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Chapter One

 


I never intended to become a sex worker. Jeez,
does anyone? I’m not really sure if I should call myself a sex
worker. I’m not really a prostitute; I don’t have sex for
money...okay I do have sex with people who pay for my time, but
only when I want to have sex with them. (And truth be told I often
want to have sex with them.) But I get paid for my time, not my
pussy.

Yeah, I know that’s what all sex workers,
including prostitutes say. But my clients ARE paying for my
time.

And one other thing.

My milk.

Let me back up.

 


High school was fine. I made it into community
college and struggled to my associate’s degree (in only three
years, stupid fucking calculus). Along the way I met a guy and
intended to get married but I got pregnant instead. Stupid fucking
condoms. Marriage was on the horizon and the wonderful guy, father
to our daughter, decides the family plan isn’t for him and runs
away to Arizona. Who the fuck runs to AZ? Old people and losers, I
tell you. I get a monthly child support check and not much else. I
had to move back in with my parents. That sucked, but Delilah gets
plenty of time with Grammy and Pappy.

I landed a shitty job as a telephone rep for
an insurance company. Okay, it wasn’t that shitty, but I didn’t
like it. I practically celebrated when our office laid off half the
staff, including me, and I got lots of time at home with my
daughter living the semi-high life of unemployment benefits. When
the deadline for my benefits ending started to loom I still had no
job skills and no one was hiring. All I had was a room in my
parents’ house, my three year old daughter, and big boobs full of
milk because Delilah didn’t want to stop nursing.

You know that shit line relatives tell you?
“You have such a pretty face.” Okay, I was a bit chubby. I still
am. I’m not really fat, but I know I should lose some weight.
Still, I had a pretty face, right? Maybe I could get work as a
specialty model? Unrealistic, but I had to grasp at
something.

After desperately searching all the usual
employment websites I started combing through the alternative
sites, one of which was sponsored by the local alt weekly paper. I
didn’t have the skills to be a massage therapist or a tattoo artist
or a door to door canvasser for a social activist group. Hidden
among these ads were the one for exotic dancers. Strippers.
Yeah...no. I couldn’t see me shaking my fat ass on stage even with
the special qualifier “Looking for all types of girls. Tall, short,
skinny, big, pretty, or not.” I liked how they called “ugly” “or
not”. I had big tits and a pretty face, but no confidence, no
coordination, and no way were a bunch of disgusting horny men going
to see my fat naked ass.

“Looking for women currently lactating for a
medical study. Cash payment for your time.” It wasn’t a job but my
parents would appreciate any money I brought in, even if it was
from a medical study.

I called the number certain it was a
come-on.

“Doctor’s office.”

“Umm...I’m calling about the study for
lactating women?”

“Are you currently lactating?”

“Yes.”

The woman’s tone was bored and brusque. She
definitely worked for a doctor’s office. She sighed, annoyed, and
said, “Let me get your information.”

Ten minutes later I was set up with an
appointment for Dr. Patterson and a $250 payment later in the
week.

 


He was a middle-aged guy in a typical office
setting. Sort of. Dr. Patterson was a shrink so the interview took
place in an office that was pretty much like someone’s living room.
He said he had privileges at the medical center. But what did I
know? I had expected an ob-gyn’s office, but not in this
case.

“I’m doing a study of the psychological
effects of breast feeding on women,” he explained. That was good
enough for me.

He asked a whole series of dull questions
about my life, and history, and my pregnancy, and my daughter’s
nursing habits, all the usual stuff. It took close to two hours,
but he was funny and cordial, and even a bit flirtatious which
threw me a bit because I could see his wedding band plus the
pictures of his family on the table behind his desk. Besides, he
was too old for me.

“That’s about it,” he said concluding the
interview and sliding an envelope with $250 over to me. I
immediately opened it and counted all the cash.

“Really?” I was amazed it was that easy. “You
don’t need to take a sample or run some tests?” I joked.

He smiled beneath his gray moustache. “Not
unless you want to,” he said.

“Is there another two fifty in it for
me?”

Silently Dr. Patterson reached into his desk
and pulled out an envelope that was a twin to the first. I could
see the bills through the thin paper. I wanted that
money.

“I’m always interested in samples,” he
said.

I raised my hand to my blouse and held it at
the top button for a moment, and then I casually open it exposing a
bit of cleavage and way too much skin. “Are you
serious?”

“Only if you want to,” he said neutrally, but
his eyes didn’t leave my chest.

“For two fifty? I can be serious about that.”
I undid some more buttons letting him get a view of my bra. I
couldn’t believe what I was doing. My family would be
ashamed.

I didn’t care. The money was good for a bit of
humiliation.

“I don’t have any way to collect your sample,”
he told me.

“Oh?” My shirt was all the way open now. I
reached into my bra and drew out one breast. It was creamy and the
nipple was big and red. “Are you sure?” I couldn’t believe what I
was doing. I hoped it was worth the money.

Dr. Patterson waved me around his desk. I
walked carefully, slowly, and with as much dignity as I could
muster with one tit hanging out.

By this point we both knew what was going to
happen; I couldn’t believe I was going to do it.

I walked up to him and leaned forward as he
did the same. “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked me,
probably to protect himself.

“Yes.”

His lips met my nipple and it was drawn deep
into his mouth. I shivered with delight and nervousness. Although
my daughter was almost three she hadn’t really finished nursing
yet. She and I enjoyed our private time together. And producing
milk was something I never had trouble doing.

A couple of strong sucks and I felt milk let
down. Dr. Patterson put his hands on my hips and started drinking
deeply from me. Being suckled by an adult man is a completely
different experience than an infant girl. Instead of being
completely an act of nurturing, it was highly sexualized. His eyed
were closed so Dr. Patterson didn’t see me look down and spy his
obviously erect cock in his pants. He was a true professional
though. Except for his hands on my hips, some awkward fumbling as
he pulled out my other breast, and his lips on my breast he never
touched me.

I wished he would have. It had been far too
long since I had last had sex with anyone but myself. By the time I
was done nursing him, Dr. Patterson had made my panties
wet.

But he was done. “You’d better take your money
and leave,” he said. “I have another patient soon.”

I nodded, tucked my tits back where they
belonged, scooped up the two envelopes, and left proud of earning
$500 in two hours. On the way out I was certain I heard the sound
of his zipper being lowered.

That should have been the end of it. I’d never
speak of it again and it would be my secret shame. The next day I
received a call from the doctor’s office. It was the same bored
secretary. “Dr. Patterson wants to know if you want to be part of
his extended study.”

“Yes.”

And so I began returning to Dr. Patterson’s on
a weekly basis.

“You know I can’t afford to give you five
hundred dollars every time I see you,” he said to me when I walked
into his office. “I am doing a study on lactating women…I have a
special interest in them.”

“Of course,” I said. Up until that moment it
hadn’t occurred to me that he would pay me for the privilege of
getting my milk. I thought we were doing it because he wanted to
and I wanted to as well. It was only, slightly later on, that I
figured out I had something that was in high demand and many were
paying good money for it. Breast milk…who’d have known?

“Is a hundred a session enough?”

It was everything I could do not to gasp as
the figure. “Yes.”

“Good. Shall we begin?”

I thought we were in for some special date so
I had worn my lace black bra purchased for my cousin’s wedding a
year prior. It was sexy and you could clearly see my nipples
through it. I was certain it was what he wanted to see me in.
“Let’s,” I said as I opened up my shirt to show off my bra and
tits. I was eager this time; I thought I knew what was
happening.

He clucked his tongue at me. “Next time, I’d
like to unbutton your shirt, if you don’t mind?”

“If you want.”

“And I’ll remove the bra as well.”

“Okay.”

“And wear something more demure next time.
Plain white, please. A nursing bra if you still have
one.”

“Right.”

I turned around and moved my hair aside so he
could unhook my bra. It fell to the floor and he whirled me around
so that his lips could latch on to my nipple. I sighed with relief
as my milk started flowing and clasped his head to my breast. We
cuddled right there on the edge of his desk as he nursed from
me.

It was fucking incredible. I was so turned on
that I wanted to drop my panties right there for him and let him
fuck me to his heart’s content. I didn’t care he was married. I
didn’t care that it was borderline illegal. When you have someone
who has a passion for breast milk nursing from you, all rational
thoughts leave your head.

It took only fifteen minutes for him to drain
every last drop from my breasts. We have moved slightly in those
minutes and I purposely pressed my leg against his crotch. When he
was done he let go of my breast and wiped his mouth with a
handkerchief he produced from his jacket pocket.

“Want me to take care of that for you?” I
asked him moving my leg against his hard cock.

“That’s not necessary,” he said.

Before he could protest further, I reached
down, unzipped his pants, and plunged my hand inside. It took a
minute to pull out his manhood, but it was worth the effort. He was
so worked up by the mere act of nursing from me that his cock was
swollen to unnatural proportions. For a simple head doctor he was
hiding a huge cock. I stroked
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