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Chapter One

 


“A whole week’s
training in Maine?!” she wailed.

“It’s not that long, Mona” he said softly. It
wasn’t much of an argument. “I’ll be able to get home by the
weekend.”

Immediately Ramona grabbed her tits and held them up
for him to admire. She was still wearing a bra and blouse, but it
was unbuttoned far enough to show off ample cleavage. “How can you
possibly give these up for a whole week?”

“Umm.” Mark didn’t have a good answer to that.
“Well, I don’t want to—really—but I need the job and we need the
money.”

She was nearly in tears. “We worked so hard at
getting my milk flowing and you’re just going to walk away from
this for a few bucks?”

They both knew it was more complicated than that.
When they had embarked on the struggle to get Ramona to lactate it
had been a long six month process of breast pumps and steady,
gentle, and insistent tit sucking for her to produce any milk at
all. Ramona had only started the whole process because Mark said it
was the one thing in their sex life that was missing. She was in
love with him and thought it would be impossible for her breasts to
actually produce milk without getting pregnant so she went along
with his little kink. It was nice to have him sucking on her
nipples every morning and evening and when they got home from work
they’d have a little time to snuggle together. It made the sex even
better. Ramona was surprised at how easily her pussy got wet after
just a few minutes of tit sucking. She was now so accustomed to sex
almost every day after getting her tits sucked to go a week without
it was simply unfathomable to her.

Worse, she was only working part-time and they
needed all of Mark’s income to just survive. Well…maybe not just
survive, they were doing okay, but he just couldn’t refuse to go on
a training trip and risk losing his job.

“No, I’m not just going to walk away from your
breasts. I live for them. You and I both put a lot of hard
work into getting you to lactate. We’ll get the old breast pump
out; I’ll come home on the weekend. We’ll get through
this.”

She wanted to believe him. She truly did. But it
seemed an impossibly long time to suffer through. Though she was
doubtful and reluctant to start the process, once her milk had come
in her found she was proud of her chest for the first time in her
life. Mark showered affection on her and them just because her body
was doing something that it was supposed to do. Their relationship
had grown incredibly close because they were forced to spend time
together so he could drink from her breasts and keep the milk
flowing. It was a secret she wanted to shout to everyone she knew
but common sense forced her to keep quiet about their sex life.

“I don’t want the breast pump,” she whined.
“It’s too rough and it doesn’t work nearly as well.”

“If you have a better solution I’d love to
hear it,” he said with a touch of nastiness he didn’t really
feel.

Wisely ignoring his tone she gave a thoughtful
reply. “I’ll come up with a better solution than a breast pump and
an anxious weekend trip home for you,” she promised.

The first idea of accompanying him on the trip had
to be thrown out. Even though she was part-time at her job she
couldn’t just take off for a whole week. Not only didn’t Ramona not
have enough vacation time to make the trip, there was simply no way
she could afford to go with Mark.

Her second idea was slightly better, but Mark
wouldn’t approve. She brought it to him a few days later knowing
he’d knock down the idea.

“No! You’re not going to advertise on
Craigslist to sell ‘Fresh Breast Milk’!”

“Craigslist doesn’t really offer that
service,” she pointed out.” I’d need to use a different website.
It’s a good idea.”

“What? Prostituting yourself?” he
said.

“No, selling my breast milk.”

“By offering the opportunity to strange men to
suck on your tits?” he asked. “I’m sorry, but no. I’m the only man
who gets to suck on your tits!”

She gave him the look that warned he was getting a
little too close to dangerous territory. “They’re mine,” she said
firmly but evenly. “I’ll do with them as I please. I’ll remind you
that we are not married and you do not own me.”

Mark regained control of himself. He looked at the
cleavage she had on display. When they met she was a passable B cup
but with lots of encouragement and suckling she had blossomed into
a full C cup. Sometimes he imagined she could be encouraged to grow
to a D but that wasn’t really necessary. He wasn’t a fetishist for
big breasts necessarily. He liked what came out of her tits: the
milk. In some ways a smaller breast was better mostly because it
was easier to fit into his mouth. He liked her ripe, red nipples,
and the areola that surrounded those wonderful nipples with their
tiny milk ducts that could spray milk into his mouth when Ramona
hand expressed herself.

“Right,” he agreed. “Sorry. I’m just a little
bit upset by this too.”

“Well, accommodations and adjustments will
have to be made by everyone,” she told him.

“Okay, well, what are we and by that I mean
you because you get to make the final decision, going to
do?”

“There’s a couple of other options. Wet
nursing isn’t illegal, but the mothers who are into that feel the
need to go through all sorts of medical tests and background
screenings to keep their baby safe from some drug addict mother
looking for some quick cash.”

“So…that’s not going to work then?”

“No, not with a week and a half of
notice.”

“So what else?”

“I’m surprised you never checked this out.
There’s a whole little community of men into women who lactate,”
she said. “There’s a bunch of websites on it.”

“I know,” he mumbled. “I just never had the
nerve to look for a woman that way…and after meeting you, I didn’t
need to.”

Ramona gave him a kiss on the forehead. “That’s
sweet. But that’s the route I’m going to have to go.”

“Um, okay, what?”

“Guys can never get enough milk. I’m going to
line up a few couples who will get my milk while you’re
gone.”

“Um, what? I thought you know, you wouldn’t be
with other guys.”

“Another couple,” she said. “Probably two
couples. They’ll both get to nurse from me. Since I’ll be under the
watchful eye of the wife you don’t need to worry about my precious
pussy.”

“I didn’t say anything about that,” Mark
protested.

“I know, but I know what you were
thinking.”

“I don’t think this is a good idea,” he said
as he started to change his mind.

In response Ramona unbuttoned her shirt. She was
wearing one of the maternity nursing bras he had bought her once
her milk had fully come in. She only wore it one on special
occasions. This was one of those times. With a practiced motion she
unhooked and lowered the flaps on both breasts, allowing them to
come out in the cool air. Immediately her nipples hardened standing
upright. Mark swallowed and licked his lips.

“You don’t really have a choice in the matter,
do you?” she asked him

Mark shook his head no. He was so easy to control
when his milk lust was upon him.

“Get down on your knees and come over
here.”

This was a game they had played before. He professed
not to like it, but he always willingly went along with it. He was
so easy to control this way.

Ramona supported her left breast with one hand and
offered it up to him. When Mark was on his knees, his mouth was
just about level with her tits. She loved the power rush it gave
her when he was on his knees and she was standing up, controlling
him. “Open,” she ordered. When his lips parted she pushed her
nipple into his mouth. Automatically he closed on her breast and
started sucking. He was a slave to his kinky lust.

“Good boy,” she complimented him. Almost
immediately she could feel her milk start to let down. With each
gentle suck on her tit she could feel the milk leaving her
body.

Mark’s arms went around her waist and she leaned
into him. It was his responsibility to support her weight when she
stood to feed him. It was his responsibility to see her breasts
were properly drained. It was his responsibility to keep her in
comfortable bras and camisoles. Her breasts were just as important
to him as they were to her, perhaps moreso.

Ramona let him suckle a few minutes, then put the
heel of her hand on his forehead and pushed him away. “Strip,” she
ordered. “Don’t get up.” She loved the power rush of being in
charge. Mark pulled off his clothes, struggling a few moments with
his pants as he forced them by his knees, but in a minute he was
naked. His cock was growing up large and proud, but Ramona kept her
slacks on as well as the nursing bra. It was all part of the power
game. She was in charge; he was her milk slave.

“Suckle the other one,” she ordered, offering
him her right breast. He preferred to drink from the left, but he
wasn’t in charge.

There was no protest as he switched breasts. In it
went and her milk started flowing. A few drops leaked from the left
and spattered on his shoulder. They both ignored the mess. He
rubbed his cock along the inside of her calf. She wasn’t sure if
she should move away or let him play. She opted to let him play;
there was no reason to be cruel.

It didn’t take long for her panties to get soaked.
She still marveled at her body’s ability to turn the fairly
innocuous act of breastfeeding into a kinky bit of foreplay. Not
only could she feel the moisture between her legs, she was certain
she caught a whim of her arousal.

“Undress me,” she requested, pulling her tit
from his mouth. Mark didn’t argue. In a moment she was as naked as
he. Ramona said nothing to him. He was still kneeling on the floor
when she turned away and walked from the living room to the
bedroom. A quick glance over her shoulder and a slight crook of her
finger was all the permission he needed to follow her.

In the bedroom Mark found her sprawled on the
mattress, her knees up, feet on the bed, and legs spread wide,
presenting her neatly trimmed pussy for his viewing. “You need to
go down on me first,” she instructed.

Ever willing, Mark fell to the floor at the edge of
the bed and leaned in, curling his arms around her thighs and
pressing his face into her quim. Strictly speaking she didn’t need
any cunnilingus to get ready for him tonight, she was already wet
and aroused. Ramona simply wanted to see how far she could push her
control over him. Then again, she did enjoy having her pussy eaten
and he was so very good at it.

After enjoying Mark’s talented tongue for just long
enough to get her worked up, she grabbed him by the cheeks and
pulled him up to her. He was still hard. She liked that. It took no
effort at all for Mark to sink his cock into her and she groaned
with relief at the sensation. “I like that,” she said.

“Yeah,” he mumbled as he kissed the side of
her neck. His hips pumped back and forth. He was already very
excited and wouldn’t last long and she was going to need a little
extra kick to get her over the edge. Ramona shifted her body and
pushed on his head a bit, forcing his lips down to her breast. Mark
knew exactly what she wanted and took her nipple into his mouth
again and began feeding. The tangle of their legs was rearranged so
he could feed from her and continue fucking at the same
time.

The moment he started sucking in earnest she felt a
hotwire connection between her tit and clit. With each plunge of
his cock her hips came up to meet him doubling the impact of his
thrusts. And then Mark just nibbled on her tit a little bit and her
body convulsed with an orgasm. Her pussy leaked out more than the
usual amount of her natural juices. He thrusted a few more times
and came inside her. She felt his hot semen flooding her pussy and
leaking out
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