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If you’re lonely, I will call

If you’re poorly, I will send poetry



I love you

I am the milkman of human kindness

I will leave an extra pint



—Billy Bragg, “The Milkman of Human Kindness”

 



Chapter One

 


Annie knocked on the familiar front door and waited
patiently. Wally left for work after his wife. Her car was gone
from the driveway so Annie wasn’t worried. She liked visiting
Wally, he was gentle, polite, and well-mannered. That went a long
way with Annie. She had turned down better money from men who were
just rude or expected more services than she advertised.

When Wally finally opened the door she greeted him
with a smile. “Hello. Nice day for it, isn’t it?” he asked her. It
was how he always greeted her regardless if it was raining or
snowing, if it was freezing cold or blisteringly hot. Today was a
mild spring day with the sun playing hide and seek among large
white puffy clouds.

She tilted her head to the side in acknowledgement of
his comment. “Sure is.”

He stood aside and gestured for her to enter. Annie
had been coming to Wally’s house over three years now. He was her
best client, reliable and predictable. She had never met his wife
or kids and they both wanted it that way—too many unnecessary
complications. She had seen Linda’s picture on the walls of his
house along with his three kids, but that was it. Annie always kept
her tone pleasant and neutral with Wally. All she wanted was a
professional relationship with him and that’s all he wanted from
her—the services she provided.

“Bedroom or couch?” she asked him. Those were the
only places they ever used and that was fine with Annie.

“Couch today,” he said. “Bedroom’s a bit messy and
the sheets need to be changed.”

Annie nodded and walked with familiarity to the
living room. She sometimes wondered what Wally’s wife thought about
his expenses for her services, but maybe she didn’t know about the
money he paid her. Annie wasn’t privy to their household finances.
“I got your money on PayPal last night. Thank you.”

He nodded. PayPal had been a godsend for her,
especially her mail order business. Most of her in person clients
preferred cash, but Wally made electronic payments. It was easier
that way; he sent one payment and was then all set for the next
month. Wally had never missed a payment. “Would you mind if I…” he
trailed off, not finishing his question. It was always the same
question and he never finished it. The one time he managed to say
all the words was six months into their relationship. Annie was
glad he had asked and hadn’t just presumed it was part of the
service. But after that he had never been able to say all the
words. Annie was positive Wally was either incredibly shy or fell
somewhere on the Asperger’s spectrum.

“Of course, go ahead,” she encouraged him. Stopping
in the middle of the living room, right next to the coffee table in
front of the couch, she stood up straight and thrust her chest
forward. Despite what some of her new clients expected she didn’t
have a massive set of breasts. They were large but not abnormally
so and since she didn’t wear bras or shirts that accentuated her
breasts she easily passed as normal in polite company.

Today she was wearing a white blouse and a pair of
black slacks. This was largely the same outfit she wore every day
when visiting clients. Sometimes the blouse was pink or cream or
yellow, sometimes she wore a skirt that was blue, but usually
black. She looked like a professional and Annie took pride in her
appearance. Her shoes were practical one inch heels that she kicked
off bringing her height even to Wally’s. He was a nice man but he
wasn’t tall, and since Annie was above average in height as well,
she needed to lose the shoes to even things out.

His hands went to her blouse’s top button. They were
shaking but steadied once he managed to grab the button and slip it
through the hole. Wally exhaled and moved down to the second
button, and then the third, slowly undressing her. Once all the
buttons were opened Annie shrugged the blouse from her shoulders
and placed it carefully on the coffee table that was empty but for
an e-reader and the remote to the television. She stood calmly
before him in her white nursing bra.

“Would you like to open this up too?” she asked him.
It was their ritual. They had done this a hundred times before. A
thousand. He nodded yes.

Once again his fingers were trembling and he had
trouble unhooking the right flap from the strap, but once he was
able to slip it free he eagerly pulled it down, exposing nothing
more than a white cotton pad. Annie had been leaking more than
normal over the past few days.

“Oh, sorry,” she mumbled and pulled it away exposing
her right breast and nipple. It was framed by the white fabric of
the bra and Wally gazed upon it for a minute. Her areola were
larger than most men liked, but Annie had come to terms with that.
It was her body and she wasn’t ashamed of it. Her nipples were big
but not terrible long. Most of her clients tended to focus on that
feature. Plus her milk. They were always there for the milk.

Wally’s hands had stabilized and he went to unhook
the left side of the bra. This time he moved the pad out of the way
as he exposed her nipple.

“They’re beautiful,” he told her. He always told her
the same thing. Annie gave him her winning and client-tested
smile.

“Come to the couch with me,” she said as she picked
up his hand and led the way to the large couch that dominated the
living room. It took a minute to get properly positioned. Wally had
to put a small pillow under his head, but once he was settled his
lips landed on her left breast and gently pulled the nipple into
his mouth.

She inhaled deeply at the first bit of suction and
then her body responded, letting down the milk that had built up.
Wally swallowed his first mouthful and moaned in appreciation.
Their legs intertwined and Annie felt the pressure of Wally’s hard
cock on her thigh. That was expected; it always happened. After
quickly setting up a rhythm Wally settled into the process of
nursing as much milk from Annie as possible. For her part Annie
just closed her eyes and enjoyed what he was doing to her.

When she had first started serving clients like this
professionally Annie was surprised at how much she actually enjoyed
the process. If the client was polite and gentle it was a wonderful
way to earn some money. It he was rough and a jackass she never saw
him again. Annie was very particular about her clients and since
she could afford to be she never gave the clients she left behind
or ignored a second thought. It was a pleasure to serve Wally, he
knew what to do and never hurt her, never bit, or mauled her
roughly. The discount she gave him was more than offset by the
volume and the care he showed in nursing.

After her left breast was drained Wally shifted to
her right and she gently ran her hand over his nearly bald head.
She would have liked him to have some hair, but that wasn’t
important. His lips and tongue were and they were quickly
transporting her to a climax. That was something she hadn’t
expected at all, the physical pleasure she got from nursing men. It
was common, almost regular, for her to cum when she was nursed—at
least with Wally and other talented client. Despite herself Annie
moaned, breaking the relative silence in the living room.

That encouraged Wally. She could feel him increase
the rate and pressure of each suckle of her breast. His hand moved
down from her breast and rested on her hip. That was a clear
violation of her rules—nothing below the waist. But Wally was
trusted and never took advantage of her. She liked his hand there.
She loved his lips on her breast and she let herself go by
wriggling her hips, getting his leg between her thighs so she could
rub her pussy through the layers of clothing, but it was enough.
Her breast went dry but Wally didn’t stop. He kept sucking until
Annie came. Her moans almost erupted into a scream, but she kept
her lips clenched tight s she remained as quiet as possible. It
wasn’t necessary, but that was the type of woman Annie was: demure
and well-behaved.

Once her orgasm was past she could still feel Wally’s
erection on her thigh and he disengaged from her and stood up from
the couch. “Give me a minute, please,” he asked and headed for the
bathroom.

Too many of her clients would just pull out their
cocks and start beating off right in front of her. Wally would
never do that even though Annie wouldn’t have minded because he was
such a nice guy. Still, he masturbated in the bathroom like a
gentleman and quickly returned to her with a red face and a twenty
dollar bill in his hand. She had already pulled her bra back into
place and put her blouse back on

“A tip for your excellent service today,” Wally
said.

“You don’t have to do that,” Annie replied, but took
the money from him anyway.

Their transaction completed for the day she nodded to
him and headed for the door. Wally was a good client. She’d be back
the next morning.

 


Annie headed home and stopped at her house only
briefly for a quick bite to eat, gathered some papers for errands,
grabbed two large water bottles, and loaded her heavy-duty, very
expensive breast pump into her car. She would need that for her
next stop. If it hadn’t been one of those automatic things she
would have forgotten to lock the door before she left.

What followed were those many errands that take up
time and never really seem to be productive. The trip to the post
office today was merely a return of a bra that didn’t fit correctly
despite the
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