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Chapter 1: Hello, Honey!
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David was out of bed before he was even truly awake. As he wiped the sleepy from his eyes, he heard one of his sons beginning to cry via the baby monitor next to the bed and understood why he was standing next to the bed barely conscious. Groggily, the tall man hurried across the house to the nursery, wearing only his sleeping shorts, to find his wife of four years sitting in the nursing chair with little Gregory held to her breast. His ordinarily lovely, blonde, petite wife sat looking decidedly haggard. She looked at her husband with an exhausted look and then at the cribs to her right. “It is Thomas. Can you rub his tummy? Maybe he will go back to sleep,” she whispered.

He nodded and padded quietly to the pink crib that sat between the two blue ones and laid his big hand over his son’s belly. Thomas was the last born of three and, according to the ultrasounds, was supposed to be a girl, hence the pink crib. He smiled at the little boy as he squirmed on the sheets. Thomas fussed for a few moments before sighing deeply and drifting back to sleep, comforted by his father’s touch.

Nadia caught his eye and lifted Gregory for him to take. After laying the dozing little boy down in his crib, he returned to his wife and helped her to her feet. She stood and closed her nightie over her inflamed nipples. “That is it, darling. The dairy is closed.”

She looked into her husband’s eyes and began to cry. “I am just not making enough. I was not big-breasted to begin with, and have only gone up one cup size.” She glanced at the three cribs. “Not enough to feed three hungry boys.”

David held her. “We’ll just have to supplement with formula then.”

Nadia sobbed. “But they do not do well with the formulas we have tried. They get such awful gas pains.”

She could feel her husband’s body tense and knew he was in problem-solving mode, a trait she both loved and hated about her husband.

“I’ll figure something out.”
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Hank sighed when he saw David walking towards him through the framework of the new office building they were building. He always hated having the architects on site. They made mountains out of molehills and were more trouble than they were worth. Still, compared to some, David was a good egg, especially for a young guy just finding his place in the company. David looked exhausted, and Hank guessed their new babies were doing what babies do. He could see on the man’s face that whatever was bothering him was serious.

Hank smiled. “What’s up, Dave? The owner getting antsy again?”

David frowned at the head contractor for the build and leaned in to mutter. “I need to ask you a personal question. Do you have a minute?”

Hank’s face screwed up in confusion. The two men worked for the same agency but were far from friends. Even so, the ardent look on the architect’s face made him curious. “Sure, let’s go down to the trailer.”

The burly contractor didn’t know quite what to expect when they stepped into the site office trailer, but he never could have imagined David asking about his twin boys’ eating habits as babies.

“We’re having problems with breastfeeding. Nadia isn’t making enough, and the boys don’t seem to be able to digest formulas yet without gastrological issues.”

Hank nodded. “Yes, we had a similar problem. The twins would drink Margie dry in nothing flat.”

David blinked in surprise. “Really? I wouldn’t have thought.” He paused to frame the next query politely. “I met your wife at the last Christmas party. She looks kinda ... umm.”

Chuckling behind his coffee cup, he waved away David’s apprehension. “Stacked, you mean to say?”

The architect reddened a bit. “Yes. That,” he said.

Hank set down his cup, pulled his phone from his pocket and stepped to his desk. On a yellow Post-it, he wrote a name and a phone number from his phone, then handed it to David.

David’s face screwed up in confusion again. “Honey?”

“I can’t say too much about it, for reasons you will figure out in time.” He pointed to the note in David’s hand. “What you need is a futa wet nurse. Worked out great for us.”

“A what?” David asked curiously.

Hank laughed. “A futanari.” He waited until he saw the light bulb go on over David’s head.

“You mean ... one of those ... people with both sets of tools?”

The stout man laughed again. “Yep, both standard and metric. And some of them can lactate without being pregnant.” He pointed to the Post-it again. “I can’t say much more, but call Honey. She’s terrific. And when you do, tell her Hank and Margie send their love.”
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“A wet nurse? Why, that is a great idea! I did not know that was still a thing in America! When I was a girl in Prague, my mother’s neighbor was one. I have read of women here in America who pump out their extra for friends or family who need it, but I do not have any friends that are currently in my condition,” Nadia said with a bit of hope in her voice. 

That’s when David told her the other half of the news. “Hank gave me this number for a ... futanari wet nurse. He say’s she’s just amazing.”

Nadia’s face blanked for a moment. “A ... futanari?” she asked incredulously. Her husband’s knowing look silenced any further query. She sat and thought for a few minutes, surprised at what her husband’s ‘problem-solving mode’ had come up with.

Finally, she shrugged. “Well, why not? Milk is milk, right? No one cares if it comes out of a white cow or a brown cow!”

David cleared his throat. “But what about some of the rumors I’ve heard about them?”

Nadia shrugged. She’d heard similar stories. “Let us worry about that later. The important part is getting our boys fed and sleeping well, so that we can get well ourselves.”

David nodded in agreement. His poor wife hadn’t had a decent night’s sleep in weeks, and it showed in her face and posture. “Okay, babe, I’ll give her a call.”
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David didn’t know what to expect when there was a light knock on the front door. Finally, someone had actually read the sign that was taped below the doorbell button, that threatened any would-be visitor with a painful death should they ring the doorbell and awaken sleeping babies.

Standing on the welcome mat was a curvy, black-haired woman who stood eye to eye with David at a couple of inches shy of six feet. She wore a classic pink and white nurse’s uniform. The uniform’s skirt was short, and she wore white stockings and matching high-heeled pumps with it. Honey was rousingly full-figured and buxom, with pale skin. The zipper of her uniform was pulled down to the top of her breastbone, exposing miles of creamy cleavage. Honey smiled widely, with full red-painted lips and dark expressive eyes. The busty woman practically bounced into the house when David took a half step backward in surprise.

Part of him had been expecting someone rather man-ish, not this amazingly feminine creature. She stuck her hand out to shake just a few inches out from her enormous chest, which was just another few inches from his own. “Hi! I’m Honey Biggunz. So happy to meet you!”

He took another step back as he shook her hand. “David Deitz.” He motioned with his hand towards the sofa. “This is my wife, Nadia.”

The vibrant woman took another step in and turned into the room, and then her face fell when she saw David’s wife. “Oh, my heavens, look at you. You’re exhausted.”

Nadia stood, extended her hand, and Honey shook it, moving in as close as she did with David. “When was the last time you had a decent nap?” the brunette asked. Before Nadia could reply, Honey turned back to David. “First things first! Let’s get Mama to bed and then get those babies fed. We’ll discuss the details after she’s had some rest and a decent meal.”

David blinked in surprise, and Nadia’s face was a mirror of his own. When he took a moment, he realized Honey was right. “Come on, babe. Let’s get you to bed.” It was nine o’clock in the morning, and David doubted if Nadia had gotten three hours of sleep that night, which wasn’t much less than he himself had gotten.

David took his wife by the hand and, with an arm around her shoulders, led her off to the bedroom. Nadia’s eyes kept darting to the effervescent woman in their living room with a strange expression on her face. “She surely is equipped for the job!” she whispered to her husband when she thought they were out of earshot.

Nadia frowned when they reached the bedroom. “You watch her, you hear me! If I were not exhausted, I ...” 

“I won’t take my eyes off her, I promise!” David replied, which made his wife chuckle and give him a sly smile.

“I’m sure you won’t.”

David self-consciously shook his head and changed the subject. “You just get some rest. I’ll wake you for lunch. Put in some earplugs and don’t leave this bed unless the house is on fire. You are off duty.”

Nadia hooked a lock of her blonde hair behind her ear and smiled at her husband. “I love you.” She pulled his face down to hers when he bent to pull the sheet up over her and kissed him with more passion than she’d felt since giving birth three months ago. David returned it in spades and normally would have cupped her breast, but thought her tits could use a little less attention and some rest as well.

When David returned to the living room carrying the baby monitor from the bedroom, he found Honey had returned to her car and brought in two rolling suitcases. He was about to inquire about the reason for the luggage when she started in on him.

“Okay, first, order her an enormous meal from her favorite restaurant and get it delivered for lunchtime, you get me?”

David stammered. “She loves ... Italian, from ... Ernesto’s.”

Honey smiled. “Capital idea. Get me some linguine Alfredo. Now where are those precious little boys?!”

David blinked hard at the exacting woman, who looked him defiantly in the eye. He was unaccustomed to taking orders from anyone but Nadia in his own home. But he couldn’t help but think that it was a great idea that his wife would certainly appreciate. “Their room ... is this way.”

When they reached the nursery, Honey quickly checked each child with a soft smile.

“This is Gregory, Thomas and Samuel,” David said softly, pointing at each crib in turn. 

Her smile turned to a curious expression. “That’s funny. I imagined Athos, Porthos and Aramis.”

David chuckled. “We considered those.”

Samuel started to fuss and squirm, and Honey spun deftly on her heel, scooped the little boy up, and strode briskly to the door, leaving David behind.

When he arrived in the living room, he found the brunette cradling Samuel and talking sweetly to the child, who was babbling delightedly. 

“So, Miss Biggunz,” he paused and regarded her. “Or is it Mx.?”

She gave him a sidelong glance and smiled thinly. “I like Ms., but please call me, Honey.”

He nodded and continued. “So, do you always wear a nurse’s uniform? Seems to me you could wear
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