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BIMBO MILK


Bimbo Milk

Emily just got a new job. Little does she know she’s signed up to be transformed into a lactating bimbo servant.

Her new boss Jack is mysterious and wealthy, a dominating alpha male figure who has a very hands on approach when it comes to his teaching new staff.

Emily wants to behave and be a good girl, but he’s making it so hard. And what’s with this special milk he keeps forcing her to drink? It almost feels like it’s changing her body…


For all those with a nervous disposition then let me tell you straight away that this story is not appropriate for those who are faint of heart. If you find yourself to be one of those people then I strongly suggest you put this book down now and read no further.

Ok?

Good.

I think they’re gone.

Now for those of you remain, welcome. It’s nice to meet you. I’d like to introduce myself. My name is Emily Lauren. I’m a fairly young woman, 26 years of age and I am entirely and utterly single.

You may be wondering what I look like. Well I do not wish to come across as big headed, but I’m simply going off what others have told me in my short time on this earth so far. Imagine the most attractive woman that you know. Or if you do not know any personally then imagine the most attractive woman you can think of. Give her thick wavy blonde hair, perfect legs, perfect tits and a perfect ass. Done? good.

That’s kind of what I look like.

I’ve been told I have a ‘slamming hot’ body. I’m sorry to put it that way, but that’s just how it’s been communicated to me. You see I’ve never really had the good fortune of being surrounded by decent men, and when you’re a woman as attractive as me, this does not bode well for an innocent young girl that so many men are eager to prey upon.

You would probably call me an ‘early bloomer’, by the time I was fourteen I had grown almost fully into my adult body. You can imagine at this age how uncomfortable it made me feel to receive attention from adults, not just from older men but from women as well. I had a full breasts, hips, ass. I had it all, and people liked to take advantage of that whenever they could. If I had a nickle for every time I’ve been grabbed, squeezed, called a bimbo…well - you get the idea.

That’s all besides the point, I have many stories I could tell you from those years, but this is a story about my time in employment under Jack Cornwall. The reason this time of my life is of particular focus in this story is because it’s perhaps the most intriguing, in the erotic and somewhat unbelievable nature of the word.

So without further ado I will begin, and shall try not to address you directly any further. But please do understand that these words as I right them are true, and this is my very best attempt at recollecting them.

*

I saw the ad in a local newspaper, towards the back in the job listings section. I had been looking for work for the last month or so, after unexpectedly being laid off from my job at the library. Initially I had begun searching for administration work, library clerk positions, anything that I had experience with since I had finished college three years previous.

The market was unforgivably bad however, so I began to apply for anything.

Three days later I received a call back, the voice on the other end of the line belonging to an elderly woman. I was invited to interview, told to wear something that accentuated the highlights of my figure. At the time I thought it strange, but pushed so thoughts to the back of my mind, after remembering how dire my bank account looked.

The most curios thing about this interview is that I do not even remember applying for the job in the first place, but it was the first interview I had in weeks. So I jumped at the chance.

Remembering her advice the morning before I left, I chose a tight and short black dress that hugged my curves  graciously. The skirt finished high, exposing my long pale legs which I had made appear even longer by wearing my favorite pair of tall black heels.

I was born unfortunately busty. I say this because I’ve had so much trouble over the years trying to squeeze my over-sized breasts into my comparatively small dress sizes. The dress I chose had a low-cut neck that showed off a decent portion of my cleavage, a portion that I didn’t hope would be deemed too inappropriate for a job interview. I pulled my hair up into a tight bun, and opted to wear my frames over contacts, to come across as more intelligent.

I arrived at the interview address 15 minutes before I was due to, in order to give myself ample time to find the place and get myself sorted. On the phone the woman had mentioned I would need to get the lift to floor number 44. Upon entering the lift I stared at the panel for a short moment, before realizing that there was no 44 on this control set. There was a 42, 43 and 45. But between them there was no 44.

I looked down at the piece of paper upon which I had scribbled the information she had given me over the phone.

“The access code is 2039.” Was what she had said. On the phone I had assumed this code was for a door. But is it possible it was meant to be entered into the lift? Unsure of what else to do, I typed the code out with the floor numbers. The doors shut and the elevator started moving upwards.

It opened into a small corridor, of which there was one door, that had a keypad beside it. I entered the same access code and it pushed open. On the other side there was an empty corridor that branched off to the right up ahead. I walked forward when a shadow broached the corner.

“Welcome.” He walked around the corner and stopped just in front of me. “You must be Emily?”

Yes. That is I. And who are you? You utterly delicious creature.

The first thing that struck me about him was just how utterly handsome he was. He was tall and wide. He had long dark hair that was combed back neatly. His face was square and classically good looking. His eyes a sharp crystal blue and a gaze that seemed to look right through me.

He was dressed rather casually, sneakers, jeans, a tight fitting white t-shirt and a blazer over the top. I could tell from the way he was standing and the way his body filled his clothes that he was muscular, athletic.

His hands hung freely by the side of his body, thick veins running across their surface, thick fingers and wide palms easily two or three times the size of my own.

I took this all in very quickly and thought things, bad things. I thought of all the things I wanted him to do to me. I thought of how I wanted him to push me up against the wall, lift my skirt and stick his massive cock deep inside my p-

“Hello?” I looked up and saw his hand outstretched to meet mine.

I lifted my hand feebly and he grasped it tightly.

His grip was strong and his skin felt warm.

He release me from his grasp and I caught scent of some heavenly smell. Was that him? Was that his cologne? It smelled powerful. Like a deep masculine musk that was overriding all of my senses at once. I steeled myself to stop my legs from bending. 

“I said my name is Jack. You must be Emily I take it?”

I nodded my head, then I realized how stupid I must have seemed.

“Yes sorry. It’s very nice to meet you Jack.”

He looked me up and down with a sort of knowing smirk. As if he could tell that already he was having some sort of affect on me. He was so god damn good looking, he must have been familiar with his effect on women.

“Shall we conduct the interview?”

Yes.

We can conduct anything that you want to.

He led me to a room in which there was a table with two chairs placed on the opposite side of it.

“Sit.” His velvet voice ordered. I did so. He began the interview.

“I’m a fair employer, but I’ve had five women walk out on me in the last three months. So. What makes you think you’d be able to stick it out?” He pulled a cigarette from out of his blazer, lit it and took a long thoughtful drag.

“Well I suppose the question is, why did they leave in the first place?”

Did your monster cock cleave them clean in half? Did you fuck them until they couldn’t stand no longer?

I tried to stop my thoughts from racing away from me. I wasn’t a girl who thought like this. I was good, I wasn’t promiscuous, I didn’t sleep around. So why on earth was I thinking like this?

“They left because they couldn’t fulfill the terms of their contract.” He blew out a cloud of smoke, and tapped ash into a bowl on the table. “It’s that simple really.”

“And what is this contract? What am I actually expected to do here?”

“As the advert stated. Assistant and full time aide. You will assist me here in my home and office, and for your efforts you will be compensated $50,000 per year.”

My jaw about hit the floor. I could do so much with that amount of money.

“And I am growing extremely weary of going through this hiring process over and over again, so I am offering an extra monthly of incentive of $5,000 on top of that.”

Again, my mouth hung open.

“So that would come to…” I fumbled, trying to do the math.

“$110,000 a year. Yes.”

This was insane. Why on earth was he offering so much?

“And what does assisting you entail?” I asked, trying to bring myself back to reality now. He probably wanted a full time chef, slave, fuck toy. He wanted a mother that he could fuck.

“I run my own business through which I have been fortunate enough to make a lot of money. I keep long hours and need someone to help with the general administration and running of my everyday things. As well as this I’m looking for someone to help with general upkeep of the apartment. You may notice that the current floor we are on is not listed inside the building’s elevator. That is deliberately so. I own this building and I run my business and live from the whole of the 44th floor.”

My mind came back to his earlier statement. Five women. Three months. It must have been something do with him.

“What made these other women leave?”

“That is not for you to know. All you need to know is that I’m not a pervert, I don’t hit women, I’m a fair and modest employer looking for a hard worker who will come in and do whatever is asked of them. If that sounds like something that you can do, then the job is yours. If not then turn around and leave now. Because you’re just wasting my time. There are plenty other women who would happily take this position and the generous compensation attached to it.”

I was a little stunned, I hadn’t expected him to be so short with me. He put me on the spot, so expertly so that I didn’t really think it over at all. I knew nothing about the job, nothing about him, but I was desperate.

If I had known at the time what I known now then I would have known that every word that came out of his mouth was a lie. But back then I didn’t know. How could I? There was no way I could have know.

His voice had a powerful quality to it that made me feel raw. As if every word stripped an item of clothing from me, as if a bamboo rake was picked up and whipped across my pale and naked skin until the blood had been drawn out.

“I know you’re not in the position to say no.” He said before I could answer. He put his cigarette out. “I know you don’t have any money. So you might as well say yes and we get started. It’s worth me mentioning that this is a full-time live in position. You will need to move out of your current accommodation immediately and live with me here.”

I don’t know how he knew so much about me, but he was absolutely right. I didn’t have much choice but to take the job.

“Oh and one last thing.” He said before ending the interview. “I’ll have you on your hands and knees before the end of this job. You will beg for me to fuck you.”

“I-what?” Had he really just said that? I couldn’t believe he’d just said that. So much for not being a pervert.

“I said leave your things at the reception in the main lobby tomorrow. I’ll get someone to bring them up separately.”

He flipped so fluently from one sentence to the next. Had he even just said that first thing? I sat there, feeling and looking mighty confused.

“See you tomorrow at 10 then?”

“I…yes?”

“Good.”

He walked me back to the elevator which I rode in silence, stunned. I had a terrible feeling that I had just gotten myself into something foolish.

*

“Emily!” He greeted me warmly as I stepped off the elevator. “Just put your bags down in the hall here. I’ll get one of my staff to take them up to your room later on. Let’s get some of the legalities out the way first shall we? Follow me.”

The door behind sealed shut itself with a heavy thud. I stared at it for a moment before following him and felt as if we were now in a vacuum separate from the outside world.

We walked through a number of corridors, up a set of stairs and entered a room which turned out to be Jack’s main office. “Please, sit at the table. You’re looking very nice today by the way.”

“Thank you.”

I’d opted for another mini-skirt, but a red one this time. As I’d stood naked in the mirror that morning I gave careful consideration to every part of the outfit that I had selected.

Jack sat down at the opposite side of the table and pushed a thick stack of paper towards me.

“This is your contract. It’s the usual legal mumbo jumbo. You don’t have to read over it, just sign and print your name at the bottom.”

I pulled the stack towards me, flicked through a few pages of the tome. Personally I wish I had some time to read through it, but I didn’t want to come across as not trusting him, so I signed it straight away.

After that he escorted me to my living quarters, a small en-suite room that was back down on the lower part of the 44th floor. He did not enter my room, simply leaving me outside with a key.

“Today is yours to do as you wish. But tomorrow the job begins at 9am sharp. You’ll find your uniform in your wardrobe. If you need anything just dial one on the phone in your room. That comes through to me personally.”

He walked off down the corridor and turned around. “Oh and Emily. One more thing. If you disobey any of my commands then you are fired without pay immediately. Got that?”

He took a step towards me, just inches from my body now. I tried to keep my cool, but found myself overpowered by his masculine scent, which intoxicated and aroused me to no end. He lifted his hand up and brushed a hair behind my ear. Lightning danced across my skin where his smooth fingers had stroked me. I felt my heart thundering through my chest and could hear the breath rushing from my mouth.

“Emily?” I blinked. His voice pulling me back into the room.

“Yes?”

“Have you got that?”

“Oh. Yes Sir…” What was the question again?

“Good. See you tomorrow bright and early.” His hand dropped from my face and he disappeared down the corridor.

*

The next morning I woke bright and early to be ready for my first day of work. I jumped into the shower, lathered every inch of my body and shaved my legs. At about quarter past eight there was a knock on my door. I pulled my towel tight around me and rushed to see who it was. Upon opening it there was no one there, but there was a package on the floor with a note on top.

“Emily,

Please drink one of these every morning and one every night. Remember what I said in the corridor yesterday.

-J.”

I picked up the box and took it into my room, placing it on the desk by the window. Inside the box there three dozen bottles of white creamy liquid. What on earth where these things and why did he want me to drink them? Recalling what he had said in the hallway the night before I decided I was better off drinking it and just asking later. I couldn’t afford to lose this job.

I pulled the tab off and swallowed the drink down whole. To my surprise I found it was very sweet to taste and rather pleasant to drink.

I let my towel drop to the floor and walked to the wardrobe to get my uniform. I pulled the door back and looked at it for the first time.

I - he … he couldn’t be serious right?

I pulled out the ‘uniform’ held it up to the light and inspected it skeptically. I held it in front of myself and stood in the mirror. The fabric barely covering my body. The uniform was less a uniform and more a very revealing bikini. Imagine if you’d gotten a pair of high waisted bikini bottoms. Pull them on and then take the waists and carry on pulling them up until they’re over your shoulders. That was pretty much what I was wearing. I pulled the costume on around my thick curves, tried to spread the fabric out across my chest as much as possible and sighed.

Essentially I was wearing two pieces of string. It pulled tight into my ass and pussy, creating an wedgie on both sides. The lips of my sex spilling over as the fabric receded into my delicate folds. It was uncomfortable by any means, but I was constantly aware of the fabric rubbing against my sex and against my asshole. If anything it felt good, but more wholly it was completely inappropriate to wear as a work uniform.

The two pieces of string that covered my breasts were just wide enough to barely conceal my nipples. The outfit left nothing to the imagination at all, let’s say that much.

“I bet he’s left the wrong thing in the wardrobe.” I thought to myself out loud. I went over to the phone and pressed one to call Jack, who answered immediately.

“Jack speaking.”

“Hi Jack it’s Emily. I’ve just pulled my uniform out the wardrobe and well,” I laughed down the phone nervously, “- there must have been some kind of mix up or something. It seems to be just a very revealing bikini?”

There was silence down the line for a moment.

“Yes?”

“Well has there been a mix up? This can’t be my uniform can it? It can’t possibly be!”

“…are you dressed and ready? You’re supposed to be at my office in 5 minutes. It won’t look very good being late on your first day. Remember what I said about your contract.”

The line clicked.

I looked at the handset and set it into the cradle gently.

He was serious. He was deadly serious about this being my uniform. So much for him not being a pervert. I wondered what other things he’d lied about. Soon enough I would learn. Everything.

*

Jack gave me a tour of the 44th floor over the next hour, instructing me on what parts would need to be cleaned daily, how to look after the various plants within the building and the various other upkeep I’d be in charge of.

Not once did he seem to take notice of the incredibly inappropriate outfit that he had picked out for me. The entire time I followed him around and felt incredibly self-conscious. Save for him I hadn’t seen another soul on the floor the whole time we’d been there. As we wrapped up the tour I found we were standing outside his office again.

“Did you drink your milk this morning?”

I nodded.

“Very good. Make sure you drink it every night and morning. It’s…very important.”

He looked down at my breasts now, he stared at them long and hard. For a man that had practically ignored me the entire morning he was now more than catching up for his lack of peeping.

“They’re tits.” I said, attempting to break his trance.

Without saying a single word he lifted a hand up and grabbed me, squeezing my right breast hard.

“Hey excuse me!” His other hand came up and covered my mouth and then he pushed me back against the wall, hard. He kept his hand pressed tight against my mouth, and his other traced down my body to my thighs.

“I think you’re going to quite enjoy working for me Emily.” He said, sliding his fingers gently upwards. “All the other women end up leaving. But I get the impression from you that you’re going to like it here. You’ve been such a - pushover - already.”

He hand drew up my thighs and his fingers brushed firmly against my pussy. I tried to take a breath. His large hands felt so good on my skin. I didn’t want to enjoy it. I didn’t want to but I did.

He pressed his fingers into me, my folds parting around him ever so slightly. His other hand held my head firmly against the wall. He was so much stronger than me, I don’t think I could have fought back, even if I wanted to.

“Yes, you’re really quite pathetic aren’t you.”

He looked up at me, his beautiful blue eyes burning into my own. “You’re just dying to be turned into a fucking massive cum slut. I can see it already.”

I needed to leave, I needed to get out.

But I can’t.

I needed the money. I’d starve on the outside if I didn’t stay.

This is what I told myself. But in reality I think I wanted to stay because I never wanted him to stop touching me.

My heart raced under his touch, thudding in my chest, my breathing fast and shallow. Then he pulled away.

“Yes you must make sure you drink your milk every morning.”

He stepped back slowly and looked both ways down the corridor. I took a few steps to the right, keeping my eyes on him and backing away slowly. His fingers had pushed the fabric of my uniform in, I pulled it out and tried to cover myself just a fraction. I was surprised to find that I was dripping wet.

“Yes make sure you drink it. Otherwise you’re gone immediately. Go and do your duties, clean. I don’t want to you see again until dinner time.”

He disappeared into his office and he was gone.

*

From the outside, it may have seemed like the rest of my day was a rather dull affair. I vacuumed carpets, polished tables, wiped down surfaces, dusted shelf after shelf after…

On the inside was a boiling pot of emotions. I didn’t know how to feel about my encounter with Jack that morning. On the one hand, I was absolutely disgusted. What gave him the right to touch me that way? Treat me that way? Speak to me that way?

Then I thought of the way his touch had felt on my body. How strong his hands had felt holding me pinned tight against that wall. How thick his fingers had felt pushed tight against my…

It didn’t help that I had this fabric rubbing against my crotch and ass with every single step that I took. Whether I was down on my knees cleaning stains off the floor, or reaching up high to dust off the top off the tall ceiling high curtains. Every move I made invited a soft but pleasurable friction. I had thought that Jack had picked out such an outfit to simply have an object to ogle over. But it was very clearly designed to physically torment to no end either.

By the end of the day I was so incredibly horny it was all I could do keep myself from running back to my bedroom and working my frustrations out in there. But I refrained and I carried on with my job as a god servant should.

At 6pm I stood outside Jack’s office as he had informed to do earlier that morning. I waited there for a few moments, half terrified and half curious of what he might do next. When his office door finally opened I was positively shaking in anticipation.

“Come inside Emily, and close the door behind you.” I did as he said, stepping into the office and waiting in front of the door. Inside the office I could see Jack was sat at his desk, typing away at a computer. His fingers made a few final inputs and then he shut it closed.

“Golly! I think that’s a good point to end the day’s work. Don’t you?” He stood up and walked across the office, and grabbed a bottle of whiskey from the shelf. He poured himself a tall glass, took half of the contents back and then strutted over towards me.

“My my. If it isn’t little Emily. So tell me all about your first day? Did you find everything ok?”

I couldn’t bare just standing there, with him pretending as if nothing had happened this morning. The whole situation felt so utterly alien to me, but I had no choice - I had to play along with his games.

“Yes sir I found everything ok. As first days goes I can’t complain. I managed to get everything done that you asked of me.”

“Good! Good! I’m very happy to hear that Emily.” He took another mouthful of his drink and paced around the office. “Now you know as well as I that I’m a self made man. And self made men don’t keep the same hours as other people normally do. We work hard, and I expect the same from all of my staff as well.” He took another swig of the drink and it was empty.

“So I’ve got a little bit of homework for you to tonight.” He walked up beside me and stood behind me for a second, his breath inhaling my scent. Then I felt his hand come forward and grab at my ass gently. His other hand wrapped around my stomach and he pushed his crotch into my ass.

“Please Jack I—”

“Quiet now. I haven’t finished giving you your instructions for this evening.” His fingers slid slowly down my crack and pushed the cheeks apart, one finger sliding forward and toying with my asshole.

“I want you to back to your room tonight, and I want you to fuck your pussy while you’re thinking of me. And I want you to make yourself cum. And I want you to do it three times. Do I make yourself clear?”

I bit my lip, trying to keep the moans from escaping my lips and ended up answering with a whimper.

“-Yes.” I moaned. “I understand.”

He pushed the tip of his finger into my asshole every so slightly and then withdrew it, giving me a quick spank on the behind.

“Very good! Well. Get out of my office now. See you tomorrow bright and early.” I hurried out, cheeks burning red in embarrassment.

That night I returned to my room and did exactly as he told me. I shoved my fingers inside of myself and fucked my pussy until I came harder than I ever had in my life before. By the time I was finished I was clawing at the bed sheets. My eyes had been squeezed so tight by the third orgasm I was seeing spots.

I had a long hot shower, to wash the sins of the day away and was sure to have my milk for the night.

Then I collapsed into bed and fell into a long and deep sleep.

*

The next couple of weeks proceeded more or less the same as the first day had occurred. In the morning I’d put on my incredibly skimpy uniform, go to meet Jack outside his office and be groped and prodded me in some inappropriate fashion.

As much as I knew it was wrong, there was a larger part of me that simply didn’t care. There was something about his malice, about his complete lack of utter indifference towards me that drove me completely wild and made me try harder to capture his affections.

As physically intimate as his hands were with me, he never laid a kiss upon me, which drove me absolutely mad with desire. Every morning I’d stand there, growing wilder each second as his hands cupped, pushed, squeezed, prodded and violated my body. Then he’d send me off to work for the day and I’d be tormented even further by the damned fabric rubbing against my ass and crotch.

By the end of the third week I was nearly ready to break down. Every morning and night Jack would assault me with his large strong hands for a minute or so, then he would send me back to my room at night and I’d rub myself furiously thinking of him. One night he sent me up and told me to stick the leg of an overturned chair into my ass and fuck it until I cum.

By the time I’d finished cumming I nearly passed out from tensing my body so much.

Another night he sent me back and told me to hold the shower head against myself for an hour and not to let myself cum the entire time.

(Not that I wish to inflict these trials upon you dear reader, but if you hope to fully understand the sensual torture that I was under, I recommend you try replicating at least one of these, before reading any further if possible. Go on. I’ll be waiting here.)

The ‘homework’ grew more torturous until I could bare it no longer.

That night I stood outside his office waiting for him to call me in, pulling the fabric away from my body for the millionth time that day. I don’t know what was happening lately but it felt as if my body had been getting more unruly, harder to keep in the bare constrains of the fabric, and it had been hard enough as it was already. I felt as if I was going insane, but I was almost more than certain that my ass, tits and hips had grown more voluptuous since I’d started working there.

He called me in and I walked into the office.

“You’re a very naughty girl, you know that don’t you.” He stumbled towards me, breath soaked with alcohol, mumbling his words.

“Sir I think you’re drunk.”

He squeezed my breast hard, pushing me back until my back crashed against the door. He tore the loose fabric from my breasts, freeing them completely and buried his head between my shoulder and neck, his lips sucking at my skin. I gasped in ecstasy. So far, this had been the most intimacy he had directed my way since I’d arrived. Every hot flash of his lips against my neck sent hot chills down my spine across my skin. My crotch tingled, and every inch of my want ached for him to take me further.

He didn’t.

He broke away from his embrace, stumbled back and fell on to the floor.

“You think you’re so…fucking beautiful don’t you?” He pulled the bottle to his mouth and drank.

“Sir?”

“You think you’re such a little slut. I see what you’re doing. Walking about like a whore all day. Trying to seduce me for my money.”

Tears welled in my eyes. After all he’d put me through, and now this?

“I know what you’re doing.” He laughed and drank again.

“Sir you make me-”

“You shut your fucking mouth.” Hazily he got up to his feet and stumbled towards me again. I backed up against the door, more afraid of him now than I ever had been before. He pushed himself right up against me, one finger placed ever so delicately on my sex. His eyes fell down to my chest and he stared.

“The milk. It seems to be working.” He started laughing, pulled himself away and stumbled across to the far side of the room.

“The milk sir?” He didn’t respond, simply laughed. I walked forward towards his desk. I pulled the fabric back over, trying to conceal myself once more.

Now I should mention for all the time I had been here, so far I hadn’t been introduced to any of the finer intricacies of Jack’s work situation. In the interview he had told me I’d be a key part of his operation, and administrative assistant in his day to day work.

Truth be told I hadn’t set foot in his office more than two or three paces away from the front door. The room was long and narrow, the floor stepping up halfway along. At the end furthest from myself was his desk, large and round. Behind him where the tall broad windows that occupied the whole outer wall of the floor.

Whatever his work was, it was still a complete mystery to me, and I suspected that he had no intentions of sharing it with me at all.

He fell onto a couch that was on the right hand wall in front of his desk, and curled up into fetal position. His face looked tired, his expression weary.

“You’re not to come over here.” He pointed a finger at me wearily. His eyes drifted down and stayed down.

Cautiously I took a few steps toward him.

“Jack?” I placed a hand on his shoulder and tried to wake him. “Jack?”

It was no good. He was definitely out for the count. I pulled a throw from off the back of the couch and lay it on top of him, deciding it would be best just to go back to my room for the night.

What was he doing in here all day though?

I moved closer to the big round desk at the opposite end of the office. The large oak surface was sparsely covered, save for the laptop he worked at for the majority of the day, and a Manila folder that was on the table next to it. From where I was standing I could see something was printed in all caps on the cover, but couldn’t quite make it out. I moved around to his side of the desk and walked up to the folder, picking it up in my hands.

I read the cover and my heart started beating in my chest.

‘EMILY LAUREN’.

I opened it. Why…why would he have a folder on me? Inside there was a form with my photograph on it, along with personal medical information. But…how could he possibly have gotten hold of this? There was a box near the bottom of the form that read ‘Observations’, in it I recognized Jack’s hand writing.

‘Subject is extremely submissive and emotionally malleable. Good genetics, wide hips and large breasts. Will put on four week course of fertility preparation, build libido through several weeks of physical and emotional stimulation. Advisory: Double milk prescription to ensure absolute physical readiness.’

I put the folder back down in it’s place, my hands shaking. What in god’s name was this? Was I some sort of experiment to him? Some sort of weird…fetish? What was I being made ready for? Fertility for what? None of this made any sense to me. I had to investigate further.

I looked up to make sure Jack was still asleep, and saw that he was an absolute dead weight on the couch. I tapped the touch pad on his laptop, which sprung to life immediately. In his drunken stupor he had failed to lock it.

On the screen there was a grid of nine images, all cycling to a different picture every 10 seconds or so. The images were surveillance footage of the apartment. Every square inch seemingly covered in extensive surveillance.

He’d been watching me this entire time.

I moved the cursor and a bar appeared at the bottom of the screen, I clicked on it and the videos jumped back to an earlier portion of the day. There on the screen I saw myself, bending, leaning, wiping up surfaces and cleaning floors. He was watching me from every angle at all times. Is this what he’d been doing all day?

Then something grabbed me. I screamed.

“You shouldn’t be here you know.” He whispered.

His hand closed the laptop screen gently and with the other he had slid his fingers between my buttocks and was massaging my asshole with his fingers. His other hand wrapped around my abdomen and he pulled himself in tight, smelling my hair.

“It’s really quite rude to go through people’s things don’t you think?” I didn’t answer, I couldn’t for I was paralyzed with fear. How on earth had he managed to sneak up on me? I should have seen him moving straight at me. I must have been too absorbed.

“You need to go back to your room now. You’ve been a very naughty little girl.”

“Yes sir.” I leapt away from him, practically ran across the office back to the door. I reached my hand out and went to grab it -

“Oh and Emily?” He called out just before I could leave. I turned around shaking. He stood by his desk, his demeanor deathly calm.

“Don’t ever go through my things again. Do you understand?”

“Yes sir.” I mumbled. “Sorry sir.”

I turned to leave and he stopped me once more.

“And no homework tonight. You don’t deserve it.”

I left without saying anything, ran straight back to my room and locked the door.

*

I did not sleep through the night at all. There wasn’t a bone in my body that trusted Jack now. Whatever this sick and twisted sex game was that he was playing, I was going to have no part in it any further. I packed my things up quietly during the middle of the night, waiting until I was absolutely sure that he would be asleep.

But how could I be sure?

He had played such a convincing drunk back in the office, and when he had sprung to his feet and snook up on me he looked as sober as a judge. It was then that it dawned on me that entire setup had been a test. One that I had failed miserably. I scolded myself for being so stupid.

I looked down at my watch, it was four in the morning. I put my case by the door and then picked up the remaining milk vials and took them into the bathroom. I opened each of the remaining vials and poured the white syrup down into the sink. I had drank enough of this poison, whatever it was - I wanted to make sure that no one else would ever drink it again either. After that I sat on the bed in the dark room, waiting in complete silence. Half of me was building up the nerve to get up and leave, the other half was waiting to make sure that he definitely wasn’t up.

I slipped out the room just before five and ran to the one door that led back down to the outside world. I pushed against the glass. It was locked.

Panicking I looked around wondering what I could do, how I could escape.

The keypad.

Of course.

What on earth had that combination been again? I searched my thoughts, racking my brain for an answer when it came to me.

I punched the code into the keypad and hit enter. The black strip above the numbers flashed a message back at me.

‘Door locked.’

Yes. Yes I know that. That’s why I’m trying to unlock the fucking thing. I entered the code again and waited.

‘Door locked.’ And then ‘Unauthorized access.’

I felt so frustrated I could nearly cry. I grabbed the handle of the door and tried shaking it with it all my strength, but the large glass block didn’t move an inch.

There was no way out of the apartment except through this door, and at some point Jack must have changed the combination without telling me. I walked away from the door defeated and found myself looking out of the window down at the street of the city below.

The morning was early but already people were going about their daily business, delivery trucks pulling down the sides of alleyways, taxi drivers coming to and fro from the airport. They all lived down their free, unaware that above them I was being held prisoner, on a floor that looked just like any other.

I tried to think of some way out, some way I could communicate with the outside world. It was then that I fully realized how completely and utterly separated from it all that I was.

There was one door which was locked, beyond my control. There were an expanse of windows, but none of them opened and even if I could break through one of them it would be a fall to my death.

There was no phone line, no internet - there was…nothing. I was completely trapped in here, a pawn in this mad man’s game. Whatever that was.

I returned to my bedroom with my case, unpacked my things and lay down on the bed, staring up at the ceiling until I fell asleep at some point, lost in the benevolence of this living nightmare.

*

I woke some time later that morning, a cold wetness seeping over me, stirring me from my sleep. I shot up in bed, aware that I was absolutely covered in some sort of liquid. I brought my hands to my stomach and sniffed it.

Was that…milk?

It was everywhere, the mattress and covers were drenched. It had to be coming from somewhere. That’s when I looked down and realized where it was coming from. I looked down at my breasts in shock.

As I had mentioned to you, I had always been a busty girl, much to my chagrin, but now - this was something else. My breasts had definitely grown and were at least three times the size they were when I started working here. I turned to look at myself in the mirror and gasped again.

It wasn’t just my breasts that had transformed, turning around I could see that my ass and hips had readily inflated in size too. I looked at myself closer. Had…my lips got bigger? My hair looked thicker and poofier. What was happening here?

The milk was leaking from my nipples. A gentle but steady stream trickling down my breasts, down my stomach and dripping from my pussy to the floor. Even though I had only been standing for the briefest moment, there were already damp spots on the carpet below me.

In the corner of my room there was a fridge. I opened it and pulled out a jug of water, tipping the contents into the kitchenette sink. I placed the empty jug on the floor, knelt in front of it and tried to point both of my breasts in the general direction of the jug. The milk started to drip into the empty vessel, but by now it was already everywhere, my hands sticky with the dried remains of earlier spillage.

My bedroom opened and Jack walked in, a wild smile across his face.

“It’s rather rude to not turn up for work you know. You’re nearly three hours late.” The door shut behind him and he stood there watching me lactate into the jug.

“What the hell have you done to me?!” I screamed at him. “Why has my body changed so much? Why are my tits leaking milk?” Even as I asked this milk continued to spurt out into the jug, which was nearly half full now.

“Oh come on Emily. You saw the folder, you looked on my laptop. We all know what’s going on here.”

“I don’t.” I said honestly. “I have no idea what it is you’re planning to do to me up here. All I know is that I want to leave.”

He laughed.

“You could have left at any point in these last couple of weeks, but you didn’t. You were too contempt grinding your cunt against your skimpy slut outfit all day long. Too contempt letting me push you around and tease you like some human fuck doll.”

I looked away from him, embarrassed. He was right.

“And now that I need something from you in return you’re just going to try and run away?” He walked over to me, unbuttoning his trousers.

“No. That’s not how we play this game Emily. Do you know how much it costs to develop the fertility milk that you’ve been drinking? It’s not fucking cheap let me tell you.”

He stopped right in front of me, I looked down at the jug which was now overflowing. Milk pouring down my tits and covering my body in the sweet sticky sediment. Jack pulled his erect cock out. With his other hand he grabbed my chin and forced me to look up at him.

“You were a very naughty girl pouring it all down the sink. Luckily for us your program was finished over a week ago. The rest was just insurance to make sure. But looking at your… output - it’s more than apparent that you’re ready.”

“Ready for what?” I asked.

“To take my seed you dumb bitch.” He grabbed my head from the back and slid his cock into my mouth.

There was a part of me that didn’t want it. But then there was the larger part. The part that had waited for him to touch me in a real sexual way, waited for so long. His cock felt so hot and hard inside of my mouth, that I clenched uncontrollably with desire. My skin tingling at the thought of his dick sliding inside of me. I grabbed the base of his cock with one hand and started pumping my head back and forth. With the other I pressed my fingers against my sex hard, bringing myself to an instant and much needed climax.

“Yes you’re daddy’s little girl.” He moaned, pushing his dick all the way into my mouth and down my throat. “I’m going to fill you with my hot sticky seed and you’re going to carry my babies.”

Yes. Yes. I didn’t even know why I wanted this. What part of me had ever wanted children? All I know is that I wanted him to fill every hole inside of me. His cock continued to penetrate my mouth, and I ground my sex into my fingers hard, so aroused by the weight and fullness of my new body.

His cock exploded onto my tongue, his cum filling my mouth. I grabbed hold of him tight with my hand, not wanting to let any of him go to waste. String after string of his hot seed spilled onto my tongue and I swallowed it down greedily, cumming hard again as I felt it drip down my throat and into my belly.

After he finished, he pulled up his trousers and walked back towards the door.

“Yes you’re almost definitely ready. The orgasm should help keep the leaking at bay for now.”

He walked back into the corridor, the door closing behind him. I fell back onto the carpet, cursing myself for letting him take control of me again.

*

The next couple of days things went back to normal.

Well. As normal as things had been in the first place.

I resumed my cleaning duties, moving about the 44th floor with a renewed sense of vigor. Knowing that Jack was watching my every move now turned me on more than ever. Our morning and evening ritual remained the same, except now I took his cock in my mouth as well.

I was so aroused now that, I would bring myself to orgasm with each daily meeting, and then again at night under his instruction when I returned to my bedroom. Each morning I would awake to slightly damp sheets, my breasts growing bigger each day. Despite my best efforts to contain my arousal and prevent leaking, there always seemed to be a few drops present after sleeping.

It didn’t take long before I grew complacent and decided that I needed more. I thirsted for his cock so much, I fantasied almost constantly about how it would feel, his large muscled torso hovering over me as he sunk his large and throbbing cock deep into my wet pussy. I ached for him all throughout the day and all throughout the night.

Finally, one day I had decided enough was enough. Later that night I went into his office and decided now was the time to confront him once and for all. I stood in the office as he typed away at his computer.

“Evening Miss Emily.” He said without looking up. “All of the house work is finished I presumed?”

“Yes sir.” I answered dutifully.

“Good good. Well you may return to your room as usual. I’m a little too busy to play by our ordinary affairs tonight.”

No. Now it was time for him to hear me out.

“Sir please.”

“What’s that?” He asked, still not looking up.

“Please. I’ve waited long enough. I…I need to fuck you.”

He finished typing up whatever it was he was writing and slammed the laptop shut.

“You need it do you?” He got up and walked towards me.

“Need it just like you needed to leave? Like you needed to escape?”

His eyes burned with fury.

“Yes. Don’t think I haven’t been watching the cameras. I know that you don’t want to be here anymore.”

“No but I-!”

“SILENCE.” He ordered. His voice tore every iota of noise from the room. “You tried to betray me once and that was enough. When you first came here I warned you that any breach of your contract would result in immediate termination. So here we are.”

“No!” I cried, terrified of losing this now. Why was this happening, why was he doing this?

“I kept you around these last couple of days to see if I could stomach the idea of filling you with my seed. But you’re just not worthy. You haven’t earned it. You don’t deserve to carry such an honor.” He grabbed my arm and pulled me out of the room with him, taking me down the corridor somewhere.

“No please” I cried, tears streaming down my face. “I promise I’ll be a good girl, I promise I’ll do anything you want. Just give me one last chance, I just - PLEASE - I need to feel you inside of me. I need it more than anything.”

I was so hysterical I hadn’t even realized where he was taking me, I looked up and saw the door. The one door that led back to the outside world, the one door that tore me away from everything I had worked so hard for inside here. He punched a code into the keypad and the door opened. He pushed me through it and I felt onto the floor crying.

“We’re done here.” He said, turning away to leave.

“Please!” I screamed after him. “I’ll do anything please just give me one more chance.” I had never been more terrified in that moment, never been more afraid of losing something. I loved him, I loved him with every ounce of my soul and I would do anything to keep him, do anything to keep him happy.

I crawled along he corridor on my hands and knees, make up streaming down my face, my whole body burning with the most intense physical craving for him.

He stopped walking and turned to face me. I knelt on the floor blubbering, tears rolling down my face, an inconsolable mess.

“Please just…please fuck me master. I’ll do anything.”

He knelt down to my level, a smile on his face.

“I told you that I’d have you on your hands and knees begging when you came here.”

The  bastard. That fucking bastard. So he had said it after all. But most important of all, he’d been right. I wiped tears from my face with the back of my hand and looked up at him.

“…please.”

“Shh.” He brushed his hands through my thick hair.

“You’ve been such a very good girl Emily. You know you’ve been my favorite subject yet. So willing to please and eager to do your duty. It would be cruel of me to deny you of your needs now.”

I sobbed quietly, his fingers crossed my lips and he shushed me back to a sense of calm.

“Please master.” I pleaded. “I need you inside of me so much.”

He stared into my desperate eyes, his blue eyes twinkling with knowing, with mischief, with power.

“Lie down on your front.” He commanded. I did as he said so, the front of my body pressing against the carpet. The firm softness felt good against my groin. I pushed against it hard, closing my eyes and moaning.

Behind me I could hear him remove his trousers, then he climbed on top of me, his naked body pressing against my own.

“Oh Master.” I moaned, so wet and ready for him to enter me. My huge tits dribbled milk in anticipation, dampening the carpet beneath me.

“You’ve been such a good girl.” He said, stroking his fingers up the inside of my thighs and resting them gently against the lips of my pussy. His other hand traced up and pushed against my asshole, stroking small circles around it.

“I want to you tell me what you want.” He said, his fingers brushing inside of me ever so slightly.

“I want your cum inside of me master.” He placed his cock against me, the hard tip pressing against my folds. Oh god.

“Why do you want me to cum inside of you?”

He pushed his cock in slowly, my lips enveloping the head of his cock.

“I want your seed inside of my womb. I want to have your babies, I want-” He pushed his shaft all the way inside of me and I let out a long and hard gasp.

Every atom in my body cried out in joy. The space inside of me that had been aching to be filled, finally. He thrust in and out of me, his huge cock filling my tight walls completely.

His hands grabbed my ass firmly while he knelt above me, burying his cock deep inside of my pussy over and over.

“Oh master.” I cried. “It feels so good.” He thrust harder inside of me and I came hard. My eyes closed tight and my fingers and toes clenched hard. His cock felt like molten rock inside of me, every push sending me to higher heights.

“You’re going to carry my babies.” He cried, thrusting inside of me. “Your big milky tits will feed them, and you will be my little cum whore.”

“Yes!” I cried. “Yes!”

He came inside of me, he came long and he came hard. I’ve never had a man cum inside of me before, never felt anything like it before. I screamed out in ecstasy. Every string of his hot cum sent me into another wave of orgasm. His seed spilling forth, coating the walls of my womb and filling my pussy to it’s brim.

By the time we were done, we both lay there on the carpet for some time, catching our breath and simply staring off into the distance, basking in the glow.

One week later, I did a test and found out I was pregnant.

*

The empty halls of the 44th floor are a little noisier these days. But with three crying babes one would expect it to be. For the most part Jack still spends a lot of his day tending to his business needs, but he always makes sure to spend time with his children each night.

I live with him permanently now, I still clean the house in the day between looking after the kids, but I’ve also taken up a new responsibility. We’ve another batch of fertility milk on the way, Jack’s decided that he wants to have more children.

Now I’m picking out another girl whom we can turn into a lactating bimbo slut together. I can’t wait.

You wouldn’t happen to be looking for a job would you?

End
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