
        
            [image: cover]
        


Milk For Free

 


By Elliot Silvestri

 


Smashwords Edition

 


Copyright ©2015 Elliot Silvestri and Green Bush
Publishing

 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without the written
permission of the publisher.

 


The characters and events portrayed in this book are
fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is
coincidental and not intended by the author. Contains adult
material that might not be suitable for all audiences.

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 


All characters depicted in this work of fiction are
18 years of age or older. This work is a fantasy; in your own life
be sure to follow safer sex practices.

 


If you’re the type of person to read copyright
notices, why don’t you go to elliotsilvestri.blogger.com for a
coupon code at Smashwords.com.

 


For a complete list of Green Bush Publishing’s eBooks
please visit elliotsilvestri.blogspot.com


Chapter One

 


“It’s a much more relaxed environment than the
general public realizes,” Heather said. “There’s really no direct
pressure for anyone to do anything, but you’re always
encouraged to do what you want,” she added with a wink. The
tour of the rented space had been direct and brief, much like her.
Heather stood barely five foot two and always asserted herself so
you knew exactly what she was thinking. “And when people go
sneaking off, we know exactly what they’re up to.” She
laughed.

The couple she was touring laughed along with her,
but they had the same expression on their faces as every new
couple: a mix of fear and excitement and nervousness and
trepidation. The husband, Chaplan, kept roaming his eyes around the
rooms looking at everything he possibly could. What he was looking
for was nudity, specifically of the women. In contrast, Jennica
kept her eyes locked on either Heather or Chappie. It wasn’t that
she was afraid of seeing people doing things that would normally
only be done in private, it was that she didn’t want to embarrass
herself by seeing them, or embarrass them by watching when she
wasn’t supposed to.

“So, you’ve gotten the nickel tour and seen all the
basics, any questions?”

“Only about a hundred,” Chappie said, “but I don’t
know what they are yet.”

Heather nodded and looked up at the tall, thin man.
He was handsome enough even if he wore his hair a little long and
was far too tall for her. Still, Heather was an open-minded woman
and wouldn’t have said no to him; she liked variety. “That’s not
uncommon. Don’t be shy; I’m here to help and answer any questions
or concerns you might have.”

“Right,” he agreed. His eyes had locked onto a small
group of men and women. Heather glanced where he was staring and
noted the brunette caressing David’s shoulders while Kathy, David’s
husband, was telling a story in exquisite detail that involved her
touching and adjusting her breasts every few seconds. Heather
didn’t recognize the brunette, which was unusual; normally she knew
everyone in the club.

“And I’m sure you two will be approached by everyone
the moment I leave you. Our members are sort of like vultures in
that way. Just about everyone here likes new and exciting
experiences—and to them that means new people.”

“Okay,” Jennica agreed nervously. The female half of
the couple was a touch overweight, which wasn’t unusual for the
many middle-aged couples in the club, but to her advantage she
carried a lot of it in her breasts and ass, which made Heather a
touch jealous. She had to achieve her large bust line though lots
of effort.

“Whose idea was this?” Heather asked them.

“Idea?”

“Which one of you suggested that you join our little
club? It’s always one or the other. No couple simultaneously comes
up with the idea.”

Chappie looked at Jennica. She raised her hand like
she was in class. “Mine.”

“She has a much higher sex drive than me,” he
admitted.

“Really?” Heather asked. “That’s unusual. You’re a
lucky man.”

“She said she was afraid she was going to cheat on me
if we didn’t expand our sex life in some way.”

With a grin Heather looked at Jennica, re-evaluated
her large breasts somewhat on display with a cleavage barring
dress, and said, “You’re going to do just fine here.”

After a few more nervous and fairly pointless
questions—the couple was just too nervous to let her go for he was
their anchor to the outside, and normal, world—Heather finally took
her leave of them. She wasn’t worried about them; they would do
fine. “I’m going to leave you two at the bar now,” she said. “Once
I’m gone I’m sure the vultures will descend and you two will be
busy weighing and fending off all sorts of propositions.”

They laughed nervously at her. But Heather was
telling the truth.

“Just don’t get roped into doing something you don’t
want. Have you two made a decision to stay together or split up
tonight.”

“Together,” they said in chorus, exchanging another
glance when they realized what they had done.

Heather nodded. “Good. I’d suggest a single other
couple, if this really is your first time swinging, or a small
group. Don’t go to the free-for-all room.” And with that she
disappeared into the back of the club, the space that served as a
small kitchen and bar-prep area. It wasn’t much, but it was all the
club needed. As she predicted a short queue formed as singles and
couples approached Chappie and Jennica. Ten minutes later they were
slipping away with Karen and CJ. It was a good choice; Karen and CJ
was a fun couple and not into anything too kinky that would scare
the Whites away after their first visit.

She then spent the next thirty minutes taking care of
all the little petty details of running a swingers club. The
business end of the club was the boring part; she liked playing
hostess, she didn’t like playing accountant, it was too much like
work.

Finally done she went out to the common room that
served as a bar. It was really just a tall table and some stools,
along with five small round tables surrounded by chairs, but it was
intimate enough. Behind the bar stood her husband, Steve, who was
cleaning. Most of those attending tonight had already found their
various partners and groups and had moved back to the more private
rooms. Three people surrounded one table, a woman with two men
paying her far too much attention.

“Gimme a shot, sailor,” Heather said as she hopped up
on the stool. She literally had to jump up to the stool given its
height relative to hers.

“You sure you should be drinking this early?” he
asked pouring her a vodka and tonic. It was an old-fashioned drink
to his way of thinking, but it what his wife liked.

“I’m already exhausted.”

“And you haven’t even been to bed once yet.”

“Ha ha. I’d quit my day job and do this the rest of
my life if this club ever shows an annual profit of more than ten
dollars.”

She wasn’t exaggerating about the club’s relative
lack of financial success. Though they ran it as a business, it
wasn’t designed to make money. Membership dues and administrative
fees barely covered the minuscule salary she paid herself. Once she
had calculated her income from the club and compared to the time
she put in; she was making less than minimum wage—in 1985.

Though hostess duties rotated through several members
tonight was her night. If she got laid, so much the better. If not…
that was the price of admission. She fell into a conversation with
Steve over their plans on renovating the kitchen to their home,
when Cal, one of the men at the bar’s table, approached her.

“Hello, Heather.”

“Hey, Cal.”

Heather didn’t even notice Cal slipping one strap of
her dress from her shoulder to bare her breast. She rarely wore a
bra to the club; it was just another encumbrance she didn’t want to
deal with. As she ran through their cabinet choices with Steve, Cal
lowered his mouth t her naked breast and started sucking on her
nipple. She made a soft noise in the back of her throat and curled
her fingers into Cal’s hair, holding him in place while her
nursed.

“I like the color of the old oak,” she said to
Steven, “but the espresso looks so much more modern.”

Her husband didn’t answer; he just looked at her and
slowly shook his head. “Sometimes you’re far too giving,” he told
her.

“What?”

Steven pointed to the man at her breast.

Only when her husband pointed out that another man
had casually undressed her in front of him and latched on to her
milk-filled breast, did it occur to her what exactly was happening.
She rolled her eyes at her husband even as she felt her milk
letting down. It was a sensation that thrilled her every time it
happened, even though it happened on a twice daily basis. “You’ve
seen other men nurse from me before.”

“But you’ve gotten awfully casual about it,” he
commented as he passed her a handful of paper napkins and pointed
to her covered breast. “You’re leaking.”

Heather looked down and cursed. “Shit!” She grabbed
the napkins and shoved them inside her dress to soak up the milk
that was dribbling out of her breast. That was the problem with
letting down so easily. Once her milk started flowing from one
breast, it started on the second as well; there was no stopping it.
Cal glanced up once at her, but didn’t stop. The reputation of the
sweetness of Heather’s milk was nearly legendary in the club. Not
everyone had sampled her wares, of course, but many, if not most,
had.

A little wet stain had spread across her dress where
it covered her breast. It was essentially a backless summer dress
that had straps serving little more than covering her tits and
holding it on her body. “I’m going to have to have this cleaned
again.” She pulled down her other strap, baring her breast and the
wet napkins. These she peeled away and grabbed an empty glass from
the stack in front of Steven. She held it under her breast and let
the nipple drip steadily into small plastic contain, slowly filling
it. At the rate she was going, it would takes hours to fill the
cup, but she didn’t want her milk going to waste, or worse,
staining her dress.

She glanced at her husband. “You’re enjoying this,
aren’t you?” she asked, her eyes were flashing partly with anger,
partly with lust.

He grinned at her. “Seems like a terrible waste of
time,” he told her, pointing to the cup. “If you had your pump
here, we could drain you in a few minutes.”

“That’s not the point,” she said softly, caressing
Cal’s head and wishing her husband would get her point to come out
from behind the bar to nurse at her bare breast. “It’s supposed to
be fun.”

Steven looked across the room at the table where Cal
had been sitting. The other man had disappeared but the woman,
Emily, was still there, sipping from her cup and trying to ignore
the scene at the bar. Maybe she was disinterested and waiting for
her companion to return, but maybe she was just waiting for an
invitation.

“Emily!” Steven called. “Have you ever tasted
Heather’s milk?”

The dark-haired woman turned her head and took in the
scene as if it had all been happening without her realizing it.
“Um…no.”

“Come over and give it a try,” Steven suggested.

With a shrug Emily left her chair and cautiously made
her way to Heather’s stool. Steven had fucked her once or twice
before. She was the type of woman who loved to be used by as many
men at once; she wanted to be the center of attention. He had once
received a blowjob from her while another man fucked her and, if
memory served him correctly, Cal was being jerked off by her at the
same time. He couldn’t ever remember her going to be with another
woman, but that didn’t mean anything.

Emily pulled over a chair and sat down next to
Heather on the stool. While Cal apparently didn’t mind standing and
bending, it was too much for Emily. Showing she wasn’t the least
bit shy or reluctant to try something new, Emily took the cup from
Heather’s hand, setting it on the bar in front of Steven, opened
her mouth and latched onto Heather’s breast.

To her surprise the milk flowing easily at the first
suck. The taste was thin, very sweet, almost like a well-strained
fruit juice. Heather groaned. Her tits had been heavy with milk and
now she was being emptied by two people at once. This was how
Heather liked to be nursed. She wanted her milk out as quickly as
possible because it felt so good to be emptied—she wiggled a little
bit on the stool. Her panties were becoming damp with her lust.

That was the one tiny problem about being nursed for
pleasure: it made her as horny as hell. Heather knew that the
moment she was fully drained, she would be having sex with one or
more of her attendants.

“Oh god,” she breathed. “We’re not going to stop here
with just this,” she told Cal and Emily.

In response Cal tugged her dress down off her torso
where it gathered at her waist. While exposing more skin it didn’t
serve the purpose he intended, to strip her down and expose her
sex.

“No sex in the bar,” Steven said, with a wry grin.
“You know the rules, Heather.”

Annoyed, Heather pushed away Cal and Emily. He
smacked his lips with satisfaction; she looked stunned, as if
alarmed at how much she
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