
“Jason at Channel Five news. I'm here with Rachel Hayes, twenty six years old, and a unique entrepreneur at today's Entrepreneurial Expo in Spokane. Rachel, you mind filling in some of the details for us?”


“Sure, I've recently started a multi-faceted business, called Cuddles and Juggs. This is a transformation from my previous days as a babysitter and wet nurse for folks who dislike formula, and want something natural for their baby if they can't provide the breast milk. I still do offer wet nurse services, but with Cuddles and Juggs I'm extending that invitation to adults as well.”


“That's been causing a bit of a stir since you first appeared in the Spokesman Review. Some say you're skirting the edges of prostitution. What do you say to those accusations?”


“I'd say they should make an appointment and experience exactly what I'm offering: healthy, natural breast milk in the company of a caring and kind woman. I get calls from people in all walks of life who want that sort of intimacy, and I'm the only woman on the planet so far to offer that through a reputable enterprise.”


“Couldn't you just sell the milk wholesale, instead of… how would you describe it?”


“Oh Jason, it's act of suckling. It's so much more than just drinking breast milk. It's receiving life from a woman. Some men, maybe you're one of them, haven't experienced the full and complete love of a woman while breastfeeding. Some people have never breastfed in their life, raised on formula. I'm offering love, complete, unrequited love.”


“Well, that's quite a service. Uhh….”


“Mmmhmmm.”


“What was your inspiration?”


“My inspiration to give my milk?”


“No, uh… Your inspiration to start this business.”


“Oh, of course. I took immediate interest with a woman in Portland who began offering cuddling services. I thought to myself: there's tons of guys (and sometimes girls) who would love to… Mmm…”


“Are, are, are you okay?” 


“Sorry, I just love to think about it. I love what I do! Umm….”


“She's leaking!”

“I knew at that moment, that I could offer love and copious amounts of milk to people. I wouldn't have to suffer the pain of swollen tits anymore. I could have men empty my tits every day, and share the ecstasy of that experience, and for a living! And that, Jason, inspired me to start giving more than I've ever given before.”


“They're throbbing, like, actually pulsating, jesus.”


“Whew! … Does that answer your question, Jason.”

“Yep! Back to you Matthew.”


***


In a quaint neighborhood of picturesque houses and full, green trees rustling in the Eastern Washington wind, a car pulled up to one house, with a wooden sign reading “Cuddles and Juggs”. A petite woman exited the car and walked up to the house nervously. 


The door opened, and a smiling woman stood at the doorway in a red sweater. Her body, curvacious with smooth sun-kissed skin, bare foot and legs showing under a knee-high skirt, invited a rush of lust. And her breasts, much more forceful and bold, were heavy, huge, and held aloft by a bra, pressing them up, billowing out of her sweater with almost a foot of tight cleavage. The business name Cuddles and Juggs whispered in Maddy's head


“Oh my gosh.”

“Maddy! Oh, hi! Come in.”


The petite Maddy walked inside, looking around her uncomfortably, perhaps for a place to leave her shoes, or where to hang her coat, anything to not stare at her old friend. This was going to be harder than she thought.


“It's been a long time Maddy, gimme a hug,” Rachel said, outstretching her arms and embracing her friend. Maddy, slightly surprised, returned the embrace, and for a moment allowed herself to fully enjoy Rachel's tits pressed against her. She felt a pulse in Rachel, but far stronger than any normal heartbeat; and she swore it was coming from Rachel's breasts, whose nipples could be felt to harden through the bra and sweater, big, thick nipples which trembled with every heartbeat.


“Oh Rachel, wow.”


Rachel released Maddy and stood before her. “I want to just get this off my chest,” sighing. Her face took a more caring disposition. “My tits,” bringing her hands up to cup them, though they extended farther than her hands could hold. “38 JJ by the way,” followed by a wink. “It's okay to stare. It's not going to bother me. I don't want to you to feel obliged to not look, because honestly, they're fucking huge,” shaking them a little, which cascaded through her tits for several seconds. “Who couldn't at least look?!” Maddy began looking down to them, and up at Rachel's face, smiling, slightly embarrassed. “It's okay Maddy… Anyway, I just wanted to get that off my big chest, haha.”


“Thanks,” Maddy began, red in the face, “I can't help but look. They really have grown since we last saw each other.”


Rachel motioned for Maddy to follow her into the kitchen and nook. “I know. I mean, I've always been growing, especially when I started doing wet nurse services (so adorable, by the way; babies love me).”


“I bet,” Maddy said, sitting down at the kitchen nook table. 


“When I started the business, I think these girls knew what was coming, and grew a little more.”


“They probably get… serviced… a bit more with the business than little babies, yeah?”


“OH YEAH! Hehe… And it's suckled, not serviced, by the way. It's sensual. Mmmm...” Rachel  closed her eyes for a moment, taking a deep breath. “Whew.”


“What's wrong?”

“Sometimes it's hard not to start leaking all over the place, ya know?” motioning from her boobs to the table and all over well-kept kitchen.


“I wouldn't know, hehe.”


“I NEED MORE CUSTOMERS! Then it wouldn't be so hard. I wouldn't be so damn full all the time… Anyway, you want some coffee?”


“Sure, what kind-”


Rachel had opened the fridge and held a gallon jar filled with a white fluid. “You've got to try this. Yesterday's batch.”


“Okay.” Yesterday's batch? Maddy thought. She didn't remember Rachel being so bold. She had always been the quiet beauty when they went to school together. Now she was taking the lead. It had to be her breasts.


Rachel made a pot of coffee for them both, and then used a ladle to add some of the breast milk to the coffee. She stirred it in with a spoon as she brought it over, sitting down with Maddy, and handing her a cup. 


“Thanks.” Maddy glanced into the coffee, and felt slightly aroused thinking of the milk in the coffee. “I want you to know I was so glad to hear business is going well for you. Obviously it's unique. But, I mean, do you think it suits you? Being... endowed like you are.”


“Thanks, I think it does suit me, but if my breasts weren't like they were, I think a cuddle-service alone would be fulfilling. I was a quiet girl, Maddy, but inside, I've always wanted to give to others. There was the babysitting and wet-nurse deal, but before that I always thought about nursing school or massage therapy. I feel as a woman that's my true calling, to give. I told you about how I've gone to therapy; well, that was the big break for me. I was so ashamed of my breasts. Now, well, you can probably tell the difference.” Rachel smiled, letting out a laugh as she kept stirring the milk in her cup.


After a moment of silence, Maddy asked “Do you ever fear for your safety?”


“Like, clients?” 


“Yeah, I mean, you do it in here, your home, right?”

“Guys are so eager to come in. But I have to tell them about doing the background check first, and the interview which is kind of like a date, in a public cafe or restaurant, where we chat about what the client wants, and if I feel comfortable, like – he's not obviously a psychopath!” They both chuckled. “Then I'll go from there. We build a relationship, in a unique way, intimate, but also as customer and provider.”


“But surely, I mean, it would be hard to not cross some sort of boundary, you know?” Maddy adjusted herself, worried but also stimulated by the conversation.


“Let's just say that when the top comes off only one person is even capable of doing the talking,” Rachel giggled, taking a sip, “Mmm...” Her breasts pulsated, and her nipples began hardening again through her clothes.


Maddy took a breath, then took a sip as well, the wheels in her head turning, thinking of the experience of suckling on Rachel's breasts, her giggles, the weight of those milk sacs pressing onto one's face, the let down of milk leaking from the nipples and gushing into a waiting mouth, the other breast quickly following, spurting into the-


Rachel leaned forward across the table, breasts pressing onto the surface, “You okay, Maddy?”


“Uh yeah, of course,” Maddy reassured, still embarrassed.


“Oh gosh, it's still my swollen tits. Don't worry about it, Maddy, it's a barrier we'll have to cross, just to get it out of your mind.” Maddy began feeling wet at the thought, and her heart began racing, staring more deeply into Rachel's cleavage, in awe of how round they both were, how heavy they must be.


The phone began ringing on the kitchen countertop.


“Oh, will you hold on a moment, Maddy. Just a sec.” Rachel got up and picked up the phone. “Hello, Cuddles and Juggs?”


Rachel mouthed the word customer at Maddy, then continued talking on the phone.


“Oh good, what's your name? … Hi David, I'm Rachel. And what kind of service are you looking for? … Mmmhmm… Awesome. I'm excited, and you should be too… Of course! … Yeah, right? … Before you come in I'm going to need a background check done, and we need to have an interview in public- … Yeah, like a date! Totally. … Does that sound alright? … Awesome, tomorrow at noon actually. … Oh! I love that place; see you then. Bye David!”


Rachel put down the phone. “Oh, Maddy, I love how excited these guys are. One more loyal customer, I anticipate.” She looked at a calendar hanging near the phone. “I got one boy, really sweet guy, coming at three. He takes his time, very gentle,” Rachel went on, taking one hand and wrapping it around one breast. “I know he would love to go further. And sometimes, I wish I could let him...”


Holy shit, Maddy thought, as Rachel's sweater became flooded with milk in a second.



“Oh shit,” Rachel exclaimed. But milk kept leaking, dribbling onto the linoleum of the kitchen. Rachel's nipples were erect, and pulsed as more milk poured out. “Ohhh!”


“C-c-can I help?” Maddy said, getting up from the table.


“Oh god, um… The pump, please! The living room, it's in the closet.”


Maddy ran and got the pump: two suction cups with tubes attached to a machine, along with an output spigot. 


“Place it next to the sink and plug it in. Fuuuck.” Rachel massaged her breasts still inside her soaked sweater. “Mmmm… Pain in the ass but I love it sometimes.”


Maddy plugged it in, and held the suction cups in her hands, shaking.


Rachel's face looked slightly mischievous. “Sorry Maddy, but momma's got to drain her tits,” ripping off her sweater, revealing a soaked bra holding in colossal breasts pulsing, giving off more milk. She reached behind and undid a series of clasps, each one making her breasts tremble, until the final clasp released two pendulous breasts, swollen to the point, eagerly releasing milk onto the floor.

***


Sean nervously rung the doorbell. He didn't like being seen for very long in front of the house. 


Rachel opened the door, greeting Sean with a smile. She was in her bathrobe, and looked like she'd just taken a shower. Even without a bra, her tits seemed incredibly buoyant underneath the robe, and her nipples began to harder as Sean continued to gaze. He was still learning, even after several months, that staring was okay with Rachel. She told him it made her wet seeing him stare.


She ushered him in. “I was thinking about you earlier today.”


“You were?” Sean asked, taking off his shoes and putting down his backpack. 


“Yeah,” Rachel walked to the kitchen, pulling out a jar of milk, showing it to him before putting it back. “I had to let some go earlier today.”


Sean felt slightly cheated, and his face showed it. Rachel knew he liked the maximum amount of milk possible.


“It's okay,” Rachel reassured, walking over to him. “Haven't I told you my tits are always producing more. Can't you tell I'm full?” Her faced almost looked sad. 


Sean caught the glimpse of cleavage within her robe, and became transfixed. Rachel grinned. She loved it when she had that affect on her clients. Boys could lay aside any problem they have in their life, and have access to the goddess she subconsciously was to them: infinite milk, guided by encouraging smiles, giggles, and moans, all of which propelled almost any man to complete ecstasy and surrender. It was time.


Rachel let out a sigh, a subtle moan to the trained ear.


On cue, trained over many months, Sean collapsed into the futon nearby, lying on the edge, head up, eager, small amounts of saliva building on the corners of his mouth.


Immediately Rachel's breasts pulsed and trembled as the robe parted, revealing two sweaty orbs, incredibly filled, heaving. Both nipples were covered with hardened wax; while slightly painful, they ensured no leakage in the critical moments before a let down with a client. “Can't you tell I'm full?” Rachel repeated. She kneeled onto a stool beside the futon, reached to a bowl of oil on the coffee table nearby, and began massaging her swollen breasts.


“Mmmm… I felt extra full today, thinking of how you suckle my enormous tits, how you're so good to them. Can you tell?” Rachel lifted one breast up in the direction of a seated Sean, who quivered, sweating as well, eyes occasionally closing. The nipple was tremendously erect, and strained powerfully against the wax. Little bits of milk began to form underneath the wax.


“I feel like if I just squeezed them a little,” Rachel began, squeezing the breast, and moaning in return. “Maybe, just maybe they'd break the seal, and gush with warm milk,” but to no avail. “Or… just make them worse, begging for you to suckle them.”


“Oh my god...” Sean whispered.


“Mmm...” Rachel looked at Sean's pants, where a pop tent had formed. “Tell me how big my tits are.” He hesitated. She pivoted, leaning her tits, pressed together, toward him. “Tell me, or I put on more wax, to make sure they're big enough for you. They will keep filling, bigger, you know, don't you?”


“I...”


“You want 'em big, real big, don't you?” Rachel grinned, nodding in a knowing way. The throbbing pain in her breasts wouldn't stop. But the pleasure of releasing such pent up milk reservoirs would be incredible. Right now her breasts came in at 38 JJ, but she'd been far bigger before, to get them as full as they would allow before the pain was too great. Some pain pills or a little pot would extend them even further, but at some point the pressure of gallons of milk would be tremendous.


Sean nodded.


“If you insist.” She opened another jar connected to an outlet, filled with warm wax. She applied a thin layer to each nipple, let them harden, then applied another layer, and then another. “You know this will take more time? I've got the whole afternoon, Sean, and my breasts will get bigger until you tell me they're big enough for you and your eager cock.” Rachel's boobs, when they moved now, jiggled with the slightest movement.


“They're so sensitive when I even move them. I should relax them, before it gets too painful,” she complained, leaning back, jutting her tits in front of her, jiggling with each heartbeat, resulting in a never-ending cascade of rippling cleavage. Her breasts simply couldn't stand still for any length of time at this size of fulfillment. 


“Can I lay down with you? If you want them to get big, I'm going to need to get comfortable, you remember? It's hard being this full.” 


She laid next to him on the futon. Each breast towered above her and off to each side. One of the tits rested on Sean's cheek.


“Can you feel them pulse, getting bigger?” Rachel asked, reaching for a jug of water, gulping it down whole in one go. “They make me extra thirsty, because they work so fast, sucking up any water in my gut to produce more milk.”


Sean was always quiet in the beginning, though he admitted many times he was incredibly excited at the beginning, and simply loved being talked to at first, teased.


“I'm ready to relax, aren't you?” Rachel turned her head, eyeing Sean who was gazing at her. She smiled, very loving this time. He was a good boy, and she wanted to make sure her client got exactly what he asked for in initial intimacy statement, stating how much he wanted gigantic milk-filled tits, teasing, but – in the end – a loving and kind figure to talk to. She loved to excite him first, and then let him talk as her breasts swelled until the wax broke or she begged him to peel the wax and suck. And with Sean, it was one of her favorite clients yet, sensual at heart when he was allowed to drain her breasts. He smiled at her, and began talking. Finally he was in his element.


He talked about his day, school, job, girls, things at home: typical things in the mind of a highschool senior at eighteen. Wanderlust and confusion filled his mind, but he confessed his relationship with Rachel was a place he could always go, let off some steam, and have a heart-to-heart with a real woman in his life. He didn't feel like a client, but a friend-with-benefits. Saying that made him red, as usual. 


As Sean was wrapping up about an hour later, Rachel felt the light-headedness of peak fullness approaching. “Ohhh… Sean...” she whispered, her eyes closing and opening, struggling to remain alert. “Sorry, usually I last a lot longer but I think I was really full to begin with.” Sean leaned up in the futon, gazing at her bare breasts, still throbbing, the wax hard but strained against nipples almost twice as big as when she'd started, three, maybe four inches long. Underneath the wax, white spots stood ready. Her breasts themselves were visibly larger, at least an L cup. Sean estimated at least one gallon total in each breast. A normal session with other men produced a standard one gallon, but Sean always wanted the most, and he paid good money for it, sliding scale of course for a high school teen like him. He worked a side job just to have this kind of opportunity. He wanted to make his move, and he felt like now was the time. She was barely conscious, from what he could tell.


“Sean, I'm… I'm ready...” 


She was greeted by the sting of hands in the vacinity of her nipples. Any touching of her breasts was not allowed, only a man's face could touch her breasts; any other touching was an immediate end to any and all services. But Rachel, volnerable with the size of her tits, let it slide, assuming it was something else, maybe the wax giving way. Her eyes remained closed as her mind raced of thoughts releasing milk.


Sean finished coating her nipples three more times. He smiled, upright now, sitting on his knees next to her. “You ever given a guy a tittie fuck, Rachel?”


Rachel didn't hear, somehow unconscious, dreaming. Sean pressed a hand to the side of one of her breasts, and heard a subtle sloshing sound. Her breasts jiggled from the movement, and then began to throb even harder than before. Rachel awakened slowly. “What?”


“You ever given a guy a tittie fuck, Rachel?”


“Mmm… No.” Rachel opened her eyes, and began to look around. “What's going on, Sean?”


“I want you to give me a tittle fuck, Rachel.”


“I'm sorry but-”


Sean shoved both of Rachel's tits together, sloshing the milk instantly, and sending Rachel's head back in aching pain. “Oh god.”


He let her regain her composure. “I'm sorry Sean, but you know I can't do that. I mean,”


“I've been saving for this.”


“What do you mean?”


“I saved every dollar I made over the last year, ever since I saw your ad. I have two grand, ready to splurge on the best tittie fuck in the world, right here, right now.” Sean said forcefully, obviously excited.


“Two thousand dollars?”


“Yeah, and I want you to be enthusiastic about it. I know you could do that. I sometimes think you want to do that for me.”

“Sometimes, yeah, sometimes I do… Let me think- Ahhh!” Rachel gasped, feeling the pain building in her breasts. “You plugged them AGAIN?!” 


“Yeah.”


Rachel went to peel off the wax plugs, but Sean quickly pressed both hands straight into her nipples. “Ahhh!”


“I have some pain pills, a lot of them. Take them and they'll let you grow bigger than ever before, I promise.”


“Give them to me, please!”


Sean obliged. She swallowed them, then reached for her empty water jug. “Oh god, so thirsty. They need it.”


Laced with aphrodisiac, Sean thought, and then began another waiting game. He teased her tits, kissing them, licking them, sucking on the flesh itself over the course of several minutes, waiting for the pills to kick in. 


“Mmmm...” Rachel began, closing her eyes and moving her hands to her breasts, clearly an M cup, incredibly round, smooth, covering her whole chest and leaning off a foot on each side, billowing up a few feet in the air. “YES! Oh god, Sean, I wish they always felt this way. I'll grow as big as you want, and give you everything.” She grasped each boob, carassing them, holding them, and squeezing them around the nipples. The pills were working a bit stronger than Sean expected.


Rachel got herself up and pressed Sean down onto the futon with her firm breasts. “I want that cock of yours Sean. I want to envelope it around my tits as they spray milk all over you.” Rachel leaned back once more, her breasts enormous, heaving, at least two gallons in each breast. A white fluid appeared beneath the layers of wax. “Get ready.” Rachel took a deep breath. 


“I want them bigger Rachel, bigger, until-”


Rachel leaned her head forward, reaching her hand around Sean, and pressed him towards her right tit, “These girls can't wait any longer,” and then it happened. Sean's vision blurred as milk squirted from her breasts into his face. “Mmmm...” Sean's face collapsed forward, latching onto her right nipple, but could not at all keep pace with the current of milk flowing from her. “Tell me how fucking big I am now, Sean!” He felt her hand grab his exposed cock, by this point covered in warm milk, and begin stroking him. 


“You have the biggest tits Rachel, you're a goddess. I want your fat tits around my cock!”


“That's right. Big, milk-gushing tits. I'm a goddess, and I'm going to give you a warm, wet, milky tittie fuck!”


Sean stood upright, leaning back against the baseboard of the futon. Rachel came after him, grasping each swollen breast, still pouring milk, throbbing, and bringing them up towards her face, producing incredible cleavage no cock could escape from. She smiled knowingly, then wrapped them around his cock. “Mmmm…” She giggled. “I love your big cock throbbing within my breasts. Can you feel them still throbbing, pumping out more milk? I'm getting my milk everywhere.” The sound of dripping milk from the futon to the floor could be heard in the background.


Sean was speechless once again, wanting to embrace every ounce of this experience for eternity. Who knew if this would ever happen again to him, or any other man? 


“I want you to unload your cock between my tits, and feel your warm cum all over. I want to rub it all over them and see you squirm, then let you drain my tits dry.” Her faced then smiled, almost cute. “How does that sound?”


“Do you think I didn't know what you were up to when you put on that wax? Mmmm… I was hoping you'd take the initiative. I get so fucking horny with you sucking all afternoon, or making me plug up my big breasts until they burst. Did I mention how ecstatic these tits make me feel right now, releasing gallons of milk onto you? Oh!!!” Rachel leaned her head back, moaning, mouth agap. Then she snapped her head back, lowered her tits, revealing Sean's quivering cock. “Let me suck, just a little bit, to taste your precum…. Mmmm…. Ommm…. Mmm… Yeah.” She brought her tits back up, reaching forward slightly, and arched her nipples upward, spraying Sean's stomach with milk.


“Rachel, I'm-”


“Mmmm yeah. Unload your cock between my tits. I'll drain your cock dry with my swollen milk goddess tits. One last smile, knowing, sent Sean into complete ecstasy. He grabbed her nipples, tugging them up. “Oh, yes, milk my tits by hand!” He pulled on each one, back to back, gushing even more milk with each squeeze. 


“Shi-”


“Oh!”


Sean came, semen spurting up, guzzling from underneath Rachel's tits and onto the top of them. Her eyes were closed in pleasure. 


Rachel lowered her breasts, then sucked on Sean's cock, drinking all the cum she could get. Then she massaged her tits, working the cum all around her breasts. They still leaked, though a trickle compared to before. Sean slide down into the bed, gazing in astonishment. 


“No charge, big boy. I loved every minute of it.”

