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Chapter 7


It was weird, but it was good at the same
time.

I was laying on my side looking down at the
top of Garrett’s head. I was able to formulate the thought that he
should let his hair grow a little longer to show off the loose
curls he was hiding.

Then because I was completely distracted by
his mouth on my breast, I just closed my eyes and focused on what
he was doing to me.

Namely drawing out the milk that his breast
fetish and my body had created. 

It was weird and wrong, but I was enjoying it
a hell of a lot more than I thought I would.

Sometimes life is perfect and the partner you
find has the same kinks as you.

I was that lucky.

There was nothing that could go wrong, even if
we were only three months into our relationship.

I had never really wondered what it would be
like when my breasts made milk. I just figured it would happen when
I got pregnant and had kids. It was weird. I kept using that word,
but it was the only way to describe it. I could feel my breasts
making milk which didn’t make sense, but I knew they were and I
could feel it.

It felt even better when Garrett was sucking
on my tits, drawing out the milk, making me moan and pant because
he was going to make me cum in a minute.

We had fallen into this ritual far too easily.
We’d go to bed at night, I’d pull up my shirt and take off my bra
and he’d nurse from me. I was making plenty of milk now for it to
be a more than adequate late-night snack. He’d nurse until I went
dry or I came or both.

And then we’d have sex.

I was honestly indifferent to the sex, as long
as I got to cum at least once from my tits, I was
happy. 

Even so, the sex was
fantastic. 

He sucked and sucked and when I couldn’t stand
it any more, I came. 

“You’re going to make me fat,”
said Garrett after he released my nipple. I still had milk in me
and I could feel it leaking out. Garrett poked gently at it, making
my soft flesh jiggle and the milk come out faster.

“No I’m not,” I said
quickly. 

“Breast milk is high in calories,
isn’t it? What about fat?”

“Uh...maybe?”

“You’re going to make me fat,” he
repeated and kissed my left breast. “I’m going to love
it.”

“Uh-huh,” I said dismissively. I
was still floating from the orgasm. My hand found his cock. I
absently stroked it and he moaned in appreciation. 

“Are you going to make me cum?” he
asked. “Make me shoot my load all over your tits?”

“Would you like that?” I asked,
thinking about his cum mixing with my milk. Kinky and weird, but
apparently I was into kinky and weird so much that I didn’t realize
it.

“I sure would. I’d also like to
fuck you like a boring married couple.”

He pushed me onto my back, which was easy to
do, and was between my spread thighs, seeking to enter my pussy
with his hard cock. He always got hard from nursing from me. I
liked that.

Taking a moment he sat back on his heels and
ran his cock head along my slit, getting it slick with my
amrita. 

“You should shave your pussy,” he
commented.

“Just put it in me,” I begged
while twisting my nipples, waiting.

“You don’t need this hair,” he
said, running his finger over my little isosceles triangle of dark
red curls. 

“Just put it in me.”

“Did I ever tell you I like shaved
pussies?”

Garrett was ruining the mood.

“Just put it in me,” I repeated
for the third time.

“It’s easier and more fun to fuck
with a bare pussy,” he commented as he fitted his cockhead into my
entrance.

I gave him a wan smile. “But it’s a crime for
redheads to shave their bushes.”

He frowned. “With your pale skin, you don’t
need that bush. Your freckles are all you need.”

I was tired of debating with
him. 

“Just fuck me hard and I’ll shave
it!”

Garrett shoved it in hard and deep. I gasped
in appreciation.

“Fuck yes!” I moaned.

He started going to town on my pussy, crushing
my small tits into my chest with his weight.

It was a good thing that he had drained them
first because otherwise the pain would have been
outrageous.

Over the past few weeks I had learned that my
body was excellent at making milk and it needed to be drained on a
regular basis otherwise it was painful. Luckily my boyfriend was a
milk kinkster so it all worked out.

I just didn’t know how long we could sustain
this.

I stopped worrying when I came. I worried much
less when he came in me.


Having my breasts unexpectedly
start lactating wasn’t all fun and sex games. I discovered that
some of my clothing didn’t fit the way I wanted it to fit and my
bras weren’t exactly comfortable now.

I resolved to go on a fun shopping spree.
There was no way I was going to drag Garrett along with me on that
adventure because he’d either want to have way too much input on
what type of bra I should be wearing or he’d be bored out of his
mind and just be annoying. 

Since I couldn’t get my cousin Matti to
accompany me, I decided it would be a shopping trip just for me. It
would be all about efficiency and finding the perfect clothing for
my slightly enhanced bust line.

The trip started with a stop at the local
juice bar. Why Tristyn didn’t just go to a full coffee bar was
beyond me, but she was making it work. Juices, smoothies, baked
goods, everything I needed to get going in the morning except pure
caffeine in liquid form.

I ordered my usual. Tristyn was behind the
counter with a couple of her employees. Things weren’t too busy for
them so I took a seat at a table and waited.

When Tristyn sat down at the table with three
drinks I was a little surprised. We had become friendly over time
and sometimes we shared morning chit chat but I was puzzled at the
extra drink that she slid my way as she sipped from her own special
concoction.

“What’s this?” I asked and then
took a sip of my usual.

Tristyn gave me a sly smile. “It’s an
enhancer.”

“I didn’t know you were slipping
THC into your products.”

We were in a legal state, but she still rolled
her eyes at me. “No silly. Okay, I’m guessing here, but either
you’re pregnant or you’ve had a boob job and if you did, you didn’t
get them that big.”

I glanced down at my only slightly larger
chest and immediately blushed deep red. 

How many people at my office had noticed but
said nothing?

Shit!

“I...I didn’t get a boob
job.”

“Good. You’re positively glowing.”
Tristyn tucked a long lock of her dyed black hair
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