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    Chapter 1 
 
   The winter had been mild and spring was early that year with the ground clear of snow all the way up to the tree line. There was still a chill to the air, but at least the soft drizzle had now stopped. His boots felt damp, not a good sign, and his oiled jacket heavy and clinging on his back. He roused himself from the hide and packed away his camera and note book. He’d watched the last of the animals, a large male, raise his snout towards the sun to sniff the air and then, with a contented grunt, disappear into the sett. There had been eight badgers abroad that night, four adults and four young cubs that had stayed close to the sett. It was early in the year for cubs to be out and about; usually, they don’t emerge before April, but they all looked healthy enough. The adults had made forays out into the woods and the two males were away for more than four hours, having set off in opposite directions with purposeful intent. 
 
    Broden stood and stretched, and then slowly quartered the ground where the young badgers had been playing. Their slides were plain in the soft, damp earth and the man smiled to himself as he remembered the glee with which they’d tumbled down the bank. He retrieved the two infra-red lamps he’d attached to tree trunks to illuminate the area and then, with some reluctance, picked up his pack and moved silently through the wet undergrowth towards his camp. 
 
    Broden Creedy, for want of anything better to do, was an amateur naturalist. He was thirty-one years old to the day, six feet tall and stronger than most athletes, a result of ten years in the army. He’d left his previous employ with mixed feelings: he’d grown disillusioned with the work, but missed the camaraderie of his colleagues. Now he was unemployed, a free-spirit able to do what he pleased, and what pleased him at present was to study the nocturnal behaviour of the creatures that had intrigued him since he was a young boy. 
 
    The walk back to his camp took forty minutes and by the time he pushed through the last of the bracken into the small clearing, his clothes were beginning to steam gently with the warming sun. He dropped his pack through the flap of the dusty coloured tent, the same one he’d used as a teenager in the Black Mountains, and filled the billy with water from a bottle. He’d have a mug of tea, a celebratory birthday drink, and order the night’s notes before climbing into his sleeping bag for a few hours rest. 
 
    Technically, he was now homeless. The little grey tent hardly counted as an abode. It bothered him not one jot. His brother collected his mail and stored the few items of furniture that he possessed, but they saw little of one-another. Mike was a solicitor in Herefordshire with a wife and young family whilst Broden, the older of the brothers by two years was whatever he pleased. He lived occasionally in rented cottages or, more often, in B&B’s, moving on whenever he felt restless. He had his old, battered Landrover parked somewhere down the valley out the back of an old crofter’s farm cottage amongst the sheep and rusting farm implements and he had several hundred thousand pounds stashed away in different bank accounts for a rainy day, a day rainier than today. The money was his inheritance from his late father together with ten years of accrued savings while he was in gainful employment in the Queen’s service. 
 
    He was single. It wasn’t really his choice. He often dreamt about what it would be like to have a partner, a house, children, but the reality of actually meeting someone was beyond him. The army didn’t exactly prepare one for a happy domestic life and, to date, such a life had eluded him. It was hard to emotionally connect with a girl when much of your experience has been with the dead and dispossessed, the zealous rage of religiously driven fanatics, or the blank stares of the grief-stricken and despondent squatting in dusty gutters. What he needed now was not clinging responsibility, but wide skies, clean fresh air and silence and at present, the hills of Scotland were ideal for his purposes. 
 
    He swished the dark tea around the mug and drew a deep draft, staring up between the tall pines at a buzzard circling high above him in a rotating thermal. Then he drew aside the tent flap and crawled inside. 
 
    * 
 
    The day proved warm and sunny and Broden spent the afternoon lazing against a rock writing up his notes whilst his meal stewed on the tiny gas stove and his clothes dried spread over the bare tree branches. After eating, he spent a couple of hours sketching in a hard-backed drawing pad he’d bought in Perth with his selection of pencils laid out in a row beside him. It was a skill he was trying to develop, but the results were poor and unsatisfying. He’d captured the shape of the mossy covered rock before him, but the drawing looked flat and emotionless. He smiled as he considered what emotions a rock is likely to feel and closed the pad, instead picking up a novel to while away the hours. As the afternoon waned, he gathered together his pack and hefted it onto his back for the four mile trek to the next sett. 
 
    The light was fading fast by the time he was scrabbling over the rocky ridge and descending into the dank ravine. Evidence of the badgers was all around: the freshly turned earth where they'd been extending their living quarters and the muddy tracks radiating from the sett like an enormous spider’s web. Skid marks down the banks and paw prints showed where they'd been playing, but there were other marks too… human boot prints around the entrance to the sett. Broden stiffened. Something was not right. There was an unpleasant odour hanging in the damp air that made him uneasy. He knelt at the entrance to the sett and sniffed. The smell was worse. It was a smell he knew well; it was decaying flesh. 
 
    There was no point in examining the sett further; there would be nothing alive within. Instead, he retrieved a torch from his pack and followed the animal trail down the ravine. He’d gone no more than a few hundred yards before he came across a carcass. It was a young sow and she’d died in pain, her body twisted in death as she was slowly overcome by the poison. Broden swore and nudged the corpse with his toe. It had been dead at least a couple of days. Then a horrible thought struck him and he started to climb the steep side of the ravine en route to the next sett. It took him the rest of the night to check on the colonies and he discovered that of the five setts he knew about in the area, three had been destroyed in the last few days. 
 
    He returned to camp despondent and in a foul mood. Without even waiting to brew tea, he packed up the tent and started back down the hillside to the croft where he’d left the Landrover. It was nine by the time he slung the tent in the back of the vehicle and then looked around for Alan, the old guy who was kind enough to allow him to park. There was no-one in the cottage and no sign of the dogs, so he surmised the old man was somewhere on the hillsides tending his sheep. It didn’t take long to spot the black and white dogs racing across the barren slopes and Broden hefted his pack back on his shoulders and set off in pursuit. When he found him, Alan was sitting on a rock smoking his pipe with a flask of tea at his elbow. 
 
    “Beautiful morning it tis,” he said as Broden approached as if his sudden appearance was the most natural thing in the world. 
 
    “Sure is,” said Broden and settled himself beside the old man. There was a long moment of silence during which neither spoke and then Broden muttered under his breath, “Some-one’s been killing my badgers.” 
 
    The old man didn’t appear to hear and puffed steadily on his pipe. Eventually he spoke: “There’s no ministry cull round here…” Another puff as he continued to stare vacantly at the hillside. “There’s only one wee dairy herd in the glen and that’s at Ben Gareloch Farm at the head of the valley, about three miles along there,” and he pointed along the hillside with his staff. 
 
    “What do you know about it?” 
 
    “Not a lot. It was empty for three years after old MacKay died and then, according to Maggie the postie, it was bought last year by two sisters up from London called ‘Milne’. No-one ever sees them. Seems like they do all their business by post and Maggie only sees them when she needs a signature. I see their car every-so-often and a milk tanker calls every other day, but beyond that, it’s as if they don’t exist.” 
 
    “They don’t employ anyone then?” 
 
    Alan shrugged. “Not as far as I know. Talk in the village is that they don’t know what they're doing. For a start, they’ve got Jerseys up there. Jerseys for Christ’s sake. How they're coping with the snow God only knows” 
 
    Broden had a vision of two aging spinsters struggling through the wooded hillside to poison the setts. The thought didn’t seem plausible and he pushed it from his mind. 
 
    “I’ll go and talk to them. Maybe they’ve engaged someone…” He left the sentence hanging. Perhaps it’s nothing to do with Ben Gareloch Farm. Or perhaps these sisters are struggling about the mountain sides alone. More likely, they're paying someone to destroy the setts. They may not even know that that’s what is being done. In any event, he has to know. It can’t be allowed to continue. 
 
    He thanked the old man and set off along the slope with the narrow valley spread out to his right and the tiny lane far below bordering woodland and rough pastures. Higher up there was heath and finally the ground rising steeply towards the rounded massif peaks of the surrounding mountains. To his left, he could see above him little more than rugged pasture dotted with sheep, the higher ground being beyond his horizon. He walked for 40 minutes and saw ahead that the valley’s bed began to rise steadily until he only had to walk down through a thin copse to reach the lane and Ben Gareloch Farm less than half mile distant. 
 
    He was about to push his way through the vegetation and onto the lane, when a figure further down the valley caught his attention. It was a girl dressed in Lycra vest and shorts running up the lane and she was setting a fast pace. He slunk back into the shadows and watched as she approached. She was tall and slender and moving with a fluid grace that placed each step neatly and with precision, her dark ponytail flicking from side to side with each alternate pace. The Lycra hugged her body tightly to conform closely to her small breasts, narrow waist and swelling hips and leave little to the imagination. Guiltily, he watched as she glided past and continued up the lane ignorant of his proximity. He supposed she might be a daughter or even a granddaughter visiting for a vacation; in any event, he didn’t want to alarm her by jumping out of a wood in front of her. A quarter of a mile up the lane, she turned into the farm and Broden stepped from cover. 
 
    All appeared quiet as he approached the farm. It looked typical of the small-holdings in the area: a small yard with a low, stone built croft under a slate roof to the right and a larger wooden barn to the left. Between the two were two other buildings, the nearer of which was obviously an old milking shed - part wooden, part brick - identified by the wood palisades that guided the cows in and out of adjacent doors in its gabled end. The farther building was almost completely hidden by this shed. Broden could see it was tiled with the same slates, but built of new concrete blocks. Between these farm buildings and the cottage was the field gate and, beyond that, a small herd of Jersey cattle pulling at hay bales thrown onto the coarse grass. 
 
    As soon as he approached the farm’s entrance, a collie materialized from the open barn door and ran at him barking excitedly. Broden stood his ground and the dog stopped some six feet short, but continued with its noisy greeting. The same girl stepped from the barn and smiled when she saw Broden. 
 
    “I'm looking for the owner,” called Broden above the sound of the dog. “One of the Milne sisters, I understand.” 
 
    “That’ll be me then,” said the girl. “I’m Lindsey Milne. Heather’s in the barn.” She looked at the dog and shouted for it to be quiet. It reluctantly obeyed, dancing sideways away from the girl to sit staring alternately at her and Broden with equal animosity. 
 
    Broden was taken aback. This was unexpected. Instead of an aging spinster, there stood before him a young woman who couldn’t have been much older than twenty. It took all his powers of concentration to keep his eyes focused on her face. “Broden Creedy,” he said and returned the withering smile. 
 
    “Broden... That’s a Scottish name, isn’t it? Are you local?” 
 
    “No Miss; I’m from Hereford. I've been studying the badger colonies in the area.” Her smile didn’t waver and he continued: “A number of the setts have been destroyed and I wondered if you knew anything about it.” 
 
    “You mean did we do it?” she asked with her composure unruffled. 
 
    Broden shrugged his shoulders. “Not necessarily. There may be other explanations.” 
 
    She looked back over her shoulder with her hands on her hips and called Heather and, in so doing, pushed her chest forward. The temptation was too great for him and his eyes dropped to her breasts, neat and beautifully contoured with their nipples plainly visible pressed against the stretched Lycra. Her pubis, too, was also clearly defined by the stressed material to such an extent that it strongly suggested if not overtly displayed labial detail. 
 
    Her head snapped back and Broden was slightly too slow in realigning his sight. She grinned. “She’ll be here in a jiffy. Perhaps she’s heard something,” and when Heather did appear, Lindsey addressed her in a voice that Broden couldn’t fail to hear. “This is Mr Creedy. He’s a naturalist and has been studying all the badgers in the area. He’s asking if we know anything about setts being poisoned.” 
 
    Broden stiffened. He’d not mentioned anything about poison. 
 
    Heather was similar in height and form to her sister with the same oval shaped face and full, soft lips. She was, if anything, slightly more muscular with long, fair hair that cascaded over the shoulders of her loose-fitting red shirt to hang in ringlets at breast height. She was wearing a skirt, a green tartan kilt that was far too short to be traditional, and her long, straight legs were bronzed by last summer’s sun. On her feet she wore heavy leather walking boots. 
 
    Heather stared at Broden with a wide-eyed, innocent gaze. “Badgers?” she said as if the creatures had never entered her consciousness. “I don’t think we’ve ever seen them round here.” 
 
    “Are you here as part of a project?” asked Lindsey and Broden shook his head. 
 
    “No. There’s just me. I suppose you’d call me an amateur.” 
 
    “Away on holiday then? A well-earned break from work no doubt?” 
 
    Broden smiled. “No… I’ve been living up on the hill in my tent. It’s all the work I need. You do know it’s illegal to kill badgers, don’t you? It’s illegal and it can land you in all sorts of trouble.” 
 
    His thinly veiled threat appeared to fall on deaf ears and Lindsey continued: “I’ve never really considered it before. It’s not a subject that’s ever concerned me. But don’t they cull badgers?” 
 
    “Not around here…” 
 
    Heather took up the conversation: “Well, I’m sorry Mr Creedy, but it seems we can’t be much help to you, but won’t you stay and have tea with us? We don’t have many visitors here.” As she spoke, she turned to her sister and smiled and Broden was conscious that unsaid words passed between them. Heather had moved to stand behind an old oil drum and lifted her foot up onto the drum to retie her shoe lace. Broden glimpsed a tantalizing flash of red underwear and pale flesh beneath the kilt and, as she leaned forward, the neck of her shirt gaped to reveal a small, naked breast with its teat hanging low. 
 
    He was sure the girls were lying, but rather than wanting him to leave, Heather in particular seemed keen that he should stay even to the extent of displaying herself. How could he refuse and he nodded his agreement. 
 
    “Then come with us,” said Lindsey and he was led towards the back of the cottage past a shiny BMW SUV and into an old fashioned kitchen, a girl to either side guiding his progress. 
 
    He sat at the old pine table and Heather busied herself filling the kettle and lighting the stove. Lindsey went into the pantry and Broden heard her moving tins and clinking crockery. She appeared with a jam sponge cake on a plate and three side plates that she spread around the table. As she sat opposite Broden with the cake, Heather took the teapot into the pantry for the tea, re-emerging shortly afterwards to add boiling water. Then she too sat and Lindsey divided the cake whilst Heather poured the tea. 
 
    “Milk, Mr Creedy?” 
 
    He shook his head and she handed him a tea cup on a saucer containing strong, black tea. Then she poured out the other two cups and added a little milk to each. 
 
    “Do you do a lot of animal studies, Mr Creedy? It must be very interesting.” 
 
    “It has its appeal.” He took a sip of the hot tea. 
 
    “Why do you do it?” asked Lindsey. 
 
    “I like animals. They can be a lot kinder than humans.” 
 
    “Perhaps,” said the girl, “But nature can be cruel too. I saw an eagle take a new born lamb last month.” 
 
    “The eagle has to feed its chicks too.” 
 
    “And your badgers… What do they eat?” 
 
    “Earthworms and snails mainly. Sometimes a rabbit. Anything they can get; they're omnivorous.” 
 
    “I read somewhere that they suckle milk from cows and give them bovine tuberculosis,” said Heather. 
 
    “You can’t believe everything you read. That sounds more like a myth to me.” 
 
    “Do you really think so? Sometimes I lie in bed at night and I can hear them snuffling around the outside of the building.” 
 
    “I thought you said you’ve never seen them round here.” 
 
    “I haven’t. I have heard them at night though.” 
 
    “It must be very exciting alone on the mountain at night,” said Lindsey quickly. “I don’t think I could ever live on my own,” and she glanced at Heather. “You don’t have a family, then Mr Creedy?” He shook his head. “Or a house?” He smiled and shook again. “Or a job?” 
 
    “Were you thinking of offering me one?” He regarded the girl and sipped more of the tea, apparently immune to the scolding heat. 
 
    “I don’t know. What sort of work can you do?” 
 
    “I don’t think you do the sort of work I’d be interested in…” He stared at the girl to see if his unsaid message touched home and then drained his teacup. “I understand you’ve only been here for a sort time. Were you farmers before?” 
 
    “No…” laughed Lindsey. “I studied art and Heather was a trainee pharmacist.” 
 
    “It’s where I learned all about poisons,” said Heather and stared at Broden defiantly. “And tranquilizers.” 
 
    Broden saw for the first time that neither of the girls had touched their tea. He rose unsteadily to his feet, but his legs were like jelly and he felt himself fall against the table and slip slowly to the floor. Then his eyelids closed and he felt no more. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
   Consciousness crept slowly back into Broden’s life. He opened his eyes sluggishly and saw dust motes lit by the dying sunlight hanging in the still air and, to his left, a line of cows in wooden stalls being milked. He was sitting up in the milking shed with his back to a wooden rail. His arms were spread out to either side of his shoulders and tied to the same rail. He tried to move, but his feet were tied to the stanchions of the opposite stalls with ropes that held his legs spread open. The clicking sound of a milking pump augmented the knocking of wooden gates and the soft bellowing of the cattle as they were systematically released and made their way back to the pasture. Suddenly, the sound of the pump stopped, a last gate banged, and the last of the cows stepped from the milking parlour. 
 
    “Oh look Lindsey. Our hobo’s awake.” 
 
    Broden peered up from his sitting position to see the two girls watching him. Heather was dressed as before, but Lindsey had now changed into a thick woollen frock with buttons from neck to hem. She’d applied lipstick too and it had the effect of making her look even younger. 
 
    “What do you think you're doing?” asked Broden with a slurred voice. 
 
    “Us?” exclaimed Heather in a surprised tone. “We’ll say it was you that burst in here and tried to rape us. Who do you think the police will believe?” 
 
    “What do you want from me? Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “I would have thought that was obvious. But then again, for someone with such a slow brain as yours, perhaps not…” She glanced at Lindsay who was leaning against the opposite rail and looking a little uncomfortable. 
 
    “Sisters…” giggled Heather. “Lindsey is my lover, my wife.” 
 
    “We’re not actually married, of course,” said Lindsey. “But she changed her name to mine to make it more real. We wanted people to think we were, but nobody has asked; they all just jumped to the wrong conclusion.” 
 
    “And you thought it was you we wanted…” giggled Heather again. “All I had to do was flash a bit of tit and you became as pliable as putty. Why would we want someone like you when we have each other?” and she turned to Lindsey and kissed her, one hand holding Lindsey’s head so that their lips were pressed together and the other crushing her left breast through the material of the frock. Lindsey reciprocated, melting against her with a soft mewing sound, but her eyes were on Broden. 
 
    They broke apart and Heather turned her attention back to Broden. “You know where all those vermin are around here. They could be killing our cows; we want to know where the other setts are.” 
 
    “There’s no evidence that the badgers round here are carrying tuberculosis. You're murdering them unnecessarily.” 
 
    “That’s not what the press says.” 
 
    “It depends what you read. Look at the scientific journals, not the sensationalist dailies.” 
 
    “Scientists never agree and we can’t afford to take risks. Now, are you going to be cooperative?” 
 
    “Don’t be fucking daft. I'm not telling you anything…” 
 
    “We’ll see,” said Heather cryptically and sat down next to Broden on the concrete walkway. She leant back so that his arm stretched across her shoulders. Lindsey, grinning fit to burst, adopted a mirror-image pose on his other side. Heather took the lead and rested a hand on his crotch. “You know we could be good for you,” she said in a sweet, inviting voice. “Show him a tit, Lindsay.” 
 
    On his other side, Lindsey stared at Heather with a startled expression, but a few seconds later began unbuttoning her frock from the neck. He watched her silently. When she’d reached her waist, she shrugged her arms from their sleeves and snuggled her naked torso against his side. Her breasts were just as he’d imagined: pale, modest and beautifully formed with small nipples that rapidly hardened in the cooling air. Her hand crept up his thigh to join her lesbian lover’s over his crotch and together they started unwrapping their prize. Broden was disappointingly flaccid, but Heather wasn’t to be so easily thwarted. With a rapid, fluid motion, she pulled the shirt over her head and stood before him between his spread legs. 
 
    “Do you want a floor show then?” she asked and started to unfasten the short kilt. “Would you like a flash of fanny?” She started swaying from side to side, bouncing her chest with amateurish moves whilst she fumbled with the kilts belt, but the effect of her jiggling breasts was still hypnotic. If Broden was being fastidiously critical, he would have said that she was very slight larger than Lindsey and that her nipples were bigger, but then again, it may just have been because she was in motion. Then the fastenings of her skirt were free and she revealed herself like a Christmas present. She was left wearing nothing but her work boots and the tiny, red satin thong that Broden had glimpsed earlier. “What do you think then? Nice tits? A ‘good bit of arse’?” and she pulled the front of the thong up so that it pressed into her to reveal her labial contours. 
 
    “Heather…” cooed Lindsey and with a little, high-pitched chuckle. 
 
    Heather looked at her. “Come on kid; show him what you’ve got,” and she held out a hand to pull Lindsey to her feet. Lindsey stood and her frock slipped to the floor to reveal black lace pants. 
 
    “Well, Mr hobo. It’s your lucky day. Two young wenches waiting to be fucked… Which one would you like to do first? All you need to do is tell us where the other setts are.” 
 
    “Heather…” whispered Lindsey. “I don’t know that I want to…” 
 
    Heather just laughed. “Don’t worry sweetie; he’s not going to tell us, are you, Mr Tough Guy?” 
 
    “Go to hell. I’m not going to encourage your blood lust.” 
 
    Heather’s smile faded and she sank to her haunches and gripped his penis. “Let’s see how much of this you can stand,” and she started rhythmically squeezing him while Lindsey stood over her looking on. After a few minutes, nothing much was happening and she stopped. 
 
    “Perhaps he’s gay,” said Lindsey. “Now wouldn’t that be ironic?” and she laughed at her own joke. Heather rose and without a word walked away down the milking parlour. Lindsey took her place and reached out with tentative fingers to his semi-flaccid cock. 
 
    “You don’t have to do that. I have a much better idea…” Heather was pulling a small handcart behind her that carried a milking pump, a cluster of teat cups and a milk churn. 
 
    Lindsey rose. “Heather, you can't.” 
 
    “Of course I can. You just watch. An hour or two of this and he’ll be more than keen to tell us everything.” She parked the cart at his feet and plugged the unit in to an adjacent wall socket. Then she looked down at the gleaming, stainless steel equipment, retrieved a galvanised bucket and swapped it for the milk churn. “We’ve no need to sully the milk churn; I'm sure this bucket will be more than adequate,” and both girls burst out giggling. 
 
    “You're making a big mistake here, ladies,” said Broden. “Untie me and promise not to harm the remaining colonies and we’ll say no more about this…” 
 
    It was Heather leading this particular assault: “It’s you that’s making the mistake, Mr Hobo. Tell us now or the little prick gets it…” Broden remained grim faced and silent. “Right, you’ve had your chance,” and she picked up a roll of gaffer tape she’d placed on the cart and tore of a strip. 
 
    “Don’t do this… I’m warning you…” 
 
    It was the last intelligible thing he said to the girls before Heather pressed the tape over his mouth and followed it with two more wide strips just to make sure. Broden was reduced to grunting sounds and a feeble wiggling of his hips that did nothing to impede her next task. She turned the pump on and Lindsey just watched as Heather held Broden’s penis in an upright position, touched the open end of a teat cup against his glans and clicked open the valve at the base of the cup. The cup was sucked over him until it was hard against his crotch and the then the pulsator started to operate. There was an almost constant negative pressure pulling at him, but the pulsator worked on the pressure in the outer chamber around the silicone inner tube, switching it from vacuum pressure to atmospheric in a blink of an eye and causing the inner tube to grip tight and then release at the rate of once a second. 
 
    Broden swelled until he was much bigger than the largest cattle teat, but the machine was unimpressed. It continued squeezing and releasing as the vacuum drew ever more blood into the engorged organ. Before him, Heather had sunk to her knees in front of Lindsey and was rhythmically rubbing Lindsay’s lace clad pubis with an exaggerated show of contrived lust, but Lindsay’s own face was just staring at Broden. It was the last image he saw before his eyelids started flickering and he ejaculated into the teat cup. 
 
    The machine didn’t stop… It continued systematically pulling and squeezing at his hypersensitised organ while he tensed all the muscles in his torso and screwed his eyes tight in an attempt to ride out the intense spasms. He was unsuccessful and within less than a minute he’d lapsed into unconsciousness. 
 
    * 
 
    When he awoke, it was dark outside. The milking parlour was lit only by two dim bulbs and he was alone. He could just make out the digits on his watch and saw it was past midnight. His arms were feeling stiff but his penis was gratifyingly flaccid. The teat cup had been removed and was hanging from the side of the milking cart, prudently separated from the other three of the cluster, but the fact that the cart was still close by did not bode well. For a while, he pushed and pulled at his bonds, but could detect no give anywhere and soon lapsed into a fitful sleep. 
 
    He was awoken again by the banging of a gate at six. The sun had yet to rise and the sky was still dark as the cows filed into the far end of the parlour. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    It was Lindsey’s cheery voice greeting him. 
 
    “I trust you slept well. Have you reconsidered our offer over night?” 
 
    She meant ‘Are you ready to talk’ and he shook his head. She looked disappointed. “You must…” she said and glanced along the line of cows. “Let me see to the cows and then we’ll talk.” 
 
    It took her over an hour to milk the fifteen or so cows using two other portable milking carts and then she was back by his side. He grunted and shook his head, but she only smiled sweetly and nodded. She knelt between his knees and touched his penis, reaching out to him like it was some treasured jewel. It was an unnatural dark puce colour and she watched his face in case it was painful. 
 
    “Please tell us what we need to know. Heather’s really determined, you know. She won’t give up.” 
 
    Broden grunted and shook his head. Lindsay hesitated for a long time before slowly leaning forward to gently engulf its head between her lips and stroke him with her tongue. Now it was Lindsey who was wearing a woollen jumper with a wide, crew neck and it gaped open below her chest to give glimpses of her tits hanging below her, their teats bobbing with the movements of her head. She was probably unaware of the show and he could feel himself stirring, swelling within her grasp with the thought of their soft mass cradled in his hands. 
 
    There was the sound of a distant door closing and Lindsey looked up towards the entrance to the parlour. Heather was about and the sound of another nearer door and the crunch of footsteps on gravel made Lindsay give him a pleading look, but when he just stared back at her, she reluctantly reached behind her and turned on the pump. She held the teat cup over the tip of his penis and stared into his eyes for long moments. He saw that she was biting on her lower lip, the indecision plain on her face, but then a gate crashing at the far end of the shed resolved her mind; she flicked open the valve and dropped the teat cup over his semi-rigid shaft. Broden let out a deep grunt and shifted against the rail so violently that she jumped back. 
 
    “Good morning, Mr Hobo. Still obstinate I see. Well, it may not matter… Lindsey, come quickly and see what I’ve found.” 
 
    Broden was once again alone, but now the pump was milking him for the second time. He threw himself back against the rail, but there was no hope of dislodging the infernal machine and all the time it was drawing on him, inducing him to swell larger and cyclically gripping his shaft like some demented nymphomaniac. He climaxed again, jetting semen into the teat cup and instantly causing his glans to become super sensitive. The pressure and the demonic gripping continued unabated and his whole body spasmed, lifting his hips from the floor on stiff legs and flooding his brain with intensely bright light that only faded as he lapsed once more into unconsciousness. 
 
    * 
 
    It was ten before he stirred again and he was still alone. The parlour was quiet and the teat cup had once again been removed from his penis and stowed back on the cart. He flexed his shoulders and legs. His buttocks were numb where he’d been sitting so long on the hard concrete and his hands were numb from the cords about his wrists, probably as a result of his last spasmodic reaction to the orgasm. He pulled on a wrist and the cord dug painfully deeper. Then he flexed his legs, lifting his body clear of the floor and pulling equally on either side of the aisle. He tried stretching to push against the far rail with his feet, but the distance was too great and he reluctantly sank back to the concrete. 
 
    He was still for some time, summoning up his strength before leant forward as far as his bonds allowed. Then he drew in a deep breath and slammed his shoulders back against the wooden rail. There was an intense jarring of his shoulder blades, but little else. He tried again and the pain shot through his bruised shoulders with little or no damage to the wood. On the third attempt, he heard the quiet snap of fibres and hoped it was wood and not bone. 
 
    For another few minutes, he rested and then shuffled his body as high as he could manage in an attempt to press undamaged flesh against the rail. He breathed deep and then flung himself forward, snapping all the cords tight before lunging backwards. This time, there was a loud crack and he felt the rail give a little. Another deep breath held fast in his lungs and another violent thrust, and with the splintering sound of breaking wood the rail snapped between his shoulder blades and he fell back between the broken spars. One side of the broken rail fell from its socket in a post supporting a roof rafter and Broden was able to swing his now mobile arm towards the other and work on the knots holding his wrists. It wasn’t easy with little feeling in his hands, but the outcome was never in doubt. 
 
    Within ten minutes he’d freed his arms and untied his feet from the opposite posts. He pulled the tape from his face and slowly turned onto his knees before rising unsteadily to his feet, straightening his clothes, and refastening his belt. Then he set off on stiff legs towards the house with his face set in an attitude of retribution. 
 
    The door was unlocked, but the house was empty. The kitchen showed the remains of a cooked breakfast and he suddenly felt hungry, realising that he’d not eaten for a whole day. He rummaged in the pantry, drinking most of a pint of milk from a glass bottle and stealing the remains of the cake he was offered the night before. Then he noticed a bottle that didn’t belong; a white plastic bottle with a yellow label that read: ‘Recombinant Bovine Somatotropin’. 
 
    He turned from the pantry deep in thought, but then noticed something even more alarming: his pack was on the floor in the corner of the kitchen and it was open. A quick search through its contents confirmed his worst fears; his notebook with the locations of all the badger setts in the area was missing. 
 
    Outside, the BMW was still parked beside the cottage, but the girls were nowhere to be found and a cold chill run down his back. He knew by heart the locations of the two surviving setts and set off at a jog towards the closest. It was little more than a mile away across rough heath and rocky outcrops and took him half an hour. The vehicle could have done the journey in less than ten minutes using a circuitous route that went down the lane for two miles and then traversed the terrain along a logging trail to pass within a hundred yards of the sett. 
 
    As he approached the location, he saw no sign of the girls or a vehicle. There was no sign of the badgers either, but that was not surprising; they should all be underground fast asleep. At first glance, all seemed well. There was no poisoned meat lying about the sett and no sign that any had been thrown down the tunnel, although there was an odd skid mark in the moist earth disappearing into the tunnel’s entrance. Then Broden found tell-tale boot prints in the soft earth; small girl-sized boot prints. They'd been there, but he wasn’t sure what they’d done if anything. He searched further afield and he didn’t need to go far before he found vehicle tyre tracks in the soft earth. They showed the distinctive pattern of a small farm tractor. 
 
    He could get nothing more from his visit and decided to go to the last sett, a good six miles from his present location and well beyond the usual range of a foraging badger. Indeed, badger colonies rarely share the same territory, so the likelihood of more than one of the colonies ever visiting the farm is extremely remote, but the girls probably didn’t know that. It took another two hours of laboured hiking over the rough terrain to reach the last sett. It was the one he’d spent a happy time three nights ago watching as the young played. 
 
    Again, he found he was alone at the sett, but now he knew what to look for. There were the recent boot print around the entrance and, fifty paces away at the edge of the wood, tractor tracks. Back at the sett, he bent low at the entrance. There was a similar mark on the earth that could have been where the badgers naturally slide as they descend into the tunnel, but he’d never noticed it before. He could, however, detect the sweet animal smell of living creatures. 
 
    He decided that maybe the girls were on a reconnaissance mission and they would return later with the tainted bait. He was tempted to go back to the farm and confront them, but he wasn’t sure what, if anything, they’d done. Perhaps the best thing would be to stay at the sett that night and observe the badgers. Then, at least, he’d know they were still safe. 
 
    He settled himself in the hide he’d used the other night and waited. And he waited. The badgers did not emerge. With the first light of morning he crept down to the sett and peered into the tunnel. Then it hit him. There was no longer just the sweet smell of animal body odours. That smell was fading and was tainted by an altogether less savoury scent. 
 
    * 
 
    He now knew what they’d done. There was only one way he knew to kill badgers in their sett and that was with gas. The culls of the seventies and eighties had used hydrogen-cyanide gas, but that was difficult to come be. An alternative that had been used spasmodically since then was carbon-monoxide. There is even documentary evidence to suggest that the UK Government has been conducting secret trial since 2013 on the effectiveness of using this gas to control badger numbers. Now Broden was certain that this was what the girls had done. They’d used a pipe from the exhaust of the old tractor to direct the fumes into the setts. The badgers were dead; there was no more he could do… 
 
    Despondently, he walked back to check on the other sett and could detect the same unhealthy smell emanating from the tunnel. He was in a cold rage at the futility of it all. The callous, ignorant and uncaring attitude of the girls who had murdered five badger colonies without knowing whether the disease they were trying to avoid was even prevalent in the area. Slowly, he walked back towards the cottage where he’d parked his Landrover and coldly he planned his revenge. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
   He visited Ben Gareloch Farm again three nights later in the early hours. His plan was simple. The girls professed to be farmers, but how could they be when they knew so little about nature. They’d chosen totally inappropriate cattle for the environment, presumably for no other reason than they looked attractive, and were now denuding the valley of its wildlife. Recombinant Bovine Somatotropin was not a good choice either. As he’d suspected and confirmed on the internet, the solution was a genetically created bovine growth hormone used to increase the milk yield of cattle. Although licenced in the US, the hormone is illegal to use in Canada, Australasia and the European Union. 
 
    Broden was going to show them how real nature works, teach them what happens when you meddle with the natural cycle of things, and demonstrate to them the responsibilities they must assume for the care and well-being of their animals. The fact that he was going to get his revenge for their trick with the milking cup was a sweet and totally apposite extra. 
 
    A faint moon was shimmering behind a layer of thin cloud when he approached the farm and, as expected, the collie came bounding from the barn barking. A pound of diced beef thrown onto the ground proved an eminently effective distraction and with the dog fully occupied recovery every last cube, Broden had a task to do. The farm had only one source of water for the house; it was pumped from a well at the back of the property and he carefully pushed back the cover. He’d come prepared with a plastic bottle containing a hormonal dilution of bovine oestrogen (estradiol-17beta) and progesterone in the ratio of 1:3.5. These are the hormones that stimulate both cows and women to prepare for lactation. 
 
    He tied a coil of wire through the handle of the bottle to assist in its recovery at a later date, pierced the bottle in two places with his knife, and dropped the whole lot down the well. 
 
    With cattle, the process initiated by the hormones takes eighteen days to complete, but there was no information on the internet regarding how long it would take a woman; he decided to allow a month. 
 
    * 
 
    “Heather… My breasts hurt and I’m sure they're larger.” 
 
    Heather peered round the bathroom door at her friend. She did look bigger. Heather stepped from behind the door and stuck out her chest. “My nipples hurt too… Do I look bigger to you?” 
 
    “You do. God, what’s happening to us?” 
 
    “It’s probably something we ate. People can become allergic to certain foods and that can have a peculiar effect on their bodies; their lips or feet swell. We must have eaten something that has triggered this reaction. Don’t worry too much. I expect we’ll be back to normal within a week.” 
 
    Two more weeks passed before they were inclined to seek medical help. In the interim period, their breasts had swelled in size from their usual 34B to at least a generous C cup. The clinic was in Perth and the clinician was a short man with thinning hair. He examined them both individually and then addressed them together. “Well, I expected to find one or other of you pregnant, but that seems not to be the case.” 
 
    “Neither of us can be pregnant because neither of us have been with a man,” exclaimed Heather with an indignant voice. 
 
    “Quite so…” 
 
    “In any case, how can that affect both of us?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s quite easy. When two people are close and one becomes sick, the other often develops the same symptoms. It’s called an empathic illness. I assume you two are close friends?” 
 
    It was a tactful way of phrasing the question and the girls just grinned at each other. 
 
    “It’s a sort of sympathetic reaction to stress and can result in real physical manifestations. I’m not suggesting for one minute that becoming pregnant is the same thing as becoming sick, but the same reaction can apply.” 
 
    “But you’ve just agreed that neither of us are pregnant,” said Heather with exasperation. 
 
    “Yes, quite…” repeated the little man. He was running out of ideas rapidly. “Tell me, have either of you experienced a discharge from your nipples?” Both girls shook their heads. “Still it could be a disorder called galactorrhea. It can have many causes, particularly excessive nipple stimulation.” He eyed them both suspiciously, but they returned nothing but innocent gazes. “Are you both experiencing normal periods?” 
 
    “Mine was a bit weak last week,” said Lindsay. 
 
    “Me too,” added Heather. “We usually coincide,” and again the girls grinned at each other. 
 
    “Well, it could be that one of you is having what we call a phantom pregnancy and the other is empathizing, but I think it’s more likely to be a form of galactorrhea. Let’s just see how it develops over the coming weeks. I can’t actually find anything wrong with your breasts, they look and feel very healthy to me, and I suspect the symptoms will just fade and disappear in a week or so. Try to ignore the condition and come back and see me if anything starts to worry you.” 
 
    * 
 
    “He had no idea, did he?” asked Lindsay. 
 
    “None whatsoever. What shall we do now?” 
 
    “I quite like them…” 
 
    “Well, yes, but that’s not the point. We ought to find out what’s causing it.” 
 
    “How can we do that if even the specialist doesn’t know? All we can do is wait and see what happens next.” 
 
    What happened next was that they both grew even larger over the next week and then Broden returned. From his hillside encampment he watched the farm through binocular and saw Lindsay set out on her daily run up the lane. That was when he descended through the wood to wait at the side of the road. He needed to assure himself that the time was right to proceed to stage two of his plan. He concealed himself well in the vegetation to watch and hadn’t long to wait. Lindsay still had the same lithe body and long legs, but instead of her small, neat breasts, her bust had swelled to such an extent that her usual sports bra was quite inadequate. With every pace, her breasts bounced down and then recoiled either to the right or left, moving in complex waves that she struggled to control. 
 
    Broden smiled to himself. With the sight of one of the perpetrators, his resolve hardened. He was not generally a sadistic person, but these girls need to be shown the raw realities of life. They couldn’t be allowed to trample over nature with impunity, not to mention the assault they instigated on him. 
 
    That night, he returned to the farm with his pound of beef, a grappling hook on a long cord and a bottle of foul tasting, clear liquid. He also had a small bottle of the hormone prolactin and a syringe. As expected, the collie came bounding towards him, but this time it didn’t make a sound. Broden patted its head and tossed the diced meat on the ground to watch the dog enthusiastically hoover up the delicacy. At the well, he fished out the hormone bottle by snagging the coil of wire with the grappling hook and poured the other contaminant into the water in its place. Finally, he had only one task left. The contaminant in the well will discourage the girls from further drinking the water and he knew from his previous visit to the house that there was a store of bottled water in the pantry for emergencies: a row of six five litre bottles. As expected, the cottage was not locked and he crept quietly into the kitchen. He injected all six of the bottles through their plastic caps with a dose of prolactin and, to make his evening’s work easier the following night, he dosed their half empty bottle of red wine with a generous amount of rohypnol. 
 
    He hoped he’d done his research correctly… Enhanced levels of oestrogen and progesterone during pregnancy encourages breast tissue to generate and prepare to lactate, but it is actually a drop in these levels at the time of birth together with a sudden rise in the body’s natural levels of prolactin that triggers lactation to start. Broden’s aim was to start lactation with the sudden burst of prolactin from the water bottles. These girls were about to have a big surprise. 
 
    * 
 
    “Urgh! This tastes awful. What have you done?” 
 
    Lindsay looked crestfallen with Heather’s response to her morning tea and tentatively sipped her own cup. “Oh, that’s terrible. I haven’t done anything. It must be the water.” 
 
    It was only six in the morning and the cows were queuing at the parlour door for their morning milking, but the girls were still in their dressing gowns. So attired, they trooped out to the well and slid aside the cover. Heather lowered a cup tied to a piece of string and soon the prognosis was confirmed: the water did taste awful. 
 
    “This must be what’s making our breasts larger,” exclaimed Lindsay and Heather nodded agreement. “We’ll use the bottled water for drinking; we have loads of it and we can stock up with more at the weekend,” and so saying, she sealed their fate… 
 
    * 
 
    Broden entered the house at eleven that evening, silently moving through the kitchen to the sitting room. Both girls were slumped together on the settee fast asleep with the empty wine bottle on the table in front of them. They were each clothed in nightdresses ready for bed. He reached out to Lindsay and gently lifted her heavy left breast. When he pressed it, milk oozed from its teat and wetted her nightdress. He did the same with Heather’s right and witnessed the same result; both were lactating. 
 
    A quick survey of the house identified the main bedroom shared by both girls and two smaller guest rooms, each with an old-fashioned iron bedstead. He went out to his Landrover still in the lane and moved it to the back of the cottage, re-entering the building with a holdall full of leather and chains that he deposited in the first of the guest rooms. Returning to the sitting room, he roused Lindsay. 
 
    “Come on sweetie, time for bed.” 
 
    “I don’t want to… Let me stay here...” 
 
    “No, you must come to bed. Here I’ll help you.” 
 
    He bent low to wrap her arm about his shoulders and then rose, pulled her unsteadily to her feet. He tried to walk with her, but her legs weren’t working, so he resorted to picking her up and carrying her. In the first of the single bedrooms, he laid her on the bed and pulled her nightdress up and over her head. She barely stirred. 
 
    She was now completely naked and lay on her back with her breasts forming heavy mounds on her chest. They sagged to either side and caused her nipples, now considerably larger than when she’d last displayed them, to point in opposite directions. Broden stared down at them. They were now his… 
 
    His eyes drifted lower to her depilated pubis and, lower still, to her vulva and labial lips. He imagined easing her legs wider apart and climbing onto her, but quickly discounted the idea; he preferred his women conscious. 
 
    He rifled in the holdall and drew out a leather arm binder. With a single heave, he rolled her over onto her stomach and folded her arms behind her back. A strap linked them together and then the leather pouch of the binder completely enclosed them. He rolled her back and pulled the sides of the binder over her shoulders like a jacket and fastened them together under her chin. The garment was pulled into a pleasing arc above her bare breasts. 
 
    Next out of the bag was a leather head harness consisting of a number of linked straps that crossed her face and neck to buckle behind her head. The harness held a small ring 2.5 cm in diameter between her teeth. It wasn't wide enough to strain her jaws and by itself, it wouldn’t stop her talking, but it wasn't by itself. He pushed a black, 6 cm long sausage-like plug made of a soft gel material through the ring until a flange around its base stopped it going further. Then he pressed in a plunger protruding from the front of the plug until it clicked into place flush with the flange. The plunger forced its way through the centre of the plug and the effect was to cause the plug to balloon out sideways behind the ring and lock itself in place. It was an effective seal, fat enough to obstruct if she opened her mouth wide, but soft enough to bulge back into her throat if she closed her jaws. 
 
    Broden first came across this type of plug in Afghanistan when he was in the forces, although it was actually manufactured in China. In Eastern Europe and parts of the Middle East it’s known as an ‘Amenity Plug’ and its purpose is primarily to impose silence on the wearer, be they prisoner or, perhaps, a noisy and disruptive hospital patient. It had the big advantage that it could be used long term without any ill-effects whereas ordinary gags that force the mouth open would leave the wearer with a stiff and painful jaw after a very short time. 
 
    The ‘amenity’ designation was earned by the open tube through the centre of the plunger. Not only did it prevent the wearer accidentally suffocating, but it also provided a useful means of imbibing liquids. 
 
    The device caused much amusement in Afghanistan when examples were found in a detention centre. Some of the female troops tried them out and said that the effect was similar to sucking a cock. When they closed their mouth, the balloon was pushed to the back of the throat and felt like the glans of a penis. Opening and closing their mouth consequently felt quite erotic. 
 
    Some versions of this type of plug locked the plunger into place to prevent its removal, but the one he now used could be freed with a simple twist. In this instance where the girl couldn’t use her arms, it wouldn't matter. 
 
    Finally, he attached her to the bed frame by locking metal cuffs about her ankles and metal links around the lower corners of the bed. Simple snap links joined the cuffs to the chains. It left her spread open and she’d feel very vulnerable, but more importantly, she wouldn’t be able to leave the centre of the bed. 
 
    With Lindsay safely constrained, he turned his attention to Heather. She was still asleep in the sitting room, but stirred when he shock her shoulders. 
 
    “Bedtime, Heather. Hold my shoulders and I’ll help you into bed.” 
 
    “I’m so tired…” She was, however, more awake than Lindsay and stared at Broden’s face. “Who are you?” She slurred the words and lost focus after the effort of speaking. 
 
    “I'm your friend,” said Broden, stretching the truth to an absurd degree. 
 
    Her eyes flicked open again as she struggled to place her feet beneath her. “No… Who are you?” she repeated. At this, Broden swept her, too, up in his arms and carried her through to the second guest bedroom. Manipulating her was easier than he’d feared and soon she was attached to her bed in the same manner as Lindsay. 
 
    He sat down beside her on the edge of the bed and, cupping his hands around the outside of her breasts, lifted them to press them together. Milk dribbled from numerous ducts in her teats and her breasts were beginning to look more rounded as they filled. He rolled her teats between his fingers and thumbs and her eyes flickered open, but with no discernible intelligence. 
 
    “I’ll be milking you in the morning,” he said and she grunted and closed her eyes again. Broden rose and went to the kitchen to fix himself a coffee using water he’d brought especially for himself. He still had much to do that night before he could sleep. 
 
    * 
 
    Lindsay was the first awake and it took her a little while to assimilate all the information into a coherent reality. Her first instinct was panic and she squirmed beneath the quilt for some moments before realising the futileness of her reaction. She could barely move, could hardly make a sound, certainly not an intelligible one, and her breasts felt like they were about to burst. She was on her back and her arms were folded behind her, but a carefully placed pillow stopped them being squashed. 
 
    She tried to call out and received the oddest sensation in her mouth: when she opened it wide to call out, whatever was inside it just expanded and when she closed it again, it shrank in width at the expense of pushing back into her throat. The sound that she emitted was muted, but, more importantly, was reduced to unintelligible grunts and groans devoid of any discernible consonants. 
 
    She recognised the spare bedroom where she was confined, but had no recollection of the events leading to that confinement. There was a quilt draped across her body and with an effort she sat up with her legs still spread to the lower corners of the bed. The quilt slipped from her chest and she gazed down at the ridiculous jacket that was trapping her arms behind her back and exhibiting her tits so crassly. And those tits… No wonder they felt like they did. They were swollen to such an extent that her nipples were standing out as if on stalks. She rocked her arms behind her back and her breasts swung painfully from side to side before her. She groaned and flopped back onto the bed. 
 
    Then she sat bolt upright again. She’d just noticed that there was something else in the room, something new that wasn’t there before. It was like an open cube constructed from scaffold pipes 60 cm wide, 60 cm long, and about 90 cm high with an extra horizontal tube bisecting its top surface. She silently stared at it, but had no idea as to its purpose. 
 
    Two rooms away, Heather was sitting up in her bed and wondering exactly the same thing. The only difference was that she’d fought so violently with her restraints that the quilt was on the floor and milk from her leaking teats had wetted the bed-covers. 
 
    Outside, Broden was just finishing milking the last of the cows and was considering a cup of tea before he started milking the girls. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 4 
 
   Lindsay stared steadily at him when he entered the bedroom. She’d had a long time to think about her situation. The mere facts that there was the carefully placed pillow behind her shoulders and she’d been covered with a quilt to keep her warm while she slept told her that she was in no immediate danger. She was sitting up in bed and didn’t act surprised at all, just gazed at him with the astonished look of someone whose mouth is plugged. Somebody had to have trussed her up like a well-wrapped package and he was the most likely candidate. After a little more deduction, she realised, too, that it was almost certainly he who was responsible for the lactation. Broden closed the door behind him and showed her a cattle prod. 
 
    “Know what this is?” She nodded. “This means you have to do what I say when I say it… No more and no less. Is that clear?” She nodded again. It wasn’t a hard decision; without the use of her hands she wouldn’t even be able to open the door. 
 
    “Good,” he said and, after a little thought, “I'm going to take your plug out now; I'm sure there’s things you’d like to know. If you scream or shout, I’ll just put it back again…” 
 
    She just nodded and he tugged the plunger, the plug collapsed and slid from the ring. 
 
    “Ave oo ‘aped me?” 
 
    Broden smiled and shook his head. 
 
    “Are oo going to?” 
 
    He shook his head again and despite all the evidence suggesting the contrary, she believed him; what possible reason would he have to lie? 
 
    “Ot are oo gonna do then?” Her voice sounded calm and reasonable, as if she was discussing some aspect of house décor, but she couldn’t completely disguise the underlying tremor. 
 
    “I thought what with you being farmers and all, you’d be able to guess… You are farmers, aren’t you? I see you have a small herd of cows you're caring for, but I don't believe you have any real idea.” 
 
    Lindsay was just gazing at him with a dribble of saliva beginning to drip from her lower lip. 
 
    “You have no concept of natural things or your position amongst them. You choose unsuitable cattle for the area with no thought as to how the winters up here might affect them, you dose them up with illegal GM doctored hormones to maximise their milk yield, and you murder all the badgers in the area because of something you’ve read in one of the sensationalist dailies. Don’t you know there’s no evidence of bovine tuberculosis around here and, in any case, three of the colonies were well beyond foraging range. Why did you choose to live in the countryside if you're just going to murder the wildlife?” 
 
    Broden turned away from her to give his pulse rate time to slow. When he turned back she was still staring at him. 
 
    “Even your dog is frightened of you…” 
 
    “I’m orry. We just ‘onted to protect our cows.” 
 
    There was a long silence during which Lindsay waited patiently for Broden to speak. It was obvious he’d not finished. Eventually, he said, “I’m going to show you what it’s like to be part of nature; show you what your cattle must feel. You and Heather are going to be in my little herd for a few weeks…” 
 
    With a crash that felt like the very walls of the cottage were crumbling, everything finally dropped into place for Lindsay. She and Heather ‘milked’ Broden for information so they could kill his beloved badgers and now he’s taking his revenge by causing them to lactate so he can milk them. She had to admit there was a diabolical sort of symmetry to the scheme. She gazed down at her swollen breasts. They ached; they needed to be milked… 
 
    “I’ll take you to the bathroom so you’ll be more comfortable.” He pulled the quilt from her legs and unclipped the snap link holding one ankle to its chain around a corner post. Then he pulled her legs together and clipped the links to each other to hobble her legs before releasing the second. It gave her a maximum step length of about 20 cm. Then he snapped a leash to the ring at the neck of the arm binder and, much to Lindsay’s chagrin, pushed the plug back into her mouth. She tried to prevent him by shaking her head, but without actually being able to close her mouth, he was bound to win out in the end. 
 
    “Ok. Let’s go,” he said with unnecessary jollity and gave the leash a little tug. She considered what she should do for all of a heartbeat before deciding that compliance was by far the best option under the circumstances and swung her legs round to slide from the bed and stand with her swollen, naked breasts hanging from her chest like ripe, exotic fruit just waiting to be picked. He opened the door and gave her another little tug and she stumbled forward with tits swaying. 
 
    At the bathroom, he opened the door again and then stood aside for her to enter. He even moved into the corridor to give her a little privacy. 
 
    “Finished?” he asked a short while later. She nodded and rose to stand staring at him wide eyed while he glanced in the pan and then flushed the cistern. “I’m not wiping your bum. Sit on the edge of the bath and I’ll give you a rinse,” and she didn’t even jump when a jet of cold water hit her underside from the shower hose. Broden replaced the hose and dabbed her with a towel while she continued to stare straight ahead as if she wasn't part of the pantomime and then followed him back to the bedroom. 
 
    “Thirsty?” She nodded. “You’ll need to drink a lot so you're properly hydrated; at least 7 or 8 litres a day. I’ll give you a drink shortly, but first I want you to assume the position,” and he indicated the metal framework of scaffold pipes. She looked from the frame to his face and back again, not quite understanding what he expected her to do. 
 
    “Lay your body across the top of the frame; it’ll make it easier to connect the teat cups...” and he raised a hand to her left breast. She tried to swing away, but he slapped the tit instead. The second time he tried, she stood still with tears trickling down her cheek. She felt hard and engorged and dribbled milk when he touched her teat. He took hold of the leash and guided round the far side of the metal frame beside the bed and then tugged her neck down. 
 
    It was the last thing she wanted to do and managed to convey the fact by a series of muffled grunts, shaking her head madly, and pulling frantically at the leash. Broden, though, was not so easily defeated. He’d invested a lot of time and effort in these preparations and someone with so little scope for resistance wasn’t going to delay him for long. He picked up the cow prod and Lindsay went quite still. He touched the metal pins on its tip to her thigh and she squealed and jumped. He hadn't even energised it and she was quivering. All at once, she realised how futile and transient any resistance would be and folded herself quietly over the end rail. 
 
    It wasn’t at all comfortable. She was bent over the back tube with her ribs pressed against the centre one and her neck and shoulders resting on the front one. Broden clipped the ring at her neck to the front scaffold tube and she saw that that simple action had almost completely immobilised her. Her arms were still behind her back with her breasts hanging down between the tubes of the frame, and now she couldn't rise. But just to make sure she was completely helpless, or possibly completely humiliated, he went round behind her and unclipped her ankles, linking the ankle cuffs instead to the lower corners of the frame. Then he stood looking at her. 
 
    This was the girl that had taken him into her mouth while he was tied to the rail and then dropped a teat cup over his cock. Now the circumstances were reversed and here she was folded over the milking frame with her legs spread open. He rested his hand on her rump and she moaned, moving slightly under his touch. He knew she must be expecting him to take advantage of her revised vulnerability despite the promise he’d made and he smiled to himself, patted the soft flesh gently and walked from the room. 
 
    Two minutes later he was back and he was dragging behind him one of the portable milking machines from the dairy. 
 
    “Before we go any further, you must be thirsty,” and he pushed a flexible tube into the hole in her mouth gag. Then he dropped the other end of the feeding tube into a two litre plastic bottle that was half full of a greyish-pinkish liquid. 
 
    “It’s a protein drink with vitamin supplements. Consider it breakfast.” He didn’t bother mentioning that he’d made up the mixture using the dosed water from the pantry. He stood the bottle on a chair next to her head. “I know you're good at sucking,” he added with a grin. Lindsay sucked and screwed up her eyes. It didn't taste good, too sweet and oily, but it was obvious that she wasn't destined to get anything else that morning, so she drank anyway. 
 
    Whilst she breakfasted, he squatted before her and showed her his redesigned teat cups. 
 
    “The originals may be ok for cows and cocks, but they don’t really work on women. You see these teats just aren’t long enough…” and he reached under her chest to hold one of her tits in the palm of his hand. “As I’m sure you know, the ones you use on the cows rely on drawing the teat deep into the inner sheath so that the pulsator can squeeze it. When that happens, the teat also blocks the inner liner so that the vacuum is retained to hold the cup in position. Obviously, none of that is going to happen with such relatively tiny nipples as these and, in any case, with humans it’s more to do with pressure against the areola coupled with the suction that draws out the milk. If I used the cattle’s teat cups on you, all that would happen would be a constant suck despite the pulsator, so I have made these new teat cups,” and he held up a plastic fitting where Lindsay could see it. “I’ve reversed the pressure hoses so that the constant suction is now in the outside chamber and the pulses in the inner one.” 
 
    Broden showed her a small, clear plastic funnel with a mouth about 3 cm across and a bore a little larger than a centimetre. A pressure hose connected it to the pulsator on the pump via the milk collecting bottle. Around that funnel was a soft silicone cup, also transparent, that formed a centimetre wide annular chamber around the funnel. It was this second chamber that was connected to the constant vacuum by a second hose and its purpose was to hold the device in place against the breast. 
 
    “Doesn’t look much, does it?” he asked, “But your milking pump operates at 0.28 Bar. That’s nearly four pounds per square inch in ‘old money’ and that means it’s going to hang onto your tit with a force of over nine pounds and suck on the nipple with an additional three. That’s 5.4 kg or more than a bag of potatoes; I can't see you shaking that off, can you?” 
 
    For an answer, Lindsay started squirming, but all she was really able to do was rock her engorged tits from side to side beneath her. Broden plugged the pump into a wall socket, clicked it on, and the room filled with the satisfying low frequency hum of the motor. Then he held one of his new cups under her left breast and flicked open the valve. Her nipple was immediately drawn deep into the mouth of the funnel. He lifted the cup further and the outer chamber sealed and clamped itself around her areola. He attached the second teat cup to her other breast and she made another groaning sound as the flesh around her areolae began to blush with the suction. 
 
    Then he turned on the pulsator. 
 
    Lindsay screamed with the shook. One at a time, her teats were initially relaxed as the inner chamber flooded with air at atmospheric pressure, but then the valve snapped shut and her nipples were snatched by the low pressure pulses. Each pulse lasted only a fraction of a second before the inner chamber was opened once more and the pull relaxed, the suction instead attacking the other teat. The alternating pressures cycled once every second and resulted in jets of milk from a multitude of tiny ducts in the end of each teat, the flow being ducted away and collected in the bottle under the pump. 
 
    She didn’t know what to do or which way to turn, although she knew she could do nothing nor turn away from the startling sensations now assaulting her breasts. She started screaming, but all the sound that emerged was a faint, muted howl like a distant, injured dog. One after the other, her teats were snatched deep into the bores of the funnels with a speed that slapped her areolae painfully against the funnels’ mouths to expel the milk in a powerful mist. She could feel the milk leaving her, feel as it jetted through the microscopic ducts in her teats like a pulsing jet wash to leave her gasping at the brutality of it all. She shook, rattling the metal link at her neck and causing the frame to which she was attached to bounce and knock against the boarded floor, and she swung her torso violently from side to side in a vain attempt to dislodge the teat cups, but they gripped fast and the stupefying pulsing was unaffected. 
 
    Broden laid a hand on her shoulder and she stared up at him with frightened eyes. His face was expressionless, but still, and his steady eyes seemed to pacify her panicking body. She stopped screaming and her shoulders stopped shaking. The pulsing was the same, as was the strange motion imparted to her breasts and the stinging beats against her nipples, but it wasn’t unbearable. She wasn’t being tortured; she was being milked and the experience, although alarming at first, was not damaging. 
 
    She concentrated on the feel of the milk flowing through her breasts and from her teats. It felt a bit like her ex playing with her, sliding his hands down her as if moulding her tits into long cones and it felt like him sucking her; nibbling and teasing with his teeth and tongue; he was cosseting her, loving her. She remembered the sensation being relaxing and stimulating at the same time. In some ways, the milking machine felt just like that, but multiplied a hundred times. A thousand times… She looked up at Broden again, at his expressionless face, and imagined he was smiling at her. 
 
    * 
 
    She was quieter now and Broden stepped back to watch her dangling tits bounce as they drained. Already they were looking much slimmer and their surface was no longer taut, but had begun to ripple as they bobbed. He expected her to be surprised and she was, but now she seemed to have accepted her new situation, or at least accepted that it wasn’t going to cause her irreparable harm. 
 
    “Good girl,” he said, but he wasn’t sure she heard. He removed the now empty feeding bottle and replaced it with a full, two litre bottle of water. “You should drink all of this,” and she gazed at the new bottle. “I’ll let you pump for a bit and see to Heather,” and with that he left the room and closed the door. 
 
    * 
 
    Heather started screaming in muted bursts as soon as he entered her room. He closed the door behind him and stood at the foot of the bed waiting for her to calm down and when it appeared she wasn’t going to, he laid the cattle prod on the foot of the bed between her spread legs. She stopped as quickly as turning off a tap and just stared at the prod. The two metal pins that would deliver the electric shock were pointing directly at her crotch. 
 
    “You brought all this on yourself, you know; meddling with things you don’t understand. The folks round here have farmed these hills for generations and you pop up from London and think you know better than anyone. I’m here to show you how nature works…” 
 
    Heather got the same lecture he’d just delivered to Lindsay, although she was less receptive and wasn’t given the opportunity to speak. When he finished he unclipped her ankle prior to taking her to the bathroom, but she responded by trying to kick him. It was an unfair fight. She couldn’t use her arms and kept over-balancing when she tried to turn towards him. It was over with a single open-handed slap to her engorged left breast that sounded like a gun shot in the quiet cottage, caused a spray of milk to be ejected, and spun her round so that she ended up lying on her belly with her legs twisted under her. That was when he linked her ankles together and attached the leash to her neck. When she sat up there were tears in her eyes, but she was quiet and compliant. 
 
    “I could just have easily used the cattle prod,” he warned, but he wasn’t sure that she understood the implications. 
 
    She seemed even more engorged than Lindsay. It was now half an hour later, of course, but her breasts were definitely larger and harder than her friend’s. She winced when Broden touched them and they began leaking milk with only mild manipulation. 
 
    Returning from the bathroom, he minimised the risks when attaching her to the milking frame by clipping one ankle in position before releasing the hobble, but even then a sharp slap on her bottom was required to get her to move her leg. He connected the protein drink and then went back to Lindsay to fetch the milking machine. 
 
    * 
 
    Lindsay was lying still. Well, almost still; her tits were still bouncing with the alternating pressures, but they looked smaller and Broden could tell straight away that they were softer because waves of flesh patterned their surfaces as the bounced. The collecting bottle contained almost half a pint of milk. 
 
    “You’ve done well,” he said after he’d turned off the pump and her eyes flickered open. Then he saw the water bottle on the chair. It was still three-quarters full. “I’ll just leave that there for a bit…” 
 
    Squatting down, he pushed a finger under the edge of a teat cup and it dropped into his hand. There was a red ring around her areola where the cup had been sucking, and both her nipple and areola were looking dark and swollen, but the tit itself was soft and now hung in a long point. It was matched by the other after the second teat cup had been removed. 
 
    He stowed the cups on the trolley and unplugged the cable, but before he left the room, Lindsay began grunting and nodding her head. 
 
    “Finish the water and I’ll let you get back into bed…” 
 
    * 
 
    Heather was unimpressed with the new milking equipment right up to the moment when Broden turned on the pulsator and then she, too, started screaming. It’s one thing to be a nursing mother with an infant baby suckling and snuggling, but quite another to be attached to a milking machine and mechanically stripped of one’s milk. No longer are you even human, but merely an element in a process that intimately manipulates in order to steal your milk without complicity or consent. Broden’s process needed neither and at the end of the exercise, both girls were reinstalled back in their beds and Broden had more than a pint of fresh creamy milk sealed up in a sterile bottle in the refrigerator. Lindsay had drank less than half her water and Heather hardly any. 
 
    Apart from his failure to get the girls to hydrate properly, there was one other problem that he’d not foreseen: the bars of the milking frames had made red marks across their shoulders and ribs and had obviously been very uncomfortable. Something different had to be done. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 5 
 
   Hamish, the collie, gave a single loud bark as the red postal van stopped by the gate. It was more of an announcement than a canine challenge because the dog new Maggie well. This morning, rather than just leave the post in the box by the gate, she walked up to the door and rang the bell. Broden answered. 
 
    “Good morning. You must be Mr Creedy. I did wonder when I saw a new name on the parcel. Thought it might have been misaddressed.” 
 
    “No. That’s me alright. Just helping them out for a few weeks as a sort of Farm Manager.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s grand. You worry about young ladies living by themselves all the way out here. Anything could happen. It’s good to have a man around to look after them.” Broden just smiled at her. “Oh, this is for you then. It needs a signature.” 
 
    She gave him a package and handed over the electronic logger for him to scribble on the small screen. Hamish watched the proceedings with keen interest sitting upright next to Broden and the post mistress smiled down at him. 
 
    “What have you done to the dog? He’s usually in a wee tizzy all over the yard. I’ve never seen him this calm before. Perhaps he’s better with men than women.” 
 
    “He’s a fine dog, isn't he? He was just a little unsettled,” and Broden laid a hand on the dog’s head. It stared up at him, pleased with the show of approval. 
 
    Inside, Broden tore through the tapes sealing the parcel and peered inside at the plastic bags containing polythene tubes and bright red and yellow rubber. It was exactly what he was expecting and he took his purchases up to Lindsay. She was sitting up in bed propped against pillows and gave a grunt when he entered the room, her eyes following him closely from around the leather straps of the head harness. She’d been watching daytime television, a predictable program about a couple trying to buy a holiday home in the Algarve six years previously. 
 
    It was five hours since her last milking and she was once again displaying a full bosom. Broden reached out to assess her and she closed her eyes as he lifted her left breast and squeezed its teat. He was rewarded with thin jets of milk and a soft moan. He inspected the water bottle that he’d propped upright between the pillows behind her head where it wouldn't be dislodged. It was still three-quarters full; she’d drunk no more than a pint. 
 
    “You’ll become really dehydrated if you don't have more water. Two litres for every milking session and you’ve managed barely a fraction of that.” 
 
    She opened her eyes and stared at him with doe-like passivity as if the criticism was nothing to do with her. Broden shrugged and dropped his package on the bedside chair. 
 
    “Well, it’s time to get you connected up again and this time I’m going to make sure you have enough fluids.” 
 
    He pulled the feeding tube from her mouth, then the plunger and finally the plug itself. 
 
    “Do you need the bathroom?” 
 
    “Oh thank oo,” she said and when he hobbled her ankles, she turned and slipped off the bed to stand against the milking frame. Broden was surprised, but tried not to show it. Perhaps her breasts were hurting and she was anxious to be relieved, but she was intelligent enough to know that the milking would only encourage more milk. More likely, she was appearing to be cooperative to lull him into a false sense of security in the hope that he’ll relax her restraints. It wasn't going to work… 
 
    He knelt behind her and she moved an ankle against a corner post so he could couple her fetter. Then she spread her legs to reach the other corner. 
 
    “It’s nice to have a little cooperation,” he said and she twisted her shoulders so she could gaze down at him with large, dark eyes, presenting him with the perfect profile of the underside of her left breast and teat. It reminded him of a pear, a particularly large and succulent pear, as it hung from her chest with its teat projecting forward from the rounded body of the breast like a thick, stubby stalk.  Her hips were swivelled away from him and he could see her muscles tensing beneath layers fat and smooth, silky skin. 
 
    On impulse he asked, “Do you enjoy being milked?” but she declined to answer. Instead, he saw her arms moving slightly within their confining pouch. She turned to the front again and he was left peering up at her pony tail flicking from side to side behind her shoulders. 
 
    He stood and moved round to the front, and there was a moment when he thought she might speak, but instead a long tendril of drool dribbled from her lips. He pressed the plug back into her mouth and she gave a soft groan when it expanded against her tongue. Then he wiped her chest and gave her collar ring a little tug. “Lean forward.” 
 
    She obliged and he clipped the ring to the front frame as before. Now when he looked under her, her breasts resembled water bags more than fruit. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about how best to keep you hydrated as you obviously aren’t inclined to drink enough and I think I’ve found a solution. As you’re probably aware, water is absorbed by the body through the large intestine, the colon...” 
 
    Lindsay was immediately all ears and started shaking her head energetically. Broden just smiled; she’s quick, this one... “It’s the only way. The kit got delivered this morning,” and he disappeared round behind her. She strained to see what he was doing and her worst fears were realised when he emptied one of the polythene bags onto the seat of the chair. A coil of tubing fell out along with what looked like a yellow hot water bottle and some other yellow curios. He showed her a short length of tubing with a deflated balloon on one end and a valve on the other. A small bore second tube hung from the balloon with a rubber bulb pump on its end. 
 
    “It stops you ejecting it,” explained Broden probably unnecessarily. She shrieked when he spread lubricant around her anus and even more so when she felt the end of the tube nudge against her, but folded over as she was, her options were limited. He wiggled the tube and it begun to slide within and slowly she felt the balloon slip through her sphincter. When Broden let go of the tube, she pushed hard, but he’d already inflated the balloon inside her and there was now no way to eject it before first deflating it. 
 
    “Comfortable?” 
 
    Her answer was an emphatic shake of her head. 
 
    “It’s the only way. Before your next milking session is due, the water will have all been absorbed.” 
 
    While he spoke, he was connecting the long polythene tube to the valve, the rubber water bag to the other end of the tube, and hanging the bag from a convenient nail driven into the wall behind her. Then he emptied the rest of Lindsay’s drinking water into the rubber water bag along with an extra litre for good measure. The water ran slowly down the tube and displaced the air with Broden lifting the tube as necessary until it was fully filled to the valve. A quick glance at her face peering back over her shoulder with round, frightened eyes told him she was ready and he opened the valve. 
 
    There was no scream, just a series of muted groans as she felt the water slowly filling her until her belly contained more than two and a half litres and hung between the bars of the milking frame almost as low as her tits. 
 
    “There’s a good girl,” he said in his best patronising tone and reached below her to pat her distended abdomen. There was a dull, hollow-sounding ‘thwack’ and she rocked in an attempt to evade a repeat strike. Both belly and tits now swayed below her and all she could do was to groan. 
 
    “Sorry, but I’ve not quite finished yet. It would be unfair to fill you with so much water without giving you the opportunity to expel the excess, so I have a catheter for you.” 
 
    He held up what amounted to a catheter kit in a polythene bag to show her. At first glance it looked like a short length of thin, plastic tubing with a tiny balloon on either end, but closer inspection revealed that there were actually two tubes side by side: a 3 mm bore and a 1.5 mm bore. The balloons were different too. On one end, the small bore pipe was attached to the balloon whereas the larger bore passed straight through the centre of the balloon to emerge as an open tube on the other side. The other end of the tubing terminated with the small bore tube attached to the other balloon. The larger bore just ended and wasn't attached to anything. 
 
    There was one other part: a small plastic washer in the centre section of the tubes between the balloons through which both tubes passed. 
 
    Broden knelt behind her and fingered the opening of her vagina to locate her urethra. “I only need to do this once,” he said and donned a new pair of nitrile gloves. Then he tore open the polythene bag and extracted the kit. It worked by inserting one of the balloons in its deflated state through the urethra and then squeezing the second balloon to inflate the first once it was inside the bladder. Broden coated the balloon and tube well with a sterile, water-based lubricant and eased the deflated balloon into her. It slipped easily through her urethra and he could tell when it entered the bladder because urine started to dribble out of the end of the larger tube. He pinched the other balloon to inflate the internal one and tugged the tube gently to seat it at the exit of her bladder and ensure all was well. Then he slid the plastic washer along the tubes until it was tight against the urethra’s external opening; it would only slide one way and was going to stop the tubes disappearing inside her. 
 
    He gave the external balloon a final squeeze, clamped the smaller tube with a pair of needle-nosed pliers and snipped through both tubes 5mm from the washer with a pair of scissors. Then it was just a matter of sealing the small tube with a plastic peg before he removed the clamp to prevent the internal balloon from deflating. He capped the larger bore tube too, but this time with a small, self-sealing plug. 
 
    Her labial lips were now gently eased apart by the plastic washer in the mouth of her urethra with the two tubes it retained held at its centre, blind and sealed. She wouldn’t be able to urinate by herself anymore, another small step that further compromised her free-will. Above the catheter was her vaginal tunnel now partially revealed and Broden had to look closely to confirm the presence of a thick, white secretion just visible between its moist walls. He filed the information away in the back of his mind, but said nothing. 
 
    He stood back to admire his handiwork. The valve in her anal tube was still open, but the flow of water had stopped, its level clearly visible in the polythene tube rising to the water bottle. As he watched, Lindsay tensed her abdomen and water was forced back up the tube and into the bottle, but she couldn’t retain the pressure and relaxed to allow the water to flow back into her. Broden twisted the valve closed to trap the water and when she next tensed her muscles, all that happened was her sphincter distorted as she strained to expel the internal yellow balloon. She groaned and relaxed again and the flower of her sphincter muscle closed tightly around the tubes. The small yellow bulb pump hung down between her legs, swaying as she rocked her hips in exasperation. 
 
    Back at her front end, he knelt to wipe her teats with a damp cloth and then turned on the pump. Even before he’d touched her with the teat cups, she started leaking from both breasts with her milk ‘let down’ reflex and, not for the first time, he considered how efficient nature was; the milk was beginning to drain to her teats in anticipation of her impending milking whether she wanted it or not. She moaned again when he held the cups against her and gave a short, but heart-felt high-pitched yelp when he turned on the pulsator. 
 
    * 
 
    Broden sat on the bed watching Lindsay bobbing and rocking with the motion of the teat cups and her own efforts to moderate the stimulation. From his seat, he could see a cup pumping at her right tit, its inner plastic funnel slapping against her areola at the same time as it pulled the nipple deep into the funnel’s neck and drew from it a strong jet mist of milk. He could see, too, the flower of her anal sphincter involuntarily gripping the enema tube above the moist, ruched detail of her vulva pushed out behind her between spread thighs.  He wanted to lean forward and touch the delicate folds, slide fingers through the sopping crease made by her labial lips and into the warm, slippery tunnel of her vagina, but that wasn't why he was there. He was teaching these girls an important lesson about nature and the natural way of things, not to steal that that wasn't his to take, pilfer her most precious vault. And anyway, he’d given her a promise. 
 
    He roused himself from his day dream and stood. She saw the movement and looked back at him with a strange, pleading, gaze, but she still had ten minutes to go and he merely patted her rump. “Have to prepare Heather,” he said and walked from the room, ignoring the muted mewing sounds that followed him through the door. 
 
    * 
 
    Heather was altogether a different prospect and he’d have to be careful with her handling. This will be the sixth time the girls had been milked and each time their production had increased. Earlier that morning, Heather had given him over twenty fluid ounces. In a whole day’s worth of milking, that would equate to almost two and a half litres or more than half a British gallon. He grinned to himself; their milk yield was rising fast. Still, it was a long way off the world record of 1.75 US gallons or 6.6 litres a day for a woman and that was over a sustained period. 
 
    Now Heather was due her second milking of the day and it wasn't going to be easy. Her big blue eyes turned on him like lasers locking onto a target as he entered, daring him to touch her again. Either side of the head harness’s centre strap, blonde hair fanned out in long, lazy curls to fall about her neck and shoulders like a haze. He was tempted to smile; she looked like she was pouting with her dark, plump lips compelled to encircle the base of the expanding plug as if she was reluctant to relinquish it, but, of course, she couldn't. It was locked into her mouth by its fat, rubbery glans pressing on her tongue and causing her suck on its erotic profile each time she tried to swallow. There was no doubt that Heather was strikingly beautiful, but Broden knew better than to misinterpret her look of apparent astonishment for anything other than cold hostility. 
 
    He’d placed pillows behind her back just as he’d done with Lindsay, but she was sitting upright as if deliberately refusing anything he could offer. Somehow, she’d also pulled at her drinking tube to upturn the bottle and empty its contents over the edge of the mattress and onto the floor so that the carpet squelched under his shoes. 
 
    He unclipped one of her legs and she kicked out at his hand, but he was ready for her and forced her leg down beside the other so that he could link them before releasing the second. Then he pulled her to her feet. She just sat down on the edge of the bed again, so he showed her the cattle prod. Heather was obviously tired of being cooperative. She’d decided to rebel and damn the consequences and turned her head away to stare at the wall. 
 
    Broden counted to three and then touched the prod to her hip. She twitched, but otherwise remained resolutely steadfast, so he pressed the button. A high voltage charge shot from one pin, radiated out through her muscle fibres at speeds of up to 200 miles per hours to make her body jerk violently, and then coalesced to escape through the second pin some 3 cm away. Heather shrieked with pain, surprise and panic in equal measure. Convulsed by the electric charge, she twisted sideways and slipped from the bed to the floor to land on her back with her legs and linked feet folded above her. She lay still for a few moments breathing hard and then saw that Broden was still holding the prod. With wide, staring eyes and rising panic, she tried to get her legs back under her body, but without the use of her arms and wedged in the confined space beside the bed, the task was proving impossible. Broden leaned down and hooked his fingers under the leather arm binder at her neck and pulled, and like a genie rising from a bottle, she unfurled and stood erect, if a little unsteadily. 
 
    “Do you need to use the bathroom?” he asked as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred, but she just stared back as if she hadn't heard, so he clipped the leash to the ring at her neck and pulled her to the bathroom anyway. Five minutes later, she left the bathroom; the pan was still clean. 
 
    The rest of the session played out just as it had for Lindsay. Earlier that morning, like Lindsay she’d drunk her protein shake with little complaint, but it wasn't enough. She was attached to the milking frame and given her charge of bottled spring water complete with the prolactin hormone via Broden’s new enema equipment, this time coloured red. He could tell that she was not happy with the new hydration method by the way she was wriggling her body, but it made little difference; there was no way she could expel the anal nozzle or prevent the red rubber water bag draining into her. The extra fluid was essential to replace the milk she was making and she was being hydrated whether she wanted it or not. Broden grinned; of course, she didn't like it, but it was her own fault for refusing to drink and, because she’d pulled over the drinking bottle instead of consuming it, she got an extra litre via the red rubber bag. 
 
    He examined her as the last of the water drained into her colon. Her lithe body was now distorted with her belly heavy with water and sagging between the supporting bars of the milking frame just like Lindsay’s. Behind her, her new catheter had been installed and she was now ready, but the milking cart was still connected to Lindsay. He left to see how Lindsay was getting on, taking the opportunity to pat Heather’s cheeks as he passed and make the enema tube bounce for no other reason than to humiliate her. 
 
    Lindsay was done. The milking cups were still bobbing under her tits, but she was dry and no more milk was being extracted. Broden clicked off the pump and pulled the cups from her nipples. 550 ml, almost exactly the same as Heather’s last milking. When he felt her breasts, they were softer as expected; what was not expected was the low moan as his hand skimmed beneath them brushing her nipples. He looked at her face and her eyes were closed, but flickered open when he withdrew his hand. 
 
    He pulled the cart along the corridor to Heather’s room, plugged it in, and then knelt before her with a teat cup poised ready. She knew what was coming and closed her eyes before he touched it to her nipple. She jumped when she felt the touch and groaned when he lifted it higher to draw in her teat, but it was only when he lifted it higher still and the outer chamber gripped that her eyes snapped open to stare at his face. 5.5 kg of force now locked the teat cup in place. He fitted the other and still her eyes pierced his, but milk was already being sucked into the collecting tube in thin streams from dozens of microscopic ducts and, beneath the hum of the electric motor, Heather was making a quiet, mewing sound. Then he turned on the pulsator. She gave a shriek and the cups began to bounce as her nipples started to pop in and out of the funnels in a carefully choreographed dance. Now the milk came in strong jets and the cries in high-pitched bursts that drowned out the pump’s pulsing throb even when muted by the gag. 
 
    * 
 
    Broden was faced with a dilemma: the anally injected water infusion was undoubtedly effective, but the water wasn't absorbed quick enough to allow the injection probe to be removed immediately after the milking cycle without the risk of leakage or, worse still, expulsion. He couldn't just leave the probe in place because the girls couldn't sit without discomfort or damage to the equipment, and he couldn't leave them attached to the milking frames for extended periods. There had to be a workable alternative and this he found on the internet. 
 
    For the interim, he left them standing with their ankles still attached to the frame for a couple of hours until he could safely remove the probes. It was tiring for them and unfair, and he didn't use the enema kits until early the next morning, and then for a slightly different reason: he wanted to make sure that both girls were clean for the day and that there wouldn't be any ‘accidents’. Again, Lindsay was reluctantly cooperative, but Heather participated only under duress. 
 
    Maggie the postie came again about ten and was in high spirits at the door. 
 
    “Another wee parcel for Mr Creedy,” she said grinning at Broden and he signed her logger. The wee parcel was to be used for the next milking session at noon and, as usual, Lindsay was the first to experience the devices: a new inflatable anal plug with a ‘through’ tube, only this one had one-way valves already moulded into its base. Simple tubes pushed into its back face could be used to either inflate the plug or fill the woman, but when the tubes were pulled out, the ports sealed. The plug could then only be deflated by pushing an open tube into the same port. It locked in the water and was impossible for the girls to dislodge, but equally important as far as Broden was concerned was the fact that its profile was almost flush with the girl’s own and so wouldn't inhibit her moving around or sitting. The only disadvantage with these plugs that Broden could see was that the plugs themselves were quite fat at 3 cm, much thicker than the enema tube, but then again, it wasn’t much of a disadvantage to him. 
 
    Lindsay waited with her hips high and her torso horizontal over the frame. He had fitted her with a stainless steel collar that locked in place and a separate padlock to attach her neck to the frame so he didn't have to use the arm binder. 
 
    “You've been wearing that for more than two days. I thought it was about time you stretched your arms.” Lindsay nodded her agreement and Broden unfastened the binder at her neck and pulled the pouch from her arms. Once he’d unbuckled the strap that held her forearms together, she stretched them slowly out sideways as if she was about to fly away. Then she looked at him and, receiving no instruction to the contrary, pulled the plunger from the plug in her mouth and the plug from the ring, and then handed it to him. 
 
    “Thank oo,” she said with the ring still between her teeth. 
 
    “You're welcome,” he replied amused at the way she was running her hands under her chest to feel her own breasts. “You know you're not going to be allowed that freedom when you're milked?” 
 
    She nodded slowly. “Are ‘ou going to ill me with water again and leave me s’anding?” 
 
    “Yes and no… Yes, I'm going to fill you with water, but no, I'm not going to leave you standing. You'll find out soon enough, but first I have some gloves that will keep your hands out of mischief.” 
 
    He showed her the thick, thumbless mittens that looked like the flippers of a fish. They locked around her wrists with straps retained by small padlocks and included integral rings at their tips. With a sigh, she slipped her hands into them and Broden locked them into place before clipping the rings to the milking frame beside her shoulders. Now she could still move her arms about, but to no effect. She considered her revised confinement and tried twisting her wrists to reach beneath her or touch her face, but both tasks eluded her. Meanwhile, Broden was preparing the new plug. 
 
    “Oh God...” she murmured as he wiggled its lubricated rounded tip against her. He wiggled some more and it slipped inside. She looked over her shoulder and strained, but Broden was holding it in place with a finger on its back face whilst he pumped the hand bulb. After a few pumps, instead of trying to slide from her, the plug slid fully into her until its flared rear face was hard against her anal sphincter, its girth stretching the muscle. “Oh God...” she murmured again when he pulled the inflation tube from her with a sharp tug that failed to dislodge the plug and a third time, barely audible when the cold water started to fill her. 
 
    When the water bag was empty, he pulled the second pipe from the plug as a demonstration to show her that the plug was self-sealing and that she would not be unnecessarily inconvenienced by dangling tubes, but all she felt was the water now trapped inside her. 
 
    * 
 
    Twenty minutes later, Heather was treated in exactly the same way, coerced into compliance by the threat of the cattle prod. He allowed her, too, to remove her inflatable mouth plug, but she threw it at him. 
 
    “You know you really shouldn’t have such a downer on men.” 
 
    That didn't go down well either, unsurprisingly considering her present circumstance: “You ‘ucking, shit-‘aced ‘ervert. I’m gonna castrate ‘ou at the first opportunity, you see if I ‘on't...” 
 
    Broden calmly walked behind her and touched the two pins of the prod to her exposed labia. 
 
    “On't ‘ou touch me, no...” 
 
    “Put your right hand behind your back.” 
 
    “Take it away; ‘on't touch me...” and she folded her arm up behind her so he could fit the new mitten. Then he moved to the side and clipped it to the frame. 
 
    “Now the other.” 
 
    With both arms secure, he picked up the penis plug from the floor and, while Heather was trying to tell him in what ways he fell short of manhood, he pushed the plug home and cut short her tirade. In hindsight, it was a wise move because she became particularly vociferous when he fitted her new anal plug. 
 
    * 
 
    Days passed and soon the girls embarked on their second week as members of Broden’s new herd. Every morning, he was up at six to milk the cattle, toilet, wash, water, feed and milk the girls, and feed himself all before 9 am. The girls were much more labour intensive than the cattle for a number of reasons: they needed to be constantly restrained, they couldn't feed or look after themselves, and they needed milking twice as often as the cattle. When they weren’t attached to their milking frames, they spent their time in their beds, either watching television – Broden had supplied each with their own small set – or reading, their limited manual dexterity being just sufficient to turn the pages of a book. 
 
    The catheters were a big success. No longer did he have to worry about their fluid balance; long polythene tubes were pushed into the valves on their catheters, trailed between their spread thighs to the base of the bed and fixed into collecting bottles. The girls couldn’t accidentally dislodge the tubes from either end and were warned of the consequences if they caused deliberate damage. In any case, it was against their best interests to soil their own beds. 
 
    But not everything was good. Both the girls were developing bruises from where they were lying across the tubes of the milking frames and he knew they weren't getting enough exercise. He decided to deal with the bruises first because the solution was easier. He made platforms out of plywood that fitted the tops of the milking frames and cut holes for their breasts to hang through. He also cut away the plywood beneath their bellies so they weren't cramped when he connected the water bags. A thin layer of foam rubber over the wood for added comfort and a strap that could be fastened behind their backs to hold them in place, and the new platforms were ready. 
 
    Lindsay watched in silence while he fixed the platform onto the frame before the early morning milking and then meekly laid herself over its padded rear tube and onto its new foam surface, wriggling to ensure her breasts weren't pinched. Broden clipped the rings of her mitts to the top corners of the platform, buckled the strap behind her back to hold her tight against the platform’s surface, and connected the water bag. Then he pulled the plug from her mouth. 
 
    “Thank oo.” She said that each time he did it and he was beginning to find it quite endearing. He squatted in front of her and peered beneath the plywood. Her breasts looked like pink balloons stuck to the underside of the wood as if they weren't connected to her at all and beyond them her belly drooped with its load of water. Broden reached out to hold her in his hands. Her skin was smooth and taut, and her hard teats pressed against his palms. He moved his hands under her, feeling the weight of her tits and their resilience. He assumed she’d be more comfortable, but when he looked at her face there were tears in the corners of her eyes. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” he asked. He was confused. It’s not that he wasn’t expecting the girls to cry. In fact, he’d been amazed that both of them had been so steadfast and composed in their reactions to him and their treatment; Heather focusing all her energy into hostility and Lindsay accepting her revised role with apparent acquiescence and a sense of inevitability. But she’d never cried before even in the most strenuous and taxing of situations. He repeated the question, but she turned her head and wouldn't answer him. “Are you in pain?” She shook her head. “You really need to be milked, you know, or it will be painful.” Still there was no response, but when he asked if he should continue, he did receive a murmured ‘Yeth’. He supposed the stress had just got too much for her and decided to carry on with milking; he really had little choice and, anyway, the sooner it was over, the better it would be for her. He plugged in the pump, attached the teat cups, and switched on the pulsator, and then she did turn her head back to him. By this time, drool had started to dribble from her open mouth and the milk was in full flow. Her eyes were still moist and stared at him unblinkingly, but she remained silent… 
 
    Heather acted as if nothing had changed when it was her turn. Her long blonde hair hung over the front edge of the platform like a curtain that Broden had to draw aside to see her breasts, heavier and rounder than Lindsay’s, hanging beneath the wooden panel. He touched her, and she grunted and tried to rock her shoulders, but the strap behind her back held her fast and below the platform her tits barely moved at all. 
 
    By the end of the day after four milking sessions, the red marks across their ribs were fading and he considered the revised fixture a success. He was now able to devote time to how he was going to exercise them. 
 
    His first thoughts involved buying a treadmill, but then he had a better idea that would involve no additional purchases at all. The next day after the cattle and the girls had had their first milking, he returned to the barn. In the corner was a collection of discarded farm machinery including the old tractor the girls had used to gas the last two setts. Old was hardly an adequate description. Broden judged it dated from the 1930’s and was amazed it worked at all, let alone took them over the hillsides on their badger hunting expeditions. At the side of the engine was a power take-off in the form of a pulley wheel that could be used to drive auxiliary machinery such as a saw bench or lathe via a long leather drive belt that was hanging from a nail on the wall of the barn. Broden had another use in mind. 
 
    Using a wheel and stub-axle from a rusting trailer and other pulley wheels from the workings of a seed drill that made the tractor look new, Broden created a belt-driven, overhead rotating beam. The stub-axle with wheel still attached was bolted to the roof trusses and a six metre long wooden spar bolted to the wheels underside. The drive belt engaged the wheel between its rims in place of the tyre, was threaded over idler pulleys well to the side of the contraption and down to the tractor. Running the tractor’s engine at idle with the auxiliary drive engaged drove the belt and rotated the spar at a languorous rate. It was mid-afternoon before the device was ready and the girls were due to be milked at six, but Broden was anxious to test his invention. 
 
    First, and much to both girls’ exasperation, he refitted their arm binders and then their shoes. The barn’s floor was rough and dusty; they needed shoes although, he was prepared to admit, not necessarily the platformed party shoes he’d found in their wardrobe. One at a time, he marched them out to the barn and this time, Heather was first and her sullen mood told him all he needed to know. She moved slowly with her ankles linked together by a 20 cm chain and, standing in the centre of the barn in the area cleared of equipment and detritus, stared up at the long spar above her head; it wasn't there before… Two short chains hung down from the ends of the spar. Broden tied a 12 mm thick rope around her waist with the knot behind her back and then passed the end between her legs. Suddenly, she became aware of his intention and jerked away, nearly tearing the rope from his hands, but there was a limit to the amount of tension she could exert with the rope pressing on such a sensitive area. He pulled her forward and she reluctantly followed until he could tie the end of the rope to the chain. 
 
    Heather was stuck. She just stood staring up at the rope rising from her crotch to the chain and beam above head, unable to do anything that could materially affect her predicament. Broden patted her bum, said he wouldn't be long, and left her to collect Lindsay. 
 
    Lindsay stopped dead at the door of the barn when she saw Heather. They'd not seen other for over a week and now here she was, tied in a most sensitive way to some mechanism. She wasn't sure whether to run the other way or try to reach Heather. She opted for the latter and went stumbling into the barn and up to her friend. Broden let them nuzzle each other while he tied a similar rope around Lindsay’s waist and then led her away to stand under the other end of the beam by gently tugging on her new leash. The girls stood staring at each other. Broden climbed on the tractor and started the engine. 
 
    He engaged the drive and let the clutch out slowly. The drive wheel rotated and the belt took up the slack. Then the beam jerked into motion and both girls screamed as their ropes were pulled and they were forced to follow. Taking quick pixie steps, they each shuffled round tracing out a six metre diameter circle in the dusty earth. The alternative would be a potentially painful yank on a particularly sensitive area of their anatomy and, in an extreme case, being pulled off their feet and dragged over the earth on their backs. Broden had already carefully considered this scenario. He didn't want to hurt them, just exercise them, and he reasoned that if they did stumble, it would be their shoulders that would be supporting their weight and sliding over the ground, and they were now protected by the leather arm binders. 
 
    When the rotating beams first began to move, Broden let out a long sigh. He’d been telling himself that the girls should be exercised for their own health, and that was certainly true, but it was also far from the whole truth. The sight of these girls, the ones who had taken such delight in his own sexual torture, pulled substantially naked round a circular path in such a profoundly prurient manner was satisfying a deep seated desire for retribution as well as providing a particularly entertaining spectacle. Their hobbles ensured they expended the maximum amount of energy keeping up with the rotating spar and that was good; it made the exercise effective. It also meant that they had to take short, rapid steps and the inappropriate shoes he’d given them just added to the display. Their heels obliged them to place their feet down flat when they stepped and meant that they had to adopt a curious rapid gait where their knees were never straight, their bums were always pushed out behind them, and the breasts thrust out in front. With their arms tucked away and quite useless for balancing, their whole bodies were compelled to wiggle with a strange motion that seemed to impart curious and hypnotic dynamics to their breasts and buttocks. 
 
    It was obvious that both girls found the experience strenuous from the start and, possibly, more than a little stimulating. Try as they might, they were incapable of moving in such a way that there was never any tension in their rope and they couldn't avoid the little tugs and nudges that pressed directly against their clits. 
 
    He let them walk round for fifteen minutes before disengaging the drive and allowing them to rest. When he walked over to Heather, she held his gaze with a cool stare of her own and turned quickly away when he tried to touch her. It was past milking time and her tits were hard and swollen into almost perfect globes so that they looked artificial. Her nipples, too, standing to attention at their tips looked exaggerated like someone had attached them for comic effect. 
 
    He pulled her straight by tugging on the rope between her legs, eliciting a squeak and forcing her onto tip toes. Then he cupped her roughly, a hand around each tit so she couldn't turn away again, and pressed them together. Her teats popped out still further and thin jets of milk wetted the front of his shirt and confirmed she was ripe for milking. She gave a long moan with closed eyelids and Broden relaxed the pressure so that he was only holding her steady. When she looked at him again, her blue eyes sparkled like steel daggers and a sound like a low growl vibrated in her throat. 
 
    He left her then and approached Lindsay. She turned her head away, but the attitude of her body showed none of the hostility that Heather’s conveyed. She didn't react to his touch and he merely stroked her to feel if she was as engorged as her friend. She was… 
 
    “Another spell of exercise, I’ll get you both milked, and then you can rest.” 
 
    They both watched while he climbed back onto the tractor and engaged the drive. Slowly the belt started to move as the clutch bit, the beam snatched at them both, and their idiosyncratic circular dance resumed to a chorus of muted yelps. 
 
    He let them walk for another ten minutes and then increased the speed for the final five. It was, perhaps, cruel, but the display when they started jogging was unmissable.

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 6 
 
   The days began to settle down into a routine that gave Broden more time to spend on other activities. The milk from the cattle was steady and was collected every day by a small tanker. The milk from the girls was being frozen, but at the rate of more than six litres a day and rising, the refrigerators were filling fast and Broden needed to make other arrangements. In the dairy, he examined and tested an old pasteurising heater and found it to be in working order once it was properly cleaned. There was other equipment too: stainless steel vats and mixers that were probably once used for cheese making. He considered his options: ‘Human Cheese’. It wasn't a common provision, but that would be in its favour. There might be a ready market somewhere if he could only find it. 
 
    He made some phone calls, each subsequent call taking him deeper into a murky world where fetish was the norm. Then he got his breakthrough. 
 
    “Human cheese… You're having me on,” said Ida, the proprietor of a successful London shop selling primarily leather and lingerie, and she burst out into a fit of laughter. “It would be like trying to sell ‘smelly feet spread’,” and the giggles started again. “Now, if you had something a little more palatable, ice cream for instance, there’d be a market for that.” 
 
    “How big?” 
 
    “How much can you produce?” 
 
    “Between fifty and a hundred litres a week to begin with, depending on how rich you want it.” 
 
    “I don't think we’d be looking for 100%. Say 50% human milk and the rest cow’s milk and cream. Would you be able to flavour it?” 
 
    The conversation moved on to costs and prices. Broden had already ascertained that human breast milk was currently selling for between £40 and £100 per litre primarily for infant feeding, but there was also a burgeoning market for adult consumption, partly as a health craze and partly to satisfy the fetish market. Ida thought a litre of vanilla flavoured ice cream made of 50% human milk from a pretty girl might sell for £50 through her shop and that would give Broden a selling price of about £35 to £40 or £4000 per week. 
 
    He promised to send her some samples as soon as he could, but there was something important he needed to do first: he needed to ensure that their milk was safe. The first task was to ensure the girls weren’t carrying any chronic infections and he had them both tested for HIV, HTLV, syphilis, and hepatitis B and C by sending samples to a privately run clinic. Then he bought a commercial bacteria testing kit and tried out the pasteurizing heater. Post pasteurizing bacteriological testing verified that any and all bacteria were destroyed. Then he searched the internet for ice cream machines… 
 
    By the close of week three, arrangements had been put in place to manufacture, pack, and deliver using refrigerated transport one hundred litres of Charlotte May ice-cream to Ida’s London shop every week. After overheads, the exercise should net over £3500 per week in addition to the income from the cow’s milk, a not inconsiderable bonus. 
 
    * 
 
    The girls were now exercised every day in the early afternoon shortly after the midday milking. This was the best time from their point of view because it was a period when their breasts were not so heavy, although, of course, the soft flesh did tend to ripple and jiggle more. The hydration regime had also proved to be a big success; the milk yields were slowly creeping up and the girls showed no signs that their bodies were being stressed. 
 
    Heather was her usual belligerent self and, when not occupied by other activities, was left attached to her bed. Lindsay, on the other hand, was always quite biddable and gave Broden very little difficulty, but he was becoming increasingly concerned about her. She would gaze at him with dark, moist eyes when he attached her to the milking stand and turn her head away whenever he asked her what was wrong. The only thing he could think of was that she was missing Heather. Of course, they were now seeing each other every afternoon in the barn, but it wasn't the same so one morning, after all the jobs were done, he decided he’d give her a treat. 
 
    She was standing next to the bed waiting for Broden to pack away the milking apparatus, watching him with her doe-like eyes. As was usual now, she was just wearing the mitts to prevent her interfering with buckles and clips and the hobble chain to stop her running away, not that she’d ever tried to do that. The harness was still strapped about head with the oral plug in place. 
 
    “I thought you might like to go and talk to Heather for a bit before your next sessions,” he said. 
 
    At first she didn't react. The offer had come out of the blue and had taken her completely by surprise. 
 
    “You don't have to if you’d rather not...” 
 
    She gathered her wits quickly and started nodding; Broden grinned and pulled the plug from the ring gag of the harness. “I expect she’ll welcome the idea too...” 
 
    “Thank oo.” She looked down at the bondage mitts on her hands, but decided not to push her luck. 
 
    “Go on then; go and see her.” 
 
    She didn't need telling twice and stepped past Broden. He followed behind. Heather was sitting up in bed wearing the same as Lindsay, but her ankles were clipped to the bed posts and a book was laid on the bed between her spread thighs. She grunted excitedly when she saw Lindsay enter the room, but her excitement waned when Broden followed her through the door. 
 
    “Allo Heather...” Lindsay sat on the edge of the bed and then swivelled her legs up onto the mattress. Meanwhile, Broden walked round the other side and pulled the plug from Heather’s mouth. 
 
    “Indsie…” 
 
    Lindsay was now kneeling beside her friend and bent her head to touch their lips together. Broden walked from the room and left them to it. Heather watched him leave while Lindsay was more concerned with kissing her friend. 
 
    “Indsie!” said Heather urgently. “Can oo undo me?” 
 
    Lindsay held up her hands to show the small padlocks dangling from her wrists just like Heather’s. 
 
    “Try...” she persisted. 
 
    “I can’t. Kiss me.” 
 
    “No. Try to unclip the uckles on my eet.” 
 
    Reluctantly, Lindsay turned and applied herself to the snap links holding Heather to the bedposts, but it was hopeless; she couldn't even hold the small links let alone manipulate their sprung levers. She turned back to Heather. “I can’t, Heather. Kiss me ease...” 
 
    “No, not now. Run and fetch elp.” 
 
    “Heather. I can’t run. Ease… I want to old oo.” 
 
    “Oh oo stupid itch. Go an fetch ‘elp. I wanna ‘ill that ‘ucking man,” and she pushed Lindsay so hard she slid off the bed. Lindsay stood staring at her for a few moments and then walked from the room. Broden was standing in the corridor listening to all that was said and Lindsay just walked up to him and silently wrapped her arms around his chest. He led her not to her bedroom, but into the kitchen where he unstrapped the leather harness from her head and pulled the ring gag from her mouth. She settled back against his chest and sniffed. 
 
    “She didn't want to see me.” 
 
    “She wanted you to release her…” 
 
    Lindsay didn't say more, just held him tighter. 
 
    “Would you like a coffee?” 
 
    She hadn't drunk coffee for more than three weeks. In fact, she hadn't drunk anything except the protein drink three times a day and that she had to suck up through a tube. She nodded and Broden eased her away to fill the kettle. She sat at the table and watched him. 
 
    “We didn't want to kill your badgers, you know.” 
 
    “You did though and I'm still struggling to understand why.” 
 
    “We had to. Heather said the farm was financially on a knife edge. If we hadn't eradicated all the badgers they would have infected the herd and we would have lost everything.” 
 
    “That’s rubbish. Even if the farm was financially stretched, killing all the wildlife wasn't the answer.” 
 
    “They all had tuberculosis. We had no option.” 
 
    Broden was getting tired of this argument. He knew the risk the badgers posed was slight and for three of the five setts non-existent. 
 
    “It was Heather’s idea then?” 
 
    “She said it was the only way. I cried, but she said that if I wanted to be a farmer I had to embrace all of country life and it was just something that had to be done to save the herd. If we hadn't done it, we’d have been bankrupt within a month.” 
 
    “Well, to say that she was misinformed would be an understatement. As for being bankrupt, I take it Heather did all the accounts?” 
 
    “I did most of the milking and looked after the herd and she saw to the running of the farm; you know, things like buying the feed, selling the milk, and doing the monthly accounts. She said things were getting worse and we’d have to seriously think about selling the farm. My father would be terribly upset if he was still alive. It was his money that bought my half. He told me that he always wanted to be a farmer and when he died he left me just enough to buy this with Heather; we own it between us.” 
 
    Broden placed a mug of coffee in front of her and she carefully picked it up between her mittened hands and sipped at it. Broden picked up his cold coffee and drained the mug in a single gulp. 
 
    “Stay here and finish your drink while I see to Heather,” he said and left her sitting at the table. 
 
    Heather was sitting up in bed just as Lindsay had left her and stiffened when she saw Broden, but then seemed to deflate like a balloon when she realised that Lindsay had failed to escape. For the first time since he’d known her, she looked close to tears and Broden felt quite sorry for her. He sat on the end of the bed and uncoupled her ankles from the corner posts. 
 
    “Come on. Up you get. It’s that time again...” He slipped from the bed and knelt beside the frame ready to recouple her, but he’d made a mistake… With a lightning fast kick, her right leg swept across her left and the heavy manacle locked about her ankle connected with the side of Broden’s head. He crashed against the metal tubes of the milking frame and slipped in a heap to the floor. In an instant, Heather was off the bed and kicked him again as he began to push himself up by his hands. He was knocked sideways into the wall and now blood started to run down the side of his face. Heather knelt and hit him as hard as she could with her mittened hand, but failed to do more than slap his face so that he toppled to the side, his head now sliding behind an arm. She tried to pull the arm aside to attack his head again, but his limbs were too tangled, so instead stared kicking at his ribs. His jerking body attested to the effectiveness of the assault as her frustration rose to fever pitch. 
 
    “Heather...” cried Lindsay from the doorway. Heather paused for only a moment to see Lindsay staring at her with frightened eyes and an open mouth. Unlike her own, Lindsay’s mouth was not burdened with the head harness and mouth plug. She kicked Broden’s inert body again, the heavy anklet now crashing into his side. 
 
    “Heather, don’t. You'll kill him,” and Lindsay pulled at her arm to spoil her next carefully aimed kick. Heather grunted and pushed her away. With her hobbled feet, Lindsay barely managed to save herself from falling behind the bed, but her respite was only temporary because Heather slammed her again, this time with a thrusting kick to the stomach that toppled her over backwards and winded her. Heather stared down at her for two heartbeats and then bolted for the door, down the hall and through the kitchen to the rear door leading to the yard. The door was closed and she couldn't manage the small knob on the Yale lock to open it, so she kicked it. The wood splintered and the door sprung open. 
 
    * 
 
    Broden rolled painfully onto his side. His head was wet and the side of his face was sticky with blood. He pushed himself onto his hands and knees and saw Lindsay. She was kneeling beside him with a damp flannel in her hand that she’d been using to bath the wounds on his head. 
 
    “Are you alright?” 
 
    It was a silly question. He was still alive and nothing appeared to be broken, so from that respect, he was fine. On the other hand, breathing was painful and his head hurt like hell. He grunted. 
 
    “She’s gone. She didn't have a hobble chain.” 
 
    “No. That was my fault. I forgot to link her ankles before I released the second one. I have to catch her...” 
 
    “She’ll be a mile up the lane by now. She might even have reached MacBride’s small holding.” 
 
    Broden carefully stood and took the flannel from her to wipe his face. He leant on the wall for a few moments and then pushed himself away to stagger through the door. Lindsay followed. He went into the big bedroom, the double room that used to be hers, and re-emerged holding the cattle prod. He stood unsteadily looking at Lindsay, presumably trying to decide whether to chain her to something, but evidently decided that if she was going to run, she’d have done that by now. Without another word, he stumbled away down the passage and through the broken kitchen door. 
 
    Outside the yard was empty, but something was exiting Hamish at the front of the house. Broden hesitated. Every rational brain cell told him he should climb into the old Landrover and set off in pursuit, but some instinct told him he should investigate the commotion at the gate. He stumbled as fast as he could around the side of the cottage and then stopped dead. 
 
    He would have laughed if it hadn't have been so painful. Hamish was standing between the old stone gateposts and growling menacingly. Trapped within the yard was Heather, alternately kicking out at the dog and attempting to dash past. Each time she moved sideways, Hamish was quick to bar her path with snapping teeth and loud barks. She turned to see Broden with the cattle prod and realised her escape attempt was at an end. She’d failed and meekly turned to walk towards him, away from the gate guardian. 
 
    “Lean against the wall with your feet together,” said Broden with a cold, steady voice and she reluctantly complied to allow him to reattach the hobble chain. She didn't need more instructions and walked slowly back around the house towards the kitchen. Hamish gave a last satisfied bark and laid down between the gateposts in the warm sunshine. 
 
    * 
 
    When Broden had finished coupling Heather to the milking rig and the pump was going, he took a few minutes to clean himself up and inspect the bruises on his body. Back in the kitchen, Lindsay was sitting patiently at the table and watched as he opened a drawer and pulled out a box of sticking plasters. 
 
    “Do you want me to do that?” she asked as he struggled to position the fabric strip correctly, but he just glanced at her mitten clad hands and ignored the question. 
 
    “How long have you known her?” he asked. 
 
    “Not very long really. She came up and started talking to me in the college canteen one day soon after my father’s funeral. She said she’d heard about his death and wanted to say how sorry she was. We got to talking and it turned out we had a lot in common: we’d both just broken up with our boyfriends and I suppose you could say we sought solace in each other. I’d never considered myself attracted to other girls before, but Heather was different. She seduced me one evening after I’d drunk a lot and by morning I was a lesbian. She told me she had a dream about buying a farm and I said I thought it was a brilliant idea. Then she said we could buy a farm together and live without men troubling us. I thought she was joking at first, but she wasn’t.” She gave a shy laugh, “I quite like men and, anyway, neither of us knew anything about farming, but she said we could find out everything we needed to know from the internet. It took a long time, but eventually she convinced me…I never went back to college and we bought this place.” 
 
    She toyed with her coffee mug, absent mindedly spreading the ring of cold coffee it had made on the table top. “Seems it wasn't such a good idea after all because now we’ll have to sell it to pay off our debts. I was a fool to think that we could start farming with no experience.” Broden didn't answer. She didn't need him to confirm it. “What should I do?” 
 
    “You can’t do anything. You're chained up and I'm milking you four times a day.” 
 
    She stared at him, shocked into silence by his bluntness, and then to his absolute amazement a faint smile touched the corners of her mouth. “Yes,” she said. “That fact hadn't escaped me...” 
 
    Now Broden really was confused. He certainly hadn’t expected her to find her current predicament amusing. 
 
    She suddenly turned to him. “Have you any idea what effect that has on a girl?” 
 
    “I have eyes; I can see.” 
 
    She looked down at her naked breasts still soft after their recent attention, but even so they represented a generous D cup with dark, enlarged nipples and areolae. 
 
    “I used to have a nice, slim figure, but now I look like a stick with melons growing on my chest.” 
 
    “I wouldn't put it quite like that...” 
 
    “You're not the one who has to carry the melons around. Anyway, I wasn't actually referring to my physical appearance. You deliberately attach me to that milking contraption in the most humiliating way possible with a plug in my arse, my legs spread wide open, and my tits dangling through holes in a board. You even gag me so I can’t complain. Then you attach the pump so that I’m stripped of my milk and my nipples are continuously pulsing in and out.” She was looking at his face and her stare didn't waver. “Can you imagine what that feels like? What it does to a girl?” 
 
    Broden shrugged. “Milks her?” 
 
    “There’s a hormone released during breastfeeding that’s meant to promote a bond between mother and baby. It’s called the love hormone and it’s the same one that’s released during an orgasm.” 
 
    “Oxytocin,” said Broden. 
 
    “Whatever,” said Lindsay. “Anyway, your milking machine makes me release that hormone in abundance and it has a strange effect in the absence of a suckling infant...” Her voice trailed off and now she did look away. “It makes me feel, well, affectionate and when that affection is not reciprocated, so…” She glanced up at Broden and then down to her lap. “So needy,” she added quietly. 
 
    “Oh…” he said equally softly so she barely heard. 
 
    “That first time that I saw you, when you came to the yard, I felt attracted to you, but I was with Heather and she was saying we had to find the other badgers. I didn’t know what to do and then she drugged you and things got out of hand… When we returned from, you know, and you’d gone, I knew I’d see you again and I knew you’d be cross, but I felt happy and excited. But the weeks passed and you didn’t reappear. Silly really; I didn’t associate growing big boobs with you; I thought it was some sort of contamination from the diary, perhaps run-off getting into the water supply, but the doctor said not to worry and, anyway, I quite liked having larger breasts, although after a while I did begin to worry when they didn’t stop growing.” 
 
    She just sat at the table gazing at her mittens without actually seeing them while Broden stood silently watching, afraid that if he said anything, he’d break the spell. 
 
    “And then I woke up gagged and bound. Naturally I was frightened… right up to the time you walked into the room; I expected it to be you and it was. Of course, I didn’t expect you’d do what you did, all the things you did, but it never occurred to me that you’d hurt me so I never really worried. Quite the opposite, in fact.” She gave a shy little smile as she recalled a memory. “I suppose it’s Heather’s fault that I behave as I do; she liked to be in control and I didn’t mind. We used to mess about in bed with straps and ropes and things and I began to associate being helpless with sexual stimulation, pleasure and orgasms. And then you came along and strapped me to that milking platform. Suddenly, I was completely helpless, the stimulation went sky high, and I was flooded with orgasmic hormones, but you didn’t touch me… You never touched me.” 
 
    She suddenly looked up at his face and blushed with embarrassment with the realisation that she’d been talking to someone who was little more than a stranger. He knew her intimately, of course, but he could have had no idea as to her true feelings. She carefully picked up her mug between the mitts and sipped. The coffee was cold, but she concentrated on the dark liquid to avoid his steely gaze. 
 
    She swallowed. She’d already said too much and decided she may as well complete the confession. “All the time those pumps are going, I'm balanced on the edge, but it’s just not enough to make me climax. You stand beside me and handle me like I'm just part of a machine that you have to manipulate and operate; an organic milk factory that needs to be filled up with water before it’s pumped. You’ve even got my tits hanging through the holes in that board so they look like they're no longer part of me; disembodied milk dispensers. It’s like the worst kind of torture you can imagine taking me right to the edge of the world’s greatest orgasm four times a day with a… well, with you standing so close, squeezing and stroking me, but giving me no way to climax.” 
 
    “I didn't think you’d want me to touch you, you being with Heather and all. I didn't think you liked men.” 
 
    “It’s driving me insane with you so close and me being so vulnerable and, well, exploited. Your hands are all over me, your machine is sucking at my tits, and my brain is telling me I’m going to explode, but you never touch me; you never touch the parts that matter.” 
 
    “I'm sorry.” His response didn't seem adequate to him and he struggled to find something else to add, but the silence settled in the small room until it became uncomfortable. 
 
    Finally she asked, “How long are you going to keep us like this?” 
 
    “I haven’t really decided; a month or two...” He gave her a furtive look, but she didn’t react at all. 
 
    “I suppose we deserve it. We knew nothing about farming or the countryside; it’s certainly teaching us the basics of dairy farming.” 
 
    “You knew enough to use illegal hormones on the cows to maximise their yield.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You’ve just told me that you were responsible for looking after the herd, so it must have been you that administered Bovine Somatotropin.” 
 
    “Is that the vitamin that needs to be injected?” 
 
    “It’s Bovine Growth Hormone, not vitamins, and it’s given to cows in the US to maximise their milk yield.” 
 
    “So? What’s the difference?” 
 
    “A hormone is not a vitamin and because no-one knows what effect it could have on humans, it’s illegal in Europe. And another thing: what are you doing in the new shed?” 
 
    “I’m fitting the insulation. It’s for the cows.” 
 
    Broden stared at her. Almost any other answer would have been better. He’d inspected the new shed; a long, block-built structure attached to the side of the old wooden barn. It was very nice. In fact, it was well over the top and he’d wondered what they had in mind for it. There were none of the drainage channels or stock gates that you’d expect to find if it was going to be used for milking, but then, why would they need a new milking shed; the one that they had was perfectly adequate. Of course, it was possible that they were diversifying into, say, cheese production or even planning on keeping battery hens, but Broden thought there was a much more likely explanation. The new building, once it had been insulated and heated, in its remote mountain location would be ideal for growing marijuana. 
 
    “Have you finished your coffee?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Good. Open your mouth then; I have work to do and you're going back to bed,” and he approached her with the head harness. 
 
    She stared at him. She shouldn’t have been surprised; what did she expect him to do? She sat still while he buckled it about her head and then he slid the rubberised plug back through the ring gag. Conversation was at an end. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 7 
 
   He felt cheated. Lindsay was so compliant, so passive and accepting of her situation. She was the one who had been tricked into doing anything that was wrong or unsocial. None of it was her fault. More than that, she’d actually intimated that she’d like him to seduce her; no – to fuck her while she was immobilised and helpless because the milking was making her feel randy. He was tempted to believe her, but there was so much evidence to the contrary. 
 
    He mentally ticked off the points… 
 
    
    	 With no previous experience, she buys a dairy farm in the middle of nowhere with someone she barely knows. 
 
    	 She’d played an active part in his drugging and ‘interrogation’, and in the destruction of the setts. 
 
    	 She was the one administering the bGH to the cattle. 
 
    	 She’s the one preparing the new shed and lying about its purpose. 
 
    	 Now she’s trying to fuck with his mind. 
 
   
 
    Reluctantly, he concluded he was being played. In her own way, she was just as bad if not worse than Heather. 
 
    It was now almost one. He’d been sitting alone at the kitchen table for nearly two hours just thinking about things and it was now time they were fed and milked again before their afternoon exercise session. He went along to Lindsay’s room and she stared silently at him around the leather straps of the harness, mittened hands lying calmly in her lap. He pulled the plug from her mouth, but before she had time to thank him, he held up a finger to her lips. 
 
    “Don’t say it,” he warned. “I want to know who else is involved in this enterprise.” 
 
    “I ont un’erstand. Oo ou ean with the cows?” 
 
    “No… I mean with the drugs?” 
 
    “I ont un’erstand.” Her performance was good, compelling even, but he wasn’t convinced. While he’d been talking, he’d fitted the feeding tube to the end of the plunger. She sat still and silent while he pushed it back into her mouth and pressed the plunger home. Then he dipped the other end of the tube into a bottle of liquidised broth and placed it on the side table while he fetched the milking stand. 
 
    She’d finished her soup by the time he was ready for her and he tugged the feeding tube free. Her demeanour was no different from before and she waited quietly for him to uncouple the catheter before freeing her ankles. She slid from the bed and stood against the fixture, waiting for her legs to be spread and fixed in place. It didn’t escape her notice that he linked her ankles together before releasing the second one from the bed. Broden knelt behind her and no sooner had he re-clipped the snap links at her ankles than she folded herself carefully over the padded bar to drop her breasts through the two holes in the platform and, in so doing, raised her vulva so that it was no more than a hand’s breadth from his face. She was good… He grunted and stood to snap each wrist into place beside her shoulders and then buckled up the strap that crossed her back and held her steady against the platform. He pulled it one notch tighter and heard her sigh as she was pressed harder through the two apertures. 
 
    He returned to the rear of the platform and knelt behind her, pretending to inspect the fit of the catheter. He pushed the plastic washer with a fingertip and she jumped. Then he did the same to the base of the anal plug that was still stretching her sphincter. First thing each morning he removes it to enable her to use the toilet and then, before her first milking, refits it. Now he tested its security by gripping its base and pulling. Lindsay groaned and her sphincter stretched alarmingly, but wouldn’t relinquish its hold on the inflated plug. He suddenly let go and she yelped when it snapped back into place. 
 
    Below the plug, her vagina nestled between the soft ridges of her labia, its dark interior just visible where the catheter was pushing apart her folds. Again, he could just see a thick secretion within her and he forced himself to question his previous analysis. Could he be wrong about her? He eased apart her lips and the small, white pip of her clitoris peeped at him, drawing him closer like a hypnotic charm. He knew she could feel his hot breath on her and he felt her body move slowly beneath his fingers, swaying like a snake charmers pipe. Her labia were dark and puffy with engorged blood and slippery to the touch, and he heard her groan again as she moved. He had an almost overwhelming desire to bury his face against the soft moist folds and draw in her intoxicating scent, but instead he rose. She’d almost won; almost seduced him, but he was not so easily swayed. 
 
    He’d already prepared the water bag with two litres of tepid water and an extra dose of prolactin, a reward for her efforts to beguile him. He imagined her breasts reacting to the extra hormone by swelling to gigantic size, but, of course, it didn't really work like that. He hung the water bag on the nail and pushed the tube into the back of her anal plug. Then he turned on the tap. Normally, he would busy himself connecting the teat cups at this juncture, but instead he just knelt behind her watching between her legs as her abdomen filled and her belly sagged beneath the platform. When the bag was empty he reached under her and pressed her bloated belly to force some of the water back up the tube. He let go and she refilled, so he did it again, and again. Then he turned the tap and, with unnecessary energy, yanked the tube from her plug to seal her. 
 
    It was time for the teat cups and he moved to squat at her head. Lindsay looked at him with her big, brown eyes peering from beneath her low fringe. She made an animal-like mewing noise and waved her hands as if she wanted to say something, but he ignored her. Instead he reached beneath the platform with both hands to cup her breasts. Her nipples were hard in his palms and he moved his hands in a circular motion that both rolled and squeezed her. She squealed and suddenly his palms were full of milk. 
 
    “You seem ready,” he said and took both teats between finger and thumb to lift and pull roughly on each as if he was milking a goat. Strong spurts of milk jetted onto the towel that was lying below her and she shrieked, shaking her shoulders and frantically waving her hands. He smiled and released her only to slap her breasts together to make a loud clapping sound. Both her shrieking and the urgency of her shaking increased considerably, but she was totally unable to budge her breasts which settled back into distorted globes below the platform waiting for their next assault. It came in the form of the two teat cups that Broden latched onto her. She had dipped her head to peer under the milking platform and was making the mewing sound again as he stood, but as soon as he clicked on the pulsator she stopped and closed her eyes. The teat cups were now bouncing on alternate tits, their loud ticking announcing the snapping shut of the air valves that caused the vacuum to grab at her teats. Now the milk started to flow in earnest and he watched the level in the glass collecting bottle begin to rise. 
 
    He stood back. For all her deceit and criminality, she was a beautiful creature. Her hair was still gathered in a ponytail and the fringe above her eyes made her look younger than her years; her lips, pursed and plump, involuntarily sucking and pumping the silicone gel plug in her mouth made her look older. He gazed at her long limbs folded around the milking platform, lithe and slender, her pale skin smooth and silky to the touch, and he gazed at her tits, her teats pulsing within the transparent suckers as they bounced under her, pulling her first into taut cones and then recoiling to form flattened spheres of trembling, malleable flesh. He reached out and ran his hand along her flank and over the soft mound of her rump. As if in a trance, his fingers slipped over the plug and into the slippery realm beneath. He barely noticed her strident bleats and the urgent movements of her hips when his thumb pushed into her and his fingers crushed the doughy, slickened flesh of her labia, spreading her wide and pressing against her exposed clitoris. Her cries and movements became repetitive and impelling as she bobbed against his hand, exciting her clit and driving his thumb deeper. 
 
    He could feel waves of water moving inside her against his thumb and he slowly closed his hand about her pubic bone until he was gripping her tightly and she could no longer move. Her cries became desperate. She was trying to look back over her shoulder, but her restraints were too constricting and then suddenly he released her, snatching his hand away as if struck by an electric shock. Rational thought had returned to him again in a rush. The girl had the body of an angel, but the mind of a deceiver. He turned away not wanting to look at her anymore and walked purposely towards the door only to glance back at the last minute. There were tears running down her cheeks. 
 
    * 
 
    After Lindsay, Heather was positively easy. Of course she looked like a glamorous super-model, of course any heterosexual man would consider very carefully the opportunity of relations with such a beauty, and with Heather there was no deceit; just antagonism and a haughty attitude of contempt. Broden, in return, was quick to demonstrate that it was hard to be condescending when your bum’s in the air and your tits are dangling through holes under you. He was in a position to take anything he wanted whenever he wanted it; he just didn’t want it all now… Heather was restrained exactly like Lindsay and displayed a body every bit as beautiful and erotic as Lindsay’s, but he didn’t feel the same level of attraction. She squirmed and shrieked when he touched her back, but the muffled shrieks subtly softened and changed tempo when he pressed his hand against her sex, only to revert to hostile indignity as soon as he began manipulating her to encourage the milk flow. 
 
    After the milking, the rest of the afternoon was just as trying for him, although he consoled himself that however trying he found it, he could be sure it was worse for the girls. He watched them struggling round the exercise ring in their tall heels, Heather with her eyes to the ground in front of her and Lindsay with her gaze fixed on him whenever she could. He found himself remembering the first time he’d seen her running down the lane with long, loping strides and compared it in his head with her present motion: short, fast steps that caused her breasts to swing and bounce, and their surfaces to tremble with every foot fall. For an instant, he felt guilt at what he’d done to her, what he was still doing. He stared at her eyes trying to detect confirmation of her duplicity, but the evidence he sought was elusive. 
 
    Heather was struggling just the same as Lindsay. If anything, her classical beauty exceeded Lindsay’s, her long, sunshine-blonde hair was more perfect than Lindsay’s, and her breasts were definitely larger, but he didn’t feel the same about her. Was it Lindsay’s passive compliance that was affecting him, her doe-eyed looks suggesting down-trodden injustice, or was it, perhaps, the nagging doubt that he might be wrong? 
 
    * 
 
    That evening, after all his chores had been completed and both girls and cows were at rest, Broden sat on the edge of the big double bed in his new bedroom and ran his hand over the pink floral duvet cover, smoothing out the creases while he considered his options. Something about the two girls was making him feel uneasy and he wasn’t thinking only about the state of their bedroom or the predicament that they now found themselves in. When he’d first arrived, dresses, tops, shoes and underwear were scattered around the room as if the house had just been ransacked by a tornado. He’d scooped up all the detritus and deposited it in a large cardboard box that was now parked in the corner of the room. Then he’d begun a systematic search. 
 
    He needed to know everything there was to know about the farm. He’d told himself that it was to avoid being caught out by unexpected surprises; things like the arrangement with the milk tanker, any food or cattle feed deliveries, is the vet due to pay a visit, are the household bills paid automatically by direct debit, and, perhaps most importantly, how much money is in the bank account? All these were necessary things to know, but the whole set-up of the farm was so unusual he was driven to discover more. The few odd letters and receipts that he’d found lying around provided some of the answers, but the one thing he needed most had thwarted him: access to Heather’s laptop. 
 
    He’d found it in the small room at the back of the property that she’d had been using as an office. The login screen only gave one option, Heather, and, of course, wanted a password. He could have just asked her. He was sure he could have persuaded her to tell him, but he didn’t want the girls to know he had access and he wanted to keep the stress in the house as low as possible; it was already at stratospheric level. A search through all the drawers in the desk revealed nothing, but a search through Heather’s handbag found beside the settee in the sitting room gave him her diary, address book, and mobile phone. The diary was disappointing, but did tell him something: she’d written her name in the front, the name she’d used before assuming Lindsay’s surname – Milne. She’d inscribed the first page Heather Blakeney. 
 
    If someone wanted to remember a password, surely they would have written it somewhere there, but he could see nothing. There was no personal information recorded in the index, just a few notes on particular days to remind her about visits to the dentist, friends’ birthdays, period start and finish days, and earlier on in the year little cryptic notes, initials and single digits that could have been anything, but Broden suspected they were records of sexual encounters with a score out of ten. 
 
    He turned to the address book. She knew a lot of people and he scanned each page for anything out of the ordinary. Nothing stood out. Finally, he looked at the phone. It used fingerprints to unlock, but it had been some time since it was last used and the fingerprint reader would have been disabled long ago. That just left the passcode and, like the computer’s login, Broden didn’t felt inclined to coerce Heather into divulging the code up to that point. 
 
    It had been a long and stressful day. Tomorrow he would discover more. 
 
    * 
 
    The next morning brought sunshine and warmth to the Scottish Highlands and he was up at dawn. A dairyman’s work is never done; if it’s not cows needing milking, it’s the girls and he wasn’t through with them until well past nine. 
 
    He sat on the settee with a coffee and the address book, determined to have another go at unlocking its secrets. Carefully, he read each entry noting anything that appeared in any way out of place and after an hour of conscientious study, he read through his notes. There were five entries he’d painstakingly transcribed. Four were just odd names: Black Sheep, Diaora, Electric Ghost, and Pingal. The fifth entry was, in some ways, the most interesting: Mr P 020 8735 9863. First of all, ‘P’ could easily be a reminder for a password and not a person at all. Furthermore, it was the only entry in the entire book that had the epithet ‘Mr’ before it, added, perhaps, to reinforce its legitimacy. It looked like a London phone number and he gave it a call, but all he got was a recording to say that the number was not recognised. 
 
    Now he picked up the laptop a second time and entered 02087359863 in the password box. Wrong. Then he tried 87359863, 36895378, 36895378020, 020_8735_9863, and 8735_9863. Disheartened, he went and made himself another coffee. It was while he was drinking it staring at the monitor that a thought suddenly hit him: the warning screen he’d seen so often when he’d been creating passwords: ‘Passwords must contain at least one upper and lower case alpha numeric and one digit.’ He typed in ‘Mr02087359863’, the screen flashed ‘Welcome Heather’, and then opened with the familiar Windows Desktop. Broden grinned and took another sip. 
 
    Heather was a lazy girl. Having gained access to her user space, all subsequent sites had their passwords automatically entered by the Microsoft Password Safe including her personal bank account and that of the farm. He noted that many of the sites used the same PIN number and when he tried it on her mobile, it flickered into life. 
 
    The bank accounts made interesting reading. The farm’s account showed an overdrawn balance of several thousand pounds and the bank will, by now, be getting very agitated. Heather’s account, by contrast, had a balance of almost £18000. There was a regular payment of £1000 every month from the farm’s account that was just labelled ‘agricultural supplies’ and a similar sum credited to Heather’s personal account. 
 
    He clicked back through the farm’s accounts until he came to the first one. £325k deposited by Lindsay and £250k deposited by a private company, RBKW Holdings. Then the money started going out starting with £478k for the purchase of the farm and legal fees, and £75k for the BMW. The cattle and other essential purchases almost wiped out the rest of the capital and subsequent payments, household bills, cattle feed, etc, just about balanced the income from the dairy before Heather’s £1000 was withdrawn. 
 
    The document files were similarly interesting. There were scans of documents recording the sale of the farm to Lindsay for £450k and there was an interest only mortgage agreement with RBKW Holdings for £250k, also in Lindsay’s name. There was no mention of Heather. Broden stiffened. This was even more damning evidence against Lindsay. She’d lied about ownership of the farm. She’d told him they’d bought the farm between them, but now here it was in black and white: Lindsay was the sole owner of the farm. But something else was not quite ringing true: if she borrowed £250k from this company, why wasn’t there any interest payments going out? 
 
    His next task was to examine Heather’s emails. Virtually all of them were from a girl called Sarah Richardson. He scrolled back thirty months, but there was very little correspondence. What emails were there were almost exclusively to do with marijuana, either its production or supply. The police would have a field day with such a haul of self-incriminating evidence, but, of course, it was illegally obtained and wouldn’t be admissible in court. Then, twenty-one months ago, Heather mentions a girl called Lindsay Milne. She says her father has recently died and that she had no brothers or sisters to ‘share her grief’. Sarah responds by saying that she thinks ‘the girl needs consoling’. There’s not much more for a few weeks until an email tells Heather that ‘the money’s in place’, presumably for the purchase of the farm. 
 
    Then the correspondence gets busy. Every week, Heather writes to Sarah and tells her what’s been happening down on the farm, in particular about the new ‘dairy’. Her last email says that the circuits for the heaters have been installed and Lindsay’s currently fitting the insulation, so it’s almost ready to use. She was referring, of course, to the new, block built building behind the milking shed; the one Broden had already examined in detail. 
 
    “How’s Davy?” she asks and tells Sarah how much she’s missing him. In fact, she was very specific: “God, I’m missing cock. Fanny’s fun to play with, but these silicone dildos are not the same as the real thing.” 
 
    Sarah’s response is that Davy has gone off on his motorbike again and she didn’t know when he’d be back. “Let me know when you're ready,” she writes… 
 
    Broden decided that a little background check on the girls may be enlightening and set about researching their history. He started by searching their names on the internet, but found nothing except adverts from various companies offering to search for him for a fee. Shamelessly, he called an old army buddy who was now serving in the London Met. Within the hour, he had a call back. There was nothing in the records for Lindsay Milne, but Heather Blakeney was well-known. 
 
    “Twenty-four, 173 tall, 58 kg. Long blonde hair and looks like Pamela Anderson in her Baywatch days.” 
 
    “That’s the girl.” 
 
    “Six years ago Heather Blakeney, ne Whittington, was cautioned for dealing in marijuana. Her boyfriend, a Dave Webber, and three other girls, Sarah Richardson, Tracy Burke, and Rebecca Kumar for whom there was more compelling evidence, were prosecuted and each did 150 hours of community service. Since then, she has not actually been arrested, but her name’s often cropped up in association with various scams. She’s been with the same three girlfriends off and on since that period. I’ll text you their address. 
 
    “The four of them have kept pretty busy these last few years,” continued the voice on the phone. “It’s surprising how many of their ex-boyfriends are unfortunate enough to have their houses burgled a week or two after they break-up. Of course, it could just be coincidence and nothing can be proven… You may also be interested to learn that Heather Blakeney has been married twice, the first time four years ago. Lasted four months and when she left, so did thirty thousand of the poor guy’s savings. He complained to the police and she said it was a financial settlement instead of going through the courts and taking half his house. Unofficially, he was told she’d lose after such a short marriage, but she said she was going to pursue him for adultery. He denied it, of course, but in the end he withdrew his complaint and they quietly divorced. The second time she married was two years ago, but that lasted just a month before she left home with everything from the joint account, another forty-five thousand, but as she was a signatory for the account, there was nothing the police could do. Apparently, she’s never divorced the guy, so she’s still technically married to Mr Blakeney.” 
 
    “She’s a naughty little cat.” 
 
    “She is at that, but no worse than her friends. They're all as bad as each other. What’s she been up to now?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. She’s calling herself Heather Milne now and she’s living in a small dairy farm up in the wilds of Scotland with this other girl, but, as yet, neither of them appear to have done anything wrong apart from kill my badgers.” 
 
    “You into exotic pets nowadays?” The voice gave a wry chuckle that Broden ignored. “I must say Dairy farming doesn’t seem to be her style. She’s very definitely a city girl.” 
 
    “No… She doesn’t look all that comfortable in dungarees. I’ll let you know if there’s anything more you can do for me. Thanks mate.” 
 
    He clicked off. The call gave him plenty to think about, but what with the cattle queuing up at the parlour door and the girls getting agitated in their beds as their breasts engorged, nothing else was done that day. ‘A farmer’s life is a busy one,’ he mused. 
 
    The next morning after his early morning chores, he turned on the computer and sat staring at the screen whilst he drank his coffee. 
 
    ‘Ping.’ 
 
    A new email was added to the top of the list. It was, predictably, from Sarah. 
 
    “I've attached the draft repossession order. She’s in default to the tune of £40k at present. Let me know when you're ready and I’ll give you an updated figure. When I do, stir up the bank with some ridiculous invoice, something like an expensive barbecue for the farm, so they write her a stinking letter. Then I can turn up with the girls and the repossession order from RBKW and evict her.”

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 8 
 
   Lindsay was sitting up in bed and staring out of the window just as he’d left her half an hour before. Between her spread thighs was a paperback novel, but she’d made no attempt to open it with her hampered hands. She turned to him with a surprised grunt and he halted at the foot of the bed, unsure how to proceed. How do you tell a girl in such a position that you're sorry, but you made a mistake? 
 
    For long moments they just looked at each other, she at his ashen face and he at her breasts with their new, thimble sized nipples. To be fair, they actually looked quite attractive and they weren’t really that big; DD perhaps until they needed milking. Her belly was still swollen too with the charge of prolactin laden water that he’d drained into her. It would be another couple of hours before it was all absorbed. And she did help to kill his badgers, which was the original reason for her lesson. 
 
    But now things were different. No longer was it just about petty revenge; things had got a lot more complicated. Lindsay was being cheated out of hundreds of thousands of pounds as well as her dream, whilst her protagonists were planning to use the farm to grow a crop of marijuana. She didn’t deserve that and he couldn’t allow it to happen. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said in a weak voice and sat on the edge of the bed. “I know now that you were telling the truth.” He twisted the plug and pulled it from her mouth to leave her lips still spread by the ring and then lifted each wrist in turn to remove the padlock and pulled the thick mittens from her hands. She gazed down at her fingers as if seeing them for the first time and then looked up at him with bright, moist eyes. 
 
    “Kith me,” she said and put a hand behind his head to pull him closer. Her other hand grabbed his and pressed it against her breast as he felt her tongue search for him through the metal ring still locked in her mouth. Then she fell backwards onto the pillows, pulling him down on top of her like a collapsing tower and his hand tightened to compress the soft flesh. 
 
    When she loosened her grip, he struggled up on one elbow. “Let me release you,” he said and made to search behind her head for the buckle of the harness, but she stopped him. 
 
    “No. Pleath… I need you. Make love to ee,” and she pulled him to her again to stifle any response he might consider making. Sure in the knowledge that his hand was now fully occupied on her breast, she let go of his wrist and delved lower, struggling urgently with his belt buckle and then easing his jeans apart to reveal his rapidly hardening penis. She gripped it with surprising strength and started pumping rapidly, but Broden now covered her hand with his to slow her fervour. She groaned, her sound muffled by their sealed lips, but when he released her hand she started moving at a more sedate pace. 
 
    Broden allowed his hand to slide down onto her pubis and from there between her spread thighs. Her ankles were still chained to the bedposts and she couldn’t close her legs even if she wanted to, but he suspected that was far from her mind. He felt her twitch when his fingers slid across her clitoris and heard her long moan as they were guided by her slippery labia towards the tunnel of her vagina. Her catheter tube was still attached and he prised it from the self-sealing plug in her urethra and tossed it down the bed so it hung over the end rail. This left the stubby tubes and plastic washer inconveniently placed near the opening of her vagina, but she didn’t seem to notice. 
 
    He rolled on top of her and she hugged him hungrily, compressing her tits so that they spread and filled the voids between their arms. She guided him into her and his first lunge thrust his entire organ deep into her loins. He could feel the anal plug inside her pressing against his shaft and was conscious he was lying on the water trapped in her belly that was providing a soft, all-enveloping cushion. He moved gently feeling like he was lying on a waterbed, part of her otherwise lithe figure, but Lindsay was having none of it. She bounced her hips nearly throwing him off and he landed back on top of her soft body like he was falling onto a down-filled duvet, his erection reseating itself with a gasp from him and a strangled squeal from her. Thereafter, he was allowed no rest until, two full minutes later, she gripped him hard with both hands on his bottom to still him and her mouth hard against his to smother her cries. 
 
    * 
 
    Back in the kitchen, Lindsay sat at the table in a pink dressing gown whilst Broden made fresh coffee. She was not now wearing the head harness, but he’d still to remove the heavy steel rings about her ankles, and she was still plugged because her last hydrating fluids had yet to be fully absorbed. She was looking at the laptop and reading Heather’s latest email. 
 
    “What’s going on?” she asked after reading the draft repossession order through twice. “I’ve never taken out a mortgage agreement and I’ve no idea who these RBKW Holdings people are.” 
 
    “I think they're Heather Blakeney, Sarah Richardson, Tracy Burke, and Rebecca Kumar.” 
 
    “Well, I know Heather, of course, but I've never heard of these others and where does the ‘W’ come from? I thought we’d bought the farm outright with mine and Heather’s money.” 
 
    “The ‘W’ is Heather when she was called Whittington. As far as I can see, she’s put no money into the project. Quite the opposite, in fact. She’s been transferring a thousand pounds every month into her own personal account. ” 
 
    Lindsay just stared at him stunned. “What’s been going on? I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Seems Heather and her friends picked you out as someone who had recently come into money and for that reason Heather befriended you. When you thought you were buying this farm with Heather, they actually forged papers to show you took out a mortgage, at an exorbitant rate I should add, to buy the property in your name only. Heather has been running up an overdraft at the bank and RBKW Holdings can show you owe them more than £40k in interest.” 
 
    “But I don’t. I haven’t. They're lying.” 
 
    “They have your signature, or at least what they claim is your signature. I'm sure some of them will even remember you signing it. They plan to repossess the property to use, I believe, as a marijuana nursery. They’ll gain the whole farm complete with a £75k BMW for little more than £250k. A bargain, I would have thought.” 
 
    “The car… Heather said we needed to buy a reliable vehicle because we’re out here in the wilds. I can’t drive; it’s in her name. We have to go straight to the police.” 
 
    “And what will they do? This is going to turn into a civil matter with RBKW suing you for repossession of the property and they have all the paperwork; you have nothing to support your claim.” 
 
    “I've lost all that money… Everything.” 
 
    “Not necessarily. We have one big advantage over RBKW Holdings: we know what their plans are and they don’t know we know.” He grinned. 
 
    “I still don’t see what you can do. There’s three more of them and they’ll have friends they can call on. We can’t force them to give me my money back.” 
 
    “Well, we can get the £18k from Heather; I have access to her bank account. That should be enough to keep the bank off your back. As for the rest, that’s a difficult question. They could probably bring a whole bunch of people down on us and we could end up being on one side of a gang war. I suggest we take the initiative and make it plain to them how vulnerable they can be. It might not work and in the end we may need to make a run for it, but I think it’s worth a try.” 
 
    “What do you have in mind?” 
 
    “Well, how vulnerable did you feel with big tits and being milked four times a day?” 
 
    Lindsay looked incredulous. “You're going to do the same to them? There’s three of them and how do you suppose to get them lactating, never mind enticing them up here and over-powering them?” 
 
    “That will be my problem. Yours is to look after Heather.” 
 
    “Heather… That bitch. Can I make her tits bigger?” 
 
    “I would encourage it. Now you're not providing milk, we need as much as we can get.” 
 
    “Who says I’m not and why do you need it?” 
 
    “You, my sweet, along with your erstwhile friend, have been providing the world with possibly the first vanilla dairy ice-cream made from human milk. The milk I’m getting from you and Heather is selling in a London shop as ice-cream for £50 a litre. Apparently, you're very tasty. You two are currently making the farm an additional nett profit of £3500 every week.” 
 
    “But…” and then she didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “Your farm, possible for the first time since you bought it, is making a profit and it’s considerable. Of course, with just Heather producing, profits are going to suffer for a bit until we can get her friends on-line.” 
 
    “I’ll still be doing it…” She said it quickly without really thinking. 
 
    “Are you sure? You don’t have to, you know.” 
 
    “I want to.” 
 
    “Well, ok. If you're quite sure, but you’ll have to promise to drink a lot and stop if you start getting dehydrated. I’ll have to think how I can set up the machine for you so you can be more comfortable and work it yourself.” 
 
    “Oh no…” Broden looked at her, surprised by the vehemence of her response. “I’ll do it on two conditions: firstly, that nothing is changed with the milking. I want to be fixed exactly as before and I want you to keep me hydrated. And secondly, I want you to, you know, ‘use me’ while it’s happening… You don’t have to do it every time,” she added quickly. “Just once in a while. And don’t tell me beforehand; I want it to come as a surprise.” 
 
    “You want me to strap you to the milking platform, fill you with water, milk you with the tit suckers, and then fuck you while it’s all happening?” Lindsay grinned. “You kinky little witch.” 
 
    * 
 
    It was time for the next session at one that afternoon and Broden started with Heather. At one thirty he went looking for Lindsay only to find her in the small bedroom. She was way ahead of him. She’d removed the clothes she’d so recently reclaimed from her bedroom, refitted her head harness complete with the plug, and she’d clipped her spread legs to the two rear tubes of the fixture. As Broden entered, she folded herself over the rear tube and dropped her swollen breasts through the holes in the platform. It only remained for Broden to refit her mittens, clip her hands into place and then buckle-up the strap that went behind her back. He heard a little moan at that point and pulled the strap another notch tighter to force even more flesh through the holes in the platform and heard her give a surprised yelp. 
 
    She watched over her shoulder as he hung the water bag from the nail and pushed the drain tube into the back of her anal plug. Then he opened the valve on the end of the tube and heard her squeal; the water was no longer dosed with prolactin, but it was cold… Kneeling behind her, he gave the catheter a little tug to make sure it was secure and then pushed another tube into it to empty her bladder into a glass flask. Above the tiny tube, her vaginal tunnel began to exude a thick, white viscous fluid that dribbled down towards her clitoris until the whole of her labia were glistening in the bright sunlight. He touched her gently with a fingertip and she jumped. 
 
    Then he knelt before her and reached beneath the wooden platform to hold the two fleshy globes protruding through the holes. He squeezed and rolled them together, and then patted them so that they bounced off one another or rocked up and down. He was doing all he could to tease her and for a finale, suggested he might dispense with the milking machine and instead milk her manually. Thereupon, he started pulling and pinching her teats to express the milk in strong jets. She closed her eyes and began moaning in earnest, only for Broden to lift each tit higher to crush it beneath the platform before pulling harder and squeezing tighter. Lindsay was suddenly frantic and began shaking her head and flapping her hands. 
 
    “No, you're right. We’re just wasting the milk,” and he reached behind him for the teat cups. 
 
    Within a very short time, Lindsay was being mechanically stripped of her milk and was mewing softly with her eyes closed. A sharp slap on a cheek made her jump and she strained to look behind her, but couldn’t actually see Broden. Then she felt him and screamed. With a single thrust, he’d impaled her to the hilt and almost lifted her feet from the floor. It took him four minutes before he climaxed and ejaculated his seed into her loins. It took her no more than one before she orgasmed the first time. The remaining three minutes were unnecessary as far as she was concerned, but unavoidable. 
 
    * 
 
    The pump ran for fifteen minutes before Broden stopped it and pulled the suckers from her teats. A manual check of her dangling tits confirmed they were no longer full of milk and they jiggled pleasingly when gently slapped from the side. Lindsay just stared unblinkingly into his eyes whilst he conducted the tests and when he unclipped her ankles, expected a hug and perhaps some more kisses. She was surprised, then, when he linked her ankles with a hobble and, on unclipping her hands, linked the mittens together behind her waist. Then he unfastened the strap behind her back and she slowly unfurled. 
 
    “Exercise time now,” he announced, tied a line around her waist above her bloated stomach and pulled the end between her legs. Lindsay squealed, but Broden just grinned and tugged on the line to pull her forward towards the barn. 
 
    When Heather joined her in the barn a few minutes later, Lindsay was already attached to one of the trailing chains from the overhead wheel and the two of them enjoyed a thirty minute exercise session together with Broden sitting on the old tractor and grinning far more than usual. 
 
    * 
 
    “Well, I thought proper exercise was an integral part of the whole experience.” 
 
    “You don't really expect me to believe that, do you? You just wanted to humiliate me further.” 
 
    “I thought you liked it.” 
 
    “I like the sexual kick I get when you touch me and I can’t do anything about it.” 
 
    “You didn't get any sexual kick out of your exercise session then?” 
 
    “I didn't say that.” 
 
    “You did then?” 
 
    “I didn't say that either. Do you really think that anyone could actually enjoy being led round in circles by a cord that keeps jerking their clit while their ankles are hobbled and their tits are bobbing about?” 
 
    Broden saw a sly grin quiver at the corners of her mouth. “No, I suppose not,” he said and the grin broadened. “No more than being strapped down and forcibly milked, anyway.” 
 
    Lindsay curled up against him on the settee. She’d slipped on a t-shirt and a summer skirt and was sucking on an ice cube she’d taken from the fridge. 
 
    “I have to go to London for a few days.” 
 
    She knew why he had to go, so only asked when. 
 
    “Sunday. I need to be there for Monday morning.” 
 
    “Two more days and three more nights...” 
 
    “I’ll only be away three or four days. Do you think you can cope with Heather?” 
 
    “I’ll have Hamish to help me, won’t I?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 9 
 
   With suspicious eyes, the girl examined Broden. “Who’s he.” It was Sarah who posed the question and it was addressed to Tracy who was sitting at the kitchen table watching Broden removing the front cover from the gas boiler. 
 
    “He says it’s a mandatory gas safety check ordered by the Council.” 
 
    “The landlord didn't mention it.” 
 
    “He probably didn't know,” suggested Broden. “It’s a snap check. We’re surveying safety standards of all rented properties in this area.” She looked at him suspiciously. “It’s for your own good and particularly important for these older properties. Shouldn’t take me very long.” Her expression morphed into a look of disdain that silently criticised his presumption for daring to speak and her eyes slid down his body as if she was assessing him for some obscure talent show based on muscle mass and dress sense. He doubted he’d do well with the latter criterion; the way she was looking at his work clothes suggested he scored well below par for style. Broden, undaunted by the examination, held her gaze, making his own assessment. 
 
    He recognised the girl from her Facebook page accessed using Heather’s ‘Friend’ status: a tall girl with short, multi-coloured hair and a haughty countenance that was now reinforced by her refined, private school accent. She was wearing nothing more substantial than a filmy pink lace camisole that outlined her hips, waist and pretty breasts. Its satiny material clung tightly to her body to reveal her nipples in detail, but far from being embarrassed by her state of near undress, she appeared to be enjoying the attention. She approached the sink next to where Broden was working to fill the kettle and then stretched up to reach a jar of instant coffee from a wall cupboard, deliberately displaying a matching thong and long, slender legs beneath the hem of the slip. 
 
    “Had your eyeful?” she asked, but her accent with its rounded vowel sounds stripped the question of any aggression and Broden grinned. “We could report this one for harassment and assault,” she said over her shoulder to the other girl. “He’s undressing me with his eyes...” 
 
    “That wouldn't take much,” said Tracy and giggled. Tracy herself was more discreetly attired in a t-shirt and black Lycra skirt and tights, but the shirt, chosen to tone with her red hair, confirmed that she, too, felt more comfortable without a bra. 
 
    Sarah deposited a generous spoonful of granulated coffee into a mug and returned the tin to the cupboard with a repeat, slow motion display while Broden watched closely. He suspected that she was probably misinterpreting his interest either for natural curiosity or a thirst for coffee. 
 
    “I’ve gone,” announced Tracy. “I said I’d meet Becky in town.” 
 
    Sarah moved to stand beside her, glanced at Broden to be sure he was watching, and then bent low to kiss Tracy on the lips whilst at the same instant, just to make sure there was no misunderstandings, her hand slipped gently across the front of Tracy’s t-shirt. Both girl’s grinned, aware that the overt display of affection was solely for Broden’s benefit. Tracy rose from the table to collect a pair of black, spike heeled boots from near the doorway and asked, “Are you good for Simon’s Wine Bar at three?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    She grabbed a leather jacket from a row of coat hooks by the door and stood before the tall mirror to inspect herself from all angles. Broden inspected her too while she twisted and posed and thought she looked good with the tiny black skirt and black boots leaving only long, slender lengths of black, nylon-clad thighs displayed. 
 
    “See ya later then,” and she left, noisily closing the door behind her. 
 
    “I’m leaving in ten minutes and you have to be done by then,” said Sarah. 
 
    Broden nodded and turned back to the boiler while Sarah took her coffee to her bedroom to get showered and dressed. He waited until he heard the shower running and then retrieved a small metal tin from his tool bag. Inside was Plasticine and it took him no more than a few seconds to press the key to the front entrance door into the soft material to take a mould before returning the key to its hook next to the door. A quick look inside the coffee cupboard confirmed the presence of a spare 500g tin next to the part-full one she’d used and he was done. He replaced the cover on the boiler and then packed away his tools. 
 
    “I’m done here,” he called and Sarah’s head appeared round the door frame. “You're good to go,” he added, opened the front door, and left. 
 
    * 
 
    It was later that night, or more accurately five thirty the following morning, that he returned and this time he wasn't wearing the false moustache, thick rimmed spectacles, or the beany hat. The door opened silently to his key and he was standing in the kitchen. He removed both 500g tins of premium coffee from the cupboard and replaced them with two of his own; tins that had already been dosed with the powdered form of oestrogen and progesterone. The seal on the unopened tin had caused him some concern until he realised that if he replaced it with metal foil gummed into position and then trimmed to size, nobody is going to check that it exactly matches the original. Four girls and about 800 gm of coffee; he thought it should easily last the required thirty days. 
 
    He closed the door quietly behind him, climbed into his old Landrover, and set a course for the M1 and Scotland, he had much to do before his next recruits arrived. 
 
    * 
 
    Back at the farm Lindsay was coping well with Heather. At first, there was some confusion when Heather didn't believe Lindsay was able to control her, but, to Heather’s surprise and discomposure, Lindsay proved more than capable. It had always been Heather who was the decision maker, controller of the funds, arbiter, and mistress. Now the tables had most definitely turned. At her first show of defiance, Lindsay had been quick to demonstrate that it was she who now held the power in the form of the cattle prod and Heather who was hampered by her restraints to such an extent that resistance was pointless. It was Lindsay who now controlled how much fluids she must absorb and when and for how long she should be milked. 
 
    “Look at this,” said Lindsay to Broden soon after his return on the Tuesday afternoon. 
 
    “What am I looking at?” 
 
    “It’s from me. It’s my milk yield from the three days before you left for London. It went up nearly fifteen percent over three days. I think it’s all to do with changes to my oxytocin levels. I know oxytocin is produced when I lactate and also when I orgasm. Well, I think the association works both ways. If I orgasm whilst lactating, the extra oxytocin boost the lactation.” 
 
    Broden stared at the graph Lindsay had given him. It was a plot of her total milk production and showed how it initially crept up when she first started lactating before levelling off after the first week. There was a pronounced increase seven days ago that slowly ebbed when Broden left for London. 
 
    “You know it may not be due to the orgasms. It might just be a reaction to your change of circumstances.” 
 
    “It’s the orgasms. I know it. This is Heather’s over the last week and it shows the same pattern for the last three days.” 
 
    Broden studied the second plot for a few moments and then turned to Lindsay with a big grin on his face. “What have you been doing to her?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to know...?” Lindsay’s amused expression exceeded Broden’s by an order of magnitude. “Actually, it was quite simple. I just pushed one of those vibration dildos she was so fond of using on me into her once the pump had started and left it there until she’d finished. I guess she’s been having at least two orgasms per session since you left for London. Her yield’s up more than fifteen percent and it’s still rising.” 
 
    “That’s… umm… interesting. So you think we ought to be ‘stimulating’ her at every session?” 
 
    “It’s having other effects too. She seems to be becoming more docile. You know… not so aggressive, like she actually wants to be milked. She’s started laying herself onto the platform without being coerced.” 
 
    “That’s good, but be careful. Don’t be fooled into relaxing her restraints. Look what happened to me.” 
 
    “I’ll be wary. I've started leaving the hobble on her at all times and instead of linking her ankles to the bed, I just lock the hobble chain to the bottom rail. It means she can move about the bed more and sleep on her side if she wants, but she can never run off again.” Lindsay moved close to Broden and wrapped her arms around his waist. “There is one other thing I need to know… Now you're back, will my milk yield start increasing again?” 
 
    * 
 
    The next month seemed to pass in a flash. Broden could now count on Lindsay’s assistance most of the time, although her own milking sessions seemed to take even longer nowadays. In addition to the girls and the cattle, he had much to do to prepare for the new arrivals. 
 
    Each week he’d pretend to be Heather and write an email to Sarah describing how the new facility was advancing. He’d taken over its construction because he had a new use for the building that was quite different from its original intended purpose. In truth, it wasn’t going as quickly as he would have liked. He’d got the walls and ceilings lined and all the electrics in for the lights and power sockets, but while Lindsay helped paint everywhere, Broden had to construct the new milking stations and other items of equipment that he’ll need. It wasn't just a question of making more of the same; now there will be four girls to manage and he needed to rethink the systems. 
 
    Just to make things even more complicated, Lindsay showed that increasing Heather’s sessions to six times a day from four ramped up production even further. It meant more work, of course, but increased her milk by an additional twenty percent. She was now giving them over six litres a day and almost equalling the record of 1.75 US gallons a day. 
 
    A strange dynamic was beginning to develop between Lindsay and Heather. From Heather’s point of view, Lindsay was now the only person she saw frequently and, with all the hormones sloshing around her body, it was not surprising that she begun to be dependent upon Lindsay for emotional as well as physical support. The main culprit was oxytocin, the cuddle hormone released by lactation. It was finally beginning to affect her by reinforcing the emotional bond she was experiencing towards her former friend. Heather was becoming compliant to the extent of total acquiescence and Lindsay was doing all she could to encourage her. She’d spend a lot of time with Heather, brushing her blond hair until it shone about her shoulders and making up her face with expensive cosmetics she’d buy off the internet. Heather was grateful for all the attention, but apart from the fact that she continually looked like a film star, albeit a rather exotic and unusually voluptuous one, the extra attention made little difference to her daily routine; a situation she seemed to accept with an air of docile amenability as if the restraints were only an example of Lindsay’s enhanced care and attention. 
 
    From Lindsay’s point of view, Heather was the one who had deceived her and had planned to cheat her of the farm and with Heather now left completely in her care, she was going to do everything she could to humiliate her whilst encouraging her emotional dependence. In practice, that amounted to one thing: giving her the biggest lactating tits she could. 
 
    It was a disappointment to Lindsay to learn that to achieve a maximum milk yield, breasts must be kept as empty as possible. That way, the body is continually producing more milk as it tries to ‘catch up’ with demand. If they are allowed to swell to maximum size and engorge, milk production declines. Heather’s breasts, therefore, only really looked extra-large just before they were milked, but that didn't stop Lindsay trying. Prolactin in the water was an obvious course of action and when Heather appeared to reach a plateau she tried doubling up the hormone. It didn't seem to have any effect and Broden had to explain that it’s a hormone that the body makes itself during lactation. Once lactation has been established, excessive quantities of prolactin would just be excreted. 
 
    Then, after researching the internet, she did uncover something they hadn’t yet tried. The article she found was research by a well-respected UK university that was aimed at increasing human milk supply for mothers that were having difficulties feeding their babies. It was the human equivalent of bGH; Human Growth Hormone. 
 
    “Is it safe?” asked Broden. 
 
    “These people did trials with it; they wouldn't have done that if it wasn't safe. And they found a 22% increase in milk yields.” 
 
    “Well you won’t see anything like that. This research was done with new mothers who barely had any milk.” 
 
    “That’s as maybe, but I think it’s worth a try.” 
 
    “And where do you intend to buy this stuff? They don’t sell it down at the farm shop you know.” 
 
    “The internet, of course. You can get anything there.” 
 
    Two days later, Lindsay took possession of a small plastic bottle of hGH, enough to at least test the theory. It arrived in the mail and was delivered by Maggie, the post mistress. 
 
    “Good morning Miss Milne. It’s grand ta see you about again. I was beginning to wonder where you’d got to.” 
 
    “Oh, we have help now on the farm, so I don’t need to do so much myself.” 
 
    “Och Aye. Mr Creedy. I’ve met him. A nice fellow. Seemed to get on well with your dog and I always think that’s a good sign.” 
 
    “Yes, he’s lovely, isn’t he? And so capable. I don’t know what we’d do without him now.” 
 
    “And how’s your sister getting on. I haven't seen much of her recently either.” 
 
    “Oh fine. You won’t see her about much; she a bit tied up with all her activities. We keep her pretty busy, but she’s doing very well. In fact, she’s probably the most productive person on the farm what with all the milking she does.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s grand. It’s good to know you're all doing so well. Give my regards to your sister.” Maggie gave her a friendly wave and climbed back into her little red van. 
 
    * 
 
    Human Growth Hormone is taken in one of two ways: either orally in pill form or by injection. The latter is easily the most effective because stomach acids break down and degrade the compound, but Lindsay had thought of a third way… She took her bottle of hGH into the kitchen and calculated the dilution required for six administrations per day based on Heather’s weight. If she was going to give her massive tits, she should at least make the effort to do it scientifically. Thereafter, each two litre bag of rehydrating fluid contained not only prolactin (despite what Broden had said), but also a carefully calculated dose of hGH. Lindsay systematically documented the results and presented them to Broden. 
 
    “So this is six sessions a day with prolactin, hGH, and stimulation to orgasm with each session?” he asked. 
 
    Lindsay grinned and nodded. “She’s enjoying it.” Broden looked disbelieving. “Well, perhaps ‘enjoy’ is not the right word. It sort of takes you over and you become completely absorbed with what’s happening to you. You feel like you can’t bear it anymore, but you don't want it to stop. In fact you need more. That’s the stage that I reached with you weeks ago and I think that’s where Heather is now.” 
 
    “This I have to see...” 
 
    Heather stiffened when Broden followed Lindsay into her bedroom a couple of hours later, but Lindsay sat on the bed and promised he wasn't going to touch. “Only I’m allowed that privilege,” she added and proved it by stroking a nipple. It was the size of a sewing thimble and sprung erect when Lindsay’s fingers passed over it. Heather made a soft mewing sound and lifted a mittened hand to hold Lindsay’s against her. “Ready for your next session?” 
 
    To Broden’s astonishment, Heather nodded. Her eyes were fixed on Lindsay’s, big blue eyes gazing around the straps of the head harness. Lindsay had brushed her hair that morning and it lay about her head as a thick, rolling carpet of pale blonde locks, partially concealing her face where it fell forward over her shoulders. 
 
    “Have you done her make-up today?” asked Broden, noticing the subtle shading and lipstick. 
 
    “I do it every morning, don't I, sweetie? It’s a little ritual we have. I take off her head harness and brush her hair; sometimes I even wash it. Then I do her eyes and lipstick and replace the harness.” 
 
    “And she lets you just replace the harness and ring gag?” 
 
    “Of course. If she didn't, she’d never have her hair washed or any make-up and she likes to look pretty. Don’t you think she looks pretty?” 
 
    Broden was caught off-guard. There was no doubt that Heather was pretty, strikingly attractive even, and that beauty was indeed enhanced by Lindsay’s subtle eye shadow and blusher. The bright red lipstick looked particularly erotic with her lips stretched around the base of the expanding plug, but his attention couldn't help but be diverted by the sight of her breasts. They were obviously ready for milking and looked like a pair of spherical, flesh coloured footballs with dark stalks for nipples. Lindsay saw the direction of his gaze and gently lifted them both, one in each hand. Heather moaned and creamy milk started to leak from both teats as her ‘let down’ kicked in. 
 
    “I think we’d best get started, don’t you?” said Lindsay and unlocked the hobble chain from the end of the bed. Heather grunted and swung her legs from the bed. Then, with a suspicious glance to Broden, she stood behind the milking platform and leaned forward to carefully lower her breasts through the two holes; they were a tight fit. Lindsay buckled up the strap behind her back and then attached the rings on her mittens to the snap links beside her shoulders. 
 
    “I don’t usually bother with restricting her legs. It’s not as if she can kick anyone when they're linked together like that.” Broden moved closer and Heather moved nervously on the platform. From the back, her narrow waist flared out at her hips and her legs, pressed tightly together, pushed her bottom high behind her. He saw the base of the anal plug prominent between her cheeks and, below it, the crease of her vulva already moist with anticipation. 
 
    Things happened quickly after that. Like a well-oiled machine, Lindsay attached the extension tube to her catheter and then pushed the long tube from the hydration bag into the back of the anal plug. As her bladder drained, her rectum and colon filled and whilst Broden watched her belly begin to sag below her, Lindsay was busy beneath the platform attaching the teat cups. Within moments, the pump was ticking loudly as the air valves snapped shut to bounce the teat cups and Lindsay was back behind Heather to pull off the tubes and supply what was really occupying Heather’s mind… a long silicone dildo the length and thickness of a large banana. 
 
    Heather noticeably trembled when Lindsay eased it into her and jumped with a shrill shriek when it was energised. Now was the time the oxytocin really hit. Lindsay moved back to the front of the platform and cradled Heather’s head in her arms, stroking her cheek as she pressed Heather’s harnessed face against her own soft breasts. It was a calculated gesture designed to outwardly show Heather a degree of compassion, to give her solace when her hormonal need was greatest, but in reality it was cruel. It must have reminded Heather of the times they’d spent together, the kisses, the sharing of gentle caresses and playful bites, but it also reinforced her current isolation and maximised her frustration. The gag in her mouth not only stopped her fully exploring her proximity to Lindsay’s inviting breasts, but also prevented her from voicing anything: thoughts, wishes, regrets; all were left unsaid as the stimulations surged unchecked and her erstwhile lover offered Heather her body in a way she was totally incapable of exploiting. Where once Heather could caress or abuse at will, now she could do no more than feel Lindsay’s nipple pressed against her cheek as her body raced out of control. 
 
    While Heather made unintelligible mewing sounds and nuzzled her, Lindsay peered up at Broden with a contented smile on her face as if to say: There… as easy as that. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 10 
 
   Back in London, the girls were becoming agitated. Tracy had been complaining about sore nipples for more than a week before both Rebecca and Sarah agreed that theirs hurt too. 
 
    “I’m putting on weight, too,” admitted Rebecca. “My boobs are definitely larger than they were last month.” 
 
    “It’s not period time, is it?” asked Tracy. “Cos mine are bigger too.” 
 
    “They don't usually change size so much, do they? Perhaps we should give the pills a rest this month and give them a chance to recover.” 
 
    “No way, Sarah. I’m not going back to periods if I can avoid it.” 
 
    “Well you may need to put up with bigger tits then. There’s obviously too many hormones floating around your system.” 
 
    “And you. Yours look massive.” 
 
    Sarah posed before the hall mirror, sticking out her chest. “I don’t think they're much different. Anyway, I quite like them.” 
 
    “You mean that tall guy with the afro hair quite likes them,” and Sarah grinned. 
 
    “Have you heard from Heather recently?” asked Tracy. 
 
    “Last week. She says Lindsay’s just painting the new building. She’s a bit behind. I thought we’d have it by now. I’ll send her an email and ask her what’s been holding her up.” 
 
    “I know what the problem is,” piped up Rebecca. “She’s having too much fun with that Lindsey girl.” 
 
    “Well, that may be, but we need to get on. We’ve got pressing business that needs addressing and she’s holding us up.” 
 
    “Have you ever seen Lindsey? What’s this girl like?” 
 
    “Heather says she’s very naive.” 
 
    “I don't mean like that. What’s she look like?” 
 
    “I've only seen her once and that was from a distance, but she looked ok. Tallish with long legs, dark hair in a ponytail. Didn’t think much of her style; bit frumpish, but Heather says she’s a sexy little fox.” 
 
    “Perhaps we could keep her on, as a maid or something...” suggested Tracy. 
 
    “That could be fun… with a little black and white dress and frilly panties.” 
 
    “Panties? She’s not getting any of them...” 
 
    * 
 
    Broden received Sarah’s email the next day and sent off a reply saying that the new shed was almost ready and suggesting the 29th for the repossession; that gave him another seven days to complete his preparations and the girls another seven days for the hormones to work. 
 
    By the 29th, the new building was ready and Broden had relocated Heather. He’d also left a couple of Wi-Fi cameras unobtrusively positioned, one in the sitting room and one in the main bedroom. Lindsay was waiting in the new block when the girls arrived in their Range Rover. They parked in front of the cottage and the three of them disembarked. Broden watched as they looked about noting the new building behind the milking shed, the cows grazing in the pastures behind the cottage, and the fact that Heather’s white BMW SUV was nowhere to be seen. Then he walked from the cottage to meet them. 
 
    “Can I help you ladies?” 
 
    “We’re looking for Heather,” said Sarah. “Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m Broden. I help out around here sometimes. I’m afraid you've just missed the two young ladies. They went to the local grocers for provisions about an hour ago. I should think they’ll be back within the next hour. Did they know you were coming? Would you like to wait? I could make you a coffee.” 
 
    Of course they’d like to wait… “That would be nice,” said Sarah and Broden led the way through the kitchen and into the sitting room. The girls looked around the small room at the sparse furnishings and the few paintings that were hanging on the walls and then made themselves comfortable with Sarah choosing one of the arm chairs and the other two settling on a settee. In the hearth, Broden had lit a log fire even though the outside temperature didn't really justify it. The room was hot and the girls peeled off their coats and jackets. 
 
    Back in the kitchen, he allowed himself a self-satisfied smile. Things seemed to be going well, although he was still unsure whether his hormonal cocktail had actually worked. The girls had all chosen to travel in business suits, presumably to add credence to the repossession order that Broden was sure they carried. Sarah lounged in the arm chair in a tailored white blouse that was now looking stretched. Her pin-striped grey mini skirt looked uncomfortably tight too, although that was nothing to do with the hormones, and her shoes were inappropriate for visiting farms. In fact, her whole outfit looked incongruous with her spiky, multi-coloured hair and excessive make-up. The matching jacket was draped over the arm of the chair. 
 
    Tracy was subtler in her choice of garments. She too wore a suit with matching dark blue jacket and short skirt, but in her case the skirt was flared and would have at least allowed her to walk without feeling constricted. She too had removed her jacket and sat wearing a dark woollen pullover. Her outfit was completed with the same dark tights that Broden had seen her wearing in London and complimented by bright red lipstick and rouged cheeks that toned tastefully with her red hair. 
 
    Beside her sat Rebecca who was looking disdainfully about at the sparse furnishings. He’d not met Rebecca before, but her appearance and general air of condescension came as no real surprise. She obviously had an Asian or Mediterranean influence in her genes and it had gifted her an aquiline nose, dusky coloured skin, and black hair that fell in tight ringlets over her shoulders. Her dress for the occasion was dark wool and figure-hugging, and reached below her knees to overlap with tall, black boots that gave her tall stature an elegance that he admired. The dress buttoned from neck to hem down the front, but few of the buttons were fastened below her waist and Broden caught glimpses of slim thighs clad in black nylon. Her long black coat was folded carelessly beside her on the carpet and she sat with her legs crossed, her booted foot flicking gently to mark time while she waited. 
 
    He couldn't say whether she’d been affected by the hormones he’d left them; she didn't appear to be well endowed in that area, but he knew that lactating breasts were often little larger than normal. Tracy, too, seemed little different to when he’d last seen her. He remembered clearly the sight of Sarah’s hand squeezing her during their staged kiss and compared it in his mind to her shape as defined by the tight sweater she was now wearing. Her nipples might be larger… Sarah, on the other hand, was definitely affected and the white blouse she was wearing was straining the buttons. She was looking distinctly three-dimensional and not a little top-heavy. 
 
    In the kitchen the kettle boiled and Broden prepared three cups of their favourite coffee blend complete with added rohypnol. “Milk?” he called and received three affirmative responses. 
 
    “Nice place they have here,” said Tracy and Rebecca sniggered. 
 
    “I believe they like it well enough,” said Broden. “Although I’m surprised two young women such as they would choose to live out here in the hills. It must be very lonely for them.” 
 
    “Oh, I think they’d find plenty to do,” said Sarah with a giggle. 
 
    Broden pretended he’d missed the innuendo and announced he had work to do in the barn. “Please make yourselves at home,” he said and left to join Lindsay in the new build. They sat side by side at a table and watched a monitor showing the feeds from the two cameras. Beside them, Heather leant in desultory fashion against her new bed, silent and depressed, listening to her friends’ voices coming from the monitor. 
 
    Tracy was talking: “It’s not very considerate of Heather to go out on the day she knew we were coming.” 
 
    “Perhaps it was unavoidable,” said Sarah. “Anyway, she won’t be long.” 
 
    “What about this Broden character? What can we do about him?” 
 
    “We don't have to do anything. We’ll just wait until after he’s left to make our move.” 
 
    “I’m looking forward to meeting this Lindsay girl,” said Rebecca in an accent every bit as refined as Sarah’s. 
 
    “If she’s like Heather says she is, she’ll be just your type,” said Sarah. 
 
    “Yeah...” added Tracy. “Heather says she likes to be tethered to the bed. You like them best when they can’t wriggle too much.” 
 
    “Well you should know,” said Sarah. “She’s had you ‘inconvenienced’ often enough.” 
 
    Tracy grinned and turned back to Rebecca. “That’s different. I was willing. Becky prefers them when they're struggling.” 
 
    Rebecca regarded her friends with a supercilious smirk. “They usually don't struggle for long; not to escape anyway.” 
 
    “Let’s have a snoop round. He said we should make ourselves at home and if he comes back we can just say we were looking for the loo.” 
 
    Broden and Lindsay watched the girls abandon their coffees and disappear through the sitting room door only to appear seconds later in the feed from the other camera when they filed into the main bedroom and stood staring at the bed. 
 
    “I wonder what fun this bed has seen...” mused Tracy. 
 
    “I wonder what fun it’s still to witness,” added Sarah. 
 
    Rebecca walked slowly around to the far side of the bed and then stopped to pick up a pair of discarded panties from the floor. She closed her eyes and sniffed at the garment before proclaiming, “Umm… 24 years old I would estimate, recently ovulated and...” she pretended to hesitate while she inhaled again, “Yes… She’s recently consumed ginger and coconuts.” 
 
    Sarah and Tracy both giggled, but Rebecca dropped the garment and instead scooped up a leather head harness complete with a silicone plug gag. “Wow… They have been having fun.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to meet Lindsay,” said Tracy. 
 
    “Nor me,” added Sarah. “She’s going to be one busy bitch this evening, but now we’d best wait for them in the sitting room. We ought to be looking business-like rather than snooping around their bedroom.” 
 
    Broden and Lindsay watched as they returned to their seats and drank their coffees, and then listened as their conversation ebbed slowly into silence. Sarah was the last one to speak and they heard her asking the other two if they felt sleepy. She got no answer and they heard her mutter, “Oh fuck,” before she, too, succumbed to the rohypnol. 
 
    * 
 
    “We have a problem,” said Broden to Lindsay. They were both looking down at Tracy and Rebecca leaning against each other fast asleep on the settee. Tracy’s sweater had been pulled up to her neck and Rebecca’s dress unbuttoned and spread open to her waist. Both girls were now revealing breasts that were modest and soft, although their nipples looked swollen with areolae that were darker than would be expected. 
 
    “They’re not ready yet...” He glanced round at Sarah with her blouse unbuttoned and gaping open. “This one is, but these two need at least another week.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Give them another week, I suppose. They can have the two guest rooms. Sarah we’ll put with Heather in the new block. I’ll give her a good dose of prolactin via an anal plug and she’ll be ready for milking by tomorrow. Meanwhile, while we have then like this I’ll take a small blood sample from each and have it tested. We don’t want to unwittingly infect your ice-cream customers…” 
 
    Once he’d sealed up the blood samples ready to post to the labs, he picked up Tracy in his arms and carried her down the passage to the first of the spare bedrooms. Lindsay followed and began removing her clothes while Broden went back for Rebecca and deposited her on the other bed. 
 
    * 
 
    It was evening when Tracy awoke and sat up in the bed with a start. She wanted to scream, but she was wearing a head harness just like the one Rebecca had found in the main bedroom and when she went to try and remove it, found her hands locked into thick mittens that stopped her handling anything smaller than a coffee mug. She threw the covers from the bed to discover two more surprises: firstly, she was naked and secondly, there were manacles around her ankles and they were hobbled together with a short chain. A longer, three metre chain was padlocked between the centre link and the base rail of the iron bed frame. 
 
    Forcing herself to remain calm, she slid from the bed and peered out of the window to see the rear yard deserted in the fading light. The barn was opposite the window and its door was closed, but a row of lights glowed from high windows in the side of the new building Heather had built behind the milking sheds. A black and white collie walked slowly across her field of view, but there was no other signs of life except a pair of rooks wheeling high in the darkening sky. 
 
    Inside the room, there was no other furniture although there was a vintage china chamber pot under the bed. She tried to reach the door, but the chain wasn't long enough and when she pulled on the bed frame, found it screwed to the floorboards. She was torn between cowering in the corner and her desire to find out what was happening. Her curiosity won and she pulled the chamber pot out from beneath the bed and struck it on the floorboards. Thirty seconds later, somebody tapped on her bedroom door. 
 
    Tracy grabbed at the bedclothes on the floor and jumped back onto the bed, pulling the covers roughly around her body as the door swung open. Lindsay walked into the room and smiled. 
 
    “Good evening. I hope you're comfortable, but I should warn you that if you break that pot, you're going to have a very smelly bedroom.” Tracy just stared silently back as if she’d not heard. 
 
    “I expect you’ve got quite a few questions...” 
 
    Again, there was no response. 
 
    “If you promise not to scream and shout, I’ll take your gloves off and the harness from your head. I’m sure you’ll be a lot more comfortable that way and you’ll be able to eat and drink without assistance.” 
 
    The implication was that there was an alternative scenario that involved her being force fed, and at this she did respond by giving a slow nod. Lindsay took a small key from her pocket and removed the locks from the mittens before pulling them from her hands. Tracy immediately fumbled with the buckle on the leather strap behind her head until she could pull the harness from her face and the rubber plug from her mouth. 
 
    Before she could toss it across the room, Lindsay muttered “Uh-uh,” and held out her hand; Tracy silently handed her the harness. 
 
    “What’s happening? Why have you chained me to the bed? I don’t understand...” 
 
    “I think you understand very well.” 
 
    “I don’t… Please, what’s going on?” 
 
    “Why did you come here?” 
 
    “We came to see Heather.” 
 
    “If that’s your attitude, then this conversation is at an end,” and Lindsay turned back to the door. 
 
    “We came to evict you,” she added hurriedly. 
 
    “You came to steal my farm.” 
 
    Tracy looked away and Lindsay barely heard her voice: “Yes...” 
 
    “Because I apparently owe you lots of money.” 
 
    Tracy nodded. 
 
    “Well, I have a solution to that dilemma. You're going to work to pay off the debt.” 
 
    “I don't understand.” 
 
    “You don't understand what work is? You will soon.” 
 
    Tracy looked shocked and clutched the covers tightly beneath her neck. Lindsay just smiled. “Don’t worry, we’re not going to sell you to a brothel; your job is here on the farm, but you’ll be here in this bedroom for a few more days, so I suggest you try and keep the bed as comfortable as possible. I’ll bring you food and drinks, and, if you're good, you’ll have the opportunity to use the shower room every morning.” 
 
    “What will I be doing?” she asked in a small voice, but Lindsay just smiled. 
 
    “I expect you're hungry. I’ll bring you something shortly and perhaps some books to read.” And with that, Lindsay left her sitting on the bed with knees and bed covers both pulled up under her chin. 
 
    * 
 
    Sarah, when she awoke, had a different experience. She knew she was awake, but the overhead lights were so bright she didn't want to open her eyes. She tried to move, only to find that she was comprehensively strapped on her stomach to a padded bench of some kind. She tried to call out, but there was something in her mouth. Slowly, she cracked open her eyelids just a little. She was near the centre of a long white room like a laboratory; white walls, white ceiling, white lights, and a grey floor covering. Directly opposite where she lay, about three metres away, was another bench and on that bench she could make out the head and face of another girl. She was looking back at Sarah between black leather straps that crossed her face and held a plug in her mouth, just like Sarah’s… Long, fair hair, thick and curling. It was Heather. 
 
    The two girls stared at each other, Sarah’s situation becoming clearer as she studied Heather. The first thing she noticed was Heather’s tits dangling below the bench through holes in its surface. They looked big, far bigger than she remembered, far bigger than she thought feasible. She tried to move, but straps that encircled her back and waist held her fast. She couldn't move her chest, but she couldn't exactly feel her breasts either. They weren't compressed beneath her, but a cooling air current told her she was in exactly the same situation as Heather 
 
    He hands and feet were strapped in place and there was a blanket covering her body just like the one that covered Heather. Beneath the blanket, she knew she was naked, but there was something else. She felt not actually uncomfortable, just odd. It was her bum: her sphincter felt strained and there was nothing beneath her belly for support. 
 
    For the next two hours she lay on the bench unable to move limbs or torso and spent the time either pulling fruitlessly at her restraining straps, or peering around at her new surroundings. There were two more empty benches in the room, one beside her and the other beside Heather to create a square pattern. The room seemed to be part of an industrial complex with pipes running along the walls behind the benches, an impression only reinforced by the stainless steel machinery beside Heather: a small trolley carrying a motor assembly connected to polished steel pipes and pressure vessels, coiled plastic tubing, and two sealed glass storage containers. Towards the left hand end of the room was a small table with chairs, a telephone, and a computer monitor, and behind them, a white UVPC door. To the right, the room was empty save for a second trolley carrying similar stainless steel apparatus parked up near the far wall, and there was a second doorway with a similar door in the end wall. 
 
    There were no windows; at least, none she could see through. There was a row of skylights on either side of the pitched ceiling and these showed darkening blue sky if she strained her neck to peer upwards. 
 
    Two hours after she awoke, Broden Creedy entered the room through the door behind the desk. He paused briefly at the desk to read some notes, and then went over to Heather. Sarah watched as he knelt beside her, whispered something only she could hear, and then reached below her to feel her tits. Heather didn't do anything, just lay quite still staring at his face. Then he rose to his feet and walked behind her, pulling away her cover as he went. There was a click and the back half of Heather’s bench folded down. From her position, Sarah couldn't be sure, but supposed it left her feet on the ground and her body folded into a right angle. 
 
    Broden was busy behind Heather for a while with his actions hidden from view, but then Sarah watched him hang a clear plastic bottle on a hook on the wall behind her. Moments later, the water level in the bottle began to drop. Broden moved to the front again and picked two plastic cups from the trolley beside her, unfurled the tubes that joined them to the trolley, and turned on a pump. Then, to Sarah’s amazement and consternation, held the cups below Heather’s nipples. She heard the pitch of the motor change and the cups attached themselves to Heather. 
 
    Heather was now watching Sarah with a steady gaze that suggested a sense of inevitability. Broden went behind her again and removed the now empty water bottle, coiled up the plastic tubing and stowed it on the back of the trolley. Then he clicked a switch and the motor’s note changed to a slow tapping sound as the cups began to bounce under Heather’s tits, first one side rising and then the other. Sarah heard Heather make a quiet moaning noise and close her eyes as milk began to flow down the tubes towards the trolley, but the spectacle wasn't yet at its zenith. Broden went behind her again and lifted something from the floor. Heather’s eyes popped open and then, moments later, she started moaning louder with a rhythm that didn't correspond to the bouncing of the cups and her eyes flickered shut again.

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 11 
 
   Broden had finished his chores with Heather. He was now squatting before Sarah and his close proximity was making her nervous. He glanced back over his shoulder at the spectacle behind him. “Envious?” he asked. “Jealous that Heather is finally doing something useful? Well, you won’t have to wait long to join her.” 
 
    She felt him touching her then; his hand sweeping left and right under her before cradling a tit in his hand as if weighing it. 
 
    “Yep,” he announced. “You should be ready by morning.” 
 
    Suddenly, his words hit home and she started struggling and crying out with high pitched screams, except the screams came out as little more than quiet mewing sounds and plug in her mouth surged into her throat each time she tried to close her mouth. For all her struggling and shaking of her head and shoulders, her tits hanging through the milking platform didn't move at all. 
 
    “Seems that you and your friends have been less than honest with Lindsay and she now owes a great deal of money to what I presume amounts to an illegal finance company, RBKW Holdings. Well, I have discovered a way you and your friends can help her pay it all back.” 
 
    Sarah was still for a few moments digesting this information and then started grunting and shaking her head. Broden knew exactly what she wanted to say: that RBKW was her and her friends and that they will be in the ridiculous situation of working to pay themselves, but Broden wasn't interested. As far as he was concerned, their next few months will a fitting punishment for their deceit. 
 
    “Sssh… You just rest now and grow big tits. Actually, I've dosed your water with prolactin, so it’s not as if you have much choice, but I’ll try to make the experience as interesting as possible. Just so you know, milking’s usually six times a day starting about 7am, but that does mean I have to get up at 3 in the morning, so sometimes I miss that one. Your first time’s going to be at seven tomorrow morning and by then you’ll be more than happy for me to drain you. Meanwhile, are you feeling thirsty?” 
 
    Sarah seemed shocked into immobility and made no effort to respond. It didn’t make much difference; it was a rhetorical question. She was going to be hydrated whether she wanted it or not and Broden snatched the blanket from her back with a flourish. 
 
    * 
 
    She dozed most of the evening and watched Heather undergo the same routine at eleven. Broden also examined her again, declared himself satisfied, and gave her another two pints of water. If he repeated the operation at three in the morning, she wasn't awake to see it, but she suspected that he didn't. By seven, Heather was looking very uncomfortable. Beneath the platform, her breasts were almost spherical and Sarah doubted whether she could have removed herself from the apparatus even without the strap behind her back. She also appeared to be in pain and winced noticeably when Broden patted her, but sighed when the pump started and the swellings subsided. 
 
    “Well, sweetie. How d’you feel? A bit heavy?” 
 
    She couldn’t see beneath her own bench and it wasn't until then that she became aware, but as soon as he touched her she wanted to scream. It felt like her tits were enormous; great spherical bags full to bursting dangling beneath her chest. He rolled her teats in his fingers and she didn't remember them being so large. It was like her nipples had grown overnight long and plump. They felt alien, like they didn't belong to her at all, but at the same time they’d suddenly become integral to her very being, a vitally important part of what it meant to be ‘Sarah’. 
 
    Broden squeezed them about their base and tugged on them both, and she could feel her milk draining downwards. He relaxed and she was conscious of the milk pooling behind her teats. Then he did it again and she felt strong jets emanating from their tips. 
 
    She screamed again. This can’t be happening. She couldn't be lactating because she hadn't given birth, but she was; she could feel it; she could feel the milk flowing through her teats. She was being milked. Broden was milking her. 
 
    “What do you think, sweet tits? Feel good? Wasn’t this what you had planned for Lindsay? Not literally, of course. You wanted to milk her of all her money...” 
 
    He started pulling on alternate teats, lifting each in turn with the back of his hands to stimulate the milk to flow. He chuckled at the flapping hands and shaking head and then stopped. “Here, this is business and there are better ways to do this, but first you need a little more rehydrating and something to encourage your endeavours…” 
 
    He stood and disappeared from her sight behind her, but she knew exactly where he was. There was a metallic click and the rear section of the bench folded down to leave her effectively standing on the floor. She couldn't move her legs, they were still spread apart and retained by the straps, but the bed had folded in such a way as to force her to lift her hips from its surface. With straps still holding her waist and back to the bench, the effect was to cause her to tilt her hips up and push her pubis back between her thighs as if seeking attention. And that’s precisely what it got. 
 
    The first thing to happen was not entirely unexpected; she’d already experienced the water flowing into her twice the previous night. It collected in her gut, its weight dragging at her and causing her belly to sag through a cut-away section of the bench. The arrangement meant that her abdomen wasn't compressed or the flow of the water impeded in any way, but felt odd from her point of view, as if she was actually pregnant. It felt even odder now she was obliged to stand in that folded posture. 
 
    The second thing wasn't unexpected either. She was naked; she was bending over and thrusting her sex back towards him. He touched her, fingers sliding between her labia and into the tunnel of her vagina to spread a silky lubricant over her, over her clitoris… This was all so wrong. He shouldn’t be doing this and she struggled, but to no effect. Was he going to enter her? To rape her? She knew she ought to be outraged or feel fear, but all she could feel was a strange sense of excitement that constricted her throat and made her tongue feel dry. 
 
    The third thing to happen was totally unexpected. She heard Broden latching a mechanism to the floor behind her and then pivoting it up so that it rose between her thighs. It was topped by a fluted dildo angled to slide straight into her until another part of the mechanism squeezed between her labia to press against her clitoris. The whole apparatus was spring-loaded and further struggles failed to dislodge it in any way. It was as if her hips had been pinned arse-high. 
 
    Broden was once again in front of her unravelling another set of transparent hoses from the milking pump. The pump was already running and she could see that Heather’s tits were now considerable reduced in size and their mass had softened so that they now rippled as they bounced. He approached her, a teat cup in either hand, and she mentally prepared herself for what was a new and totally unknown experience. He brushed a nipple and she tried to jump away forgetting that she couldn’t move her breasts in any way. To all intents and purposes, they no longer belonged to her. 
 
    A teat cup touched her again and this time she couldn’t help but yelp as she felt her nipple drawn into its narrow bore by a fierce suction. Her other nipple touched with the same effect and then he lifted both until the outer chambers sealed. Suddenly, they clamped hard to the flesh around her areolae and she felt as if they had become part of her. She’d become some sort of a cyborg… 
 
    Struggling was pointless and she just lay there gazing with astonished eyes into Broden’s face, but he was now all business. He flicked a switch on the pump and her teat cups began jumping just as Heather’s were doing. The suction on her nipples relaxed each in turn, only to be reapplied as a savage low pressure pulse when a loud ‘tap’ signalled the snapping shut of a valve. Sarah was unprepared for the sensation. 
 
    When an infant suckles, a gentle feeling of contentment settles over the mother; when a mechanical pump strips the milk from her in powerful jets, she experiences what amounts to a hormonal overload and the effect is like a drug. A feeling akin to euphoria swept over Sarah as she felt the milk drawn from her breasts. Her first thought was for Keith, the boy she met at the club last week. He’d played with her tits, of course he had, but it wasn’t that exactly. She remembered the feel of his skin against hers, his hands on her back, his face nestled against her neck. She wanted to hold and be held, to feel the comforting caress of another’s body. In that she was thwarted, but still a sense of elation enveloped her as her milk flowed and the oxytocin hit her brain. Her nipples were tingling with the enthusiastic snapping of the teat cups and she waggled her hips to feel the dildo move inside her and its mount slide against her clitoris. The stimulation felt amplified and she closed her eyes to improve the experience. 
 
    Through the fog of sensations, she heard herself moan and was shocked back to reality. None of this was her doing. She was being manipulated; she was being milked. Her eyes snapped open to see Broden watching her closely. He tapped a remote controller he was holding in his hand and suddenly it felt as if the world had burst into life behind her. The fluted dildo impaled inside her began to rotate, first one way and then back the other, driving the flutes across the sensitive nerve endings around the entrance of her sex. At the same time but in the opposite direction, a small, knobbled wheel rotated against her clit half a turn to the left and then half a turn to the right. The effect was tantalizing and all absorbing, and added a whole new dimension to the sucking and bouncing of her nipples. 
 
    She knew straight away that she couldn't hold out for long and the orgasm, when it hit, blotted out all other sensations. Her thighs started convulsing before anything else and she felt herself vibrating with energy as the spasms inexorably built to overwhelm her limbs and spine. She went rigid, straining at the straps in her efforts to control the paroxysm and above it all was the relentless manipulations that continued without interruption behind and within her, and from her nipples the jets of milk seemed to gain power from her mechanically induced orgasm. 
 
    * 
 
    Later that morning after breakfast, Lindsay wanted to know several pertinent facts. 
 
    “So, now you have five of us supplying your milk bank...” 
 
    “I don't count you. You should stop.” 
 
    “But I don't want to and I’m making a real contribution the finances here. Why should I stop?” 
 
    “It’s spoiling your figure.” 
 
    “I thought you liked women with big tits.” She grinned at him knowing he couldn't argue. “Anyway, mine aren't so big; not half as big as Heather’s going to have.” 
 
    “Producing a lot of milk doesn't necessarily give her big tits.” 
 
    “I know that. You keep telling me that half empty ones produce most milk. But you also said that Heather was my responsibility and I have my own plans.” 
 
    “That was while I was in London.” 
 
    “Are you going back on your word?” 
 
    “Are you just going to be spiteful?” 
 
    “Broden… She fed me all those lies. She got me into trouble with you, with my bank, she was even working on getting me into trouble with the Department of Fisheries and Agriculture for using illegal hormones. And she told me I meant more to her than anyone else in the whole world when all the while she was setting me up to be cheated out of the farm and everything I’d put into it. Don’t you think she deserves everything I can do to her?” 
 
    “She’s working to pay you back.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s alright then. She’s earning money that I can pay back to her. Where’s the justice in that?” 
 
    “The farm will be yours and you’ll be debt-free.” 
 
    “And Heather and her cronies will get all their money back.” 
 
    “They will have earned it.” 
 
    “I don't care so much about the other three; I don't know them, but Heather was truly horrible. Please… I'm not a forgiving person. I can’t just turn the other cheek. I need retribution.” 
 
    “Ok… Twelve weeks starting next week. That’s how long I calculate it’s going to take to pay off the mortgage, then they're free to go – and that includes Heather.” 
 
    “It doesn't seem very long. What happens after that?” 
 
    “Then you're on your own. You’ll have the dairy herd; you’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Will you be here to help me?” She looked away through the window at the cows lazing in the unusually warm sunshine, unable to meet his gaze as he considered the question. 
 
    “I’m not really a farmer,” he said quietly. “But I guess I’ll be around for a bit; at least until we get everything sorted. I’m not going to leave you with a drug war to deal with.” 
 
    It wasn't exactly what she wanted to hear, but it could have been worse. “You know as soon as you release them, they're going to come back up here with their mates and they're going to be so pissed...” 
 
    “That’s why we can’t keep what’s theirs. If they're still pissed after that, well it’s just something we’ll have to deal with. Have you given Tracy and Becky their breakfasts?” 
 
    Lindsay grinned. “You mean the toast and marmalade with the hormone laced tea? They’ve both had their fix and were sitting up in their beds reading when I last saw them. What have you told them?” 
 
    “Nothing… No point in worrying them. They’ll find out soon enough. Let them have what they want; clothes if they ask for them. Just don’t remove the manacles or chains to the bed frames. Meanwhile I've still got things to do in the barn.” 
 
    “Ok,” said Lindsay brightly. “I’ll go and see to Heather now,” and she almost skipped from the kitchen with Broden looking on suspiciously. 
 
    * 
 
    When Lindsay entered the parlour, Heather was gazing silently at Sarah despite not wearing the head harness. Broden had relaxed her programme some days before in exchange for Heather acquiescing without dissent whenever he wanted the harness refitted. The same offer had yet to be made to Sarah and she watched mutely as Lindsay knelt beside Heather. 
 
    “Hi sweetie. How are you today?” 
 
    Heather switched her gaze to Lindsay as she sat close and wrapped an arm about her neck to pull their heads together. 
 
    “You’ve got a new friend to talk to.” 
 
    “She can’t answer. She’s still has a plug in her mouth.” 
 
    “No,” said Lindsay in a regretful tone. “Perhaps soon… Meanwhile, I thought I might try and help you a little.” 
 
    Heather blinked and considered whether this was good news. “Last time you said that, Broden fitted that motorised dildo behind me to give me an orgasm each time I'm milked.” 
 
    “That was because you were feeling so aroused each time and we didn't want you to feel frustrated. It helps you make more milk too, so it’s good for both of us, isn't it?” Heather didn't seem to notice her patronizing tone. 
 
    “But I still feel frustrated.” 
 
    “Would you like me to ask Broden to stop?” Heather thought for a few moments and then shook her head. “Well, this time I’m trying to make your nights more comfortable. You know how you don't like being woken at three in the morning, but if we don't wake you, you're engorged with milk by seven? Well, I’ve thought of a solution that we might try to see if it works… I thought we could just leave the teat sucker connected, but not turn on the pulsator. That way, when you produce milk it will slowly be drained away and you won’t need to wake up.” 
 
    “You’re going to leave the milking cups joined to me all night?” 
 
    “Only the inner cups that fit your nipples. We won’t need to use the outer cups because they won’t be pulsing and won’t need to hang on so tight. What d’you say? Shall we give it a go?” 
 
    It was a rhetorical question. Lindsay had no intention of letting Heather have the final say. 
 
    “Let’s fit them now and see how you get on,” and she flicked on the pump. There was a quiet, low frequency hum from the motor and Lindsay unwound the hoses to teat cups. “You may even get bigger nipples and you know how much the boys would like that.” 
 
    “But I don't want bigger nipples.” 
 
    “Of course you do. They’ll be so much more sensitive.” At that, Lindsay brushed a hand beneath Heather to remind her how sensitive her nipples now were. After weeks of being pumped, Heather’s teats were now long and thick; perhaps 20 mm long and as thick as a fat finger, but Lindsay thought there was still scope for enlargement. She held the milking funnels beneath her hanging breasts and touched them to her nipples. Immediately, both nipples were drawn deep into the bores of the funnels and a drip of milk appeared on each as if by magic. 
 
    “There. We’ll just leave them there and see how you get on.” 
 
    “The hoses are heavy. I can feel them pulling at me.” 
 
    “Heather… I’m only trying to help you. You mustn’t complain or else I’ll just refit your head harness.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. “But...” Lindsay stared at her face daring her to say more. “Nothing...” added Heather in a quiet voice. 
 
    “Good,” said Lindsay. She stood and moved back along the milking frame. Heather was standing folded with her feet on the floor. Lindsay patted her belly which was drooping below the platform with the weight of the doped water. “I can see you’ve recently been hydrated. Are you still thirsty?” 
 
    “No thank you,” replied Heather. 
 
    “That’s good.” She moved further back to press the silicone plug lodged in her anus with her thumb and allow her fingers to slide between labia that were still caked in a thick emulsion of secreted fluids. Heather couldn’t avoid emitting a low moan and Lindsay allowed her thumb to slip from the plug, across her perineum, and into the entrance of her sex. Within moments, Heather became excited and began a series of low, repetitive cries as Lindsay wiggled her thumb inside her to massage the inside surface of her pubic bone while the edge of her hand worked on her clit and her fingers gripped her pubis, but as soon as her thighs began to tremble, Lindsay stopped and removed her hand. 
 
    Heather gave a long wail, but Lindsay was adamant. “We don't want to turn you into a nymphomaniac, do we?” 
 
    Judging by her cries and protestations, Heather didn’t entirely agree, but quietened when Lindsay mentioned the head harness again. 
 
    “You can clean my hand for me though as it’s your mess,” and offered Heather the thumb slimy with a thick, white paste. Heather opened her mouth. 
 
    * 
 
    All through this exchange, Sarah watched in silence. Heather: one of London’s strongest feminists now reduced to acting like a kitten at the hands of the girl she’d described as naive and weak, but her reaction wasn't really so puzzling; Sarah had now experienced the milking pump and the motorised dildo, and didn't need to imagine what weeks of such treatment would do to a girl; the evidence was before her eyes. 
 
    She stared silently at her friend, at the teat cups now latched onto her nipples and not only sucking to encourage them to swell in size, but dragging them down to pull her tits into long, pointed cones. And what of Tracy and Becky? She’d had no word of them. 
 
    At that very moment, Becky was dressing. Lindsay had given her a wrap-around skirt and sweater belonging to Heather, and a camisole to wear in bed later. Lindsay had also placed a chair in the bedroom so she could sit and read in comfort. Her ankles were still linked with a chain that also attached her to the foot of the bed, but otherwise her situation was comfortable. She’d not yet been told what was to happen to her, but was aware that Lindsay knew why they’d come to the farm, so had no illusions about the seriousness of her position. She was, however, confused: why were they treating her so well but confining her to the bedroom? What was going to happen? 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 12 
 
   This morning, it was Broden who had entered her bedroom. “Take off the blouse.” He didn’t even say ‘Please’. Becky just sat in the small armchair and stared up at him. 
 
    “Take it off,” he repeated. “I need to check on you.” 
 
    Lindsay was standing behind him in the doorway and she was holding a plastic rod about half a metre long with two stubby metal spikes on the end. Becky knew exactly what it was for without its purpose needing to be explained. So, this was it. She’d been in that room for six days and now maybe she was about to find out what it was all about. Slowly, she put down her book and stood. 
 
    He wanted to look at her breasts. Of course, many men did, but this was different. There was obviously intent behind the directive apart from mere curiosity. She’d noticed a change during the past week. Her nipples ached and her breasts were definitely getting bigger. There was something else too: yesterday she was examining herself and when she squeezed one of her nipples, it leaked a thick yellow fluid. ‘Well, if he wanted to see her tits so badly, let him,’ and she unbuttoned the blouse. 
 
    Broden peered intently at her, taking in the beautiful, conical shape of each breast and the dark areolae and nipples. She’d always been pleased with her shape, although they’d never been this large before. Then Broden did precisely what she’d done. He felt them as if checking for lumps, pressing gently on the silky skin and then squeezing each nipple in turn. He was rewarded with the same leaky fluid that she’d found, but then he did something totally unexpected: he said “Thank you,” and left. 
 
    Becky stared at the closed door long after they’d gone before redressing and picking up her reading book again. 
 
    Soon after midday, Lindsay brought her a light meal of cheese on toast with a cup of tea and an afternoon snack of cake and tea at five. It was about 8pm, after her evening meal, that she began to feel odd. Her breasts were beginning to swell alarmingly and by morning they felt hard like over-stuffed toys. She suspected they were engorged with milk, but how or why was a complete mystery to her. She tried to relieve the pressure by squeezing her nipples, nipples that seemed twice their usual size, and she succeeded in exuding a small amount of milk from each teat, but not enough to make a difference. 
 
    By nine, she’d dressed in the skirt and blouse and was standing by the bed when Broden entered. Unsurprisingly, he told her to remove the blouse again, but made no attempt to touch her. There was no need; he could see that she was lactating. Instead he refitted the stiff mittens and then made her turn around so that he could clip them together behind her back. He refitted the head harness, too, with its ring gag between her teeth. 
 
    “You get to see your friends again today. It’s also the day you start earning your keep.” 
 
    “Ot are oo going to oo?” she asked, but Broden just slid the sausage shaped plug through the ring gag and pressed home the plunger to lock it in place. Then he unlocked the chain from her hobble to the bed and told her to follow him. Lindsay was waiting at the door and was holding the cattle prod, so Becky meekly waddled after Broden with Lindsay bring up the rear. 
 
    They waked through the kitchen, crossed the yard, and entered the new building Heather had built next to the barn. Then she stopped dead. In front of her, folded naked over padded benches, were Heather, Sarah and Tracy, and there was one empty bench for her. 
 
    “Ee ‘onts ‘ou to lay o’er the ‘ench with or tits ‘anging through the ‘oles,” said Sarah. Tracy and Heather were both looking at her too, but remained silent with their mouths sealed by plugs. “Ee ‘as ‘achines that ‘ilk ‘ou and another that ‘ucks ou while it’s ‘appening. ‘Ou always were a kinky li’le ‘itch, so I owe ‘ou ‘ill ‘ike it.” 
 
    She spun round to confront Broden, but all he said was, “We’re gonna need that skirt off now.” 
 
    Becky, once strapped to the bench, couldn’t help but stare at Heather who just stared back with the astonished expression imposed by the plug gag. There were already milking cups attached to her teats and Becky could see the white milk collecting in the clear plastic tubes to the pump. Her breasts were not only elongated by the weight of the teat cups, but they were also ripe for milking and Becky couldn’t help but wonder what she will look like once vertical. 
 
    “Eather gets ‘ilked all the ‘ime,” said Sarah in response to Beck’s unasked question. “That ‘indsay girl’s ‘ooking after ‘er…” She left the sentence unfinished, as if her explanation was sufficient. 
 
    “We’re all gonna ee ‘ilked soon,” she added. “Ive times a day with an exercise ‘ession in the after’oon. You'll find the ‘ilking and the exercising very ‘imulating…” 
 
    It was at point that she sensed Broden behind her. With her ankles strapped to the dropped section of the bench and her waist pulled low, she was conscious that she couldn’t really look any more provocative. Her hips were widely spaced and the gap between her thighs as wide as Lindsay’s. When she felt his fingers prising her apart and his hot breath on her, she wiggled frantically, but it made little difference. Broden studied her carefully from the dark tunnel he’d opened to the small, pale bead of her clitoris. Then she felt him pushing a catheter into her urethra. He gave it a little tug to make sure its tip had opened correctly inside her bladder and then secured it. He allowed her to drain for a minute or two and then pulled the thin polythene drain tube from her. 
 
    Becky grunted and twitched her hips, conscious of the small disc now pressing between her labia, but unsure what precisely had just happened. There was no mistaking his next action when he pushed a lubricated rubber plug through her anus. He could hear her squealing and he could see her sphincter strain as she tried to eject the intruder, but he only had to hold it long enough to inflate the ring that was now inside her rectum before she was powerless to expel it despite the powerful convulsions of her anal muscle. He pulled out the inflation tube that self-sealed in the plug and pressed home the water hose. 
 
    Becky peered over her shoulder at the 2 litre water bottle hanging on the wall behind her with a hose trailing from its base and then at the other three girls in turn. Finally, she looked back at the water bottle just as Broden opened the valve and screamed as the full 2 litres emptied into her colon. 
 
    “There,” said Broden after he’d removed the hose. “Now you’ll have plenty of fluids for the next cycle,” and he reached below the bench to pat her belly that was now drooping just like the others. 
 
    “It gets absorbed in a ‘uple of ‘ours,” said Sarah. “We all ‘ave it each time we’re ‘ilked. Well, actually, I think Eeather ‘as 3 ‘itres. Ee says it’s important oo be ‘operly hydrated. ‘Ou're owing to love the next bit. That ‘itty ‘ittle ‘ussy of ‘ors is owing to start zinging. ‘Acy’s ‘old ee all about ‘ot ou used to do and now it’s or turn. Ee’s gonna... Oo, ‘Oden… ‘Ot yet. It’s ‘ot ‘ime yet…” but her protestations were cut short when Broden slotted the silicone plug back through her ring gag to still her tongue and curtail the monologue. 
 
    “Was she always like that?” he asked Becky, but he didn’t expect an answer. “You'll have your turn to speak soon. One at a time is the rule…” 
 
    Back behind Becky, he attached the mount for the dildo into its floor fixings, lifted and adjusted it until it was poised just behind her, and then released the spring mechanism. When he touched the tip to her and let go, the spring was enough to slide it slowly into her until the little massager was crushing her clitoris, passive and inactive, but threatening and unavoidable. 
 
    “There… Milking’s in about half an hour. 
 
    * 
 
    Thus heralded the start of the most productive period at Ben Gareloch Farm to date. Charlotte May Ice-Cream was selling well in Ida’s London shop and with production now running at 320 litres per week, demand was still out-stripping supply by almost double. This was mainly due to a clever piece of marketing by Broden. He’d taken photographs of the girls as they waited for the exercise wheel to turn shortly before they were due to be milked and, using Photoshop, substituted pictures of their heads from their Facebook pages – happy, smiling heads. Each girl now had her own line in erotic ice-cream and effectively did her own advertising on the container by displaying in high definition the source of the creamy milk. 
 
    Heather’s output was easily the greatest at 6.5 litres per day and her supply was subtly flavoured with vanilla. A picture of her looking particularly attractive with long, curly locks and what looked like professional make-up decorated her round, one litre tub. The Facebook photo was taken just before some-one’s wedding and she was smiling with a supercilious smirk that Broden remembered from the very first day he met her. It looked a little incongruous when set above an impressive, but perhaps somewhat inconvenient bosom with round, swollen breasts and thick nipples. The picture was finished to perfection with a single small drip of milk just about to fall from her left teat. 
 
    Sarah and Tracy’s production was flavoured with raspberries and caramel respectively and Broden was happy enough with the labels, but Rebecca’s was something special. Her beautiful, silky, coffee coloured skin went perfectly with the chocolate chip flavouring of her milk and the photograph Broden choose showed her aristocratic profile framed by long, black tresses above an oblique image of heavy, conically shaped breasts with their dark areolae and thick nipples. 
 
    Lindsay, although she was still supplying a regular quantity of milk, did not warrant her own advertising and her milk was mixed with Heather’s to bulk up the vanilla supply. 
 
    * 
 
    Broden had learnt very rapidly that what had started out as a simple exercise in induced lactation and the consequential necessary bondage was now vastly more complex. He’d set out to demonstrate to the girls in the most humiliating way he could imagine that they were, indeed, part of the same nature that they were thoughtlessly changing and corrupting, but now he had four to manage and, for Lindsay’s sake, they needed proper care and control. 
 
    The plan was to punish them for their deceitful intent in such a way that they felt belittled and vulnerable, but at the end of the exercise, they would leave feeling that they’d not actually lost anything, at least financially, and hopefully feel inclined to then let the matter drop. It required them to be kept secure and in good health throughout when their own instincts were to be as uncooperative as possible. It also required that the ice-cream sales were a financial success, because Broden was relying on that to provide the funds that would buy the farm and, he hoped, would keep the girls satisfied. 
 
    Lindsay and Broden couldn’t, of course, expect to keep the girls strapped to their benches whenever they weren’t exercising and agreed with them a regime that allowed all four a degree of freedom and entertainment in exchange for their cooperation. Initially, Rebecca refused to comply, but after watching her friends roaming relatively freely whilst she was still restrained, she changed her mind and was afforded the same considerations. Thereafter, the days passed one after another with a predictable continuity. 
 
    A typical day would start at 6.30 am after Broden had finished milking the dairy cattle when he’d wake each girl by lowering the back half of her bench. The first task of the day was to relieve them of their accumulated waste and the easiest way of doing that was with colonic irrigation. It wasn’t their favourite part of their day, but needed very little effort on their part. Broden had fitted the new building that they now occupied with a built-in system of soil pipes running the entire length of each side wall. Connecting their anal plugs directly to this system, therefore, provided a clean and hygienic method of waste removal, but, of course, it wasn’t quite as simple as that. For a start, their anal plugs were designed to accept a small bore pipe for liquid input, not waste output. Fortunately, the size of the plugs, 3 cm diameter, enabled them to be bored out to allow the connection of a larger pipe and the small bore, self-sealing valve to be fitted instead into a removable insert. Now it was just a matter of removing the insert and plugging in the colonic irrigation apparatus. 
 
    That morning, Broden started with Becky. Having lowered the back half of her bench, he unscrewed the insert and screwed in the 2.5 cm connector and valve, on the back side of which was a flexible waste pipe permanently connected to the soil system. The enema solution, a 3 litre mixture of pure water and Castile soap, was injected through a small port just upstream of the valve using the same water bags as the hydration procedure. At this point, the waste valve was closed and the enema filled her colon. Ten minutes later, the waste valve was opened and Becky expelled the waste solution through the flexible pipe directly into the soil system. The procedure was repeated with clean water, the valve closed to seal the waste system, and the apparatus disconnected and hung on the side wall ready for the next day. 
 
    Once her anal insert had been replaced, she’s ready for breakfast (500 ml high protein drink through a straw) followed by hydration and her first milking session of the day at about 7 am. 
 
    Between 7 and 9 am, the girls were allowed to rest on their benches after what was usually an exhausting session using the motorised dildo at full speed. At nine, as part of the new relaxed regime, Becky, Tracy and Sarah were unstrapped from their benches and usually sat watching daytime television (Homes under the Hammer). They couldn’t wander off because they were still hobbled and attached to a central anchor ring by long chains, they couldn’t get up to much mischief because of their bondage mittens, and they couldn’t do much scheming because only one of their number was able to speak. They could curl up together on the settee wrapped in blankets. 
 
    Heather, was, of course, still subject to Lindsay’s whims and was left on her bench for the period. Lindsay, with her usual flair for lateral thinking, left Heather not only with her teat cups still sucking, but the dildo was still implanted and moving at its slowest speed: agonisingly slowly. She told Heather that the teat cups stop her being engorged and the moving dildo stops her being bored. Although both statements may be true, the reality of the situation was that teat cups were forever tending to increase both her milk yield and her bust size whilst the dildo was just ramping up her frustration levels. Neither the dildo nor the clit stimulator was moving fast enough to create a climax, but the fact that they were moving at all meant that Heather could never forget them. To paraphrase a song made famous by Elvis Presley: they were always on her mind. 
 
    At 11.00 am, the girls returned to their benches for a 1 litre hydration and their next milking session. For this, their dildos were re-implanted, but set to the same slow speed as Heather’s so as not to over-stimulate. And there they lay for the next couple of hours until their lunch time protein drink and another 2 litres hydration. 
 
    At this point, Broden refitted their shoes and the leather arm binder pouches that covered their shoulders in preparation for their afternoon exercise. They all thought he just liked the look of them struggling with their shoulders pulled back and their chest thrust forward and, to an extent, that was certainly true, but the main reason was to protect them should they stumble and be pulled along on their backs by the exercise walker. 
 
    The walker itself had been modified and now consisted of a cruciform pattern of rotating beams to accommodate four girls, but the modus operandi was the same: a simple rope between their legs pulled them round the circular path traced out by the overhead beams. 
 
    The next milking session was at about 3.30 pm after the exercise and for that everyone enjoyed the benefit of the full speed dildos… 
 
    The rest of the day was divided between rest periods, an afternoon shower, their evening meal (protein drink), the evening milking session at 8 pm, and a late evening spent reading or watching television. Their day finished at midnight when Lindsay cleaned their teeth before their final milking and lights out. And then they slept until 6.30 am. Heather also slept, but in her case, she spent the night with her teat cups attached. 
 
    There were several consequences of this schedule, the main one being that all but Heather were very full for their early morning session after a six hour overnight rest. They were also relatively full and substantially hydrated for the afternoon exercise session. This was a deliberate policy that caused them to be hampered with heavy breasts and bellies for the exercise session and maximised their exercise effort. At each milking, their catheters were drained to ensure they were comfortable and then closed to keep the building clean. 
 
    The schedule with regard to the dildos was designed to excite them to orgasm three times a day during milking sessions and at other times merely tease by leaving the dildos embedded, but barely active. The orgasmic sessions were primarily designed to help milk yields and, significantly, after the first week the only complaints were associated with inactive dildos. 
 
    At Lindsay’s insistence, Heather was now receiving hGH with each hydration and, coupled with the continuous suction, her breasts couldn’t fail to be affected. Her nipples were soon the size of corks and Broden had to change the funnels in her teat cups. Her breasts, too, had become such effective milk generators that he found himself needing to enlarge the holes in her bench. In a matter of a few hours, she could almost double in size from her now normal cup size of 36E and 1.0 litre capacity to a substantial 36G where each breast occupied over 1.6 litres. So great was her transformation that she would stumble about the block of an evening with her bosom cradled on folded arms, silently watched by her three friends who were reluctant to comment lest they found themselves in the same situation. 
 
    Heather endured the inconvenience of her new proportions with stoicism and Broden had to admit she didn’t seem to be suffering disproportionately. The rest of her figure was unchanged with slim waist and long, slender legs and Lindsay’s attention to her hair and face make-up meant she retained the stunning looks of a film star, but her breasts were totally out of proportion and even her light blonde hair cascading about them in rolling curls failed to disguise their mass or conceal the enormous nipples that could feed a horse. 
 
    Even so, it was Heather who was often the cause of friction between Lindsay and Broden with Broden saying that Heather’s treatment was too radical and Lindsay finding it hard to forgive her. Shortly after the relaxed regime was introduced, there was disagreement when he thought that the use of a blindfold to increase her isolation and focus her mind solely on the tormentor in her loins was a step too far. Reluctantly, Lindsay capitulated and Heather could once again watch her friends on the settee even if she couldn’t join them. 
 
    There was, however, one advantage to Heather resulting from Lindsay’s custom routine: she had an extra milking session about 3 am that was automated. It was designed solely to maximise her production, but, because it was automated it didn’t involve any hydration and she seldom woke. It meant that, unlike the other three, she was still relatively comfortable before the seven o'clock milking. 
 
    During this period, milk yields steadily rose and sales in Ida’s shops boomed until the farm was making a nett profit from ice-cream sales alone of over £14,000 per week. Broden did some calculations and allocated £12,000 of that profit to the four involuntary London girls. According to RBKW Holdings, Lindsay owed £250,000 plus interest. Deducting £18,000 that Broden had estimated Heather had already contributed to farm profits, £75,000 for the BMW that Lindsay just treated as if they'd bought it with their own money, and the £18,000 that Broden lifted from Heather’s bank account, that left £139,000 plus interest. At the rate of £12,000, it will take the girls just less than twelve weeks to pay off the principle and then another three to pay the interest accrued to date. Earnings were high, but it still took time. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 13 
 
   Tracy was twisting about under the shower head. “It’s hot.” Her feet were dancing about and rattled the metal links of her hobble and retention chains on the ceramic floor of the shower. 
 
    “I can easily make it colder…” 
 
    “No. It’s ok,” and she settled with her head under the water jets with arms flapping like a penguin with the ungainly mittens. Broden squirted a palmful of shampoo into his hand and began massaging it into her scalp. “How long are you going to keep us here?” she asked in a quiet voice. “Sarah said that we have to pay off the debt to RBKW Holdings that we tricked Lindsay into incurring, but that’s stupid. RBKW is us: Richardson, Burke, Kumar and Whittington. That’s our names, or it was when we formed the company.” 
 
    “I am aware of that.” 
 
    “And you're making us pay off a debt to ourselves?” 
 
    “Seems only right as it was you that imposed it.” 
 
    “But how can we pay off anything? It’s not as if you're letting us work.” She was quiet then for some moments before adding in an incredulous tone, “It’s £250,000.” 
 
    “Plus the interest…” said Broden. 
 
    “But that’s impossible. How can we earn that sort of money? We’ll be chained up here forever…” 
 
    “No, not forever. You don’t have to worry about how it’s done, but the principle should be paid in about eleven weeks. Of course, by then the interest will be over £40,000.” 
 
    “£250,000 in eleven weeks… That’s not possible…” 
 
    “Not so, young lady. It’s just a matter of good marketing. Anyway, some of the principle has already been paid.” 
 
    “Even if all you say is true, it’s still stupid for us to be working to pay a debt to ourselves.” 
 
    “I think it was stupid to think you could fraudulently get this farm and then use it to grow marijuana.” 
 
    At this, Tracy unexpectedly burst into giggles. “Shows what you know… There’s no money in weed nowadays. In another year or two it’ll be completely legal just as it is in Canada and parts of the US, and then what would we do?” 
 
    “If it’s not marijuana, then what was the new building for?” 
 
    “I'm not telling you that…” But she may as well have done. 
 
    It took Broden only moments to realise the potential of an isolated farm where toxic odours were unlikely to be noticed. “Methamphetamine…” he said. “You were going to start a meth lab.” 
 
    “Not me. I don’t know how to cook up meths. None of us do.” 
 
    “Who then?” 
 
    “Dave’s the pharmacist…” she said with glee. “He’s even got qualifications to prove it.” 
 
    “Heather’s boyfriend? With the motorbike?” 
 
    “How do you know that? Did she tell you?” 
 
    Broden ignored the question. This was a new development and a new potential problem. “Will he come up here?” 
 
    “What, you mean when he finds out we’ve all disappeared on the eve of setting up his brand new production facility? What do you think? I think he’ll turn up with about a hundred gang members…” 
 
    Broden didn’t believe that for a moment, but he did think it very likely that Dave would want to find out what had happened to his friends and business colleagues. 
 
    “Where is Dave now?” he asked, but was not surprised when Tracy merely shrugged. 
 
    * 
 
    So it was that Broden was unsurprised by the staccato rattle of a motorcycle echoing off the steep valley sides a week later and stepped out into the yard to greet his visitor. The motorcycle was a Kawasaki Ninja, a small, fast sports bike ideal for negotiating the dense London traffic; perhaps less suited to the nine hour drag up the country’s main arterial routes to the winding Scottish hill roads. The rider entered the yard and slowly traced a complete circle in the dusty earth around Broden before coming to a stop, kicking down the side stand, and carefully dismounting. 
 
    The dark visor swivelled from side to side as he looked first at Broden and then peered at the cottage, open barn, the pristine blockwork of the new parlour just visible round the side of the old milking shed, the cars parked side by side next to the barn - Broden’s Landrover and Heather’s BMW, and the gate to the fields with the creamy coloured Jersey cattle peacefully grazing beyond. He was not a big man, but his armoured motorcycle jacket added bulk to his upper body. He pulled off his gauntlets and unthreaded the chin strap of the helmet, lifted the helmet from his head and pressed the gloves inside before hanging it over a rear-view mirror. He was moving slowly and unhurried as befitting someone who had just ridden 600 miles. Then he stretched, flexing his shoulders and straightening his arms. 
 
    All this time, Broden waited patiently for the man to speak. He was, perhaps, 173 tall, considerably shorter than Broden, and had a thick mop of curly black hair topping a clean shaven, heart shaped face that, if not exactly effeminate, was not exactly intimidating either. 
 
    “Dave, I presume,” said Broden eventually. 
 
    “’Oo are you?” he asked with his cut London street accent. 
 
    “Broden. We’ve been expecting you.” 
 
    “Where’s Heather and the girls?” 
 
    “They may have gone to the local shop.” 
 
    He looked around the yard again as if to assure himself they weren’t hiding. The Range Rover was parked round the back of the cottage, well out of sight. “Where’s that then?” 
 
    “Eighteen miles back the way you’ve just come. They probably won’t be too long.” 
 
    “Fuck that…” and he kicked at a stone with his heavy motorcycle boot. “God awful place. Where’s the nearest pub then? 
 
    “That would be the Fitzroy Guest House. I believe they have a public lounge. About 8 miles along the Inverchorin road.” 
 
    There followed a series of select profanities before Dave announced, “I’ll wait.” 
 
    “Cup of tea?” asked Broden. 
 
    * 
 
    It was three hours before he awoke. He was kneeling in a foetal position with his folded arms on the floor in front of him supporting his head. One eye flickered open and then closed again, dazzled by the bright fluorescent lighting. A few moments later, he groaned and pushed himself up until he was sitting on his haunches and peering blearily through half open eyes. Staring back at him were two faces half concealed behind black leather head harnesses. They were lying disembodied at the front of two waist-high padded benches and it took him a few seconds to realise he was looking at Heather and Tracy; Heather with the long, blonde tresses and Tracy with her shoulder-length red hair. Neither girl made any sound, but both flapped mitten-clad hands at him. Another few seconds later and he realised that the pink, conical shapes hanging from the undersides of the benches were their tits. 
 
    “Fuck me… What’s going on?” He leaned forward and prepared to struggle to his feet, but then blurted out, “Where’s my fucking pants?” 
 
    “Careful Dave…” warned Broden’s voice. “Standing may not be your best option just now.” 
 
    Dave looked round at the sound of the voice to see Broden and Lindsay leaning on a table with a computer monitor behind them. A chain with 10mm links trailed across the floor towards him and disappeared beneath his shin. It was then that he noticed a steel manacle locked to his ankle and another short chain linked to the other ankle. 
 
    “Oh shit…” he exclaimed, followed by a heart-felt, “Nooo…” He’d peered between his naked thighs and seen where the longer chain was terminated. It passed through an eye bolt fixed to the floor and thence to a metal ring that was clamped around the base of his testes. “What ‘ave you done?” he screamed. 
 
    “I should think that’s fairly apparent,” said Broden casually. “You're as involved in this little scam as your friends here and look where that has landed them.” 
 
    Dave looked around the room, taking in more detail about the way the girls were strapped to their benches and then he looked behind him to see Sarah and Becky in similar positions. 
 
    “What little scam? I just came up to find out why I’d not heard from them.” 
 
    “You're not the chemist who was going to be cooking up the meths then?” 
 
    “No way, man. That’s nothing to do with me.” 
 
    “Lying will not get you very far,” said Broden and nudged the chain with his toe to pull a few links through the ring bolt. 
 
    “No… Don’t. Please, I don’t know anything.” 
 
    “Nothing?” and Broden nudged the chain again and three more links jerked from beneath Dave’s leg. He sank rapidly to the floor and grabbed the chain to stop it tightening any more. “Do you think you can hold it still when I kick it?” 
 
    “No, please don’t. It was me… I’m the chemist. Please don’t touch that chain anymore.” 
 
    Broden allowed the chain to go slack and Dave tugged it, but it only gave him a few centimetres before it snapped tight with one of its links clipped to another ring bolt under the desk. 
 
    “Please, let me go. I won’t say anything.” 
 
    At that, Broden just smiled. “You mean you won’t tell anyone that you and your friends tried to fraudulently trick this poor, innocent girl…” and he turned to look at Lindsay. “This poor, innocent girl out of her father’s inheritance and to run this place as an illegal methamphetamine laboratory to ice-up your London customers? You presumably know what ice does to people?” 
 
    “You can’t prove any of this…” 
 
    “I don’t have to. I’m not prosecuting you. But you have earned yourself a little working holiday here.” 
 
    Dave looked round helplessly at his erstwhile friends and then back at Broden with a puzzled expression. Broden didn’t immediately expand on his plans. Instead, he asked if Dave was hot. When he didn’t get a response, he added, “Take off the jacket.” Slowly and reluctantly, Dave unzipped the leather jacket and slipped it from his arms. “Now throw it over here.” 
 
    It wasn’t necessary to search the pockets; that had already been done. “Now the shirt…” 
 
    “No mate… Not the shirt…” 
 
    Broden nudged the chain again and told him to throw the shirt away too. Dave looked at the faces of the four girls before slowly unbuttoning the thick cotton shirt to reveal that beneath it he’d wrapped a series of white bandages about his chest. Broden just twitched the chain again and, with his face flushing with embarrassment, Dave started to unwind the bandages. 
 
    “Oh my!” exclaimed Lindsay. “How did you know?” 
 
    “I felt the bandages when I was searching him. Been at the girls’ coffee then?” he said in a louder voice. Dave was sitting with his arms crossed over his chest, but failing to completely cover the pretty 36B breasts he had recently developed. 
 
    “What?” he asked. His expression, so recently pugnacious and defiant, now displayed the height of misery. 
 
    “You’ve been drinking the stuff I prepared for your friends to get them to lactate.” 
 
    “I thought at first I was just putting on weight. Are they going to go away?” he asked with a small voice. 
 
    “’Fraid not. You’ve not only grown tits and larger nipples, but all the glandular structure and vasculature to support them. They're yours now…” 
 
    He gazed down at his new frontage with confusion, suddenly gripping both and squeezing. Then he glanced up at Heather and Tracy with sudden panic. “I’m not going to start making milk too, am I?” 
 
    “Well, it’s easily done, but I don’t think your milk would attract the same sales. If you're a good boy, I’ll probably hold off on that…” 
 
    His eyes slid from his new breasts to the chain laying across the floor, light alloy but quite unbreakable, and he slipped a hand between his thighs to confirm the worst. There was a metal clamp tight against his body that encircled his scrotum. It parted into two semi-circular halves that were now screwed together with star socket Torx screws to leave his testes swelling beneath the clamp. The chain terminated with a link welded to one side of the clamp. 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” he asked in the same weak sounding voice. 
 
    “Well, your job will be to look after your friends. Initially, that will mean watering and feeding, washing and milking them. Part of the day, they'll be free to move about, read, watch television if they want. You’ll need to reattach them to their benches and connect the tit pumps. On the job training will be provided…” 
 
    “Will I still be chained? Like this?” 
 
    Broden nodded. “But I can make the chain longer so you can move around.” 
 
    He looked once more at the naked girls. “Do I get clothes?” 
 
    “You can have your boots, but that chain gives us a bit of a problem. However, I think I have the solution: the Scottish warrior’s tradition dress; the kilt.” 
 
    Dave saw at once that wearing trousers of any sort was not going to be possible. “Give me ma shirt back…” 
 
    “Oh no. I don’t think that would be suitable. Much too tight. It’ll constrict you too much and be unhealthy.” 
 
    “I think I know just the thing,” said Lindsay. “Won’t be more than a mo…” and she left through the end door. Within two minutes, she was back with a sage green t-shirt. “It’s heather’s. She won’t mind you borrowing it.” 
 
    Broden pulled a length of chain from under the desk and reclipped the snap link to allow Dave another five metres. He still would not be able to reach the desk or even the settees that the girls used to watch television, but now he could at least stand and reach their benches. Tentatively, he stood, a thin wiry figure with long, lank hair and tits. Then he pulled all the slack chain through the ring bolt to leave it coiled at his feet with its end hanging from the testes clamp. 
 
    Broden added Heather’s t-shirt to the kilt and boots behind him on the desk and carried them over to Dave. “Sorry the kilt might be a bit short. It was the only one we had,” he said and handed them over. Dave wrapped the kilt around his waist and buckled it in place. It too belonged to Heather, was made of thin cotton material, and its hem was about 12 cm or so above his knees. Then he pulled the t-shirt over his head. That was made from figure-hugging polyester with Lycra and had long sleeves with a low, round neck. The shirt didn’t disguise his shape in the least. It left his nipples clearly visible pressing against the material and the low neck revealed a very fetching cleavage. 
 
    “That’s fucking great,” said Dave, but seeing that he wasn’t going to get any sympathy from Broden, knelt to put on the motorcycle boots. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 14 
 
   Broden and Lindsay sat in the small office in the cottage watching the milking parlour’s video monitor. Dave had now been servicing the girls for a week and was settling down to a routine that, if not ideal, was at least effective. He sought to follow the schedule itemised for each girl by Broden, a schedule that allowed the girls time away from their benches. The chains attached to their ankles allowed them to reach the settees, an inducement to behave not afforded to Dave whose chain only permitted him to reach the sofa bed some 1.5 metres short of the settees. When they were away from their benches, the girls had the upper hand, but when strapped down, Dave was the master. 
 
    It was an arrangement deliberately designed to introduce uncertainty into proceedings to stop either faction assuming control. In reality, both Dave and the girls were obliged to comply with Broden’s rules and schedules or risk losing their benefits: the girls risked losing their ability to be free for part of the day and for Dave, there was always the possibility that his unwelcome breasts would enlarge and start to lactate. So, for all their teasing and complaining, the girls were going to meekly return to their benches when asked and Dave was not going to deviate from Broden’s explicit instructions regarding their daily routine. 
 
    It was 12.30 pm and the girls were all strapped down to the benches and had been since returning for their 11 am milking session. Heather was the exception; she had been attached to her bed, either in the horizontal position or with her legs lowered, since midnight of the previous evening and for all but the last hour, the teat cups had been pulling at her continuously. Her milk production was now exceptional and amounted to 650 cc per tit per milking period. It doesn’t sound a lot, but over a whole day it meant that her body contributed 7.8 litres to ice-cream production that was worth almost £800. 
 
    Normally, Heather’s bust looked large, but since the 11 am milking, Dave’s instructions were to remove her teat cups. There was only one reason for this: it meant that at 2.30, when the girls were transferred to the barn for their daily exercise session, Heather would be looking particularly bountiful and would continue to enlarge rapidly whilst struggling around in a circle after the overhead rotating beam. Now, although not engorged, her tits hung below the table like soft, malleable bags of flour. 
 
    “Are you still feeding him oestrogen? His breasts look bigger to me,” said Lindsay. 
 
    “No. He’s just getting water like the others, but his body’s probably still flooded with the stuff. It was a pretty powerful mix I put in their coffee.” 
 
    Dave was carefully carrying a length of chain that dropped gracefully from his hand only to rise again beneath his kilt. The rest of it trailed across the floor like a glittering snake first to the ring bolt in the centre of the room, and from there directly to a fixing next to the administration desk. He was crouching in front of Heather and she was regarding him with steady gaze with her mouth clamped shut about the gag. 
 
    “Funny how things turn out,” they heard Dave muse. “One day, you're sitting in a bedroom with a pretty little girl with pretty little tits whilst she parades up and down in her tight little skirt and high heels pretending to tidy the room. I’m arguing with her about why she should let me fuck her and the next… well, here she is gagged and helpless in front of me.” He leans forward to reach below her and the neck of his t-shirt inadvertently gapes to show Heather his own tits; Dave is too engrossed in his own thoughts and doesn’t seem to notice. He slaps her hanging breasts and a loud ‘clap’ echoes around the room. In the office, Lindsay winces. 
 
    “Should we stop him doing that?” she asks. 
 
    “Perhaps she likes it…” 
 
    The monitor’s speaker crackles again as Dave’s voice filters into the office. “Do you remember telling me I shouldn’t touch you without asking?” He slaps her again and she yelps. “Pretty little tits no longer.” Dave now takes both of her nipples between fingers and thumbs and lifts so that her breasts flow over his hands. She’s staring at him unable to move or voice any complaint. He starts pumping her. Heather, for her part, closes her eyes and begins to moan softly. “Now you’ve got great fucking udders and I can milk you like a cow. What d’you think of that, then? D’you like being milked like a cow?” and he gives her another slap that sends both tits bouncing and swaying beneath her. “Few more weeks and maybe you’ll have tits bigger than a cow’s… perhaps need a wheelbarrow to move them around.” 
 
    There’s a pause and the watchers in the office can almost see Dave’s brain ticking over. He looks up at the monitoring camera and then back to Heather. “Coarse, it’s only your tits that look like a cow. The rest of your body’s as pretty as ever. Pretty little face…” and he strokes her cheek. “Much prettier now you can’t answer back. Pretty little waist. Pretty little bum, although I can’t do much with that; it’s got a plug stuck in it. And the same pretty little snatch. D’you like the fucking dildo turning in your snatch? Filling you up and pressing on your little clit. Does it feel good? Does it feel as good as me? It doesn’t, does it because it’s not been going fast enough since seven this morning? Would you like me to turn it up?” 
 
    Heather stared at him again with her big, blue eyes, but she neither nodded nor shook her head. 
 
    “Well I can’t. It’s not in the programme. Doesn’t say anything about me fucking you though. Would you like that? D’you want to feel a real man again?” 
 
    Heather gave a quiet moan and closed her eyes. It seemed to matter little whether she wanted it or not because Dave rose to his feet and dragged his chain behind her. It was nearly at its maximum extent, but it was enough. Lindsay and Broden watched as Dave released the spring on the dildo mounting and pulled it from her to lie flat on the floor behind her. She gaped open, an invitation he couldn’t refuse and he patted her enthusiastically before lifting his kilt to feed his erection into the waiting repository. Her eyes sprung open wide and as Dave began pumping, so Heather started making loud moany noises. The other three girls were all watching avidly, each with a gagged mouth and restrained exactly like Heather: each wondering if they were going to be next. 
 
    “Go girl…” cried Dave and slapped Heather on the bum. She could barely move a muscle, but the noises she was making suggested she was trying to enter into the spirit of the activity. Her hips were being pushed high with every thrust and, despite the tight strap around her back, her breasts began swinging back and forth. “Oh fuck… Your little snatch is just as tight as I remember. Squeeze me, bitch,” and he slapped her again. 
 
    Broden and Lindsay looked on in silence. The chain hanging from beneath his kilt was now snaking wildly and he didn’t seem to care that his breasts were jiggling with uncontrolled abandon. 
 
    “Fuck me, I’m coming,” he cried and started slapping her raised cheeks rapidly, one after the other and then both at once. “Christ…” he cries and presses himself into her so hard that both her toes leave the ground. Heather continues to emit frantic mewing sounds and is wiggling her hips while Dave is stock still and staring at the ceiling. A few moments later, he pulls out of her as she gives an anguished cry. Her cheeks are bright red, but she’s still making mewing sounds and shaking her hips. 
 
    “Thanks, titty,” he says and lifts the dildo assembly from the floor, reengages the spring and plants the slowly rotating phallus back from whence it came. “We’ll do that again sometime.” 
 
    “Are you going to let him do that again?” asks Lindsay. 
 
    “Why not? She is his girlfriend and obviously liked it. And it can only help the milk production.” 
 
    “But what about the others? He might do it to them too.” 
 
    “I’ll warn him to ask permission first…” 
 
    * 
 
    Dave was not invited to attend the exercise sessions. Broden did consider attaching his chain to the overhead wheel, but thought it would be too risky. He was not invited to watch the television with the girls either, although he could see over the backs of the settees if he knelt on his bunk bed. 
 
    He was leaning on the back rail of his bunk later that evening with his breasts resting on folded arms when Rebecca looked back over her shoulder at him. It was her turn to sit with her mouth plug removed for the evening and she was feeling bored. 
 
    “’Ow’s or ‘its today?” she asked. 
 
    “Not as big as yours,” he answered. 
 
    “Ey are itting ‘igger though, aren’t ‘ey? I’m sure it’s only a ‘atter of time. And your ‘ipples, too. Oo ‘ou get ‘orny feeling ‘em?” A wicked grin spread across her face. “Ood ‘ou like ee to suck ‘em for ‘ou?” 
 
    “A kind offer,” he said sarcastically. “Would you like me fuck you as I can see you can’t manage to do much with those mittens on? And how’s your belly? Still full of water?” 
 
    “’Ou fink at’s funny, ‘on’t ‘ou?” 
 
    “What? Filling up your arse with water through a giant plug until you look six months pregnant? It’s about as funny as flushing you out every day with your morning enema or unplugging your catheter so you can pee, or even pumping your dangling tits with the tit suckers. But I’ll tell you what the funniest thing is. It’s when you have that dildo thing twisting inside you and you can’t stop orgasming.” 
 
    “Ooo…” said Becky. “’At’s actually a ‘est ‘it.” She climbed off the settee leaving Heather, Tracy and Sarah watching a film in silence and followed the chain from her ankle back towards the centre of the room and Dave. “And ‘ow are ‘ou coping with the camp on your ‘alls? Still got enough ‘es’os’eron…” She pause and tried again with a spray of saliva… “ESTOS’ERONE left for a ‘ard-on?” and she pressed a mittened hand against the front of his kilt. 
 
    Dave grinned and slid his left hand down her stomach until his fingers curled into her. “Feeling a bit frisky, are we?” he asked. “Need some help?” He was staring at her tits: two fat cones jutting out almost horizontally with dark, pointed nipples at their tips. She closed her eyes, pulled her shoulders back, and pushed her chest forward to increase the angle between them. Dave’s grin grew and he slapped her left tit hard. It bounced alarmingly and a thin jet of milk squirted from its tip. Becky yelped, stared at Dave for a moment and then, taking one pace back, slapped his own tit as hard as she could with the flat mitten. His look was priceless. 
 
    “Thought you might like to know what it feels like.” 
 
    “You bitch,” he said and lunged forward only to discover that she had a foot stretched out to trap his chain below his kilt. 
 
    “Yes?” she said questioningly. “Do you want something?” 
 
    Dave backed up and the grin resettled on his face. “Do you? Lay back on the bunk and I might give it to you.” 
 
    She reached out and massaged the breast she’d just slapped. “Take the shirt off first then…” 
 
    “You sexy little minx,” and he slipped Heather’s t-shirt over his head to reveal the pretty tits that everyone knew were there. Becky gave him a sly grin of her own and lay back on his bed, bending her knees and opening her thighs to show him where he needed to go. Dave climbed on after her, lifted his kilt about his waist, and pressed himself into her slippery tunnel. 
 
    The film seemed to lose its appeal for the parlour’s three other occupants and they each turned round to lean on the backs of the settees and watch as both Dave and Becky slowly lost all self-control. The display ended when Dave climaxed and pressed himself deep into her, towering above her and lifting his head high to utter a long victory cry. Becky seized the opportunity to wrap her arms around his back and lift herself from the bed to suck one of his new, premium sized nipples deep into her mouth. 
 
    After that, both Sarah and Tracy both indicated at different times that they wouldn’t be adverse to a little extra-curricular activity, perhaps during milking when the oxytocin was at a maximum. Dave did his best to oblige, but keeping four females satisfied when your own testosterone is compromised by too much oestrogen is a tall order. Fortunately, there was always the motorised dildos to stand in, so to speak, when his own equipment was too soft. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 15 
 
   At the end of Dave’s third week, Broden toted up the accounts. Together, all five girls were contributing a total of almost 26 litres per day into the milk vats and that amounted to an amazing £15700 per week gross. After deducting transportation cost and keep for Dave and the girls, he reckoned they were clearing £15000 per week. He pointed out to Lindsay that those figures actually included her modest contribution, but she said that that was only right as she should be working to clear the farms debts too. 
 
    He pointed to a web page that was showing the credit. “That leaves an outstanding debt of £61,000 plus about £40,000 interest, which, at a rate of £15,000 per week, will take another seven weeks to clear.” 
 
    “Wow… So soon. Then they can all go home?” 
 
    “Of course. Things are going well and I think it’s time that we allow our guests a little more latitude.” 
 
    Broden gave them the good news later that day: 
 
    “From today, so long as you all continue to cooperate as you're doing now, I propose to change your routines so you don’t have to wear the head harnesses, the anal plugs, or the catheters anymore. It will also mean that you're not confined to the milking tables for so long every day, you can eat proper food sitting down at a dining table, and you can use the bathroom facilities to shower and, well, you know, whenever you want.” 
 
    He waited for a response. Four faces looked at him from their horizontal positions on the milking benches, eyes wide staring around the thick straps of their harnesses with their mouths plugged. 
 
    “The new routine will apply to Heather too,” he added, but still there was nothing but a stunned silence. 
 
    “Is that what you’d like?” he asked exasperated. 
 
    That did elicit a reaction and all four heads began to bob up and down. Dave sat on the edge of his bunk and said not a word. 
 
    “But,” continued Broden, “You’ll still be linked by the chains so you won’t be able to wander off and you will be expected to settle yourselves on the milking platforms at the appropriate times. Dave will still strap you in place, you will still experience the dildos because they encourage and maximise lactation, and you will still be exercised as you are now to ensure you remain fit. Finally, not needing the anal plugs is reliant upon you all drinking enough fluids during the day.” 
 
    It wasn’t the rapturous reaction he’d expected, but it wasn’t good for them to be so confined. The important thing was that their milk production was unaffected. 
 
    “What about me?” asked Dave from his bunk. 
 
    Broden moved to stand close and Dave looked up at him, a small man with an impressive cleavage. He sat with his hands on his bare knees, his legs pressed tightly together and twisted to one side. The short kilt had ridden up his thighs and Broden noticed that he’d tucked the chain to his testes clamp into the waistband of the kilt so at least he’d have warning if it tightened. 
 
    “You I am still unhappy with. How you can plan to destroy so many lives just to enrich yourself is beyond me.” 
 
    “People want it. They should have the right to choose what they do when it doesn’t affect anyone else.” 
 
    “How can you possibly think it doesn’t affect anyone else? I’ll agree that methamphetamine does give you a wonderful high. It makes you think you're the best person in the world; the cleverest and most beautiful. It makes you as horny as hell and you have the energy to go at it for days. It’s easy to see why people like it so much, but then there’s its dark side starting with memory loss, permanent brain damage, hallucinations and delusions, strange thought patterns, paranoia and, likely as not, suicide. It makes people feel lethargic after the high so they don’t look after themselves. Their skin gets damaged; it dries up saliva and that encourages bacteria so their teeth blacken and rot; and it destroys organs to cause strokes and heart attacks. 
 
    “But perhaps its worse affect is that it changes user’s personalities. They need money to buy the drug and now see no wrong in taking what’s not theirs. They become totally self-centred. They wreck other people’s lives as well as their own and leave the state to sort out the mess. And all for the sake of enriching you…” 
 
    Dave was now staring at the floor, unable to meet Broden’s gaze. 
 
    “I suspect your tits have stopped growing now, but if you upset me just a little bit, you’ll have tits like Heathers and find yourself strapped down to a milking bench.” 
 
    * 
 
    That afternoon, when it was time for the girls to be showered, Broden led each to the bathroom and removed their head harnesses. Then he got them to lean on the edge of the basin whilst he deflated and removed the anal plugs and, by prising the blanking plugs from their catheters’ inflation tubes, removed the catheters from their bladders. Finally, he unlocked and removed their mittens. Tracy was the first and she stared at her hands. 
 
    “Toothbrush, paste, shampoo, body wash, towel, and hairdryer,” said Broden. “Sort yourself out and then you’ll find some clothes on the settee next to the television. Help yourself. As you're first, you get the pick.” 
 
    Then he left her alone in the bathroom and closed the door. The only restraint she now had was the hobble between her ankles and its linking chain to her milking bench that trailed away behind her under the bathroom door. After her shower, she found there was even some basic make-up next to the basin. She emerged from the bathroom glowing, smiled at her three compatriots who were still strapped in place, and walked the length of the parlour to the settee to choose her outfit. There wasn’t much there; a few t-shirts and blouses, a few bras, and some skirts, although all the skirts were of the wrap around type, kilts or similar, or were elastic enough to stretch over some-one’s head and body; Broden wasn’t going to unlock her chain just so she could pull a skirt up her legs. For the same reason, there were no pants. There were, however, her own boots that she’d worn to the farm all those weeks ago and subsequently each time she exercised. 
 
    She sat clothed and smiling as, one by one, the other three girls were released from most of their encumbrances and joined her. 
 
    It was the start of a significant change at the farm. True, the girls were still effectively prisoners, illegally kidnapped and forced to lactate, but now their attitude softened. No longer did they see themselves solely as victims. They couldn’t. They were enjoying themselves too much. Even the enforced exercise sessions pandered to their newly found submissive streaks and they each struggled naked round the exercise rink in a state of near ecstatic trance as their leading reins tugged remorselessly against their clits. 
 
    A week into the new regime, Lindsay asked Broden to justify why he still insisted on exercising the girls in such an intimate fashion. He said it was to keep them fit. Lindsay just laughed and asked him again. His next answer was that it promoted a sense of acquiescence and compliance that was necessary for the milking routines to run smoothly. 
 
    Lindsay thought about that for a couple of minutes and then declared herself once more dissatisfied. 
 
    “What’s the real reason?” she asked. Of course, she knew; she just wanted him to admit it. 
 
    Broden grinned. “Well, they do need exercise and in the early days, I had to think of a way I could achieve that by myself; and we do need them to be compliant and showing them how helpless and vulnerable they can be is a good way of demonstrating that… And you proved that regular sexual stimulation improves lactation, but I suppose the main reason now is that the idea just appeals. I like to see them like that; I like to watch them struggling with their own libidos as they wiggle round with swaying tits trying to stay on the right side of an orgasm. Is that wrong?” 
 
    Lindsay considered the question for all of a moment before answering, “Of course, it’s wrong.” She held his face in her hands and kissed him. She wasn’t going to stop him; the spectacle was far too much fun. 
 
    * 
 
    The days passed. Long, lazy days of summer sunshine and soft Highland rain. August began to crawl inextricably towards September and the routine at the farm once again settled into a predictable, easy programme of lactation and stimulation interspersed by an almost party atmosphere of meals, games, television, and, of course, exercising. 
 
    Production continued substantially unchanged, although initially Broden did notice a slight drop that he put down to the girls not drinking enough. This was more than compensated for by introducing an additional milking session during the night for all girls to balance the 24-hour day into six equal parts. The result was that the girls professed themselves more comfortable, production became more reliable and the extra milking yielded a useful boost to milk stocks. 
 
    At first, the girls were reluctant, seeing a 3 am milking as a major disturbance to their sleep patterns, but in practice, that proved not to be the case. They now retired at 11.30 each evening after an 11 o'clock milking session and, as had been the practice from day one, they were strapped horizontally to their padded benches for the night. Then the teat cups were attached. The suction was gentle, just enough to hold the cups in place while they slept. At 3 am, the pumps were started by Dave, but at a reduced pressure difference and were gradually increased to full power over a period of some minutes. Mostly, the girls didn’t even wake. 
 
    Less than four weeks into this new routine, Broden made an announcement. The four milky friends sat together on the settees with Dave leaning on the back rail of his bunk as was his custom. Broden was standing before the television and looking particularly happy. 
 
    “Today, we have passed a milestone. I've just received the latest email confirmation that the farm’s bank account has been credited with enough to pay off the mortgage principle. That’s £175,000 which, together with the new BMW that’s in Heather’s name, amounts to £250,000; the amount you say you leant Lindsay to buy the farm.” 
 
    “But how?” said an incredulous Tracy. “I know weeks ago you said it would happen, but I don’t understand.” 
 
    “He’s been selling our milk,” said Sarah. 
 
    “Oh, come on… We’re not worth that sort of money.” 
 
    “You’d be surprised,” said Broden. “Sarah’s right in a way, although we have added value to the product by selling it as ice-cream. In fact, each of you has built up quite a following, a fan club even.” They all looked blank and Broden grinned as he handed out empty litre plastic cartoons with Charlotte May ice-cream labels adhered to their sides. Each stared astonished to see their own face smiling back above very buxom images of their upper torsos.” 
 
    “My tits look huge,” said Heather. 
 
    “Mine look gorgeous,” crooned Becky. 
 
    “That’s really me, isn’t it?” asked Tracy as she studied the nipples below the image of her face. “I can tell because of the freckles.” 
 
    Sarah too looked up at Broden with a grin like a Cheshire cat. “It says: 55% human milk from Sarah.” 
 
    “All of your photos are true images, although they are also composites. As for the money you’ve all earned, I think you have all underestimated your true worth. Together with a smaller contribution from Lindsay, you have been earning about £15,000 per week and in less than three more weeks, you will have paid off the interest on the mortgage. The £175,000 has been put into a separate bank account as and when it was earned and has been earning interest ever since, although not, I might add, at your exorbitant rates. The interest will similarly be credited and in three weeks you can all go home in your new BMW with your money and you will never have to think about Ben Gareloch Farm or us ever again.” 
 
    “You really are giving us back our money?” said Sarah astonished. “I didn’t believe you’d do that. Why are you doing that?” 
 
    “It’s because it’s your money. You’ve earned it and you're paying off the loan you leant Lindsay.” 
 
    “But it’s still stupid. We tried to trick you and you're paying us back all that money!” 
 
    Broden just shrugged. “In three weeks, we’ll be all square and you can go back to doing whatever it was you were doing so long as it doesn’t involve us.” 
 
    “What about me?” came a voice from behind them. 
 
    “We’ll talk about that later,” said Broden to Dave. “At the minute, this conversation doesn’t involve you.” 
 
    * 
 
    “They're very quiet,” said Lindsay. “I expected them to be partying by now.” 
 
    “They're probably still trying to absorb it all. I expect London still feels a long way away at present.” 
 
    “Do you think they really will forget about us up here and not try to take reprisals?” 
 
    “I don’t know. At the minute they can’t believe we’re giving them all that money back, but maybe later they may feel more belligerent. Who can tell? But don’t worry, if they come back for a fight, I’ll be here.” 
 
    Lindsay laughed. “You have a high opinion of yourself. What if they come back with a couple of dozen fellow gang members?” 
 
    “Let’s not anticipate problems, although we still have the problem of Dave to consider.” 
 
    “You’ll just have to release him to deal with his new tits in his own way.” 
 
    “I suppose. At present, if he tried to raise an army to confront us, they'd just laugh at him.” 
 
    “There’s something else that may not have occurred to you. What about income tax? The government’s going to want a cut of everything the girls have earned.” 
 
    “Actually, I have consulted a tax accountant. Well, a friend really. He says we can probably absorb the initial income as new business start-up and development costs and we most likely won’t have to pay any tax on it. The interest on the loan is a different matter, but that’s the girls’ problem. You’ll have to pay tax on the money earned from the dairy cattle side of the farm as normal.” 
 
    “A useful man to know, your friend…Sarah’s calling you.” 
 
    Broden looked down the room to see Sarah beckoning to him. “Ok… Let’s see what she wants…” 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 16 
 
   Sarah was regarding Broden with the appraising eye of a serious negotiator. “£15,000 per week. That’s what you say we’re earning.” 
 
    “More like £12,000 without Lindsay.” 
 
    “Ok. I know that’s the total income and we can’t expect that, but how much would you pay us if we stayed on? On a voluntary basis, of course; not as prisoners,” and she indicated the shackles about her ankles. 
 
    “You want to stay here and be milked like cattle?” 
 
    “It has its attractions,” she said with a smirk. “Anyway, we’ve never earned that sort of money before and the accommodation here is all free.” 
 
    Broden looked to Lindsay. “Well, we do have a successful business up and running,” and Lindsay nodded. “£1,500 per week each.” 
 
    “£2,000.” 
 
    “£1,700.” 
 
    “£1,800, but there are conditions. You have to forget about the interest on Lindsay’s mortgage; consider it an investment on our part.” 
 
    “And there conditions on our side too…” said Broden. “No shackles; you can come and go as you please, but the milking sessions will be essentially unchanged. You’ll be strapped to your benches and the actual milking routine will be the same. 6 sessions a day at 4 hourly intervals.” He thought for a few seconds while all eyes watched avidly. “You'll have to be strapped down all night too for the early morning session and the afternoon exercise period is mandatory.” 
 
    Lindsay saw him glance at her and couldn’t help but smile. 
 
    Sarah, as spokeswoman for the girls, peered round her group to see a series of nods. “Ok,” she said. “Agreed, but there is one more request. Drinking all that fluid every day is hard; can we go back to the original way of hydrating us?” 
 
    * 
 
    It was the turning point for the business. From that day, the girls were free to roam about the farm at will and even to venture to the local shops in their new vehicle. They could wear anything they liked and do anything they wanted, as long as they were back in time for every milking and exercise session. 
 
    Broden, not without some bewilderment, refitted the anal plugs and, to cope with the early morning milking session when anal hydration was automatic, the catheters too. Thereafter, for every session the girls meekly allowed Dave to strap them to their benches knowing that he was about to fill them up with 2 litres of warm water. In addition and as a direct consequence of the anal plugs being in place, the enema apparatus would also be connected first thing every morning prior to the first hydration. 
 
    The new arrangement also seemed to solve the problem of Dave. ‘Seemed’ because the problem didn’t ever re-surface. Dave just went on servicing the girls when they were attached to their benches and flirting with them when they weren’t. Broden often wondered what he found to talk to them about. Did they discuss international politics or more mundane things like ‘What can I do when the t-shirt makes my nipples sore?’ He never mentioned the testes clamp, never complained about pain or inconvenience, never asked to be allowed outside, never even asked to sit with the girls to watch television. Broden did often witness the girls sitting next to him with a hand beneath his kilt; invariably, his eyes would be closed, but there would be no movement, so he surmised they were just holding him. 
 
    * 
 
    A couple of days after Sarah and her friends were given the freedom of the farm, she wandered into the barn when Broden was repairing a dining chair. The leg had broken and he was machining a new leg using an old woodworking lathe that he’d put back into working order some days before. She stood watching him for a while and then asked if he’d show her how to do it. 
 
    “It’s not as easy as it looks,” he warned. “If you get it wrong, the chisel will dig in and flick from your hands and it’s sharp…” 
 
    He showed her how to stand, the safe way to hold the chisel, and how to ease the tool against the wood to remove just enough and no more. Sarah finished the new chair leg and went on to practice on other scraps of wood until Broden had to remind her that it was time for her next milking session. Reluctantly, she relinquished the tool and grinned at him. 
 
    “Can I come back another time?” 
 
    “Of course. There’s a whole machine shop here in the barn: a band saw, pillar drill, an old belt sander. There’s even a thicknesser at the back under that tarpaulin. Nothing’s been used for the last twenty years, but it’s all good stuff.” 
 
    The next day, Sarah and Rebecca sought him out in the morning and asked again about the woodworking shop. They said they’d been talking about making some toys. 
 
    “That market’s pretty well saturated nowadays. So many toy trains and sailing boats you be hard pressed to find an outlet.” 
 
    “Oh no… Not those sort of toys. We were thinking more along the lines of hand-crafted dildos or butt plugs in real wood; oak or walnut perhaps. We could calve them into intricately shaped spindles with a fat, acorn shaped head, a ridged body, wide brim to stop them going too deep and to press against the clit, and a profiled handle. And there’s lots more things we’ve thought of…” She pulled out a sheet of paper covered in pencil sketches. “This is an opening wooden neck collar that fixes to a long spindle that goes down the back. These are wooden cuffs half way down that close and lock with these wing nuts and on the bottom of the spindle is this butt plug. That points upwards, of course, and keeps the whole thing in position. You can make a different variant that goes down the front and holds the hands at waist level. That has a dildo on the lower mount. If we make them out of thick hardwood and polish them nicely, perhaps varnish them, they’d look antique and I’m sure we could sell them for a fortune. Your machines would cut those shapes, wouldn’t they?” 
 
    “Oh yes. You could make them alright. You could start with simpler things like wooden collars or small stocks and we might even get Ida to start selling them through her London shop, but don’t underestimate the work involved. It’ll be very time-consuming.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s ok. We’ve got lots of time…” 
 
    And so it was that a whole new enterprise was started at the farm that eventually involved all five girls with the products becoming more and more exotic and outrageous as time went on. But they also became more professional. The finish on stained and polished hardwood was exquisite and Tracy was becoming proficient at creating sculptured decorative engraving along the wood’s outer surfaces. Soon, the stock of old oak boards that Broden found at the back of the barn was exhausted and he had to procure more. An old store that was being demolished in Inverness satisfied his needs by providing 30 square metres of good quality oak flooring that Broden was happy to recycle. 
 
    The new workshop had many advantages, the main one being the contribution the sales were making to the profits of the farm. After a short negotiation, Sarah, on behalf of RBKW Bespoke Woodworkers, Manufacturers of Hand-Crafted Adult Appliances for the Gentry, agreed a package of utilities and benefits with Ben Gareloch Farm that gave them use of the workshops, technical support and training as necessary, and support with distribution and sales in exchange for 30% of the profits. Both sides expressed themselves satisfied with the result and opened a couple of bottles of champagne to celebrate. They even conducted their celebrations in the new block so Dave could join in. 
 
    The other big advantage the new workshops had was its ability to occupy the girls between milking sessions. Suddenly, the isolated farm became a hive of industry and the workers, much to their surprise and delight, had become artisans making quality items that other people wanted to buy. They had become genuinely useful and the sensation was new to them. There was no more talk of London or the desolation of the Scottish Mountains. Life was more interesting and certainly more stimulating than it had ever been before. 
 
    London, however, was not to be so easily forgotten. 
 
    
    Chapter 17 
 
   Alistair Gunn looked up sharply at the sound of the bell tinkling in the shop. He was a short man of 55 with a balding pate and thick spectacles, but his girth made up for what he lacked in height. He ran the village’s General Stores and Post Office at Inverkylie, but now the holiday season had passed trade was sporadic to say the least. He turned off the radio programme he’d been listening to and hurried through to the shop, but the sight of four leather-clad bikers stopped him short in the doorway. He hesitated for no more than a heartbeat before asking in a broad Scottish brogue whether he could help the gentlemen. 
 
    The tall rider standing nearest the counter turned and grinned at his companions at being so addressed. “Yeah, mate. You can tell us where this place is,” and he pushed a leaf of paper torn from a writing pad across the top of the glass counter. The pencilled address written in a spidery scrawl read ‘Ben Gareloch Farm, nr Rosall.’ 
 
    “Weel, this isn’t a lot ta go on. Rosall’s a wee place with only a couple of cottages, but I nay ken Ben Gareloch Farm.” 
 
    “How far?” 
 
    “Oo, aboot twenty miles or so up the wee road ta the left there,” and he pointed out the window. Outside was a row of motorcycles and more riders, probably a dozen all told, and the four now in the shop looked the most presentable of the bunch. Most were bearded and those that had removed their helmets all had long, greasy hair. Their leathers were decorated with outlandish symbols and studs depicting flying wings or devil heads and the bikes were similarly painted. “I’ll see if Maggie knows yon farm…” and he disappeared back through the door from whence he’d come. 
 
    A few moments later, the post mistress arrived and appraised both the note and its bearers. “Friends of yours?” she asked. 
 
    The spokesman gave her a wolfish grin. “More business partners,” he answered and then turned to the others to see if they’d all got the joke. 
 
    “It’s up the lane on the left. Turn right when you get to the red telephone box and follow the lane as far as you can go. You can’t miss it because you can't go any further.” 
 
    “Thanks, missus. May God’s blessings be heaped upon ya…” and his companions chuckled at the inane benediction as they filed out of the shop. 
 
    “You’d better make sure you have enough fuel. It’s a round trip of at least fifty miles and there are no petrol stations that way.” The man hesitated and turned in the doorway. “Fuel’s about 300 yards up on the right,” she added. 
 
    “Is there a pub up there? Me an the lads are awful thirsty.” 
 
    “Not at Rosall. There’s the Cross Keys Hotel just down the road. You may be able to get yourselves a drink there.” 
 
    The man smiled showing discoloured teeth, but the expression didn’t touch his eyes that remained cold. As he turned and the door closed behind him, Maggie let out a long sigh. 
 
    * 
 
    “Listen up, kiddies,” called Broden. He’d assembled everyone in the new block and they were all seated in the television area or, in the case of Dave, close to it. “We have company on the way: twelve motorcycles. They’re currently drinking in a hotel about 50 minutes away and Maggie tells me they're not looking particularly friendly. In fact, the landlord of the hotel told her that he’d overheard them discussing what they should do to people who go back on business deals.” 
 
    “That’ll be Spike,” said Dave. “We ‘ad no business deals with them. ‘E runs local drug distribution from Camden; thinks we’re planning to by-pass him.” 
 
    “Well, that’s a relief,” said Broden with an ironic grin. “Once he sees we’re not making any drugs, he’ll just turn round and go back to London.” 
 
    “Spike’s the pits; the lowest of the low…” It was Sarah who offered the assessment. “He’ll just rip this place apart and us with it. What can we do?” 
 
    “Well, the first thing is to play down the dairy and emphasise the new wood workshop. Disassemble these bench tops and make yourselves up some sleeping bunks against the walls. Er… You might like to take a few minutes to relieve your breasts before you begin.” 
 
    “What about me?” called Dave from his bunk behind them. 
 
    “Are you with us or against?” 
 
    “I’m with you, of course. Why d’you even have to ask?” 
 
    “Ok. Lindsay, unlock him and give him some proper clothes. The rest of you ought to change too. No point in… Well, you know what I mean.” 
 
    It was an hour and a half later that the heavy beat of motorcycles could be heard drumming between the valley walls and another five minutes before they became visible winding up the lane. They slowly turned in through the farm’s stone gateposts and assembled themselves in a line facing their hosts. Broden and Lindsay stood side-by-side with Hamish at their feet, Broden wearing his Marine fatigues and Lindsay in a long canvas coat she used about the farm. To Broden’s right stood Sarah with Dave to Lindsay’s left. The other three stood their ground to either side, all wearing the tan-coloured overalls and boots Broden had bought them for working. 
 
    To Broden’s surprise, Dave had chosen to wear another kilt, but instead of light cotton, this one was real: a heavy wool Scottish tartan that reached his knees. On his legs and feet were long tartan socks and his heavy work boots and, tucked into the top of his right sock, a sgian-dubh, the small needle-sharp knife that comprises part of the Scottish national dress. His own armoured motorcycle jacket completed his outfit, disguised his unconventional profile, and gave him at least the air of determination. 
 
    Spike had parked up opposite Broden, kicked down the side stand, and pulled his leg over the low saddle of his Harley. He was grinning as he pulled off his gloves and unbuckled his bucket helmet. Along the line, all the bikers followed suit until they were all arrayed in a motley line-up of Camden’s most disreputable. Spike looked at Sarah standing beside Broden. “Afternoon, love. Who’s the squaddie?” 
 
    “Broden,” said Broden. “You must be Spike.” 
 
    Spike ignored the statement and turned his attention to Dave.  “Wearing a fucking skirt nowadays? You turned native?” 
 
    But it was Broden who spoke again: “What do you want?” 
 
    “We want what’s ours, mate. This bitch is reckoning she can muscle in on our patch and we’re not having it, see…” 
 
    “No-one is trying to muscle anywhere.” 
 
    “Well, that’s not what I heard. You’ve got Doctor Dave ‘ere cooking up ice and we want our slice.” 
 
    “You're wrong. No-one here is making drugs. I’ll admit, that was their original intention, but things have changed. There’s nothing here for you now.” 
 
    “Well, forgive me if I don’t believe you. Me and the lads will just ‘ave a little mooch about an’ see what’s what. Perhaps help ourselves to a little R and R from the ladies ‘ere. It’s a long way from London and we’re all a bit stiff; need some massage, don’t we lads?” Spike was answered with a series of jeers and grunts from along his line. 
 
    “You are uninvited here,” said Broden. “The best thing you can do is to turn around and leave.” The tension was almost tangible and Hamish stirred to stand between Lindsay and Broden, a low growl reverberating in his throat. 
 
    Spike just gave Broden a grin and turned his attention back to Sarah. “Put a little weight on, ‘ave you?” he sneered and the jeers increased in volume. “This mountain air must be good for you. I don’t remember you being so bounteous in the titty area before.” 
 
    Broden noticed Heather further along the line fold her arms across her chest to disguise her profile as Spike reached out towards Sarah. She slapped his hand away and a moment later his outstretched wrist was gripped in Broden’s fist.  
 
    In an instant, a deathly silence descended around them like a curtain dropping and Spike stared at Broden. His right eyelid twitched and the right side of his lip curled up to show a brown stained tooth. 
 
    “You shouldn’t have done that, mate. It ain’t healthy. What I do with my women is none of your business.” 
 
    “I doubt Sarah would agree with you there.” He slowly released Spike’s wrist and the biker slowly dropped it to his side, trying not to look at the red marks that now encircled it. 
 
    Spike looked along the line and repeated in a louder voice, “He shouldn’t ‘ave done that, should ‘ee?” The jeering started up again and Broden noticed a couple of the bikers produce heavy cycle chains from inside their jackets. Spike turned back to Broden, inflated his chest and squared his shoulders, and the raucous calls subsided again as the encounter rapidly approached its climax, but as the noise in the yard dropped, a new sound could be heard: the sound of engines. 
 
    The bikers turned as one to peer behind them and saw coming up the lane a line of battered Landrovers and a couple of newer four-cab trucks. In line astern, six vehicles turned into the now crowded yard to park behind the bikes and from each vehicle climbed several wild-looking men looking more like Highland warriors than farmers. Most were bearded and the hard life of a hill farmer had made their faces tanned and creased and their limbs thick as trees. 
 
    They'd each taken the trouble to clothe themselves in their own interpretation of full Highland dress, which for most meant tartan kilts, heavy socks and boots, thick thorn-proof jackets and, of course, the nasty little knives. In addition, to a man, they all carried a heavy wooden staff. 
 
    None of the twenty or so newcomers said a word. They just stood leaning against their vehicles with their staffs by their sides looking like soldiers from another age. 
 
    “Fuck me…” said Spike under his breath and turned back to Broden. “Look mate, we don’t want no trouble. We just came to see Dave and Sarah.” 
 
    “Well, now you’ve seen them, it’s probably time you left.” Broden was tempted to be rid of his uninvited guests as quickly as possible, but was mindful that they suspected the farm of harbouring a meth lab and it was necessary that he satisfied their curiosity. “But you’ve travelled a long way; the least I can do is to show you round now you're here.” 
 
    “That’s very decent of ya,” said Spike, his grin almost restored to its former splendour. He hung his helmet on the bike and nodded to his compatriots. 
 
    “Just you,” said Broden. “The others wait here.” 
 
    The grin faded, but the bikers looked about them at the highlanders who hadn’t yet moved and settled back against their machines. Broden and Sarah both turned towards the cottage and Spike stepped forward to follow with Hamish bringing up the rear, nose to the ground, his dark eyes never leaving Spike’s heels. 
 
    Once inside the cottage, Spike’s bravado resurfaced. “If your dog comes any closer, I’m gonna kick it…” 
 
    “I wouldn’t,” advised Broden. “His teeth are sharp and he has a short temper.” Hamish agreed and added a snarl to his now continuous growling to confirm the point. The strange procession visited each room in turn, each displaying a fairly clean but untidy domestic façade. From there, they exited the side door and entered the milking shed. The concrete floor was damp after being hosed down and they walked passed wooden palisades and gates, stainless steel milking pumps and churns, and coils of milking hoses to examine the dairy at the far end of the block. In there the building was built not from wood, but from red bricks that were plastered and painted white. Fridges and freezers lined the walls along with a long bench that housed a pair of stainless steel sinks. The pasteurising unit and the ice cream machine looking more like a large microwave oven sat on a smaller bench on the opposite wall. Spike examined all the under-bench cupboard and looked in each of the four large, upright freezers and two fridges, but saw only polythene bags of fresh and frozen milk. The fact that the bags were marked with girls’ names eluded him. Then they moved into the adjacent new block. 
 
    “This is the girls’ room. It’s where they sleep, eat and relax.” 
 
    Spike cast a suspicious eye about the long room at the bunks hastily made up along the walls, the television with the settee before it, their dining table and chairs, small shower room and toilet, and, at the far end, the small office area with a desk and computer monitor. 
 
    “What are these pipes for?” he asked pointing to the plastic water and soil pipes running along the long walls. 
 
    “Water and waste pipes. The building was originally intended as a replacement milking shed, but now the girls use it as an accommodation block.” 
 
    Spike seemed satisfied and didn’t know enough to ask why a milking shed would need 110 mm soil pipes. They walked the length of the building and through the far door that led into the barn, entering at the rear where the girls were exercised. The area was mainly clear apart from the old tractor and various items of ancient machinery propped against the walls. Broden had removed the drive belt from the tractor and there was nothing to draw Spike’s eye upwards to the rotating overhead beam. Towards the main door at the front of the barn, the ground was thick with sawdust and shavings around the old wood working machines. Part finished wooden staves were propped up against one wall and there were oak boards carefully stacked in a criss-cross pattern beside them to allow each to breathe without distorting. Spike was immediately drawn to the opposite wall where a polythene screen cordoned off an area three metres square. He looked at Broden who remained expressionless and then pulled aside a flap to enter. 
 
    Inside was a long table and spray equipment. An extractor hood over the table ducted fumes through a fan in the wall above and on a wire that stretched the width of the area hung a number of meter long, intricately engraved spindles that had recently been sprayed with varnish. 
 
    “It’s a fucking spray shop,” muttered Spike. “What the fuck’s going on ‘ere?” 
 
    “It’s a wood working shop. The girls have started a factory making bespoke oak furniture and fittings. No drugs anywhere…” 
 
    Spike stared at Sarah. “You… A fucking joiner? I don’t fucking buy it. There must be more.” 
 
    “You’ve seen everything.” 
 
    The biker hesitated and then the same crooked grin spread across his face. “A factory, eh. You’ll be wanting insurance then, Dangerous places factories, especially wooden ones. Tend to burst into flame when nobody’s watching.” 
 
    “I think we’re pretty safe up here,” said Broden casually. 
 
    “You won’t always have your tartan army to protect you, y’know. I could do you a good deal…” 
 
    “Allow me to show you out,” said Broden and pulled aside the flap. Spike glared at him and then made to duck under his outstretched arm, but stopped dead when he saw the tattoo that had just been revealed on Broden’s forearm: a flying dagger. 
 
    “Is that real,” he couldn’t help himself asking, but he knew the answer before he spoke. 
 
    “Of course… As are the ones all my London mates have. You know we’re not only trained in infiltration and assassination techniques. They teach us all sorts of interesting things like how to sabotage engines with ground glass so they seize as soon as they're started. Accidents can happen anywhere, Mr Spike, so I would be careful if I were you.” 
 
    They walked back in silence to join the others in the yard to find that there was yet another vehicle parked in the yard blocking the gateway: a white Landrover with blue and yellow stripes down its sides and a blue light bar across its roof. 
 
    “Everything alright here, Mr Creedy,” an officer asked in a casual voice. 
 
    “I think we’re good here, wouldn’t you say, Spike?” He turned back to the constable. “Our guests are about to leave.” 
 
    Spike glared at him and then called out, “Mount up.” Without wasting any more time, he donned his gloves and helmet, threw a leg across the saddle and pressed the starter. The big bike burst into life and Broden’s girls all took a step back to give him room to slowly steer the ungainly bike round in a wide arc and squeeze past the police Landrover. One after the other, the other bikes followed and roared away down the lane in a final show of defiance. 
 
    Broden thanked the policeman. “Think nothing of it. We’d have been here sooner, but you're a wee bit out the way up here. Anyway, I see you have other help,” he added glancing over the assembled ranks of highlanders. 
 
    “Who called you?” 
 
    “Maggie the postie. Said you might need our assistance. But I see she made a few other calls too.” He held up an arm to wave to the first of the Scots to arrive, a big man of about sixty with a beard that matched his sporran, and the man replied with a jovial wave of his own. Shortly after that, the police left and Broden and his small clan approached their unlikely looking Scottish saviours. 
 
    “Well,” he said. “You were certainly a welcome sight… and so unexpected. I thought things were about to get out of hand. Thank you very much.” 
 
    “Yes, thank you so much,” said Lindsay at his shoulder. 
 
    “Och, na bother. It was grand ta see their faces when we all arrived. I'm MacDouglas. Andrew Mac Douglas. These are my son’s Ian and Magnus. The wee lad at the end is my grandson Lyall,” and he indicated a huge lad of about twenty who must have weighed well over 90 kg. “We picked up some friends along the way; life up here can get a bit samey sometimes and it’s grand ta have a wee distraction. Anyway, they were all keen ta see our local ice-cream factory.” 
 
    “You know about that?” asked Lindsay astonished. 
 
    “Course we do. You use Anderson’s Transport every Friday. How could we not know with the country’s biggest gossip making your deliveries? I can see, too, that your lassies are even bonnier than their pictures.” 
 
    Sarah, standing beside Lindsay, blushed, but Broden just said, “Let me introduce you to my colleagues starting with Sarah, our shop-floor manager.” 
 
    “And I’m very pleased to meet you, ma dear. Anyone that can breathe new life into these hills with such a healthy and imaginative product has my full support.” MacDouglas held out his hand in greeting and, to give him full credit, his gaze never wavered from Sarah’s face. Alas, not so his sons and grandson who weren’t in possession of such phrenic discipline. 
 
    It took a while to introduce all the girls and Dave to all their Scottish neighbours, but the task was made so much easier by Lindsay distributing tumblers of Highland whisky.

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 18 
 
   The summer was fast fading into autumn and life at Ben Gareloch Farm was entering its next and possibly its final stage. Four weeks after the girls status was changed from ‘guest’ to ‘self-employed’ and two days after Spike’s visit, Sarah asked to talk to Broden in his small office in the cottage. 
 
    “If I introduced a friend to you who is interested in joining your ‘farming community’…” She accentuated the last two words to bring out their irony. “How would you feel about paying an introductory incentive?” 
 
    “I would think that would be only right and proper.” 
 
    “£1,000?” 
 
    “Let’s not get into that again. I’ll pay you £500 for every girl you introduce who stays more than a month here.” 
 
    Sarah rewarded him with a big smile. “I know two girls who are interested: Hazel and Sienna. Hazel is gorgeous. You’ll love her; all the boys do. She’s 26 and 178 tall and has been a model, but she’s a bit full of herself and now nobody will employ her. A few weeks here will do ‘er good. And Sienna’s Caribbean; all dusky skin and sing-song voice, but a beautiful figure. I’ve told them I’m going on a 5* world tour next spring when I’m rich and they both want to join me.” 
 
    * 
 
    Four months passed at breakneck speed. Winter still had a grip on the farm, but the region’s lower levels were now snow-free and the local snow plough operator had made it his special duty to ensure the lane was clear all the way up to the farm gate. It was now early March and Broden had caught the train to Inverness. 
 
    He scrutinised the girl as she entered the small conference room at the Station Hotel. She was in her early twenties, tall and slender with a pleasant oval-shaped face, high cheek bones and a small mouth with plump lips she’d chosen to colour a subtle shade of plum. Her hair was thick and wavy, cut with a low fringe and bleached until it was almost pure white. She was wearing an RAF blue woollen business suite: a tailored jacket over a plain silk blouse and short, pleated skirt. The colour of her hair contrasted startlingly with her suite and, once she’d removed her sunglasses, with her ice blue eyes the colour of glacial melt water. 
 
    She stepped confidently across the floor and sat on the padded dining chair opposite Broden’s own. The skirt spread over tan-coloured thighs as she crossed her legs and flicked at the air with a black court shoe, perhaps to draw attention to a silver and pearl anklet. 
 
    “So Miss…” 
 
    “Blessingdon. Juliette Blessingdon. My father is one of the Lincolnshire Earlsdean-Blessingdons and Principle of the Saltmere Public School for Girls.” 
 
    Her intonation was refined and precise to the point of being a quintessential stereotype. She sat erect and proper with her hands in her lap and an atmosphere of haughty superiority pervading the air around her. 
 
    “Well Juliette. Welcome to Inverness. I take it you’ve basically been told what we’re about. We are the market leader in consumer victuals made primarily from human breast milk. We source and manufacture in the Highlands of Scotland and supply specialized delicatessen and health markets through a number of shops in London and Edinburgh.” 
 
    A coy smile slowly spread across her features. “I know. I’ve seen your packaging. I know that you’ll want to extract milk from me over a period of some weeks and for that time I’d have to live on a farm in the Highlands.” 
 
    “Quite. Our facilities are…” 
 
    “I also know that the conditions in which I would be required to live are, at times, restrictive and the process of extracting the milk, of milking me, is very intimate.” 
 
    “We do have our own way of doing things and they may not be right for everyone. For instance, the actual act of lactation releases a hormone in the brain called oxytocin which is the same hormone released during a sexual orgasm. We’ve done studies and found that inducing the latter promotes the former.” 
 
    “Oh…” she said with wide eyes. “I didn’t know that,” but the angle of her head didn’t alter. Instead, she uncrossed her leg and re-crossed the other one. “Every time?” she asked aghast. 
 
    “No, of course not. There are six milking sessions per day. You’d be worn to a frazzle. No, we only induce a climax during three of them, although sometimes the technique we use does result in multiple climaxes.” 
 
    Juliette’s cheeks blushed, an effect that was only enhanced by her ashen hair. 
 
    “Do you have women at your farm to assist with the milking?” she asked hopefully, but Broden shook his head. 
 
    “Only Dave. He’s very skilled and has insider knowledge of the subject. Think of him as a kindred spirit, a sort of bosom buddy. He’s there to help you any way he can, whatever time of the day or night. Never leaves the place.” 
 
    “And I understand that between sessions, my time is my own. I would be able to do other things like working on my laptop, reading, walking in the hills; that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Certainly. Outside of the half hour or so it takes to complete each milking sessions, the day would be yours, all except the afternoon exercises; that’s mandatory and takes about an hour. In actual fact, we lay on a number of recreational and vocational courses that are free to our guests such as dairy herd care and management with our own herd of Jersey cattle, there’s a very active wood working unit that manufactures high end articles for diverse and sometimes curious uses, and, of course, there’s ice-cream making for the food enthusiast.” He hesitated and noticed she was smiling at his last remark, its humour not eluding her obviously sharp mind. “Alas, the same liberty is not available during the night time hours of 11 till 6 owing to the limitations of the automated milking equipment that operates at 3 am. For this period, it is necessary that you’re confined to your bunk, but I am assured it is reasonably comfortable.” 
 
    Broden paused, waiting for Juliette to process all the information in her head. 
 
    “Now, there’s a number of things you ought to know and chief among them is the remuneration. You’ll be paid on results at a rate of £50 per litre and can expect to earn between £1,400 and £1,750 per week. We have girls currently at the farm earning £2,000 per week and while you're with us, all accommodation and catering is free.” 
 
    “You do know I’m not lactating, don’t you?” 
 
    “You don’t need to worry about that. We’ll supply all the hormone supplements you'll need and it takes four to five weeks to prepare the breasts. Then, we trigger lactation to start by giving you the same hormones you’d produce during childbirth. After that, all we need to do is to build up your supply and that takes another week or two to achieve an ideal maximum output.” 
 
    “So I’d start earning after, say, week five and thereafter, live in the Highlands for free and be paid up to £2,000 per week, but will I end up with massive, saggy breasts?” 
 
    “It’s unlikely. Most of our guests revert to their original shape within a matter of weeks. During the first month of preparation, you’ll find that your breasts increase by one or two cup sizes and then, once you start to lactate, they may increase again by, say, another size, but we try not to allow the breasts to fill and engorge, so you shouldn’t see a lot of difference day to day.” 
 
    “Is there a limit to how long I can stay?” 
 
    “As long as you feel comfortable, but because of the time and money invested, we like our guests to commit to a minimum of twelve weeks production.” 
 
    “It sounds like an offer I can’t refuse.” She grinned at Broden and her face lit up, her initial surly tone vanishing with the smile. 
 
    “We have the results of the blood test you took a couple of weeks back and I’m pleased to tell you that it’s all clear. You're in good health and, as I’m sure you're aware, you haven’t been taking anything you shouldn’t. The milk is intended for human consumption and we need to check that it won’t be contaminated by, say, illegal drugs or infection. That only leaves one final hurdle before we’re able to confirm your acceptance. It’s in the form of a little exercise and has a double purpose: it’ll give me some assurance that you have the sort of psychological outlook that won’t be discouraged by our techniques and secondly that you have the necessary physical attributes.” 
 
    Juliette just met his gaze with her own quizzical stare. 
 
    “Now, if you're ready, please stand and show me your tits and bum.” 
 
    Broden had phrased his request with deliberate crudity to see if she’d be fazed, but if she was, she was good at disguising the fact. She unfolded her legs and rose to her feet before carefully unbuttoning her jacket, sliding it from her arms and laying it across the seat of her chair. Without hesitation, she moved straight to unfastening the buttons down the front of her blouse and it became apparent that owing to the white, lacy bra she was wearing, it would be necessary to completely remove the blouse. It was laid over the jacket. She unfastened the bra and then she did hesitate, but for no more than a heartbeat. It slipped away with a sweep of her hand and Broden gazed upon her breasts. They were perfect. Smooth, milky white flesh with small pink nipples that were likely destined to be much larger. 
 
    “Now the skirt and pants please.” 
 
    Again, she was quick to respond. She unfastened the waist band and zipper and the skirt dropped to the floor like a parachute, its pleats flaring out to fall around her feet like the petals of a flowers. He noticed that she was now biting her lower lip, but determination settled on her countenance and she tucked her thumbs into the waistband of her matching white lace pants and slipped them over her hips and down her legs. Now she was naked apart from the high, black court shoes and stood erect, her shoulders pulled back and her long legs perfectly straight with smooth, slender thighs. 
 
    He was pleased to see she was blessed with a wide gap below her pubis, a rare genetic feature that may only have aesthetic significance, but he liked it. She was devoid of all traces of pubic hair and from his seated position, Broden could see her minora peeping between her larger labial lips to decorate her underside with a delicate, ruched frill. 
 
    He stood, moving close. Juliette turned her head slightly and dropped her eyes. “You have a nice body.” 
 
    She didn’t answer. 
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    She turned until her back was towards him and he regarded the rounded profile of her hips and buttocks with what he considered to be a professional eye. 
 
    “Now lean forward and place your elbows on the seat of the chair.” 
 
    Three heartbeats this time before she moved. Her hair fell forward from her shoulders to shade her face and conceal her expression, but she was unable to hide her vulval crease nor the darker flower of her anal sphincter displayed so spectacularly by her raised pelvis. 
 
    “Don’t move,” he warned. “This may feel a little cold…” 
 
    He pulled a tube of lubricant from his pocket and trickled it onto her sphincter so that it slowly dribbled down the entire length of her labia. Then he touched her, his thumb and fingers rolling and sliding between her genital lips. She gave a soft gasp and twitched as his digits slipped across her vaginal entrance and clitoris. She gave another small cry when his thumb pressed against her anus and wiggled and rolled until it began to slide slowly into her. Then it was the turn of his middle and ring fingers. Already coated in a slippery film, they found little resistance when they pushed between her labia to enter the secret tunnel of her sex. 
 
    He pressed harder to fully embed all three digits and his palm settled on her perineum whilst his index and little fingers curled round seeking her clitoris. Juliette was moaning quietly and stepping slowly from foot to foot, but his hold had effectively immobilised her and she had little scope to move more. Her back arched down in a gentle curve from the rounded cheek either side of his entrapped hand to the white curls of her hair now completely concealing her bowed head. His thumb and fingers gripped her tighter and he gazed along the polished hardwood floor towards the far wall wistfully recalling lost days from his youth at the ten-pin bowling alley. 
 
    He moved to her side whilst retaining his hold and reached beneath her lowered chest with his left hand to sweep under her hanging breasts. Her nipples were as hard as rubber and tickled across his palm before his hand closed to seize her. The tit was soft and filled his hand and in his mind he imagined what it would feel like dangling trough the holes of a milking bench. She muttered a quiet invocation and pressed herself harder against his hand. 
 
    “Well sweetie,” said Broden as he continued to assess the soft, malleable flesh. “I think you'll do well at the farm.” 
 
    * 
 
    Juliette stood erect and confident, reclothed and waiting patiently for Broden to return from the bathroom where he was washing his hands. The door opened behind her and she turned, meeting his gaze with the merest hint of a smile. He was holding a glass medicine bottle. 
 
    “5 cc morning and evening for the next thirty days, and then we’ll meet you at Inverness railway station in one month’s time. Congratulations…” 
 
    “Thank you,” she said and shook his damp hand. 
 
    He watched her leave, long legs striding purposefully below the flicking pleats of her short skirt. She turned at the door for one last smile and Broden was left with a vision of an angelic face swathed in a white cloud. He wondered if his other interviewees will fare as well. He had four more to see before the two hour ride back to Ben Gareloch Farm; it was hard work, but someone had to do it… 
 
    * 
 
    It was well into the afternoon when he arrived back and the place seemed deserted apart from Hamish, the collie, guarding the gate. He came bounding up to meet the old Landrover when it stopped beside the barn and pushed his head through the door as soon as Broden cracked it open. At this time of the day, the girls were inside the new, enlarged parlour and will have just started their four o'clock session. A few moments of stilled silence confirmed his reasoning as shrill, muted moans drifted through the sun-lit air from the direction of the parlour. 
 
    He thought about the new arrangement, the two rows of ten milking stations, twenty in all and twelve already occupied. He thought about Dave servicing the girls: ensuring that their straps were tight and diligently engaging the dildos and clit wheels. Half the girls had elected to have their liquids delivered anally and this had to be completed before the milking began. Then there was the task of washing their hanging breasts and attaching the teat cups. It all took time. Only when everything was ready were the pulsators and dildo motors activated and the muted cries started. 
 
    He remembered when he’d first removed the head harnesses from Heather and her colleagues, the sound in the milking parlour rose to unbearable levels and something had to be done. The solution was found with a simple penis gag on an elastic strap that could fitted to a girl in seconds just before milking started in earnest. They couldn’t remove them because they couldn’t reach them with their restrained hands and, because they were only left in for ten or fifteen minutes, they could be larger than normal to completely seal their mouths. 
 
    Now all twelve girls had most, if not all, of their bodily cavities occupied whilst the teat cups bounced and pumped at their tits well out of their reach below the milking benches. Milk flowed from each girl directly into her own sterile polythene bag, was marked by Dave with the source and the date, and transferred straight to the fridge. Later, it would be pasteurized and mixed with milk from the Jersey cows to make the ice-cream that was now selling so successfully in several shops. 
 
    Dave would now be wandering up and down the row in his Highland kilt, long tartan socks and boots. The hobble had long ago been removed, but the ball clamp and chain was still in place to limit the scope of his travels. It was attached by a five metre alloy chain to a ring that slid along a cable stretching the entire length of the milking parlour at floor level. 
 
    As for his tits, they were still at the 36C stage and Lindsay had supplied him with a very fetching selection of low-cut and lacy t-shirts in various pastels shades. The girls seemed to like his unexpected enhancements, incongruous though they were. They gave him a familiar, non-threatening appearance and, when the girls weren’t restrained on their benches, something for them to tease him about or fondle when their hands weren’t up his kilt. That said, his clamped testes seemed to hold a strange fascination for them; a counterbalance, perhaps, to the times when it was he who was plugging the teat cups onto their hanging tits, filling their arses with water, or slotting the dildos into their warm, moist housings. Indeed, gripping the aluminium clamp with its entrapped organs nestling in their palms like small, hard-boiled eggs would restore the sense of power they lost when he’d callously used them at their most vulnerable and they were unable to voice dissent.  
 
    Of course, it was all a game. Dave always maintains that it’s what they wanted and none of the girls had ever voiced a formal complaint. Broden believed him – otherwise it would take some nerve on his part to allow the girls such liberties with his clamped testes. 
 
    Broden had watched on the monitor as he roamed up and down the long hall checking and cleaning the equipment, flirting and cuddling with the girls during the day, and helping himself to whoever took his fancy when they were helpless and their hormones left them most receptive. Broden had told him some weeks ago that he could leave whenever he wanted, but it would be an irreversible decision. Dave said he’d consider it. He was still considering, but meantime seemed content with his lot. 
 
    The process adopted for milk extraction at Ben Gareloch was eminently effective not least because Lindsay had discovered the connection between milk yield and sexual stimulation. Broden had since demonstrated that the stimulation need not be restricted to the actual milking, but that any similar stimuli between milking sessions also had a beneficial effect on yield. It wasn’t the orgasms as such that caused the effect, but rather the heightened sexual awareness that the regular or, indeed, the withheld climaxes invoked. This was the reason for leaving the dildos in place but partially inactive for some of the milkings; their presence was enough to cause the girls to focus even though there was little chance of an actual climax. It was also a good reason to retain the exercise regime that Broden was so keen on. 
 
    Once the farm started to grow with the number of new girl recruits, the existing facilities were obviously inadequate, particularly the exercise machine that could only cope with four persons at a time. The new, prefabricated exercise hall that Broden had erected next to the accommodation block solved the problem for the immediate future by allowing an overhead chain loop to be driven around two large spool wheels, one at either end of the hall. Drive was now via a quiet and clean electric motor and the long chain provided plenty of space to connect the new girls and guide them along a path mathematically known as a ‘stadium’ in a long crocodile of waddling hips and swaying breasts. 
 
    In line with the latest thinking regarding optimising milk yields, Broden had revised the exercise in not-so subtle ways by replacing the girls’ guiding ropes with a draw cord that operated weighted dildos. The dildo was suspended beneath a split crotch strap and was mounted on a curved bracket pivoted from somewhere just north of her anus. In its relaxed state, it hung below the girl with no more than 5 cm embedded, but when the cord was pulled, however, the dildo was yanked upwards until a stop plate pressed against her clitoris and the girl had no option but to move forward to moderate such pressure. The revision had the advantage that a vertical element to the motion was introduced giving the girls a tactile warning of a tightening draw cord. It also delivered the subsequent pressure against the clitoris with a lot more precision than had been the case with the rope. 
 
    It wasn’t easy for the girls to avoid all tension on the draw lines and their embedded phalli were in almost constant motion as they were drawn along, but when the cord did snap tight the pressure on the clitoris, although unavoidably stimulating, was intense and a strong inducement to move faster. 
 
    Of course, now the girls could move about freely when not actually being milked or exercised, it wasn’t so easy to maintain the sexual tension that made for high milk yields. For this reason Broden was working on a simple means of retaining a phallus within a girl using a wide leather strap in such a way she could neither dislodge it, nor bypass it to stimulate herself directly. She could still move around freely, but would be unlikely to forget about the next forthcoming milking session; it would provide a focus and, through a physiological association, involuntarily maintain milk production as one of her body’s principal objectives. He wasn’t sure how the idea was going to be received by the girls. He would need good scientific justification to impose such a change and it was unlikely to be welcomed by all. 
 
    * 
 
    He climbed stiffly from the Landrover and consulted his watch. The cottage would be empty; Lindsay would be on her daily run. He whistled to the dog and it fell in at his side as he walked slowly back through the gate and down the lane. The enclosed fields on the lower slopes were rough and dotted with tussocks of coarse grass and thistles pushing through the thin covering of snow. Other fields further down the lane held sheep looking fat and woolly as they pulled at the baled hay. Beyond the fields, a band of woodland delineated the cultivated from the wild and the hillsides rose ever steeper with outcrops of grey granite amongst the rolling white. A pair of buzzards soared in high circles between the valley sides, seeking updrafts as the prevailing winds hit the valley’s head. On one occasion recently, he even thought he’d caught sight of a solitary badger near the tree-line, but he couldn’t be sure. 
 
    The lane wound its way down in long sweeping curves, sometimes visible as a pair of grey tracks in the white snow between the darker hedge rows, sometimes hidden altogether by stunted oak or rowan. A figure was running towards him, at first distant and stick-like, but drawing ever closer and taking on form and life. It was Lindsay and Broden settled down on the wayside rock to wait for her. 
 
    She drew close, long dark hair swishing from side to side in her ponytail as she loped towards him. He gazed in awe at her long legs pumping tirelessly with her toes seeming to barely touch the frozen ground. Her dark blue Lycra vest and leggings appeared to be paper-thin, nought but a silky sheen over her taut body and he could clearly see the undulations of her muscles changing the light patterns across her body. He could clearly see, too, the provocative shape of her pubic mound with all its secret promise, but this was as nothing compared with the motion imparted to her breasts. They were notionally gripped tight by her new, heavy-duty sports bra, but it failed dismally to still their bobbing and swaying. It was almost as if Lindsay was deliberately exaggerating their movements solely for his benefit. 
 
    She stopped before him, breathing hard and with a broad, wicked grin. “Successful journey?” she asked between breaths. 
 
    “In another month, you'll have four more additions to your herd of human cattle.” 
 
    “I imagine you have carefully selected them based on facial attractiveness and leg length.” 
 
    Broden smiled and shrugged. 
 
    “Have you eaten?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m not very hungry. In any case, isn’t it nearly time for your afternoon session?” 
 
    “Half an hour,” she replied. “Do you want to help?” 
 
    “Do you need help?” 
 
    “Always…” she said. “See you there,” and she started towards Ben Gareloch at a run. Broden pushed himself from the bank and with Hamish at his side watched her lean figure sprinting up the lane. Again, he was entranced by her form encased within the thin Lycra skin. The material seemed particularly tight about her hips and it was possible to just make out the circular profile of a disc; the only indication of the plug that was locked in her arse. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Chapter 19 
 
   Despite Lindsay’s thinly veiled invitation on the lane, her late afternoon milking was not a time to get too carried away. It was getting towards the busiest time of the day with the cattle requiring attention and the evening meal to organise, although he actually had plenty of willing hands to help with that chore. But, when all said and done, today was a special day. It was his birthday. A whole year had passed since he’d first met her and he knew Lindsay had spent the last week occupied with clandestine internet shopping and secret plans. 
 
    At ten, he retired to the bedroom anticipating a soft and cuddly reception, but the room was empty. He’d arranged for Dave to oversee the last milking of the evening and expected Lindsay to be waiting for him. He showered and climbed into bed and at ten twenty, the bedroom door creaked open and Lindsay’s grinning face peered around the door jamb. 
 
    “Happy Birthday,” she announced and stepped into the room. She’d bought herself a new lacy corset in royal blue satin that she’d pulled tight about her waist to enhance her curves. Above it, her breasts bobbed on nests of white lace and below its white lacy hem, her hips swelled creamy white and inviting. Six long black ribbons dropped from the hem of the corset to hold up black, fish-net stockings. He smiled at the clichéd image, but its timeless endurance owed much to the way her legs shimmered with the contrasting shadows and the black ribbons of the suspenders served to draw attention to the dark recesses of her sex naked between her thighs. 
 
    Five coquettish paces later she was close to the bed and Broden raised a hand to trace the line of her jaw. She covered his hand with hers so she could kiss his fingers and he pulled her down onto the bed. 
 
    “No, not yet…” she called and scrambled back to her feet. “I’m only half your surprise.” He looked confused as she disappeared back through the door, only to return seconds later with a leash in her hand. On the other end of the leash was a stumbling figure recognisable by the long pale-blond hair that spilled from holes on either side of a black rubber hood like schoolgirl bunches. Bright blue eyes peered at him through eye-shaped holes and her lips, painted the deepest gloss red, bulged through a perfectly circular hole under the outlined shape of her nose. She gave a little grunt that could have been interpreted as a greeting, but it was difficult to tell because those lips were stretched around the base of a fat, rubber plug held in place by an elasticated strap. 
 
    Broden’s eyes dropped to gaze at her outlandish outfit. She was dressed head to toe in shiny black rubber except, he noticed, for a few principle areas. One was disclosed by glimpses of white thighs above the rubber stockings and below the hem of the short flared rubber skirt. The other exposed regions were difficult to miss; her tits, soft but seriously substantial with their hormone induced proportions, tumbled through holes in the front panel of the strange rubber dress. 
 
    “Heather wanted to give you a birthday present too,” giggled Lindsay, “But I told her that you're mine and she couldn’t give you everything, so we compromised…” 
 
    Lindsay lifted the front of Heather’s skirt to reveal a wide leather strap dropping down her pale belly and disappearing between her thighs. A padlock on its front panel suggested that it couldn’t be removed without the appropriate key and the end of a motorised dildo protruding from the surface of the leather just below her pubis showed that it did more than merely prevent unauthorised entry. Broden immediately recognised it as one of the new straps he was considering for all of the girls, but Lindsay had swapped its static phallus for her motorised device. 
 
    She gave the leash another tug. Heather’s arms were trapped in a matching rubber arm binder that laced both together behind her back and she stumbled forward on unsteady heels, the hobble between her ankles much shorter than reasonable. Lindsay took her to the foot of the bed and whisked the duvet away to reveal Broden naked and obviously excited by the prospect of his double birthday present. Then she encouraged Heather to kneel on the bed with her knees either side of Broden’s feet. 
 
    “She’s been partially milked,” said Lindsay and showed how soft Heather was by wrapping her arms about her from behind and crushing her impressive frontage into rolling folds. The cork-sized teats bobbed and Lindsay caught them to roll them between thumbs and fingers. Another hour, thought Broden, and she not going to able to remove that dress without first visiting a pump. 
 
    “If you're ready for your birthday presents, I’ll just warm her up,” and she reached between Heathers thighs to twist the end of the dildo. A muted hum permeated the room at the same time as Heather jumped and gave a muffled moan. Her eyes flickered shut to show dark blue sparkly shadow on their lids and her hips began to slowly gyrate as the articulated dildo began its relentless rotations inside her. 
 
    Lindsay walked around the bed and lay down next to Broden. “You’ve been the best thing that ever happened to me and I think Heather is starting to believe the same. We both owe you such a lot, but I’m not going to share all of you with her nor all of her with you.” They both looked at Heather who was becoming more animated as the dildo worked its magic. Her arms were swinging uselessly from side to side behind her and causing her tits to trace erratic arcs before their black rubber portals. 
 
    Broden wrapped an arm about Lindsay’s neck and pulled her head close for a kiss. Her hair, for once free of the ponytail, spread across his face like a curtain to reduce their world to little more than the sensations at the tips of their tongues. She responded with a hand on his chest that slowly slid across the hard contours of his pectoral muscles until she could pinch his tiny nipples. And there they stayed, absorbed in their private world until roused by muted cries from Heather. 
 
    Lindsay pushed herself up into a sitting a sitting position and grinned. “Our pet is getting restless. She thinks we’ve forgotten about her.” 
 
    Her eyes were open again and she was gazing down at the two lovers with an unblinking stare, but her hips were still moving as if she was compelled to dance the samba in slow motion. Lindsay reached out to hold Broden’s erect cock in her fist, pointing it up towards the ceiling like a miniature rocket and, like a temptress with a treat, she pulled his foreskin back to expose the silky skin of his glans gleaming in the subdued light. 
 
    “It’s this that she wants… Isn't it, sweetie?” and Heather made a soft mewing sound. “Well, remember our deal,” and she slipped from Broden grasp to return to her impotent and involuntarily chaste companion. “Seen enough?” she asked and the blue eyes flashed between her and Broden as Lindsay reached up to pull a rubber blindfold from her forehead down over her eyes. 
 
    “I think our little milk-maid is getting impatient, or perhaps just bored…” 
 
    Lindsey wrapped an arm around her thighs and then slipped it upwards to draw the rubber skirt up around her waist and expose the entire expanse of her pale loins. The padlock, unnecessarily heavy for the task in hand, bounced against her belly at the top of the wide crotch strap; a small reminder of her enforced chastity for the evening and, perhaps, a metaphor for her more lasting dependencies. The base of the dildo was gyrating at the same speed as her hips, tilting to left and right as its crooked shaft turned within her. Lindsay grinned at Broden and twisted the knurled base again. The hum increased in pitch as the motor increased in speed and Heather gave a muted shriek. Now both hips and tits were swinging wildly as she fruitlessly explored ways to moderate the writhings of the plastic snake locked inside her. 
 
    Lindsay looked at Broden and said, “You can have as much of me as you want and this much of her.” With that, she pulled the plug from Heather’s mouth, a fat rubber facsimile of an erect penis with perfectly formed, acorn shaped glans and a ridged shaft. Heather, though, was still unable to close her mouth owing to clamps inside her cheeks that prevented her jaws from closing. Drool dripped copiously from lips that still formed a perfect red ring as she looked blindly from side to side. 
 
    “Ease…” pleaded Heather. 
 
    Lindsay was climbing back on the bed beside Broden. “Remember your manners… Wish him happy birthday first.” 
 
    “Appy earth’ay, Bro’en,” said Heather and then shrieked when Lindsay reached up and tugged her leash. The girl toppled forward onto Broden’s legs and landed with a loud slap as her tits spread over his thighs and her open mouth landed beside his rigid cock. Lindsay rolled over onto Broden’s shoulder to again cover his mouth with hers and there they lay for long moments before she became aware that Broden was becoming agitated. She pushed herself up onto her elbow. A glance down the bed confirmed that Heather had found what she wanted and had managed to feed him through her pursed lips. Her loins were moving with frenzied intent against his ankles, but with the stiff leather covering her clitoris and precluding all friction, Lindsay thought it would some time before she managed to actually climax, if at all. 
 
    Meanwhile, Broden was staring up into Lindsay’s face with misty-eyed yearning. She smiled and wrapped an arm under his neck. “Happy Birthday, lover,” she whispered and, with her free hand, cupped her own breast to feed its substantial teat into Broden’s open mouth. 
 
      
 
    -  The End  - 
 
    
    

  

 
  
   Extract from the book “SCENT” 
 
   Doctor David Crossley is a doctor of micro-biology and he’s built himself a pheromone; in particular, he’s built the airborne hormone that controls sexual response in female humans. Nature creates pheromones using evolutionary trial and error; Crossley has used molecular science and his is perfect, his is irresistible. However, before he can benefit from its exploitation, he has to prove its worth and that, of course, will require a careful scientific trial to gauge its full potential. 
 
    He chooses Emma and Molly as his guinea pigs. Molly’s reaction is ideal and soon she’s been conditioned to respond even to natural male pheromones, but Emma, although her reaction to Crossley’s custom pheromone is immediate and complete, shows no signs of an enhanced libido in its absence. 
 
    At this stage in the story, Molly and Emma are ensconced in a secluded cabin in the Canadian woods with Crossley and his assistant, Jones. Unbeknown to anyone, Emma has discovered that Crossley has been drugging them with his pheromone, but one day wakes to find the building suddenly hormone free. 
 
    The story is written in the first person from Emma’s point of view and you should know that Crossley’s rather eccentric trials program intended to addict Emma to sex hormones has resulted in her breasts being encouraged to develop into long, tapered cones complete with nipple rings adorned with small bells and linked by a thin chain – ok, this does sound a little unlikely and maybe a touch contrived, but you’ll have to read the story to see why and how it’s done. 
 
      
 
    *   *   *   *   * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I walk round the sitting room seeing things in a different light. The windows have been thrown open and a cool breeze blows through the room to cause me to shiver. There are goose bumps all the way up my arm. David has noticed too because he approaches me holding a cotton t-shirt. 
 
    “I fear I may have neglected to provide any of these earlier,” he says. He hands me the garment and I slip it over my head gratefully. It has long sleeves and a high crew neck, but my nipples still push against the material to create two sharp points way out in front. Nevertheless, I am warmer and give him a brief smile. 
 
    I continue my circuit of the room and arrive at the window. The blinds are blowing in the draft and offer no threat. My chair has been repositioned against the wall and the rings removed from the floorboards. I can see the small holes they’ve left. Two hundred feet beyond the glass, the grassy bank slides into the water of the lake with a fringe of tussled grass and reeds demarcating the transition. A little group of mallards laze in the sunshine on the bank and the grebes are floating in line astern further out. 
 
    The front door is not locked and I wander outside and down to the lake, picking my way carefully over the uneven ground in my unsuitable shoes. The Jaguar is still parked under the tree and I have a sudden urge to jump in and drive away, but the keys aren’t in the ignition and the doors are locked. Glancing back at the house, I see David standing in front of the window watching me; I’m sure he knows what I’m thinking. 
 
    I walk on, scaring the mallards from their rest amid a gaggle of quacks and fluttering feathers until I stand alone at the water’s edge and stare down into the lake’s dark waters. Water boatmen circle endlessly in the weak sunshine creating complex interference patterns on the surface and the whine of insects is everywhere. I have to speak to Molly, explain to her what’s been happening whilst we can both think straight and turn towards the house with purpose and determination, but I'm too late. The front door opens and Jones appears followed by Molly. She’s wearing a long overcoat and I watch as the lights flash on the car and Jones opens the door for her to slide inside. He walks round to enter the driver’s door and the car burbles into life. Seconds later, it’s moving slowly along the rutted track back to civilisation. 
 
    I have the sudden urge to run after it, but no, that would never do. It’s ten miles to the sealed road, ten miles over stones and ruts in my stupid heels and even then I might not see another car for hours. I don’t want to go back into the house and instead sit on a rock and watch the ducks dabbling along the edge of the reeds. 
 
    “A beautiful day, is it not?” 
 
    His voice startles me. I hadn’t heard his approach. I agree; it is a beautiful day. He stands behind me and I feel his hand touch my hair. I’m conscious that there’s just the two of us now; just my lover and I. My captor and I… What is he doing? I know he has the power to send me into another world. Is he aware I know? Is he just testing me? 
 
    “Come,” he says and holds out his hand. “I want to show you something.” 
 
    I rise and somewhat reluctantly take his hand and he leads me along the bank. We turn a corner and in a secluded part of the lake shielded from the house by a grove of aspen tress with a bracken understorey is a mother wood duck herding a group of independently minded yellow and brown striped ducklings. She’s quacking continuously, but her calls are, in the main, going unheeded by her offspring who are distracted by the abundant insect life around them. 
 
    My face breaks into my first genuine smile for days. “They're only two days old,” he says. 
 
    “They're so sweet and so many of them.” I count at least twelve. 
 
    “They may not all be hers. Sometimes, other female wood ducks lay their eggs in their neighbour’s nests.” 
 
    I feel his arm encircle my waist and memories are stirred, but without the uncontrollable lust. I turn in his arm to face him and now he’s very close. 
 
    “You know I’m very fond of you,” he whispers. 
 
    Fond of me… The man has made love to me on several occasions, but now his feelings do appear sincere. He pulls me closer still and folds his head into the crook of my neck. He’s gentle and his right hand is on my cheek easing my face against his. When he lifts his head slightly, our lips meet and I kiss him. 
 
    “You are a very beautiful woman,” he says and I feel a little of the desire that has bound me so intimately of recent weeks. I’m holding him about his waist and close my eyes. I want to stay like that, safe and secure and protected from the world, but I feel his hand slide from my cheek and down over my shoulder. He grips me through the t-shirt, holding me like one might hold a fat sausage with his fingers encircling my breast and my teat with its attached bell trapped in a stretched fold of cotton. He kisses me harder and holds me tighter. 
 
    “David… Please don’t,” I ask and try to ease him away to arm’s length, but his grip is firm. I hold his hand and try to prise his fingers open. My tit is compressed and extrudes even more than before from my chest. I can hear the muffled sound of the bell within its cotton skin and David tries to kiss me again. 
 
    “David. Let me go. I don’t want to…” 
 
    “Of course you don’t,” I hear him say with regret in his voice. He suddenly releases me and I stumble backwards to stare up at him. There’s sadness in his eyes, but he sees only fear in mine. I turn and flee, my feet skittering on the grassy bank and my breasts jiggling and flicking beneath the thin cotton to provide a muffled musical accompaniment to my flight. 
 
    I don’t stop until I have reached my bedroom and there I throw myself onto the bed and bury my head in the soft duvet. I would lock the door if I could, but have no key. Later, I hear him moving about the house, but he doesn’t enter my room. 
 
    * 
 
    Jones and Molly return in the late afternoon and at six-thirty, Jones taps on my door and tells me that supper is ready. It’s a very civilised meal with the three of us sitting around the table and Jones serving steaks with a hollandaise sauce and sautéed potatoes. Molly is in high spirits and chats away vivaciously throughout the meal. David and I hardly say a word whilst Jones, of course, hovers discreetly in the kitchen. Still I can detect no trace of David’s drug in the air, but it seems to make no difference to Molly who now acts as if she’s constantly under its spell. 
 
    After the meal, David asks me if I’d like to watch a film, but I tell him I'm feeling a little tired and would like to go to bed. Molly says she would and I hear screams and giggling for the next two hours. 
 
    I shower and settle, determined to speak to Molly at the earliest opportunity, but when a quiet descends on the house in the early hours, I find my bedroom door is locked. It’s still locked in the morning and I'm reluctant to cause a fuss and attract attention I might find disagreeable, so I wait patiently sitting on the bed. There were clean clothes left in my room and I’m wearing another conservative, knee-length skirt and a white blouse when Jones finally calls me for breakfast. I’m still burdened by the bells and the linking chain; I’d been afraid to ask for their removal. 
 
    “We thought you'd be up and about early today seeing as you want to go back to town,” says Molly. 
 
    I look from David to Jones and back again, but neither makes any comment. My only concern now is to return home with the least possible difficulty, so I keep quiet too. We eat our breakfasts with Molly chatting happily; I barely speak. I’m watching David carefully, but he seems relaxed and affable. Eventually, I can hold out no longer and ask when I will be returning home. 
 
    “Well, Jones can take you in a couple of hours if you're sure, but you'll miss the party.” 
 
    “A party,” cries Molly with glee. “I love parties. When will it be and who’s coming?” 
 
    “It’s this evening,” says David grinning at Molly’s youthful enthusiasm. “I've invited some friends over for drinks. It seemed such a shame not to share such a beautiful spot with others.” 
 
    “Friends?” I ask. I didn’t know David had any friends in the area. 
 
    “Just some work colleagues that I know from Toronto: James, Bernard and Max. They're fellow scientists and they're flying over this afternoon; should be here about six. James and Bernard are bringing their wives; I believe Max is coming with a friend.” 
 
    Everybody’s suddenly looking at me. “I think I’d rather go home, if it’s alright with you,” I say trying to keep my voice level. 
 
    “Of course,” says David. “I think it’s a pity, that’s all.” He looks at me with regret, but now seems to have accepted my decision. “Jones has laundered the clothes you arrived in and I believe they're on your bed.” 
 
    “And these bells? Will you remove them before I go home?” 
 
    “Of course,” says David. “Whatever you want.” 
 
    I finish my coffee and replace the mug carefully back on the table. I'm waiting for someone to say something more, but no-one does. “I’ll be in my bedroom. Just call me when Jones is ready,” I say and quietly walk from the room. I can’t believe it’s this easy; I was right. 
 
    I open the bedroom door slowly, ready to slam it shut at the first signs of the vapour, but the room seems clear. I enter and close the door after me. On the bed are some of my clothes along with my small suitcase just as David had said. I go into the en suite and clean my teeth and then gather up my toiletries. Back in the bedroom, I toss what I’m holding onto the bed and flop down beside it. Then I flip open my case. 
 
    It’s not a question of sensing a change in one’s priorities. It doesn’t feel like that. One moment you're thinking, ‘It’ll be good to be back in my little house again with a real life,’ and the next, ‘God, I need a lover, any lover.’ It suddenly becomes the most important thing in the world, perhaps the only thing in the world. The ache is all-consuming, the thought compulsive and irresistible. I no longer want to go home; I don’t want to miss the party. 
 
    I don’t feel confused or disorientated. My mind is sharp and I know exactly what I want. I know that it’s David’s drug that has changed my predilections, but I don’t care. The fact is that now my priorities are different and I can’t do anything to change that. Why should I want to? I'm staring into my little suitcase, but they're not my clothes inside. I’m glad they're not my clothes; these are much more exciting. The bedroom door opens and I look round to see David enter. He smiles at me and I smile back rising to meet him, holding him, kissing him. My Adonis has come to me and I'm ready for him. 
 
    * 
 
    “Emma has decided to stay for the party after all,” I hear David announce in the sitting room. My door is open and I’d like to follow him, but now I need assistance before I can move. I call out to him, but doubt he can hear me. Vague promises were more than enough to dress me in my party gear: a silk waspie of red and white strips with a border of fluffy white feathers around its top and bottom hems. My projectile tits now tremble provocatively above their feathery nest with their bells dangling from my teats like an audible warning: ‘danger – incoming tits’. 
 
    The lower edge of the garment has even thicker feathers and they form a fluffy bubble about my hips like a ballerina’s tutu. Long straps are hanging down my thighs, ostensibly to support my white stockings, but their patterning is erotic in itself: the way it frames my pubis at the front and defines the round curves of my cheeks behind me; the way the straps imprison my thighs. 
 
    He’s given me new shoes although they're not very comfortable. Their heels mean I'm almost standing on tiptoe all the time, but I can’t take them off; he’s locked their wide ankle straps into place and I don’t have the key. He’s locked the harness about my head again too, my bridle, and I’m left sucking on the rubber penis, but I don’t really mind. He says it’s to keep me quiet, but I know he just likes to see me docile and submissive and if that’s what he wants, it’s what I want too. 
 
    I give a long sigh. He says the party this evening will fulfil my every wish, but until then I must be patient. I know he’s only trying to help me, only trying to stop me making myself sore again, but its presence ups my frustration level a hundred fold. It was the same when I had my arms trapped in those sleeves. Now I have my hands free, but I can’t do anything with them. The places I need to access are beyond my reach, covered by a heavy leather strap pulled tight between my legs and retained by a locked leather belt around my waist under the waspie. When I try to touch myself, all I can feel is smooth leather too tight to penetrate with even the smallest of fingers. 
 
    I wish he’d come back for me; he said he would. I want to be with him and Molly, with my friends, but my sphere of movement is very limited. He’s swaged a chain leash to the centre link of my nipple chain and locked it to a ring on the wall beside the bed; I can sit on the bed so long as I stay within a four foot radius. 
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