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I was lucky. Extremely lucky. My new boyfriend
was into fat girls with big tits (and asses). He was also into my
kink of lactating.

He just didn’t know how much I was into
lactating.

I started hinting at it.

I don’t know how subtle I
was. 

The first thing we did was make a pledge that
we would spend every night together. It made his sucking of my tits
just a whole lot easier. 

I was starting to build up a bit more milk
every day and as a consequence, I could feel it in my boobs. By the
end of the day, when I was ready to go to bed—and have sex—I could
feel the heaviness of the milk accumulating. Even better, I could
feel it in the morning. I was having sex twice a day and getting my
tits sucked as well.

It was everything I had ever dreamed of. Well,
when it came to my kinky dreams, at least.

I’m sure that Sandy wasn’t complaining either.
He woke up every morning with a hard cock and a thirsty
mouth. 

Normally we started the day with me shoving my
boobs in his face, him picking a nipple and sucking my dry while I
lazily masturbated. Sometimes I came and sometimes I
didn’t. 

When the first tit was dry, he’d switch over
to the other one, which was always full to bursting by that point,
and I’d continue to try to get myself off while he drained boob
number two.

Sometimes I’d use my hand to stroke his cock.
Sometimes he’d rub it against my leg or between them, but he’d
never cum that way. No.

Always when my breasts were empty, he’d put me
in doggy position and slip his hard cock into me. I wasn’t
complaining at this treatment. I loved it.

We didn’t always have time for a slow,
languorous fuck. The morning fucks were usually very
fast. 

He had to hold onto my ample hips in order to
jackhammer his cock into my pussy. Every impact of his muscular
abdomen against my ass sounded like slaps. I wondered if the
neighbors on the other side of my apartment wall thought I was
getting slapped around.

I didn’t care.

I loved it when he came inside me and drove me
down onto the bed, pinning me down.

I loved that he sweated so easily from this
early morning workout. I loved being covered in the liquids his
body made.

I hoped he wanted the same from me, but I
didn’t ask him.

“You’re hard to hold onto when I’m
going full speed,” he commented one morning right after he made me
cum twice after draining my milk. I could feel his cum slowly
leaking out of me.

“Are you calling me fat?” I
teased.

“No! It’s just that your skin is
so smooth and I sweat so much, and you get a bit sweaty as well,
when we have sex, it’s hard to keep a good grip on your hips and
hold you in place.”

“You could fuck me missionary,” I
pointed out as he rolled off me.

“We do that at night.”

It was true. We had a routine. I wasn’t sure
if that was sad or exciting. Though also at night half the time I
would ride him.

“I have a suggestion…”

“Okay,” he said. “But don’t say
you should wear a t-shirt or something for me to grab. Or grab your
hair. I’m not into that.”

I shook my head and sat up. I could definitely
feel the difference in the weight of my tits after he sucked me.
“It’s a little kinky…”

“Like what we already do isn’t a
little kinky. What’s your suggestion.”

“I could wear like...a harness or
something for you to hold onto me.”

I blinked and looked away, briefly ashamed I
was making such a suggestion.

I wanted it more than anything in the world,
but I was ashamed to admit it to him.

“Like one of those leather strap
things that you see in leather kink pornos?” he asked.

My head snapped around to look at him. “You
watch those sort of movies?” I asked him.

He paused. “Any guy who says he doesn’t watch
porn either is a liar or doesn’t exist.”

I was surprised at his candor.
“Oh.”

“But that sounds like a good idea
to me.” He grinned. “Good, kinky, and fun.”

That decided upon, Sandy got dressed and went
out running. I put on my robe and went on the
internet. 

There were so many types and styles of leather
harness to choose from. And the cost...everything from cheap to
extremely expensive. I was relieved to see that they came in all
sizes. If anything, it seemed like they were designed for bigger
girls. Fat cows like me.

I spent way too much time online shopping for
the harness I wanted. It was vaguely arousing, and if Sandy hadn’t
just fucked me before he went running, he would have found me
sitting at my computer masturbating.

As it was, he walked in on me still not
dressed and deep into the kink websites where I figured out the
highest quality harnesses were sold.

“You wasted no time,” he
commented, looking over my shoulder.

“Can you help me out with buying
this?” I asked him. “These aren’t exactly cheap.” 

He looked at the prices and whistled. “Yikes.
Wow. Well, if you’re going to wear it, I’d be happy to pay for one
of these.”

And that was that. 

The problem with the high quality ones, is
that they weren’t available for overnight shipping.

I’d have to wait longer than I wanted, but
there was no way around it.

I still went to work on a lactation-sex
high.


I had confided in Sandy that I had been using
a breast pump to get my milk to come in. There was no surprise in
that. He knew I was taking pills to induce as
well. 

What surprised me was his reaction to my
little revelation.

“Can I watch?” 

I blinked. “You want to watch me pump my
breasts?”

He nodded firmly. “Yes.”

“Why?”

“Why not?”

“But you won’t get to suck on my
tits,” I told him, something I loved but didn’t want to admit that
I loved. At least not yet, not to him. Not yet.

“I’m willing to give that up for
one night,” he said. “I mean, do you have to keep pumping until
it’s all gone, or can you stop halfway through?”

I looked at him a long moment before I
answered. “I can stop anytime I want.”

“That’s what all addicts
say.”

Regardless of his flippant attitude, that
evening I found myself on my couch, pump sitting next to me, as
Sandy closely watched. He was fascinated by the whole process and
how I carefully had to line up my nipple with the collection
cone. 

“How long does it take?” he asked
once I turned on the pump.

Before I could answer, his eyes went wide as
the pump pulled my nipple into the chamber. Vacuum will do
that. 

“Good fucking god!” he
cursed.

He scared the hell out of me and I jumped up
from the couch, painfully separating the pump from my nipples. They
were tougher now than before, but they were still a sensitive piece
of anatomy.

“What?! what?!”

“Your nipples!” He just pointed at
my chest.

I looked at him in annoyance. “What about
them?”

“Did you see how long they got
when you turned on the pump?”

I switched off the pump. “Yes. Yes I did. I’ve
been seeing them like that for the past month. More than a month.
Months. And I’ve been feeling it as well.”

He settled down. “Oh. Right.”

“And don’t forget, you’ve been
doing that with your mouth as well.”

That gave him pause.

I resettled my pump, centered the cones on my
nipples, and resumed. Sandy leaned in for a better look.

After a minute when the pump started drawing
out the milk, making it spray into the collection cones and then
down into the bottles, he gasped and nodded eagerly.

“Okay, that’s sort of hot and
sexy.”

I laughed at him. “No it’s not. It’s just my
tits making milk.”

He grabbed his crotch through his pants. I saw
the bulge of his cock. “No, trust me. It’s hot.”

“Weirdo.”

“Kinkster,” he replied. His eyes
were riveted to my tits as they sprayed milk with every draw of the
pump. 

One of the nice side effects of the pump was
that it mildly turned me on. It couldn’t get me off, but more than
once
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