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Part Two


Chapter Four

 


She met with Monica and Ray on Friday evening.
Through hard work and a lot of extra water, mother’s tea, and lots
of excess pumping, Annie had managed to make up for the deficit of
milk she had suffered with the theft. In the morning she had her
daily appointment with Wally, who was as polite and poised as ever.
She had managed to get herself back on track with her best client
once she was in Monica’s capable hands. Her meeting with Coach
Conway went fine. He watched her pump as he jerked off under the
desk and then she handed over the usual weekly delivery.

It was barely the extra twelve ounces he had asked
for. In truth she had probably shorted each of the bags she had
given him by a half ounce, but that wasn’t her concern at the
moment. Since Annie knew that Conway was a true milk fetishist she
knew he wouldn’t complain. While it was possible he was drinking
all the milk she sold to him, she suspected that in fact most of it
went to his athletes. More than anything he wanted his teams to win
at any cost and since whatever was in her milk couldn’t be tested
for against banned substances, it was one of those tiny little
edges many athletes and coaches pursued. He had paid in cash, as
always, and asked her, “Are you sure you wouldn’t want to let one
of my guys get it, you know, fresh. Straight…uh… from the horse’s
mouth?”

Right from the cow, she thought but kept
silent. “You know I don’t do that, Mr. Conway,” she told him after
taking the envelope.

It was in the evening, after she had put her son to
bed, that she settled down with Ray and Monica. The couple had met
her son as the four of them ate dinner together. They were a little
bit thrown by Billy’s presence, but they made the best of it. She
had told them in advance what to expect, but even so they weren’t
fully prepared. Still, Annie was a good mother and a professional.
She got him to bed at the usual time and managed to sit down with
her guests as she had planned.

“How do you do it?” Monica marveled.

“What?” asked Annie, a bit confused. “Lactate? It’s
all natural, I told you that.”

Ray sniggered and Monica laughed. “No. All of this,
the single motherhood, the slightly offbeat job you’ve chosen for
yourself, and your house. How can you afford it?”

“Personal question,” Ray muttered to his wife.

Monica pulled an uncomfortable face. “Sorry.
Sometimes it’s the investigator in me seeping over to my civilian
life. I ask too many prying questions.”

Annie waved aside her concern. “No worries. You can
do the math. On a good day I can produce close to a hundred ounces
of milk and I can sell that anywhere between two fifty and five
dollars an ounce.”

Ray was good with numbers. “Every day, all year,
pushing it to the max, that’s close to a hundred thousand a year.”
He gave a low whistle. “And you have to report that to Uncle
Sam?”

Annie half-grinned. “Sadly, yes. But I don’t make
nearly that much. Cut it down by about a quarter plus and you’re
closer to the truth.”

“Still…”

“It’s not a bad way to make a living,” Monica
commented.

“Except for the creeps and it can be physically
demanding. I have to pump every day otherwise my supply dries up
and I have to get a real job.”

They were sitting around the dinner table waiting
for Billy to fall asleep. She had assured them once he was out it
was next to impossible to wake him up barring a thunderstorm or a
train driving through the living room. Annie interrupted the
conversation to check on her son. He was out and snoring lightly.
After rolling him to the side of his little bed she tiptoed out the
door and closed it firmly behind her.

Walking with a confidence she didn’t fully feel, she
returned to the kitchen and asked her guests, “Living room or
bedroom?”

“Bedroom has more privacy, doesn’t it?” Monica
asked.

“It does, but do you really want your husband in
there with me?”

Monica grinned. “I’ll be there watching.”

She brought them to her bedroom and briefly
reflected that not one of her clients, not even the ever so
trustworthy Wally, had ever seen the inside of her house let alone
her bedroom. What was wrong with her? It wasn’t that Monica was a
cop; Annie didn’t like cops.

Reminding herself that they were paying her a
handsome fee for her time and milk, Annie brought her hands up to
her blouse. “Shall we begin? I’m not shy about nudity—I can’t be in
this job—I just don’t want you to be surprised when I take off my
shirt and bra.”

“Wait,” Monica said. “Before we start, I want to
tell you something about Ray and I.”

Annie took a half-step back. “What?”

“I keep him in chastity,” she said quickly, getting
the words out before she lost her nerve.

“Excuse me.” Annie didn’t know what else to say.

Monica nudged her husband. “Show her, dear. You
don’t mind other people’s nudity, do you?”

Before Annie could protest Ray was lowering his
jeans exposing his penis. Annie didn’t look away like she should
have, but instead found herself riveted by what he displayed. Once
he pushed down his underwear she saw he had a little device around
his cock. A plastic sheath that Annie quickly figured out was to
keep his manhood under control—presumably under Monica’s
control—because there was a little padlock on the device as
well.

“See,” Monica said. “We play this little game. Ray
likes it. Right, Ray?”

“Right,” he quickly agreed.

“And I make him do things he doesn’t always like. So
when I was telling him about your theft—very unprofessional of me,
sorry about that—he said that was a little too kinky for him. So I
knew I had found a new way to push his buttons.” She paused.
“There’s nothing wrong with breast milk, is there, Ray?”

“I’m going to find out.”

Annie opened her mouth to say something and realized
she didn’t have any words to say. “Oh,” she managed to squeak
out.

“I’ve read up on adult breast feeding,” Monica
continued. “A lot of men try it when their wives are breastfeeding,
so I thought I’d give Ray the opportunity. You’ll treat her right,
won’t you, Ray?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Annie liked how he was very respectful.

“Just tell him how you want him to feed and he’ll do
it,” Monica said.

“Right,” Annie agreed. “First, pull up your pants
and then we’ll get on the bed.” She quickly unbuttoned her shirt
and pulled off her bra, completely unselfconscious. Ray tried not
to stare at the woman’s bare breasts, large and full. Monica didn’t
mind staring at all.

It took a few minutes to get everything in position.
Ray put his head on a pillow as Annie lay on her side. Monica sat
on the edge of the bed watching everything. “Just suck naturally,
but not too hard,” Annie instructed him. “I’ll let you know if
you’re doing it wrong.”

“Umm, are you sure about this?” he asked trying to
wiggle out of the moment.

“That’s the first time I’ve ever heard a man try to
get out of playing with a woman’s tits,” Monica said. “Just do as
the nice lady asked, dear.”

“What does it taste like?” he asked, delaying some
more.

“Very sweet,” Annie told him. “Some guys say it’s
like cantaloupe juice, others like very sweet, warm cream. Why
don’t you just suckle me a little and find out for sure?” She
brought her hand to the back of his head and encouraged him to
slide a bit closer.

Ray was breathing heavily. It wasn’t that he didn’t
want to do this—he wanted to please his wife-it was just strange to
him. Breast milk was for babies and he was a man. He knew the
consequences of sex and babies drinking breast milk was anathema to
him. But he had to do as his wife ordered. He closed his eyes and
let his lips seek out Annie’s breast. Once he touched the swell of
her flesh he instinctively sought out her nipple, like he had a
hundred other time with lovers. It was easy to find. Hers were
large and soft and he latched on right away. Ray pretended he was
just having some foreplay with a new lover. He sucked and sucked
again, tasting nothing. He moved her nipple around in his mouth a
little, feeling the texture of her soft flesh. Normally women’s
nipples hardened in his mouth, but so far Annie’s had remained
soft. He sucked again and a taste exploded across his tongue.

“Holy shit,” he gasped after taking a swallow.

Annie grinned down at him. “Something the
matter?”

“No, it’s…wow…indescribable.”

“I don’t think that’s quiet the case, but I
understand,” she said as he went back to her breast, sucking hard
this time, drawing out as much milk as possible at once.

“Is that common?” Monica asked from her spot on the
other side of the bed.

Before she answered Annie slipped her middle and
forefinger around her nipple, pressing her breast back a bit, to
allow Ray a slightly better latch, allowing him to breathe easily
through his nose. “I wouldn’t say common exactly,” she answered as
she rolled her head back and forth on her neck. She tried to remain
professional and slightly distant, which was always difficult with
a new client when instinctively knew how to suckle and provide her
with pleasure at the same time. As much as she wanted to Annie
couldn’t ignore the growing tension in her pussy. She exhaled
slowly. “But a lot of men have a similar enthusiastic response when
tasting breast milk for the first time…or for the first time as
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