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Things got crazier as Calista’s hands reached back for the clasp of her bra and popped it open, releasing her breasts that now felt as fizzy as her scalp.

“Shit, Calista, you really are trying it out,” Timothy gasped, amazed.

Rupert watched as their nearly naked friend mounted the table and got in position.  She faced down and they saw her breasts sway briefly before she set her body against the tabletop and got into position.

“It’s so comfy,” she said, turning her head and facing her friends.

Rupert and Timothy were rightly speechless.  They saw Calista’s tits hanging down beneath the table and looked at the clean spot on the floor beneath them.

“We should try it too, shouldn’t we?” tried Rupert.

“Yes, boys,” hummed Calista.  “Try it.”

Rupert and Timothy scrambled to get the best spot beneath the table.

“There’s one for each of you,” hummed Calista, keeping her eyes closed.

She could feel the cool wood against her skin, and the gentle grip of the table’s holes around her breasts.  It felt like a hug that was pulling her under, and it seemed to strip her of all her sensibilities.  She yearned to have someone on her tits now, to alleviate the mounting pressure that she was feeling there.

“What do we do?” hushed Rupert as they wriggled beneath the table.

Timothy was too busy looking up at the hanging udders above him.  They looked ripe and ready, just like Timothy’s cock.

“Suck, Roop,” Timothy said, and to Rupert’s surprise his friend reached up like a chirping chick in a nest and opened his mouth over Calista’s breast.

“Yes!” gushed the older woman.  “That’s it!”

She wanted desperately to cradle the head of whoever was suckling her, but the table kept her from facing her friends.

Rupert felt as though he was late to the party.  He shimmied into position and took his place on the free, hanging breast, sucking sharply and fondling it with his hand.  He had to constantly remind himself to who the ripe breast belonged.

“Oh, my boys!” gushed Calista, and she felt the surreal rush of something passing through her nipple.

Beneath her Rupert flinched.  He took his mouth off her breast and looked at the beads of white that bled through her nipple.

“Milk!” gasped Rupert.

Timothy felt it too.  It rushed into his mouth in sprinkles, feeling creamy on his tongue.  It was sweet and addictive.  He took his mouth away to confirm it too.

“She’s lactating,” hissed Rupert.

“Don’t stop, boys,” cried Calista above them.  “Please don’t!”

Calista wriggled her shoulders and her tits swung invitingly above her feeding friends.  They latched back on and massaged the milk free, teasing their tongues around her nipples.

Calista had never felt anything like it.  The sensation prickled on her skin like static, and she felt her pussy begin to turn damp and demand attention.  Her hand moved down the table, and she started to rub at her panties, pushing them over her clit.

None of this was known to Rupert or Timothy.  They just sucked and drank happily, feeling the warm liquid settle in their stomachs and breathe life into them.

They didn’t know it, but the table’s power was working on them too.  Their cocks were swollen with arousal, and after only the briefest of touches, they felt themselves approaching climax.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Mammoros Mission: Lactation Fun #1
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They called it the Mammoros Mission, and you won’t read about it on Wikipedia.  Jupiter’s new moon was revelation enough—so named due to the single, giant mountain that gave the moon a certain, breast-like appearance—but the three-person crew who went to investigate it had since become legends among the conspiracy forums online.  And yet all of this is true.

We all know that NASA has appeared to be overfunded for decades, but what’s not known is exactly how that money has been spent.

Obviously, there’s the things you hear about in the news, like research and exploration, but long ago the higher-ups decided that the little people on earth were better left ignorant of the discoveries of space travel.  Most people just weren’t ready for it.

The Mammoros Mission was years in the planning.  New shuttles and technologies had been developed for its cause, with NASA placing great importance on Jupiter’s new moon that had appeared on the interstellar map like a spot on a teenager’s face.

Its sudden reveal hinted at a technology that earth wasn’t privy to.  The research team had postulated that only alien life could hide a planet like that, and that such a phenomenon deserved rapid investigation.

The crew was quickly assembled.  Amanda Thompson was assigned as mission commander.  The forty-five-year-old was experienced, with a cool, professional head that could deal with any situation.

Second in command was Clark Monroe.  He was equally stoic, with a scientific approach that helped to make calm, rational decisions.

Then there was Dale Gibson, the young, impulsive up-and-comer who had quietly proven himself in training and was eager for his first mission.

There was no fanfare when the crew took off.  The world went about its business as the reflective, near-invisible craft entered the upper-atmosphere and burst through it into the emptiness of space.

The hyperdrive worked flawlessly, as they had since their invention in 1982, and a journey that Joe-public believed would take close to six years was completed in just four days.

“There she is,” said Amanda Thompson, eyeing the bosom of Jupiter.  “Set the guidance system to steer us in, pilot.  Let’s maintain some distance.”

Clark tapped his commands into the computer, and the computations were completed almost instantly.

“Course set,” Clark said.  “Range specified at two-thousand miles, commander, just inside the exosphere.”

Dale stared out of the craft’s windscreen, and marveled as the moon got closer.  It held unknown wonders that Dale started to speculate on excitedly in his mind.

“That’s it, pilot,” said Amanda calmly.  She rolled her lip through her teeth as they approached.

“Are we close enough for our instruments?” asked Dale.

Clark looked down at the screen.  “Not yet.  Commander, should we increase our proximity.”

Amanda said nothing.  She stared at the newly discovered body.  She felt its pull.

“Commander?” pressed Clark as the spacecraft stopped, suspended in nothingness.

“Enter the thermosphere,” said Amanda.  “That should bring us close enough.”

Clark tapped at his station and the spacecraft continued to move forwards.  The blackness around Mammoros got smaller as the moon filled their viewscreen.

“Are we close enough?” asked Clark.

“I’m getting some readings,” Amanda said, looking at her monitor.  “But they’re very faint.  We’re detecting methane, hydrogen and ... oxygen.”

“Is that enough for ...” hinted Dale before moving forward in his seat.  “What’s that?”

“I daren’t speculate,” said Amanda.

The trio marveled at the satellites that span around the planet.

“Does the moon have moons?” asked Doug.

“Not natural ones,” hushed Amanda.

“Commander, does this mean ...” began Clark.

“That we’re not alone,” Amanda said.  “Send a signal back to earth, Dale.  Relay what we’re observing.”

“What are we observing?” asked Dale.

“Life,” hushed Amanda.

Dale could scarcely remember his training as he composed his message to Houston.  He typed frantically at his station, feeling the rush of adrenaline in his veins.

“Take us closer, pilot,” Amanda said.

“You’re sure?” checked Clark.

Amanda gave a simple nod.

“I need a verbal affirmation,” Clark said.  “For the mission logs.”

“Take use closer, pilot,” asserted Amanda.  “That’s an order.”

Clark typed in the new parameters.

“Entering the mesosphere,” he said, before the vessel came to an abrupt stop.

“Closer,” Amanda said, straining her eyes at her instruments.  “The readings aren’t clear.”

“We’re not getting any closer,” Clark said.  “Something is ... stopping us.”

Dale started to sweat.  “Can’t we observe from here?”

“Observe what?” whispered Amanda.

Suddenly the viewscreen was black and full of empty space.  Stars hung across it like squished bugs.  Silence filled the cabin for a full minute.

“Commander,” hushed Clark.  “Are you seeing this?”

“Log it all,” Amanda said.  “The moon appears to have ... disappeared.”

Dale relayed it all to earth while Amanda and Clark stared into the soulless dark.  Amanda’s chest went tight.  She tried to remember her training.

“Did we all just see that?” she asked, taking long, calming breaths.  “That wasn’t just me, right?”

“We saw it,” Clark said, looking back at Dale.  “Right officer Gibson.”

“I saw it alright,” he said.  “It was right in front of us.  Is it still showing on the instruments?”

“They’re garbled,” said Amanda, her pulse racing.  “I ... I feel ...”

The Commander unbuckled and stood up.  Her legs were like wet spaghetti.  She stumbled to the floor and reached out for Clark’s chair.

“Commander!” cried Clark, getting up quickly.

“I feel ... full,” Amanda said, looking up at Clark.

Clark could see the dapples of sweat that adorned Amanda’s delicate features.  Her eyes were weary.

“Medi-pack, Dale!” Clark said.

Dale bounced from the seat.  “On it!”

“Let’s get you into a chair,” Clark said, and he helped Amanda to her feet.

Amanda was mumbling to herself as a rapid fever enveloped her.  She pulled at her chest, fighting against the suddenly cumbersome jumpsuit.

“You want it off?” asked Clark.  “Are you too hot?”

Amanda was able to nod, and Clark helped her with the zipper.  She struggled it down her body and took long, deep breaths.

It was immediately obvious to Clark that something was amiss.  While he hadn’t paid too much attention to Amanda’s assets in their mission training, a blind man could have noticed that they were different now.  They pushed up fiercely against her white t-shirt.

“Off!” strained Amanda.  “Take if off!”

Clark helped Amanda with her t-shirt, looking out of the cockpit in search of Dale.

“Any time today, Gibson!” yelled Clark desperately.

“Bra too,” said Amanda, reaching behind herself without success.

Clark’s distress was overcoming him.  He looked out into the emptiness and saw the instruments at their stations going haywire.

“Something’s wrong ...” he said to himself.  “Something is very wrong.  Gibson!”

Dale returned with the medi-pack and was quickly dumbstruck by the writhing woman in the chair.

“Is that Amanda?” he asked.

“Of course it’s Amanda,” said Clark.  “The adrenaline shot, do you have it?”

Dale couldn’t take his eyes off the woman in the chair.  “She’s blonde.”

“The adrenaline shot!” demanded Clark.

It was the last thing either of the two men needed, but Clark hoped it would pull Amanda from her stupor.  When he looked back down at her, he saw what Dale meant.  The space-woman’s brunette hair had turned a bright white.  Her eyes looked open and fuller, and despite the change in appearance, the face definitely belong to Amanda Thompson.

“Here,” said Dale, handing Clark the needle.

“No,” Amanda said, her tone soft now.  “I don’t need it.”

“You—you’re burning up,” said Clark.

“You look hot,” Dale said.  “Really, really hot.”

He stared at the forty-five-year-old as she sat half-undressed in the cockpit chair.

“My bra, Clark.  Take it off.”

“Commander, I—are you okay?”

“Take it off, Clark.  That’s an order.”

Amanda sounded almost like her calm self in tone, but her voice was slightly higher pitched than before.

“I can do that, Commander,” Dale said.

He stepped forward.  It was his time to shine.

Clark moved aside.  His stoic expression was long gone.  Confusion painted itself on his face now as he watched Dale snap open the clasp of Amanda’s bra.

“That’s it,” she hushed, instantly relieved.

She took it off and then fell back into the chair, breathing heavily and looking up at her two crewmates.

“I needed that,” she said.

“Commander, are you okay?” asked Clark.  “This is ... unlike you.”

“Let the Commander recover,” Dale said, taking his opportunity.

He looked over her full breasts.  They looked veined and ripe, as though they might burst from the pressure of the cabin.

“Can we do anything?” asked Clark.  “Anything at all.”

“The gravity,” said Amanda, woozy-like.  “Turn it off.”

Clark’s jaw was tight.  He went to the control panel.  “Brace for zero G,” he said.

Amanda was strapped in around the waist and didn’t need to move, but Dale reached out to grab one of the handles that lined the cabin.

Clark did the same before he flipped the switch, and then the duo started to float off the floor.  The weight on their shoulders lifted.

“Better?” asked Clark, looking at his commander.

“Somewhat,” Amanda said, looking down at herself.

Her full tits moved like a waterbed in zero-gravity.  A bead of white hung on one of the nipples.

“Is that ... milk?” asked Dale.

“It’s not milk,” Clark said instantly.  “Every astronaut is checked over before take-off.”

“Because it kind of looks like milk,” Dale said, leaning forwards.

He gawped at Amanda’s ripe breasts and then looked back at Clark.

“It can’t be milk,” Clark said, and soon the gravity of Amanda’s tits was pulling him closer too.

The two men frowned at the beautiful breasts in front of them, wondering what the hell had happened in the previous five-minutes.

“It’s milk,” said Amanda confidently.  “Would you like to taste it to confirm?”

Clark let out a laugh of disbelief, but he could see Amanda was being serious.

“We should,” Dale said.  “For the mission, I mean.”

“I’m not sure this needs to be relayed to Houston.”

“We can decide that afterwards,” Dale said.  “Let’s try.”

“Keep your head, Gibson,” warned Clark.

“Try it,” said Amanda, her voice soft and welcoming.

Dale’s eyes sparkled.  He reached out to scoop the milk from the nipple with his finger, then watched as gravity took the droplet away from them.

“Use your mouth,” Amanda said.  “Easier that way.”

“Commander?” Clark said, looking between his superior and Dale.

Dale was hypnotized.  He swam forward through the air, pointing his face at Amanda’s charms.

“This is fubar!” cried Clark, but he could feel a conflict in himself growing.

Dale wasn’t strong enough to ignore the burning lust in his loins.  He zeroed in on his older Commander’s beautiful breasts and opened his mouth over one of her nipples.

“Dale!” yelled Clark in disbelief, but it was as though his crewmate was deaf.

Amanda cooed with delight, then turned to Clark and breezed, “There’s a teat for you right here.”

Clark was wide-eyed, caught between terror and excitement.  He watched as Amanda tapped her other nipple.  She grabbed her breast in her hand and pointed it at Clark.

“Or would you like me to deliver it from here, Mr. Monroe?”

Clark twitched as Amanda squeezed and fired a jet of milk out in his direction.  It rushed through the air like a long, white dart, and Clark was left with a decision to make.  If he ducked, he could damage the instruments, or was his suit absorbent enough to take the blast?

“Damn you, Dale!” he cursed, opening his mouth just in time to receive his commander’s bounty.

The sweet velvet filled Clark’s mouth, and he was enamored by it instantly.  It was like his first taste of dessert ever.  He rubbed his tongue into the roof of his mouth to squeeze out all the flavor, then swallowed it down.

“There’s plenty more, Mr. Monroe,” Amanda said, before looking back down at Dale and cradling him to her chest.  “Good boy.”

Clark wanted to be her good boy now too.  He set his range to zero for Amanda’s breasts and floated through the cabin, docking with ease around the woman’s vacant nipple.

“I knew you’d do the right thing,” Dale said between mouthfuls.”

Amanda looked down on her crew as they feasted on her breasts.  She felt her attachment to them grow quickly from professional to something approaching love.  Clark and Dale felt it too.  It was a bond like no-other, forming in the emptiness of space with no-one to scrutinize it.

The mission was forgotten now, but for what, it was hard to say.  For several minutes Amanda just enjoyed the bond she was nurturing with her understudies, and Clark and Dale enjoyed the rich fullness that their commander’s milk was giving them.

“Are you getting big and strong for me, boys?” asked Amanda gently.

She looked down and saw their eyes blinking up at her.  Their tongues worked out of sight, circling the nodes and coaxing out more and more delicious ambrosia.

“Clark?” she asked, stroking his hair.

Clark nodded vigorously.

“Dale?” she checked.

Dale too agreed.

“Show me,” Amanda said simply.

Amanda Thompson was now commander of a new mission, and Dale and Clark were her submissive subjects.

They allowed themselves to float upwards as they wrestled down their jumpsuits over their thick, hard cocks.

Amanda sat strapped in the chair like a Queen surveying court.  She watched with quiet delight as Clark and Dale wriggled out of their clothes and removed their shirts.

“Show me everything,” Amanda said, watching the muscled bodies float in front of her.

Dale looked at Clark and the pair nodded at each other, as though performing a double act on stage.

With synchronized moves, the duo removed their underwear, and Amanda’s eyes flitted between both reveled cocks.

Dale’s was proud, sitting among his wiry hair.  It was fresh and youthful, with a bright pink tip and a milky body.

Clark’s was more handsome looking.  His pubic hair was cut short, highlighting the main event.  He was slightly bigger than Dale, and his cock was a darker shade, with subtle veins stretching up it that breathed life into a near-purple crown.

Amanda was smitten.  She breathed deep, and the pressure of her lungs against her ribcage forced more cream from her tits.

Dale and Clark watched the precious bounty move through the air, and each fought to claim the escaping milk.

“Oh, boys,” Amanda said, unstrapping her belt.  “I want to join you.”

Now it was their turn to watch Amanda undress, but neither one could do it without commemorating the act.  They gripped their cocks automatically, jerking slowly as Amanda’s charms were revealed.

She spun before them at all axes, revealing her toned, firm ass and the smooth hairless skin above her delicate pussy.

“I’m already so wet for you,” Amanda said, and she reached out to hold the two bars above her head.  “See?”

Clark and Dale stared as Amanda presented them with something unthinkable.  The mission up until their approach to Mammoros had been unremarkably sexless, and it was as though Amanda was making up for lost time when she opened her legs to her crewmates.

“Do you see?” she asked.

It was hard not to.  Each man stared at the unbridled access they had to their professional commander.  Her pink pussy was puffy around the petals, hinting at Amanda’s heightened arousal.  Her O wept out its glistening cream that shone from the lights of the instruments around them.

“I see,” Dale said, staring into Amanda’s core like it was the eyes of Medusa.

“Taste me,” begged Amanda, holding herself in place.

This time it was Clark who was the first to push through the cabin.  He used Amanda’s shins to slow himself down and wasted no time in doing her bidding.

She watched as his face collided with her sex and pulled back.  A web of her cum snapped between her pussy and his chin.

“Gosh, Commander,” Clark said, looking up.  “This will be one of the finest meals I’ve ever eaten in space.”

He stared at his snack and
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