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Chapter 15




Galatéa ran her fingers lightly up the
inside of the man’s thigh. He shivered and tried to pull his legs
together to protect himself from the light tickling. Naturally, he
couldn’t because of the rope restraints holding him in place on the
chair.

Just before she reached his cock she
veered off course and brought her fingers up his abdomen to his
nipple. He exhaled sharply when Galatéa just barely touched the
sensitive nub of flesh. 

Glancing down, she saw that his cock
was rising, pulsing with every beat of his heart. 

“Do you
like getting your dick sucked…” She had forgotten to ask Poz for
the man’s name. She mouthed “What
is his name?” to Poz. 

“Answer the lady, Miles!
Do you like getting your dick sucked?” Poz barked at their
victim. 

“Yes!” he all but shouted.
“I like getting my dick sucked!”

She had to stifle a giggle. “Too bad.
I’m not sucking your dick today. Do you like drinking milk like a
little baby?”

Miles shook his head. “No. No I
don’t!”

Once more Galatéa looked to Poz. He
indicated that she should proceed and ignore Miles’s
protest.

“Well my tits are just
full of milk right now. Do you like to be whipped and beaten,
Miles?”

“No,” he said firmly,
shaking his head.

“Then I need you to suck
the milk out of them right now.”

“No,” he
repeated.

Poz just gave her a nod, giving her
permission.

She slapped Miles across the face. It
stung her hand and knocked the blindfold askew. Miles gasped at the
impact. Poz made a noise that Galatéa interpreted as a sign of
sympathy. She was thrilled with the results as she saw three thick
red lines start to rise on his skin.

“Did that hurt?” she asked
him sweetly as she tugged the blindfold back into place.

“Y-y-yes!” he protested.
“That fucking hurt!”

“Can Mommy do something to
make it better?” she asked, leaning in.

The question stunned Miles and Poz
started to speak up to end the scene but then Miles spoke
up.

“Y-yeah…you can,” he
said.

Galatéa leaned in. Her face was only
an inch away from his. He sensed this, not being able to see her
with the blindfold properly placed now, but he had gotten a quick
view of the attractive woman who was teasing him. 

“How would you like Mommy
to make it better?” 

“Can I…can I have your
milk?” he asked, almost plaintively.

“You haven’t been good and
I’m not sure you deserve it,” Galatéa said firmly in her best
authoritative parental voice. It thrilled her how easily she
slipped into this dominant role.

It scared her as well.

She had learned she liked scary things
when it came to sex.

“Please…” he begged,
almost whining like a little boy.

That disturbed her, but she knew a
sure way to shut him up.

“Can you behave yourself?”
she asked, pushing him further. Looking down into his lap she saw
his cock bouncing up and down. He wanted this desperately. He was
hard and drooling precum out of the little slit in the glans.
Oddly, that made her mouth water a bit. Worse, she could feel her
pussy getting wet with her treatment of this stranger.

Was she really going to let a stranger
suck her tits?

“Yes. I promise. Yes. I’ll
do whatever you say.”

She had pulled back a bit, uncertain
if she should continue the tease. Again, she looked to Poz and he
nodded. This was exactly what Miles wanted.

“Whatever I say?” she
asked, reveling in the power he had given her.

“Yes. Anything.
Everything.”

“Be a good boy and nurse
from me. Make Mommy’s tits drip for you.”

The last part was unnecessary. Her
nipples were already dripping milk in anticipation of his
suckling.

Placing her hands on the back of the
chair, Galatéa leaned in. Sensing her closeness, Miles leaned
forward, his mouth seeking her nipples. A pair of ropes around his
torso kept him mostly in position. She took the time to cup her
tits and squeeze a little. 

Small jets of milk shot out of her
nipples, hitting him on the mask and on the lower part of his face,
dripping down onto his neck and chest.

He moaned and lapped the air, opening
his mouth as far as possible, licking his lips to taste every
possible drop.

“More,” he begged.
“Please…”

Galatéa found she was enjoying this
far too much. She wanted to feel his lips on her tits. Oddly, she
didn’t feel the least bit disloyal to John or Gordon or Poz or
anyone. This was all for her. She could be a mother and lover and
widow and a twisted and kinky dominatrix all at the
same. 

She leaned in and brushed the outside
of her breast against his cheek.

Miles immediately turned
his head and his mouth flawlessly found her nipple. Maybe he had
done this before. Maybe his desire was focusing him.
Maybe it was pure
instinct. Whichever way, when he latched
on she trembled and moaned.

She didn’t want to do that, but it was
already too late. 

If Miles had heard, he didn’t react.
He only sucked on her nipple. She could feel her milk flowing with
each draw of his tongue. It felt incredible. When she was with
Gordon he would pinch off the other nipple to keep it from leaking.
Miles couldn’t do that and Galatéa didn’t want to do it. She let
her free breast drip steadily onto his chest. 

“So sweet,” he mumbled
around her soft flesh.

She shivered at his words. It was a
small compliment but she loved to hear anyone say good things about
her tits and her milk.

Gently, but insistently, she pulled
her nipple from his mouth and offered him the other one. He got the
idea and easily switched. 

“Very good boy,” she
complimented him back. Her milk continued to drip out of her barely
used breast as more filled his mouth. 

Without thinking, she put her hand
down to his cock. He was hard. Hot. Throbbing. Her thumb swirled
through his precum, slickening his glands, tormenting
him. 

Poz moved in and whispered in her ear.
“Be careful. You can do what you want, but you might be breaking
some laws by touching his cock.”

Galatéa didn’t let go of Miles’s cock.
If anything, Poz’s words encouraged her. 

Miles moaned into her breast, doubly
tortured by her milk and her touch. 

“You’re going to be a good
boy, aren’t you?” she asked him. Her pussy was a swamp of desire at
this point. If he had somehow managed to touch her clit through the
outfit she was wearing, she would have cum immediately, but even so
he didn’t need to nurse for much longer to make her cum.

“Uh-huh.”

“You aren’t going to make
a mess on yourself or Mommy, are you?” she asked sharply and
continued to thumb his cock while at the same time gently tugging
on his shaft.

He moaned and she would have sworn he
gurgled as he continued to nurse. He even tried to thrust his hips
upward to get more friction on his cock. She wasn’t having any of
that, but she did increase the pace of her handjob, even if it was
only incrementally.

“Drain
my tits, Miles. You need to drink all my milk so you can be big and
strong. There will be a punishment if you can’t
do a good job.” It took a lot of concentration to make that speech.
Galatéa was right on the edge and ready to cum at any
moment.

Bending over to have him suck her tits
was more difficult than she would have thought. Abruptly Galatéa
released his cock and he moaned in complaint. There was an easy
solution to her back pain. 

She climbed on the chair, placing her
butt between his cock and his body, letting the shaft nestle
between her buttocks.

Miles groaned at the
sudden change in position, but she pressed the breast he was
nursing from firmly against his face, all but smothering him with
the pliable flesh.

“Give Mommy a nice little
peak and maybe you’ll get a happy ending,” she promised
him.

Her victim was willing to do that. He
urgently sucked at her nipple. She felt him pulling her soul out of
her body.

The orgasm she had made her body
shake. She could feel the milk spraying from her free breast,
making a mess of Miles and the chair and the floor, but that didn’t
matter.

She shuddered against him for a minute
as he continued to nurse.

“Good boy,” she said
softly. “Very good boy.” She repeated the words over and over as he
continued to nurse. There wasn’t much milk left for him, but that
was fine. 

Galatéa disengaged from him, climbing
off the chair with some assistance from Poz. 

“Please,” Miles begged
when she was on her own two feet. 

His cock was so hard it was
practically purple and impressively large.

“Did you need to cum?” she
asked him sweetly.

“Yes please, Mommy,” he
said in a plaintive voice.

Poz gave her a single nod of his
head. 

“Well, maybe just this
once.” She reached out and instead of giving him a good, firm
tugging with her hand, she ran the pad of her index finger along
the bottom vein of his cock. 

Miles moaned.

Reaching the top of his shaft, she
circled the glans. That was too much. 

He came with thick ropes of ejaculate
launching into the air, landing on her hand, his thighs, and his
stomach.

She laughed at him and wiped her hand
on his chest. 

After Miles was released from the
chair and sent on his way, Poz handed Galatéa an envelope full of
money.

It wasn’t as much as she had dreamed
about, but it was more than she had expected for little more than
two hours of work. Doing some mental math, Galatéa came to some
quick conclusions. 

“How can you possibly
afford to pay me this much?” she asked. The hourly rate he had
given her was on par with what a garage would charge for routine
repairs; it was nowhere near what a lawyer would charge for
services rendered. But even so, the amount made no financial
sense.

“It’s amazing what some
men will pay for certain services,” Poz said neutrally. “Especially
when it comes to skirting the law.”

“Is what I did
today…illegal?”

Poz pointed to the ring light and
attached cell phone that recorded the entire session. “Paying
someone to perform a sex act is illegal. Paying an actor to perform
a sexual act is legal. Welcome to the ironies of the American legal
system.”

She blinked at him. “Is
that…true?”

“We’re skirting the law,”
he repeated. “But how often do you hear about sex dungeons being
busted for alleged crimes? Almost never. This is a fairly liberal
state and we operate in a fairly liberal county. Our cops and
courts are more interested in street prostitution than in a
semi-shady business that pays taxes and is discrete.”

“I…see…”

“Don’t forget, you were
paying for similar treatment very recently.”

“Right.” She laughed
ruefully. “I’m a sex worker now, aren’t I?”

“As am I.” He changed the
subject. “What are you going to do with your money?”

Galatéa gave it a moment’s thought.
“I’m…going to buy someone a special present.”
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