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 Pretty Woman in London









They were watching Pretty Woman for the umpteenth time and eating ice cream.

"Stop giggling, will you! Sheesh," Ben poked her playfully in the shoulder. But then started laughing himself. They both knew where that was going. Every single time they watched the silly Julia Roberts and Richard Gere movie, they both inevitably ended up making love with lustful abandon. Somehow it had become their own personal Pavlovian reflex.

Thankfully their three-month-old baby daughter in the room next door was sound asleep. The credits had barely started rolling when Ben took away Jennifer's cup of ice cream unceremoniously pulling it out of her hands and placing it on the table nearby.

"Hey! I was eating that," exclaimed Jennifer.

"I know but I think it's time you ate something else," laughed Ben as he pushed her lower onto the floor and climbed up her torso where they were sitting right there on the carpeted floor and opened his fly. They were still fully dressed in their work clothes and Jennifer giggled as she tried to straighten out her shirt that got crumpled up as he scooted towards her face.

"Oh you think so young mister? You ain't the boss of me," she laughed as she put her hand through his fly and slowly started stroking his already tumescent cock.

She didn't wait for his reply but lifted her head forward and took his bulbous prick in her mouth gently placing her tongue below it so that he could easily access the back of her throat. Experience had both taught them that they both enjoyed the inevitable gagging that was sure to ensue.

"Try not to be too loud, sweetie," Ben said arching his back in ecstasy. "We don't want to wake her up. Argh…" 


They both lost themselves in the heightened sensations as she sucked him off. Slurping sounds filled the room and the young couple lost themselves in the familiar abandon to which they had so gotten accustomed during the last couple of years since they got married.

They had met during her senior year at Harvard. It had been the proverbial love at first sight. They had made love that first day and less than two months later Ben had proposed. A union made in paradise, was what the priest at their simple wedding ceremony had called it. Ben had been appointed to lead an important division at one of the banks in downtown London and so naturally Jennifer flew off to join him there.

That had all been almost two years ago. Recently their little family had grown and much to their delight the two young parents kept feeling the need to pinch themselves to make sure they were not lost in a beautiful dream. 






That was when the financial crash happened. Within the space of a week the stock market lost more than half its value wiping out many of the smaller firms in the financial district. And it kept falling. Soon Ben was out of a job and a company to pay him benefits. For the last couple of months they had been living off of their savings that where fast evaporating. Gone were the romantic dinners at posh restaurants and the trips the expensive galleries. Jennifer and Ben hunkered down hoping that their luck would soon turn.


 
 Most nights they stuck to their little tradition of watching silly romantic flicks and took solace in each other's affection during the lovemaking triathlons that would frequently follow.

Jennifer felt her excitement build as wetness bloomed across her pussy. She sensed Ben's spasms start at the base of his cock as she suckled lovingly on it. 






Suddenly the lights went out and the TV flickered off plunging the apartment into impenetrable darkness. They both froze in place. Ben pulled himself out of Jennifer's warm lips and they cuddled waiting for the power to come back on. Finally they decided that it looked like it wasn't going to come back on and so they started scrambling in the darkness searching for a flashlight or cell phone they could use.

"Did we pay the electric?" Jennifer asked turning on her phone and using the light of its screen to pick up and straighten out the mess they had made in the living room.

"Shit! I thought it was on auto-debit. I thought they deducted it already," Ben sat on the couch shaking his head miserably.

"Oh no," whispered Jennifer panic seeping into her voice. "It's no longer on auto-debit because the check bounced last month. Don't you remember? I told you, they want us to drop by and pay the bill at the local office every month in cash now. Shit, shit, shit. That means the power is probably not coming back on until we pay it!" Ben stood and hugged his wife trying to console her desperate worries.

"It will be okay, I'll pay it in the morning."

"How are you going to pay it? With what? Our account is cleaned out. The last money we have is the cash in the drawer for groceries for Melody," cried Jennifer and broke down in sobs. "We have no more left even for a ticket to send her back to stay with my mom in Massachusetts. What are we going to do? It's the freaking winter here, we'll freeze to death – –" 


Ben felt a seething rage seep into his belly. Why was life treating him that way? What had he done wrong? Here he was, unable to provide even the barest off necessities for his young wife and infant child. He squeezed his fists desperately trying to stop himself from falling into one of those rages that he so vividly remembered from his childhood with his parents.

He faintly heard her say something to herself.

"What did you say?" He asked.

"Nothing." She replied in a weak voice.

"Did I hear you say what I thought you said?" His voice was getting louder by the minute, "that I STILL have no job! So it's all my fault huh? What do you want me to do?"

"Please don't scream," Jennifer pleaded with him, "you'll wake the baby."

"Oh I'll scream if I want to. It's my house, I can do as I wish. Fuck it! I’ll just go look for a job now! Maybe somebody will offer me an odd job so I can pay the heat tomorrow!"

"Please, Ben, it's two in the morning. Where are you going?" Jennifer stood and tried to stop him but he was already out the door slamming it shut with a house-rattling bang. Ben was gone and Jennifer tumbled back onto the couch this time convulsing with sobs that she did all she could to keep silent lest she woke the baby in the room next door.

A gentle knock at the door made her finally collect herself and walk over to open it. It had to be Ben coming back to apologize for his silly outburst. She opened it wide and was about to move aside so he could walk in when she froze petrified. The man standing there was not Ben but Mr. Costas, the neighbor from across the hall. The man appeared at least as shocked as she was and they both stared for a flustered second at each other their mouths agape in surprise.

Jennifer was the first to come out of it and following Mr. Costas's bewildered expression noticed him staring at the wetness across the T-shirt she had on. 




 Help in Need









She hadn't been wearing a bra tonight and one of the side effects of lovemaking while also having an infant that nursed was that frequently her boobs leaked. A wetness had spread all across her chest and for a stultifying couple of seconds Jennifer realized there was no way to pretend it wasn't milk. The white liquid had seeped through the cloth leaving little white spots on the black material of her T-shirt. Much to her consternation she noticed Mr. Costas instinctively lick his lips before finally getting himself under control.

"I –, I'm sorry, it's just that I heard loud noises and I wanted to make sure everything is okay," the big black man stammered apologetically. She would have been amused had it not been for the late hour and unpleasant prequel to the awkward situation. The man appeared genuinely embarrassed and well-meaning. He was dressed in an expensive suit and Jennifer assumed he had to have been on his way back home from some late-night job. She tried her best to hide her wetness and crossed her arms in front.

The least she could do was be nice to the polite middle-aged neighbor and apologize for their obnoxious and loud behavior with Ben.

"No, no problem," Jennifer said, "I'm sorry for the loudness. We had an argument with Ben but nothing serious. It's all okay." Jennifer smiled when she saw the man visibly relax at her words. It was as if he wanted to add something to what he had already said but was at a loss for the right expression.

"I guess one of us forgot to pay the electricity and one thing led to another. I hope we didn't wake you up," she smiled. She wondered why was it that she was sharing personal information with the man from down the hall. They barely knew him. During the last couple of years Ben and Jennifer had not seen the tall black man more than four times total. He seemed to keep odd hours and even though always busy and courteous, never lingered to chitchat.

That was why it felt so strange when she felt him gently take her by the arm.

"Are you and your husband struggling, Ms. Jennifer? Times are hard for everybody," the man asked looking down at her petite frame. His large brown eyes and caring voice exuded deep concern and compassion and Jennifer felt a need to share, "It's been a rough couple of months for us, yes. I'm sorry to say, we might not be able to live here much longer," she found her voice grew husky with apprehension.

"Why? What happened?" The man appeared genuinely concerned, "You guys were doing well it seems to me," the man said and placed his big hand on her shoulder that he then gently squeezed.

"We were doing fine until Ben got laid off from his company as a result of the financial crash," Jennifer explained.

"Oh my gosh," Mr. Costas said.

Jennifer noticed that his eyes strayed again to her boobs and with embarrassment she realized she was leaking again. Melody would be waking up soon anyhow and it was time to feed her.

The tall black man licked his lips this time not making any effort to hide his leer. 


"Perhaps I can help,” he said. 


She couldn't believe it when she heard herself ask, “How?"

The tall black man again licked his lips that this time did not make any effort to hide his obvious appreciation of her womanly charms.

What he did next felt natural somehow and Jennifer did not question her quiet submissiveness until many hours later. She felt him take her chin in the palm of his big hand and bring her face up to meet his eyes. Jennifer realized she even subconsciously parted her lips as if readying herself to be kissed by the big stranger. However he didn't do anything of the sort but merely lingered staring into her eyes for what felt like ages as if trying to acertain something.

"As it happens, I am a businessman as well. What I do, I don't know how to put it," the man was clearly uncomfortable and searching for words, “Let me just say that not everybody considers my line of work exactly gainful employment. But the money is good. My business has sort of expanded recently perhaps as a result of the financial crisis. It seems like a lot of people are attempting desperate solutions to their economic problems."

"And you are able to help them?" Jennifer asked again, this time curiosity getting the better best of her, "how?"

Mr. Costas squared his shoulders and looked at her clearly having made up his mind to be frank, "I am the owner of a certain number of websites that sell a product that many people abroad appear to need.” 


He let go of her face and lifted his arms in a placating fashion, “Oh no, no, nothing like that, Ms. Jennifer. I can see by the expression on your face that you assume something that I promise you is not correct in regard to what my websites offer." He chuckled. "Nothing profane, if that is what you're thinking," he actually winked at her and she blushed violently at the obvious transparency of her thoughts.

"We sell milk," he said.

"Milk?" Jennifer simply repeated not quite understanding what he meant.

"Yes, milk. We export it to Third World countries for the most part. People there are apparently quite ready to pay good money for it," Mr. Costas explained.

As he spoke Jennifer suddenly became aware of his hands now gently holding her by the waist. But somehow,, she didn't feel threatened in the least. It was as if he was merely being polite in that quaint way that foreigners sometimes adopted. Again, she surprised herself by not doing anything about it. There was something about the big black man and his deep voice that exuded a certain soothing charm and she found herself craving it wildly. Jennifer feel that she desperately needed some sort of emotional harbor and this man, and his soothing demeanor felt like salve to her tortured soul. Instead of brushing his hands away, the young twenty-three year-old moved a tiny fraction of an inch closer to him looking up into his big brown eyes.

"Milk?" Jennifer repeated almost mechanically, "but how? I thought Great Britain imported most agricultural products. Not the other way around."

A broad smile crossed the man's beautiful dark lips. "The milk we sell does not come from cows or animals," he said simply. He didn't elaborate but just stood there patiently allowing her to put it all together for herself.

"How then –" she started asking but interrupted herself when she realized what he was really talking about.

He was dealing human milk! 


That explained so much about his hungry stare just moments ago when he had noticed her leaky boobs. Again, Jennifer heard the frantic voice of caution whisper in her mind that it was time to run away, close the door and leave that man and his shady enterprise. But she simply stood there and looked at him as her eyes grew bigger by the second as she gleaned the nature of his proposal.

"Oh –" Jennifer was at a loss for words.

She simply stood there and meekly nodded at the man who silently looked down at her. She thought she saw a deep chagrin in his eyes. It was as if he already knew what she would decide without even having had to make her a verbal offer. It looked as if he was feeling sorry for her!


Finally, he broke off their proximity and took a step back. He reached into the pocket of his suit jacket and fished out a beautifully engraved business card that he then gently placed the palm of her hand.

"This is my website and my number," he said. "Just in case you want to check it out. The pay is okay. At least it will help you put some food on the table and pay your bills." And then, just like that, Mr. Costas turned on his heels and walked away.

That night Jennifer barely got any rest. Between worrying about the rapidly plummeting temperatures in the apartment, feeding Melody and waiting on Ben who showed up for a quick bite at breakfast and then silently skulked away again, Jennifer was a nervous wreck by the time noon rolled by. Melody was fast asleep with that untroubled innocence so characteristic of babies and Jennifer found herself casting dark glances at the virtually empty fridge in their kitchen wondering how long it would be before they would be out of food as well as money.

She looked down at the table by her side and saw the business card that Mr. Costas had given her. Her thoughts alternated in rapid succession between panic and a calm sense of hope. His proposal couldn't possibly entail anything that bad, she thought. It was true that she did not know the man, but he seemed nice and now that she thought about it, Jennifer remembered that she had seen him with a wife and a couple of children walking over to the mosque down the street. Mr. Costas obviously was just another man trying to make ends meet. So what if this required some rather exotic means? Times were desperate and desperate times called for desperate measures. Isn't that what people said?

Jennifer took her cell phone and afraid that she might lose her nerve, quickly dialed the number from the business card.

"Yes?" Came the man's voice that she immediately recognized by the deepness and calm resolve it exuded even across the wireless ether.

"It is me, Jennifer, your neighbor," she said awkwardly. 


He interrupted her almost immediately, "Come to my place in one hour exact,” the voice instructed.

Jennifer found herself caught off balance by the immediacy of his request.

"Ms. Jennifer? Are you still there?"

"Yes, I am," she whispered.

"Is there a problem?" The man asked gently.

"No," Jennifer replied. "I guess no."

"I'll see you soon, then," he said and the line went dead.
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At 1 PM sharp Jennifer took her baby and they both walked down the hall to the apartment next door. She was just about to knock when the door opened and Mr. Costas stood to greet her. He was dressed formally in a business attire that looked immaculate and crisp to a fault.

"It's nice to see you, Ms. Jennifer. Please come in.” 


The moment she stepped in, Jennifer immediately knew that the man had considerable means at his disposal. The furniture and exquisite paintings on the wall spoke volumes for his taste as well as for his ability to provide for his family.

"Could I get you a glass of water perhaps?" The man offered and Jennifer immediately accepted. She was feeling extra thirsty and parched with the stress of the unusual situation.

"Would you like to put Melody to rest in the nursery?" Mr. Costas asked.

"You have a nursery?" Jennifer was surprised.

"Yes. My daughters are too grown-up to use it, of course," the man chuckled, "but many of the young mothers come here with their babies. So my wife and I have kept the crib and everything set up so that we can extend them at least that courtesy while we do our business."

Jennifer was grateful that Mr. Costas happened to be with his back to her as she followed in his steps to the nursery or he would have seen the violent blush that covered her rosy cheeks.

"I know it is difficult," Mr. Costas said, "but trust me it gets easier with time. Here, let's leave the door to Melody's little crib ajar while I show you the special room I have for what we're about to do." He motioned her to an adjacent room. Jennifer couldn’t help but gasp when she saw it. The room could most accurately be described as a typical OB/GYN examination center. It included an exam table replete with stirrups and lights and instruments while off to the side was a sink and what appeared to be sterile surgical instruments covered with paper.

"I can see that you are feeling uncomfortable, Ms. Jennifer, and I completely understand, believe me. Given my experience, if you permit, I would like to suggest that we proceed to milk you right away. That way we will get the unpleasant newness of the situation done with. You shall feel immediately better, I promise."

"Um, okay," Jennifer simply said in utter and absolute loss as what to do next.

"If you permit me, I will guide you as we both go through this for the first time," the man said. "If at any point you feel discomfort or wish to stop, just let me know, okay?" He looked at her with a genuine expression of polite concern and she nodded.

"If that helps, think of it is a simple business transaction in which you are the provider and I'm simply the middleman. I will help you get the product out, as it were," he said and she blushed again this time wondering if he could see the sheen of sweat blossom across her skin.

"Here why don't you take off your shoes and get comfortable," he suggested. "I will go wash my hands and in the meantime you can take a few moments to try and relax and take off your shirt and bra for me."

"You want me to undress?" Jennifer exclaimed and wandered at the edginess of her own voice.

"Just your shirt and bra, if you will. You see, Ms. Jennifer, the customers I sell to have gotten used to knowing exactly what each milking looks like. They want to know what each woman experienced as she underwent the process that led to their beverage,” the man patiently explained. "In fact with every delivery, I include a thumb drive on which I attach a file with the movie of the milking process itself. That way they can be sure as to the provenance and freshness of what they receive. Also, being that I mostly sell to third world countries, everybody seems to insist 
 on seeing the naked skin off the young mothers as they are milked." Mr. Costas shrugged, "I assume it is because in agrarian cultures the health of a person can be instinctively gauged by the way she looks and the tone of her skin. Maybe I'm wrong, but what I do know is that I'm never able to sell milk that is not accompanied by a movie of the milking. I hope that is okay with you?" He asked finally asked.

Jennifer gave it a thought and decided that there was little to lose in the process. Mr. Costas smiled and turned around to wash his hands as he went on talking about the way he had sterilized the room and the chair. 


Jennifer became oblivious to his voice as she wondered what the hell she was doing in this strange man's apartment getting herself naked to be milked while her sweet young baby lay fast asleep next door. She slipped off first one shoe and then the next before unbuttoning her skirt that she slid off together with her panties which were soon joined by her shirt and bra neatly folded on the floor. She was done exactly in time as Mr. Costas turned around.

Suddenly she saw the big black man freeze clearly shocked at something unexpected, "I am –, I'm sorry, but I don't think I wanted you completely naked, but that's okay, pardon me, a man is a man especially when in the presence of an exquisite woman as yourself," Jennifer blushed violently meekly nodding in recognition and acceptance of his generous complement, "think you, sir," she whispered in a husky voice.

"Having you completely stark naked will definitely increase the thirst of our customers so to speak," Mr. Costas chuckled at his own perceived wit. 


He smiled and this time walked up to her. He took her by the hand and guided her over to the chair. Jennifer became hyperaware and self conscious of the way her boobs swayed as she tiptoed along the cold floor with her bare feet following the big black man to the austere steel contraption where she was to lie down.

"Go ahead, please, and hop on. Put your legs in the stirrups please. And I will go ahead and secure you safely in place for your first milking."

Jennifer did as told and winced with the sharp sting off the steel plates and cold belts of the exam table as they touched her warm skin. The man stepped around and immediately started attaching all the little belts and stirrups securely tightening them across her shins, her legs, her abdomen, her shoulders, her hands and even her head that he gently secured in place. 


In less than two minutes Jennifer found herself securely fastened and unable to move even an inch.

"Why the stirrups?" She asked recognizing the belated nature of her query.

"Alas I have to blame them on my clients again," the big man replied.

"My clients insist on doing everything the old, traditional way, unfortunately, and that includes milking the girls. Maybe you have seen on the Discovery Channel cows or goats being milked by hand in the olden day or perhaps and farms in some Third World country?" He asked.

"Yes –" Jennifer tentatively replied with a growing apprehension.

"Well, that's more or less what we will be doing here today. The chair is merely a way to keep you restrained while I massage your boobs and squeeze out their milk into a bucket that I shall place below." 


Jennifer closed her eyes wondering if it wasn't too late to ask the man to let her go. She felt torn. She needed the money, for sure, but she was also becoming increasingly aware of another, darker pulse course through her body. A deep, wild throbbing sense of excitement roiled at her core. The feeling was not unlike the pleasant anticipation she felt when she knew they were about to watch Pretty Woman and all that entailed. But it was much darker, like a thirst for something obscene and forbidden.

"Another reason for the stirrups is to hold you securely in place while I have the machines embedded within the chair rotate you to face downward so that your boobs point at the ground where I will place a bucket."

"Oh my God," Jennifer whispered more to herself than to anybody else.

"What's that my dear," asked Mr. Costas.

"It was just that I was hoping you'd stick to using one of those electric pumps they give out at the maternity wards. I didn't know you would be — , touching me," Jennifer mumbled in misery.

"Yes, I know. There are better ways to do it, but unfortunately that's the only way my customers want it. Otherwise they will not buy the product,” the man said.

"Where are you selling my milk exactly?" Jennifer asked realizing that she hadn't done any proper research before sauntering over here into this man's apartment and agreeing to whatever he had so flagrantly suggested last night.

"Oh, I see you haven't actually checked out my website," the man chuckled good heartedly. "That's okay, no worries, I shall not be offended. If you had checked out whitemilk.com, you would have seen the exact process. I also describe where the milk usually goes and talk a little about the traditions involved. You might be surprised Ms. Jennifer to learn that what we will be doing here tonight is by no means some newfangled fad. It has been going on for ages. The Internet today is merely a way to satisfy an ancient market for white milk. But to answer your question – most of my customers come from the Middle East and Africa, there are also some clients in Central America and India as well."

"If that is okay with you, I would like to address you in a more informal manner. I have found that addressing my girls on a first name basis helps solidify their trust in me. I wouldn't care one way or another but experience has taught me that if you trust me your milk will flow much more easily. So how about that? How about I call you Jenny?" The big man pulled up a chair by her trapped body and Jennifer wondered if he could see from the proximity of his position how she was shivering with fright. It felt so good and soothing when he put his big warm hand and gently caressed her forehead and pushed back some of her blond curls that had fallen across.

He pointed across the room at a small camera she hadn't noticed before, "There's a camera up there, and another one below, in the floor. You shall see it when I rotate the chair around. That way we have you covered no matter which way you're facing.” A sheen of sweat had broken across Jennifer's skin making him stop and take notice.

"You're breathing too fast, Jenny. You're going to hyperventilate. Try and breathe slower, okay? Easy does it. I know it is difficult the first time, but there's nothing to worry about." He kept gently caressing her in slow languid 
 soothing motions along her forehead and across her temples.gently luxuriating in her silky blond hair that he neatly fanned out on the pillow beneath her head. He kept doing that for a good ten minutes until he saw her start to relax.

"Easy does it," Mr. Costas repeated and she found herself relax as she listened to the undulating tone of his voice. "I'll be slow and you'll do just fine, Jenny. Think of your baby as I squeeze your milk out of your tits. Okay, now, here we go," he said and picked up something that looked like a TV remote. Jenny took a sharp breath as a gentle whirring sound emanated from somewhere within the chair. It lifted her up in the air and then slowly rotated her so that soon she was hanging down facing the ground. The only thing she could see now were Mr. Costas's highly polished black shoes as he moved his chair to take a comfortable position by her left breast. "There, you doing okay down there?" He asked.

"Yes," Jenny replied, her voice husky with consternation at her awkward position.

"You shall discover that I like to talk as I milk my girls. It will help us build a rapport. It will make your milk flow easier." Jennifer would have jumped had it not been for the restraints biting at her shoulders and extremities as Mr. Costas suddenly passed his fingers along her engorged tit. He gently caressed her boob up and down from its base by her ribs to the very tip which was now jetting obscenely as it pointed down at the floor in anticipation of what was to follow.

"You're a truly exquisite creature, Jenny, I have to say. I'm proud that you came to me to have your milk drawn. I cannot wait to taste it myself," Mr. Costas chuckled in amusement when he felt her consternation at what he had just said. "Yes, a handler tastes every batch. After all I am supposed to be able to describe your milk so that people know what to expect on the website." He gently drew circles around her pointed nipples as they grew in excitement. Jennifer saw and heard a metal bucket being dragged in position under her left boob. Suddenly she squealed when she felt him grasp her boob with both his hands and viciously squeeze it at the base and then gently glide his fingers downwards towards the tip.

"Shush, little one, I know you feel awkward, but try and relax. Try and think about how even though your milk will not feed your little baby tonight, it will provide money for your family so that they may stay warm and safe. There, I see the first droplets form at the tip of your tiny nipple. It is so tight, all swollen and anxious, as a result of the unnatural things I'm doing to it," the man murmured in a soft deep voice that gradually made the young mother relax in his grasp. She was being milked for the very first time in her life, her nectar extracted by a man she hardly knew so that he could sell it to strangers who would drink it as they watched her get milked like an animal attached to a table.

She whimpered in quiet misery and saw a tear fall straight down onto his black shoe sliding off down to the sole of the expensive loafer. And just like that the first full squirt rang out against the metal of the bucket below. The man kept rubbing and squeezing his pressure methodical and studied as she heard and felt more liquid make its way into the bucket.

Mr. Costas kept milking her left boob for a good forty minutes until finally its squirts abated and the last droplet of white liquid dribbled into the metal bucket below.

"Good girl," the man commented pinching her nipple for one last time as he stood and moved his seat to the other side. He repeated the entire process for another forty minutes before finally draining her completely.

"Excellent, I can tell by the volume that you're going to be a good little producer for me," he said. Jennifer mentally noted that she had not yet acquiesced to doing anything on a regular basis but found herself nodding nonetheless. He moved the bucket to the side and pressed some buttons that made her seat rotate back to where it was now facing right side up. She looked down at her chest and was horrified to see how red and bruised her bosom looked. It felt worse still.

Mr. Costas went around and carefully undid all the straps helping the naked girl out of the awkward contraption. She had to lean into him feeling weak and exhausted from the entire ordeal. He held her possessively one enormous palm of his hand wrapped around her midsection his long fingers absently trailing through the curly blond hairs above her pussy.

"Very good for a first milking," the man commented and then let go of her slapping her loudly on the ass. She was aghast at his cavalier behavior but found no strength to object. "Very good Jenny, I am sure that a young American girl's first milk will sell extremely well. I'm not even going to bother taking it down to the freezers tonight. I will merely bottle it up right away and prep it for shipping as I'm sure it will be sold in less than an hour."

Jennifer staggered over to where her small pile of clothes lay and gingerly started dressing. Shameful as it was, she felt obligated to raise the question of money since the man hadn't broached the subject himself.

"So how much should I expect to be paid for that first time," she asked.

"Usually, I offer my producers 30% of the proceeds after taxes," he saw her start to object but silenced her with a motion of his hand, "You do have to realize I have a lot of capital invested and a reputation to uphold. After all you haven't established a track record and a solid customer base yet. Once that happens, we can discuss increasing your percentage. You do realize I have a family of my own to support as well as to pay for the upkeep of my equipment and website. But to answer your question more precisely, I think you could expect probably something around 60 pounds come tomorrow evening. You can swing by and pick it up during your next milking, or if you'd rather, I can mail you a check."

Jennifer started crying with desperation. She was beyond shame and manners. It was all too much. Sixty pounds would hardly cover the barest of necessities these coming days.

"I know. It isn't all that much, but I can assure you that the milk of a twenty-three-year-old beautiful young American white mother like yourself will practically start flying off the shelf. In no time at all you shall have a good nice little source of income flowing your way, so to speak." 


The big man put the bucket down by his feet and walked up to her. He silently took the young distraught woman in his giant arms and gently hugged her. He gave her time to cry into his chest until she regained some off her strength and looked up, "My boobs hurt so much," she whimpered as she passed a small hand tenderly across the abused flesh. It felt so odd and empty in the palm of her hand.

"There is actually something I can offer you to help with the pain. When a young mother is getting milked for the first time, her skin is quite tender, indeed," Mr. Costas said. "Would you like to try an old family remedy I keep offering my girls?"

"Sure," Jennifer said anxious to be done so she could check in on Melody who about now had to be waking up hungry for her feeding. Thankfully she still had a few bottles of frozen breast milk left in the fridge. If she hurried, she would have just enough time to warm them up and give a bottle to her hungry daughter.

The man rummaged through some cupboards before producing a small glass vile that contained a yellowish paste.



 The Salve









“I make it myself and all the ladies rave about how much it helps them. Perhaps I should start selling it too,” he chuckled. “Maybe I will, who knows.”

Her tits hurt so much that Jennifer couldn’t wait but unscrewed the cap and immediately dabbed a couple of fingers in the green goop that she then rubbed energetically into her bruised boobs.

"What does it contain, if you don't mind me asking?” she said already feeling a cool soothing sensation emanate across her tortured skin.

“The main ingredient is no secret, but unfortunately I cannot tell you the exact recipe. It has been passed down to me from my dad who got it from his, and so back through time. If I told you, I’d feel I am betraying their trust, you see,” Mr. Costas said and she nodded. “I’ll tell you the main ingredient though because I hope we are going to have a productive future ahead. It is sperm,” he said and smiled.


 
 She almost dropped the jar when he said the word. 


“Sperm?
 ,” she stammered in disbelief. 


“Yup, my wife helps me make it,” his voice was matter of fact. “She uses my sperm only, of course.” 


He motioned towards the now mostly empty little jar that Jen was holding dumbfounded, “I’ll let you keep that little sample for free but the next ones will cost you I'm afraid.”

“How much?” stammered Jennifer.

“I sell each for an even hundred pounds, Ms. Jennifer. I hope that is okay with you,” he said apologetically. “My wife simply wouldn't allow me to sell it for less. Mrs. Costas values my sperm quite a bit, you see.” He chuckled and Jennifer couldn't help but smile too.





Late that night when Ben came back exhausted and tired and curled up in the bed beside her, Jennifer found a measure of strength in the fact that she had done something to alleviate the dire straits of their little family. 


So what if she had allowed a strange big man to squeeze the milk out of her boobs? By now, Jen knew her milk, meant to be used only as her little daughter’s nourishment, was probably already well on its way to some stranger’s doorstep. She blushed in the cold darkness of their bedroom as she remembered the soothing sensation of M. Costas’ sperm as she had rubbed it into the boobs he had so mercilessly molested. 


Jennifer surprised herself when her hand slowly found its way to her pussy that she discovered was sopping wet. Ben started gently snoring just as a soft moan escaped her lips.





~~~ 




 Call to be Serviced









"Are you going out again?" Jennifer asked in complete disbelief. These last couple of days, it was as if they were no longer married but merely roommates. She had hardly seen any of Ben since that last argument they had yesterday. He would simply breeze in, grab a bite to eat, and scamper off again.

"Just going to see if there are any jobs at the docks this morning,” her husband said, his voice hollow and bereft of any emotions.

"Any luck?" She sighed already suspecting the answer.

"No, none," he simply replied and she gasped at the sound of the door to their apartment closing yet again. 


Melody started crying in the little baby room they had set up for her. A loud wail echoed through the mostly empty apartment. They had sold practically all of their furniture hoping that they could use the money to make do until things picked up again. 


But things had never picked up. 


They had practically used up all their savings since Ben had been laid off from his floundering business in the downtown financial district of London. Everybody was struggling and his small firm was no different. The financial crisis had come swift and merciless laying waste to what had been the booming financial industry less than four months ago. It made no difference that both Ben and Jennifer had Harvard degrees or knew their stuff. It was like as if overnight their line of work had simply evaporated and been deleted from any available career options.

"Here, here, sweetie," Jennifer said as she picked up the little bundle of joy that was their sweet three-month-old Melody. Try as she might the young mother could not stop herself from sobbing in unison with her daughter's whimpers. She knew exactly why the baby was crying, she wanted milk, real genuine mommy's milk not some make-believe thing made out of artificial formula. 


But Jennifer simply couldn't permit herself to succumb to the almost overpowering mother instinct of unbuttoning her PJ shirt and offer the hungry baby her tit. Mr. Costas had asked her to try and save all her milk for him today. Jennifer didn't have to look down to see the veins throbbing along her delicate breasts. They felt engorged and heavy in expectation for when Mr. Costas would call.

Jennifer opened the fridge and fished out the little bit of formula left in a bottle there offering it immediately to the whimpering baby. She wondered if three months was too young to be weaned off, but it wasn't as if any of them had a choice. Jennifer quietly started humming an old lullaby she knew from her mother. 


It was going to be a long day indeed. Soon Melody was off to never-never land and just as Jennifer was about to take her back to the crib, the cellphone rang.

Jennifer hurriedly answered before it could wake up the precariously sleeping child.

"Jenny?" Came the deep husky voice from the other end.

"Yes, Mr. Costas," Jennifer whispered.

"How was the night?"

"Restless, but fine," Jennifer replied grateful that Mr. Costas could not see her blush at the memories from when she had brought herself to orgasm before falling asleep. "My breasts are feeling less painful today, thankfully."

"Great, I'm happy to hear my little family remedy did the trick," the man said. "Are you about ready for me to squeeze out the second batch? I have to tell you that the milk we produced last night did indeed sell fast. We might have even set some sort of record," he chuckled.

"I can come over right away, if that is okay with you," Jennifer said wondering why she sounded so submissive all of a sudden. "It is just that Melody finally fell asleep a couple of minutes ago. I'm afraid she might wake up if I tried to carry her over."

"Hmmm, maybe I have a solution for that," the man said thoughtfully. "My wife happens to be home today. She is a licensed babysitter and nanny. If you want, I can have her come over to watch over your baby while I milk you?"

It was strange how quickly it was all becoming just another sequence of events, a process — getting milked by this strange man, her neighbor next door, thought Jennifer. She dwelled on his offer for a brief moment before acquiescing. After all, what difference did it make how well she knew his wife or not. 


She had met Mrs. Costas once or twice in the hall before and the elderly lady seemed nice enough from what she could tell. Not that she could see much of her as apparently the old woman was also highly traditional and had veiled herself head to toe leaving only a slit from where two lively brown eyes peeked out. Jennifer didn't bother changing from her PJs as she was quite certain she would be naked shortly.

"You do look somewhat disheveled, I have to say," Mr. Costas said upon opening the door a couple of moments later. The big black man was dressed in yet another immaculate Armani. He looked down on the beautiful blond twenty-three-year-old American mother at his doorstep. She was barefoot and looked like as if she had come straight out of bed.

“I—, I figured I wouldn't be wearing clothes that much longer anyway," Jennifer mumbled blushing violently and looking demurely down at his chest.

"You're probably right about that," the big man chuckled stepping aside so she could enter. "Come on in. Don't worry about sweet Melody," the man added, "my wife is a natural with children having had eight of them herself."

"Eight?" Jennifer was shocked. She remembered seeing a couple of young teens in the company of Mister and Mrs. Costas but was truly surprised they had that many kids in total.

"Oh yes, we do indeed," the big man said leading the way towards where she knew the infernal milking chair was placed in his apartment. "You have probably met my three older daughters, but we do have another five. Luckily, they are all away with aunts and uncles. That way, I have free time and space to devote to my business," Mr. Costas motioned her forward opening the door to the room where she already knew the glinting metal of the milking chair lay.

It was only her second time here and Jennifer was still trying to get used to the matter-of-fact way of the man as he he went about the matter of squeezing the milk out from the impressionable young wife. She somehow couldn't help but feel like another item on his to do list, ready to be checked off. 


The moment she stepped through, Jennifer immediately slid off her PJ bottoms and started unbuttoning her shirt. She couldn't help but blush when she realized how it had to appear from Mr. Costas's point of view. He probably found the young mother all too eager to come and undress in front of him just so he could strap her into the chair and then squeeze her boobs until milk came pouring out into a bucket on the floor.

A lovely shade of red blossomed all across her body nicely complementing the naturally white tone of her skin and the strawberry blond locks framing her exquisite oval features. Soon she was naked like the day she was born and feeling deeply embarrassed to be that way in front of that virtual stranger whose wife she knew was so conservative, Jennifer quickly padded over to the metal table and climbed in.



 Milked Again









She placed her long well toned legs into the stirrups and her hands by her side taking a deep breath as she tried to relax before the man could securely strap her in place. Mr. Costas merely grunted in what had to be a sound of approval and stepped forward to attach the myriad little chains and straps securing her naked form into the odd looking chair. He took a seat by her left side and pressing some buttons on a remote control made the chair rotate to where within less than thirty seconds, Jennifer was now facing straight down. Her boobs formed cones under the gravity of the milk in them making her nipples stand out and point directly toward where Mr. Costas’s feet were. She heard a grating sound as a metal bucket was unceremoniously placed under her left boob and forced herself to take a deep breath stealing her nerves for the first squeeze that she knew would soon follow.





Jennifer still couldn't help but squeal as the man suddenly and viciously wrapped his big black hands at the base of her engorged boob and squeezed with meticulous deliberation as he moved his fingers towards the tip in a practiced milking fashion. Jennifer tried to stifle yet another sob as she wondered whether the man was being extra vicious today or perhaps it was a result of her already sensitized flesh. 


The pain was terrible. 


She started whimpering with fright as shivers ran up and down her suspended body while the big black man squeezed her tit.

"Shush little one, I know it is painful but it will feel better soon, I promise," he said and miraculously Jennifer soon found out he was right. It took a good ten minutes before she finally felt her tit grow numb to the squeezes and the first waves of pleasure started coursing through her body just as she heard the first squirt of milk hit the metal bucket at the floor beneath. 


Jennifer closed her eyes and concentrated on the budding pleasure that had blossomed in her abdomen. She heard her own whimpers slowly morph from cries of pain to hiccups of unbridled lust as shivers cascaded up and down her spine. She heard Mr. Costas chuckle but being that she could not see more than his shoes, she ignored the big man molesting her boob and focused on the sound her milk made as it sprayed into the bucket.

She heard a clinking sound come from somewhere and soon realized it was her own the restraints rattling in protest to her squirming muscles as she ground her pelvis against the chair. She started breathing in fast little saccades gulping for oxygen against the chokehold at her neck that held her head to the chair as she faced downwards. Suddenly she heard a loud moan escape her lips and she almost fainted with the orgasm that blew across her body.

Finally her tremors subsided and she meekly surrendered in abject abandon to the awkward situation of lying suspended in the air while the big Mr. Costas milked her boob. 


He kept at it with what she assumed had to be the practice of a seasoned cattle hand before moving to her right tit and resuming the painful process. It wasn't until a good hour and a half later that Mr. Costas was finally done with Jennifer's second milking.

Finally, he stood up and used the odd looking remote control to make her chair flip her back to the original position. Then he methodically started removing the straps before seating himself in his chair careful to put the metal bucket on the side by his feet.

Jennifer took a few moments to gather her wits still remaining obscenely spread on the metal chair as she took hungry gulps of air. Finally, when she thought she had gathered enough strength to force herself out of the odd contraption, she gingerly stood still leaning on its metal surface trying to will her wobbly knees back into action. 


The ordeal her body had been submitted to had been formidable and it took her a good ten minutes of standing there panting and naked in front of the bemused Mr. Costas before she could finally look him in the eye.

"It looks like we did a little better than yesterday," the man commented looking down at the half full bucket of milk by his feet. "Unfortunately, however, my customers have a sharp and rather unanimous criticism for something we missed yesterday."

Jennifer looked sharply up shocked at what the man could be possibly talking about. 



Criticism? What the hell!


"Apparently we were in a bit too much hurry to get done with your first milking yesterday," Mr. Costas patiently explained. "Unfortunately it appears we forgot a very important step in the process that my rather traditional clientele has somewhat grown accustomed to." Jennifer was too weak to ask and so merely looked on at the man in the expensive business suit with a bucket of her milk at his feet waiting for him to elaborate.

"We forgot the tasting. Like I said, people expect me to write a brief but detailed description of each batch after it has been freshly squeezed out of a woman's tits. We forgot to do that last night, at least not on camera. I did take a generous gulp after you left," he explained. "But we forgot to get it on camera." Mr. Costas motioned at the walls where Jennifer remembered with a shudder lay multiple cameras constantly filming with their unblinking eyes her total and complete humiliation. He had said it was necessary to sell the milk because it provided his customers with an assurance of its provenance and freshness. She now remembered Mr. Costas had also mentioned something about tasting her nectar but she had somehow forgotten the details.

"Every batch has to be tasted so that I can accurately describe its qualities on the website. That way people know what to expect. Human milk is complex and my clientele has actually grown rather accustomed to the quality I provide. Their pallets are quite educated I must say. So now, we have to do the tasting immediately, lest we forget again."

Jennifer shuddered when she realized that obviously her ordeal was not quite over yet.

"What do you want me to do?" She quietly asked.

"Nothing too complicated," Mr. Costas explained. "Just walk over to where I am seated, take the bucket and offer it to me. I beg your pardon for what I know is a ludicrous pantomime," Mr. Costas said with a genuinely flustered expression. "Suffice it to say that this is the way it has been done for ages and ages in these people's cultures. They are all kind of accustomed to that small ritual. I know it is awkward and alien to you, having grown up in the West, but maybe you can take at least some solace in the fact that a great many women in the Third World follow that exact same sequence of steps when offering their milk to be tasted by their husbands and elders in their villages."

Jennifer couldn't help the groan of virtual disgust that escaped her lips at the demeaning tradition that made countless young girls and women submit themselves in such an awful way. 


In spite of that, she meekly fell to her knees and slowly crawled over as best she could to where the man was seated. She took the bucket, still warm with her freshly squeezed milk and following his instructions offered it with two hands to him while demurely bowing her head low, keeping her eyes locked on his shiny shoes.

Mr. Costas smiled to himself as he took the bucket from her and started drinking in big thirsty gulps. 


This young American woman kept surprising him every single minute since he had first met her yesterday. She always went the extra mile when following his demands. 


Like now, for example: He had merely asked her to walk over and offer him the bucket from the floor. But she had done so much more than that. She had made a whole little scene of submission out of what was essentially a simple gesture. It was as if the young blonde was following an ancient instinct embedded in the very fiber of her being through generations of females submitting themselves to the will of her grandfathers through the ages before. Mr. Costas kept drinking as he reminisced of how last night when he had asked her to merely take off her shirt and bra for her first milking, Jennifer had actually elected to undress completely.

His thoughts were interrupted when he heard the woman kneeling at his feet whimper. He opened his eyes to see her anxiously staring it up at him. She was worried and he caught himself when he realized why – he had almost drank all of her milk!

"I — , I'm sorry," he apologized handing her back the meager remains that were left in the bucket. "I couldn't stop myself, it just tastes too good." He smacked his lips in obvious delight.

"Don't worry, sweet Jenny," he said bending forward to lightly wipe off a tear that had materialized on her beautiful eyelashes. "You will have so much more milk to offer soon. I just know it." She nodded meekly not finding the strength to argue with the big man who had so carelessly drank almost all of her milk. She wondered how much money the small amount left in the bucket would fetch now. Would it be enough for groceries for Melody?

As if reading her mind, Mr. Costas said, "I think we're looking here at an even one-hundred pounds’ worth of product. That would mean thirty pounds for you. That probably isn't what you expected, is it?" He asked.

Jennifer shook her head wiping away the tears that were now freely flowing down her face.





"There might be one way we take we can increase your earnings," Mr. Costas said wiping a stray drop of milk from his chin.







 First Tastings









"How?" Jennifer asked. She was now well past any doubts or hesitations she might have had earlier. She had come here prepared to give this man her milk so that he could sell it, so that she could have enough money to feed her family. Now that he had almost drank all of it, Jennifer was one small inch short of a full on panic attack. She would do anything this man wanted just so she could feed her family tonight.

"I wasn't really going to suggest it, at least not yet," the man said. "But you're so desperate and I have to say, there is something about you I really like."

"How?" Jennifer asked again. She was still kneeling back resting her butt on the heels of her feet. She was naked, her boobs blue and red where the man had squeezed her for almost two hours straight. She was desperate to learn what could improve the price of her milk. She had an awful sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach.

"Many of my customers would pay dearly for the fresh milk of a white girl made to somehow perform for them," Mr. Costas simply said.

"You mean to say the would want to see me shame myself somehow even more than I already have?" Jennifer heard her own voice raise a notch but couldn't help it. She was getting angry now. It was as if this man and fate itself were sneering down on her predicament. Mr. Costas merely looked down at her a bemused expression fluttering across his lips.

"I already undressed, in your apartment, mind you," Jennifer couldn't help herself as words started tumbling out her mouth, "I allowed myself to be strapped into that god-awful contraption of yours –"

"– It's an examination table," Mr. Costas offered but she interrupted him.

"– Whatever. Then I got milked, squeezed, my boobs were abused making them an unrecognizable pulp that I'm now too embarrassed to even show my husband… All for what?" Mr. Costas merely shrugged his expression of pure curiosity only served to add to Jen’s profound misery.

"What for was all this? Just so you could drink it all!" She screamed now and enjoyed the meager sliver of satisfaction when she saw Mr. Costas flinch at last. She was going to say more, so much more but she was just so very very tired and exhausted that she just crumbled down putting her head in her hands letting the tears flow down her face. 


She didn't know what to do. 


What could she do? 


Should she stay with this awful man so he could carry out what he apparently wanted in the back of his mind just so she could get a few precious banknotes more? Or should she simply leave and try to survive on whatever they had left at home?

"You came," the man said softly. She looked up at him her eyes unfocused and wet.

"Excuse me?" She asked, "What do you mean?"

"I saw you cum while I was milking your left tit. And then again you almost came when I moved to your right. It's all on camera," the man motioned toward the red blinking eyes spread around the room. "We can go back and I'll show you as it happened. It's all on film. I think you came in the exact moment when I applied the most pressure on your boob. It must have hurt quite a bit."

Jennifer realized that had she not already been sitting on the floor, she might have fainted on the spot. 



Oh no!
 He had
 noticed. 


Of course he had! Oh, the shame! 


What now? Was he going to show the tape to Ben? Was that what he was driving at? Blackmail? Was there anything left he could take from her that he didn't already have?

"Oh no!" she whimpered out loud. She brought her hand up to cover her mouth. Was he going to rape her now! Was that it? Rape her or have Ben learn how she had spent the last couple of afternoons getting aroused to an orgasm while some stranger manhandled her boobs and squeezed her precious milk out? She simply stood there shivering in utter dejection. What had happened, how had she fallen so low, so fast? She caught herself wondering.

She looked at this man in his beautiful immaculate suit and polished black shoes, his white shirt and tie looking down on her in that inscrutable expression of his. 



That is it
 , Jen thought seeing Mr. Costas start to move toward her. She froze in place like her father once said bunny rabbits did when trapped in the clutch of a hunting dog. Mr. Costas bent forward and slowly put a big warm hand on her cheek and held it there. She trembled at his touch as he took her in the palm of his massive hand. Slowly he made her look up at him. She peered into his sad big brown eyes that still somehow exuded a deep concern and caring.

"I will not to any of the horrible things you’re imagining right now. I suspect real despicable things crossed your mind Ms. Jenny," he said quietly. "I told you earlier, it is all about trust. You need to believe me."

"But you mentioned you wanted me perform –," she stammered.

"I don't want you to do anything you don't want to do yourself," the man said in his deep voice. "I merely pointed out that you appeared to have more fun up there on the table than even you probably realize. I said that I know men and even some women who buy what I have to offer and like to see girls like you provide their milk for them to enjoy." "

"You mean they like to see me cum while I get manhandled by big man while I'm strapped to a chair," she asked incredulous.

"They like to see a beautiful woman act feminine and as nature intended and actually genuinely enjoy doing so,” he corrected. "If they all simply wanted to see a woman get fucked and abused, there is the entire Internet for that." He stroked her head gently like a father would a child in distress.

"No, what I know my customers like and come back again and again for, is to see someone like you genuinely enjoy themselves doing one of the most womanly things imaginable – getting her milk drawn."

Somehow, Jennifer felt a deep sense of relief wash over her at the man's words.

"But what can I do to "perform" for them as you said? Even if I wanted, I don't have any milk left, at least not yet, to go through this again," Jen asked.

"There are other ways to submit to nature's course, Jenny. And just so you know, I am certain you will want to be milked again once your milk drops. You may doubt it now, but I know it."

Silence befell the room as she dwelt on what he said.

"But if not sex and not milking, what else?" She finally asked.

He gave her some more time and then quietly suggested, "I may be wrong, but it is my opinion that you get excited when you are being humiliated," he said tentatively.

She started to protest but then caught herself. Could it be the man had a point? All these times she and Ben had sex, it was always her husband that initiated it. Inevitably he would do something like make her gag or perhaps worm a finger up her virgin butt or perhaps slap her gently, and it would send her over the edge. She had attributed it to her husband being original and adventurous and them being deeply in love but now she was starting to wonder whether there wasn't something more to it? 


Could it be that Mr. Costas had a point and she actually liked being used and humiliated and Ben had instinctively honed in on it?

She looked up at Mr. Costas and saw in his eyes recognition of her tentative acceptance.

"Come," he said and stood up offering her his hand to pick her up from where she was still kneeling on the floor. Gingerly Jennifer stood up by the big beautiful black man and he gently placed a hand around her waist as they slowly exited the room. He walked her carefully providing support to the naked young mother by his side until they finally got to the living room where he guided her to sit on the couch. He didn't say anything and she understood the significance of silence as he arranged her to sit on the edge of the beautiful white couch spreading her legs just so that her labia could peek out from between. Then he took one of her hands and placed it palm up on her knee. Then he repeated the process with the other hand. He used his long fingers to comb back her beautiful locks as he fussed on her while she just sat at his couch. She heard him take a deep sigh stealing himself for what he was obviously going to suggest to her.

"We shall not spend much time here, Jenny. Like I said earlier, I was hesitant to suggest what I'm about to so early in our relationship, but there is something about you that makes me hope you won't mind. If you accept, it will definitely up the price of your milk, I promise" she looked into his eyes and found the strength there she needed.

"Okay" she meekly said nodding her acquiescence to whatever the strange man wanted.

"There is a very ancient tradition where my mother comes from in Nigeria. People there hold that a mother who drinks her own milk produces a second crop that is much more flavorful, rich and nutritious.” 


Mr. Costas took the tin bucket with breast milk he had just squeezed out of her less than half an hour ago and carefully decanted it out in a tall glass. He took it and offered it to her. 


“Drink this and lie down to sleep here on the couch. Three hours from now, I shall wake you up and take you next door to be milked again. I promise you we shall make a good sale later.” 


She stood almost catatonic and petrified at the eroticism of what the man suggested. Her lips parted of their own accord and Mr. Costas lifted the glass tilting its contents into her welcoming mouth.

She luxuriated in the exquisite feel as her own thick nectar slid down her parched throat.





~~~



 First Class









The flight from London to Abuja, Nigeria took more than four hours and a half. During the entire time they were in the air, Jennifer's apprehension at what lay in her immediate future grew. At one point she even started shivering and Mr. Costas noticed it. He quietly waived over a flight attendant for a blanket that he then lovingly used to cover the beautiful twenty-three-year-old mother sitting by him.

“Are you afraid?” Mr. Costas gently placed the bulk of his gigantic arm along the naked skin of her forearm between them in their First Class seats.

"I am, I think," Jennifer replied softly. She was worried that someone else might overhear the topic of their conversation. Mr Costas nodded gravely, 


"You will be made love to mercilessly, Ms. Jennifer, have no doubt,“ he whispered. "But rest assured that these man paying for our trip down to Nigeria today are nothing if not honorable. I told them ahead of time the safe word you picked. All you have to do if you feel uncomfortable and want out, is just whisper it and they will stop whatever they're doing. Okay?"

She nodded taking a long sip from the cold water and ice that had materialized on her tray table.

“I have never met them in person but these are long-standing customers of mine," explained Mr Costas. “Above all they're connoisseurs of the products I offer on my website. It looks like they have come to the same conclusion like me and see in you a natural submissive. There is nothing more delectable than tasting the product from the source especially when that happens to be a young beautiful creature like yourself, and submissive too. You will probably find that you enjoy the treatment ahead.”





Jennifer sunk back in her seat closing her eyes and attempted as best she could to steel herself for the tribulations that lay ahead.



 Mr. Cavendish









“You are so precious,” the big white man said. Jennifer was still trying to come to grips with the odd circumstance of being dominated by a fat old Englishman in the center of downtown Abudja. It was Nigeria for crying out loud; where were all the locals?
 She wondered as she spread her legs wider for the British member of parliament as he thrust two long gnarly fingers into her precious little cunny.

“Yeah, that's right girl,” growled the man. “Come stand here by the window. Make sure people in the street can see your tits as they sway laden with milk while I finger fuck your pussy. Tell me darlin' did you have a boy or girl?”

“A girl,” replied Jennifer. Her voice caught a little at having the unbidden memory of her precious baby soar into her conscious mind in spite of the 
 the sordid situation.

“They told me you are an American?” the old man asked as he snuck a third finger in where his two digits had previously plowed. Her pussy was getting extra tender from the constant attention and abuse it was being submitted to since the instant she had stepped into the dark interior of the sumptuous hotel suite.

“Yes I am” she moaned. “That hurts. Can you please be gentle.” 


“I’m paying you so I can be rough,” the man growled. “My wife wants it gentle and she does it for free. If you want to be my wife, just say so,” the man kissed the nape of her neck licking up her beads of sweat as they trickled down. He added a fourth finger stretching her pussy into a shape it had not had to acquire since more than three months ago when she had given birth. Tears sprung into Jennifer's eyes as she wondered how was it that she had fallen so low? Nobody was forcing her to do anything she didn’t want, and that fact merely added to the awkwardness of her situation. In fact, everyone she met kept going out of their way to remind her that she was free to go at any point. 



One-hundred thousand dollars, was that the equivalent of thirty pieces of silver?
 Jennifer wondered.

"Show me your ring finger, girl. Tell me now, what's your husband's name?” the man asked.

“Ben, his name is Ben,” Jennifer replied as she tried to reign in her accelerating heartbeat.


 
 “Call me “Sir”!” the man barked. “Didn’t Costas tell you that you are supposed to show me respect?” 


“Sir,” she repeated, her voice soft and subdued. 


“So tell me, is good old Ben taking care of your precious little daughter while you’re all the way down in Africa having unknown men suck your milk?”

“Hmm, now that I think of it, I don’t know — here you are fucking up a storm in some sub-Saharan ghetto while your husband is living off of the proceeds. Perhaps I’m in fact in the wrong line of work. Maybe I should go to America, find myself a little wife he I can work like that too. Does he suckle on your tits as well when you're home? Answer me girl,” the man twisted his fingers in a corkscrew fashion. 


Once her scream subsided and she forced herself to stop hyperventilating, Jennifer carefully enunciated every word in reply: "My husband Ben is a wonderful man and nothing like you monsters here. I love him with every fiber of my being. This very minute, he is doing his best to find a job so I don't have to do what I am doing here with you today, asshole.” Jennifer hissed her reply knowing full well that it would only gain her more pain but hell if she was going to put up with the abuse this redneck was dishing out without so much as complaining.

“There we go, sweetie. I like how your personality is coming through at last. Enough with that docile crap: Yes sir, no sir. I love you, sir. I'll suck your dick sir. Please sir.” The man mimicked a grotesque pantomime as he spoke. “I have had enough of all the acting that all these other working girls keep putting on. I want you to act natural with me okay? Say okay girl!” The man prodded her shoving his hand so far up her pussy that he almost lifted Jennifer’s quivering naked form off the ground. Her entire weight now rested on his wrist as she clawed at the window of the hotel suite overlooking the downtown of the capital of Nigeria. 


“Okay,” she panted. “I’ll will be honest and natural sir.” 


“Very well, girl. But given how much I'm paying, I do think we need to do something about those other holes of yours I'm not tending to. Here, while I concentrate on your cunny, why don’t you reach back and stick your middle finger up your butt and push it all the way in until it bottoms out.

“No sir! Please,” she started wailing. “Nobody has taken me in the ass it hurts. I know it will.” 


She knew there was no point arguing with the man and so she meekly leaned her left hand in the window as she reached back and slowly started thrusting the middle finger of her right hand against the tight grip of her virgin anal bud. Tears poured down her face in endless rivulets gathering in small pools along the hardwood floors of the hotel suite.

“Excellent,” the man grunted. “So docile and obedient - how old are you again?”

He had to repeat his question and slapped her butt shaking her out of the trance she had fallen into as she concentrated on her own finger violating past her anal ring. 


“Jennifer. My name is Jennifer,” she breathed. 


“That's not what I asked you, girl! I know your fucking name is Jennifer. How old are you?” he repeated and slapped her hard leaving a five finger imprint along her quivering butt cheek. 


“Twenty-three, I’m twenty-three,” she cried.

“Twenty-three, huh? So you're young enough to have at least a dozen more kids at least?” the man said thrusting his wrist up in her making her flop about like a rag doll wrapped around his hand while she was forcing her own middle finger up her ass in obedient resignation all the time crying and sobbing.

“Hey! I have an idea! Are you on the pill?” 


“Yes I am, sir.” she lied. She hadn't been on the pill for some time now. They simply didn’t have money to spare for a prescription. She hoped to God that the redneck bastard would believe her and not get any ideas. Jennifer was very conscious of the innate readiness with which her womb accepted Ben's seed once they had decided to start a family. They had hardly made love more than a couple of times before the result from the pregnancy test had come back positive.

She could not believe she hadn't thought ahead to take contraceptives with her on the trip from London. But there had been so much else to worry about. A young twenty-three-year-old mother shouldn’t have to submit herself to such degradation merely to survive and make ends meet, Jennifer thought as her finger finally plunged all the way in. 


Amazingly, she felt herself grow warm and her insides tingle both as a result of the sensations at the constant fisting the man was giving her pussy as well as her long middle finger ensconced up her butt.

She had never before been able to climax in the absence of sweet Ben, her husband. Now in spite of the grotesque nature of the circumstances, she found herself reminiscing of the sweet man she so loved. She wondered what he was doing back home in London. Was he worrying about her? 


Suddenly the waves of pleasure washed over her and she screamed — full throated and guttural as she rode her orgasm while the brutish man lifted her up in the air on his one hand enjoying the way her tits bounced in the reflection of the floor to ceiling windows.

This beast of a man showed her the unexpected mercy of gently carrying her like a rag-doll and tossing her onto the Emperor-size bed where she flopped and curled up in a fetal position moaning with the aftershocks of the orgasm that had so suddenly hit her out of the blue.

"I'll be damned! You are one hot little cunt aren't you?” he said stroking himself. She could see he was rock hard again in spite of the violent fucking she had endured less than twenty minutes ago. She shuddered thinking what he would do to her now that he was clearly aroused again.

"Come and stroke me bitch,” the man said. “I’m not paying you to have orgasms on my dime.” He said and plunged into her soft mouth timing his thrust with her breaths as she quickly came down from the high of her orgasm.

She found her mind drifted off again and images of her recent past floated up into her quickly narrowing vision as she fought for air beneath his smelly crotch.





~~~





The door screeched open and an enormous black man put his smiling head through.

“You having fun, Archibald?”

“Not as much fun as I would have had were you not pestering me, Douglas,” 
 chuckled the Englishman. “I didn't fly all the way down here for you to pester me constantly.”

“Sorry about that, sir. Just wanted to remind you to leave her left tit's milk for Mr Inoukue,” the man smirked. “He insists that you don't drink all she has to offer before he has his fill.”

Jennifer whimpered in dismay at the senseless horrible way they were completely ignoring her own wishes. The big white man made her straddle him and this very moment was lost blowing circles of cigar smoke in her face as she pumped herself up and down his massive cock. Her breasts swayed an inch from his face and he periodically would crane his neck forward so he could lick her nipples.

"I wonder which one I should try first he said. "Do they both taste the same?” He took her tender nipple in his mouth sucking loudly as he pulled her exquisite milk in. “Yum, delicious! So creamy. How about this one,” he said moving to her left breast which he tasted much the same way.

“So he insists on the left one?”

“If that is okay with you, sir,” the black man at the door said. 


Instead of a reply, loud slurping sounds echoed in the room mingling with the sopping squish-squish that Jennifer’s lips made as she humped the evil politician while he sucked her right breast dry.



 Engorged and Swaying









“I’m sorry Ms. Jennifer,” Mr. Costas caressed her exquisite face passing too long fingers along her tear-streaked skin. “Mr. Cavendish is such an ass. Did he hurt you?”

She was cuddled up like a child, all bunched up against the powerful chest of the big black man sitting in the armchair. Naked except for a delicate chain of silver around her waist, Jennifer shivered at the thought of what she had been made to do to the vile man in the other room less than fifteen minutes ago.

“But he does pay well, I'm afraid.” Mr Costas said. “And, after all, he couldn’t have been that rough on you, could he? He knows your safe word and apparently you didn't use it. Did you?”

Jennifer nodded miserably hiding her face in the strong neck of the man holding her tight against him gently stroking her back in slow soothing motions.

“I came while he was fingering me,” she whispered. 


“Ah, you did,did you? Such a horny little housewife!” he playfully smacked her butt. At twenty-three the young mother still retained virtually all of her youthful charm. Her skin glowed with health and even though she had gained some pounds from the pregnancy, they merely added to her appeal, or so Mr Costas told kept telling her.

“Do you hurt?” He asked and she nodded. 


“Where?” 


She pointed down to her nether parts whimpering in misery. 


“Here, stand please,” he said. “I need to take a better look. Yeah I see your lips are rather red and puffy. Did he stick his fingers up there? The brute!” the man shook his head in dismay. “Poor baby,” he took out one of the little jars with cream she knew so well. His wife back home in London made the salve using his sperm.

Somehow, in spite of the obscene ingredients the paste did miracles for her bruised flesh and Jennifer knew that once applied, it would be less than a couple of hours before her skin would be all healed up again.

The man unscrewed the lid and lathered two fingers with the yellowish paste that he then liberally smeared up and down her labia. His motions were repetitive and soon enough, in spite of herself, Jennifer found her hips start to quiver back and forth to the cadence of the man's ministrations. She felt desire bubble up in her very core and caught herself wondering how it was that the man who had first introduced her less than a month ago to the world of being a milkmaid for hire, was able to have such remarkable self-restraint. 


Even now Mr. Costas was fully dressed in one of those business Armani suits that he wore virtually all the time. Not once had he touched her inappropriately other than to apply salve to her bruised flesh or help her into the restraints of the chair he used to milk her the traditional way.

“There," the man said.

"In no time you'll be all healed up. Now on to job number two for the day. Once you’re done with Mr. Inoukue, we can leave.” He said.

“Do you know the man?” she asked.

“No, not really,” he explained. “He’s apparently a very rich businessman from Nigeria. And a good friend of Mr Cavendish back there," Mr Costas made a grimace motioning with his head in the direction of the room where the fat English politician had enjoyed her minutes ago. “Apparently, they know each other from politics. But don't worry I think you might even like him.”

“I only love my husband Ben,” she said adamantly, her voice thick and full of resolve. It was almost as if she was trying to convince herself more than Mr Costas. “Ben and Melody are the reason I agreed to this trip,” she added. Mr Costas nodded in agreement. 


“Times are tough and to be honest we are both lucky, you and I, to have that source of income.” He said pointing at her breasts. “Were it not for my website where you apparently became a star gaining popularity with your product, neither of us or your family would have been able to keep living where we do in London. That is precisely the reason you need to make sure you please Mr. Inoukue tonight.

Jennifer whimpered in dismay. Her left breast still retained most of its milk. She had not been milked in the hours since they had left London. Mr Costas had insisted that she avoid pumping so that she could offer the two gentlemen a genuinely unique and bountiful experience.

"Are you hurting? Your breasts look so different from one another," Mr Costas said. “The right boob is clearly devoid of any milk whereas your left is full to the bursting. Quite interesting I might add. Did our British friend have his fill?”

"Yes, he did," she answered.

"But clearly he didn't drink virtually any from your left boob?"

"Just took a sip," Jennifer said miserably.

“Very good,” Mr Costas said smiling in delight.

“Mr Inoukue next door asked that we give him at least a couple of hours to enjoy you fully. Do you think you'll be okay with that?” 


Jennifer nodded looking down at her toes. It was the very first time she had gone on a trip with Mr Costas. Up until now they had stuck to merely selling what her boobs produced via his website. But the money offered by Mr Inoukue and his friend the English politician in Kenya was phenomenal. She knew it would go a very long way in helping their struggling family of three back in London make it through at least a couple of more months until Ben found a job. 


The depression that had hit the financial sector where he had been employed was merciless. Had it not been for Mr Costas' business venture involving the young twenty-three-year-old mother, they would have probably ended up on the streets.

However more than simply financial remuneration, Jennifer was recently starting to come to grips with the excitement and titillation she felt every time a man, other than her husband touched her breasts. 


Mr Costas had first noticed that a couple of weeks ago and pointed out that she was perhaps a closet submissive. Now she was inclined to fully agree with her black neighbor from back home. Even moments ago when the rough ugly politician had screwed her in the room next door, she had succumbed to an orgasm that had blown her mind like never before. She still knew how much she loved and cared for Ben and their cute daughter Melody at home, but it was as if a wild beast had been awakened and no matter how she tried, there was no way to cage it again.

“Good," said Mr Costas. "Mr Inoukue is also aware of your safe word. If for any reason you feel he goes overboard, just say it and I know he will stop whatever he's doing to you. Okay go now here is the key card to his room. Try and be good,” the big man said lightly tapping his big hand across her butt as she walked pass. She was still naked, her breasts — one large and engorged blue veins crisscrossing along its surface, the other one deflated and with a big pink nipple at its tip, they both swayed as she stepped up to the door and left the room.





~~~



 Mr. Inoukue









Jennifer shuddered as she walked over to the suite next door. She used the card that Mr. Costas had given her to unlock and let herself into the apartment of Mr. Inoukue. Mr. Costas had explained the man to be a very influential and rich local businessman but hadn't elaborated more than that. 


She felt cheap being asked to visit the man's hotel suite like that, but felt obligated to entertain him in return for the one-hundred thousand dollars she had been promised.

At twenty-three Jennifer was still trying to come to grips with the harsh reality of being the principal earner of her family. Ben, her husband had been laid off months ago during the onset of the financial crisis when his venture capital firm in downtown London had been closed down. Had it not been for Mr. Costas, their big, burly neighbor and his extravagant business plan, Jennifer was quite sure they would have soon found themselves on the streets scraping to make ends meet. 


Now, here she was — thousands of miles from home, in Nigeria, on a quick visit in exchange for money that she knew would go a very long way indeed to support her struggling family.

“You’re naked,” the man chuckled from the dark corner of the room she had just entered. “You do realize of course you are only naked because your master Mr. Costas wanted to play a fast one on me.”

Jennifer had just closed the door behind herself and stood at the entrance to the room, her toes ensconced in the deep plush thread of the Persian rug that covered the expanse of the floor. The deep booming voice did not do its owner any disservice. He appeared to be positively gargantuan and even though still seated at the other end of the room, Jennifer found herself having to look up to meet his eyes. She shuddered to imagine what Mr. Inoukue would look like when he stood up to his full height. 


What was this nonsense about being naked as some sort of joke on the part of Mr. Costas? If anything, he had been very gentle and nurturing when he had suggested that she perhaps shed her clothing lest one of the two rich men paying for her trip to Nigeria today chose to rip up her dress. Lord knew they had precious little money with her husband to afford a new set of clothes and those were among her best.

“Lift up your arms," he told her and she whimpered and obeyed.

“Turn around slowly for me, Ms. Jennifer.” She felt him smile in the darkness. “You see, unlike good old fat Mr. Cavendish who you entertained moments ago, I am not only interested in what you have to offer physically, but rather — I am most interested in your soul.”

She heard him smack his lips in appreciation. “Good, very good,” he said. “I like what I see and since we have to start somewhere, your beautiful body might as well be it. Tell me, precious, how much money is the man you call Mr. Costas offering you for your trip down here today?” 


“One hundred thousand dollars,” she replied.

The man exploded with laughter as if she had said the funniest joke ever. 


“Ha-ha-ha, ha-ha-ha… One hundred thousand dollars! He's offering you the full sum! The sick bastard has you wrapped around his little finger like you wouldn't believe, and you don't even realize it. Come here!” he suddenly ordered, his voice preternaturally low and menacing in the confines of the spacious room that felt tight and foreboding all of a sudden. She walked over in small steps focusing on the floor afraid she might trip and fall and tumble in embarrassment.

When she was about a foot away from him, the man brought his gigantic palms together and clapped three times in rapid succession. The lights in the room suddenly came on bathing them both in blinding silver.






He was naked!




 Mr. Billionaire









Where Mr. Costas her neighbor made a point of wearing trendy and expensive business suits — this man here appeared to be naked like the day he had been born luxuriating in the harsh light of the blinding bulbs ensconced throughout the hotel suite. Even though she had expected to meet and maybe even have sex with some rich snob, Jennifer felt momentarily lightheaded at the spectacle of the 360 pound giant that could easily match strength with any of the MMF fighters her husband so enjoyed watching on ESPN.

In fact, from the looks of his quivering muscles that rippled like snakes beneath his ebony skin, Jennifer thought he might even be able to take on at least a couple of these monsters of the fighting arena at once.

“You can put your arms down now,” the man said a smile crossing his big lips that nicely complemented his exquisite and exotic cheekbones and deep fissures crisscrossing his face. He looked unnaturally fascinating in that peculiar way that was sure to make a sculptor salivate. Jennifer felt herself blush when she realized she had completely forgotten to lower her arms once she had pirouetted for the man upon entering his hotel suite.

With a shudder she saw him place the palm of his hand around his massive languid cock that still lay between his thunderous thighs in semi-relaxation. 


“You two will soon get acquainted, trust me,” the man said. “But everything in due course. Why don't you come and sit here in my lap?” He said tapping his thigh. 


She whimpered and yet again did his bidding assuming a precarious position as she placed her butt along his quads that felt like a seat beneath her cheeks. She almost jumped when he nonchalantly placed his palm on the small of her back almost encircling her entire waist with the fingers of his one hand.

“Tell me, sweetness, what is the normal percentage Mr. Costas offers you from his earnings selling your milk,” the man asked.

“Thirty percent, sir,” she replied and he nodded. 


“Thirty, that's correct. And of the one-hundred thousand dollars he is paying you for your trip to Africa today, how much do you think he's actually keeping for himself?”

“I do believe he promised to give me the full sum,” she answered her lower lip quivering.

The man again nodded his giant head. “That is correct. Tell me, did you go to college?” He asked. Jennifer felt his warm hand slide gently down her back to where it now cupped the side of her butt cheek gently massaging it.

“Yes –, yes I did,” she replied caught off balance by the change in topic. 


“Tell me more; where did you go to school? What did you graduate?”

“I graduated summa cum laude from Harvard with a degree in finance,” she answered, her voice getting quieter as she spoke.

“My, oh my,” he said. “Finance, Harvard, summa cum laude," the man chuckled. “So you are not only beautiful but also smart.” She didn't feel the need to reply as his intonation sounded more like a statement than a question.

“Now tell me, smart lady, how come that the man who normally offers you a measly thirty percent from the proceeds of selling your milk online, has suddenly decided to offer you the full one-hundred percent of the proceeds from what he is being paid for down here in Nigeria?”

“I –, I'm not sure," Jennifer stammered. She was now starting to wonder about that herself. The man stayed silent giving her time to ponder the question as he absently rubbed her naked ass where it sat along his thigh.

“Maybe he would like to impress me with the earnings so I continue to do business with him," she suggested.

“You and I both know you're smarter than that," the man said the sinister tone creeping back into his voice. “If your master truly wants to keep you doing business with you, as you so delicately put it, he probably wouldn’t offer you so much money in one fell swoop. This would risk enabling you to gain some financial freedom, if not full independence from having to rely on his seedy little milking chair. Would you offer a million dollars right off the bat to a future employee as a signing bonus and then go back to offering them a measly thirty percent of 
 60 pounds per milking? You and I both know the answer to that question,” he said. 


“I will give you more time to ponder the real explanation for Mr. Costas' newfound largesse. But first, why don't you feed me?” the man said and she gasped feeling him take hold of her left boob lifting it up to his mouth. 


“Stay where you are,” he said continuing to rub her ass with his left hand while he expertly squeezed her boob from base to tip in a rhythmic way that immediately elicited thin sprays of white to gush forth from the engorged flesh.

He put his lips to her pulsating nipple and started sucking precious warm nectar in hungry gulps like somebody who had starved for a long time.



 Mr. Passion









Jennifer closed her eyes and relaxed. She leaned into the man's chest as he cradled her while he suckled on her breast. The sensation was unlike anything she had experienced before. Unlike a child's small mouth, the powerful suction and big wet lips of the strong man holding her now created a sensation not unlike something out of a science fiction movie. It was as if she had somehow opened up the tip of her breast to the vacuum of space and it was now emptying its contents out into the void of darkness beyond. 


A shudder coursed through her and she trembled like a leaf making her blond curls fall over her contorted features. The man looked up but did not stop feeding as he reached around her small pelvis and she felt a long finger gently worm itself into her curly blond love triangle. He quickly found and started rubbing her clitoris with his thumb while his index and middle finger played at her entrance.

She moaned softly when he pushed one finger in slowly and groaned. It felt excruciatingly tight. In some obscene irony of fate, Jennifer was actually happy that Mr. Cavendish had so flagrantly opened her up with his fingers an hour ago. Had it not been for that, Jennifer seriously doubted that she would have been able to take this man's much bigger and rough hand inside her.

But this unknown black billionaire from Nigeria clearly knew how to touch her with far more skill than anyone had before. He worked his finger slowly all the way in and began to pump it back and forth, seeking out just the right spot inside of her. She found her mind quickly wander off and get lost with the sensations coming from her breast where his mouth suckled with almost loving tenderness while his long fingers stroked her insides. His thumb never stopped rubbing her clit as his other hand slowly kneaded her tender breast with the consummate skill of a gentle giant.

She felt his massive girth brush against her thigh as the beast beneath started to rise with increasing persistence. She felt him slip a second finger into her tight confines and she grunted softly with the feeling of impossible fullness. Slowly her hips started gyrating and grinding against the naked skin of his thigh imbued with a life of their own.

Suddenly he stopped his suckling. "Beg me for it," the giant ordered and Jennifer immediately knew what he meant.

"Please," she didn't hesitate.

"Say, please, master, make me come,." His lips were still coated with her milk mere inches from her breast

"Please, master, make me come."

He suddenly bit down on her sensitive nipple as his hand sped up the careful strokes against her perfect center. Jennifer came in a flash, before she even realized what was happening. It was like lightning struck behind her eyelids as her entire body tensed.

She had never before experienced an orgasm like that. Its surprisingly swift explosion, the power with which it came upon her unsuspecting psyche, made her have something akin to an out-of-body experience that lasted for a long moment.

Slowly, as she came down from her second, and wildest by far, orgasm for the night, Jennifer realized that they were both panting heavily. She caught his eyes as he slowly pulled his fingers out of her. Mesmerized like a rabbit caught in the headlights of an onrushing train she watched as he slowly raised his hand to his lips and sucked his fingers clean.

He was in no hurry. When he was done, he took her by the chin and turned her head so that her lips came up to him for a deep long luxuriating kiss. "You are the most exquisite creature I've ever seen in my entire life," he whispered against her lips.

With one hand leaning against his granite-like chest she tried to reach between her legs for his enormous arousal. She gasped when she felt the contours of his rock hard shaft as she wrapped her fingers around it slowly pumping up and down. It felt too big to possibly fit inside of her, but Jennifer simply was beyond caring. 


She wanted it inside of her more than she wanted anything in the whole wide world. Emotions came crashing down on her and she knew that if he made her wait another second, she would start crying.

His eyes became deathly serious. "I cannot stop myself, Princess," he told her in a gruff voice. “You are so petite, this is going to hurt, but I don't think we can avoid it."

Jennifer shook her head, “Please, master, I need it," she whimpered.

He did not hesitate again after she had spoken. 


He stood up, his left arm still holding her around the waist and carried her in a couple of giant steps to the massive bed that lay in the center of the room. She felt his sleek muscles ripple and writhe beneath her arms as she grabbed on to him while he gently deposited her into the plush bedsheets. It was not unlike an ancient God was about to fuck her brains out, Jennifer realized.

He positioned her on her back and took her small feet in each hand spreading her out beneath his scimitar of flesh that pulsed like a monster from the deep. He took her feet and brought them up to where her knees met the mattress on either side of her head opening her up completely. 


For a fraction of a moment she saw him steady her in her new position as if trying to forever burn the image of the blond lactating young wife beneath him into his brain. 


His gaze was so intense, Jennifer lost herself in it. Her eyes looked up and drank in every fiber of his body as he bent forward in slow motion and brought up his cock to meet her dripping center. He plunged in in one continuous, hard, unyielding, brutal motion. 


She cried out at the mere shock of being pierced as if for the first time in her life by a man’s cock. It felt so impossibly gargantuan, but he didn't stop. He kept pushing slow and relentless as his hardness rearranged her insides to make way for her new Master. 


Then he started his rhythm thrusting fast and hard in a blurring speed that made him drip sweat all over her panting body soon covering her milky whiteness in delicious contrails.

Slowly but surely her initial biting, searing pain faded and turned into a blinding white source of pleasure where their bodies met as he filled her to bursting with ecstasy that she could never have imagined existed. 


Jennifer started sobbing unable to control herself as tears started pouring down her face at the exquisite sensation of being covered and filled by a master such as this man. She felt her eyes flutter closed as she felt her mind drift away, but a short barked out order from him made her blink them open again and stare up at her master as he took ownership of her every fiber. 


It was almost too much to see and feel the intimacy of that extra contact. She saw him watch down on her with his intensely vivid dark eyes drinking in every twitch and every shudder that coursed across her tiny frame. She obeyed him and forced herself to look back into those bottomless pits of dark fire flaming above is he consumed her. Suddenly she felt him reach a hand down between where their incessantly moving bodies met and seek out her already erect clit without so much as slowing his pace even a fraction. 


“Cum for me now," he ordered and this trigger was all Jennifer needed.

She screamed as she came and her voice soon met his low guttural growl as he followed her burying himself to the hilt mashing his head against her cervix filling her with the waves of pleasure emanating from his bulbous tip buried at her center. 


Finally, he let himself go and slowly tumbled into the bed by her. He pulled her in against him lining her up like a doll against his flesh, and started kissing her on the mouth again. "You are mine, now" he told her, his lips still touching hers as he then continued kissing her like he would never stop.



 Mr. Dominant









Eventually he stopped kissing her, and still holding her tight against his body, pulled her cheek down to where it rested against his heaving chest. Jennifer was reeling with the sensations that this man had poured down on her unsuspecting and unprepared body. 


They lay silent. 


She felt like never before in her life – cherished and revered as he caressed her back in long languid motions. She even felt him reach around and touch as if checking in on her condition. She spread her legs wider giving him all the access he needed to ascertain her well-being.

She felt his cock grow by her side and pointed it it, "Can you do it again? How is that even possible?" He smiled and absently stroked himself idly. "Oh, yes. Perhaps later."

"Tell me first, is it true what Mr. Costas told me? That you have a safe word?" Jennifer nodded into his chest.

"And you know to use it to make me stop if something I do is unacceptable to you?" He asked again. His hand moved up and now gently played with her blond curls as they cascaded across his giant black chest.

Jennifer nodded her head again. 


She still tingled with the exquisite sensations from the aftershocks of her third mind-rendering orgasm for the day. She felt him get up on his elbows and lean over to kiss her passionately. She put her arms around his thick neck and returned his kiss and for the first time in her life really knew what it meant to get lost in a kiss. She put her entire soul into that kiss and realized that now she belonged to this man. If he wanted her, she was his. 


In that moment, Jennifer knew that she could leave her husband and maybe even her family if that was what this man wanted. She felt some of his warm essence seep out from her and slide down between her legs onto the plush rug. But somehow she didn't care. 


When Mr. Cavendish had asked her earlier if she was on the pill she had fervently hoped that he wouldn't doubt her affirmative response and try to inseminate her. Jennifer had forgotten all about contraception before leaving London to come to this strange place on the bidding of a strange man just so she could earn enough to support her fledgling family. 


She had been horrified, at first, with the danger of getting pregnant by some unknown man she had to service down here in Nigeria. What would her husband think? But now she found that she only cared about this man's pleasure and if this meant getting pregnant with his baby – so be it. 


Finally Mr. Inoukue broke the kiss and Jennifer lifted her head to lick up some of his sweat still trickling down his powerful neck and chest. As her tongue explored his body, she felt him shiver with pleasure and almost had another orgasm at the mere mental picture of what she was doing. 


Mr. Inoukue shuddered and then slowly rolled back into bed by her. This time Jennifer turned onto her side and saw his cock glistening with her juices – magnificent and longer and fatter than she had even thought possible, it looked magnificent. She reached down and mesmerized by the way it shook like a staff between them, she gently touched it and watched it twitch as a bead materialized on its head. She put a finger there and collected the trickle that she then brought to her lips and gently sucked in.





Mr. Inoukue smiled. "You are more precious than any precious stones in existence and you don't even realize it. And neither does any of the men who have had you before including that guy Costas who brought you here." She was listening to what he was saying only half-paying attention to his words still mesmerized by the sight of this giant of a man his body sweaty and lean covered in both their juices…

“I am a very powerful man here,” he said still cradling her to his chest. “Some would say, I am more powerful than the president of the country or even the presidents of many countries here in Africa put together. When I asked you earlier about your safe word, I did that for a reason,” the man said. 


“But now that I know how to use it, I will simply go ahead and explain to you the real purpose of your visit here to Nigeria.” 


She nodded meekly still cherishing the warmth between their bodies where they lay basking in the afterglow of the most intense lovemaking she had ever experienced.

“When I said you are mine earlier, it was not a flourish of the moment, or a mere figure of speech. Your neighbor Costas brought you to me to settle an outstanding debt he has. Perhaps you don't fully understand yet, but you are the reason he will be leaving this country free today. You see, many years ago, I saved his life on the battlefield in a country far away. It is not important to you to know how or why that happened, but since that moment, this man owed me a blood debt. Your presence here will set us even. I am a very generous man and right now Costas is already boarding his flight home.”

"But, he said were leaving together?" Jennifer said.

“He didn't expect that I'd let him go so easily," Mr. Inoukue waved his hand dismissively but I have made arrangements and the moment you stepped through that door, your benefactor was to be allowed to leave. Like I said your performance here tonight has earned you a soft spot in my heart and so I am in an uncharacteristically giving mood right now. This is a one-time offer, Jennifer and it is for you to take it or leave it but you should make up your mind now.”

He had her full attention now and she propped herself up on one elbow looking straight into the man's eyes who gazed back on her in deft seriousness.

“I know more about you and your family and husband than you could ever suspect. I am prepared to lift you out of your misery, if you choose to be my mistress.”

“Your mistress?” She repeated her mind racing circles with the implications of the word.

“Since the moment I saw your performance being milked on Mr. Costas' website, I knew I had to have you. I am prepared to pay off your debts and arrange so that your husband finds gainful employment in London with associates of mine while I take you in as my mistress. You will be spending most of your time with your family, mind you, but every now and then, I will come calling for you. It might be the middle of the night or noon while you are out shopping groceries for your infant baby. Our agreement is open-ended and will last for the duration until either one of us decides that they had had enough.”

Jennifer was already nodding before the man was done explaining his offer. She stared at his face through tears in her eyes and meekly hugged his chest, "Thank you Mr. Inoukue! Yes, I do want to be with you if that is what makes you happy.” She shuddered in ecstasy when he finally wrapped his arms around her naked body and hugged her tight in recognition of her acceptance.





~~~







Continued in Volume 5: The Blonde Plague







 The Blonde Plague
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This is volume 5 of the Milked in London series. It can be read on its own without purchasing the previous installments.






First the economy crashed. The entire world slowly veered off course and careened into a precipice of turmoil and poverty not seen since the Middle Ages.





Then the pandemic broke out. It selectively targeted blond women leaving those who survived unable to bear children again.





Deep in the bosom of Africa, hidden away from any stray disease, Jenny Smith has been kept healthy and safe by her lover the warlord Mr. Xavier Inoukoue. But unknown to either of them, far away a powerful politician and his tormented wife have set their sights on the last fertile young blond woman in the world.






 Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant: Volumes 1 through 5
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This is the story of Elizabeth's awakening to a life of service.

It all happened in less than one full day:

Lord Benedict made her family an offer they couldn't refuse.

She accepted to be his body-servant, not that she knew what that meant.

Then she discovered its meaning and her responsibilities.

Soon after that — she wanted more.






 Laura’s Submission
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This is the story of Laura’s awakening to a life of service.

It all happened like in a dream.

She met a man — strong and ruthless who would claim her from the drudgery of daily life and bring her excitement and intrigue.






This novella contains volumes 1-6 of the “Laura’s Submission” series. If you have read them, then you most probably do not need to buy this book.















 Thank you for reading 
Milked, Volumes One Through Four

 . I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it.

If you had fun with this book, please consider more of my works at my Amazon Author’s Page
 .

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad

You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad


Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com


Please click here
 if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions.





Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 
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