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Part Two:
Jaysen

Chapter One


“I’m not going to do it,” I told her flatly.
“It’s not going to happen.”

Disappointed, Paige dropped her tits back down
from the height she had been cupping them and pouted. That was when
I realized I was in real trouble because Paige wasn’t the sort of
woman to pout. She was playing a game and she was going to get her
way whether I wanted to play or not.

She turned her face partly away and looked at
me from the corners of her eyes. “I thought you liked Isla’s milk.
Isn’t that why you bought a slave? To have your own ready supply of
milk whenever you wanted it?”

That was one of the reasons, but I wasn’t
going to tell Paige that. I gave her the more obvious reason. “I
wanted a slave, so I bought a slave. Easy access to sex. And she
doesn’t complain or object like some women I know.”

Paige ignored the insult. “I doubt that’s the
only reason.”

“Yeah, but the primary reason I’m not going to
help you lactate is because it will surely fuck up your
relationship with your husband. And that’s the best-case
scenario.”

“I barely have a relationship with my husband.
It’s been…I don’t know how long since he fucked me. He only married
me for a financial alliance between our families, you
know.”

“I know. You’ve told me a hundred times. I
know.”

“And you don’t have any trouble fucking
me.”

“Sex is one thing,” I said. “Participating in
kink like lactation…that’s something else.”

“What if you get me pregnant.”

“That’s not going to happen, and you know it.
You love going to have your flushy-plucky done. You’ve told me.
Again, a hundred times.”

“I just don’t like getting my period. Monthly
cycles are such a hassle. James is going to impregnate me soon
enough. It’s a matter of timing…” She looked unsure of herself, but
I didn’t bother to press that issue.

“So can we agree that we’re not going to do
anything stupid?”

I know she didn’t like the way I phrased that
question, but I wasn’t going to risk my life and hers over
something so stupid that I was already getting from Isla’s
tits.

Paige looked away from me. “Sure. We can do
that.”

It was Isla who spoke next. She spoke rarely
because she knew her role as a slave. She knew it well because she
didn’t want a rift to form between us.

I’ll be the first to admit that I had a
certain deep affection—you might even call it love—for Paige. But
I’d never admit it to her or out loud to anyone.

“Would you like to fuck me, sir?” Isla asked
me. “Or have some more of my milk?” She was seeking to make peace
between Paige and me. I couldn’t blame her. She had no power and if
there were problems with me or between me and Paige, there were
problems for Isla that she could do precious little
about.

I angrily grabbed my cock. “I’m soft. I’m
fucked out. Your tits are empty.” I rolled off the bed and headed
to the bathroom for a shower. “I’m done for the night.”

Right before I slid the door shut behind me, I
glanced back into the bedroom. There were two beautiful women on my
bed. A blonde lactating slave and a raven-haired goddess currently
cheating on her husband. It was a fantasy come true for any man. I
walked away from it.

By the time I got down showering, Paige was
gone. Isla had cleaned the bedroom—not her job but she did it
anyway because she wanted to keep me happy.

“Did she say anything to you before she
left?”

“No sir.”

“Figures.”

“What would you have me do?”

Isla stood up before me. Her pale body was
perfect. Or nearly perfect, I could overlook the minor flaws
because I didn’t want artificial perfection. I was willing to live
with flaws. Breasts small but full, a little deflated now that her
milk had been drawn out by Paige. Her body was completely hairless
because that’s the way I wanted it. I could just see her pouting
lips protruding ever so slightly from her pussy in the tiny gap
between her thighs. Her blonde hair was bed-messy but still hung
halfway down her back. A fantasy come to life and my cock wouldn’t
even stir at the moment.

“Nothing,” I said as I continued to look her
body up and down. I felt no lust for her just then. I wanted to,
but I was too angry. “Tomorrow we’ll go out. Get you some clothes.
We’ll be a couple.”

She nodded in agreement.

 


Braking with my tradition of never seeing the
light of day before noon, Isla and I got out of bed and my
apartment before that extremely early hour. She was wearing a
form-fitting dress that hid nothing of her body. Maybe it made her
look like a tawdry woman or a prostitute, but I didn’t care. She
was my legal slave and I’d display her however I wanted. As long as
I wasn’t cited for breaking any indecency laws, I wasn’t
concerned.

We went shopping. I bought her clothes and
lingerie that had little chance of being used even for decoration,
let along being seen by anyone other than myself. We ate at a
fashionable restaurant. I could tell Isla was uncomfortable; where
we were was well above her station, but she was my slave and
performed admirable. I liked the looks she garnered from men and
women alike. Some were jealous. Some were aroused. Some were
disgusted. I relished them all. Isla withered under the
attention.

I was sorely tempted to pull up her dress and
fuck her in the middle of the restaurant, but my power and
influence didn’t go that far.

I called her out on her discomfort.

“I’d rather be alone with you,” she said,
self-consciously adjusting her dress.

“We’ll fuck when we get home.”

“Of course.” She pulled at her dress more and
only then did it occur to me that her tits must be full of milk. I
had kept up the hypoinjection schedule even though her milk was
flowing. That was the advice from the med tech and I wasn’t going
to vary from it. I valued her milk too much.

“Tits full?” I asked, lowering my voice only
slightly.

For the first time she I had bought her, I saw
Isla blush. She was human and could suffer embarrassment. Not alone
with me, but out in the public. It made me wonder about her life
before she became a slave.

“Yes,” she admitted.

“We could go to the restroom together. I’d be
happy to suck them dry.” I grinned at her.

Isla was having none of it. “Not in a
bathroom,” she dismissed. “That’s disgusting.”

She was right. I paid the check and called for
an autocab. I wasn’t the sort of arrogant asshole who had to own a
private vehicle that had to be manually piloted. Once the autocar
appeared I was somewhat relieved to see that it didn
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