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Chapter One

 


“Would you like me to help you with the halter?”

The voice came from behind Pamela. She was only
slightly surprised but still jumped a bit at the question. The
changing room she was using was really just a locker room with even
less than the usual level or privacy.

“Um…yeah, thanks.” She was nervous but managed to
keep her trembling fingers still by clenching them into fists.
Since they were in the locker room Pamela was topless trying to get
the garment made of bits of leather, spandex, Lycra, metal stays,
and who knows what for padding on correctly. She wasn’t
succeeding.

“First time?”

“Yeah, how’d you know? Because I couldn’t get the
damn…halter buckled?” It was a strange word for the garment she was
trying to correctly fasten to her torso and it felt wrong on her
tongue. Awkwardly she handed the halter over to the new woman who
was wearing an exact duplicate. Hers appeared to fit correctly. Pam
wondered how she had gotten it on; there wasn’t anyone else in the
locker room.

“No, because you didn’t ask for help in getting the
damn halter buckled,” the other woman said. “Everyone asks for
help…except for first-timers.”

Pamela sighed in frustration. “Please tell me that’s
the only sign I’m a noob.” She tried not to stare, but the other
woman’s breasts were perfect—at least to Pamela’s eyes. And since
this interloper was wearing the type of halter dictated by her new
employer, her breasts were on display. The halter was only half a
support garment—the critical half that would actually cover her
breasts was missing. Well, not really missing, it was intentionally
left out because the women working here had to have their breasts
on display. It wasn’t just expected—it was necessary.

The other woman laughed. “Nope. I can see your
shaking hands.”

“Damn it.”

“Don’t worry about it. Hi. I’m Gina.” While they had
been talking Gina had been loosening the straps on the halter and
now handed it back to Pamela. “Pull it back on. I’ll fix the
buckles when you’re settled.”

The halter was based on the design of a cropped tank
top shirt, tight around the neck and ending just under the breasts.
It was pulled over the head like a shirt, but there were two simple
buckles on the back, one at neck level and one that would be level
with most bra straps. Since the fasteners were buckles they
couldn’t be hooked like a bra’s closures and turned around the body
and it was impossible to see what she was doing behind her back, so
Pamela was stymied. This time she pulled the halter back on,
feeling its tightness and the cold buckles on her neck and back,
but made sure her breasts came out the holes that had been cut into
the halter. That was actually the easy part. The holes had been
placed there carefully. They were plenty big enough, even for Pam’s
large tits. There was some slight supporting curve to the bottom of
where the cups should have been—it was more like a quarter cup bra,
not really there at all, in comparison to a half cup bra that would
just barely cover the nipples on most women. She felt a little
ridiculous wearing the halter with her boobs hanging out, but there
was Gina right behind her in the same outfit. She tried to
relax.

“Okay,” Gina said as her nimble fingers found the
right setting for the neck buckle. “This is actually a good fit for
you.”

Pamela just wanted to nod her head, but that wasn’t
really possible. The collar that Gina had just buckled was
tight—not too tight but just tight enough to restrict any easy or
casual movement of her head. “Thanks,” she said.

“No problem.” Gina cinched the lower buckle, the one
that was just beneath her breasts and right in the middle of her
ribcage and Pam was certain she wasn’t going to be able to breathe.
“Too tight?”

“I don’t think so,” Pam gasped.

Gina chuckled and loosened it a bit. “You’re a lousy
liar.”

“Sorry,” she answered in a much more normal tone of
voice.

Spinning her around, Gina took stock of her
handiwork. “Very nice. You’ve already got good posture, so the
harness isn’t working too hard. And you’ve got great tits. Geez, I
wish mine were still as perky as yours. I’ve worked here too
long.”

“Yours look great,” Pam blurted and then flushed red.
She told herself she wasn’t going to be embarrassed about anything
that happened on her first day, but that was already too late.

Gina grinned. “Don’t worry about it. You’ll get used
to the casual attitude to nudity and tits soon enough.”

“Is that good or bad?” Pam asked.

“You’ll figure that out soon enough on your own. How
long have you been taking the pills?”

“Just over two months,” Pam answered without thinking
and then gasped. “How did you know?”

“Besides the fact that everyone here is on them?
Well, almost everyone. It’s because you’re a new girl.”

“Oh. Right.”

“And have you been using the pump as well?”

“Yes.”

“Getting much milk yet?”

Her face flushed again with embarrassment. “A little.
Not as much as I’d hoped.”

“Don’t worry too much. We go for quality not quantity
here.”

“Really?” Pam was relieved at the pronouncement.

It almost hurt Gina to take away that relief. Sadly,
she shook her head. “No. Not really. The men who come here want big
tits and huge drinks. But you’re probably producing more than you
think and once you have a few clients it’ll be more than
enough.”

“You think so?”

“Honey, I know so. I’ve been doing this for…well,
longer than I like to think about. And since I own a piece of the
business, I need to be sure in everything I do.”

Pam gasped. “You’re Regina Bledsoe!”

“Guilty.”

This was the woman who had hired her. After four
years of putting herself through college with shitty slightly above
minimum wage jobs, student loans, inadequate scholarships, and too
many nights of ramen noodles, Pamela had been eager to join the
workforce in any job she could land. Since she landed nothing after
almost a year she started to despair. Stumbling on to an
advertisement in the local alt weekly newspaper put Pamela onto a
job she hadn’t needed any college education for at all. The company
was euphemistically named the Milk Producers Collective and was
half a front for adoptive mothers looking for help and advice on
how to induce lactation so they could breast feed their infant
children. The other half was a meeting place for men who were
desperate to enjoy human breast milk from women who were lactating
but not feeding a baby. The ad was very subtle and very small, but
with the promise of good money for hard work.

At first Pamela couldn’t believe that such services
were wanted by anyone other than a baby. Then she remembered a
friend explaining internet rule 34—if it exists then there is porn
of it. He had then further explained that every small detail about
women is fetishized in some way by at least one man—and more than
likely hundreds if not thousands of men. Big breasts? Of course!
Blonde hair only? Yes. Hairy armpits and pussies? Why not? Fat
girls (though her friend used the term big, beautiful women)? More
so than you would think. Guys who want to jerk off on Cuban women’s
ankles? Absolutely. Belly button sex? Not as uncommon as you would
think.

So why not men who wanted nothing more than to drink
breast milk fresh from the source?

As she explored the possibility of working for the
collective Pamela gave herself over to the idea. It’s not like she
had a better job lined up. As the many emails she sent back and
forth explained, the service in and of itself wasn’t explicitly
illegal (though it was borderline questionable). The mere existence
of the company explained a lot about one of Pam’s old college
boyfriends who was obsesses with her boobs. True, Pam knew she
sported a rack that was larger than average, but she wasn’t huge.
It was, though, just what a lot of men were looking for.

One interview with a matronly woman who was
not the sexy Gina and a free medical exam later she was
hired and ready to work. Only she had to wait two months to let the
drugs they gave her kick in and get her breasts lactating. It
wasn’t just pills, though; Pam was obligated to use a breast pump
every day to stimulate her nipples and boobs into producing milk.
She was certain it wouldn’t work. To her amazement after a month
she could squeeze a few drops out with the pump and then, at the
end of two months, she was able to get almost a quarter cup at a
time from each breast.

“Wow. I feel stupid now.”

“We don’t advertise that one of the owners is also an
employee.”

“I suppose that makes sense.” Pam tried to get a fix
on how old Gina had to be. Early thirties maybe. Smooth skin and
great breasts made it hard to be certain.

Gina casually started shedding her clothes and
chucking them into the closest empty locker. “We have several part
owners who actively work. You’ll meet them eventually.” In a minute
she was naked. For a slightly older woman she was in great shape.
Pam tried not to stare. She felt a little dumpy next to Gina’s lean
body and great tits. Gina was naked giving Pam the full view and
Pam didn’t have enough presence of mind to follow suit. “You’re
going to want to pull on some stockings. And gloves too,” she said
nodding toward the basket that she drew several articles from.
“While it isn’t cold in the main rooms, we don’t allow street
clothes. We’ve found that a good amount of makeup and distracting,
form-fitting scanties are the best way for horny men to not
recognize who you are on the outside.”

She drew up a pair of stockings. They were dark gray
and reached well past mid-thigh on Gina who tended toward tallness.
They weren’t nylons; they were much closer to knee high socks on
steroids. They gave a nice shape and tone to Gina’s legs. She then
pulled on a pair of evening gloves with Pam found a little silly
but she knew in the back of her mind there was some practical
function to them. Finally she pulled on a pair of black panties she
produced from within the depths of her handbag. They weren’t
especially sexy—as far as Pam could tell they weren’t anything more
than simple athletic underwear designed for ease of motion. On her
along with the harness and gloves and stockings they looked
positively scrumptious.

Pam started to wonder when she had started thinking
about Gina in food-related terms that took a positive shine to her
sexuality.

“You brought the right kind of panties. No one likes
sharing those.”

“Right!” Pam said brightly trying to take away from
the fact that she had just been staring. She unzipped her jeans and
exposed a similar pair of panties to the ones Gina was now
wearing.

“Good, but in the future I’d recommend bringing an
extra pair to change into when you’re done for the day.”

“Why?” Pam pulled her jeans the rest of the way off
and started hunting in the basket
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