
Milk Delivery 1

Milessa Mae

This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, organizations, and events portrayed in this work are products of the author’s imagination. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

––––––––
[image: ]


Milk Delivery 1

An Erotic Lactation Novel

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 Milessa Mae

––––––––
[image: ]


Second Edition

All rights reserved. No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage or retrieval system, without the written permission of the publisher.

––––––––
[image: ]


A Wood and Iron Press Book

––––––––
[image: ]


Contains adult material that might not be suitable for all audiences. This work is a fantasy, but in your own life be sure to follow safer sex practices. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

––––––––

About the Author

-1-

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


“My husband and I are looking for someone to replace me,” Maria said to Kiera.

The younger woman’s eyes went wide. “Replace you?”

This was not where she was expecting the conversation to go. It was one thing to sign up for a sugarbaby site. Kiera knew what she was getting herself into. At least she thought she knew what she was getting herself into. She thought it was companionship and sex. She was fine with both. 

Having sex with an older man sounded fun.

Having kinky sex with an older man and his wife sounded outrageous and she wanted to try it

She hadn’t thought she’d be replacing the wife.

“Yes, well, I am a bit older and I can’t do what Denny wants.”

It was definitely strange meeting with Maria. Kiera thought she was going to meet the man who was interested in being her sugardaddy. Denny had said through the app’s messaging service that he was married but it was an open marriage. The meeting was supposed to be of the get-to-know-you variety. 

She had to keep herself in check so that Denny didn’t know how desperate she was.

Kiera shifted her eyes over to the man who was in attendance at the meeting. They were supposed to be eating dinner. They had all ordered food but had hardly touched their dishes. Kiera had even gone so far as to not drink any alcohol. She needed a clear head. 

“What is it that Denny wants?” Kiera asked the both of them.

The two of them subtly looked around the restaurant to make sure no one was listening or near enough to listen.

When Denny opened his mouth to answer, Maria stopped him, putting her hand on top of his. “Maybe that’s a discussion to be had in private.”

That left Kiera wondering why they had the meeting at all. She was more than willing to try out a few sex games with the couple if it meant she profited from it. 

“Are you ready to leave?” Denny asked.

Kiera wasn’t sure if the question was directed at her or Maria.

Maria remained silent, indicating that Kiera should answer. She was glad that she had dressed up for the dinner. If anything, she was dressed better than the married couple. Denny was in bland khakis and a dress shirt, no tie. Maria was wearing a modest skirt and stockings, but went all out on a blouse that showed off her tits. The blouse didn’t exactly plunge to her navel, but Kiera kept wondering if the other woman was wearing a bra. The way her tits moved made Kiera wonder if the large-busted woman was going without.

“I’m ready if you are.” She glanced down guiltily at her meal that had largely gone uneaten. It was a crime to waste it. She didn’t have the money to pay for it; she was already depending on the couple to cover the expense of dinner. If nothing else, she wanted to have it boxed up so she could bring it home.

On the other hand, Kiera was certain that Denny and Maria were the sort who didn’t bother to bring home restaurant leftovers.

“The girl has hardly eaten any of her food, Den,” Maria chided her husband. She then lowered her voice slightly. “You’re not going to take her home and fuck her tonight.”

Kiera tried to keep her eyes from becoming saucers at Maria’s blatant acknowledgement of what this whole meeting and possible arrangement was all about.

“I didn’t know we were even talking about that yet,” she said and grabbed her fork to dig into the chicken marsala. She suddenly realized she was starving.

“She needs to keep her strength up if we’re going to go through with this,” Maria continued, addressing Denny.

“I know, I know,” he replied, amused. “She needs to drink more water, as well.”

Kiera chuckled at their behavior. “It sounds like you want to fatten me up like a pig for slaughter.”

“Not the metaphor I would use,” said Denny.

“Of course not,” his wife agreed. “You’d use one about a cow. And I never told you what, beyond the obvious, I want you to take over for me.”

Kiera started to gesture with her fork and then remembered that wasn’t good manners. “I thought...I thought that maybe you had some medical condition where you couldn’t have sex any longer.”

Maria chuckled. “I wish...”

Denny nudged her. “Don’t say that.”

“I’m perfectly healthy,” she assured Kiera. “I just can’t do what Denny wants. Not any longer.”

“What...what do you want?” she asked Denny.

“Why don’t you come back to our house and find out?”

Kiera hadn’t expected to be invited to their place. She felt a little like a prey animal being invited back to the predators’ lair.

She liked the feeling.

“We can’t discuss it here?”

“I’d rather show you,” Denny replied. He indicated her plate. “Eat up. You’re going to need your strength.”

She did as she was told. She knew she was going to enjoy what was about to happen.
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Kiera was almost ashamed to park her car in front of Harrison’s house. Her Toyota was fifteen years old and starting to rust. She said a little prayer to the automotive gods every time it started in the morning.

The house wasn’t ostentatiously huge or elegant. It was understated but still impressive. She wasn’t exactly surprised at the house because she saw the very fancy and new Mercedes the Harrisons were driving. She tried not to gawk at the house as she got out of her car. 

Maria walked out of the garage where Denny was parking the Mercedes next to a larger SUV that was no less expensive. 

“Come in through the front door,” Maria invited her. 

Kiera smoothly tripped over the small step to the front walk. She managed not to go sprawling on the walkway, recovering her dignity somewhat with a stumbled step, but Maria paused and looked at her.

“Are you okay?”

“Fine, fine,” Kiera dismissed her concern. “Just tripped. I was looking at your lovely house.”

“We should really get that step smoothed down. You aren’t the first person to trip on it.”

“Oh?”

“Twice now Denny and I had to use our professional skills to help out a visitor.” Maria took Kiera’s arm and they walked up to the front door together.

“Professional skills?”

“We’re both doctors,” Maria said casually. “Both cases were really just skinned knees, but still.”

She opened the front door with a key and Kiera walked in behind her, already bracing to be overwhelmed.

The place was huge. Easily ten times the size of Kiera’s small apartment. Many times bigger than her parent’s house. It was possibly the largest house she had ever been inside. She tried to maintain her poise. Maria brought her to a huge living room where Denny was pouring drinks.

“What’s your pleasure?” he asked her as he put a cork back into a bottle of bourbon.

“Just seltzer water, please. I’m not a big drinker.”

He shrugged and opened a bottle for her before handing his wife a glass.

Settling down on a leather couch he looked at Kiera and said, “I don’t want to waste your time or ours. Maria’s been the one talking with you on the sugar app. Well, her for the most part. I was reading what you two were saying and adding comments once in a while.”

Kiera nodded. “I sort of got that impression.”

“We want you here for a sexual relationship,” he continued after sipping from his glass as his wife sat down next to him. Kiera remained standing, uncertain of what she should be doing at the moment. 

“I know.”

“We want to give you an audition tonight, right hon?”

Maria nodded but remained silent.

“Sounds like fun,” said Kiera. “What was all of that at the restaurant about replacing Maria?”

The couple shared a laugh and then Denny said, “Well, that’s the other part of it. Sure, we want you as a companion and for sex, but I have a certain kink that I want fulfilled.”

Kiera nodded. “And Maria can’t do it any longer?” Her mind raced. What kink did Denny want fulfilled?

“Not exactly,” said Maria. “I’m getting tired of it and I’m not performing up to Denny’s standards.”

Denny patted her thigh. “You’re great, honey. But twenty years of lactating is a long time for anyone.”

Kiera tensed up. The room was silent as she processed what he had said. Kiera couldn’t help but stare at Maria’s chest. Her tits were much larger than Kiera’s. If anything Kiera’s chest was tiny. She knew it. She had been teased about it all through high school and college. She told herself she wasn’t ashamed of having small breasts and had made a promise to herself that when she had the money she’d have a boob job, but this was...this was something else.

“Is that why your breasts are so big?” Kiera finally blurted out.

The couple chuckled again. “Partly,” said Maria, hiding her smile. “But it’s a lot to lactate for the same man for two decades. We’re looking for someone to take over for me.”

“She’s not making as much milk as she used to,” Denny added. “I like to drink a lot of milk.”

Kiera looked down at her rather flat chest. “As you can see, I don’t have a lot in the boob department. There’s no way I’ll meet your standards.” She laughed at herself and the situation. “I can’t believe I’m even considering this.”

“Well, there are still many steps to take,” said Denny. “First, we’d like to see if we’re sexually compatible.”

“Oh.”

“We’d like to have sex with you tonight,” said Maria.

“Oh!”

“Are you opposed?” asked Denny. “I’m sure you knew this was where we were headed.”

“When you say you’d like to have sex with me...” she began.

“Both of us,” Maria immediately clarified. “I need to make sure my husband is happy.”

“I see,” said Kiera. She could feel her face growing hot. She knew she should have anticipated this, but to actually face it was something else. “I’ve never done a threesome before,” she said before things could go any further.

“Exciting,” said Denny.

“There’s always a first time for everything,” said Maria. 

“I’m not bi,” Kiera said, the words falling out of her mouth.

“How do you know?”

Kiera couldn’t answer that question. “I...I’m just...”

“Don’t put pressure on her,” Denny said, adding, “You’re the one who likes to play with girls.”

“And you like girls to make milk for you,” Maria replied. 

Denny smiled and looked directly at Kiera. She wasn’t exactly frightened, but the wrong word would send her flying out of the house, never
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