter thinks about the idea?” he says with a wink, walking out of the room and shutting the door. 


      ***“This is delicious, Lara,” Carter says, blowing on the mushroom bisque in front of him as steam rolls up from the bowl. “Did you make this?”

Keith snorts next to me and throws his napkin on the table. “You should ask me. I’m the cook in the house. Lara has trouble with toast.”

I shrug my shoulders because it’s true. I’m not a cook and never said I was. It’s just not my gift. 

“Don’t worry about Keith. He doesn’t starve,” I say, giving him a coy look and winking. I know he gets the gist of my joke when he looks at my tits and licks his lips. 

“Did I miss a joke?” Carter asks with a confused smile on his face. 

I shrug at Keith like I don’t care if he tells Carter our business. In fact, someone needs to broach sex or the idea of sex so we can ascertain if Carter’s interested in joining us in bed tonight. 

“Well, keep this between us, but Lara recently induced lactation to spice up our sex life.”

Carter sputters soup out of his mouth and nose, sending Keith and me into fits of giggles. “Sorry if that startled you.”

Carter takes the napkin off of his lap and wipes his mouth with it. “I was not expecting that,” he chuckles. 

We eat in silence for a few minutes except for one of us asking someone to pass the rolls or the salad. It seems like our attempt at getting Carter out of his shell has fallen flat. When Carter bends down to pick up a dropped spoon, I shrug at Keith, and I can see the disappointment on his face. 

“So how does that work exactly?” Carter asks, sitting up in his seat. 

“With what?” I ask. 

“You…” he motions to my breasts and then back to Keith. “How does it work with the milk? Shit, this is coming out all wrong.”

“It’s fine, Carter. I used hormone therapy and pumping to get it going. Now, we just kind of do it all the time. It’s comforting, and it’s really brought us closer together.”

“Does it taste good? Sorry if that’s personal. I’m kind of fascinated by this.”

“It tastes like slightly sweetened skim milk,” Keith replies. I cock my head to the side because I don’t think I’ve ever even asked if he enjoyed the taste. Interesting. 

We all take a few more bites of food. “Would you like to try it?” Keith asks, and Carter jerks his head up from his soup. 

“W-what?”

“Would you like to try it? Hell, it’d be perfect. We have cookies for dessert, so you could have milk and cookies.”

We all burst into laughter at Keith’s joke, and Carter’s face reddens from either the laughter or embarrassment that he was just asked to nurse his employee’s girlfriend. He looks around the room like he’s avoiding our eyes as we wait for his answer. However, I can tell he likes the idea because he licks his lips like he’s getting ready to taste something good. 

He doesn’t respond, and we don’t push it. We finish our meal and take our wine to the living room where Keith and I plop down on our old sofa and give Carter the chaise lounge. “Does anyone need more wine?” Keith asks when he realizes that I’m almost empty. 

“I do,” I say, handing him my glass. “You’ll need to open another bottle. There’s some in the wine fridge.”

“Be back in a few minutes,” he whispers, winking at me. 









