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“Alright, here comes another.” Narrowing my gaze, I consider the woman’s ankle-length floral dress, and the way it covers nearly every square inch of her body, less her feet, hands and face.

“Hmm. I’m gonna say closed door, pinky holding, shoulder grazing.”

I plunk another soggy french fry into the ketchup smeared along the yellow wax paper, and stuff it into my mouth. As the Little House on the Prairie looking woman pulls open the door to the bookshop, she steps aside, letting another customer out.

She’s got a bag on her arm, heavy books causing the thin plastic to stretch. I keep my eyes away from the contents and on her. She’s wearing faded blue jeans, cropped above the ankle, and a fitted white tank top. Dark hair waves around her shoulders, and when she smiles at the woman holding the door open, I decide.

“Contemporary closed door.” I glance across the cab at Hoover, who is silent, because he’s a vacuum. I’m not delusional. I realize vacuums can’t talk. They don’t do anything but sit there or, when turned on, suck.

Now you know why I love Hoover so much.

He’s the best kind of man.

He always listens.

He’s very agreeable.

He helps me at work.

He’s a good cleaner.

He doesn’t complain.

And God can he suck.

“The shiny hair,” I tell him, “that kind of shine screams hair mask, and you know what hair masks go good with? Contemporary meets baseball.” I wash my bite down. “And college. College for sure.”

Another bite of fries and a sip of Diet Coke. “Only two today, Herb. Probably slow all day, which means we won’t have too much to do.” My pulse skips knowing how the easy cleaning nights go.

The less time we have to work, the more time we get together.

I wipe my hands on the grease-stained brown napkin and toss it into the empty fast food bag. “It’s been a few weeks since we’ve had any really long sessions, Herb,” I tell him, as if he doesn’t know.

I mean… he doesn’t because he is a vacuum whom I named Herb because I have totally given up on reality.

Can you blame me? Has anyone else noticed that reality fucking bites?

Finding a good looking guy who isn’t pretentious as fuck is a feat. But finding a good looking, non-pretentious open-minded man who is into what I’m into? Impossible.

I’ve been laughed at, teased, swiped on, and ghosted one time too many. I’m done dating. I’ve accepted that at age twenty-two, I am in a long term relationship with a wet/dry vac.

You know what?

I’m fucking fine with it.

Collecting my man in my arms, I kick the back of the van closed after grabbing my cleaning caddy. Curving the side of the brick building, we head into the alley and enter the DNF Bookshop through the back.

DNF bookstore.

When they hired me to clean their shop at night, I was excited to have a long-term gig for my cleaning business. And I love the idea of the shop— for every book that isn’t for you and you did not finish, bring it to the Did Not Finish shop in Salem where you can swap your book for a new one. Why? Because one person’s dislike is someone’s main squeeze.

Their motto is a metaphor for my love life, and while I didn’t want to work nights, I couldn’t say no to something that made so much sense to me.

“I’ll go check our section, babe,” I tell Herb as I drop him on the floor in the stock room, my nose wrinkling at the first scent of spines and worn pages; I love the smell of endless stories.

While I wait for the last of the customers to leave, I go say hello to Story and head to the lactophilia section in the shop.

Expecting to see everything in the same place it always is, I gasp when I notice a single book is gone.

Not just any book.

The book.

The book you read when you’re discovering you like milk, and not out of the carton.

I can’t wait to tell Herb.

There’s another one of us in Salem, finally.
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It’s kind of a dumb game, I admit, but it helps me get the courage to go inside. If I imagine each person going into the DNF bookstore having a strange kink the way I do, it makes me feel less alone.

I know what I want is strange. I knew it before I lost my virginity even. When I’d finally got the courage to ask my first and only girlfriend if she would be willing to explore the things I wanted and craved, she laughed. Then she called me a gross mama’s boy.

The worst part of her reaction? It was everything I was afraid of, all the things I’d dreaded. Not only was she not into it, but she was no longer into me for liking it.

And I got called a mama’s boy.

She was wrong there, though. I want what I want and like what I like based on one thing: how hard it makes me cum.

The first time I masturbated to my fantasy, I came like a geyser. Not just any geyser. I’m talking Norris Geyser Basin levels of shooting. Okay, maybe not 300 feet, but you get the idea.

I came hard.

Obviously, the next logical step is engaging in the kink rather than just jerking off to it.

And since I have been rather unlucky in finding a woman into it, I’ve resorted to cringe-worthy lengths to simulate it.

Unrelated, I buy a lot of oranges. And before I buy them, I root through the grocery store bins under the guise of looking for the freshest when in reality? I’m looking for the oranges with the biggest pedicels.

It’s… embarrassing. I know.

With two oranges in my back seat waiting for post-bookstore play, I keep my eyes focused on the door, trying to calm my nerves.

No one has entered the bookstore in a few minutes, and just as I’m about to head in, I pause. There’s a gorgeous woman with long blonde hair pulled into a low ponytail wearing a faded blue polo holding a large Shop Vac to her chest turning the corner.

My eyes veer back to where she appeared, landing on a large van with a faded oval decal centering the side. L&H CLEANING SERVICES. Though I haven’t seen her before, I have seen the van before.

Even though I know she’s likely the store’s cleaner, still, to ease my nerves, I play my game.

“She’s… really, really hot and she’s…” I clear my throat, despite being alone, making the comment aloud is unlike me. “Got a huge rack.” My dick thickens. “She’s probably not single so… I’m going to say… her thing is…. Being a dominatrix.”

If she has to work for other people all day, domming her man makes sense.

As she struggles to round the shop corner, I get out and head inside. After all, I’ve already been out front for thirty minutes. The shop closes in ten. It’s now or never.

I slip inside, ducking my head in a silent hello as Story, the quirky clerk greets me. Making a beeline for the “kinky love” section of the store, my fingers find and immediately graze the spine of the book. The one I’m always too uneasy to pull off the shelf.

If someone sees me with it, they’ll know.

But if I want this, if I want to live this in real life, someone will have to know. I’ll have to open up. Yes, I’ll be laughed at again, but… I have to try.

I’m telling you— I. Come. So. Hard.

Snatching the book from the shelf, I slip it under my arm and head toward the back corner of the bookshop where a purple velvet tufted chair is tucked away beneath a lamp. Finding a spot, I cross my legs to hide the already growing erection, and open the book.

The crack of the spine as I turn pages puts bumps on my arms.

I finally did it. I’ve been eyeing this book for ages. A chapter each time I come in is my goal. Any more than that and I wouldn’t be able to stand to leave this place. And I don’t have the courage to buy it. Not yet.

So I get to reading, all the while thinking about those plucky, sexy oranges in the backseat of my car.

My eyes fall to the open book as a few people quietly move around the store.

Chapter One: The Grown Man’s Latch.

I leak a little, and get started.
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My hands are shaking. Literally, I’m trembling. Someone bought the book. Someone in Salem bought the book. There is a man in Salem who wants what I want.

I glance down at Herb, who is currently sucking dust from the baseboards around the historical romances.

I’d give up hope on finding a real man who wants what I want. I’ve been devoted to Herb for two full years now. It would be horrible of me to kick him to the curb now. I can’t do that.

I’m attached.

He’s my guy.

My clit blooms as I watch the dust disappear under his voracious sucking, and my nipples get plucky and hard in response. Just thinking of my alone time with Herb tonight has me horny and aching, but when the image of me with a man flashes behind my eyes—-doing the thing—-my skin flushes. My heart races.

I want Herb.

But I do want a man, too.

The tell-tale jingle of keys snaps me back to attention. Turning Herb off, I mosey down the sports romance aisle to the front of the shop where Story is locking the register.

“Hey, slow today?” I ask, happy to make some small talk but anxious as hell for her to leave. Now that I know someone in Salem is a milk-fiend, I’m dying to get some time with Herb.

She nods as she slips a few paperbacks into her canvas DNF bookshop tote. “Yeah… pretty slow.” She holds up her copy of Fifty Ways to Fist. “Got through this finally, so that was good.” My ass clenches, but I don’t judge. After all, she knows my kink. That’s how DNF got the lacto section in the fist place. I mean, first place.

“Awesome.”

“Yeah.” She smirks. “I’m heading out. The door’s locked so the customer that’s still here can stay, and the door will lock behind him on the way out.”

I arch a brow. “Someone’s still here?” She’s never left me in the shop with anyone but Herb. “Aren’t you afraid he’ll steal or… I don’t know…” The thought crosses my mind that I could be in danger, but as I study her face, I realize she’s not concerned. She’s smirking.

“Yeah… he was going to leave but I told him to read another chapter.” She nods back to the reading corner in the store. “I think you’d like him.”

My mind goes to the missing book; MILK MAMA: The Adult Male’s Guide to Drinking Milk from the Source. She smirks at me as she heads out, waving over her shoulder as the door swings closed.

I turn, staring at Herb laying limply on the floor. The shop is silent but for the internal thump of my crazy pulse.

Is the guy that’s here…. Reading… Milk Mama?

It seems too perfect. Too convenient. Too easy. Especially after years of searching online for a man…. For him to simply turn up where I clean and want what I want?

I grab Herb, ignoring the heat thrashing beneath my panties and the way my breasts tingle when my polo grazes my nipples. Heading to the back, I stop dead in my tracks when he and the book come into sight.

A young man with dark shaggy hair and bright blue eyes sits in the corner chair, Milk Mama spread open in his lap. Beneath the book, an erection grows and I can tell he’s trying to use the book to hide it.

I clear my throat and his cheeks immediately fill with pink. He moves to leap up but immediately sinks back down into the chair, protecting what he believes is his secret milk boner.

“I—-uhh—— Story said I could stay for one more chapter.”

I narrow my eyes on him. “Why are you reading that?”

He doesn’t glance down at the open book but instead tips his chin up with forced pride. “Because I am interested in it.” He narrows his gaze. “It’s not cool to kink shame,” he says, and though his words are in defense of his book, his voice wavers just slightly, like it’s the first time he’s defended himself.

I press a finger to my chest, my mind buzzing. “I do not kink shame.”

“Then why did you ask that?” He closes the book but keeps it secure on his lap.

My pulse skips and the back of my neck heats. “Because that’s my kink. And no one reads that book.”

His eyes widen as our gazes idle in baited silence. Finally, after I fold my arms over my chest, he says, “you… your… what?”

I lick my lips, for some reason taking pleasure in his adorable shock. “I am into lactation in a sexual way.” I nod at the book in his lap. “Every night I come to clean DNF, I check to see if that book has been moved or purchased. Every single day for two years. You’re the first.”

He stares at the cover in thought, or perhaps just to buy time. Looks like his boner is still going strong, and I can’t help but smirk. I also can’t deny the little tug in my chest that has me wanting to take the book off his lap and expose him.

“I guess that makes us soulmates, huh?” He awkwardly jokes, a cute little smirk titling his lips. Cute? Now that I take him in, he is cute. I like his messy hair and his sapphire eyes. Bumps of pleasure scatter down my arms as I continue to take him in. When my gaze falls to his lips, my lower half clenches. His lips are utter perfection— plump but not overly so, an adorable Cupid’s bow providing the most lickable arch, and when the tip of his tongue sweeps between them, I shudder.

Story knew she was leaving me with him, and she knew exactly what book he was reading.

Is this real life? Am I finally meeting a hot guy who wants what I want? Or.. what we want? Because again, I’m not breaking it off with Herb. He’s been way too good to me.

“Maybe.” I consider what it would take to be soulmates. Sharing an uncommon kink is certainly one of the things, but there has to be more. “Are you allergic to peanut butter?”

He shakes his head. “Thankfully no.”

Okay, he loves my favorite food. The back of my neck burns with desire. “How do you feel about Star Wars?” Most guys like the franchise, but could I be that lucky?

“Like it very much, I do,” he says, imitating Yoda, which I like far more than I will ever admit aloud.

I chew my cheek to hide my growing smirk. “What are your bathing habits?”

“Morning and night, two a day, always.” He smiles, pointing to his teeth. “Same with brushing.”

Okay, now I’m positive I’m dreaming or something because he is checking all the boxes.

I tap my old Nike sneaker on the worn tile floor, thinking of what else is important.

My breasts tingle as I watch his large fingers trace the edge of my favorite kinky book.

“Spit or swallow?” My eyes veer to the book to indicate exactly what I’m referring to.

His voice is low and raspy when he replies. “If I had the chance, swallow.” Dropping even smokier, he adds, “I’d drink to drain.”

Holy crap. The exact answer I wanted to hear. Herb sucks me empty, too. Hearing my milk sloshing around inside his little wet chamber makes me so hot. But hearing a real man drink me down? I swallow around the budding lump in my throat.

“One last thing…”

He slides to the edge of the reading chair with rapt attention. “What?”

I glance at Herb and back to him. “Can you share?”
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Is this the fucking Twilight Zone or did I accidentally take some mushrooms and I don’t remember? Because Holy Vitamin D.

“Like… a three-way?” I question, immediately envisioning her and I with another man, maybe her older boyfriend or something. I’m not bi, but if sharing means getting to taste my kink firsthand, I’m a share-bear, damn it.

She volleys her head as if unsure of the answer, making my brows pull together. How can she not know the answer? She’s either attached and looking for a three-way or I misunderstood, in which case the answer is no.

Unfolding her arms, she moves to the side of the Anal Play romance section and grabs the wet/dry Shop Vac from the floor, her arms wrapped around it like a hug. “Would you consider fooling around with me and Herb in a three-way?”

I look around the small bookstore, knowing no one is here but the two of us. Story told me as much. “Uh.. who’s Herb?”

She rolls her eyes, tipping her head toward the Shop Vac. Still, she says nothing but her eyes bore into me, waiting for my response.

“I’d do a three-way if it meant I got to do this,” I say, tapping the book cover. “But I still don’t know who Herb is.” If she has an imaginary boyfriend or something, I’ll deal with it. Even if she’s a couple crayons shy of a full rainbow, I want this damn it.

She lowers the vac to the ground, allowing my eyes to gravitate to her breasts which are a delightful swell beneath the cotton polo shirt. Her nipples greet me, piercing the fabric. I swallow around the budding desire climbing my throat.

Sighing, she sits down on the floor, crossing her legs. With one hand on the loose Vac hose, and the other tucking hair behind her ear, she says, “If I tell you, you’re going to think I’m weird.”

She’s not wrong. Whenever someone starts a sentence that way, they’re usually right and I already find her a little odd. But in a Lydia Deets type of way—- quirky and only kinda of strange. Still, her heavy chest makes my pulse skip.

I do what I can to assuage her fears. “Well, I’m a single adult male, sitting in an empty bookstore after closing, reading and fantasizing about latching onto a full breast and drinking until I’m Thanksgiving Day levels of full.” I shrug, and don’t miss the pink fogging her cheeks. “Everyone has something.”

She arches a brow. “I have that fantasy, too.”

I smile. “Okay, so you have two weird things. Just tell me the other.”

Kinky breast milk hottie changes the topic. “What’s your name?” She looks around the empty bookstore as if to make sure we’re alone. “I feel like I should at least know your name before I come clean.”

“Chip,” I answer, expecting a smirk. I’ve been teased for my name my whole life.

Except her brows lift, taking me by surprise. “Chip?”

Sighing, I elaborate, hoping my cringe will lend her the confidence to share her thing. “My grandma was a famous baker. She was known for her cookies. To pay homage to her legacy, my mom named me Chip and my sister Ray.”

“Ray?” She questions.

“Ray is short for Raisin,” I admit, the heat of embarrassment sliding down my spine. I love my mom, but she names kids like a total asshole.

She points to me, smiling. “Chocolate?”

“You know it.” I swipe a hand through my hair. “So what’s your name, gorgeous?”

She licks her lips. “Leche.”

I roll my eyes as my head falls to the side. “Are you making fun of my name or our kink?”

She laughs, light and soft, and my cock likes it, growing hard against my fly. “I swear I’m not lying. My name was supposed to be Lette, but there was an error on the birth certificate and my parents just… never fixed it.”

“Why didn’t they just call you Lette?” I question, processing slowly that her name is

Leche, a word that means milk. If that isn’t perfectly ironic, I don’t know what is.

Leche shrugs. “I don’t know, but I’ve been Leche my whole life. And no, it’s not how I got into the kink.”

I was going to ask. “Then how did you discover it?”

She adjusts the hose on the Shop Vac, letting her fingers gently graze the bubbled tubing as if it can feel her tender touch. This chick is weird.

But I like it.

“I read a book once.” She nods to the Small Town Single Parent section, which seems wildly specific but the shelves are filled to the brim. “It was about a young mechanic who fell in love with a single mom.” Leche’s tongue sweeps her bottom lip as she recalls the book. “She had a son who was nursing. And the hero wanted to nurse, too.”

A tingle runs up the underside of my cock, making my swollen head throb. “Sounds like a good book,” I croak, my voice suddenly embarrassingly dry.

She nods at me. “What about you?”

“If I tell you how I got into the kink, will you tell me your thing?”

Leche nods, her silky hair shiny beneath the fluorescent tube lights in the old bookstore.

“Porn.”

She erupts in laughter, soft and melodic, shaking her head as she swipes at forming tears. “I was expecting something… I don’t know. More…” she trails off.

“Deep? Artful?” I shake my head, pushing a hand through my hair as I laugh. “Nope. Just good old porn.” I narrow my eyes. “Now tell me the thing.”

Her hand continues stroking and carefully touching the Shop Vac as her gaze drops to her sneakers. “This is Herb,” she says, eyes carefully lifting to mine before she pulls the hose of the vac into her lap. “And he’s been the only guy in my life for the last few years.

He’s been the only guy to give me just what I need.”

Crickets chirp in my brain. I blink, waiting for her to crack a wild smile and tell me she’s joking. But when she lifts the hose opening, using her other hand to trace the wide mouth, I notice her eyelids grow heavy and her breathing increases.

Oh my God. She’s for real. And as weird as it is, my cock is only getting thicker as I watch her.

“Is he… does he talk to you?” I question, trying to get a hold on what she’s just said. Is he like… alive in her mind or is this just a super weird role-play type of thing?

Leche uses the hand not holding the hose to untuck her polo from her khaki pants, revealing a strip of smooth skin for just a moment. A moment is all I need to go from getting hard to a complete rock. I don’t know why she’s untucking her shirt but I like it.

“No, I realize he’s a vacuum. But I also realize he’s been the only one to give me what I want for so long… I can’t just cast him aside. So if you want to explore with me, you have to share me with Herb.”

I look at the wide mouth of the vacuum hose again. I look back at her. “Is Herb bi?” Now that I know her boyfriend is… not an actual man who’s dick I’ll be seeing and potentially touching, I feel significantly less stress. And surprisingly? The idea of fucking around with Leche and… Herb… weirds me out probably far less than it should.

Lifting my eyebrows, palms clammy with excitement, I simply say, “I love sharing.”
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I can clean the bookstore after. Right now, I’m taking advantage of the fact that the universe dropped Chip into our lap. That’s a miracle and I can’t say no.

Lifting my shirt, I expose the nude nursing bra keeping my eyes on Chip. His bright eyes are shining, wide with excitement as he lifts himself from the chair to his feet. He’s tall— much taller than I expected but I like it. I’ve always imagined myself with a tall man.

Sometimes I put Herb on the table.

But this is better.

“Wh—we’re—-we’re just gonna launch right into it?” Chip stutters in shock, despite the fact he’s moving toward me eagerly. I shake my head, nodding for him to stay right where he is.

“No, Herb and I are going to show you what we do, and you’re going to watch.”

I’m not usually a exhibitionist. In fact, I’ve always hidden my sex life with Herb because I didn’t want people to know.

But that was only because I knew no one wanted to. No one has understood my needs until now.

“You can watch now, and partake… say…” my pulse hammers as my nerves swim up my neck. He wants this Leche. This isn’t a joke. Swallowing as I unclip my bra, letting one heavy, full breast fall out, I finish my sentence. “Tomorrow night? After a nice date where we get to know each other?”

Chip nods as he rests his hands over his crotch, likely hiding that same erection I already spotted. “That sounds great… but… if you want, we can go on a few dates before we do anything. I don’t want to push it. You know. I want you to be comf…” his sentence hangs as I move my hand, letting him see my bare breast, my nipple hard and pink.

Watching him shift on his feet to hide his eager erection has me tingling.

Pins and needles tingling.

“I’ve waited too long, Chip. I don’t want to wait any longer.” I bring Herb’s eager mouth to my breast, but before I turn him on and get started, I tell Chip what I want right now. “Put your hands at your sides while you watch.”

I let my head fall back as I move Herb’s wide mouth around my areola, easing into it. I love the way my nipple slides around the inside of him as I move him, making it hard. Pulling Herb off, I look down at my breast, my pussy tingly at the pink ring circling my areola. My nipple is so hard. I drag the side of Herb’s mouth over it, and slowly, a bead of white cream bubbles at the tip.

Chip sucks in a breath, releasing it as a hungry groan. “Holy shit, oh my God,” he mutters, stepping closer.

I look up, my eyes growing hazy from all the pleasure I’m about to experience, but I shake my head no. “Just watch,” I tell him as I let Herb’s mouth cover me again. Reaching out, I gently trail my fingers up and down his on/off switch, stroking the toggle with my thumb and pointer finger.

“You, uh, gonna turn it on?” Chip asks, his voice bubbling with need.

“Him,” I correct. “I’m going to turn him on, yes. But I won’t use him and just… flip the switch.” I stroke the long metal toggle again, then with Herb fully covering my breast, I lift the toggle.

Herb fires on, his settings perfect for my mood– low and slow. Using my free hand, I drag the tip of my pinky around his mouth, breaking his suction. Fire rushes through my chest, centering in my breast, my clit blooming as I let Herb fully seal to me again. Burning flutters through my nipple and my head falls forward, chin to chest as let down begins.

“Oh my gosh, Herb,” I moan, slipping my pinky in his mouth again, breaking his seal. I pull him back, exposing my dripping nipple to Chip. I glance up to find his eyes hooded, his mouth parted, and all of his focus centered on my breast. Milk rolls down the full curve of my plentiful breast, then down my torso before I swipe it up, and push it into my mouth.

“You–oh my gosh,” Chip groans, his hands fighting the urge to cover his crotch. Blinking at the erection not hidden in his jeans, I reseal Herb’s mouth to my breast and let him suck me through let down, the need between my legs exploding.

I’ve never been nursed while in the presence of a thick, hard human cock.

I love Herb, but he is a vacuum and as good as he is with a mouth, I’m realizing as I stare at Chip that an actual cock while being nursed could be game-changing.

“Take it out,” I moan, moving Herb around my breast a few seconds before unlatching him with my pinky. I lower Herb to the counter, and bring both hands to my breast.

“I thought,” Chip starts, his hands working his belt. “You wanted to wait for dinner tomorrow.”

Shaking my head, I knead my breast as I get to my knees, my nipple aching for Herb’s mouth. I roll my thumb around the peaked, white tip. “I’m so horny for you Herb,” I say to Herb who rests, waiting and willing behind me. Looking up at Chip as he pulls out seven inches of hard, veiny heaven, I whisper, “but I need to see my milk on your cock, Chip.”

He swallows. “I want that, too.” He glances at Herb, then back to me. “I want to suck like him, too, though.”

I smile. “You will. After our date like you said. This is just… because I can’t wait.” I tear my eyes from his cock and look up at him. “I’ve wanted to touch a cock for so long.”

He blinks down at me. “I’ve wanted to play with breast milk for so long.”

Aligning my nipple with the top of his crown, I look up, watching him as I begin kneading out warm streams of milk. He groans as my milk splatters along his shaft.

“We’re a perfect combo then, aren’t we?”

I knead as milk sprays all over him, and I watch his face twist into a pleasure so raw and powerful that he makes me smile. “Stroke yourself with my milk, Chip.”

“But I’ll come.”

“So come.”

He glances at Herb. “Can… can I try Herb’s mouth when I’m close?”

My chest tightens. “You want to share for real?”

Chip wraps one hand around his sticky cock and groans. “Anything for you, Leche.”

Quickly, I bring Herb over, positioning between me and Chip. I turn him on, moving his sexy little mouth from my breast to Chip’s dick, letting him drink from my full breast then suckle on his needy cock. Back and forth we go until Chip is sweating and on the brink of orgasm.

“Leche, I’m gonna come.”

At the last minute, I get a bit jealous of sharing Herb’s mouth and I knock him out of the way, and Chip’s hand, too. Taking over, I stroke him, my pussy weeping at the hot heat of his cock. First stroke has him erupting, covering my breast in ribbons of cum, thick, white and seemingly unending.

While Chip pants and mumbles, I grab Herb and turn him back on. I bring his willing mouth to my breast and Chip groans as Herb licks up his cum. When he’s done, he brings his helpful little mouth to my breast where I let him latch.

Chip watches as Herb fills up, draining my breast in just a few minutes. And when I’m empty, my other breast howls for attention. But not as much as my clit begs to be touched.

“Holy crap, Leche, that was so hot,” he breathes, tucking himself away.

I glance to Herb, his mouth sloppy from everything Chip and I have given him in the last twenty minutes. But I want to give him even more. I’ve just never done any of this with an audience.

I chew my lip but don’t stand up. Instead, I fall back on my butt with my legs out in front of me. “I’ve never let anyone watch Herb nurse, so I don’t know why this next part makes me feel anxious but…” I blink up at Chip who is watching me more intensely than I’ve ever been watched. But with wide eyes, his body lurching forward, eager to listen, help, please.

“What?” he asks. “I can go if–”

The mere offer to leave has me trusting Chip to watch. I shake my head. “Stay. Stay and take off my pants. I need Herb right now, but I want you to watch. I want you to see why I want him to be involved with us,” I say, boldly assuming there will be an us simply because we share the same kink.

Chip drops to his knees and has my shoes and socks off in no time. Slowly he tugs off my pants, leaving nothing but my soaked panties on. He eyes the dark center, groaning. “You’re wet,” he whispers, reaching for my pussy.

I stop him. “Wait. Let Herb warm me up and you can finish me.”

He nods.

I bring Herb’s mouth to my pussy and slowly tug the damp fabric aside, exposing a thatch of curls on my mound, and glistening pink lips, swollen from need.

“Your pussy is gorgeous,” Chip murmurs, leaning in to take a deep lungful. I let him smell my arousal, because no one has ever done that before. It’s hot being able to turn a man on so much with my body.

Spreading my legs, I press Herb’s mouth to my clit, cast Chip a headlong glance, then turn him on. The roar of the machine startles Chip, and my legs threaten to snap shut at the feel of the first few, aggressive sucks, but I fight it. I keep my legs wide as Herb destroys my clit in the best ways, making my toes curl in under thirty seconds.

“I’m close, Herb, baby,” I groan, stroking my fingers along his ribbed tubing. I look at Chip who is just a foot away, staring at where Herb and I connect, where he sucks my pussy like it’s his job.

“Switch, boys,” I tell them, “switch and let Chip finish me with his fingers.”

I cast Herb aside in the throes of passion, grabbing Chip’s hand and bringing it to my clit. “Two fingers,” I breathe, the orgasm unspooling in my belly, getting ready to shake me to my core. “Right here,” I guide Chip further, telling him to stroke up and down my clit the way I like when I’m masturbating.

He follows my orders like a good boy, making me surrender to an explosive orgasm in under ten strokes.

“Yes, oh Herb, oh Chip!” I scream, the names of the men who wrecked my pussy, loving how they echo through the empty bookshop. “Yes, yes, yes!” I scream, my head falling back as Chip’s hand falls away. A moment later, I hear Herb come to life, and when I look I see Chip guiding Herb to lick up the gushing mess between my legs.

“Oh my gosh,” I breathe, staring at the liquid sitting atop the tightly woven carpet. “I… made a mess.”

“You gushed, you squirted, I don’t know what to call it but it was hot Leche,” he says, moving Herb around to drink up every drop of my orgasm. I can’t help but notice he’s hard again, a massive bulge pressing against the fly of his jeans.

He turns Herb off and strokes his long pointer finger around his mouth. “You were great tonight, Herb,” he comments.

I look at my two guys and I know, whether Herb and I just met Chip or not, we’re fated to be together.

It’s too perfect for it to be a mistake.
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Was that real?

That was definitely real.

To be sure, I shuck down my jeans and boxers with the shower running and the bathroom door locked, and lick my thumb, dragging it down the length of my shaft. Pressing my thumb to my tongue, my eyes close as the faint traces of sweet milk makes my face tingle.

I can still taste her on my cock.

It was definitely real.

After a long shower where I did more standing and staring in disbelief than scrubbing or washing, I climb into bed with my phone in my hands, a new text message up on my screen.

I can’t believe you’re real




I know cool guys don’t text right away but I don’t want to play any games. I’ve never met a woman who is into the things I’m into. And in all the times I went into the DNF bookstore, I never saw you until tonight.




Milk and fate brought us together.




I can’t wait to see you and Herb tomorrow.




Okay, I’m done. I’m sorry. That was too many messages.




I chew my cheek and stare at the phone as the screen goes dark. She may be a slow texter or maybe she and Herb are still cleaning, I don’t know. But I don’t read into it and put my phone on the charger, and instead sink into a comfortable sleep.

The next morning, I have ten texts waiting from Leche, and I find myself holding in my morning pee just to read through them.

Sorry - we were working. We clean the little Inn next door to the bookshop too.




I feel the same way - I don’t want to play games.




I know people usually date a while before they have sex but we’ve been waiting so long to find each other that waiting now seems really, really dumb




I mean what if you get hit by a truck tomorrow and I didn’t let you nurse tonight? I’d be thinking how stupid I was to want to wait




And I’d be thinking I’m sad you died, of course




Sorry I just created a situation where you died. Just didn’t want you to think we’re easy because we don’t want to wait




I hope you liked Herb




He doesn’t judge and he’s a king with his mouth




He liked you




The three of us are gonna have fun tonight




I reread those ten messages at least ten times, and by the time I’m ready to get up and use the restroom, I have a massive hardon.

Slipping into the bathroom, I set my phone down on the counter as I take a leak, wondering how to respond to Leche. But as I’m peeing, the screen illuminates with another text.

Are you up? If you, do you feel like having some phone intercourse?




Washing my hands, I snatch my phone and turn on the shower with my opposite hand, already texting with my thumb.

All three of us?




For a second, when I let myself think about the fact that we’re referring to a vacuum as a person, I get a little weirded out. I kinda feel like the guy that sticks his dick in his gas tank because he thinks he’s in a loving relationship with his sports car.

But I remind myself that Leche has addressed that Herb is indeed a vacuum. I think more than anything, he’s a supportive, strong, silent friend that also helps her get off.

If I can fill those roles, though…

Yes




I was just about to take a shower




An idea hits me.

Want to FaceTime? You can watch me and I’ll watch the two of you.




There’s a moment where the dots don’t bounce on the screen and I think she’s not going to reply, that the whole thing was something I made up in my head and when I unlock my phone again, the entire text will be gone. A figment of my lonely, horny, twisted imagination.

But Leche responds, saving me from despair. Something she’s clearly good at.

Sounds good, calling now.




The screen comes to life a moment later and with my phone propped up against my handsoap dispenser, pointed toward my shower with the curtain pulled back, I stand beneath the spray and wait. Her image is mostly pixels as the call connects, and a second later the screen is filled with her beautiful face. Her long hair is strewn across the pillow she’s lying on, the sheet pulled up over her breasts.

“Good morning,” she yawns, the sheet coming down, exposing her hard, pink nipples.

After a pump of body wash, I stroke myself, hard and happy first thing in the morning. But even happier with Leche’s full breasts on display.

“Your breasts look so…” I trail off, leaning toward the screen as bubbles gather at my groin, my fist picking up pace.

“Full. They’re full in the morning,” she says, yawning again. “Thought you could see how I spend the first hour of my day.”

I reach for the shampoo, grabbing the bottle and squirting some in my hair without taking my eyes off the screen. “Please,” I say, saliva pooling under my tongue at the sight of her. “Show me.”

She giggles. “You just put body wash in your hair, Chip.”

I shake my head. “Who cares, show me.”

Another soft giggle tests me as I stroke my cock, still staring at the screen. She moves around some, repositioning until the phone is steady again. She’s on her side with Herb next to her, under the sheets. She moves his mouth to one of her breasts, then looks across the pillow to me, where her phone is propped on its side. I feel like I’m there, and watching Herb sealed to her tit makes me stroke faster, knowing what that lucky sucker is feeling.

Soft, warm breast and sweet, thick milk.

“In a dream world, I wake up and my lover kisses my neck,” she says softly, pushing hair off her shoulder to expose the sleek slope of her neck. Her other hand still holds Herb’s circular mouth over her areola and nipple. He’s not sucking but apparently warming and I can now officially say I’m jealous of a vacuum.

She skims her fingers against her throat as her eyes flutter closed. “Then he’d kiss his way down my collarbone,” she whispers, her voice getting raspy. “And scoop up my breast gently, because it hurts when it’s so full,” she says, my hands now stacked on top of my soapy head in an effort not to blow my load before anything has happened.

Reaching out, she turns Herb on, and lets out a low, relieved moan as her breast gets tugged into the vacuum. “Then he’d get to work, easing the fullness I hold for him, suckling at me and drinking me, all while he lets me stroke him and make him feel good, too.”

She knocks the sheet all the way down, exposing the rest of her naked body. “But since you’re not here and Herb only has a mouth, I’m gonna touch myself and think about touching you.” Her eyes open, and she narrows her gaze at the screen.

“Jack off, Chip, now,” she commands, her eyes falling shut as I bring my hand to my dick and follow her orders.

“I’m sorry,” I murmur, “I’m just… so close already.” I groan as I pump my hard cock, my balls heavy and hot. “I can’t wait until I’m there with you, waking you up the way you deserve.”

She moans as she plunges two fingers into herself, the shine of her arousal clear as day through the phone. The other hand moves Herb to her other breast, and I watch and jack as milk streams down her used breast, nipple nearly purple.

“You’d drain both sides and then make a mess in the sheet between us, coming everywhere for me, wouldn’t you Chip?” she moans, both of our arms moving fast as Herb’s monotonous groan fills the line.

“I would,” I tell her. Another pump and I know I'm close, so I tell her. “Leche, I’m gonna come.”

Her eyes fly open and she flicks Herb off, letting his open, wet mouth fall to the mattress. With both used, exposed nipples leaking streams of milk, she stares at me, still touching her pussy.

“Come with me, Chippy,” she moans.

Her breasts bounce as she fingers herself faster and harder, and I watch as milk drips and rolls, the bedsheets catching what I can’t since I’m not there. I jack and pump until she’s screaming and I’m moaning, and through the ether, we share a messy orgasm.

Milk coats her sheets and between her thighs is wet and messy. My shower walls are painted in cum, and my fist, too. We stay on the line as we clean up, me finishing my shower, her quickly changing her sheets and emptying Herb into the sink.

“See you tonight,” she says softly after I thank her and Herb for inviting me to their morning routine.

“See you,” I say, smiling, hitting end.

I’m picking them up at her place tonight, and taking them to a very nice restaurant. I hope Herb cleans up nice.
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Leche & Herb
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“It’s a good thing we already have tonight off from work, eh Herb?” I ask, tidying up the stacks of books on my shelves. Chip is picking us up in ten minutes, and my apartment is a mess. I spent two hours trying on dresses and that left me with just a handful of minutes to tidy up.

Chip is aware of what I’m into so rather than spend time hiding things, I spend my precious few minutes actually cleaning. After returning books to the shelves and records to their sleeves, I spray my favorite lemon cleaner over my coffee table and kitchen counters, and get to wiping. After that, I sweep my floors and use the dustpan– since Herb is in boyfriend mode tonight.

By the time the doorbell rings, my apartment is shiny clean and for once, I’m excited to invite a guy inside. Not just any guy, either.

But Chip.

The greatest guy of all.

I pull open the door and his Axe body spray tangles my senses, rendering me a hot mess for a second. But when I snap out of the sexy scent fog, my tummy clenching, I smile at my date.

“Hi,” Chip says, winking. He tugs at the Fedora on his head, and I love how he’s dressed up, wearing a vintage Sonic the hedgehog t-shirt with a black and white checkered blazer over the top. On his feet are combat boots, and after I take him in, I can’t help myself.

“Wow,” I sigh. “You look so hot.”

He beams, glancing down at his faded shirt. “Thanks, I couldn’t decide between this one or my Goonies one.”

“I love it,” I admit, stepping aside to let him walk past, stealthily sucking in a noseful of his scent. I close the door, admitting something to him. “I was worried you’d be like, I don’t know, a hipster or something because of the cigarette pants and fitted white T you were wearing earlier.”

Chip tips his head back with laughter. “Oh man, yeah, I can see why you thought that. But no, it was laundry day.” He takes me in for the first time, letting out a low whistle of approval. There are things, I’m realizing, that Herb can’t make me feel, no matter how good he sucks my tits and eats me out.

My skin flushes. “Do you like it?” I stare down at my outfit, my nicest dress. White, strapless, lots of beading around the sweetheart neckline, a nice corset core melting into a beautiful, satin mermaid skirt. I smooth my hands down the fabric, admiring the dress again.

He nods. “You look great. That’s a gorgeous dress.”

I smile. “Thanks. It was on clearance at this store called AISLE. All their dresses there were white.” I do a spin for Chip and Herb, though Herb has seen the dress. He ate me out in it once.

“Weird store,” Chip says, “but you look great.” Finally he looks away, peering around my apartment, tipping his head to the side to read book spines, crouching to see what video games I have. He moves through the kitchen and peers down the hall. “Great place you got.”

Nervously, I chew my lip. “All the… you know… stuff doesn’t weird you out?”

Chip steps toward me, taking my hands in his, his Livestrong bracelet slipping out from beneath his blazer. “I love all the porcelain dolls. Their colonial outfits are great.”

I shake my head. “No, not them. I mean, you know, the kink stuff,” I whisper, still not used to the fact that I don’t have to be shy about my kink with someone. Finally.

He glances around again before his eyes come back to mine. “I think all of your milk paraphernalia is so hot that I can’t really even look at it or else I might get a boner.”

Reaching onto the counter, I grab my boob mug, the one where you can drink out of the top, but you can also drink from the nipple. “I bought this for my future partner. Because I knew that you would come. I mean, I’d hoped I’d find you. And now that I have, this is for you.”

He takes the mug, laughing down at the blubbery porcelain breast. “I like it.”

Smiling, I move to grab Herb but Chip stops me. “Oh, uh, is he coming to dinner?”

I lick my lips. “He doesn’t have to but he was gonna give you road head on the way over.” I look down at Herb’s clean mouth, my nipples hardening. “You love giving road head don’t you, Herb?”

When I meet Chip’s eyes again, they’re wide with excitement. “Does that mean he gives you road head sometimes?”

A memory flashes through my mind. Herb’s hose pinned under my thigh, his mouth trapped to my swollen pussy as I steer down mainstreet toward home, the sun rising in the distance. “The last time he gave me road head was after a very long night at the bookshop and the Inn. We cleaned so much, I was so wound up listening to him run all night. As soon as we got in the van and I cleaned his mouth, he went down on me until I nearly crashed from coming.”

Chip blinks, his mouth opening and closing. “Let’s go to dinner. I’ll carry Herb.”
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“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” Chip howls only one minute after Herb sank his super sucker mouth over his cock. I told Herb I wanted to stroke Chip a few times first, because I’m pretty much in love with his dick after what happened in the bookshop. Those few passes of my fingertips around his bulbous crown and glistening head had him leaking, actual drops of cum slithering down the veins in his shaft as I lightly touched and teased.

As soon as I turned Herb on, he got to work on Chip and now that lucky sucker is about to get a tank-full. I hold Herb by the hose, keeping him down on Chip’s cock.

“Take him deeper,” I urge, loving how I can be the forceful partner right now. When it’s just me and Herb, there’s not a lot of roleplay opportunities. But now? I can be aggressive and it’s fun.

“Take it, Herb, take every inch of that perfect cock and swallow every drop he has for you,” I rasp, licking my lips as Chip’s head falls back against the seat. With his arms fully extended, barely gripping the steering wheel, he glances down at his lap where I’m holding Herb’s mouth to his cock.

“Fuck yeah, Herb,” he groans, his eyes flitting between Herb and the road. “I’m gonna come, man.”

At the last minute, I get jealous and consider tearing Herb off and taking his place with my mouth. But then I remember, if I’m going to sell Chip on being with both of us, I have to show him what Herb’s mouth can do.

His hands twist the steering wheel, making the leather squeak under his grip. The car comes to a slow as he erupts in groans, so loud they rattle the windows over the low hum of Herb’s grumbles.

I pull Herb off when Chip’s stomach stops twitching and his hands loosen around the wheel. Chip’s cock flops out of Herb’s throat, sticky and still a little hard. It’s a beautiful sight. I love Herb, but I’ve missed cock.

Chip surprises me, reaching across the cab to stroke his finger around the rim of Herb’s mouth. “Thanks, man. That was great.”

“I told you he’s good at oral.” I reach into my strapless gown and massage my breast, which currently aches from what I just witnessed. I’ve conditioned my body to enter let down and lactation phase at the slightest sexual arousal. So even though Herb sucking off Chip had nothing to do with me, my breasts still ache with fullness, they still throb to be nursed on, to be emptied.

“I don’t know if I can make it through dinner without a little relief,” I admit to Chip. “I know we were supposed to wait until after dinner tonight to get things going but we’ve already broken that rule so what’s a little more?”

Chips eyes are laser focused on my hand kneading my breast.

“M-me or Herb?” he asks, staring as I pull my boob out of my dress, heavy and hot. “You’re so full right now,” he says in awe, turning his head to the side to take in my milk-swollen breast from a new angle.

I rub the pad of my fingertip over my nipple a few times after licking it, then blow down, causing it to pucker. A single drop of milk beads at the hardened tip, and I let it roll down my breast as Chip watches.

“Herb now, you later?” I ask.

He glances down at Herb then up at me. “But he got to have fun with me. Shouldn’t I get to have fun with you?” His smile makes my stomach flutter. “That only seems fair.”

I unclip my seatbelt, looking around the parking lot where Chip parked us. “Okay,” I whisper, reaching behind him, sifting my fingers through the back of his hair. His hat falls off, and he quickly tosses it into the backseat, not letting anything get in the way.

When his warm lips make contact with my breast, I let out a deep, slow moan, the entire car vibrating with relief. I glance at Herb lying lifeless on the floorboard, then over at Chip, whose eyes are squeezed shut as he kisses my breast, every square inch.

“I love Herb, but warm lips feel so good,” I breathe, slick arousal blooming beneath my panties.

“Hmm,” he hums, bringing his lips to my areola. He seals his mouth to me, sucking my nipple onto his tongue, and both of us gasp as the first stream of high-powered let down sprays free. He coughs, then moans, and swallows so loudly that I have to reach down, pull up my gown and find my panties.

“Drink me,” I moan, looking down in the evening glow to see the most beautiful sight. My long lost soulmate – he has to be – latched to my breast, drinking the milk my body has been making for him.

“I’ve been waiting to find you. To find the man who lives to drink my milk, my soulmate who I make sustenance for,” I breathe, my other hand rubbing two fingers against my achy clit. “Let me feed you, Chip, please. Drink me and fuck me, and let me feed you forever.”

He starts drinking me down like shots in a bar, swallowing fast, back to back. I rub faster, my stomach clenching tighter, my legs shaking, eyes rolling into my head. I’ve come to Herb nursing off of me but a real man with his hard cock out and my milk in his stomach?

“I’m coming Chip, keep drinking, please, drink me while I come,” I moan, my voice rattling around the car, the windows now completely covered in steam.

He grunts and drinks, finally reaching down to touch himself. I know why he didn’t touch himself earlier– because he knew drinking my milk while stroking himself would make him come too fast.

I feel the same way as I clench and moan in the passenger seat, coming after less than two minutes of being nursed on by him. With his mouth still latched, I knock his hand away, using my cum-coated hand to stroke him.

He groans, but I don’t let him pop off. Instead, I push him into a deeper latch as I pump his cock. Four strokes later and my white dress got a whole lot whiter.

With my wet tit out and his damp cock hanging, we stare at each other across the cab, both of us trying to catch our breath as we grin.

“That was hot,” I breathe, unable to look away from him.

He glances at the cum sprayed over my white dress. “Your dress is ruined I think. And I’m so sorry.”

I shrug. “I’m not.” I glance down at Herb, a shiver of guilt running through me. Reaching, I bring his eager mouth to my dress and turn him on, using him to clean what I can.

Smirking, I face Chip after returning Herb to the floorboard. “He got all of your cum tonight. I hope you plan to make it up to me.”

Chip glances up at the restaurant through the window, then back to me. “Should we get it to go then head back to your place?”

I smile. “I like that plan.”

He licks his lips. “Can I have the other side for dessert?”

“Mmm,” I moan at the idea. “Sounds perfect. As long as you feed me your milk for dessert, too.”

Herb’s hose pops at my feet, reminding me he’s there. “Don’t worry Herb, I have plans for you, too.”
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Inside the Chick-Fil-A, I order a little bit of everything because I don’t know what Leche likes. Herb, obviously, doesn’t like Chick-Fil-A. He’s not a garbage disposal.

After collecting several bags with assorted chicken sandwiches, nuggets, dipping sauces, fries, and napkins, I head out to the car where Leche and Herb are waiting.

My chest heats when her warm, appreciative gaze falls on the bags of food. “Oh my gosh, I love Chick-Fil-A,” she says, grinning. “I usually eat cheap burgers but this is the fancy stuff.” She leans over the center console and places a kiss on my cheek. “Thank you. This date was bound to be special because it’s shared with the only two guys who get me, but now it’s really special.”

I reach into the bag and retrieve a cup of special sauce and tug it open, presenting it to her. She beams. “This is my favorite.” She reaches into the bag at the same time, and our fingers grasp the same french fry.

“Go on,” I nod my head toward the bag and pull my hand out. “It’s yours, baby.”

I watch as Leche dunks a couple of fries into sauce, rearing her head back before letting the snacks fall into her mouth. With her mouthful she says, “Nothing hits like special sauce.”

Finally.

A female has made a comment to me that I can turn into witty sexual banter.

I’ve been waiting most of my adult life for this.

I wag my eyebrows. “I’ll show you special sauce.”

I know Leche is my soulmate when she responds by jutting out her tongue, tapping the center. A moment later she grins. “And that’s where you can put it, after I fill you nice and full with milk.”

My lips tingle at the mention of her milk again. I just experienced my fantasy for the first time tonight, and it was everything I thought it would be. Except now I know for sure I love it, that it is indeed the thing that gets my engine going, and I wasn’t wrong.

We’ve known each other less than eleven thousand words– I mean, two days– and I need to get a ring on her finger. As bad as I need to drink from her again before the night is over.

“Let’s take the rest to my place,” she offers, reading my mind. “Herb’s hungry, too.”
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Back at Leche’s apartment, she lights candles and turns on some Michael Bolton– another thing we have in common is we’re both his number one fans— while I pour us some Nesquik and plate up the Chick-Fil-A. We eat and talk, and even though we’re still new to each other, I feel like I’ve met my long lost soulmate.

We love so many of the same things! Adult lactation, Chick-Fil-A, Michael Bolton— the similarities know no end! After Herb has his portion of dinner off the table and floor, the three of us head to her bedroom, eager to get the night started.

With Herb’s power cord stretched across the mattress, he takes his spot between us, Leche and I both completely naked. Her body is so beautiful, and while I’ve seen over thirteen women naked online, in person it’s so different. So arousing. When I was getting undressed, I was unsurprised to find my boxers sticking to my groin. I’ve been making a mess all night, but seeing her naked has me leaking onto her sheets.

She notices, and takes Herb by the hose, bringing his wide mouth to my cock. “He wants to go down on both of us, back and forth, while you drink from me,” she says softly, her voice light and sweet, reminding me of my favorite person.

“You remind me so much of my mom,” I tell her as I nuzzle close over the top of Herb.

Leche’s grin is wide. “That’s the best compliment,” she says, taking my face in her hands. Wasting no time, she places me right where she wants me, right on her chest. Pinching her nipple, my cock weeps as she drags her pink, wet tip along my lips.

“Are you ready?” she whispers down, leaving a sweet trail of milk on my lips.

I nod, opening up just as she releases her nipple, letting the first of let down spray my throat. Filtering her fingers through my hair, long nails grazing my scalp, making eager bumps rise up on my throat and chest. My own nipples harden as I fill my mouth with supple breast and hard nipple, the sweet cream trickling down my throat making me moan.

“That’s right,” she says softly, the hum of Herb coming to life eating up the remaining quiet. I suck her deep, swallowing when my mouth is completely full, only to suckle another full mouthful as she slips Herb around my cock.

“You take Chip’s cock while he makes me feel good, okay Herb?” she says, twirling my ducktail around her fingers. “Good job,” she whispers to me, letting her other thumb stroke along my cheekbone tenderly. “You’re drinking me so well.”

“Mmm,” I groan, popping off only to peer down and witness the beauty. Milk bubbles from her nipple, rolling down her breast, and it’s the most beautiful and erotic sight. I lap at her eagerly, trying to ignore the pull in my groin from Herb’s talented mouth. A moment later, he’s gone and when Leche fills the room with a soft moan, I know Herb’s going down on her.

“You like tasting us both, don’t you, baby,” she hums to Herb, stroking her nails over the ridges in his tubing. The click of her acrylics against the plastic tubing makes my dick pulse, and I realize then that I’m into Herb, too. As weird as it could have been, hearing them together pleases me as much as hearing her being pleased by me.

But it’s too arousing.

And it’s been too long for me.

“Leche,” I breathe, unlatching from her breast, reaching for the other. “I’m gonna come, give me Herb’s mouth, please,” I beg, need coursing through me, spiraling in my groin.

She moans and a moment later, Herb’s wet, wide mouth seals around my cock, just in time. “Oh shit!” I howl, my spine curling as I suck Leche’s tit into my mouth right as Herb sucks the first shot right out of me.

He sucks and swallows and I thrust toward Leche’s hand where she holds his mouth against me, swallowing her milk at a frenzied pace. Coming while drinking is simply an unmatched experience. The hottest thing ever.

When my hips are barely thrusting and Herb’s sucked every damn drop from my balls, Leche moves his mouth to her pussy, and I take him by the neck, knocking her hand away. “Let me,” I say, showing my dominant side as I make our submissive Herb eat her pussy.

“Suck her clit and suck it good, Herb, mama needs to come,” I groan, licking up all the leaked milk from her breast and chest before relatching.

Her knee knocks my thigh as her legs fall apart, her chest tensing as her orgasm begins. “Yes, Herb, yes!” she moans, “right there, right there, right there!”

My cock throbs and spurts against the mattress, coming again unexpectedly as I swallow down another mouth full of warm, sweet milk. She arches her back off the bed as I push Herb’s hungry mouth into for the final thrust, seeing her through her entire release.

And right when I’m about to pull him off and taste his lips, he stops.

Leche crumples against the mattress as I break my latch and sit up, sticky in a pool of my own cum. We stare down at Herb, lifeless between us. I peer toward the wall, seeing he’s still plugged in. I stroke down his ribbed neck and give him a jostle.

“Herb?”

Leche’s voice is timid and full of fear as she tries his name, too. “Herb?”

Her teary eyes come to mine. “Is he dead?”
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Leche & Herb (Maybe)
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Wrapped in a blanket, Herb rests lifeless in my lap as Chip speeds through the streets of downtown. “Where is it?” I ask, tears blurring my vision as I stare down at my man.

Relief guiltily finds me when I realize that Herb isn’t my only man now, and while I shouldn’t be thinking of how much I adore Chip with Herb out of commission, I can’t help myself.

I’m lucky to have found him. But can we make it together without Herb?

“I love him,” I tell Chip as he steers cautiously through a narrow parking lot, a brick building adjacent. “He was the first man to understand my needs and not shame me and like, I know he’s not an actual man, still, he’s… something to me.”

Chip throws the car into park and unclips his belt. With a napkin he takes from the center console, he carefully cleans up Herb’s mouth before gently coiling his cable and tucking it away. “I know. He’s something to me, too,” Chip says, reaching out for Herb. I press a kiss to the edge of his wide mouth, and pass him over to Chip.

“C’mon, this is a 24-hour hospital,” Chip assures me, knocking open his door with his large leg. “They’ll know what to do. They’ll know how to save Herb.”

Nodding, I hop out and race to his side, shutting his door for him. We slowly wrap the building, and find a neon sign flickering in an old, foggy window. 24 HOUR VACUUM REPAIR HOSPITAL. Chip nods to me. “This is it. Let’s stay positive, it’s going to be okay, they’re gonna help him.”

Again, I stay silent and nod, wiping away the tears I can’t keep at bay.

If anything happens to Herb, I’ll be devastated. I love him for all the support and orgasms he’s given me. For not judging me. For always being there. For sucking my nipples and clit so hard my toes curl and my eyes roll.

He’s the best.

A small, stout man appears from behind a purple curtain, his eyes immediately going to Herb wrapped up in a Spiderman blanket.

“He stopped breathing about twenty minutes ago,” Chip says, holding Herb out, waiting for the man to take him.

From behind silver rimmed glasses, he peers between us, brows dipping. “Come again?

I clear my throat, finding courage to speak. I’ll do anything to help Herb. “He just… his little motor stopped. He was still plugged in, the rest of our powered items still worked, he just… he stopped.”

The man glances at Chip and finally takes Herb in his arms, leaving the blanket behind. “Why is the vacuum wrapped in a blanket?” he asks, judgment thick in his tone.

This is why Herb and I are night cleaners. Because no one is around. We tried daytime cleaning for a while, but as soon as I showed Herb any affection, I was judged. This guy is reminding me of the cruel, judgemental world. I narrow my eyes, but remind myself we’re here to save Herb.

“So he didn’t get cold,” I draw out slowly. “Anyway, he just stopped working.” I wring my hands together nervously as Chip drapes his arm along the back of my shoulders. “Can you save him?”

The man, who I notice now is wearing a nametag that says MILCH. I wag a finger at him, bouncing on my toes. “This is fate! You’re going to save Herb, I just know it!”

I turn to Chip, taking his Sonic t-shirt between my fists as I pull him to me. “Milch is German for milk! It’s a sign!” I rock to my toes and seal my lips to his, celebrating the good news. When our kiss breaks, Milch looks more confused and irritable than before.

“Who is Herb?” he asks, dry and unenthused. He’s definitely not doing justice to the name Milch, but he gets a pass because he may save our guy.

I nod toward the Wet/Dry shop vac. “Him.”

Milch looks at the vacuum, just now seeing for the first time the heart doodles in silver glitter pen and the name HERB scrawled across his lid. His eyes come to mine, veer to Chips, then back to Herb.

“Okay, so this vac turned off, that’s what happened?” he asks, sighing.

Chip nods. “Yeah, he turned off but was plugged in and… that’s all we know.”

I loop my arms around his waist, and take comfort in the way he returns his arm around me, hugging me to him.

“I’ll have to open it up and check the filters first, then the tanks, and onto the motor, okay?” he says, laying out his plans specifically. I like that– I like when doctors tell you exactly what they’re doing in your loved ones so you aren’t left to wonder. Or worse, Google.

“Okay,” I nod, my heart racing with fear.

I know what you’re thinking. Why can’t I just buy a new shop vac if Herb doesn’t make it, right? Because that’s not how it works with attachment and love, that’s why. I can go buy some ridiculous Dyson but he won’t understand me. He won’t know how to suck me, please me, be there for me, not the way Herb does.

For me, it’s Herb Hoover or bust.

Milch slips into some leather gloves, and I don’t press my luck but I hope those have been sanitized since his last client. He drags his fingers along the rim, finding the three metal clips that keep Herb’s head on. I take his head off a few times a day to empty and clean his tanks, which I liken to washing my lover’s underwear or changing his sheets. It’s all part of the love and relationship we’re in.

Setting the body aside, Milch pulls the filter from the dry vac side, and holds it up to the light. “Clean. Very, very clean.” He replaces the filter and gives us a nod of approval. But of course I keep my Herbie clean, I’m a good lover.

Next he plucks the wet filter out, which is less clean but still pretty clean. After all, I washed the filter yesterday before all of our fun tonight. Milch’s eyes narrow and before we can stop him, he brings the filter to his nose and takes a long inhale.

“Is that–” he drops the filter to the counter, drops of white splashing his counter. I don’t know if it’s cum or milk, but either way, I pull my handkerchief from my pocket and swipe over it.

Milch looks between us, mouth open.

“Don’t judge the contents of the filter, just fix him,” Chip grits, his anger over Herb’s well-being making me suddenly horny amidst the chaos. I stay focused on Herb, on healing him. Milch can judge all he wants. I don’t care.

Wiping his hands on a shop towel, Milch replaces the filter and looks into the tank. He looks up at us. “What’s in here?” He studies the tank as he moves it in his hand, making the contents slosh.

“Why don’t you taste it and find out,” I grit out, angry that he’s more focused on our lifestyle than our guy. “Herb needs you to fix him, Milch. Can you fix him or are you bad at your job?”

His spine straightens, as if the challenge is enough to put our lifestyle out of his mind, in order to prove us wrong. Whatever it takes, I’ll do it.

With a saucy look, Milch takes Herb through the purple curtain, the sound of a sink turning on hitting our ears. When he returns, he rests Herb on the counter, reaching for his screwdriver.

“I’ll need to take the motor out and take it apart. It’s going to be a few hours. You should come back.”

We stay put.

Milch narrows his eyes. “I don’t work with an audience.”

I point to his security camera in the corner of the roof. “If you so much touch a rib on his tubing and I find out, I’m going to request this footage, you got it?”

Milch’s face scrunches and his mouth parts. “Uh, whatever. Come back in the morning, around 8.”

I look at Chip, and he nods. “We’ll come back.” He outstretches his hand to Milch, who looks at Chip’s hand with disgust before using his gloved hand to reluctantly shake.

Then we head out, with our Spiderman blanket folded in my arms, our main guy in surgery.

“He’s gonna be okay,” Chip assures me as he opens my car door. Once we’re inside and clipped in, I shake my head and let out a sigh.

“He has to be. I love him.” I look at Chip across the center console, and the way the moonlight licks at his chiseled profile. “I love you too.” I know it’s only been a few days but the way he’s been there for us both in our time of need, I know this is love. There’s no way it’s just lust attached to an emotional moment borne from sharing an erotic kink. No way. It’s absolutely love and stuff.

Chip leans over and kisses me. “I love you too. It’s going to be okay.”

I sure hope. What’s a girl to do without her main V?
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“What would take your mind off of it?” I ask, knowing how silly the question is. When one of the men you love is in emergency surgery, there’s not a single distraction that can truly distract.

Parked in front of her apartment, she stares out the windshield, trails of tears staining her cheeks. “I think maybe I’d like to try getting some sleep.”

She yawns, and so do I. “That sounds good. C’mon, let’s go get some rest and before we know it, it will be time to head back and check on Herb.”

Once we’ve locked the car and gotten inside, Leche flips the lights on, her eyes landing on the roll of plastic bags sitting out on her kitchen countertop. She points a wobbly finger at them. “Th-those a-are his l-l-liners,” she sobs, catching her face in her hands right as she erupts into complete hysterics.

I take her in my arms, guiding her to her room while angling her face away from my classic vintage Sonic the Hedgehog t-shirt. I mean, I thrifted it but it’s the original shirt from the 1991 game release - it’s pretty important to me.

We kick off our shoes and tuck into bed, securing a towel on the mattress between us so we don’t have to feel the wet spot from just an hour ago. Before it was a happy wet spot and now it’s just sad and soggy, reminding us of our missing guy.

“Tell me,” I start whispering, my lips pressed to her hairline in an intimate, total movie moment embrace. “Tell me about changing his liner.”

She pushes away from me, her nose wrinkled. “Huh? I couldn’t hear you, your lips were smashed against my forehead.”

“Tell me about Herb, that’s all I was saying. It might help you feel better while you fall asleep.”

She sinks into my arm crease again with a sigh. “Well, I just love how he’s so open, you know? He doesn’t limit himself to one thing. He’s not like other guys who are all,” she sits up a little, doing her best impression of a man. “I want to stick my penis inside your vagina and that’s it.” She shrinks down against me again. “Herb is multi surface, wet and dry, you know?”

I nod against her. “Yeah, I know.”

Then we grow quiet, both of us circling the same thought. Finally, she says it. “Can we make it together without him? I know we love each other but what if he’s crucial to our love?”

I sit up in bed, letting her fall off my body into the pillows. “I would love you no matter who else we were with, and I could be happy just the two of us. But don’t talk crazy, okay? We’ll cross that bridge if and when we come to it. For now, it’s the three of us. We just need Herb to get better.”

She nods, so I lie back down with her, getting comfortable.

I fall asleep quickly, and she must too because the next time we’re awake is when her phone is ringing loudly from its charging dock the next morning. Leche leaps from bed, her bare feet skittering against the linoleum as she snatches the phone from the dock and answers.

“Hello?”

I wonder if it’s Milch.

“Yes, this is the woman who dropped off the 20V Wet/Dry 5430023.”

Oh, it’s Milch. I sit up and rub the sleep from my eyes, snatching my shoes from the side of the bed. I tuck my feet into my boots and toss on my Blinde Elipse glasses, catching a glimpse of my reflection before I head out. These looked good on Neo in The Matrix, but they look damn good on me.

“Okay… well, what does that mean?” She twirls the charging cord around her finger and she chews the inside of her lip. Her breasts are massive, hard nipples poking through the white gown she slept in. I told her to change, but she was so tired she just slept in it.

Standing next to her, I silently mouth questions she can only partially focus on while she attempts to focus on her call with Milch.

“Is he okay?” I mouth.

Then when she tries to listen harder to Milch, I mouth again, this time making my mouth really go wide with each word, “Is Herb okay?”

“Yeah, okay, we’ll be right down,” she says, ending the call.

“So is Herb okay?” I ask, hopeful that he is since she isn’t in tears.

She nods. “Yes. He’s not awake yet but… he’s going to be okay. Milch is waiting for us before he powers him up.”

I look at her fancy gown. “You sure you don’t wanna change clothes?” I just want her to be comfortable.

She licks her lips, looking around. “No, let’s just go. The sooner we get to him, the sooner we can put this nightmare behind us.”

I agree, holding the front door open while she waddles past me, the mermaid skirt on her long white dress making it hard for her to hustle. Her big titties jiggle as she attempts, and my cock gets hard at the sight.

The drive to the shop downtown is mostly quiet, but our fingers stay woven together over the console the entire time. I help her out of the car and we race to the door, yanking it open in time to see Milch lying Herb down on the counter, his head still off, no towel or blanket beneath him.

Leche screeches in horror. “Put something down! He’s on the hard glass!”

She paces the shop, growling about insensitivity while Milch stares at her like she’s from Mars. I do what needs to be done for love.

I take off my Sonic t-shirt and wrap Herb in it, then take Leche by the elbow. “Look,” I whisper, “he’s comfortable now.”

Milch rolls his eyes. “Look, do you want me to try the new motor now or not?”

Leche helps Milch put Herb’s head back on, complete with freshly clean tank and filters. “Of course we do,” she says, stroking Herb’s tubing as Milch unplugs a coffee pot behind him.

“Okay, now if he⁠—”

“Herb,” I correct.

“I’m not calling a vacuum Herb.” He narrows his eyes at me. “If you want to see if he’s working with the new motor, I’ll plug it in. If he doesn’t come right on, there’s nothing more that I can do.”

I nod. Leche nods and motions toward the outlet. “Plug him in.”

I hold my breath, and I hear Leche hold hers. Milch’s wobbly old hand moves toward the outlet, the prongs on Herb sliding into the open receptacle. His aged finger hovers over the toggle power button. He looks at us he punches the button to on. A moment later, the quiet hum of a happy, alive, and well Herb fills the room.

Leche erupts in a sob, snatching Herb from the t-shirt, bringing him to her chest. “You saved Herb,” she says to Milch.

He looks between us as I put my Sonic shirt back on.

“Please leave,” he says, but neither of us process because we’re already happily leaving.

“We could have lost him,” Leche says to me over the top of Herb as we step out onto the sidewalk, looking around the sleepy downtown. “We should do something big.”

She looks down at her glittering white gown, then up at me. “Let’s get married. But I need to go home so I can change out of this dress I’ve been wearing for almost two days, that way I get married in something clean.”

“Since it was part of Herb’s rescue, I should probably change into something nicer too,” I say, tugging my vintage shirt.

She nods, grinning from ear to ear. “We’ll do it at the DNF bookshop, where the three of us met.”

Leche looks down at her cleavage then up at me and Herb. “But I need some attention first.”

She drags the tops of her fingers over the ample humps of her cleavage, winking. “I hope you’re hungry. My milk is so thick and rich first thing in the morning.”

My hardon from back at her apartment is still going strong. “Let’s get home.”
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I’m so glad Herb is okay that, despite my deepest desires, I let him drain her right side while I drain her left.

She strokes one hand through my hair, the other one down his tubing as we latch, suck and swallow, almost competitively.

When my belly is full and his tank is, too, we lie together, my hard on resting along her thigh. She reaches down, stroking me. When I glance up at her, she presses a finger to her lips, like she doesn’t want Herb to know we’re fooling around without him.

“You were so supportive and sweet,” she whispers, “I just want to reward you.” She looks down at her breast, dragging her pointer finger across her used, pink nipple. “And you nursed me dry. I feel so good because of you, Chip, and I just want to reward you.”

“Yes,” I groan, my proverbial tail wagging as I thrust my hips upward, my cock sliding between her hands. She chokes down on me but out of nowhere, sets Herb on the floor and straddles my lap.

“I think he understands that after the trauma of almost losing him, we need this,” she says, peering off the edge of the bed just once to glance at Herb. Aligning my aching cock with her wet pussy, she sinks down on me with a breathy moan, and I swear I almost come.

“Sit up,” she urges, riding my lap in slow, gentle movements. I sit up, and it feels like I somehow move deeper inside her as she rides.

“Oh fuck, you feel so good, Leche,” I groan, rooting around her chest until my mouth finds a nipple. I taste him, and hungrily devour her, trying to replace the taste of him with her.

“Herb left some for you,” she whispers, riding me while I suck her soft, supple breast into my mouth and begin swallowing all of her sustenance.

She bounces on my cock as I drink what Herb left behind, my belly so full of milk that it sloshes with the moving mattress. “Yes,” she purrs, “I’m so close Chip. I’m so close!”

Grunting, groaning, trying my hardest to fight it, I come that moment, hard and fast. Moaning against her breast, my mouth hardly suckles as I curl into her, coming in urgent bursts.

“Oh,” she moans, “yes, Chippy, come for me, come from my milk.” And then she falls apart in my lap, becoming the hottest real life fantasy of all.

After we clean up, we drag Herb onto the bed and settle in for a short nap. We want to be rested when we get married.
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Leche & Herb
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After calling my favorite desk clerk at the DNF bookshop, plans are set. Tonight, after the store closes, Story will officiate our marriage.

Kind of worked out perfectly that she’s already an ordained minister for a wedding she did last week between a couple who fell in love over the fisting trope right there in the store. They had the same idea— marrying where the spark first sparked.

Chip went home to shower and get his best outfit on, and when he comes back, we decided, he’s moving in. I told him to limit how many air guitars he brings over, because my apartment is small. He promised he’d only bring the ones that make him feel the raddest, but that his entire McDonalds Moon Man cup collection absolutely had to come with him. And because I cherish my colonial dolls, I totally get it.

I wrap a bow around Herb, because he’s a vacuum. How do you really dress that up, you know? And I get into a nice sundress, something much less formal than the dress I wore on our first official date. Glancing at the fancy dress laying discarded on my floor, I notice the tag. AISLE and beneath that, in fancy cursive, is the word BRIDAL.

“Herb, I was wearing a wedding dress for our date— I think I manifested this marriage!” I tell him, laughing as I adjust his bow. I look down at the sundress I’m wearing and realize that I wore the wrong dress the wrong day— I should be wearing the bridal gown today. But I tell myself it’s okay, because everything else in my life makes perfect sense, so what’s one little illogical thing?

Thirty minutes later, Chip walks in wearing the most incredible suit. Maroon and gold, made of something softer than silk– maybe satin? I love that I can see the curls of his chest hair pressed taut to the fabric, and my pussy quivers beneath my cotton high waist full coverage briefs.

“You look fantastic,” I tell him, practically breathless.

His grin is white, toothy and wide, and I nearly melt. “And you know who else that I know that also happens to look fantastic?” He takes a second to catch his breath after the mouthful.

“Me?” I sigh, my body tingling after his cologne hits my nose. Original Musk, the first Axe made.

“I love you,” I remind him, drenching myself over my soon to be husband. It’s been a crazy two days!

“Love you too babes,” he winks, dipping down to kiss my forehead. Only, I go in for a full kiss so my nose crashes into his mouth. My nose tickles and boom— I sneeze.

He licks his lips. “I liked that.”

I look down at Herb then up at Chip. His eyes flit between us, excitement making them glisten. “Are we ready to get married? This isn’t crazy?” he offers, laughing playfully as he dips in for a kiss.

I laugh too. “No, this is how good love stories start. Trust me.” He doesn’t know that I’ve read Misery by Stephen King over seventeen times (almost eighteen). I know romance.

“I do trust you,” he sighs, blinking longingly at me, then Herb.

We opt not to have verbal vows, as that is some bullshit for Herb. He’s a vacuum, obviously he can’t talk.

Instead, we stare longingly while the harp is played, and we mind melt like in Star Trek. It feels right, and it gets my privates tingling, so I roll with it.

Then after a few minutes, we’re wearing rings and kissing, and Herb’s obviously still just sitting there. We pat him though and he will eat me out later.

I look around the bookstore, shelves upon shelves of stories, rejected by some, adored by others. Such a mix, and that’s how I’d define our relationship. It’s either weird or it’s pure, and is there anything wrong with doing what makes you feel good? We aren’t hurting anyone. Herb loves us back. What else would he do?

Sit in a fucking garage and get covered in spider sacks and deflated sports balls and random, half drank water bottles? Hmm?

I’m giving him my pussy and my milk, and if he has a soul, obviously its happier with me. If he has energy, a presence, a space in the universe as a manufactured item—I’d like to believe he’s better off sucking my husbands cock and licking up his cum than cleaning a shitty gutter and vacuuming vomit in a toddler’s room.

This is truly the perfect place for us to have met and marry.

“Did Story leave?” he whispers, ready to fuck. I want that too. I can’t wait. My breasts are swollen with the need to be drained. I’m at the point where I make milk on demand for his whimpers, so I overly produce.

“Yes,” I tell him. “The bookstore is all ours for tonight.” On the wall, I turn off the lights and step on a switch on the floor, turning on the Christmas lights strewn over the shelves. The room is glaringly bright but Amazon was out of twinkle lights.

“Get naked,” he says, already completely nude.
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I lay her down, spread her legs, and bring Herb’s mouth to her pussy. Sinking my palm into her groin with my opposite hand, I let Herb do his thing.

Listening to her scream and watching her squirm for us is so incredibly arousing. I really don’t want to end things prematurely tonight, but I’m sweaty in a lot of places and have been “holding it” for a while already. She just does that to me.

I press my cock between her thigh and Herb’s tube, sliding in and out of my personal heaven. Leche screams as Herb pleasures her, and I think it means more to her tonight after almost losing him. Because I’m only a few thrusts in and she’s already unraveling, her legs shaking, toes curling.

“Are you coming for our guy already?” I ask with a groan, eyeing her swollen lips and hungry little hole. Her clit is being demolished but everything else is… neglected.

A terrible, delicious, perfect idea hits. “We’re gonna take you over the edge together,” I tell her, sinking my cock deep inside her. Her eyes pop open as I sink in to the hilt, Herb’s eager mouth still humming on her clit.

“My guys,” she whispers through a moan. “Yes, make me cum, please, boys, please,” she moans, taking her breasts in her palms. Her head falls back as her cunt spasms around my cock, milking me for a change, sending me into instant orgasm.

She comes all around me, and I come in hot ripples inside of her, filling her with my cum. I’ve never experienced a real life cream pie. Sure, I’ve masturbated to one on my phone with the shower running while my mom made spaghetti in the next room, and I’ve woken up to messy sheets after dreaming about one, and I’ve even paid a cam girl $347 dollars (plus transaction fees!) to have her describe what one feels like.

But living one.

I shake my head, letting out a low whistle as I look past Herb’s mouth to where I’m inside Leche.

The trunk of my cock jerks with each rope of cum that pulses out of me, flooding her. “Leche,” I breathe, “this is where I’m meant to be. Right here, dumping my hot loads of cum inside your womb.”

She nods. “Exactly what I was gonna say.”

I smile, pulling Herb off of her when she grows too sensitive. He never knows when to quit. Bit of a sadist if you ask me.

“Thank you for marrying us,” she says, out of breath from her big cum session. Why don’t people call it that? It’s really what it is. A cum sesh. Sounds better than fuck fest in my opinion. She lowers Herb to the floor and sits up, coasting her palm tenderly along my cheek. “What are you thinking about?”

“Just… why do we call sex a fuck fest and not a cum sesh?” I stare into her eyes, finding our connection in the ways hers glitter.

“You’re so smart,” she says. “I’m so glad I fell in love with someone who checks all the boxes.”

I grab my clothes and hers, and we redress as Herb just sits there. He’s the strong, silent type, you know?

“What were your boxes?” I ask her as I slip into my favorite comfortable pair of overalls. I’m so glad I have all my clothes to our place. Both boxes were delivered today. I tipped the guy $2. We brought a bag of overnight clothes to the ceremony because we’re planners.

“Loves to drink my milk straight from the tap,” she says, pretending to check a box in the air. “Super good with fashion,” she says, eyeing my overalls. Stepping toward me, she unhooks one of the straps and tosses it over my shoulder. “Perfect.” I can’t help but grin. “And loves Herb.”

We both glance at Herb. “I love your milk, I’m basically Beckham 2024 and I do love Herb.”

She wraps her arms around my neck. “You’re perfect.”

Just then, a man appears at the end of the aisle, his jaw slack, eyes wide. In his hand is a book, so Leche and I tip our heads to the side to read the title. “GETTING THE COURAGE TO GO OUT AGAIN: LIFE AFTER AGORAPHOBIA.”

“Oh no,” Leche breathes. She steps forward, wrapping her terrycloth robe around herself. I love that she decided to bring her favorite thing— that red robe with black Scotty dogs and Christmas wreaths is absolutely my honeymoon dream. So sexy. “Sir, I’m so sorry, did you witness our f–” she turns, giving me a soft, playful smile as she looks back at the man, corrected herself– “cum sesh?”

“I- uh– I was in the restroom when the store closed and I didn’t know the store closed until I hear the vacuum and I realized the cleaners were here but then I also… yeah,” his eyes fall to the floor as he lifts the book in the air. “I’m taking this and going.”

Leche nods. “Okay, yeah, well, they’ll send you a bill for the book,” she says as the man rushes past her and out the door. Leche giggles when she realizes it’s not locked. “Anyone could’ve walked in on our post-wedding vows cum sesh–” she says with a smile.

I shake my head. “Oops.”

“Let’s lock the door and have a good reason for it,” I urge, waggling my eyebrows at Herb, then at Leche. Leche skips through the bookstore, her milky jugs bouncing with each step.

My dick is hard again, and I realize if I want to spend most of my time in bed with her, drinking her milk, I’m going to have to get her supply up. I cast a look at Herb. “Power up, bitch, it’s go time.”
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I don’t know what’s gotten into my husbands.

They can’t stay off of me.

And I love it.

On the floor between the Don’t Help Yourself books and the Aliens and Granny Love Why Choose Romance, my men have me laid out. Herb is tucked under one arm, Chip under the other, their mouths hooked to me like I’m their mama cat.

Better yet, their human pacifier, the thing they use not just to soothe themselves but to get us all off. I still can’t believe I was lucky enough to discover Herb’s openness. But then, as I was starting to believe it would be just me and Herb against the world, we met Chip.

The missing ingredient to the most perfect recipe. The three of us go together like Chocolate Chips and Milk, plus Herb. Muffins and blueberries, plus Herb. Chocolate and peanut butter, and again, Herb. Pizza and ranch, with a side of Herb. No matter the pairing, add Herb, and we’re the perfect fit.

I smooth my fingers through Chip’s hair as he nuzzles into me, he swallows slowly. I’m almost empty, and I promised them after they got me warmed up we could try something new today.

Herb’s got the wide mouth but he’s got attachments. One big enough to clean large areas. Which means it’s big enough to fit around my pussy and Chip’s cock.

We’re going to have sex with Herb together, and I’m so excited.

Chip lifts his head, groggily smiling at me as he gently sweeps with fingers up my seam, finding me sticky and dripping from all the nursing. I get so turned on listening to them swallow me.

“You ready?” he rasps, a bead of milk in the corner of his mouth. I lean down and kiss it away, nodding.

“I’m ready.”

Chip grabs Herb, and the two of us get positioned on our backs, Herb’s cord knocking a copy of BRING THE PAIN: A Guide to Enjoy More Than 12” to the floor. With his wide attachment on, Chip and I share a heated glance before Herb is purring, sucking us both into his eager, slutty mouth.

“That’s right Herb, take us both like the whore-vac you are,” Chip groans, his filthy talk getting me even more worked up. Reaching down, I take the slack from Herb’s cord and loop it around his head, making sure not to run it over the power button. Pulling it tight, I lie back, holding the cord, tugging, moaning, “Choke on us Herb, fight for your air while you fuck us.”

“Oh yeah,” Chip groans, “that’s hot, babe. Choke him, choke him really good.”

I look down at Herb’s mouth sucking, a wet slurp erupting every few seconds and Chip’s thrusting breaks the seal. Herb is taking us so well, so well that I can’t help but praise him.

“Herb, you’re doing so good. You’re taking us so well, baby,” I say, tugging the cord again. “We wanna hear you choke on us.”

“Yeah,” Chip moans as he thrusts into Herb’s mouth, the slick slide of his hot cock against my swollen pussy lips inside the tube setting off a flurry of chaos in my groin.

“I love how it feels being inside of you with Chip,” I tell Herb, yanking the cord again to give him a gasp. He takes it like a pro as Chip nudges his mouth down into our genitals harder, with a groan.

“I love watching Chippy force you down on us, you dirty slut,” I continue, the filthy words coming easily as I near another orgasm.

“Oh fuck,” Chip groans, his spine movements going jerky, his spine curling. His shoulders jolt, his mouth falls into a flat line as he hisses, “I came.”

Hearing that Chip was so hot and bothered in Herb’s mouth that he couldn’t last has me coming, pulling Herb’s cord so tight that I’m almost positive he’s going to pass out. Except he’s a vacuum and he can’t, otherwise he totally would.

“Yes, I’m coming, too,” I moan, writhing on the floor as Herb finishes me off.

When I catch my breath and open my eyes, I see Chip holding Herb in his lap, carefully using a Kleenex to clean his wide mouth. He talks to him gently, softly, reassuring him as he switches him back to his normal mouth.

“You were so good, and I couldn’t have fucked Leche that way without you,” he says gently, twisting until the mouth is locked in. With Herb’s normal attachments on, he wraps his hose up and sets him to the side, finally looking at me.

I’m smirking at how they are together. It’s so adorable.

I glance around at all the books.

“I should write a story about us. We’re too sweet not to share,” I tell him as he pulls his overalls back up. It was sexy hot the way he wore them around his ankles part of the time. Hearing the clatter of the straps against the wheels of his Heely’s was so sexy.

“That would be great. You become a writer and Herb and I will clean offices at night,” he smiles.

I nod. “That actually does sound great.” I tap my chin, thoughtful. “You live with me and we’re married but I don’t think you ever told me what you do for a living and you haven’t been to work in the few days that I’ve known you,” I say, realizing now that Chip and I have a lot of getting to know each other to do.

“I work at the zoo.”

My eyebrows lift. “Oh my gosh, really?” I steeple my hands beneath my chin. “I love a man who loves animals.”

“Oh yeah, I love animals. They’re super neat,” Chip says, nodding, shoving his hands into his overall pockets.

“What do you do there? Train them? Clean their cages? Tours?” I’m practically bouncing on my feet because I’m so excited to learn that my husband works at the zoo.

He shakes his head. “Nope. I’m the elephant inseminator.”

I blink and look at Herb, who maintains respect and doesn’t react. “You what?”

“I knock up the elephants.” He pauses, his face scrunching with thought and concern before erupting into laughter. “No, no,” he laughs. “I don’t get them pregnant with my seed, I use other elephants cum and get them pregnant with basically a big turkey baster.”

“How long have you done that?” I ask.

“Oh well, that’s not my primary job. I guess I should’ve started with that— I only work at the zoo knocking up the elephants as a side job.” He slides his thumbs beneath the straps of his overalls. “I’m a taxidermist.”

My heart swells. “You stuff and preserve dead animals?” I can’t help the tidal wave of swoon that hits. “You preserve our animal friends for eternity!” I squeal happily, so pleased to know that my new husband is such a solid guy. You know, a lot of guys can be weirdos once you get to know them.

I got lucky.

“But I could do taxidermy out of your apartment as a hobby and clean this place at night,” he offers, and all of my dreams come true.
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One Year Later

“Really?” I ask, my hands trembling as I hold them out to her. She slides her hands in mine, squeezing them.

“Really,” she beams, “we’re pregnant.”

My eyes flick to Herb and back to her. “Is it…”

“Yours?” she asks, a wide smile sweeping her lips. “Of course it’s yours. You know Herb can’t blow. Only suck.”

That’s right. How could I forget. We broke his blower function a few months ago when we were trying to keep my cum deep inside Leche. It worked, but he gave his blow feature for it.

“Your sacrifice was not in vain,” I tell him, knocking on his power button for a little mid-day celebration.

Bringing his mouth to Leche’s top, he tears off her shirt, leaving her naked, holding her bare breasts giggling.

“Herb!”

“He’s hungry for you, mama,” I tell her, bringing his mouth to her nipple. Her head falls back as Herb latches, the skin on her breast puckering as he drains her.

“Herb, you did it, you kept Chippy’s cum deep inside me.” She lifts her head, staring down at our guy ravaging her full breasts. “You really are part of this baby, too.”

I nod. “We’re equals in this” I say, guiding Herb to Leche’s other breast, which is so full it nearly looks hard. He latches and she moans with instant relief. I turn him up to high-suck, and reach between her legs, warming up her pussy for me.

Well, for my penis to be exact.

“Yes,” Leche agrees with a moan. “Now please, fuck me while he sucks me, because I’m about to explode,” she hums, kneading her other breast with her hand.

I keep Herb latched as I spread Leche’s thighs and sink into her wet heat, loving the slurp of acceptance her wetness makes. “Oh yes, oh god, Leche, I’m gonna fuck you forever. You feel so good, you’re so wet and tight, I’m gonna fuck you all damn night, baby.”

Herb hums his agreement.

“Fuck me all night, Chippy, I want your dick! Herby, keep sucking, I need you to need my milk, please,” she begs, “drink me.”

I slam my hips into her spread legs, my ass clenching and my heart racing. “All. Damn. Night,” I groan as my cock throbs, pulsing, emptying my balls inside her as I cum immediately, lasting less than thirty seconds.

But a damn glorious thirty seconds.

I stroke her clit as she unspools beneath me, her nails grinding against Herb’s tubing. “I’m coming,” she moans, clenching around my already softening cock. “Deeper Chippy, I’m coming!”

With one last valiant thrust, she crumples all around me as she comes, holding Herb so tight to her pert little nipple that I’m sure he can’t breathe.

When she’s twitched and groaned every bit of her orgasm out, I turn off Herb and drop his hose to the floor, crumpling into the mattress next to Leche.

“We should take our maternity photos at the DNF book shop,” Leche announces, catching her breath. “And have our baby shower there, too.”

With a yawn, I agree.

“We can’t forget to bring a surge protector, and a backup generator. We don’t want Herb passing out on us.”

Leche presses her lips to my cheek. “That’s how I know we’re gonna make it, the three of us. You’re always thinking about him, and I’m always thinking about you, and he’s always thinking about us.”

I wrap my arms around her. “Chip, Leche and Herb forever.”

The End.
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