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      Sophie rolled over in the big white bed and opened her eyes.

      There was James, her new husband, sleeping peacefully next to her. She’d just had the craziest dream: in it, she was lactating again, and this time, she was surrounded by four different men — James included, of course — and they’d been taking turns drinking from her, and also taking turns… elsewhere.

      Sophie blushed and quickly tried to put those thoughts away. In the dream, she’d loved it, cumming hard again and again, but she had just gotten married two days ago and had sex for the first time yesterday — how could she already be thinking about men besides James?

      It was just a dream, she told herself. A hot dream, but it only happened in your head. No reason to feel guilty.

      Still, the sexy dream had left her in a horrible state of arousal as she watched her sleeping husband.

      Then she thought, we’re married now.

      We could just have sex anytime.

      With that thought, she moved her hand slowly down her new husband’s body, past his rippling abs, lightly resting her hand on his already-erect cock.

      I wonder what he’s dreaming about, she thought.

      James stirred in his sleep and smiled just a little.

      Sophie tightened her grip, feeling the smooth, thick shaft fill her hand. Another jolt of arousal found its way downward to her cunt, and she felt a gush of wetness flood out of her.

      She stroked James’s cock once, then twice, and finally his eyes opened.

      “Mmm,” he said, looking down at her.

      Sophie blushed and smiled. She felt a little awkward at being so, so eager — especially since she’d had sex for the first time ever just the day before — but he seemed to appreciate.

      “Good morning,” James mumbled. It was clear that he wasn’t quite awake, but he also wasn’t about to protest.

      He moved one hand up her body, giving her ass a quick squeeze and then reaching for one small, pert breast, pinching her nipple between two fingers.

      Sophie made a little noise in the back of her throat, a tiny, strangled-sounding moan. She gripped his cock even tighter, desire flooding through her.

      Her husband, still lying flat on his back, moved his hand downward, sliding his fingers between the folds of her cunt, dipping one finger inside, sampling her wetness.

      He grinned.

      “How ‘bout a good morning ride?” he suggested, his words still blurred together by sleep.

      Sophie stopped her ministrations for a moment, suddenly uncertain.

      “You mean with me on top?” she said.

      She’d never been on top before, honestly. She knew it happened sometimes — she’d even seen video of it, after all — but that always looked so… difficult, and she had no idea what she was doing.

      “Of course with you on top, you sexy thing,” James said. “I want to see your sexy body as you ride my cock.”

      “I don’t really know how,” she admitted.

      James was still grinning.

      “I’ll try to provide some pointers,” he said. “Just kneel over top of me, step one.

      Sophie threw the covers back, revealing both of their bodies. Biting her lip a little uncertainly, she put her knees on either side of his hips, his cock hitting against her lower belly, the wetness at the tip shining in the morning sunlight.

      She wanted it inside her, desperately, but again she remembered how much more experience James had than she did — what if she did it wrong, or not as well as he was used to?

      “Come on, baby,” he said.

      He lifted with his hands on her hips until she was kneeling over him, the glistening tip of his cock right at her soaking wet entrance. He explored her just a bit with his fingers, pushing the tips inside, then sliding up to her clit, stroking it a few times.

      Sophie moaned. This just felt so good.

      “Now, you just sit on it,” he said.

      He didn’t have to ask twice.

      Sophie lowered herself onto her husband’s big cock, feeling the thick head slip between her still—tight lips.

      He growled from somewhere deep inside his chest, his hands on her hips tightening. Sophie’s eyes went wide — it felt so good to have this big, thick cock inside her. She steadied herself with her hands against his chest, slowly submerging his cock inside her until at last, he was balls-deep and she was sitting on him fully.

      “Oh, James,” she gasped, her eyes fluttering closed.

      She began to move her hips forward and back, just a little, feeling his cock move subtly inside her, pressing against her sensitive pleasure centers with every little motion she made.

      “You feel so good,” she said, her voice a breathy whisper.

      James reached up and pinched one nipple between his fingers, softly, enjoying the little yelp that erupted from Sophie.

      “I want to watch you cum first,” he said.

      Again, his fingers made their way to her clit and stayed there, rubbing and pinching as she moved back and forth, riding him, her breathy gasps getting louder and louder.

      Even though Sophie herself was still half-asleep, she could feel the fire building and building inside her, stoked by the simultaneous feelings of James’s fingers and cock, both inside and out.

      Before she could even think, she felt the fireworks inside her begin, the explosion deep inside her that sent tendrils of pleasure out to her entire body, curling through her fingers and toes as she gasped and moaned, James still pinching her nipple and clit at the same time, watching her with obvious glee.

      When she finished, flushing and breathing hard, he was still rock-hard inside her and looked very, very pleased.

      “That was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” he said.

      Sophie was too surprised and out of breath to say anything, so instead she rested her hands on his chest and began to lift herself off his cock, drawing it out and then sitting on it again, doing her best to give him a proper ride.

      She did it slowly at first, and then faster and faster, until James grit his teeth together and thrust his hips up and his head backward into his pillow. Sophie’s tits were bouncing up and down now with the force of her ride, and she could tell that she was about to cum again.

      Just then, James shouted and his eyes rolled back in his head.

      Sophie rode as hard as she could, even though she was afraid she’d lose her balance, trying to squeeze his thick cock, watching her husband cum hard.

      She could feel him shooting his seed deep inside her, his cock jerking and spurting again and again. At the same time, she felt the pleasure creep up and overwhelm her, moving through her entire body like a wave, the two of them moving in perfect rhythm until, spent and sweaty, she slumped over onto the bed, then curled herself against him.

      “Good morning, baby,” she said.

      

      Hours later, Sophie and James were eating lunch in the cafe after a long, leisurely morning of lazy showers and room service breakfast in the room. Neither had mentioned the night before, but Sophie thought that it just felt right, somehow.

      “What next?” she asked eagerly, bringing a bite of her salad to her lips.

      “There’s plenty to do here,” James said. “There are archery lessons and horseback rides.”

      Sophie made a face. “That sounds too hard for a honeymoon,” she said. “What else?”

      “How about a couples’ massage and then a cheese making class?” James suggested. He was looking at a brochure provided by the resort. “You can make and then take home your own cheese.”

      “Do they have the cows on site here?” Sophie asked, staring off into space, taking another bite.

      “I don’t think so,” James said. He buried his face in the pamphlet, not looking at Sophie for a moment. “It doesn’t smell like cows, does it?”

      “You’re right,” said Sophie. “They must be nearby, though.”

      “I think so,” said James.

      

      The resort’s spa was in a separate building, another log cabin style structure, this one with soft music playing and curtains floating in the breeze. Since it was summer, Sophie and James wore tank tops and shorts, changing into linen bathrobes when they entered.

      Sophie couldn’t help but notice that both masseuses were very, very well endowed women. Even though they wore simple white outfits that looked a little like nurses’ scrubs, their breasts were ballooning from the V-neck, practically fighting to be exposed to the world.

      As she laid under a sheet, letting her masseuse drizzle thick oil over her back, she couldn’t help but watch the woman work, the way her breasts moved under her shirt.

      Did I look like that when that… thing… happened to me last night? She wondered. Her breasts had gotten much bigger, but she’d also started leaking milk — something neither of these women seemed to be doing.

      Her eyes fell on the bottle of oil that the woman was using to un-knot her muscles, her skilled hands rubbing all over her back, even over her ass and legs, working things out.

      It had the same label that the bubble bath the night before had had — the bubble bath she’d used just before her breasts began swelling with milk. The liquid in it was a translucent white, and now the masseuse was rubbing it all over Sophie, head to toe.

      Her skin began to tingle, but in an oddly relaxing way. She wasn’t worried in the least.

      “Flip over, please?” the woman asked Sophie. “You have very tight pectorals.”

      Too blissed out to argue, or even to remember where her pectorals were, Sophie simply turned over, letting both women and James see her topless.

      The woman squirted the massage oil in a figure eight around both her breasts, starting from the outside in, massaging her skillfully, constantly drawing little slippery circles around Sophie’s nipples with her fingers.

      Sophie heard a satisfied little sigh escape from her mouth, and instantly felt awkward — even though it felt good, what must these women think of her, coming into their spa and acting like a pervert?

      Luckily, it seemed like neither of them noticed, and Sophie went on feeling wonderful, her whole body relaxed and tingling —  especially her breasts.

      For a moment, she thought that the same thing as the night before was happening, and she lifted her head to see if her breasts were really getting bigger — she could have sworn they felt like they were filling up again, but when she looked down, they were normally sized.

      Too soon, the hour-long massage was over, and the two women covered Sophie and James with sheets and quietly left them alone in a room.

      “That was wonderful,” murmured Sophie, still nearly asleep and utterly relaxed on the spa bed.

      “I agree,” said James, peeking over at her.

      They stayed there for another few minutes, drinking in the quiet, and then finally, James got  up.

      “Our cheese class starts in a few minutes,” he said. “I don’t want to miss it.”

      Sophie opened one eye and looked at him, then opened the other.

      “All right,” she said. “Let’s go make some cheese.”

      She hopped off of her bed to the floor, totally naked.

      For a split second, she thought that her breasts felt a tiny bit heavier than before, just a little bouncier.

      Am I going to lactate again? she wondered.

      Waiting until James’s back was turned, she took one breast in each hand and tried to judge their size — were they bigger? — And then she squeezed them, but nothing came out.

      False alarm, thought Sophie. Maybe that only happens the first time you have sex.

      

      The cheese making class was in the resort’s big red barn, a short walk across the grounds from the spa. As they walked, Sophie still felt relaxed and totally blissed out, like she was floating across a cloud of pillows.

      Honeymoons are the best, she thought, holding James’s hand as they walked.

      Truth be told, her whole body still felt the tiniest bit tingly — particularly her breasts and pussy, if she was being totally honest — but she thought that they should probably spend some time out of their hotel room and doing things around the resort.

      It is our honeymoon, though, she thought to herself, casting a sideways glance at her new husband.

      Who would even know if we did nothing but have sex for a week?

      Sophie blushed. Of course they couldn’t just have sex for a week! That was crazy.

      Inside the barn was a small classroom, set up right in the middle. At the front stood a big, brawny guy wearing jeans and a red plaid flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows.

      If Sophie had been told to draw a picture of a farmer from Oregon, she would have drawn him.

      “My name’s Noah,” he said in a deep, booming voice. “Go ahead and take a seat.”

      Sophie and James were the first ones there, so they sat in the front row, looking eagerly up at Noah.

      “How are you folks doing?” he asked. Though he pretended to be talking to James, Sophie couldn’t
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