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Feeding Our Best Man




“Fuck! I forgot to get Connor a best man’s gift,” my fiancé, Tucker, grunts. He slams his razor on the bathroom counter and looks around the door frame at me. “I knew I was forgetting something.” 

“Nothing? Not a flask or engraved beer mug?”

“Don’t bust my chops. I forgot. This wedding shit is stressful.”

I give him a look that could melt butter. Even under a face full of shaving cream, I can see the red creep into his cheeks. “I mean,” he stutters, “I know it’s stressful for you the most. I’m sorry, Annie. I just forgot.”

“Well, the rehearsal dinner starts in hour. What the hell are we going to do? I have nice purses and pearl earrings in the pockets for my wedding party. You got flasks for the groomsmen. Why didn’t you just get him a flask?”

“I meant to get him something extra special but forgot,” he says, shrugging his shoulders. 

His face is red with panic that he has nothing to give his best friend at the rehearsal. He lifts his hands to run his fingers through his dark brown hair but stops himself at the last minute. Maybe he doesn’t want to mess up his hair. Fat chance of him looking bad for anything. He’s clean shaven, dark-haired, blue-eyed and has a set of abs you could wash your clothes on.

“What do you want to do? Do we get him a nice gift card or something really fast? Is there something you know he wants?”

He snort laughs and wipes the last bit of shaving cream off his chin. “I’m pretty sure that wouldn’t be on the table,” he mumbles.

“What are you talking about? What do you know of that he wants?”

“Nothing. Forget it,” he smiles.

“Spill,” I say, coming into the bathroom and adjusting my long, brown hair into a bun at the nape of my neck. A few tendrils poke out around my face, and I swipe mascara over my already long lashes.

“It’s an inside joke between guys.”

“Enlighten me.”

He rinses off the razor he slammed on the tile and looks at me. “We were just kind of playing around at the bachelor party, and something was mentioned.”

“I don’t want to know, do I?”

“You probably don’t want to know that Connor thinks you’re smoking hot and would fuck you in a pinch.”

“How does that relate to you not getting him a gift?”

He raises his eyebrows and turns to me with his lips formed into a wry smile. “What if I let him fuck you for a gift?”

I laugh and nudge his arm, and he playfully catches my hand before pulling me in for a kiss. His lips are loving, warm, and something I’m used to. Comfortable and routine.

“It would be fun to watch you fuck another guy,” he whispers into my ear, his breath blowing against my lobe.

“Are you into that?” I ask, pulling back and looking him in the eyes. “You’re not joking, are you?”

Tucker shrugs. “We’re going to be married tomorrow. That’s, like, forever and stuff. Are you telling me you want just this one dick for the rest of your life?” he asks, cupping himself and winking. 

“That’s kind of why I agreed to marry you, but keep talking because I’m intrigued.”

His cocky smile falls, and his face is serious. “Would you let me watch you with another guy if I told you it turned me on?”

“How would they handle the…you know?” I ask, gesturing at my boobs. 

I induced lactation a few months ago because I read that it spices up relationships. It sure spiced up ours. I’m still in the early stages of induction and only get about half an ounce out of each breast, but it’s enough for Tucker to enjoy every now and then, and it’s so relaxing to feel his head under my chin and his lips on my nipples. I’m not feeding someone to keep them alive, so that half an ounce is perfect for us. Knowing he’s drinking from me is powerful. It’s almost as powerful as when you suck a guy’s dick so good that he says he loves you for the first time.

Tucker also adores my fuller C-cup breasts.

“I may have mentioned that you induced awhile back.”

“Tucker, that’s between us!”

“I know. I’m sorry. It came up in a conversation about big boobs.”

“Inducing lactation doesn’t just come up,” I say, hitting his hip with my own. 

He kisses my cheek again and wraps his arms around me. He lifts my chin with his index finger. “If I ask him to come home with us tonight, would you be interested?”

I bite my lip, but I don’t look away from his eyes. Why should I? If my soon-to-be husband feels comfortable enough to offer and tell me he likes the idea of me fucking another guy, who am I to judge?


      ***“I’m stuffed,” Connor groans, wadding up his napkin and dropping onto his empty plate. “That was an amazing rehearsal dinner.”

“Want some more coffee?” I ask, waving the waitress over.

Our friends and family are mostly gone. Dessert plates with half-eaten pie slices litter the table, and coffee cups with only dregs at the bottom are picked up by the catering staff. Connor is always a night owl, so I’m not surprised that he’s one of the last to leave. 

“If I drink more coffee, I won’t sleep tonight. I have to be my best for someone’s wedding tomorrow. You two should be getting back and trying to get a good night’s sleep. Are you sleeping in the same place tonight?”

“We are,” Connor says, “I don’t see the point of one of us getting a hotel room. We’ve slept together in the same bed for two years. No use not using our home tonight. The wedding is expensive enough without throwing an extra hotel room into the mix.”

He nods and smiles, and his smile is perfectly white and straight. He runs his hand through his brown curls that are longer than what most men wear. He looks like a rogue surfer that stepped into a suit and tie for our rehearsal dinner. He swims a lot and has the tan skin and general look of someone that visits the beach regularly. 









