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Chapter 20




“More more more,” Galatéa
begged. 

Gordon sucked her nipple harder, only
now did he start to worry about possibly hurting her flesh, but he
didn’t worry enough to release the nub from his mouth. He squeezed
her other breast and increased the spray rate of the milk going
everywhere. It seemed a shame, but Gordon would have happily bathed
in Galatéa’s breast milk if she could have produced enough to fill
a tub.

Her tits were large and he wondered if
she had the ability to bend her head and suck on her own
nipple. 

Now was the perfect time to find
out.

“Want to try something,”
he asked her, pausing in his nursing.

The stunned expression on her face
told him that she would have agreed to a hostile takeover of the
Western world in that moment. “Uh-huh.”

Stopping sucking hadn’t done anything
to abate the escape of her milk. Maybe the fountain had decreased
somewhat, but milk was still spraying everywhere from both
breasts.

“You’re wasting milk,” he
told her.

“Fuck! I know!”

“Want to try
some?”

She looked at him in
confusion.

In his free time Gordon was the sort
of man to enjoy watching porn, especially specialized porn. He
liked lactation porn and porn of women with big tits getting fucked
so hard their flesh flew back and forth. More than a few of the
women featured in these videos had tits large enough for them to
reach their nipples with their mouths.

Gordon didn’t want to speak the words
and ask Galatéa to suck on her own nipples. That seemed like too
much and was too shameful.

He did the next best thing.

He licked the nipple he had been
sucking on and then took it between his hands. She watched him,
puzzled. Lifting up the breast so that it moved toward her face, he
tried to force himself to say the words, but it was
impossible.

After a second he saw that he had
judged incorrectly. Galatéa’s breasts weren’t too small. They might
have been the perfect size. He managed to get the nipple within an
inch of her mouth. 

She said nothing but Galatéa knew
exactly what Gordon wanted. She knew she was supposed to be turned
off and disgusted. Oddly, she wasn’t. She wished that he would ask
her but he was doing his best in the only way that he
could. 

“Sure,” she said softly
and bowed her head. 

At first having her nipple in her
mouth was odd, but after a moment it was just like having a finger
in her mouth, or as if she were biting a bit of her skin. Knowing
what was expected and curious as to what it would be like, Galatéa
drew back her tongue, creating a bit of vacuum, and started sucking
like it was perfectly natural.

The moment her nipple landed on her
tongue she felt a bit of sweetness from her milk. She had tasted
her own milk before, mostly when giving Jessie kisses, but
occasionally when she had touched her mouth after wiping her
breasts. She knew that her milk, and all breast milk, was naturally
sweet. When she started sucking, she was surprised at how sweet
hers was. There was a lot of milk. Or maybe it just felt like a lot
in her mouth. This was all new to her.

Gordon watched her for a
moment and then fell on her other breast. He
feasted on her just as eagerly as always. The sweetness was there.
His cock was hard in his pants as they both consumed the sweet
nectar from her tits. 

Galatéa didn’t know how to feel. She
liked the double nursing, but got more enjoyment out of Gordon’s
mouth than her own. It was almost like masturbating. Her hand was
fine, but she knew what to expect from herself. A dildo or vibrator
or a man’s cock was better than her hand and fingers. But the
relief of her milk flowing was better than waiting for Gordon to
work on both breasts. 

She let the breast slip from her
mouth. “Oh god I think I’m going to cum.”

Before Gordon could react or reply to
her, she grabbed her breast and stuffed it back into her mouth,
sucking so hard that he could hear the slurping noises.

It only took a few seconds before she
arched her back, her body shaking with pleasure. She tried to keep
sucking as she came, but it was impossible and her nipple slipped
free again. 

It was still spraying milk. It was
getting everywhere. She didn’t care. Gordon loved it.

“I need you,” he
exclaimed, pulling down his pants just enough to get his cock
out. 

Seeing what he was doing, Galatéa
quickly divested herself of her leggings and panties. He was on her
the moment she had freed her legs. 

They knew each other’s bodies too well
now. As soon as his cock found the slit between her legs he pushed
all the way in. They moaned together, enjoying the use of the
other’s body.

“Yes,” she panted.
“Please.” She didn’t know what she was asking for. 

It was difficult for Gordon to fuck
while on top of her and mostly fully dressed. He could have
stripped off his clothes while his cock was inside her, but that
was too easy. Instead Gordon grabbed her body and forced the two of
them to roll over, putting her unexpectedly on
top. 

“Whoa. Wasn’t expecting
that,” she exclaimed, her head slightly dizzy from the
experience.

He reached up and felt her
breasts. Milk had been dripping out of the nipples; it hadn’t
stopped when they started having sex. They
weren’t full to bursting any longer, but he could still feel enough
milk in them. 

“Ride me,” he ordered. “I
want to watch while you fuck.”

He hadn’t removed his
hands
from her tits. “You just want to play with my
boobs while I do all the work.”

Gordon shook his head and
gently squeezed her breasts causing over a dozen streams of milk to
spray all over him and the bed. “No, I want to be covered in your
milk while you show me what a good slut you
are.”

It should have been an insult. Most
women would consider being called a slut slap in the face, a put
down. Instead, the word thrilled Galatéa and she started pumping
her hips up and down on his cock.

“Like this?”

“Like that.”

She had to lean forward
and brace her hands on his chest while she slid herself up and down
on his shaft. Gordon didn’t just want her pussy. He wanted her tits
and milk. He leaned up and caught a nipple between his lips and
sucked. With his hand he firmly sprayed her milk on
his
face. Then he switched breasts and
repeated the process.

“Oh! Fuck!” Galatéa
exclaimed.

“Problem?”

“I’m gonna cum if you keep
doing that.”

“I want you to
cum.”

“I know.”

“Want me to make you
cum?”

“Yes.”

He made her cum. He made her cum
several times. She rode his cock as hard as she could. She still
had a half dozen more intense, all-body orgasms before he finished
inside her.

“This is fucked up,” she
declared when she collapsed on him.

“Why do you say
that?”

“Because it
is.”

“Do you want to stop doing
this?”

“No. Never.”


Chapter 21


“How often can you do a
scene?” Vicky asked her over the phone.

“I’m only paying for once
a week,” Galatéa replied. She was in the rocking chair, holding
Jessie who was happy to be in her mother’s arms. In the back of her
mind Galatéa wondered how much longer she could have these sorts of
conversations in front of her daughter.

“I mean as a contractor. I
have two guys who want you this week. Miles and Simon.”

“They want me at the same
time?”

“No. They don’t know each
other. Separately.” Vicky laughed. “What sort of house of
ill-repute do you think I’m running here?”

“Sorry. I was
confused.”

“You
already know Miles. Simon is very nice, very polite. Needs
discretion. He’s a lawyer with political ambitions. Which one do
you want? Or will you have milk enough for the
two of them in one week?”

Galatéa wondered at Vicky’s
understanding of how women made breast milk. It seemed like she had
never had children of her own. “Even after I’m fully drained, it’s
all back within a day. Sometimes as little as twelve hours,” she
explained to the manager of the BDSM barn.

“That’s good to know.
Thank you. Do you want to see both of them or just
one?” 

It took Galatéa a moment to realize
that Vicky hadn’t really asked if she wanted to do it; Vicky had
just proceeded as if Galatéa had already said yes.

“Things have been busy for
me lately…”

“With demand it’s easy to
charge more. Name your price.”

“It’s not about the
money,” Galatéa laughed, slightly disturbing Jessie who fussed a
bit before drifting off to sleep. The problem now was getting the
girl off her lap and into her crib.

“Not about the money?
Girl, it’s all about the money!” Vicky paused for a
second. 

“But, I really don’t need
the money. I did the scene with Miles because it was
fun.”

“Okay then, do you want to
have fun with one or two men a week?”

“Two,”
said Galatéa as she carefully put her daughter into her crib.
Secretly she was thinking three because she was including
Gordon. She wondered if she could make her boyfriend pay to nurse
from her.

 


Simon was encased in a black latex
suit and strapped to a table. At least Galatéa assumed the man
strapped to the table was Simon. Having never met him in person
before she had no way of knowing his actual name. If she met him
out in public she wouldn’t have been able to place him because the
latex suit didn’t cover just his body, but his face as well. The
only bit of skin that showed was his mouth and nose so he could
breathe.

She didn’t miss the zipper that ran
down his crotch, but it wasn’t
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