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Introduction

“Boy howdy!”

“Woo wee!”

“Damn girl! Damn!”

“She can steal a spoke from my wagon wheel any day!”

Ingelise looked over at the entrance to the bar she was working at to see the most incongruous sight she had ever seen in her young life. Four men were standing there, just inside the entrance to the Tumbling Norseman, the local watering hole in the eastern part of Lillehammer’s town center. Set in a traditional wooden structure overlooking the north shore of Lake Mjøsa, the bar was popular with the locals and tourists alike. But in her two months working here, in the little Norwegian town she now called home, she had never seen anyone like these men.

As she looked over at them, she tried hard to suppress a laugh, for the men were caricatures. Dressed in fringed leather jackets, with plaid checkered button-up shirts, blue jeans with gigantic brass belt buckles (was one of them adorned with huge horns?) and cowboy boots, and pencil thin bolo ties. One of them, the sole Black man among them, had a large turquoise stone as the clasp of his tie. All four of the men wore oversized cowboy hats.

Needless to say, no one in Lillehammer ever wore such a getup. Not even the tourists. These men were clearly Americans, but not the run of the mill American tourists that Ingelise had ever encountered. Those were usually a mix of either overweight and rather loud men and women wondering why their burgers didn’t have buns on top, to sharply dressed businessmen, here to make a deal or two, or the occasional sports enthusiast who wanted to see the remnants of the old Winter Olympics site.

Much to her consternation, she realized that their rather crude exclamations were addressed at her, with accompanying leers.

“Hey girl,” one of them called out. “Can we get a seat?”

“And your number?”

“A man’s gotta eat when a man’s gotta eat.”

“Giddy up now, ya hear?”

Ingelise frowned and her brow wrinkled with the effort of understanding what these men were saying. Her English was quite good, but she wasn’t quite sure this was English.

“Um,” she started, looking quickly to the bar to see if Oleg, the bartender was there and could maybe give her a hand. But no such luck. Her best friend, Birgitte, was also missing. She was supposed to be here but hadn’t shown up.

“Can I show you to this table?” she asked the men, all of whom tipped their hats at her and clomped over to the proffered table, set to the side somewhat close to the back of the dining area. “I’ll get you some menus?” she offered, as the men sat down with exaggerated sighs and groans.

“You do that, Missy,” the tall, handsome man who seemed to be their leader said, as he gave her an exaggerated wink.

“We’d be obliged!”

“Thank you kindly!”

“Plumb neighborly of you!”

Ingelise hustled off to grab four menus for the strange men. In some ways she was actually ecstatic to have them here. It had been a very boring couple of months since she had moved here with her best friend Birgitte. The two of them had grown up and gone to school together in Ålesund, in western Norway. Having graduated from high school at 19, they had searched in vain for jobs in town. Birgitte had even indulged on occasion with selling herself for spanking sessions on GoSpankMe.com, but after what their friend Amelia had gone through, they had both decided to seek employment elsewhere. And that elsewhere had turned out to be the little town of Lillehammer.

She returned to the men, menus in hand, and was relieved to see Oleg behind the bar again, his eyebrows cocked at her, the universal gesture of what the hell’s going on over there, directed at the table she was heading to. She smiled back at him and turned her attention to the men.

“Here you go. Our special is the baked halibut with Lingonberry jam,” she started to say as the men stared at the menus.

“Ya’ll got any beer here?”

“A nice cold Bud?”

“Anyone got a Light?”

“An Ole’ Milwaukee?”

“Um, we have a local Kornøl, a Stjørdalsøl. I can recommend the Nøgne Ø, if you like a stout?” she replied, helpfully.

“What the hell? A corn hole?”

“A stored asshole?”

“A noogie?”

“Girl, you don’t make no damn sense!”

“Okay, sorry. Maybe you would like a Heineken?” she said, rolling her eyes internally.

“Yeah, sure.”

“Foreign beer, huh? Sure ‘nuff.”

“Guess we just gotta make do.”

“When in Rome…”

“Okay…and to eat? You would like something?” Ingelise was hoping they wouldn’t.

“Sure! I’m plum rarin’ to eat a horse! Uh, ya’ll don’t eat horses, do you?”

“No, sir. Of course not!” she sighed.

“Got a burger?”

“Yes, we make one. It’s with reindeer meat, though. Perhaps you’ve tried it?” she asked, knowing that some Americans were a bit hesitant.

“Now hold on just a minute there, Missy!”

“Reindeer? Ya’ll butchering Rudolph?”

“Vixen and Prancer?”

“Fucking…Blitzen? What in the good God damn?”

“I’m afraid that ever since the latest pandemic event, there are no cows in Norway anymore,” she regretfully informed them.

“No cows?”

“Hot damn!”

“What in the name of Jesus, Mary and Joseph!”

“What in tarnation’s a cowboy gonna do in this no-horse town?”

“I’m so sorry,” she said, totally confused by their various utterances at this point. “Can I get you anything else?”

“Yeah, a burger will be fine.”

“Same here.”

“Righty ho, little lady.”

“Make that four. And four big glasses of milk for the table!”

Ingelise sighed. This was shaping up to be one of those days. “I’m sorry, we don’t really have milk for drinking.”

The men just stared at her.

“What with the lack of cows…”

They continued to just stare at her.

“We get powdered milk from the Swiss, but it’s very expensive…”

The men all looked at each other, a form of communication occurring that involved only their eyes, with the occasional twitch of an eyebrow or jutting of chin adding flavor to the subtleties being exchanged.

“You don’t say…” said the tall one, with a twinkle in his eye.


Chapter 1: Ingelise

Ingelise’s shift at the Tumbling Norseman had ended rather early, at 7pm, and she was now back home in the tiny apartment she shared with her friend Birgitte. At only 30 square meters, the apartment featured bunkbeds (Ingelise had the top bunk) in light pine wood, a small round table with two folding chairs for dining, a tiny kitchen tucked in the corner, and two paintings hung on the walls. One was of the waterways of Ålesund, with the sun setting just behind, and the other was an abstract of a pastoral landscape.

Still, the two girls kept the place clean and cozy, with many throw pillows of various bright pastel colors strewn on the beds, and a warm, thick-piled rug to keep their feet warm on a cold night. The main downside to this arrangement was, to Ingelise, the lack of privacy. She desperately wanted to bring a boy home and fuck him rotten but was too shy to do so with the possibility of Birgitte being there. Her roommate, on the other hand, had no such compunction, causing Ingelise to occasionally find a lame excuse to be out of the apartment, rather than have to listen to the embarrassing sounds of kissing and sex that occasionally emanated from the lower bunk.

Birgitte was, quite definitely, the sluttier of the two, having spent some time earning extra spending money on the GoSpankMe platform back in their hometown of Ålesund, something that Ingelise had never had the courage to do. Birgitte was also much better at picking up boys, whereas Ingelise was shy and reserved. She sighed as she looked out the window at the gray sky, gazing over the tops of the rows of colorful wooden houses that stood between her apartment building and the taller buildings of the downtown area.

As she stood there, the door opened and Birgitte entered, followed by a young man, probably in his early twenties, tall, thin, with short blonde hair and a sparse mustache that one could barely make out.

“Hey girl,” Birgitte said, waving at her while she ushered the boy in. “This is Bjørn. Bjørn,” she said, gesturing at Ingelise, “this is my best friend and roommate, Ingelise.”

“Hi Ingelise,” said Bjørn, smiling at her, then looking around himself at the tiny apartment, wondering where he might stand or sit. He decided to lean against the kitchen counter, shoving his hands into the pockets of his jeans and looking a bit uncomfortable.

“So, how did you two meet?” Ingelise asked innocently, sitting down on one of the two folding chairs, and setting her elbows on the small table. She gazed over at Birgitte, who was busy taking off her coat and shoes, hanging her purse on a hook on the wall first.

“Huh?” Birgitte asked.

“How did you two meet?”

“Oh!” Bjørn said, lighting up. “It’s a fun story!”

“Yeah?”

Birgitte sat down on the lower bunk, gesturing for Bjørn to take the remaining chair, which he did, gratefully.

“Bjornie and I met when I slipped on a patch of ice,” Birgitte said, rubbing her bottom reflexively.

“Ouch!” Ingelise exclaimed. “Did you hurt yourself?”

“I landed on my butt, then fell over with my legs up in the air!” she continued.

“I was right there,” Bjørn said. “She’s sliding down the sidewalk, legs up in the air, skirt wide open, heading right towards me!”

“Yeah,” Birgitte exclaimed. “Not my finest moment. Thankfully I was wearing panties! I don’t always,” she confided to Bjørn, winking suggestively. Ingelise held a hand over her mouth as she giggled.

“She bowled me over,” he finished, gazing over at Birgitte.

“Aw, that’s sweet,” Ingelise said.

“Literally,” Birgitte said. “I knocked into him and he fell on me!”

“Ya, it was quite something!” Bjørn said. “After we disentangled ourselves, we had to go to a coffee shop and recover. Trauma is real, you know?”

“What about work? I missed you there and had to take care of a whole shift myself,” Ingelise complained.

“Where do you work?” Bjørn asked.

“At the Tumbling Norseman,” she replied. “Have you ever been there?”

“No, it’s a bit too expensive for me, I’m afraid. I…I’m sorry if I kept you from work, Birgitte,” he said, looking over at the girl, who was busily scrolling through her phone.

“Huh?”

“I said, I’m sorry if I made you miss work. We were just having such a good time chatting together, I kind of forgot about time,” he said.

“It’s fine,” Birgitte said, waving her hand dismissively. “I don’t really care that much about the place. It’s not really me.”

“Gosh, Birgitte! That’s a fine attitude,” Ingelise exclaimed. “Besides, you missed some real characters in there!”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, these total cowboys came in!”

“Cowboys?” Bjørn asked. “Here? Like, with the hats and everything?”

“Yeah, they were Americans, I think. Not the regular tourist kind, though. Very strange. Like they stepped out of a western movie or something,” Ingelise replied.

“Maybe they have something to do with that new project over by Vårsetervegen,” Bjørn said.

“What new project?” Birgitte looked up from her phone.

“I heard that a bunch of Americans bought an old farmhouse over there and have been setting up a company. They’re doing some sort of diary or something, I think.”

“Huh!” Ingelise exclaimed. “Well, that’s really weird!”

“Oh? Why’s that?” Birgitte asked. “I mean, other than the fact that Americans are here at all…”

“Well, in the restaurant, these Americans were asking about milk. They seemed really confused by the lack of cows here. How is a diary opening when there are no cows?”

“You think maybe it’s the same Americans? They don’t realize this sad fact about Norway?” Bjørn asked.

“Well, there’s not so many American tourists here nowadays, especially not this time of year, so it might be,” Ingelise replied.

“Ha! Wouldn’t that be funny if they tried to start up a diary and didn’t realize that you can’t have cows here anymore, ever since the whole mad cow thing exploded,” Birgitte chuckled.

“Poor guys,” Ingelise said. “They seemed so innocent and naive. Hope they don’t lose all their money.”

Birgitte giggled, her eyes wide as she stared at her phone screen. “Oh, my God! Wow!”

“What?” Ingelise asked.

“I looked up that company, Bjørn. It’s called The Lillehammer Girl Milking Company! What the hell?”

“Wait, what?” Ingelise blurted out. “Girl milking? What does that even mean?”

“Gosh, Ingelise! I think I know what they’re planning to do now!” Birgitte said, her voice filled with mirth. “They don’t need cows after all!”

“So what, they’re going to milk women? Like, human women?” Bjørn asked, incredulously. “Why not goats, or sheep or something. We have that!”

“Totally!” Ingelise agreed. “Is this for babies, or something? Like, human breast milk for infants?”

“No…” Birgitte said, her tongue stuck out slightly as she squinted at her screen. “It looks like they’re going to cater to select clientele, serving the highest quality human breast milk for the discerning palate. Wow, marketing much?”

“I don’t know if I want to be drinking milk that came out of somebody!” Ingelise said, making a face.

“Why not?” Bjørn asked. “Every baby does! You drink milk from an anonymous cow, not even the same species. Doesn’t that seem weird to you?”

“I think it’s a bit different when you’re a baby and it’s like, your own mother? But some stranger’s milk?” Ingelise protested. “I think that would be weird.”

“Nah!” Bjørn declared. “I’d try it.” He grinned as he stared suggestively at Birgitte’s chest.

“Don’t look at me,” she exclaimed. “I don’t produce milk!”

“Good point,” Ingelise said. “How do they expect this to work? Do they hire a whole bunch of pregnant women?”

“Nah!” Bjørn said, growing animated. “I read about this! There’s a way for women to start, um, expressing milk, even if they’re not pregnant! I think they use some hormones or something. You know how you girls are all about the hormones!”

“Ass!” Birgitte squealed as she punched him playfully on the shoulder.

“It’s a bit typical for Americans, I think,” Bjørn continued. “Always thinking outside of the box.”

“Huh?” Ingelise said.

“What box?” Birgitte asked.

“I don’t know!” Bjørn exclaimed. “Probably the box where all the good ideas are. But they keep thinking outside of it, and look where the world is now!”

“Good point,” Ingelise said, gazing out the window again. The world was not in a great place at the moment, and money was definitely tight for her and Birgitte. And her parents, who were currently struggling to keep up with their house payments. With the collapse of the sovereign fund, the social support system was struggling to keep up with the needs of the population, especially young workers like the two of them.

And Bjørn too, probably. She had no idea what he did for work, and it was considered rude to ask. She’d get the scoop from Birgitte later, if she knew, which she might not.

“I wonder how much they would pay,” she mused.

“You’d consider it?” Birgitte asked, looking over at her, putting her phone down by her side.

“No, no! I was just curious,” Ingelise said, waving her hands around as if to ward off ideas too ridiculous to consider.

Bjørn looked over at her, suddenly interested. Ingelise could almost hear the horny gears in his mind, cranking out one salacious image after another.

“So…” Bjørn said as he looked at the two girls rather hopefully. “Any chance we could…?”

“We could…what?” Birgitte asked, feigning innocence.

“You know…” he said, a tiny hint of desperation entering his visage for the first time.

“Um, no?” Ingelise said, starting to realize that her best friend and roommate had brought this boy home to have some fun.

“Aw, come on, ‘Lise! You haven’t had a boy since we got here! Let’s have some fun!” Birgitte protested.

“Oh, my god, Birgitte! You know how I feel about doing kinky stuff with random guys! No offense,” she said, glancing at Bjørn.

“None taken,” he replied, looking a bit disappointed.

“Gosh! Sorry for trying to help my girl out!” Birgitte said, somewhat miffed. “If you’re not interested, could you…”

Ingelise sighed. “Fine!” she huffed and stood up to put her shoes and coat back on. As she looked back, halfway out the door, she saw Birgitte already had her top off and was busily kissing Bjørn, whose hands were cupping the girl’s breasts, squeezing and fondling them. Ingelise shook her head and closed the door behind her.

She made her way down the stairs to the ground floor where she took a moment to recenter herself. She stood straight upright, pulled her shoulders back, and tilted her head back, eyes closed, and held it there for a moment before relaxing again. She was so tired of having to share a studio with another person, even if that other person was her best friend. Nights like this were becoming more frequent as Birgitte made more social connections in town, and brought those connections back home.

“I need things to change,” she said to herself as she yanked the door open and stepped outside into the cold air, making her way as quickly as she could to the nearest coffee shop where she bought the cheapest thing there and sat down to stare at her phone. The first thing she looked up was the Lillehammer Girl Milking Company website. The next hour was spent scrolling through the site, absorbing as much as she possibly could, her mind expanding, a world of possibilities suddenly opening up in front of her.

The company pitch was quite compelling:

Why stop drinking what you know is best for you?

It proceeded to list all the health benefits of human breast milk, including the environmental benefits of not using land for grazing, less methane emissions, and even greater ethical purity. To be fair, Ingelise wasn’t quite convinced that any of that data was actually vetted for correctness. She decided to look up these claims some other day, but for now she was going to keep an open mind.

It was when she got to the section labeled Production that her breath started coming in short gasps, her chest heaving with arousal. For the pictures that faded in and out of her screen were of young, pretty women, completely nude, and each of them holding up large, proud breasts, their nipples peaked and dripping with milk. Ingelise couldn’t stop staring. These women looked proud, happy. They seemed to be having fun, and they were producing something, making something from their own bodies that others wanted.

“Wow! Nice tits!”

Ingelise turned around to see the waitress looking over her shoulder. “Oh! Yes, they’re…I mean, I was…I wasn’t, um, looking at…”

“Oh, I know. I’ve looked at that site too. I hope you don’t mind my interrupting you. I know how you Norwegians are…”

“How are we?” Ingelise asked, blushing slightly. Perhaps scrolling through pages of naked women in a public setting wasn’t the greatest idea.

“Well, you know…a little standoff-ish? I’m—”

“American?” Ingelise asked, taking note of her accent and direct manner.

“Yes! How did you know?”

“Just lucky, I guess. So, you’ve seen the site? What do you think of the whole girl milk thing?”

The young woman, brown hair tied back in a ponytail, her hand idly twirling it around, leaned back and gazed at the ceiling for a moment.

“Yeah, I don’t know. Seems a little weird, but there’s definitely a market for it.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yeah! I’ve had several customers asking if we carry human milk for their coffee. We don’t, but only because the owners haven’t struck a deal with the producers yet.”

Ingelise look back at the website and scrolled down to the application section. “Would you ever apply to be a producer?” she asked.

“What? Get milked? No, that’s not for me. But…” she looked over at Ingelise with sympathy. “I think for some girls, it might be a really good thing. Don’t you?”

“Yeah, maybe.”


Chapter 2: Inquiry

The very next day, after a restless night filled with dreams about her breasts, in which an endless line of men eager to imbibe at her fount of milk was eagerly serviced by her, Ingelise got up to start her day. And what a day it would be! Wednesday was typically her day off, and she and Birgitte would normally spend it together if they could, but today Ingelise mumbled a quick excuse about some errands she had to run, and off she went to the nearest bus stop. The number 30 went by Vårsetervegen, and in less than 20 minutes ride she was there, walking along the sidewalk until the pastoral landscape transformed into a set of wooden warehouses, surrounded by a large, welded wire-mesh fence. Tall metal posts were set into the ground every 2 meters, and the tops of the fence bent in a Y shape, preventing both entry and escape, it seems.

The wisdom of walking over to this place without having first tried calling was starting to make Ingelise fret, but the website had said that walk-ins were welcome, and she had simply been too shy to try calling. She had no idea what she would have said to the voice at the other end of the line. But now that she was here, she was starting to get cold feet, and not just literally.

Spotting a gate up ahead, Ingelise decided to at least ask if they were open to someone popping in to ask questions, and she prayed desperately that no one was there so she could go home and convince herself that she had at least tried. Her heartbeat increased as she reached the gate and saw that no one was there. However, there was a call box, and she spent a minute warring with herself over whether to turn around right now, or press the button and see if someone answered. Finally, deciding that it didn’t count if she never actually tried to contact anyone, she steeled herself and pressed the button.

The reply came so soon it startled Ingelise. “Yes, hello?” a voice intoned over the loudspeaker.

“Um, ya, hello? My name is Ingelise, and I was wondering if it is possible, perhaps, to speak to someone about…um…being a producer here?” she stuttered, bending so her face was no further than 3 centimeters away from the call box, and speaking far too loudly.

“Ya, sure!” the cheery sounding female voice proclaimed. And before Ingelise could say thank you, the gate started rolling open with a whining sound, and quite a lot of clattering.

Ingelise sighed and began walking, resigned to take this to the next step, which she presumed involved waiting around for someone to talk to her, being convinced that this was definitely not for her, then making her way back home where she would treat herself to a hot chocolate, with more than the normal number of pink marshmallows in it.

She passed a parking lot with a number of Swedish and German cars in it, as well as a rather large SUV from GM. Wow, an American car! Those were few and far between here in Norway. This was definitely where those crazy cowboys had set up shop. But…that meant that they had been working on this long before they entered the Tumbling Norseman for a drink. Why did they act like it was a surprise that cow milk wasn’t a thing here?

She dismissed the thought as she reached a door marked “Visitors” and entered, stomping her feet on the entry mat and pulling her hood down. Off to the side was a desk with a young woman sitting at it who looked up as Ingelise saw her, greeting her with a smile.

“Hello, yes? You must be Ingelise?” the woman said and Ingelise walked over to her, heart pounding in her chest.

“Yes, hello. Um, I was wondering about…”

“Becoming a producer?”

“Um…yes, I wanted to know what’s—”

“Involved?” the woman completed helpfully.

“Yes,” Ingelise finished, lamely.

“Well, to ask is the first step towards knowing! My name is Marta, and I’m the head of production enablement.”

“Hello,” Ingelise replied, shaking her hand.

“So, are you currently pregnant, to your knowledge?” Marta asked.

“No, I’m not pregnant,” Ingelise replied.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Ingelise nodded. “I haven’t…been with a boy for quite some time. So…”

“Ah, yes. Sorry, we just need to be sure, due to the Prolacticine treatments we use.”

“Prolacticine? What’s that?” Ingelise asked.

“It’s one of our trade secrets,” Marta replied. “We give our girls regular treatments and that starts the production of milk! Isn’t that great?”

Marta’s enthusiasm was infectious, and Ingelise was starting to feel better about being here.

“Yeah, sounds great! I was kind of wondering how you get girls to make milk without having a baby. But…why do this at all?”

“Why do what?” Marta asked, cocking her head slightly and staring back at Ingelise.

“Um…why offer breast milk? Is it really better for people, or…?”

“Oh, absolutely! The health benefits alone are too numerous to mention. Then there’s the simple fact that Norway doesn’t have any cows. Now,” Marta said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Just between you and me, apparently the owners didn’t know this until just the other day! Can you believe it?”

“Oh, yeah…” Ingelise replied, remembering the four cowboys whose appearance at the Tumbling Norseman had started her on this whole journey.

“I just assumed that they knew when I started working here,” Marta continued. “But no! Anyway, human breast milk is what we do here and we’re very good at it. Any drugs?”

“Huh?”

“Do you do any drugs? Pharmaceuticals, recreational?”

“Oh! No, none,” Ingelise replied, emphatically.

“Okay, because we’ll do a full blood panel on you to make sure no impurities are in your milk.”

“Understood.”

“And we’re very strict about making sure our producers don’t allow any contaminants in their system,” Marta emphasized.

“Yes, that makes sense,” Ingelise agreed. She shifted slightly from one foot to the other, wondering if there was a tour that she could go on, rather than just stand here, talking.

“As part of making sure our producers stay clean, we have a set of strict rules and regulations we’d require you to follow, if we were to select you.”

“Oh, okay. I guess that makes sense.”

“Yes, and we’d need you to sign a full non-disclosure agreement before we give you the tour. You can still back out of signing up, but you can’t tell anyone what goes on in here or any details about our operations. Is that understood?” Marta asked as she fixed Ingelise with a firm gaze.

“Sure. I guess.”

“Okay, if you don’t mind filling out this form and then putting your name here,” she said, pulling out a clipboard with sheets fixed to it, and handing over a pen. “And here, and then signing here and here, and initial in these marked spots, okay?”

“Okay, thanks,” Ingelise said, accepting the forms and pen, and going over to a chair set along the wall, where she sat down and began filling out the forms. They were quite extensive and her eyes threatened to glaze over when she encountered the legalese of the non-disclosure agreement. But eventually she managed to finish filling everything out and stood up, handing over the clipboard and pen.

“Thanks, Ingelise,” Marta said, looking up from her laptop and giving everything a quick glance to make sure all the right spots were filled out. “This all looks good. So, would you like a quick tour?”

“Yes, please,” came the excited reply. Despite some lingering misgivings, she was starting to get into it. At the very least she could take a look at how things ran here and then make a decision as to whether to stay or not.

“Great! So, please follow me and we’ll get started.” Marta stood up and gestured for Ingelise to follow her through a door that she unlocked with her key card.

As Ingelise followed behind, she realized she had completely forgotten to ask how much she might get paid for this work, but it was rude to be too pressing on such matters and she’d probably get that information after the tour, so she decided to keep a positive attitude and enjoy the tour.

As the door closed behind them, Ingelise saw that they were in a room with lockers and low benches, much like a school locker room.

“Can you please go ahead and take off all your clothes for me, and put them in one of the empty lockers?” Marta asked her.

“Ah, excuse me?”

“Yes, all your clothes. Our producers are always naked in the facility, and we like our tour guests to have the same experience. Don’t worry, you won’t be mistaken for a producer and kept here,” Marta chuckled.

“Oh! Um…okay, I guess?” Ingelise was flummoxed by this turn in events. It wasn’t too late to back out, but…she had come all the way here and filled out all those forms. And the temperature in the room was quite warm…

Ingelise placed her purse in the nearest open, empty locker and started taking off her clothes, facing away from Marta and taking off her shoes, which she put in the bottom of the locker. She followed this with her heavy coat, gloves and scarf, along with her knit cap stuffed in its pockets, hung up on a hook in the side of the locker. Her sweater, skirt, long, warm leggings, and undershirt followed. Now she was standing there in socks, panties and bra. She took a moment to look back at Marta, who was gazing back patiently, and decided to go ahead.

She pulled off her socks, stuffing them in the top shelf of the locker, then unclasped her bra, tucking that away as well, before hooking her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and pulling them down, stepping out of them and rolling them up before putting them away as well.

“Okay?” she said, turning reluctantly back to face Marta, her arm covering her nipples as she placed a hand in front of her mound.

“Wonderful,” Marta replied. “Let me lock your locker for you, and we’ll get started on the real part of the tour. I will ask that you please keep yourself uncovered, it’ll go much easier for you and we’ll want to access your breasts as part of this anyway.”

“Oh, um, sure,” Ingelise stuttered as she forced her hands to hang down by her sides. Her nipples peaked, the tips pointing upwards as she felt the air of the room caress them. She could feel a blush suffusing her face.

“This way, please,” Marta said as she led the two of them through another door and into a long hallway. They walked in silence until they reached the end, Ingelise’s breasts bouncing as she walked. A buzz sounded from the door as Marta scanned her key card and it slid open to reveal the interior of what must be one of the large warehouse buildings Ingelise had seen from the road. It was a cavernous space, the pine wood ceiling easily 12 meters tall with ash beams and black ductwork exposed. The pine floor and walls made the space look cozy and comfortable, despite the scale.

They had entered into an area that was mostly open, with a central part that ran the length of the space. It was filled with two long wooden benches, with space for about 10 girls on each of them, only half of the seats occupied at the moment. Ingelise could see about 10 girls there, the girls sitting, reading, chatting with each other. One of them was playing a handheld game console.

But it was their breasts that caught Ingelise’s attention. Each one had her nipples enclosed by a long, clear suction device, clear tubing running from the end up to a silver, cylindrical apparatus hanging from the ceiling by long chains, more tubing and power cables running up to conduits in the ceiling and from there though openings in a side wall. As Ingelise stared at the nearest of the girls, the cups on her breasts, first the left then the right, sucked her nipple in, causing a spray of milk to squirt out, the milky fluid then flowing through the clear tubing up into the swaying cylinder.

The girl did not seem discomfited by this, as she was facing away, chatting amicably with the girl next to her. That girl, noticing Ingelise and Marta, nodded at them, her eyes focused on the interlopers. That caused the closer girl to turn around, a smile breaking out on her face as she recognized Marta and took in the sight of Ingelise, whose hands had again, reflexively, moved to cover her most intimate place.

“Hi,” the girl said as Ingelise continued to stare. She was being milked. The realization hit Ingelise hard, her pussy clenching with a sudden and almost violent burst of arousal. All of these girls were being milked as they sat there naked, their nipples attached to milking machines, the gentle, rhythmic sound of sucking and release mingling with the equally gentle, rhythmic chatter of females conversing amongst themselves.

A metallic rattling sound chimed out as the girl shifted her feet. Ingelise looked down and caught her breath as she saw the source of that sound. The girl’s feet were chained to the floor.


Chapter 3: The Tour

“Um, hi?” Ingelise replied, unable to take her eyes away from the sight of shackles closed on slim, female ankles, the short chains running from them to rings set into the light wooden flooring, the sliver gleam of the rings standing out against the soft wood grain.

“This is Angelina,” Marta said. “She’s one of our newer producers and already providing quite a lot of good quality milk.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” the girl said, deferentially, smiling shyly.

“You’ll get a reward soon, Angelina,” Marta said to her, looking at her with an affection bordering on motherly.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” the girl repeated. Ingelise was somewhat taken aback. Norwegian culture did not tend to such formal deference, with most public interactions being more direct, the emphasis being on equality. Why she didn’t simply address the guide as Marta was jarring to Ingelise.

“We use a simple system of rewards and punishments here,” Marta said, looking back at Ingelise, who had let her hands fall back to her sides.

“Okay,” she replied. “But, why are…um…why are…?” she stammered, unwilling to say something as rude as “restrained” or “chained” in front of these girls, who were undergoing a treatment that, in Ingelise’s eyes, was deeply personal and quite shameful.

“Chained?” Marta said, having no problems with coming right out and saying it. As Ingelise looked at them, the girls in question did not react very much, if at all, to the things that were being said about them.

“Um, yes?”

“We believe very strongly in security here,” Marta replied, launching into a lecture that Ingelise believe she may have given many times, to many girls. “Security of our girls, our staff, and of our product.”

“I see. Um…how does this affect the security of the…product? I assume you mean the milk?” Ingelise asked, looking quickly at the clear tubing, replete with milk, flowing in spurts up into the suspended cylinders.

Marta continued walking down the line, nodding occasionally to girls as they variously chatted, read, even knitted quietly to themselves. “By securing our producers at all times, we are assured that they are where they need to be, and therefore not ingesting foreign substances that might compromise the quality of their milk. Also, they can’t get into situations that cause stress or exposure to temperature ranges or other environments that might be suboptimal.”

“So, would I be kept naked and chained as well?” Ingelise asked. “Is there other stuff I should know about?”

“Of course,” Marta replied with customary Norwegian directness. “We will cover all of these things.”

The two of them reached the end of the row, where another door awaited them, electronic door lock blinking passively at them. Marta tapped her card at the sensor and with a beep and a loud click, the door unlocked and Marta waved Ingelise through.

“And here we have the living quarters,” she said, closing the door behind her.

What confronted Ingelise was not a typical Norwegian living arrangement. The area they were in now had what could charitably be called cells, around six of them to a side, set against both sides of the building, with a wide hallway between them. The cells had barred walls separating them, with the front facing the hallway composed of steel bars as well, running vertically from floor to ceiling. Set in the middle of each was a door, also made of steel bars, with horizontal bars framing slots for passing items through.

Looking inside the cell closest to her on her left, Ingelise could see two bunk beds, one on top of the other, set against the left-hand side of the cell. The beds were neatly made, with a comfortable looking mattress, white duvet with pink polka dots, neatly folded, and a puffy pillow, white with light blue trim adorning the head of each bed. Along the far wall was a sink with a mirror over it, the white porcelain sparkling clean, the faucet handles adorned with delicate pink drawings of flowers, their ends capped with bronze accents.

To the right of the sink was a curtained-off area that Ingelise guessed—no, hoped—was a concealed toilet, as privacy during personal functions was quite important to her. The other wall held two dressers, the tops of which held a few personal items, including hairbrushes, books, and a bowl of sweets, much to her surprise.

All the cells seemed to be unoccupied at the moment, and Ingelise guessed the occupants were busily being milked in the room they had just passed through. Marta confirmed that with her next statement.

“You would be assigned a bed in the next room, here. There’s another girl in it, but we feel it’s best to pair girls, even though we have two empty rooms.”

“Rooms?” Ingelise asked. “They seem like cells to me.”

“Oh, no!” Marta exclaimed. “They’re called rooms here. Don’t let the bars fool you. Our producers are kept secured, for their—”

“Protection?” Ingelise interjected.

“Yes,” Marta continued, unperturbed by the questioning tone that Ingelise had adopted.

“Okay, so I would stay in one of these…rooms?” Ingelise persisted. “But why?”

“What do you mean, why? We need to keep you here, of course, so this is where you would stay,” Marta replied.

“So, I don’t get to go home? How long would I stay here?” Ingelise asked, now quite unsure of the desirability of taking part in this enterprise.

“We do 6-month shifts,” Marta replied, looking at the girl, expression staying neutral, slightly judgmental.

“Oh! But I couldn’t,” Ingelise protested. “I have a roommate, my friend…I couldn’t abandon her to just pay the rent herself while I’m here. It just doesn’t seem like it would work, I’m sorry!”

For truth be told, Ingelise was actually quite sorry at the moment. There were many strange things about this situation, but there was no denying that she was quite turned on by a number of the things she had seen. And the thought of being locked up overnight with another girl, in a cell, naked, hadn’t stopped thrumming inside her mind the moment they had entered this space.

“Well, let’s continue the tour. Certainly, if it’s not for you then it is not for you and we can say goodbye,” Marta said, unperturbed by the girl’s reticence.

“Okay, thank you. Sure,” Ingelise said, “I would like to continue, but…I don’t want to waste your time.”

“No, it is not a problem,” Marta insisted. “It’s my job, so please, do follow me.”

And so, Ingelise followed Marta, looking between the bars of the cells as they passed them, her brow furrowed, and her lower lip caught between her teeth as she peered inside, seeing the things that the girls who occupied these cells had used to decorate their spaces. Some had tacked up movie posters, some had posters of boy bands and more than one had girl bands adorning their walls. The N-Pop scene was quite happening in Norway now—a blatant rip-off of J-Pop and K-Pop, of course, but with a unique Nordic twist that looked a lot like the iconic Swedish group ABBA, but taken to the next level, and composed mainly of teenage girls in bright-colored and skin-tight clothing.

Ingelise was a huge fan, particularly of the band SweetBerry—five girls who sang songs of love and longing that touched her quite deeply. Each of the girls in the band wore clothing the color of one of the iconic berries of Norway: Motle, the amber girl, representing Cloudberry; Baer, indigo, representing Bilberry; Tytte, red, representing Lingonberry; Kreki, black, for Crowberry; and lastly, Hvite, white, for Ingelise’s favorite: the White Strawberry.

Are these girls happy? Ingelise asked herself. She saw that one girl had a pink hairbrush set next to the shared sink. Plush animal dolls were scattered around in various of the cells. Surely this was not an oppressive place. Not if girls could decorate their space in much the same way that any girl would, if she had the right to do so.

Her reverie was interrupted by Marta ushering them both through another locked door, down a short passageway, and another keycard-controlled door, then into a smaller space that seemed rather a bit more disturbing to Ingelise.

For this was clearly a room meant for punishment. There were several stations situated along both side walls, and the wall directly ahead of them was set up with a set of small upright cages, barely big enough for a girl to stand in them. Certainly not big enough to sit or lie down.

“Um, what is this? Is this…?” Ingelise began.

“Yes, it is for punishment, as you can see,” Marta said, not mincing words at all. “And if you’re curious, you can certainly ask Anna here any questions you’d like.” Marta gestured over to the side where, Ingelise realized with a start, there was another girl there. And certainly not a happy one.

For, the girl was stretched out on a frame of black, painted wood, chains on each of the four corners serving to pull at each of the girl’s four limbs in such a way, secured at wrists and ankles, that she was suspended almost exactly in the center of the frame. The naked girl’s arms were stretched out above and to the sides of her head, which currently hung down, chin almost touching her chest.

The spread of her legs exposed the pink center of the girl’s sex, pink inner lips slightly parted, as Ingelise could clearly see.

As Marta and Ingelise walked over to the girl, she noticed them and brought her head up to look dispassionately at first Marta and then Ingelise.

“Hei Anna,” Marta said. “I would like you to meet Ingelise. She’s touring today.”

“Hei Ingelise,” Anna said, her voice sounding a little pained, but vastly more relaxed and nonchalant than Ingelise would have thought, given the poor girl’s condition.

“Hello, um, Anna,” Ingelise replied. “How…how are you doing?”

“Oh, ya, I’m fine really,” the girl said, chuckling softly.

“Really?” Ingelise replied, not quite sure the girl was telling the truth in this matter.

“She’s being punished,” Marta said, somewhat unnecessarily.

“Yes, I can see that. But why? And for how long?” Ingelise asked, turning to Marta.

“Anna, do you want to tell our guest why you are being punished?” Marta asked her in the kind of voice a schoolteacher might use with great patience, to address a student who was misbehaving, but was otherwise a cherished member of the class.

Ingelise turned to Anna, as the girl replied. “I was a bit bitchy, I’m afraid. I may have said some hurtful things to one of the other girls. But in my defense, I was having cramps and the other girl really is a bit of a—never mind,” she finished, smirking slightly, then wincing as she rotated her wrists in their cuffs, perhaps trying to relieve some of the stress they were under.

“We don’t tolerate any willful causing of distress amongst our producers. It can affect the quality of the milk being generated,” Marta said.

“So, girls come here…when they’ve done something?” Ingelise asked.

“Yes. We have several stations and girls get assigned based on the severity of their transgressions, and they also have a choice of station,” Marta said, pointing over to the various stations that were present here.

Ingelise stared, seeing another frame like the one Anna was on, also one that was set flat on the ground. There were ropes that descended from the ceiling, attached to pulleys. What looked like medieval stocks and pillories, a pole with cuffs fastened to it by chain at various spots. And a pegboard with various instruments of punishment hung from it. Ingelise could make out whips, crops, canes, clamps and what looked distressingly like a number of cattle prods.

“How is this legal?” she asked Marta, wide eyed.

“I assure you it’s all perfectly legal according to Norway’s latest civil codes,” Marta replied. “We have all the proper authorizations and paperwork.”

“Okay…” Ingelise said, still not sure this was proper. “But, how long must Anna stay on this…thing?”

“The racking frame?” Marta confirmed. “Ya, she will be there a total of one hour. It’s perfectly doable, I assure you.”

The two of them looked over at Anna who stared back, grimacing. She rotated her wrists again and allowed her head to slump down, choosing to rest that way during her tribulation. Ingelise stared down at her own chest to confirm the rather telling truth: her nipples were harder than they had ever been and there was moisture pooling between her private lips. This was a distressingly arousing thing, and while she felt a little guilty at being turned on by the sight of Anna being punished in this way, she very strongly felt that she absolutely needed to be in this facility.


Chapter 4: Prolacticine

“Come, let’s continue our tour,” Marta said, gesturing for Ingelise to follow her. They made their way back the way they had come, through the living area and into the hall where the girls were being milked. With greater insight into the girls’ living conditions and the punishments they were subject to, came greater interest in how they were handling the milking process. As Ingelise and Marta passed by, Ingelise scanned the room, taking particular interest in a pair of girls who were leaning back slightly, eyes closed, the suction cups pulling their swollen nipples into their embrace.

Were these girls experiencing a form of ecstasy? From the looks of it, it seemed almost religious, or at least meditative, as Ingelise could not help but feel a sense of calm and serenity emanating from the room. The rhythmic sucking sound the machines made was almost hypnotic and despite being chained to the floor by their ankles, the girls all seemed to be at peace.

Marta turned left at the end of the room and gestured for Ingelise to follow her through another door there. It led to a narrow hallway that had windows set on both sides, giving a view of the grounds of the complex. It was, in fact, quite pleasant, not industrial at all, with grass that was even now being covered with patches of light snow, the contrast between green and white and the light brown of the wooden buildings contributing to the overall comfortable feeling that Ingelise was experiencing here.

At the end of the hall they went through another door into a room containing more cells, but this time the contents were quite a shock to the girl. While the cells were generally the same size as the ones she had seen earlier, these sported only one bed per space, the rest of the appointments within being the same. The biggest difference, however, was that most of the cells were currently occupied, and the occupants were males.

Naked males.

Big, blonde, hunky males.

Blonde and smoldery-eyed, gazing back at her with sudden interest.

“Um, Marta?” Ingelise said.

“Yes?”

“These boys? Who are they? And…” she whispered, leaning closer. “Are they…are they milked too?”

Marta laughed, a quick and warm laugh, her hand over her mouth, eyes sparkling. “No, they are not milked. Hei, Oskar!”

“Hei, Marta,” the closest boy responded, getting up from his bed where he had been lounging, reading a paperback book. As he strode over to the bars of his cell, his member swung between his legs, long and semi-erect. Ingelise stared at it, mesmerized by the casual, uncaring nudity of this gorgeous young man.

“Ahem, my eyes are up here,” he said, lightheartedly.

“Oh! Sorry,” she said as she forced her gaze up to meet his.

“Who is this charming creature,” he asked Marta, his own eyes pausing briefly to take in the totality of the girl in front of him, also naked, but as of now, still free to go as she pleased.

“This is Ingelise,” Marta replied. “She’s taking the tour.”

“Hei, Ingelise,” he said. “I hope you decide to join our little operation.”

“Um, yes, ah…I hope to be joined, I mean…it will be nice…sorry,” she stuttered, completely lost for a moment. Gathering her wits about her, she made an effort to be coherent again. “I mean, it’s nice to meet you, and I’m strongly considering joining.”

“Wonderful!” he replied, cocking an eyebrow at her in a surprisingly suggestive manner.

“Come along,” Marta said, as she continued back the way they had come, into the connecting hallway. The door closing behind them, she turned to Ingelise. “You’re probably curious why we have males here?”

“Um, yes?”

“Well, we’ve found through experimentation that our producers are much, much more productive when they are in the presence of virile males,” Marta said, waving her right hand in the air. “Something about the hormones, I believe. In any case, we bring girls and boys together regularly to enhance production. It’s quite effective,” she said, reaching for the far door and opening it. “And quite pleasant for all.”

“Quite pleasant? Um, you mean, we…I mean, the girls have…sex with them?” Ingelise whispered.

“Yes, of course,” Marta replied, not bothering to lower her voice. “Regular sexual activity is healthy for our girls. We encourage it among the girls themselves, especially roommates, and coupling with our males is a requirement.”

“A requirement?” Ingelise asked, not quite sure she had heard that correctly. “You mean, girls are required to have sex with the boys?”

“Well, no one has to do any such thing if they really don’t want to,” Marta reassured her as they walked quickly to the other side of the milking hall where another door awaited. Few of the girls being milked bothered to glance at them. “We just highly encourage coupling once every day. We will provide the boys and the manner in which you will couple, and if there’s a physical or psychological reason you really can’t, then you are exempt. Otherwise, you can choose to couple or do a round of therapeutic chastisement.”

“Oh, how nice,” Ingelise said as she saw the room they had entered, a brightly lit dining room, with windows all around, giving a great view of the nearby mountains. “Wait, what?”

“Hmm?”

“What was that about…chastisement? As a choice?”

“Therapeutic chastisement,” Marta clarified.

“What does that mean?”

“Well, we have found that the endorphins and other hormones released during very specific, and highly personalized applications of stressful techniques have the same effect as those released during sex,” Marta explained. “All of which is in service of helping our girls produce more and higher quality milk.”

“So, if a girl doesn’t want sex, she gets spanked?” Ingelise asked, turning to fix Marta with a quizzical expression.

Marta laughed. A short, somewhat humorless laugh, meant more to dismiss an absurdity than to express actual humor. “No, no. Of course not,” she said, dismissing the very thought. “Our girls get to choose how they can have their hormonal profile adjusted to optimize milk production and quality, that’s all.”

“Okay, I guess,” Ingelise said, not quite convinced, but willing to leave her qualms aside for a moment while she surveyed the dining room.

“Here we come together to have our meals,” Marta continued.

“We?”

“Yes, all producers, as well as staff. We are very much about building community and camaraderie here,” Marta replied. And that made sense to Ingelise, for it was the Norwegian way: that social cohesion was paramount and the individual was encouraged at a young age to value the collective well-being of society as a whole. And so, the thought of sacrificing a little bit of her individual comfort for some length of time in order to help bring about something that seemed to be of value to the community was actually quite welcome.

“I see. It is nice here,” she said, surveying the tables and chairs, relieved to see that there did not seem to be any chains or other restrictive devices here. “And the food? Is it…”

“It is all of the very highest quality, of course. Sustainably farmed, local food that is optimized for health and designed to bring out the best flavors in your milk. We are what we eat, of course. And our milk is of us, so it matters greatly what we put in our bodies, for that influences what will come out of our bodies, no?”

“Yes, I understand,” Ingelise said.

“Now, let’s go to the prepping area and get you your first shots of Prolacticine, and you can go home and think about what you would like to do.”

“Wait, um…why do I have to get these shots of…”

“Prolacticine.”

“Prolacticine? Before I decide to sign up?” Ingelise asked, puzzled. Marta was now leading her out of the dining room, back through the central milking hall, and back into the reception area.

“Well, it takes time for the shots to take effect and your milk production to begin. During that time, you can decide whether to join us or not,” Marta answered her as they rounded the reception desk and passed through a door to the side. Inside was a room that looked much like a medical examination room, with a padded examination table, a small chair on rollers, and several stainless-steel shelves and cabinets, along with a sink. “Please sit here,” Marta said and Ingelise did so, somewhat concerned as Marta washed her hands and dried them.

“Okay, but I still don’t know the details of what I would be doing here, how much I would get paid, and how long would I be kept? In the cells—I mean rooms?”

“Of course, my dear,” Marta said, slipping on a pair of blue latex gloves. “We sign girls up for 6-month contracts at a time, and you will be paid quite well for your time here. We are very competitive. I will be more than happy to email you our standard rate sheet.”

“Six months!” Ingelise exclaimed. “I would be kept here for so long?”

“Yes, it’s not so long, really,” Marta said, dismissively.

“But, I have a roommate, my friend Birgitte, and we share the rent. I can’t just abandon her for half a year! She cannot afford to be here by herself and…I guess I could continue to pay my rent, but…I just…”

“I understand,” Marta said, looking sympathetically over at Ingelise as she rummaged around in one of the drawers of a cabinet. “Why don’t you try to convince your friend to come and work here too?”

“Oh! I…I mean, I could try?” Ingelise stammered, not quite sure how that conversation would go.

Marta turned to face her, holding a very large syringe that she was filling with the contents of a small glass vial. Ingelise’s eyes widened as she saw Marta place the vial down on the counter and prepare the syringe by tapping it and squirting out excess fluid. She set the syringe down and pulled out a large bra-like item from the cabinet.

“Now, I’m going to put this over your breasts. It will cool them down and make them more amenable to taking in the Prolacticine,” Marta said, approaching her with the strange garment. Ingelise noted the clear tubing that stuck out from the sides of the cups.

“Will it…will it hurt?” she asked.

“The cooler will not hurt, no,” Marta said, leaving silent the implication that other parts of this process, however, might. “Please, arms forward, breasts out,” Marta said, and Ingelise complied. Marta slipped the garment over Ingelise’s arms and adjusted it over her breasts, clasping it behind her back, tightening straps. Ingelise looked down, relaxing her arms, and seeing that her nipples were poking out through generously sized holes in the front of each cup. In fact, the holes were large enough that her areolas were completely exposed, the pink, puffy tissue poking out of the garment as the tight fit forced them out.

“Wonderful,” Marta said, taking the tubes and connecting them to their corresponding connectors, set into the sides of the table. She pressed a few buttons and Ingelise started feeling the temperature of her breasts lower—a not altogether unpleasant feeling. It did cause her nipples to firm up even more than they already were. “Your nipples are perfect for this,” Marta said, taking her right nipple in thumb and index finger and tugging gently. They’ll take the milking cups nicely.”

“Oh, I’m glad.”

“Now I’ll just attach the stimulation leads and get you ready for the injections.”

“Wait—what?” Ingelise said, as Marta went over to the side of the room and rolled over a little table on wheels with a device set on top of it that looked very much like an old-time stereo system. Her dad still had one in their living room. It had been quite modern back in the late 1900’s, all chrome dials and large buttons and LCD displays. Coming out of the sides of this device were two electric cables that had round clamps on the ends. This did not seem good, but Ingelise was loath to make any sort of move to depart the room, what with the time that Marta had taken to prepare her already. It simply did not seem polite to do so.

Marta took one of the leads and approached Ingelise’s right breast, squeezing the round clamp to open it wide and then moving it carefully over the exposed nipple. Reaching the furthest point it could go without engulfing the pink, goose bumped flesh of the areola, she let go gently, allowing the clamp to tighten on the nipple itself. Much to Ingelise’s relief it did not hurt much, although it was slightly uncomfortable. But her breasts were feeling quite numb at the moment, with the cooling bra doing its job.

“Let’s do the other one and then start the stimulation, okay? You are good so far?”

“Yes, thank you,” Ingelise replied politely. Her hands fluttered on her lap, unsure of what exactly to do. She resolved the situation by clasping them together, her heart beating loudly.

Marta reached over and clamped her other nipple to the remaining lead and then stepped over to the device the cables terminated at. Pressing a button and turning a knob caused the LCD display to come to life, showing a timer counting down and Ingelise almost immediately started feeling a tingling sensation in her nipples, building up to a stinging that hurt, but not terribly.

“Ow,” she said softly.

“You are feeling it?” Marta asked.

“Yes, it hurts a little.”

“It will only be for a moment. Now I will inject you and then we are done,” the woman said as she reached for antiseptic swabs. She wiped Ingelise’s right nipple first and then grabbed the syringe from the counter.

“Wait, you are injecting me in the nipple?” Ingelise cried out, her hands, still clasped together, lifting up momentarily and then coming back down to her lap, the force of Ingelise’s cultural conditioning working overtime to keep her from doing something that might be construed as rude in this setting.

“Yes, of course,” Marta said, approaching the nipple, the needle just inches away. “In the breast is best, as they say.”

“Ow, OW!” Ingelise cried out as the needle pierced her nipple and went in a good centimeter before stopping. She felt the initial pain fade to be replaced by a stinging feeling as the syringe plunger was pushed in slowly, injecting about half of its contents into her breast by way of nipple. Marta gently pulled the needle out when done and wiped her nipple with another swab.

“Ow,” Ingelise repeated, looking down on her nipple with concern. The stimulation from the electric clamps was still there, but had receded into the background with the introduction of this new mischief.

“Now the other nipple and we are done!” Marta proclaimed, swabbing Ingelise’s left nipple and repeating the process, much to the girl’s protestation.

“Ow, ow, ow,” Ingelise panted and then hissed as the antiseptic swab was run over her abused nipple.

“There! Done. Not so bad, was it?” Marta asked, setting the syringe and swabs down on the counter and turning off the machine. Ingelise almost immediately felt better, a warm feeling suffusing her breasts, even with the cooling bra still on.

“I guess, it was not so bad,” Ingelise replied gamely, some tears pooling in her eyes. She pressed a finger under each eye lightly as Marta made quick work of freeing her nipples from the clamps, looking at Ingelise with sympathy.

The bra came off next and was set on the counter, presumably to be cleaned and sanitized for the next girl who would come through here.

“We are done for today,” Marta proclaimed. “The Prolacticine will begin to take effect within a few days and will have you expressing milk by the end of the fourth day.”

“Wow!” Ingelise said. “But, what if I decide this is not for me?”

“If you are not regularly milked, then after a week your milk production will taper off and eventually stop. It is not a big deal, but I would carry tissues with you and be prepared to have some milk stains coming through your bra if your cups are not padded enough,” Marta replied. “Now, I’ll take you to the lockers and you can get dressed.”

“Thank you,” Ingelise said, polite as any good Norwegian girl would be, and already thinking how she might be able to persuade Birgitte to sign up as well. It would be nice to have a shared activity. It would bring them closer, like they had been in school.


Chapter 5: Birgitte

“Birgitte!” Ingelise called out as she stepped into their apartment, closing the door behind her and stopping in her tracks as she saw what was happening in her bed.

“Eeek!” came the high-pitched squeal from Bjørn as he spotted Ingelise. Still inside Birgitte, he fumbled around to grab the duvet and draw it up over his naked bottom. Birgitte, legs wrapped around his back simply sighed with annoyance.

“Jesus, Bjørn, it’s just Ingelise!” she grunted, wiggling her pelvis in exasperation.

“I’m so sorry,” Ingelise cried out, hiding her eyes.

“For what?” Birgitte asked.

“Uh, I guess…wait! Why are you in my bed?” Ingelise said as she opened one eye to see the two of them definitely in her bed and not in Birgitte’s, which was the upper bunk.

“Sorry,” Birgitte sighed. “Bjørn hates heights, and didn’t want to climb up to my bed. I hope you understand.”

“Uh, I understand I’m going to need you to wash my sheets, bitch!” Ingelise said, slightly peeved. “Do you intend to finish any time soon?”

“Bjørn?” Birgitte directed the question to the boy currently impaled within her. “Did you have an answer for Ingelise?”

“Huh?”

“Do you intend to finish?” Birgitte repeated, growing more annoyed. She bounced her hips to make a point.

“Is she…um…is she going to just wait there?” he whispered loudly enough for Ingelise to hear.

“It’s my bed,” Ingelise proclaimed somewhat indignantly.

“Fine!” he said, closing his eyes, sighing loudly, and then proceeding to do his very best to resume carnal relations, jutting his jaw out and plunging repeatedly into Birgitte. The duvet slipped down, revealing Bjørn’s naked behind and Ingelise stared at it momentarily before deciding to retire to the tiny bathroom and wait there for the pair to finish up. She closed the door behind her after slipping off her shoes and jacket and absentmindedly rubbed her nipples.

With a start she realized that her nipples felt wet! She pulled up her sweater, took a look in the mirror and stared: dark circles of moisture stained her bra. She quickly pulled the cups of her bra down to free her breasts so she could examine them more closely. She squinted in the mirror, the tip of her tongue stuck out as she looked closely. Indeed, there was a drop of milk on each nipple. And when she squeezed her left nipple, more squirted out, a few drops hitting the mirror and running slowly down it.

“Oh, my god!” she whispered to herself, as the sounds of sex got louder and louder. As the randy couple defiling the sanctity of Ingelise’s bed reached their climax, Ingelise’s breasts firmed up and more milk dripped out of her, making its way down the sides of her breasts and running in rivulets down her abdomen. “Wow,” she intoned. “This is amazing!”

In the meantime, the sounds from just outside her bathroom door were increasing in volume and desperation, with a high-pitched “uh uh” sound that Ingelise figured might be Birgitte, and something akin to a small animal squealing in distress, which might be Bjørn, although she couldn’t be sure. It was only after about another 5 minutes of this, during which time Ingelise managed to express a respectable thimble-full of milk from each breast, that she heard what must have been a climax of some sort, with Birgitte sighing contentedly, and—was that the sound of gentle weeping?

Ingelise dared to peek out of the slightly ajar door and found that, indeed, Bjørn was lying on top of Birgitte crying gently, with his lover patting him on the back while she shot a look at Ingelise, raising her eyebrows as if to say, “I know, right?”

Since this was Ingelise’s apartment as much as it was Birgitte, she saw no point in continuing to hide in the bathroom, so she put herself back together again, choosing to stuff a tissue down the front of each cup before pulling down her sweater, and then entered the living area.

“Oh, hey,” sniffed Bjørn. “I’m sorry, I just get emotional at times. I assume you want your bed back?”

“Yeah,” said Ingelise, cocking an eyebrow at him. She sat down at their tiny dining table and watched as he climbed off of Birgitte, holding a hand futilely in front of his cock as he fumbled around, trying to pull his clothes off of Birgitte’s upper bunk and putting everything on while facing away from Ingelise. Birgitte pulled the covers up over her chest as she lay there, waiting for him to finish. Finally, the world’s most awkward goodbyes were said and he left.

“Sorry about that,” Birgitte said. “We got a bit frisky and as I said, he’s scared of heights…”

“Uh, he works in a mountain skiing resort town!” Ingelise exclaimed. “Anyway, it’s okay. I’m glad you had fun,” she said.

“Yeah,” Birgitte replied, shrugging her shoulders noncommittally. “So, what were you up to? Those errands took a long time! Also, are your tits bigger?”

“Huh?” Ingelise said as she blushed guiltily.

“Oh, my god, bitch! You got a boob job?” Birgitte exclaimed. “How did you afford that?”

“No, I didn’t get a boob job, gosh!” Ingelise replied. She cupped her breasts in her hands and squeezed them briefly. “I just—”

“Hmm?”

“Well, that’s the thing. I…um…I guess I have something I’d like to run by you.”

“Okay, hang on,” Birgitte said as she slipped out of the bed, a small amount of semen dripping out of her and staining Ingelise’s sheets, much to the girl’s annoyance. Birgitte quickly got dressed, slipping on her Pissy the Bunny panties, a matching Pissy the Bunny undershirt, with the titular bunny’s perpetual scowl framed in pink thread, and then slipped into sweatpants and an oversized sweater.

She sat down next to Ingelise and leaned back. “Okay, sorry. Go ahead,” she said.

“Yeah, here’s the thing,” Ingelise started. “I went to check out that Girl Milking company.”

“The what?”

“The Lillehammer Girl Milking Company,” she repeated. “They’re over by Vårsetervegen, and it’s quite an interesting operation.”

“What in the world did you want to check them out for? You thinking of working there?”

“Yeah, kind of.”

“Cool,” Birgitte said. “So, what kinds of jobs do they have and do they pay well?”

“Yeah, so here’s the thing…um…I’m thinking of being a producer.”

“Okay?”

“Yeah, so a…a producer produces milk, you see. The thing of it is that it seems like—”

“Wait! Whoa! So they actually milk girls? And you…you’re thinking of being one of those girls? Who get milked?”

“Yeah,” Ingelise mumbled, looking down at her hands and blushing profusely.

“Wow. So, how much do they pay?”

“Uh, I don’t know yet. Marta said she would email me their rate sheet.”

“Who’s Marta?” Birgitte asked.

“She’s like, the head of production something or another. I forgot,” Ingelise admitted. “But she was really nice and I got a tour of the facility, and I think I would really like to work and stay there,” she said quickly, forcing the words out before she lost her nerve.

“Stay there?” Birgitte echoed. “What do you mean?”

“Um, well. The thing is that they want to keep their…producers there, to keep control of the quality of the milk? Anyway, it’s for, like, 6 months at a time, and I really—”

“Hey! So, what? I lose my roomie for 6 months?” Birgitte looked really upset. “But I can’t deal without my girl!”

“Aw,” Ingelise cried out, and the two girls hugged tightly. “That’s why I wanted to run this by you,” she started to say before Birgitte pulled back and looked closely at Ingelise’s chest.

“Wait a minute! You’re leaking! Holy shit, girl! Are you…?”

“Um, yeah, I am,” Ingelise admitted. “I’m producing milk.”

“What the actual fuck! Did you have a child I don’t know about?”

“No! Of course not! They gave me some hormones to get me started,” Ingelise said.

“So you already decided to do this?”

“No, they do that in case you want to do it so your breasts get ready, but you don’t have to join. It takes a few days to get you really ready to produce, so I still have time to decide. I wouldn’t take this job without talking to you first!”

Birgitte seemed a little bit more mollified as she sat back in her seat again. After a long moment of contemplation, she finally looked up at Ingelise again. “So, you really want to do this? Would I like it too?”

“Oh, my God, yes!” Ingelise exclaimed. “I really want you to check it out too! Will you do that? If you don’t want to do it, I won’t either!”

Birgitte’s eyes grew moist. “You’re my best friend, bitch! I want to do things with you, live together and make our way in the world together!”

“I know,” Ingelise whispered.

“So, yeah, I’ll check it out too!”

~ ~ ~

Shortly after lunch the very next day Birgitte made her way to Vårsetervegen and followed the directions Ingelise had given her, buzzing the intercom at the gate and waiting for a response.

“Ya, hello?” the tiny speaker on the gate called out.

“Uh, yes, hello?” she replied, leaning close to the speaker and speaking just a bit louder than strictly speaking necessary.

“Ya, can I help you?”

“Oh. Hi,” Birgitte shouted. “I’m Birgitte? I’d like to talk to someone about a tour? My friend Ingelise was here yesterday.”

“Yes! Please come in,” the woman at the other end said, and the gate rolled open for Birgitte to pass. She made her way through the parking lot and over to the front door, entering into the foyer where she was greeted by a woman rising from behind a desk.

“Hello,” the woman said coming up to Birgitte with her hand stretched out. “I’m Marta, head of production enablement. You are Birgitte? Ingelise’s friend, yes?”

“Ya, hello,” Birgitte replied. “Ingelise asked me to come and take the tour and see if I wanted to be a…producer as well.”

“Very good! May I ask if you are pregnant?”

“Uh, I don’t think so?”

“Have you had unprotected sex recently?” Marta asked.

“Um, yes. Yes, just, um, yesterday, in fact.”

“Ah, it is important to make sure, what with the Prolacticine treatments. Do you mind if we have you undress and then we can check?”

“Undress? Well, I guess it is fine,” Birgitte said, looking around the room with suspicion. She still wasn’t quite sold on the legitimacy of this place, although stripping wasn’t really something she had a problem with, in general.

“And perhaps first you can please read this form and then sign your name here,” she said, pulling out a clipboard with sheets fixed to it, and handing over a pen. “And here, and then signing here and here, and initial in these marked spots?”

“What is it?”

“It is a non-disclosure form. You will be prohibited from speaking about what you have encountered here. Very much behind closed doors, yes?”

“Of course,” Birgitte said as she leaned over the desk and filled the form in, signing it, not even bothering to read it first. Marta accepted the form from her, checked it over quickly and then filed it away.

“Now, please follow me,” she said as she used her keycard to bring Birgitte into the adjacent locker room. “Please take off all your clothes and place them in the lockers and then please bend over here so we can do the test.”

“Oh.” Birgitte shrugged and stripped quickly, putting away her clothes and standing naked in front of Marta. “Bend over?”

“Sure, maybe here? I just need to put this rod in your vagina, and we can tell quickly if you have been impregnated.”

“A rod?” Birgitte asked. “Normally I would pee on a stick!”

“Ya, this is new technology from America. Very efficient!”

“Okay,” Birgitte said as she walked over to a bench, spread her legs and bent over, putting her hands on the bench and shuffling her feet wider apart. She felt Marta reaching behind her, spreading her lower lips and gently pushing something hard and cold inside her. “Oooh,” she said as she adjusted her pelvis slightly to accommodate the angle of insertion.

“Now we just wait a few seconds until it beeps,” Marta said and sure enough, a mere 3 seconds later Birgitte heard a beep emitting from her most private place, accompanied by a mild buzzing sensation deep inside her sheath.

Marta pulled the rod out of Birgitte’s body, causing the girl to squirm slightly, and then held it up to reveal a flashing green light.

“What does green mean?” Birgitte asked, her heart stuck in her throat. She had no idea what she would do if she were pregnant, and immediately resolved to be a bit more careful if she managed to escape this time.

“Green means you are not pregnant.”

“Oh, phew!” Birgitte exclaimed. “What color would it be if I was pregnant?”

“Blue, I think. I have never seen it show a positive, to be honest. But I’m assured it is never wrong. Now, let me show you through the facilities.”

The two of them proceeded through a locked door and down a long hallway, and then through another locked doorway, entering a large, cavernous space filled with girls.

And boys!

Birgitte looked around in awe. The central part of the space was filled with long wooden benches that had girls draped over them. Each bench had girls on either side of it, each facing the opposite direction, a large cushion under their torsos. Brigitte’s wide eyes took in the details: the girl closest to her was facing her, wrists secured to the floor by cuffs and short chains. The girl’s head hung down, hair obscuring her face as her body rocked gently back and forth.

Her breasts hung heavily below her, nipples enclosed in suction cups, clear plastic tubing running from them up to a metallic cylinder suspended from the ceiling. The rhythmic sucking sounds the milking apparatus made were eclipsed only by the grunts and moans that came from the girl and the boy standing directly behind her, his eyes closed, concentrating as he thrust repeatedly into the girl secured on the bench.

And they weren’t the only ones! The girl right next to her was facing the other way, and Birgitte was staring right at the naked bottom of a boy as he knelt behind the girl, thrusting dutifully and energetically within the body of the secured girl. Looking down, Birgitte saw with a start that the boy’s wrists were chained together behind his back by metallic cuffs linked together by a short chain. The girl’s ankles, however, were secured to rings set into the floor by chain and shackles.

“So, may I ask why everyone is chained and having sex?” she whispered to Marta, noting that not all the girls here were having sex. Only about half of them, the rest sitting up, suction cups attached to their nipples, seemingly unperturbed by the action occurring nearby.

“Why? Oh, well, we’ve discovered through extensive experimentation that sex increases a producer’s milk production levels quite dramatically,” Marta replied.

“Really? So they have sex all the time?” Birgitte asked, quite intrigued by the possibilities. The boy having sex closest to her had an extremely tight bottom, and Birgitte couldn’t take her eyes off him as his buttocks flexed with every powerful thrust in his designated girl.

“No, not all the time,” Marta replied, moving down the line, forcing Birgitte to wrench her eyes away from the action. “But we’ve discovered that periodic conjugal refreshment works wonders on most of the producers—”

A commotion to the side interrupted Marta and Birgitte looked towards the source of the sounds to spot the most incongruous sight: two cowboys had entered, both in giant cowboy hats and plaid shirts, cowboy boots ringing against the floor.

“Dang, diggity dong,” the first one said.

“Golly gee willikers!” the second one exclaimed, clutching his belt on either side of an oversized gold belt buckle. Birgitte stared. Was the buckle…a bull’s head? An entire, miniature bull’s head? With horns?

“Who are these two?” Birgitte whispered to Marta.

“These are two of the owners,” she whispered back. “Just play along. They’re harmless.”

“Ah,” said Birgitte. “I get it. Tett i pappen?”

“Tight in the cardboard?” Marta echoed. “Ya, no. They aren’t slow. It’s just a cultural thing. They are American, you see.”

“Ah, yes!” Birgitte exclaimed. “I remember Ingelise saying the owners were Americans. Wow, she wasn’t kidding!”

“Hello, Mike! Hello, Clarance!” Marta called out.

“Hey-o! Martha! Howdy!” the one with the belt buckle called out.

“Marta,” Marta corrected.

“Howdy do!” the other one said as they both sauntered over, cowboy boots clomping.

“Well, howdy Ma’am,” belt-buckle-man called out when he spotted Birgitte. He tipped his cowboy hat while bowing. “I don’t believe we’ve had the pleasure. I’m Mike.”

“Pleasure? Already?” Birgitte replied, thoroughly confused.

Mike ignored her. “And this here’s my partner, Clarance.” The other man tipped his hat as well, bowing solemnly.

“Ah! You are partners?” Birgitte asked. “How long have you been together?”

“Golly gee,” Clarance mused. “I do believe we’ve been together longer than a horse can run from El Paso over to New York City!”

Birgitte had absolutely no idea what he had said, but suspected they might be from the big city they called the Apple. Such a progressive place, no wonder they felt comfortable revealing that they were domestic partners and felt comfortable in the clothing they flaunted. Both Ålesund where she was from and Lillehammer supported a thriving LGBTQ+ community, and yet few would dare wear this.

“You’re so very brave,” she said. “I support you in all your choices.”

“Well, hello Dolly!” Mike proclaimed. “So, you’re all on board?”

“I do enjoy both men and women,” she said.

Clarance stared at her breasts, no doubt accessing them in a purely clinical manner. “And becoming a producer? Getting milked? No problems with that?” he asked.

“I’m still giving her the tour,” Marta clarified. “Perhaps we let her decide after?”

“Ain’t no use putting the horse before the wagon!” Mike proclaimed.

“I love it when a plan comes together!” Clarance exclaimed, prompting a puzzled look from Mike.

“Okay, wonderful,” Marta said. “Perhaps we can…continue?”

“Yes, please,” Birgitte said. “It was nice to meet you!”

“Pleasure’s all mine,” Mike replied. Birgitte, thoroughly perplexed now, followed Marta down towards another door.

“As I said, they’re harmless,” Marta said, once they were out of earshot.

“I took several years of English in high school, and yet I understood very little of what they were saying.”

“Ya, they speak American. It is quite different,” Marta replied as she swiped her keycard and led Birgitte through into the other room.


Chapter 6: Garm

Marta led Birgitte through the rest of the complex, and Birgitte accepted what she saw with reactions varying from detached amusement to indifference and the occasional episode of morbid fascination. But it was when they entered the boys’ quarters that Birgitte really perked up.

There was only one boy there currently, the others busy in the production hall, but the sole occupant more than made up for it as far as Birgitte was concerned. The moment the two entered his field of vision, he stood up from the bed where he had been relaxing and stepped up to the bars, completely naked, his member swinging idly from side to side as he walked.

“Hey, who’s this?” he asked, eyes roaming Birgitte’s naked body, lingering longer on her face than her breasts and mound, which she found quite touching.

“Hi,” she said, clasping her hands behind her back and twisting her body slightly. “I’m Birgitte. What’s your name?”

“I’m Garm.”

“Garm? Nice name,” she responded, eyes fixed on his erect penis.

“Yeah,” he said, turning slightly to show her a large tattoo on his chest, of a wolf. “The legends say that Garm is the wolf that guards the entrance to Hel.”

“Ooh, you’re a bad boy,” she cooed.

“The baddest,” he smirked.

“Is that why you’re in here instead of with the other boys in the production place?” she asked, and Marta stifled a snort.

A laugh burst out of Garm. “I’m here because there’s not enough girls for all of us, and I need to take my rest,” he said, gazing knowingly down at his member and then winking at her.

“It seems like you’re done with resting,” Birgitte said.

“Maybe. What do you say? You want to run with the wolf?”

“Oh, my! Such a smooth talker! Oh, and in this scenario, you’re the wolf, right?” she asked, coyly. “And running means…something to do with your penis?”

“Yes,” he smirked, and his penis wagged up and down, a feat of physical dexterity that impressed Birgitte greatly. She glanced over at Marta and raised an eyebrow.

“Oh,” Marta said. “You really want to…?”

“Maybe,” Birgitte replied. “Is that okay?”

Marta looked over at Garm, down at his now fully erect member and back at Birgitte. “Ya, sure. It’s good for Garm to get his exercise, and this way, you can also learn what a part of your duties here will be.”

“Duties?”

“Of course, your primary duty will be to produce milk. But one of the main methods we use to boost production is to have our girls be erotically satisfied, by studs like Garm here, as you saw in the production room. But it works both ways, of course. You must also be willing to provide sexual relief to our hard-working boys,” Marta explained.

“So…hard,” Birgitte echoed, staring at Garm’s penis and licking her lips. “So do I go in his cell, or something?”

“We call them rooms, but no, you don’t need to. Just turn around, back up to the bars, and bend over,” Marta said. “Put your hands on your knees, spread as you feel necessary to be comfortable, and let Garm do what he does so well.”

“Woof,” he said, pantomiming a clawing motion. Birgitte rolled her eyes. Garm was a bit much, but his penis was quite impressive and seeing all those girls getting fucked in the production hall had turned her on so much, what with her being nude as well, that she simply had to get boned by the resident fuck-boy.

“I will take the opportunity, if I may,” Birgitte proclaimed, and she did as Marta had suggested, turning around and backing up to the bars where Garm stood. She bent over and spread her legs, arching her back to present her hole, grasping her knees in her hands. She felt the tip of his member touching her lips, pushing slowly in, spreading her. She reached back with one hand and helped open her lips, feeling him grasping her hips through the bars and then he thrust fully into her, filling her sheath as she gasped and cried out.

“Oh, she’s good!” Garm gasped out. “So good!”

He began thrusting in and out, his head leaning back, eyes closed, enjoying the feel of Birgitte’s velvety sheath as she returned both hands to her knees and closed her own eyes, enjoying the feeling of fullness and gasping with every hard thrust inside her.

Garm was good at this, much better than Bjørn, she had to admit. He thrust expertly into her chamber, scraping her walls with his fluted head, paying attention to the front wall in particular, where she felt particularly sensitive and she gasped in shock as the pleasure coursed out from her center like an electric field that caused her toes to clench almost painfully. She bit her lip and let out a long, drawn-out hiss, her eyes closed and her face scrunched up in a grimace that could have been confused with pain, but as her whole body began to tremble and shake, became evident as the beginning of an orgasm. The hiss turned into a shout of pleasure, fear, surprise, shock and an almost unworldly cry as if from an animal caught in a trap in the middle of the dark Norwegian forest.

She bounced hard against his penis, her tunnel clenching hard and it was too much for Garm as well, as he unloaded spurt after spurt of his cream into her, so much that he hadn’t finished before it began to drip down, out of her overflowing chamber and down her clit and falling onto the floor between her legs, some of it running along his shaft to coat his testicles and dripping down from there.

“Oh, oh, oh shit!” Garm exclaimed. “Oh fuck! That was…wow!”

Marta simply stood there, looking at the two, and one might discern an expression there that spoke of professional detachment, tinged slightly with a different emotion. She shook it off and laughed genuinely, sympathetically. “Looks like both of you needed that!”

“Oh…yeah,” Birgitte sighed as she allowed herself to stumble forward a little, Garm’s member slipping out of her overflowing hole with a wet sound of finality. She straightened slowly, stiffly. “That was a lot!” She turned to look at Garm. “It was nice to meet you, wolf that guards the gates of Hel. Maybe you will wind up in my wolf trap again someday?”

“Ha, ya! I’d like that,” he grunted in amusement. He stepped backwards until he could sit himself down on his bed, never taking his eyes off of her.

Marta gently nudged Birgitte along and they continued the tour, stopping only at a restroom where Birgitte could wipe herself clean and wash up.

“And this is the therapeutic chastisement room,” Marta said, showing Birgitte the various stations.

“Okay,” the girl said, not really caring that much. Perhaps she thought she would never be in this room anyway? Or perhaps she was willing to be tied, suspended, whipped, shocked, as long as she could enjoy the attentions of the males here. Whether it be Garm or any of the others that she had seen working diligently at the producing girls’ nether chambers, where milk did not come from, but cream could be deposited, from a different type of producer.

Finally, they finished the tour, Birgitte being impressed with the dining hall. The girl liked herself some herring, and the menu featured it quite prominently. There were also burgers and hot dogs, luckily those were the Norwegian kind, with a sausage wrapped in a thin potato flatbread, and the toppings included ketchup, mustard and onions, as well as the shrimp salad that Birgitte especially liked on her dog.

Marta led her to the prep room where she bade Birgitte sit down on the padded examination table, which she did without protest.

“I’m going to inject you with Prolacticine before you go home, so your breasts can start getting ready for production,” Marta said as she busied herself around the room.

“Oh? But I haven’t thought yet about joining,” Birgitte protested, but rather weakly, and Marta could tell that both she and her friend Ingelise would most likely be back.

“It’s harmless,” Marta assured her. “You can take your time to think it through, and if you decide to join, then you are ready, so it’s more efficient this way.”

“Ya, makes sense,” the girl replied as she eyed the large syringe that the woman had prepared and placed down on a tray. Marta approached with a device that looked like a bra with tubes coming out of the sides of the cups.

“This is a cooling bra, it will help your breasts take in the Prolacticine. You may feel a cooling sensation that should not hurt. Let me know if this is tight.”

“Okay,” Birgitte said, watching and helping as much as she could as Marta slipped the straps of the garment over Birgitte’s arms and tucked her breasts into the cups, fastening it tightly. Birgitte shifted uncomfortably and gazed at her nipples as they poked out through the front of the cups. This place was scoring surprisingly highly on Birgitte’s kink meter. She approved. Tubes connected to the sides of the table, she started feeling her breasts getting chilled.

“Now for the leads,” Marta said, approaching her with electrical wires attached to clamps that looked like they might hurt.

“Um, that goes on my nipples, right?” Birgitte guessed.

“Yes,” Marta said. “I hope that won’t be a problem for you? The stimulation will be tolerable, I assure you.”

“Okay, ya, I have done some kink work before. Mostly spanking, I must confess, but this should be okay,” Birgitte hastened to reassure the woman. If Ingelise had gone through this, there was no way that Birgitte would allow herself to fail. She thought about Garm, as the clamps pinched her nipples and the current began to flow. The feel of his member, thrusting inside her. So good.

“Ow!” she exclaimed as the giant needle went into her left nipple. “What—”

“Sorry, I thought you were watching,” Marta said, pressing the plunger gently downward. “Just the injection. We do this on the other one next, and then you are free to go.”

Both nipples done, the cooling garment off, Birgitte was helped off the table and the two of them went back to the dressing room where she put on her clothes and departed, feeling mixed emotions. She was definitely going to start work here, just as soon as the waiting period had expired and her breasts were up to production level. It would be fun to be working alongside Ingelise, and of course, Garm and the boys.

But what of Bjørn? She felt bad. The boy had been fun as well, and he seemed a bit of a sensitive type, who might not take the news too well that she was going to be gone for six months to be milked and fucked daily. It was the kind of thing that some boys—well, okay, most boys—got all pissy about.

Birgitte reached the little apartment she shared with Ingelise and let herself inside, her breasts feeling somewhat sore, and she set her purse down, took off and hung the various outer garments that made life in Lillehammer bearable, and slipped out of her boots, leaving them by the door.

“Hey,” said Ingelise, lounging on her lower bunk bed, browsing her phone. “How was it?”

“It was super fun!” Birgitte said, sitting down next to her friend on the bed, as Ingelise moved her legs out of the way.

“Did they…inject you? Did it hurt?”

“Ya, they injected me. It was a bit of a surprise, I won’t lie. But not too bad. So,” Birgitte continued. “How long before your breasts started making milk?”

“Um, not too long, actually. I saw that I was starting to leak that very night!”

“Oh wow,” Birgitte exclaimed. She looked down at her nipples and rubbed them absentmindedly. “I have a bit of a problem, though.”

“Oh no, please tell me you’re still going to sign up!” Ingelise exclaimed. “I think it would be so much fun to work together!”

“Ya, not that. I’m definitely signing up!”

“Oh good! So, what’s the problem then?” Ingelise asked.

“I met this guy there,” Birgitte said, pinching her nipples through her sweater and looking over at Ingelise. “His name’s Garm!”

“Garm? Wow, what a name.”

“Ya, he’s so dreamy! And…I, well, I…will admit that I may have had sex with him,” she finally blurted out.

“What! Right there, or afterwards?”

“What do you mean afterwards?”

“Like, did you two hook up after you left the place?” Ingelise asked.

“No, they’re not allowed outside while their contract is active. Like us girls,” Birgitte explained, patiently.

“So you had sex there? Wow!”

“Yeah, it was great! He was in his cell and he had a tattoo!”

“Okay…” Ingelise said, waiting for more.

“So, naturally I had to have him!”

Ingelise sighed. She loved her friend, but sometimes the girl could jump into things.

“So what about Bjørn?”

“So that’s the problem I have, you see,” Birgitte confessed. “We’ll both be gone for the six month contract and poor Bjørn will have to fend for himself. Too bad, I kind of liked him.”

“He seems nice,” Ingelise said, noticing that Birgitte did not seem too incredibly sad by this development. “So, it’s settled?”

“Huh?”

“You’re going to sign up for being a milk producer?”

“Oh, definitely! I assume you are too?”

“Definitely!”


Chapter 7: Of Milk and Breast

Ingelise hustled the tray of food from the kitchen out to the tables, balancing it over her shoulder and groaning silently as her heavy breasts bounced within her halter. She could almost swear that she heard them sloshing around. She forced a smile on her face as she approached the table. A family of four were sitting there, two men and two adorable little girls in matching pink outfits.

One of the men had ordered the special: Fiskesalat, with poached cod and fresh greens and rye toast on the side. The other had ordered the Rekesalat, the shrimp nestled in the egg and mayonnaise mix on top of a single slice of whole-wheat toast. Both girls wrinkled their noses at the adults’ choices. Ingelise set down the girls’ plates, both of them having the meatballs with lingonberry jam.

“Takk,” one of the men said, distractedly, as he helped the girls with their napkins.

Ingelise sighed as she turned to head back to the kitchen. One day she would love to have a family of her own, whether it be a traditional one, or non-traditional. It was nice to see two men together, with their children. Perhaps they were a gay couple, or perhaps they were two husbands, whose wives were busy at work and had left the kids with the men. That was a thing for quite some time now, and if she were to find a good man, she would hope that he would be comfortable taking their son or daughter out to lunch with another father who needed company.

In the meantime, her breasts were becoming a real issue. More and more people were openly staring, an activity heavily frowned upon in Norwegian society, where privacy was of paramount importance. Still, she couldn’t blame them. Her breasts had gained at least two sizes and the way they moved, even with the new heavy-duty bra she had bought, was certainly enough to catch most people’s attention.

“Milking time?” Birgitte asked her as she slumped into the chair in the back room of the restaurant, where staff could come and rest when needed.

“Ya,” Ingelise replied, looking down on her uniform shirt to find to her horror that dark stains had formed in front, right where her nipples were!

“Fuck!” she cried. “How long have these been there?”

“What?” Birgitte said, coming closer. “Oh! Don’t worry, they’re not that prominent if you stand back a bit. And don’t look closely. Or at all.”

“Argh! I can’t wait til we get milked regularly!”

“What now?” a male voice asked.

“Ah! Olaf! Why are you sneaking up on us again?” Ingelise squealed, quickly hiding her breasts with her hands.

“Sorry, sorry!” he exclaimed. “Didn’t mean to startle you. But I would like to commend you,” he said, averting his eyes and going to the snack counter, where he helped himself to a small bag of Nidar Smash.

“What do you mean?” Ingelise asked, while Birgitte looked on, her own breasts just as big if not bigger by now.

“Well, I respect your ability to care for a child while working so hard here. Most new mothers would take the provided maternity leave, but here you are!”

“I don’t have a child!” Ingelise exclaimed. “When do you think I would have given birth? I’ve been working here pretty much uninterrupted for some time now!”

“You do make a good point,” he conceded.

“And at what point did I look pregnant to you?” she continued, becoming quite indignant.

“I do apologize, quite profusely,” he stuttered. “I did not really think…it’s just that your…I mean, um…”

Birgitte sighed and brushed him off, gesturing for him to leave, and he took his little bag of crunchy snacks and left, chastened.

“I don’t think I can handle much more of this,” Ingelise said as she stood up, bent over slightly by the weight of her full breasts. She made her way to the bathroom where she looked in the mirror while pulling her sweater up over her head. Birgitte stuck her head in, handing over a breast pump.

“Off you go, then,” she said and closed the door on Ingelise.

Ingelise hung her sweater up on the hook on the door and pulled the cups of her bra down, releasing her swollen breasts. She took a good look at her nipples, sticking out, pink and almost angry looking. A drop of milk was forming on each one and she sighed. She’d be glad to let someone else do this for her as soon as she reported to work, which was going to be in just a couple of days.

“Hey, can you help me out?” she called out, and Birgitte opened the door cautiously.

“Really? You sure?” Birgitte asked.

“Yeah, I’m tired from lugging these things around and I’m still not so familiar with how to work these pumps.”

“Oh, and I’m an expert?” Birgitte retorted. But she took the device and stared at it with a level of concentration unusual for her. “Okay, I think you put this end over your nipple,” she declared, looking relieved that at least that part was going to be pretty straightforward.

“Wait, is this a manual pump?” Ingelise asked.

“Yeah, why?”

“Oh my god, it’s going to take forever, right?”

“Well, maybe? How much milk do you think you’ve got in there?” Birgitte asked.

“How the heck should I know? It’s not like there’s a gauge or something! I feel heavy and I swear to God, my tits feel like they’re going to pop!”

“Okay, um…hang on,” Birgitte said, flipping through her phone with one hand, holding the pump in the other. “Uh, it says to massage the breast first, um, with a warm cloth? To stimulate milk production.”

“Do you see any warm cloths here?”

“In this room? Um, we have some paper towels? That okay?”

“No! You’re not rubbing my tits with paper towels. Geez, we’re in a restaurant! Go get a napkin or something!” Ingelise exclaimed.

“Fine!” And Birgitte went off to find one, leaving Ingelise sitting there with her breasts exposed. More drops were leaking out and she regretted not getting a paper towel after all. She used her finger to try and catch the runoff and put her finger in her mouth, tasting her own milk.

“Hmm, not bad,” she said to herself.

Just then, Birgitte came in, holding a cloth napkin. “Good news, these just came out of the dryer! Nice and warm.”

“Ohh, nice!” And before she could take it, Birgitte knelt down by her side and reached over with the napkin, running it over the bottom of Ingelise’s breast, squeezing gently.

“How’s that?” she asked, and Ingelise could only nod, for it felt quite good. Already there was more milk coming out.

“Do the other one,” Ingelise prompted Birgitte, and sighed as her other breast was carefully massaged.

“Okay, I think you’re gonna need to be pumped,” Birgitte said as she took the napkin away.

“Fine, can you do it?”

“Um, sure,” Birgitte said, looking at the pump as Ingelise held it out to her. She turned it so that the cup was facing the right way and placed it firmly on Ingelise’s nipple, making sure the edges of the cup connected properly with the breast and then squeezed the handle. “Uh, this isn’t really made for working it from this direction, Ingelise!” she protested. “You’re supposed to do it to yourself!”

“Fuck, okay,” Ingelise grumped as she took the handle from Birgitte and began pumping.

“There’s two of them, you know,” Birgitte helpfully mentioned.

“Yeah, okay,” Ingelise said as she took the other one from Birgitte, pausing momentarily with the pumping, and fixing the second cup to her other breast. With both hands now occupied, she began squeezing away and Birgitte looked on in fascination as the containers started filling up.

“Maybe I should give it a go after?” Birgitte said. “I’m feeling a bit full myself. Not as much as you, but…actually, watching you is making me feel leaky!”

“I hear sometimes just hearing the sound makes lactating women start producing more,” Ingelise said as she kept pumping away.

The door opened slightly and Olaf peered in, eyes closed. “Um, if you ladies wouldn’t mind…um, there are customers here and—”

“Get out!” Birgitte yelled.

“Sorry, sorry,” he muttered as he backed out and closed the door behind him.

“Have you told him yet when we’re quitting?” Birgitte asked Ingelise.

“Oh, yeah! I told him some days ago. I just said we have to take a six-month leave.”

“Yeah? What did he say?”

“He just nodded. I think he thinks there’s some sort of pregnancy thing going on, although why both of us would be involved, I don’t know. Anyway, he’s required to keep the positions available to us if we decide to come back.”

“Nice!” Birgitte said. “What about the apartment?”

“It’s too early notice to get out of the lease, but I arranged to sublease it to an athlete who’s going to be training for the national ski team,” Ingelise said.

“Oh, I love watching skiing. Is he super hunky?”

“It’s a she, and I haven’t met her,” Ingelise replied, finally finished with pumping. “Yay! Less full!” she exclaimed as she wiped her nipples with the napkin. “All yours!”

She handed the pumps and napkin to Birgitte who looked at the full containers. “What exactly am I supposed to do with your milk?”

“Uh, store it in the refrigerator? I don’t know! Anyway, I’m going to go help Olaf out with service,” she said, tucking her breasts back in and pulling on her sweater.

Birgitte shrugged, scrounged around for a container, and finding a reusable water bottle that could seal tightly, poured the milk from both containers into it, sealed it and put it in the refrigerator. She then took off her own sweater, exposed her nipples and began pumping.

“Ooh, this is fun!” she declared, making a game of it, seeing how far she could pull her breasts out by the nipples when suction was applied. Unfortunately, it turned out that there were limits, and some spillage did occur, but she gamely soldiered on, finally filling both containers and, after wiping, deposited the contents in another water bottle that she stored in the refrigerator right next to Ingelise’s production.

Put together again, she went out into the main dining area, all smiles and feeling rather proud of herself.

Later that evening, the two of them back in their tiny apartment feeling cozy and warm, there was the small matter of Bjørn to take care of.

“What do you mean, you haven’t told him yet!” Ingelise exclaimed.

“Um, it just never came up,” Birgitte muttered, not entirely convincingly.

“What do you mean? He was just here last night! You two had sex! He even made plans with you for next week, oh my God!”

“Uh, yeah. I guess I was just so caught up in the moment,” Birgitte said, as she leaned back and hefted both of her breasts. “You know how I get when I have sex. Plus, he was sucking on these, and it felt so good!”

“Did he have any questions about why milk was coming out?” Ingelise asked, incredulously.

“No, actually, he did not! Not sure any was, to be honest. They only really started leaking this morning.”

“Okay then. But really, you need to tell him! He deserves to know,” Ingelise insisted.

“Ya, I know.’ Birgitte sighed. “I just hate breaking poor boys’ hearts.”

“Maybe he’ll be fine with waiting for you? It’s just six months.”

“Yeah, but…Garm! He’s so sexy! I want him,” Birgitte pouted. “Are you saying it’s okay for me to have more than one boyfriend?”

“No!” Ingelise protested. “But Bjørn is your boyfriend, how do you know Garm isn’t just some guy who likes to fuck around? Like, he’s literally there to fuck all the girls there!”

“Okay, you do have a point,” Birgitte conceded. “I guess he wouldn’t really be my boyfriend. But all I can think of is him! You have no idea how good his cock was!”

Ingelise squirmed. All this manipulation of her breasts and talk of sex had made her very horny. She would have to take care of that discretely later tonight. The two of them shared a meal of fish balls with penne pasta, not their favorite meal, but they were clearing out their cupboards and this was one of the few meals they could scrounge up from the leftovers they had.

They cleaned up, watched some videos on their phones, and then went to bed. And if one had been a fly on the wall that night, they might have heard the faint sounds of two girls working their flesh under the covers, the wet sounds of fingers rubbing between pink lips and the muted gasps and grunts and other sounds that a concentrating girl makes when she struggles towards her climax. Neither was too ashamed of their activity, as they both knew that they would soon be entering an environment where sexuality was front and center, and they did not mind that.

Ingelise fell asleep dreaming of her breasts growing massive and swollen with milk, the white liquid streaming out of her nipples and forming a small stream that grew into a raging river. Much to her surprise, there was a young man swimming in that river, and as she looked closer, she saw that it was Bjørn! And he was waving cheerily at her! The rest of Ingelise’s sleep was spent with a smile on her face.

Birgitte dreamt of Garm, but not just of him. For there were many boys at the Lillehammer Girl Milking Company, and in Birgitte’s dream, she had every one of them.


Chapter 8: Arrival

Soon enough, the day came when Ingelise and Birgitte both took the bus to Vårsetervegen where they walked to the front entrance of the Lillehammer Girl Milking Company. One should mention that Bjørn had not taken the news particularly well, and the mercy fuck that Birgitte had given him, much to Ingelise’s annoyance, was loud and energetic but filled with a few too many tears and sniffs of self-pity for it to be considered much of a consolation.

Now they were here and both were quite excited to start on this new chapter of their lives. For they were young still, and not set in their ways, and while the move from Ålesund to Lillehammer was itself a big deal, and had not happened all that very long ago, they were quite ready and willing to try something new and even more outrageous that might provide them with not just more money, but a lot more experiences to cherish, including, of course, a lot of sex.

And, it should be said, both Ingelise and Birgitte were quite eager to start getting milked on a regular basis, for their breasts were heavy with milk and it was getting to be a problem.

The two girls were buzzed in and made their ways eagerly, if somewhat cautiously, to the front door. It was cold out, the pathways somewhat icy, and their heavy breasts made walking a bit of an adventure, as they were not used to the imbalance it caused.

However, they made it inside safely and were greeted by Marta, who welcomed them warmly and led them into the changing room where they were told to take everything off and leave it in one of the many lockers that adorned the room.

“How have your breasts been treating you?” Marta asked, taking a good look at the swollen mammary glands that the two girls now sported.

“It’s been a challenge, I won’t lie,” Birgitte said, always the more direct of the two girls. She reached up and flicked at her nipples, causing two drops of milk to fly out and fall to the ground.

“Yes, you both look quite nicely primed,” Marta replied. “I can get you both on the milking stations today, and you’ll find that much of the discomfort will go away.”

“Thank you,” Ingelise said, politely.

“But first, let’s get you to your accommodations,” the woman continued. “Before we do that, we are required to place tracking tags on you.”

“Tracking tags?” Birgitte echoed.

“Yes, nothing out of the ordinary,” she replied. “We just need to make sure you are where we need you to be, and so we have an inventory system that uses wifi-enabled tags to keep track, All part of an efficient operating environment.”

“I see,” Ingelise said. “Um, where would…?”

“Where would we affix them?”

“Yes.”

“There are two locations, for the different tags,” Marta said, as she led the two girls to the examination room where they had been before to have their Prolacticine shots. She ushered the two girls in and closed the door behind them.

“The first will be in your earlobe. You are both pierced, correct?”

“Oh, yes,” both Ingelise and Birgitte replied. In fact, both of them were currently sporting matching pink heart stud earrings. Both of them had extra piercings in each ear, however, that were free at the moment.

“So, they just go in our existing piercing? Are they big? Do they hang or something?” Ingelise asked. For some reason, the thought of having a big tag, like a cow, in her ear was causing her some distress, whereas the idea of being milked like one did not bother her in the least.

“Yes, and they are not that big, you will see. They do not hang from a ring, and they are soft and flexible so they will not bother you when you sleep.”

“Oh, they are on while we sleep?” Birgitte said.

“Yes, they are locked on, so you cannot take them off. Not a problem, we’ve found,” Marta assured them. “The girls all seem to get used to them very quickly. Perhaps,” she continued, “because the second one is rather a bit more…intimate.”

“Oh?” Ingelise exclaimed.

“Yes, but first, let’s get your ear tags on. They are used for identification, and for position tracking.” Marta opened a drawer and took out two black tags and showed them to the girls. They were pretty small, Ingelise was happy to note. They looked like small strips of cloth, perhaps less than an inch wide and two inches long and very thin. Marta came up to Ingelise first and examined her ears.

“I think we will put this on your right earlobe, okay? You have a piercing there but no earring to interfere,” Marta said and Ingelise nodded. She held still as Marta slipped the stud of the tag through the hole, pushing a little as the hole had begun to close up, but it didn’t disturb the girl. Marta slipped a small, black disk behind Ingelise’s earlobe and pressed it against the stud, using a punch tool to snap the two together.

“Oh!” Ingelise cried out as she heard the snap and felt a tightness on her earlobe. It felt a bit tight, but didn’t really hurt and she reached up and felt it, noting that it was not actually that tight. But it was definitely on there and wouldn’t come off without the use of a tool. The actual tag hung down from the stud, and she felt it, flicking it experimentally and finding that if she didn’t concentrate on it, she probably would forget she was wearing it.

She was drawn out of her introspective mood by the sound of Birgitte’s tag being snapped on and a small squeak of discomfort from the girl.

“Are you okay?” Ingelise asked, looking over at Birgitte with concern. As much as the girl sometimes exasperated her, she was still Ingelise’s great friend and she was super happy that the two of them were doing this together. Anything that hurt Birgitte would cause Ingelise pain as well, at least emotionally.

“Yeah, I’m okay,” Birgitte said, fingering her own tag and smiling bravely back at Ingelise.

“So, that was the easier one, I’m afraid,” Marta said.

“Where does the other one go?” Ingelise asked.

Marta pulled out a small black disk, the size of a fingertip and quite flat. “It goes on your labia,” she said, holding the disk out on the tip of her finger, where the two girls could see that a little pin protruded from it.

“Wait, that goes in our labia? Like, it is pinned on?” Birgitte asked, her hand instinctively covering her mound.

“Yes, don’t worry. The piercing is quite small and it hardly hurts very much. I’m told,” Marta said, not very reassuringly. “So, who wants to be first?”

Ingelise looked over at Birgitte’s panicky face and sighed. “I’ll do it,” she said.

Marta’s face lit up. “Wonderful! Come, can you please sit down on the table and lift your legs onto the stirrups, please?”

“Um, yes,” Ingelise said as she went to the table and sat on it, swinging her legs over and placing them in the stirrups, blushing a bit as her thighs were parted. “But, um, what’s it for, again?”

“Ah, yes, it’s there to provide us with telemetry on how your body is doing. Milk production is heavily linked with sexuality, of course. Particularly when invoked via the use of Prolacticine, rather than just through childbirth. So we have to pay great attention to what is going on in the center of a girl’s sexual equipment,” Marta explained. “We measure heat, moisture, blood flow, engorgement, levels of hormones—”

“Very interesting,” Birgitte interrupted. “But can we get on with it? Waiting to get stuck in the pussy is freaking me out a little.”

“How do you think I feel?” Ingelise shot back, and bit her lip.

“Okay, I understand. Here, I’ll do it quick. You won’t feel a thing,” Marta said as she rolled up on a small stood between Ingelise’s parted legs. She reached over and pulled one of the girl’s inner lips out between her fingers and, using a clamping tool, pressed the tag into her flesh in one sharp, swift motion.

“OW!” Ingelise squealed out. “Owie, owie!”

“Oh! Ingelise!” Birgitte cried out. “Are you okay? Did it hurt?”

“Of course it hurt!” Ingelise said. “Why else would I say ow?”

“I’m sorry,” Birgitte said. “Is this really necessary?” she asked Marta, starting to have second thoughts about all of this.

“I’m afraid so,” said Marta. “But look, she’s fine. You’re fine, right?” she asked Ingelise, who was grimacing slightly but had relaxed the hold her hands had on the sides of the table.

“Ya, I’m fine now,” Ingelise said. “It was a bit of a shock at first. It hurts like a piercing, but it’s in a bit of a sensitive area. Um, perhaps next time some numbing would be good?”

“We thought about that, but the shock of the pain actually helps the sensors in the tag calibrate themselves properly,” Marta said, rolling backwards on her stool and motioned for Ingelise to get off the table. She did and stood to the side, looking down at her middle, one hand moving down to gently caress her labia where the tag had been affixed.

Birgitte looked at her friend, biting on her lower lip as she furrowed her brow. Ingelise smiled tentatively back at Birgitte and said, “It doesn’t hurt anymore. You can do it, Birgitte. You’re brave.”

“Am I though?” the girl muttered, but she straightened her back and marched over to the table. Ingelise knew that Birgitte hated being left out and that she would do what was needed to follow in Ingelise’s footsteps.

Ingelise stood there watching as Birgitte sat down on the table and put her legs in the stirrups. Her inner lip throbbed where the tag had been affixed and her earlobe felt a little weird, but other than that she was mainly concerned with how her friend was handling her ordeal.

“Ooh, ooh, ow! OW!” Birgitte squeaked out as her labial tag got attached. While she was still sniffling, Marta attached her earlobe tag and stepped back, letting Birgitte climb down off the examination table, gently wiping a tear from her eye. Ingelise came over and gave her a big hug, patting the girl on the back as Birgitte hiccupped and sniffled.

“Okay girls, time to head into the main area,” Marta said, after giving the two girls a moment to collect themselves. “The good news is that it’s lunch time, so I’ll bring you over to the dining room where you can get to know the other girls and enjoy your first meal with us.”

“Yay!” Birgitte said with a weak smile. “Um, will there be boys there?”

“No, we separate the boys from the girls except during designated socialization times, and during milking enhancement campaigns,” Marta explained. Birgitte’s face fell.

Marta chuckled. “You want to see that boy you encountered during your tour, am I right?”

“Yes,” Birgitte said, shyly, turning her body slightly, her hands clasped in front of her.

“Well, you’ll get a chance soon enough,” Marta said and headed out through the door, the two girls following behind. They made their way into the dining room, the large room with windows looking out to the grounds letting in what light the gloomy skies could yield, the mountains in the background covered with snow. The room was already filled with girls, naked, of course, but walking free and chatting amicably with each other as they carried trays with plates and glasses filled with food and drink or sat at the tables, eating. The girls all looked up at the new girls as they entered.

“Girls,” Marta said. “This are our new producers. Let me introduce Ingelise,” she gestured to the girl, “and this is Birgitte.”

“Hei!” the closest girl said brightly. The others soon joined in the chorus of greetings and one girl set down her tray and came running over, her breasts heavy and swaying from side to side as she approached, her arms wide open, and before Ingelise could react, she was embraced in a big, warm hug.

“Sorry,” Marta said. “She’s Spanish.”

“Oh, I see,” Ingelise said. As a Norwegian, she would never hug a stranger, personal space being quite important to her. A close friend like Birgitte was a different matter, of course, and there might come a time when she would be close enough friends with these girls to be on hugging terms. That would be nice, she thought. But for now, she was feeling a bit uncomfortable with the closeness of this girl, and in particular the feel of her warm body against hers.

Eventually the girl released her and went to hug Birgitte who stoically endured the gesture, tentatively patting the girl on the back before freeing herself. “I’m Silvia!” the girl said, and both Birgitte and Ingelise greeted her. The other girls in the room smiled at them and went back to their lunch.

“So, um, what’s good here?” Ingelise asked Silvia, Birgitte eyeing the food on the plates of the girls.

“Ooh,” Silvia said. “I really like the meatballs, but today they have pizza!”

“Pizza sounds good,” Ingelise said.

“Looks good too,” Birgitte said, and with Marta’s encouragement, the two girls took trays and plates, and helped themselves to the pies that were laid out on a lunch counter. Glasses of Solo complemented their lunch selection, the bright, orange-flavored drink being their favorite.

“Hi,” Birgitte said to the girl next to her as she sat down to eat. The girl turned and smiled.

“Hei,” she replied. “I’m Inge.”

“Birgitte.”

“Ya, I know. So, you think you want to be milked, eh?” The girl looked at Birgitte’s breasts that were heavy with milk at this point. “You look like you could use it!”

“Yeah, it’s been a struggle to deal with these! How do you handle it?”

“Oh, we get milked about 6 times a day, you know?” the girl replied as she took another bite of her pizza. Herring and arugula, Birgitte noted. Nice.

“Wow, that’s a lot, right?” Birgitte replied. “Do your nipples get sore or anything?”

“Nipples? No,” the girl assured her. “There’s a nice cream they give you to help with chafing from the suction cups, but it’s not like when a baby clamps down on you or anything.”

“Oh, do you have a baby?” Ingelise asked, from Brigitte’s other side.

“No, I just hear from others what it’s like, and this is…different.” She chuckled to herself for a moment.

“How long have you been here?” Birgitte asked, taking a bite of her own pizza. Cod and honey. Very nice.

“I’ve been here since they started this place, about two months.”

“Oh, so it’s quite new,” Ingelise exclaimed.

“Ya, it’s pretty new. A lifesaver for me, though. I had a hard time getting a job, let me tell you.”

“I hear you,” Birgitte said. “Say,” she whispered, bending closer to the girl. “Have you had to go to that punishment room? Has anyone?”

“Oh, yeah!” Inge said. “Everyone goes there eventually. You’ll be there soon enough.”


Chapter 9: Production

“Um, what?” Ingelise asked, halfway through a bite of her pizza.




“Oh, don’t worry about it,” Inge said, brushing it off.

Just then, another girl across the table shyly asked Birgitte in a barely audible voice, “Do you like SweetBerry?”

“Huh?” Birgitte asked.

“SweetBerry? I like Tytte best,” the girl half-whispered, looking down at her plate.

“Oh, the band? Yeah, I like them,” Birgitte said. “I’m a Motle girl, myself. And Ingelise likes Hvite.”

“Cloudberry and White Strawberry? Those are nice,” the girl said. “Tytte is Lingonberry, my favorite type of jam.”

“That’s Nora,” Inge said. “She’s relatively new here.”

“Is that…is that Lingonberry jam on your pizza?” Ingelise asked.

“Yeah,” the girl whispered. “Makes it much better.”

Before Ingelise or Birgitte could get much further into the conversation, another woman came into the dining room and rang a little bell.

“Attention girls! Next milking session in ten minutes. Please get ready.”

“That’s Frida, she runs the production room,” Inge explained. “We should get done with lunch. If you’re late you’re definitely going to punishment.”

The girls all quickly finished their food and returned their trays to the counter after carefully separating recycling from trash and compost. They all filed out of the dining room and walked over to the production hall where Frida directed the girls to their places on the benches. Ingelise and Birgitte sat down where they were directed to and sat there waiting as Frida went down the line, securing cuffs to each girl’s ankle, the short chain running to a ring secured to the floor by each seat.

Ingelise looked down as the cuff snapped closed around her ankle and she drew in her breath. The idea of being secured in place was foreign to her and it gave her a momentary twinge of anxiety. She moved her ankle, listening to the chain rattle against the wooden floor and then looked up as the girl next to her had her suction cups attached by Frida. They made a brief slurping sound as they latched onto the girl’s breasts and Ingelise saw how the nipple was pulled into the clear cup. The girl bit her lip and her hands, clasped on top of her thighs, briefly clenched.

As Ingelise watched, she saw milk start to squirt out of the girl’s nipples and started when she saw Frida step in front of her, holding Ingelise’s own cups in front of her, looking at her expectantly.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“I guess,” Ingelise answered somewhat tentatively.

“It will be alright,” Frida said, looking intently at the nervous girl. “I know that you’re nervous, and that’s okay. Many girls are nervous their first time here. But you’ll feel better when all that milk gets pumped out of you.”

Frida gently cupped Ingelise’s left breast. “Look how heavy it is! It must be uncomfortable at this point, right?”

“Yeah, I guess,” Ingelise said, quietly. “I feel like I’m going to tip over,” she giggled.

“There you go! Let’s take care of that.” And Frida gently placed the first cup on Ingelise’s left breast, Frida still holding it up, the nipple sticking straight out, and Ingelise watched as the cup engulfed the nipple and areola and sucked the flesh of her breast in with a gentle but firm suction that caused her to bite her lip. It felt pretty good.

Frida reached over and placed the other cup on her right breast and as Ingelise looked on in wonder, she could see milk starting to squirt out, first from the left then the right, alternating from one to the other. The white liquid filled the clear tubes that ascended to the silver, cylindrical apparatus hanging from the ceiling by long chains, and Ingelise followed the bubbles as they traveled the tubes and closed her eyes briefly, feeling the pleasure of her breasts being milked.

“Ooh! That tickles!” Birgitte exclaimed, and Ingelise turned to look at her, to see that she was squirming as Frida placed a suction cup over her breast.

“Hold still,” Frida said as she grasped Birgitte’s other breast and placed the cup over it. “There!”

Birgitte raised her hands to cup her breasts from below, jiggling them softly and staring at the cups as they filled with the milk squirting out of her nipples, coating the inside of the clear plastic with her milk. The two girls turned to each other and smiled shyly.

“So, here we are,” Birgitte joked.

“Yes, here we are,” Ingelise replied, her head swirling somewhat. It had been one thing to contemplate the possibility of being milked in this facility. It had been a big turn-on for her, and the promised renumeration didn’t hurt either. But to actually be here, chained to the bench by her ankle and having her breasts connected to an automated milking machine, as if she was a human cow. That hit her as almost absurd.

Looking over to see that Frida had moved on to the next girl in line, she whispered to Birgitte, “I really can’t believe we’re doing this!”

“I know, right?” Birgitte whispered back. “Um, are you okay? Do you still want to do this?”

“I guess I do,” she replied. “We’ll see how we feel later. Do you have second thoughts?”

“No,” Birgitte said, biting her lip. “I kinda like it.”

“Yeah, me too,” Ingelise confessed.

Birgitte turned to the girl to her right, who had just been finished hooking up to her milking machine. “Hei, um, do we get to…be with boys anytime soon?”

“Boys?” the girl, a pretty brunette with big, full breasts and a rather prominent, unruly bush asked, looking a bit distracted. Ingelise, leaning over, could see that the girl’s nipples were rather puffy by nature and were filling almost the entire cup, as milk squirted from them.

“Yeah,” Birgitte persisted. “Boys. Do we get to…be with them? Soon? I’m kind of horny,” she explained.

“Oh! Yeah, not right now. Usually that happens during one of the mid-afternoon milking sessions.”

“Ah, yeah? Wait, so…how many times do we get milked?” Ingelise asked.

The brunette leaned over and waved hello. “Ya, we get milked about 6 times, usually. Unless we get called to punishment.”

“Is that something that happens a lot?” Birgitte asked, wide-eyed.

“Depends,” the girl smiled enigmatically and turned away. In typical Nordic fashion she had reached the limits of her desire to converse with a relative stranger and had switched to inner-contemplation mode. Both Ingelise and Birgitte could respect that.

Being great friends, however, meant that the two girls felt no qualms about continuing to chat amongst themselves.

“I’m getting a little bored,” Birgitte complained, a slight whine entering her voice.

“Ya, I hear you,” Ingelise said. She looked around to note that other girls had ebook readers that they were enjoying, while one or two were busy knitting.

“What do you think that girl’s knitting?” Ingelise whispered to Birgitte, directing her eyes to one of the girls facing them on the other bench, off to their right.

“It’s so long and thin,” Birgitte whispered, squinting at the woolen garment that was hanging off the knitting needles of a particularly stocky blonde with medium size breasts. The girl had to hold her knitting out in front of her to be able to see what she was doing.

“I have no idea. It can’t be something one wears,” Ingelise replied.

“It’s a cock-warmer,” the girl sitting next to Ingelise interjected.

“Huh?”

“A cock-warmer. She knits them for the boys,” came the reply, and the girl turned back to her own pursuits, which appeared to be making some sort of bracelet out of many colored strings. She was using the tops of her prominent breasts as a shelf of sorts. A crafts table of her own flesh, as it were.

Ingelise and Birgitte stared at each other. Apparently, there were many things they needed to learn about life here. Also, they needed to pick up a hobby because this was getting to be a bit tedious. Luckily it didn’t take too much longer before their breasts began to tap out and the cups, with a sad little sucking sound, popped of first Ingelise’s then Birgitte’s breasts, and as the last drops of milk travelled up the tubes and into the overhead contraption, they soon shut off with a beep.

As the girls massaged their aching nipples, Marta came around and freed them from their restraints and the girls stood up and followed each other out of the production hall and into the room with the cells where one by one each pair of girls was secured into their respective quarters.

Ingelise, much to their dismay, was not put into the same cell as Birgitte, but they were next to each other. Each had to share with a girl, though, and both were put out by this, as they had assumed that they would both be in the same cell. Being naturally somewhat shy and introverted, they turned to their respective roommates and forced a smile.

“Hi,” Ingelise said to her roommate, a green-eyed redhead with freckles, medium sized, perky breasts, and a well-trimmed reddish-blonde bush that did not conceal her cleft and the pink lips that peeked out from her lower flesh.

“Hi,” the girl replied, beaming and sticking out her hand. She had an accent that Ingelise couldn’t quite place, although she guessed it might be Irish, what with the fair skin. “I’m Aoife,” the girl said.

“Um, hi…ee-fa?” Ingelise replied, pretty sure she had butchered the name. “I’m Ingelise.”

“You’re Norwegian, right? I could tell, what with the accent,” the girl said, very chipper and full of life. “I guess it’s not really an accent, right? What with you being from here and all, I suppose. Ha, there’s me talking too much again, my former roomie said I talked a bit much, for her at any rate. But then she was a bit quiet for my taste. Do you reckon I talk too much? You Norwegians are a bit in your silence, I suppose it’s a cultural thing. We would call it Bí i do thost, have you ever heard that expression? Doesn’t really translate well in Norwegian, I reckon, although you’d think you’d have a thousand words for silence, right?” The girl giggled. “If you want, you can always just tell me to wind my neck in, I won’t mind, honest!”

Ingelise took a deep breath. This was going to be a lot harder than she had anticipated. Still, it was quite admirable that the girl was able to rattle on in quite passable Norwegian, which was not an easy language for foreigners to learn.

“Um, I don’t mind,” Ingelise lied, and she glanced quickly over to where Birgitte was going through her own social ordeal, as she could see through the bars that separated their cages.

“…and feel free to ask me anything about life here, I’m more than happy to prattle on,” the girl was saying.

“Um, no thanks,” Ingelise started. “Oh, wait, I guess I do have some questions,” she amended.

“Ooh, fire away,” Aoife enthused. “But first, come and have a seat, she said, patting the lower bunk beside her as she sat down. Ingelise came over and sat to her left, crossing her legs and wrapping her hands around her knee.

“I keep hearing about punishment, but I’m not really clear what the rules are here. I don’t want to get punished,” Ingelise said.

“Oh,” the girl said, bouncing slightly, her breasts jiggling appropriately. “Well, the main rule is just to do as we’re told, really. They seem to care a great deal that we show up for our milking without fuss, and they really care that we…you know?”

“No?”

“Uh,” and here the redhead started to blush prettily, her fair features turning a surprisingly dark shade of pink, both her face and even the upper part of her chest. “You know? Um, sex…” she whispered the last word as if the inquisition would jump out at them from between the bars to haul them off to torture, for even thinking the word. Ingelise even looked around herself, momentarily paranoid that someone was taking note of their naughty conversation.

She shook it off. This was not something to be embarrassed about. “You mean, they care that we have sex with the boys here, right?”

“Yes,” the girl whispered, blushing even more.

“Do you not want to?” Ingelise asked.

“Oh, no! I really do! I guess…I was just brought up thinking it was bad, that’s all,” Aoife said, looking down on her hands as they nervously played with each other. “But,” and here she perked up and was quickly her previous, chipper self. “I’ve learned a lot about myself here, and I really do like it. Anyway, if you refuse, you get punished.”

“Doesn’t that seem a bit wrong?” Ingelise asked.

“Uh, I guess? It seemed to make more sense when Marta explained it to us.”

“Oh, yes, therapeutic chastisement,” Ingelise said. “I remember Marta saying something about that. We can have sex or do chastisement.”

“Yes! That’s it!” Aoife said. “Sounds better than punishment in any case.” She giggled.

“So you’ve done it?”

“Done what? Sex?” the girl asked, blushing again.

“No, punishment,” Ingelise clarified.

“Oh, yes! Everyone does. There’s really no escape from it.”


Chapter 10: Boys

“So, why does everyone keep saying that?” Ingelise asked her new roommate.




“Say what?”

“That everyone gets punished? Like, everyone here breaks the rules? Is that it?” Ingelise asked, skeptically.

“Well, it’s a bit complicated,” Aoife began. “You see, there are a lot of rules here, and you all seem to be very fond of them and pretty good at following them. Me, not so much,” she said, blushing a bit. “I’m a bit naughty by nature.”

Ingelise smiled at her. She was beginning to like this girl.

“But it’s not just that. The thing is, I think that the management here really wants to subject their producers—that’s us, by the way…”

“Yes, I got that,” Ingelise replied, patiently.

“Yeah, anyway, they want to subject us to corporeal punishment. I suspect they think it makes us better at producing milk. Therapeutic chastisement, remember?”

“Yes, I do. So punishment makes girls better at producing milk?” Ingelise asked, incredulously. “That sounds like pseudo-science.”

“Well, it’s what they believe here, and it’s not really so bad. You’ll see.”

With that enigmatic statement, Aoife turned to Ingelise and whispered, “So, do you want to make out?”

“What?” Ingelise blurted out.

“Like, do you want to kiss? Maybe a little more?” Aoife smiled shyly.

“Is that…is that allowed?”

“Yes,” she whispered back. “All the girls do it. It’s kind of encouraged too. But,” she clarified, “you still need to be willing to have sex with the boys.”

Ingelise looked at Aoife’s body, not sure how blatant she wanted to be about it, but curious now. She hadn’t really thought about this aspect of things. She wasn’t necessarily adverse to it, and had been mildly curious when she was younger, but now, sitting next to a pretty woman like Aoife, she suddenly got shy.

“I…maybe? But I’m kind of overwhelmed right now with all the new things here. And maybe, we can think about it later sometime?”

“Sure, no pressure,” Aoife replied amicably. “They’re going to get us for our next milking session soon anyway, and they’ll probably bring some boys over.”

“And by that you mean…”

“Yup!” Aoife giggled, and Ingelise giggled as well, and perhaps her nipples firmed up a bit, and maybe her center moistened a bit as well. This first day at work was quite a bit different from any other job she had ever taken!

~ ~ ~

And so it was that in less than an hour, as Ingelise was resting in her bunk, the top one in the bunkbed she shared with Aoife, Frida came for them again, and the girls all filed out in a nice, neat row behind the woman as they entered the production hall again. Marta was there to help with setting the girls up and it quickly became clear to Ingelise and Birgitte that this was going to be different.

This time, the girls were asked to bend over the center benches, which had been outfitted with cushions across their center dividers. Ingelise bent over, her knees on the bench seat and her arms over the side, feeling Frida secure her ankles with cuffs and chains, while Marta was working the side where Ingelise’s head was now, further down the line. Birgitte was next to her, but facing the other way, so that all Ingelise could see of her friend was the girl’s bottom to her left side.

Marta eventually made it to them, securing Birgitte’s ankles in the cuffs, and then securing Ingelise’s wrists in her own cuffs, moving quickly on to the next girl down the line until everyone was secured. To either side of her were pretty, pert female bottoms and Ingelise wondered at that. She guessed that this might be a more compact way of arranging the girls, although there was plenty of space. As Ingelise puzzled over this, Marta came back around and attached the milking cups to her breasts.

Ingelise sighed in relief. In the short time after the previous milking session, her breasts had already started to swell up again, filled with milk, some drops even running out of her nipples without her doing anything to encourage it. Milk started to squirt out of her nipples in earnest, the gentle, persistent tugging of the suction cups serving almost to massage her aching nipples, the feeling quickly becoming something that Ingelise found very erotic. It was almost primitive in its intensity. A primal feeling that struck Ingelise to her core, as she felt the blood rush down to her female lips, engorging them, making her clitoris tingle with need.

As she luxuriated in the feeling, she could hear a door open, and a set of very distinctively male voices echoed in the hall, accompanied by the sound of chains scraping the floor. Ingelise started, looking up from the floor in front of her where she had been training her eyes, and what she saw made her heart skip a beat. A very burly, hunky man with a soft, blonde beard, long blonde hair tied back in a knot, and tattoos covering his chest stepped up to her, his cock free and erect, swinging slightly in front of Ingelise’s wide eyes.

She tore her eyes away from the bulging head of his cock to look up at his chest, taut with muscle and covered in a fine, light fuzz of hair. He was smiling down at her and when he saw her looking up at him he laughed gently, happily.

“Ah, one of the new girls!” he exclaimed, his voice filled with both mirth and pleasure. “Look at you, so pretty!”

“Um, hi?” she said softly.

“And she talks!” he exclaimed, his demeanor more ancient viking than modern Norwegian man. Ingelise could sense a lust for life in this man, and she found it infectious.

“What’s your name?” she asked boldly, as his eyes caressed her face and breasts.

“Svedolf!” he proclaimed. “Svedolf Øleson! Son of—”

“Oh, give it a rest,” a voice, also male, interrupted and Ingelise turned to see another boy, also covered in tattoos standing in front of another girl, to her side, also facing the same way. “Excuse him,” the boy said, addressing her. “He takes his ancestry just a little bit too seriously. He just started watching the show ‘Vikingar’ and now he thinks he’s the big bad.”

“Well then, what’s your name?” she asked, feeling even more bold. She was starting to like these strange, brash young men.

“Ingvar Axebeard,” the boy asserted, then broke down in laughter, his laugh booming through the hall.

Svedolf looked down on Ingelise with an indulgent grin. “He likes the show too!”

“I see—” Ingelise started saying, before a clapping sounded out to the side of the room and Marta’s voice rang out.

“Okay girls! Is there anyone here who would not like to participate in our production enhancement program?”

“Enhancement program?” Ingelise whispered to Svedolf.

“She means sex,” he said, winking at her. “Do you object to being fucked?”

“Oh, um, no, I guess not?” she said, blushing as she stared at his cock as it hung in front of her face.

“No one?” Marta called out again. “Okay, so you know the program. Oral first, then shift to your left, boys.”

Shift to your left? Ingelise pondered that one as Svedolf moved forward, the sound of chains jingling distracting her momentarily. She noted that Svedolf kept his arms behind his back. Was he secured? Handcuffed? Were his feet chained together? The sudden feel of warm flesh against her lips jolted her out of her reverie and she instinctively opened her mouth, then stuck her tongue out to caress the underside of the large member that was steadily making its way into her mouth.

For a brief moment she panicked, as the penis continued its way into her, threatening to hit the back of her throat, until she remembered that she could still move somewhat, and she pulled back a bit and Svedolf got the message. He pulled gently back and closed his eyes in concentration, slowly pushing forward a tiny bit and Ingelise decided that she would control the situation, so she wrapped her lips tightly around his shaft and began moving back and forth, rolling her tongue around him before pulling back a bit further and licking the front of his head.

He moaned in appreciation and she moved forward again, setting up a good pace, wondering at herself, for she was not usually so forward. But this was a strange environment, and rather than cause her to retreat into herself, she found that it gave her strength. Indeed, the other girls here had no trouble either, judging by the loud sucking and moaning sounds that were emitted by those assembled here.

Just as Ingelise was really getting into it, Marta’s voice rang out again. “Now switch!” she exclaimed, and Svedolf backed away, his eyes opened and looking down on her with regret.

“I’ll see you on the other side sometime, okay?” he said, and Ingelise wondered at that. Was he talking about the afterlife? Was this some weird Viking cosplay bullshit? But when he, cock swinging free of her hungry mouth, stepped to his left—her right—and positioned himself at the rear chamber of the girl directly next to her, she understood. One day, soon hopefully, he would be standing behind her, ready to penetrate her hole and she felt certain that she would welcome that when the time came.

With a start, she realized that there was someone at her own rear, and that did indeed seem logical, and she realized why the girls were all arrayed like this—so the boys could be serviced orally by one girl and then shuffle over to their side to access the rear chamber of another girl. She felt the head of a penis touching the entrance to her female hole, parting her lips and pushing inside. She moaned and arched her back as best she could, to angle her hole in an attempt to ease his passage, whomever he might be.

Looking to her left, she could see another male, slim and athletic, skin pale and free of tattoos, entering her friend Birgitte’s sex, his sparse, brown pubic hair jutting out from around the base of his shaft as he thrust, and Birgitte’s bottom shook with the sensations he was causing the heaving girl. Looking more closely, Ingelise could see that he was indeed handcuffed behind his back and thick shackles encircled both of his skinny ankles, a chain about a half of a meter long between the two steel cuffs.

Were these boys prisoners here? She knew they were kept in cells separate from the girls, but the girls were not kept in such strict restraints, except when secured to the benches for milking. She marveled at the strange rules of this place. And then she gasped and began lurching forward as the anonymous male behind her began to thrust in earnest. She could hear the sharp intake of breath and rhythmic grunting that emitted from both sexes as they labored at their tasks, the girls perhaps more vigorously as the suckling at their teats served to stimulate them as well, and the submissive manner in which they were restrained caused more than one of them to clench her tunnel tightly, feeling that the intrusion within her body was not without significant erotic overtones that went well beyond the obvious meeting of flesh, and the desperate thrusting of shaft within its corresponding sheath.

Ingelise started gasping with the sheer dirtiness of it all, moving her wrists slightly to hear the strangely reassuring sound of her chain rattling against the bench she was secured to. She was chained here, she murmured to herself. She was chained…chained here and her tits were being milked! She wiggled her torso experimentally, watching through lidded eyes as her heavy breasts swung from side to side, the cups fastened to her swollen nipples tugging at her as the tubing carried her production up to the ceiling mounted collection device and Ingelise closed her eyes again and let out a deep, heartfelt moan of sheer lust. She clenched her chamber, unable to help herself, and felt the shaft within her throbbing as the owner of said shaft cried out in triumph—or was it agony? Ingelise could not tell—and soon enough he spurted within her and Ingelise cried out her own tale, one as old as the human race, as she shuddered and convulsed and her legs shook and her arms weakened and gave way.

Spent, she slumped down, the cups on her breasts tugging at her nipples, pulling them up slightly as the suction kept her attached to the machinery that had embraced her and the others here so thoroughly.

“Stay within your girl as long as you can,” Marta’s voice rang out, and Ingelise, through her haze, could feel the softening member still within her, and she breathed heavily. Another strange and mysterious rule that made no sense to her. Why they insisted on regular sexual congress here and why it was done in such a regimented way was beyond her, but right now she was happy.


Chapter 11: Birgitte's Punishment

After a few minutes the boys were given permission to retreat from the girls that they were still gamely penetrating, many with softening members, some with shafts that grew strong again, nurtured by the warm, wet embrace of the girls they were embedded within. But regardless of the wishes of either boy or girl, the time for coupling had passed and so the girls were left bereft and many waved goodbye as best they could, their wrists chained to the bench they were bent over.

Ingelise in particular looked longingly at Svedolf as he shuffled off, smiling back at her and winking. As she stayed there, bent over and contemplating life, she glanced to her left to find that the bench beneath Birgitte’s rear end was growing wet with semen dripping out of her chamber. She imagined that the same was happening to her back there, as she could feel the essence of whomever had enjoyed her slowly slipping out of her, some of it running down the inside of her thigh.

Is that why the boys had been ordered to remain within their respective girl? To keep their semen within the girl? But why?

“Well done, girls!” came the gentle voice of Frida. “I think everyone has produced their share for now. Off to your rooms for some rest.”

And with that, quick work was done to free the girls from their milking cups and their restraints, and with the occasional groan sounding out in the great hall, the girls all got up and some stretched, some rubbed their bellies, many massaged their aching nipples and hefted their breasts, testing them perhaps, to see if they were still full.

Ingelise turned to look at Birgitte, cocking an eyebrow at her to see how she was doing. Thankfully, and perhaps not that surprisingly, Birgitte was all smiles.

“That was so incredibly hot,” the girl enthused. “Didn’t you think so?”

“Yeah,” Ingelise had to agree. “It was pretty good.”

“‘Pretty good,’ she says,” Birgitte mocked. “I’d say it was fantastic.” The two of them walked side by side towards their cells, breasts bouncing, and Ingelise felt somewhat self-conscious about the state of her inner thighs, which were slick with her and her sexual partner’s fluids. As soon as she got in her cell, she was determined to give herself a good scrubbing down there.

“Okay, so I’d agree that it was better than pretty good,” she conceded, smiling back at Birgitte, happy to see her friend happy and enthusiastic. But Birgitte generally was a cheery girl, full of energy and not afraid to try new things, especially if they concerned sex. Ingelise herself was rather a bit more reticent in such matters.

And so it was that Birgitte looked back at Ingelise and saw there a happy girl, and Birgitte’s heart swelled with joy for her friend. She knew that Ingelise was shy and introverted, and had been having trouble finding friends and, more importantly, lovers. Birgitte had seen from her perch on the milking bench how Ingelise’s bottom had writhed and thrust against the cock that worked her—belonging to a rather fetching young man with dark, brooding features, as Birgitte had noted approvingly—and she felt that this may have been one of the best things to have happened to her dear friend in quite some time.

What was disappointing to Birgitte was that Garm had been there, but far down the row, and had serviced another girl, not her! This was something she needed to figure out and soon, because she missed Garm and wanted to be with him again. Perhaps she could request him for next time? It was something she resolved to look into.

By the time Birgitte reached this conclusion they had arrived at the cell she shared with a rather bubbly and buxom girl named Nora. The two of them were swiftly let into their cell by Marta and locked in, Nora plopping down on her bunk and Birgitte going to the toilet, pulling the privacy curtain closed behind her while she did her business. The toilet had a bidet function which came in quite handy at times like these and Birgitte made good use of it. After flushing and washing her face she made her way back into the shared space to find Nora staring at her.

“Um, so…do you think maybe you’d like to fool around a bit later tonight?” the girl asked Birgitte, not at all shy about the request.

“Really?” Birgitte answered. She pondered the proposal. “You’re not satisfied with whomever was assigned to you?” she asked, somewhat jokingly.

“No, he was fine,” the girl replied, serious. “It’s just…sometimes I like a girl’s touch, you know?”

“Sure, I get it,” Birgitte replied. Sometimes she thought she might want that too, and perhaps this would be a good opportunity to try. “Say, can you explain some things to me?”

“Ya, no problem,” the girl replied, sitting back on her bed, propped up by pillows as she idly played with her nipples.

“The boys…do we get to be with them more times?” Birgitte started, hesitantly. “Like, is it often?”

The girl giggled. “So you really liked it, eh? Well, it’s usually once a day, during the second after-lunch milking session. I’ve never really seen it where they come by more than once a day.”

“Ah,” Birgitte replied, somewhat disappointed. “Okay, so…can we request a particular boy?” This was the thing she was most interested in, and she bit her lower lip and wrung her hands together in front of her as she hoped for a good answer from Nora.

“Oh! You have a favorite already?” she giggled again as she lay there, idly lifting one knee and pulling absentmindedly at her pubic hair, sparse as it was. She let go and quickly sat up, swinging her legs over the edge of her bunk and leaned forward. “Who is it? Tell me!” she pleaded, bounding excitedly on the mattress, causing her breasts to bob up and down.

“Um, well, it’s this guy I met on the tour. Do you know him? His name is Garm?”

“Oooh! Garm’s dreamy!” Nora enthused. “You know, I never actually know who’s behind me, so I don’t know if he’s been in me yet, but I know I’ve never had the pleasure of having him in front of me. I’ve seen his work, though,” she giggled again. “I can see why you might be interested!”

“Ya, thanks,” Birgitte said. “But can one request a particular boy?” she pressed.

“Ya, sure. You can try,” Nora replied, laying back down again. “You just ask Marta or Frida and they’ll sometimes do it for you if they remember.”

And that answer would have to satisfy Birgitte for the moment, as the rest of the day passed rather quickly. Birgitte and Nora hung out in their respective bunks until they were summoned for two more milking sessions, one before and one after dinner.

Dinner itself was a pleasant affair, with more of the girls there warming up to the newcomers and chatting idly about life in this enclosed facility, and more than one girl asking about news from the outside. After their last milking of the day, which was starting to make Birgitte’s nipples a little sore, the girls were all locked away for the night and after brushing their teeth, the lights soon went out.

It was then that Birgitte heard a whispered “Hei” from below. She leaned over and whispered back, “Ya?”

“It’s me! Nora,” came the whispered and quite unnecessary reply. “Hey, do you want to…”

“Oh! Yeah, sure,” Birgitte replied. “Should I…”

“If you don’t mind? I kind of don’t like heights,” Nora whispered back, and Birgitte climbed down from her upper berth and felt her way into Nora’s small bed where the two girls groped and giggled their way through some kissing and then decided to switch positions so that Birgitte would straddle Nora and work the girl’s sex from above and Nora would lie on her back and work on Birgitte’s intimates as they were lowered to her face. A brief squeak reminded Birgitte of the importance of remembering where the girl’s hair was when moving around on her knees, but they soon got into position and began licking and sucking on each other’s flesh, Birgitte doing a passable job of lapping away and pressing her tongue into Nora’s very wet slot. Her reward was a shuddering orgasm, forced out of her by Nora’s very talented and determined efforts.

After Nora had come as well, the two girls rearranged themselves to lie side by side and Birgitte kissed the girl.

“How can you stand it to have to wait until morning to get milked?” Birgitte asked.

“Are your breasts feeling full again?”

“Yeah, what about you?”

“Ya, they feel pretty full by morning. But we just endure. They usually milk us first thing, then we have breakfast,” Nora explained.

“Do you think maybe…you could drink some?” Birgitte asked shyly.

“Oooh, that’s a no-no! They don’t want us to do that.”

“Why not?” Birgitte protested. “Just a little sip? Come on, let me try! I’ve always wanted to see what the fuss is all about!”

“Shh!” Nora whispered urgently. “If they catch you, it’s instant punishment!”

Birgitte looked around quickly, then whispered in Nora’s ear. “Come on, who’s going to know? I just want to try, okay? Just a little sip?”

“Um, okay, I guess. But be quick about it,” Nora said and hefted one breast closer to Birgitte, biting her lip as Birgitte leaned down and pulled the proffered nipple into her mouth, sucking on it.

Birgitte’s eyes opened wide as the warm milk squirted into her mouth and she continued sucking greedily. This stuff was good, and she hadn’t realized how thirsty she was.

“Okay! Um, I think that’s good?” Nora whispered nervously.

Birgitte pulled away with a slurp and smiled over at the girl. “Thanks for that. You should try it sometime. Quite good!”

“Yeah?” the girl giggled. “Maybe someday.”

And with that the two girls went to bed for the night, Birgitte back in her own bed, and she slept deeply, with no dreams that she could remember when the lights came back on in the morning and the day started again—the first full day for Ingelise and Birgitte.

The daily routine started to make itself known to the two new girls, as everyone filed into the production hall after taking care of their morning business in their cells, and after a very welcome milking, sorely needed with the girls’ breasts being uniformly swollen with milk, they settled down to breakfast, which was a selection of very healthy grains and fruits as well as more indulgent waffles with Lingonberry jam.

It was on her way back to the cell she shared with Nora that Birgitte learned that this would not be a normal day for her. Marta came up behind her, tapping her on the shoulder and said, “Birgitte? A word with you, please?”

“Oh? Ya sure,” Birgitte said, exchanging a glance with Nora and Ingelise, and somewhat disturbed to see that Nora had turned completely pale. As Marta marched away, Birgitte shrugged her shoulders and turned to follow the woman. Her apprehension grew as it became apparent they were headed to the punishment room.

“Is there…is there something wrong?” Birgitte asked in a halting voice as Marta ushered her into the punishment room and then closed and locked the door behind them.

“Yes, I would say so,” the woman said, standing there with her hands on her hips, staring at Birgitte. “I believe that it has been made clear to you, or it should have been, that you are not to take milk from another girl. Did Nora not tell you that? Do we have to bring her in here too?”

“Oh! Um, sorry. Nora did say that, yes,” Birgitte stammered. “It’s not her fault, honestly. She said not to do it, but I really didn’t think it was a big deal. I just had a little sip, just for fun!”

“Well, we can’t have such things! If girls take from each other, then they won’t have as much in the morning, which is our most productive time. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” the girl said, contritely. “I won’t do it again.”

“Yes, you will find that the punishment will be quite a bit more severe if you do it again. But now, since you admitted it freely and it’s your first time, I will be a little more lenient,” Marta intoned.

“Oh, thank you!” Birgitte said, making as if to leave.

“Please step up to the rope there,” Marta said, pointing to the corner of the room where a rope hung from a pulley set in the ceiling.

“What?”

“Please stand over there and I’ll get you hung up for a few swats,” Marta said, looking a bit impatient.

“You’re going to hang me?”

“By the wrists. Don’t worry, it’s not that bad,” she said as she guided Birgitte over with a hand on her lower back. “The sooner you comply, the sooner this will be over with and we can get on with the rest of the day.”

Numb with the incongruity of what was happening, Birgitte walked slowly over to the corner and stood there, naked and starting to tremble as Marta lowered the rope and asked for Birgitte to raise her hands towards her.

She did so and watched as Marta wound the rope several times around each wrist, then tied it in the middle, testing the heft of the knot before stepping to a crank and winding it. As she did so, Birgitte’s arms started to raise and it was then that the girl started thinking about running, but it was too late and she stood there, arms raised and the weight of her body starting to stretch her and producing a dull and growing pain in her arms and shoulders.

“Wait,” she squeaked out. “It hurts! Please, this is crazy!”

“Now, now. It’s really not so bad!” Marta said as she secured the crank and went off to a pegboard where Birgitte could see her pick out a long, flexible strap. Marta came over to her and put one hand on Birgitte’s side, steadying her as the girl swung lightly, only the tips of her toes touching the ground.

“Please! Let me down! I swear I won’t do it again!” Birgitte pleaded. She felt Marta step back and heard a swishing sound and, with a crack that echoed throughout the small room, the strap smacked across her buttocks, and she squealed out in shock.


Chapter 12: The Inspection

“Ow OW Owwie!” Birgitte cried out as Marta lay one smack after another on Birgitte’s bottom. Birgitte clenched her buttocks and pedaling her feet in the air, her body swinging back and forth. A brief pause allowed Birgitte to reach for the ground again with her toes, her heart racing as the tip of her big toe brushed the ground before swinging away again, and she curse out loud and finally managed to stabilize herself before she heard the telltale sound of the strap headed her way again.

“Eeeek!” Birgitte shrieked out, more in outrage than pain, however. The burn in her bottom was becoming more and more of an issue, but what bothered her most was the indignity of being punished in this way, more so than any of the other strange things that she was forced to put up with in this strange place. Being nude all the time, being chained to the milking bench. Being milked, for that matter. Having something that her body produced being extracted from her by a machine and taken away from her. Sold—to whom? Where?—somehow. Sex in a room with so many others—what a strange, strange experience. But overall, it was fun! It was exciting, and it touched a special part of Birgitte that had always been there—a kink that was central to her being.

But being subject to corporal punishment like this was a shock.

Marta stepped back, finished with chastising Birgitte and set the strap back on the pegboard. Birgitte sighed in relief.

“Is this even legal?” she huffed, squirming her bottom to try and work through the lingering pain.

“Of course,” Marta said, coming back to the crank, where she began to lower the girl, slowly relieving the pain in Birgitte’s arms. “All of this is government sanctioned. We have a permit, of course. Do you want to see it? It’s in my office.”

“Um, no, that’s okay,” Birgitte said as she finally stood fully on her feet and lowered her bound hands to her middle. She wanted nothing more than to get back to her bed where she could rest from this ordeal. Marta came over and untied her wrists and Birgitte rubbed them, glaring sullenly at Marta.

“Okay, then. Look,” the woman said to Birgitte. “We have rules, you broke one, and you paid the price for it. Now, it is as if you never did it, alright? We don’t carry grudges here. You will not be looked at more closely now, nobody will be suspicious of you. We don’t assume that you will be naughtier than any of the other girls.” She looked at Birgitte and cocked an eyebrow. “But that also means that you don’t carry a grudge against us. We’re all just doing our jobs.”

“Fine,” Birgitte conceded. But she wasn’t really sure she could just simply forget what had happened here. She followed Marta back to the cells, rubbing her bottom and blushing a bit, hoping the other girls wouldn’t laugh at her for having been spanked. As soon as she was secured back in her cell with Nora, the girl bounced over to her and gave her a big hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“I’m sorry they got you,” Nora whispered in Birgitte’s ear. “I was afraid that might happen!”

“It’s okay,” Birgitte said, moving to the toilet where she closed the curtain and relieved herself.

“Was it bad?” Nora asked her through the curtain.

“No,” Birgitte replied curtly, wishing to not dwell on her punishment. “Just a few spanks and a warning.”

“Oh, good,” Nora said and Birgitte could hear the girl plopping down on her bed. “I usually cry myself to sleep,” she said as she idly played with her hair. “But I’m a bit of a cry-baby,” she giggled. “I’m fine after that. They really don’t go nuts on anyone’s bottom, to be honest.”

Birgitte finished up, washed her hands and face, then came out and climbed up to her own bed where she lay for a moment, indulging in a bit of a sulk. She glanced over between the bars into the neighboring cell where Ingelise was lying in her bunk. She waved over when she saw Birgitte looking over and blew a little kiss across the way, which made Birgitte smile.

Ingelise looked over at Birgitte, happy to see the girl smile. She knew that she had been hauled off to punishment. Her roommate Aoife had filled her in on what the rumors were and what she expected would happen to Birgitte. Ingelise had lain there the whole time with a stomachache, feeling terrible for getting her friend into a situation where such a thing could happen. The truth, however, was a bit more complicated. Ever since the great collapse of the economy and the resultant tightening of government controls on society there had been a movement towards corporeal discipline and tolerance for imposing control over employees and even schoolchildren. Ingelise had experience some of that with her other friend Amelia who had been spanked by the principal along with some other girls in her class.

The whole way this company ran was another example. Before the government had permitted and even encouraged the use of restraints within certain industries this would never have been a thing: to impose nudity on both the men and women working here and restrain them, even locking them in cages. But these days it wasn’t unheard of, and Ingelise and the other girls here accepted it as a necessary price to pay to earn food and shelter and a good amount of money at the end of their contract.

The girls all made their way through the second milking of the day, another normal affair. But this time Ingelise had requested a set of knitting needles and yarn, and so had Birgitte, and while the girls sat there being milked, they chatted amicably and learned from the other girls how to knit what turned out to be penis cozies.

“Um, wait…what?” Ingelise blurted out when told.

“Yeah,” the girl next to her, Sophia, said. “We’re all making them as a present for the boys. We figured that their extremities might get cold when walking around all nude and stuff all the time, so this is something that might help them!”

“So that’s why they’re so long and narrow!” Birgitte exclaimed.

“Ya, we weren’t sure what kind of clothing that was,” Ingelise chimed in and giggled, picturing the boys walking around with these on. She really liked the pattern that Sophia was working on, so with some tips and guidelines she was soon knitting her own cozy.

During lunch—open-face sandwiches with a selection of herring and salmon, with dill and cucumbers—Marta came in with another woman in tow whom they had never seen. Marta clapped her hands to get everyone’s attention while the woman stood to the side, a slight smile on her face, more of indulgence than warmth. Ingelise immediately didn’t like this woman, and a chill went down her spine as Marta began introducing her.

“Girls, this is Lisabet Svensen, from the Ministry of Food Safety, Inspection and Interrogation division. Please give her a warm welcome.”

“Hello, Lisabet,” the girls all intoned. But many of the girls did not seem particularly pleased to see the woman here, and that made Ingelise all the more nervous. The woman nodded her head, acknowledging their greeting, but did not reply.

“Now, as many of you are aware, we regularly get inspected here to ensure that the milk we produce is of the highest quality and uncontaminated in any way,” Marta continued. “Oh—here’s one of our owners!”

Indeed, striding through the door into the dining room was a man, one of the ones Ingelise had served back in the Tumbling Norseman, and he was dressed just as ridiculously, with a giant Stetson hat, boots with jeans tucked in, and a buttoned shirt tucked in under a belt buckle so big and shiny that Ingelise had to suppress a laugh. For, printed on the front of the buckle, was the emblem of the Fjord Motor Company, an offshoot of the more famous parent company based in the USA.

“Howdy, folks!” he called out. “Don’t y’all let me interrupt y’all!”

“Yes, thank you, Mr. Smith,” Marta said. “Now, I was just saying—”

“Yup!” he interjected.

“That—”

“Go on,” he encouraged her as she became more visibly agitated.

“Lisabet will be leading an interrogation of a selected group of girls here to make sure our quality standards—”

“The highest in the world!” Mr. Smith interrupted again, leading Lisabet to lean over and glare at him. “Sorry,” he muttered, tipping his hat.

“Yes, undoubtedly,” Marta said, trying to keep things on track. “Anyway, the Ministry regularly inspects all the ingredients that are used to feed our girls, and the interrogations are really just a formality.” Lisabet nodded and stepped forward.

“Thank you Marta,” she said, glaring over at Mr. Smith who kept quiet. “Due to Norwegian personal autonomy and medical privacy laws, we are not permitted to run blood tests on you directly, and the milk you produce is required to be sent directly to distributors. It’s considered to be still part of you,” she said, rolling her eyes. “So the same medical privacy laws apply to your own produce.”

“Woo-wee! That sho’ is a dog-gone head-scratcher, I do declare!” Mr. Smith exclaimed, slapping the side of his jeans-clad leg.

“Yes,” Lisabet said, glaring at him again. “The government cares greatly about the privacy and bodily autonomy of its citizens,” she said, glancing over the naked girls seated at the dining tables. “That’s why we have to rely on two things: checking that everything that goes into a girl here is healthy and clean—”

“That’s the first thing, yup,” he interjected.

“Yes, the—”

“Second thing,”

“Thank you. Yes, the second thing is we make sure that no-one sneaks anything into the girl’s areas—”

“That’s why we keep y’all locked up! Ain’t just a freaky kink thing, y’all!” he interrupted again.

“Yes! Thank you! Now, the last thing is—”

“Well now, that makes three!”

Lisabet sighed. “Yes, thank you. The third thing we do is to do spot interrogations to make sure nothing untoward is happening.”

“Seems downright unneighborly to say y’all gonna do two things, then y’all do three!” he chided.

At this point both Lisabet and Marta were getting somewhat flushed in their faces and Marta’s foot was visibly tapping at the floor.

“I understand your concern, Mr. Smith,” Lisabet said. “But that’s the way it is, and so we will take one of the girls here and bring her in for questioning.”

“Shouldn’t take more than an hour or so,” Marta assured the girls, smiling blankly. “Since many of our longer-time girls have already gone through this, I thought it would be fairest to subject—I mean, sign-up—one of our new girls for this.”

Ingelise’s anxiety grew as she looked over to Birgitte, who was looking anxious as well. And soon enough the dreaded words came: “Since Birgitte has already had a session with me, I’m going to nominate Ingelise. She’s been here long enough to experience and see what goes on here, so she should be able to help you with everything you want to know,” she said to Lisabet.

The woman nodded back. “Yes, that’s fine. Just send her to the punishment room in proper restraints. I’ll have our chat with her there.”

And with that, the woman turned and marched out of the dining room, Mr. Smith following her, his boots sounding out on the floor, and Marta came over to Ingelise, looking down at her.

“Don’t worry,” she said to the girl. “Just tell her the truth and it won’t be too bad.”

Ingelise swallowed and nodded. The rest of lunch was a blur for the girl, who had completely lost her appetite. She knew what an interrogation meant these days, and the fact that it was taking place in the punishment room simply confirmed her worst fears. Soon enough Frida came for the girl, carrying a set of chains. Ingelise stood up as the other girls stared in sympathy and Frida beckoned for Ingelise to hold out her hands so they could be secured in cuffs, separated by about 30 centimeters of chain. Hanging off from the middle of that chain was a longer one connected to a set of shackles for her feet, and Frida knelt down to secure Ingelise’s ankles in the cuffs, standing up with a grunt to guide the girl by her upper arm out the dining room and down the hall to the punishment room.

Once inside Lisabet gestured to a wooden table that was taking up most of the middle of the floor. At each corner was a set of leather cuffs connected to rope running through a corresponding eyelet set into the tabletop. Ingelise was guided onto the table, hopping onto it with her bottom and shuffling backwards with help from the two women until Frida could secure the girl’s right ankle with the cuff, then releasing it from the chain to part her legs and do the same with the left ankle.

Now, Ingelise was gently lowered onto her back, Lisabet making sure her head was protected, and her arms were raised above her head, her right wrist secured, removed from the chain, and the same done with her left wrist. Frida left the room with the chains in her hands while Lisabet pulled on the ropes at each corner, stretching Ingelise out in an X shape, tightening and tying off the ropes until Ingelise could not move anymore and stared up at the ceiling.

“So, now I understand that this may be a little bit uncomfortable, so we will try to do this as quickly as possible,” the woman said.

“Ya, thank you,” Ingelise replied, suppressing the first sarcastic comment that had come to her.

“But first, we must calibrate your pain thresholds,” Lisabet said.

“I’m sorry. What?”

“Your pain thresholds. We must calibrate them. Otherwise, we won’t know how much to apply, of course.”

“Well, yes, I suppose. But…why do you need to apply it at all?”

“Apply what?”

“Uh…you said you would apply pain?” Ingelise replied curtly, talking being a bit difficult in this position.

“Oh, no. You misunderstood. We will apply interrogation techniques that are designed to elicit a heart-felt response.”

“Oh, okay,” Ingelise replied.

“And those techniques do, I confess, cause varying degrees of pain. But we need to know how much a certain technique affects you, so we’ll calibrate your pain thresholds.”

Ingelise sighed.

“The good news is we won’t touch your breasts in any way. Due to the sensitivity of the whole milk production thing.”

“Yes, but…” Ingelise prodded.

“Ya, the bad news is that we will be working with your pussy exclusively.”


Chapter 13: Interrogation

“My pussy?” Ingelise exclaimed.

“Yes, it’s the best spot to do this,” came the dry, measured response. “Now, I’ll just apply this little hood spreader here…”

Ingelise strained to lift and turn her head to see what the woman was talking about. She saw her come back from a side-table with a tiny little device that looked a bit like miniature salad tongs, but they were made of white plastic and barely fit in the woman’s hands.

“What…what’s that?” she asked.

“It’s the spreader,” Lisabet replied, holding it up so Ingelise could see better and confirm that she had been correct about the shape of it. “It will help us hold back the folds of your clitoral hood, exposing the organ for our work.”

Ingelise stared up at the ceiling, unsure of what to say as she felt the woman touching her right at the apex of her womanhood, peeling back the complicated and delicate folds of the protective hood that mostly covered her little button, the center of her pleasure that she sometimes rubbed with her fingers in the dead of night, surpassing little gasps as she tapped, pinched and stroked the flesh there. Now, she flinched as she felt the plastic of the device brushing it as it pulled and stretched her flesh away from the clitoris it was designed to protect and conceal.

“There we go! Now it’s exposed nicely, we can get on to part two.”

“What’s part two?” Ingelise asked, not sure she wanted to know.

“We simply apply the inducement device,” Lisabet said, showing Ingelise a tiny, clear plastic tube with a plunger at the other end. Electric wires ran from two sides of the device and led to metallic strips that run along the insides of the tube on both sides.

Lisabet busied herself between Ingelise’s legs, and she felt the tube being pushed onto her clitoris, wincing as a powerful suction forced her sensitive flesh into the tube until, with a twist, Lisabet secured the device such that the girl’s flesh was imprisoned within the tube, and the cold of the metallic contacts against her clitoris made Ingelise squirm in fear and discomfort.

Walking back into Ingelise’s field of view, Lisabet held a small box that she connected the electrical leads from device between the girl’s legs to.

“Now, this is the inducement device. I’ll set it to various levels, and you tell me on a scale from 0 to 10 how painful you find it.”

“0 to 10?” Ingelise repeated.

“Yes, you are familiar with the standard pain scale?”

“No, I’ve never been asked.”

“You’ve never been hurt and had a doctor examine you?” Lisabet asked, sounding doubtful.

“No!”

“Well, okay.” Lisabet paused for a moment. “So, basically, 0 means you feel nothing. But 10 would be completely unbearable. It must stop right away, or you feel like you would die. Is that clear?”

“No,” Ingelise replied. “I mean, I get the 0 and 10 thing. Quite obvious. But what’s a five? I mean, there’s a whole world of experience between those two!”

“Um, so what do you feel right now between your legs? In your pussy?”

“It’s kind of uncomfortable, I admit. Like, maybe a soft 1?”

“Soft 1?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, there you go. Just extrapolate,” the woman said, getting a bit impatient.

“Still not sure I fully—OW! FUCK!” Ingelise cried out as the woman released her thumb from a button on top of the device.

“Okay…that was just on mild setting. What would you call that?” Lisabet asked her.

“Nine!” the girl cried out, incensed.

“Nine? That seems a bit high! What would you call this, then?”

Lisabet turned a dial on the box and pressed the button and Ingelise cried out even louder this time.

“AH! OW, OW stop!” She writhed as best she could in her bonds and gritted her teeth, but Lisabet had already released the button and was staring at her.

“So? What would you give this setting?”

“Nine!”

“Okay,” the woman said, exasperated. “You can’t give everything a 9! That doesn’t make sense.”

“Fine,” Ingelise huffed. “Then I give it a 12! That really hurt and your scale is stupid.”

Lisabet sighed, turned the dial again and pressed the button. Ingelise screamed out and writhed for longer than the button had been held down.

“I feel like you’re taking this a lot harder than most girls would. What would you rate that setting?” she asked, in a tone that indicated that she didn’t expect a useful answer.

“15,” Ingelise choked out.

“So, the scale, just to remind you, is from 0 to 10. You can’t have numbers beyond 10!”

“I don’t care, that was very, very painful,” Ingelise replied.

“It seems like you’ve decided to rate these on a scale from 0 to 20, basically,” Lisabet chided the bound and stretched out girl. “I’ll just halve whatever you’ve said and that should correspond more closely to what we’re expecting.”

Ingelise had no retort ready for this, and she decided it was best not to force the point.

Lisabet stood beside Ingelise and peered down at her. “Are you ready to answer some of my questions now?”

“Sure,” Ingelise replied, eager to get this over with.

“Question one,” Lisabet said. “Have you seen anyone bring in, or offer anything to anyone of the girls here, that isn’t supposed to be part of your regular meals?”

“Um, like what exactly?” Ingelise asked.

“Well, like something to drink? Some candy, perhaps? Drugs?”

“What? No, I’ve never seen that.”

“And you’re sure about it?” Lisabet pressed.

“Yes! I’ve never seen anything like that.”

“And if I were to apply some motivational inducement to you? You would still say that?”

“Of course! It’s the—OW! OW! FUCK! STOP!” she screamed out, her body rising up as far as it could from the table and then thumping back down again, her bottom hitting the tabletop as she cried out.

“There, there,” Lisabet cooed, lifting her finger from the button. “Let me ask you again. Have you ever seen any of the girls here ingesting anything other than what is served in the dining room? Anything at all?”

“No!” Ingelise cried out. “Um…”

“What?”

“I guess, sometimes some of the girls take a sip of milk? From some of the other girls’ breasts. But that’s it!”

Lisabet sighed. “See? Now why didn’t you say that the first time?”

“Huh?”

“The first time I asked. You didn’t mention that!”

“Well, yeah. I didn’t think it mattered! It’s not from outside, is it? That’s what you care about?” Ingelise argued.

“I just want you to answer my question. Now I have to apply another round.”

“Wait! NO! OWW! Argh! AH!” she cried out and groaned for a good half a minute after the device had turned off.

“Now let me ask again. Other than the breast milk, which I will admit doesn’t matter here, have you ever seen any of the girls take anything that was not served in the dining room? Anything at all? Don’t be afraid to answer truthfully.”

“I haven’t seen anything like that at all!” Ingelise said and then closed her eyes and gritted her teeth. But the zap to her poor, aching clitoris did not come, and she cautiously opened her eyes to see Lisabet detaching the wires and setting the device down on a side table.

“Well, thank you for participating in our information gathering process,” Lisabet said, as she bent over and released the tube from Ingelise’s clitoris, also removing the spreader that had kept her clitoral hood away from the quivering flesh while it was being tortured. “We do appreciate that this might be a bit difficult for you, and we’ll be sending you a survey within 24 to 48 hours to ask for any feedback on the process.”

“Huh? Are you serious?” Ingelise asked.

“Yes, of course. And I hope you will consider giving me a good rating. I believe we made this as painless as possible.”

“Painless?” Ingelise squeaked out in dismay. “I was screaming in pain!”

“Yes, but I meant as possible! Some amount is to be expected.”

Ingelise sighed. She decided to simply be quiet while the woman released her from her bonds and helped her sit up. Lisabet helped her get off the tabletop and stand, then busied herself about the room, putting away the tools of her trade. Eventually she looked over to see Ingelise still standing there, unsure what to do.

“Oh, you can leave now. We’re all done.”

“Okay,” Ingelise said, surprised. “So, I don’t need to be shackled or anything?”

“No, you are fine,” Lisabet replied. “I expect you should go back to your cell. Someone will let you in.”

“Okay. Well, um…thanks?”

“You are welcome!”

And with that, Ingelise made her way out of the punishment room, finding her own way back to the room where her cell was, and where the other girls were resting. She stopped by Birgitte’s cell where her friend rushed from the bunk where she had been sitting, chatting with her roommate, over to the bars to greet Ingelise with wide, worried eyes.

“Ingelise!” she exclaimed. “Are you okay? What happened?”

“Well, it was quite something!” Ingelise replied. “I’m still not even sure I understand what or, more importantly, why that happened. But basically, this woman tied me down and tortured me!”

“What?”

“Yeah! She asked me some stupid questions about anyone feeding anyone here something that wasn’t approved. I said I hadn’t and then she zapped me! Down there!” she said, glancing down at her vulva, and noting that it was somewhat flushed and pink—more so than usual, anyway.

“You poor thing!” Birgitte cried out. “I can’t believe they would let such a thing happen!”

“Oh, ya! They do that somewhat regularly,” Nora chimed in from the bunk where she was still sitting. “Sorry it happened to you, but most of the time it’s the new girls who get chosen. I had to do it when I was here just a week.”

Just as Ingelise was about to continue expounding on the unfairness and indignity of it all, Marta came in the room and noticed her.

“Girls,” she said as she gave Ingelise a once-over, “it’s time for next milking. Let’s all make our way to the production hall. Ingelise, do you feel up to it?”

Ingelise hefted her breasts, now heavy with milk again. “Ya, I think I would like that.”

“Good.” And Marta opened the cell doors, letting the girls file out and follow her into the production hall, many of them coming over to give Ingelise a quick kiss or hug. That small gesture from the girls, many of whom she didn’t even really know yet, made her feel a sense of kinship and love here that she realized had been missing for some time now, despite Birgitte’s friendship. Moving away from her family had been harder on her than she had realized.

When they reached the production room, the girls were put into the kneeling position, and Ingelise remembered that it was the milking session where they would be having sex with boys. At first she was concerned that her vulva might be too sore and sensitive for this, after the work done on her clitoris, but she decided that her current state of arousal made up for any fear of discomfort.

And so, she let herself be chained down on the bench, her head next to Birgitte’s bottom, and the cups were pressed onto her swollen nipples, allowing the soothing pumping action to express milk from her nipples and heighten her already significant state of arousal, as she felt the honey start to drip from her slot and run down the inside of her thighs.

The boys started to filter into the room and when a somewhat pale, but still respectable penis hovered into view in front of her face, she looked up only to squeak in surprise when she saw that the boy standing in front of her and looking down on her with a guilty expression was none other than Bjørn, Birgitte’s boyfriend!

“Bjørn!” Ingelise hissed. “What are you doing here?”

“Hei, Ingelise,” he said back. “When I heard that you two were signed up for this place I applied as well!”

“To be a boy here?” she asked, then realized how that sounded.

“Um, yes. I can’t really give milk, it turns out,” he said, and Ingelise wasn’t sure if he was being serious or teasing her. But it was nice, if somewhat awkward to see him here, and she smiled back at him.

“Well, I’m glad you’re here, but Birgitte is the one next to me, and she’s, um…otherwise occupied?”

“Yes, I see that,” he said, staring across the way at the boy who was currently being serviced by Birgitte’s mouth. “Oh, I think I’m supposed to…that is to say, um, you are supposed to…”

“Oh, yeah,” Ingelise said, and wrapped her lips around his cock, swallowing him and caressing him with her tongue. Bjørn groaned loudly, and Ingelise could sense Birgitte’s bottom wiggling, as if in annoyance at the sound. This was, indeed, quite awkward. For, Birgitte had technically called off her relationship with Bjørn and was currently lusting after this boy named Garm, who Ingelise suspected was the boy just to the left of Birgitte’s bottom, currently having his penis serviced by another girl. Soon enough it would be time for them to shift over, and Garm would be inside Birgitte’s chamber, and Bjørn would be right there, forced to enjoy a different girl.

Still, right now it was her job to get the penis in her mouth ready for the vagina to the right of her. And, since she had always been a dedicated worker and eager to do things the right way, she applied herself to the task at hand, her throbbing clitoris momentarily forgotten as she worked at swallowing his penis deeper into her throat, and then bobbing back and forth, creating a pleasing vacuum seal around him, tormenting his tip with her tongue until Marta called out for the switch to happen.

Much to Bjørn’s immense displeasure, he was forced to move to Ingelise’s right—his left—and enter the vagina of the girl next to her, rather than Birgitte’s and, as Ingelise grunted at the rather large penis that forced its way into her sopping wet vagina, past her gaping lips, she noted Bjørn glaring at Garm, covered in wolf tattoos, pushing himself into the girl that Bjørn obviously still pined for.


Chapter 14: Face to Face

Birgitte groaned and bit her lip. She had explicitly asked for Garm to be the one to do her from behind today, and Frida had assured her that it was arranged. And indeed, she could tell from the last time, during her tour here, that the penis inside her was Garm’s. She ground against him, pressing her rear backwards until she could feel his balls slapping against her hungry clitoris, and she moaned loudly, arching her back to force the head of his penis to scrape against her walls in the way she liked best.

But behind her there was another boy, and she knew it was Bjørn, and this was a wrinkle she had not expected at all. She had told Ingelise that she had finally broken up with Bjørn, but in truth she had simply informed him that she was going to be gone for six months along with Ingelise to work at the Lillehammer Girl Milking Company and that if he wanted to wait for her he could, otherwise she would understand. He had wept a bit, which Birgitte found a bit off-putting, but otherwise he had supported her decision.

Now he was here! And obviously quite aware that another boy was busily fucking her. Of course, he didn’t know yet that Garm and her had a thing going on. At least, from her end. She wasn’t sure if Garm felt the same way, or if he was just a player. Still, this was a wrinkle she didn’t need.

“Uhh!” she blurted out as Garm thrust particularly hard, causing her to buck forward. Her heavy breasts were swinging back and forth, and the cups fastened to her nipples tugged on her, the tubes swaying and pulling slightly on her breasts as milked coursed from her upwards to the ceiling. The combination of the attack on her pussy and on her tits was enough to send her spiraling upwards to a shattering orgasm as she clenched down hard on the penis thrusting deep inside her. With a triumphant roar, she heard Garm yell out and his throbbing penis spurted his seed deep within her.

As before, as one after another the boys came inside their designated girl, both Marta and Frida made the rounds, reminding the boys to stay within their girls as the seed threatened to spill out, until finally all of them were allowed to retract, the wet sounds of now soft male shafts slipping out of wet tunnels resounding throughout the hall. With the clinking of chains marking their departure, the girls stayed in position, cups sucking away at their teats as remnants of the combination of their female juices mixed with male essence dripped down onto the bench.

Finally, the girls were released, both Ingelise and Birgitte sighing in a combination of relief and longing, as the cups popped off their aching breasts and they slowly stood up and made their way back to their cells to rest.

And so the rest of the day went, one more milking, then dinner (a somewhat perplexing dish called, apparently, a Tater Tot Hotdish, which absolutely none of the girls here had ever heard of. According to Marta, who ate with them, this was a dish that the owners had insisted be added to the menu and was apparently quite American. It consisted of frozen Tater Tots drowned in canned Cream of Mushroom soup. None of these were ingredients that any self-respecting Norwegian would ever have put together, nor found in any Norwegian store. The girls picked at their meal rather dubiously, but they were quite hungry and finally they did eat it, declaring it to be “interesting” and “perhaps something that should not necessarily be served frequently, if possible.”

Ingelise and Birgitte both slept somewhat restlessly, Ingelise suffering from bad dreams of being zapped in her most intimate places while participating in a game show where none of the questions made any sense, and Birgitte suffering from guilt-ridden dreams where poor Bjørn had to keep running from a pack of wolves, while Birgitte was impaled by his cock, her legs held like the handles of a wheelbarrow by Bjørn as he ran, and her arms pedaling frantically on the ground to try and keep up the rapid pace as she groaned out with the effort of it all.

Finally, the next day dawned and during breakfast the girls were informed that the owners would pop by to conduct something very American: face-to-face meetings with each girl. Apparently, it was part of corporate culture, along with something called a Performance Review, and both Marta and Frida rolled their eyes at this. Still, Ingelise was curious to have a chat with the owners, having met them at the Tumbling Norseman and been quite amused at the way they talked and acted.

“Oh, one other thing, girls,” Marta called out as the girls got up to put away their dishes. “We’re going to have the Norwegian Skiing teams over to do a tour of the facilities!”

“No way!” a few of the girls squealed out in surprised pleasure.

“Yes,” Marta assured them. “They are our primary customer, so be sure to make them feel comfortable here.”

“Both the male and female teams?” Nora asked.

“Yes,” Marta confirmed. “They’ve found that your milk is great for building strong bones and healthy muscles, so they’re quite enthusiastic to meet the girls that produce such an important ingredient to the Norwegian medal hopes.”

Ingelise nodded. With the downturn in Norway’s fortunes, winning skiing competitions was one of the only things that gave people hope these days. She was proud to be contributing to the national teams and looked forward to meeting them.

Aoife squealed and clapped her hands in joy, her breasts bouncing excitedly. “I can’t believe we’re going to see the team! They’re, like, literally the best!”

“You’re not even Norwegian,” Nora pointed out. “Why are you so excited?”

“Uh, have you seen them? They’re so hunky! So tasty!”

“Can’t deny that,” Nora had to concede.

After lunch, the owners arrived and set up shop in some of the back office rooms, where girls were taken one by one, while the others went about their standard routine, including the scheduled milking sessions, where a swap in the boy allocation resulted in Bjørn penetrating Ingelise for a rather vigorous and moving session. Ingelise reached a toe-curling orgasm and after Bjørn spurted within her, she swore that she heard gentle weeping behind her.

“Are you okay back there?” she asked as she craned her neck. The tubes running from her nipples restricted her movement, however, and she returned her gaze to the front.

Behind her she heard Birgitte speak up with exasperation in her voice. “Oh, my God, Bjørn! You keep crying after sex! You have a problem, you know?”

“I’m sorry!” he protested. “It’s just so moving!”

“You used to cry when we had sex,” Birgitte pouted.

“Yeah, well now you’re getting it from wolf-boy over there,” he shot back.

“Hey, man,” Garm said, still firmly implanted within Birgitte, facing Bjørn from the other side of the milking bench. “Are you two, like, together or something?”

“No!” Birgitte shot back, as Bjørn squared his shoulders, arms still bound behind his back and sniffled softly.

“Sorry, Bjørn,” Ingelise said softly, and she could almost swear that the boy’s penis, still inside her, shook with gratitude.

Afterwards, ensconced within her cell and relaxing in bed, Ingelise was roused from her dirty novel by the voice of Frida, who called her name.

“Yes?” she replied as she set down her book, “The Engorged Barbarians of Helgasfjørd.”

“You’re next for the face-to-face with the owners.”

“Oh!” Ingelise clambered down from her upper bunk and stood by the barred door to her cell as Frida unlocked it, letting her out before sealing Aoife back in. The two of them walked silently to where the offices were and Frida let Ingelise inside the nearest one, closing the door behind her and leaving her alone with the extremely American man currently sitting behind the desk.

Although sitting would be too inaccurate a word. For he was currently leaning back in his chair so far that Ingelise was concerned for his safety, his booted feet crossed on the tabletop—absolutely unheard of in proper office culture here—and his arms behind his neck, the giant cowboy hat on his head tilted forward so far that Ingelise could hardly see his face.

“Ahem,” she said, softly, and was rewarded with the languid unfolding of his arms, followed by a nonchalant flick of the rim of his hat, his eyes scanning her appreciatively.

“Boy, howdy!” he said, and the memory of him and his other…posse? Was that the right word? Yes, posse, at the restaurant came flooding back to her.

“Yes?” she replied, encouragingly, unsure what he meant by that strange phrase.

“Well, ain’t you a fetchin’ filly?” he continued in his strange way. “Why don’t you take a load off and hitch your wagon to my post, darlin’?”

“I’m afraid I have no idea what you mean,” she said. “But may I sit down?”

“That happens to be the exact thing I done meant by that, Ma’am,” he said, taking his feet off the desk and almost toppling over for one brief second, before coming abruptly to an upright sitting position, and following that up with his elbows on the rim of the desk, looking intently at her. Quite disconcerted at this point, Ingelise sat down and stared at the edge of the desk.

“Now, what’s a darlin’ girl like you doin’ in a dusty ol’ joint like this?” he asked.

“I’m sorry? What?”

“Ah, ha, ha. Yeah, I hear y’all don’t fully understand American, am I right?”

“I guess not,” she replied. “We all learn English at school—”

“Ain’t the same thing, pretty lady,” he interrupted. “Ain’t the same thing at all! Now, the Brits got their Queen’s English and all. But we done kicked their King out, y’hear? And they ain’t never got over that. That’s why we done speak all different.”

“Oh? Um...” Ingelise had absolutely no idea what he was rambling on about. Was he drunk?

“Now, pardon me, Ma’am. I don’t mean to be goin’ on about higher-level concepts and all, like this here. What I’d like to touch on…” and here he leered a bit. “What I mean, is that I’d like to wrap my head around how we can…optimize our situation here.”

“Optimize?” Ingelise echoed.

“Yup, you done gone and hit the nail on the head. Right on the head, you done did!”

“Um...”

“Are we treating y’all right?” he asked, leaning forward and fixing her with his blue eyes, a twinkle clearly visible.

“Oh, um, yes, sure. There was the one incident with the interrogation—”

“And what about your accommodations? Y’all happy with that?” he interrupted.

“Well, yes, it’s quite comfortable, although I’m not entirely sure why we have to be locked—”

“And the grub?”

“The what?”

“The grub. At the mess hall?” he persisted.

Ingelise wrinkled her brow. Her English lessons had absolutely not prepared her for this conversation. Would she be this horribly lost if she traveled to the United States one day? Or should she just avoid wherever the hell this man came from? Apparently the Wild West? Was the entire West of the United States like this?

“I’m afraid I really don’t under—”

“The food, honey-cakes! How’s the food?”

“Oh! Yes, it’s quite nice actually,” she replied, rather relieved to have been helped along. “Except for that one rather strange meal—”

“And the milking?” he pressed on, apparently not content with letting a girl finish a thought.

“Oh, yes, that’s quite fun,” she said, looking quickly down at her breasts, which were getting plump and fat with milk again. She marveled at how quickly they refilled, if that was the right term for it. He was staring at her breasts as well and nodded absentmindedly.

“If you were to be…ratin’ our service here—”

“Ratin’? I’m sorry,” she interrupted. “What’s that?”

“Ratin’! Givin’ a ratin’!”

“Um…a…rating?” she ventured.

“That there’s exactly what I done said!” he exclaimed, slapping his thighs. “Anyhoo, if you was to be assignin’ us a ratin’ from 0 to 10,” he continued.

Oh God, Ingelise moaned to herself. Not again!

“What would y’all be findin’ it in yer hearts to give us?” he finished.

“Um? A solid 8?” she ventured.

“8?” he exclaimed, slapping his hand down on the table, causing Ingelise to bounce up in her seat, startled. “Boy howdy! That’s a passin’ grade that is!”

He stood up, and Ingelise stood as well, sensing that this extremely strange interaction had reached whatever passed for a natural end for this strange person.

“I’m plumb grateful for yer time,” he drawled, sticking out his hand, and Ingelise shook it and, sensing that she was correct that her time here in the office was over, opened the door and walked out, closing it behind her. She paused there at the threshold, trying to wrap her head around the last few minutes and failing. But as she stood there, she heard, coming from within the office, the sound of a different language. It was muted, and she couldn’t really make out any words, but what she felt quite definite about was that it wasn’t English. Or American.

Dinner was a lively affair, with the girls chatting together nonstop about the strange conversations they had with the owners, all four of them talking to a different set of girls, but all of them apparently using many of the same strange phrases and asking to have the girls assign a rating. Squeals of horror attended the revelation that Elsa, an otherwise quite shy and accommodating girl, had replied with the devastatingly low rating of 2. Apparently, it was mainly because she liked watching TV and there was no opportunity here.

“But SweetBerry is doing a concert on NorgeNewsNow, and I’ve been dying to see them!” she whispered, blushing profusely.

“But you like everything else, right?” some of the other girls pressed her.

“Ya, I guess.” But she wasn’t wrong to tell it like she felt it. The Norwegian way was to be direct and blunt about things. Being honest. It was called, “speaking direct from the liver,” and while most foreigners considered it to be an expression of Nordic rudeness, Norwegians considered it a strength. How else could one improve?

Their evening milking out of the way, breasts now comfortably drained for the night, the girls retired to their cells, rubbing soothing lotion on their nipples, and whispering excitedly about the upcoming visit from the Norwegian skiing teams the next day.

While both Birgitte and Ingelise were quite excited by this, it must be said that they, and quite a few of the other girls, did wonder about the fact that they would most likely be nude during that visit, and that made their nipples tingle quite a bit, and more than one vulva was tended to that night, soft moans echoing throughout the sleeping hall as many a girl worked through her thoughts on this matter with fingers and palms on flushed, wet flesh.


Chapter 15: The Visit

The next day all the girls were, if possible, even more excited and nervous about the visit from the Norwegian men’s and women’s skiing teams. Even the staff, namely Marta and Frida, were nervous with anticipation. These were the Olympics teams, not just national champions, but world champions and they would represent the country. And apparently, they would be kept strong and ready for training and competition through the nutritional boost of the breast milk produced here!

Aoife could not stop saying “oh my god, oh my god, oh my god,” the whole way through breakfast, driving both Ingelise and Birgitte insane.

“Again, your obsession with the teams is a little strange,” Birgitte said to the girl.

“Again,” she replied, “have you seen them?”

“Admittedly, I have not,” Birgitte replied. “I assume they’re all buff? Is that it?”

“Uh, yeah!” Aoife replied.

“And cute as hell,” Nora added.

Birgitte and Ingelise exchanged a glance and rolled their eyes.

“Girls, finish up with breakfast and get to the production hall, the visitors are arriving any moment,” Marta said and the girls perked up, even Ingelise catching her breath in anticipation.

The girls put their trays away as always, recycling being a very important part of the girls’ lives here, and they all made their way, single file, into the production hall where they discovered that they were free to mingle. This was a new thing and many of the girls didn’t quite know what to do, standing awkwardly or sitting, hands clasped on knees, looking about themselves and chatting.

Ingelise took the opportunity to nudge Birgitte and lean over to talk to her. “Birgitte, there’s something I need to talk to you about,” she said.

“Oh, yeah?”

“You know, when we all had those very strange conversations with the Americans?”

“Oh! Wow, yeah. I tried to forget that whole craziness as quickly as possible,” Birgitte replied, rolling her eyes.

“Ya! Right? But…have you thought for a moment about these Americans?”

“As little as possible,” Birgitte replied, gazing at her nails. They needed some serious work, and soon! “Hey, listen, I’m a little annoyed at the way things went down with Bjørn and you,” she continued.

“Huh? Are you serious?” Ingelise exclaimed. “But maybe we can talk about that later? Right now, there’s something I want to say about the owners!”

“What?”

“Like, do you really think Americans talk like that?”

“Huh?”

“Like, Howdy Do, and Y’all all the time! That can’t be real!” Ingelise whispered, looking around to see if anyone was listening.

“Well, I haven’t really met all that many Americans, to be honest. But I will admit that they don’t really talk like that on the TV series that come from the USA,” Birgitte conceded. “But I assumed that it’s the TV shows that aren’t realistic, and these are real Americans and they just talk funny.”

“I guess that’s a very real possibility,” Ingelise nodded. “But here’s the thing. After the talk, when I left, I heard him talking on the phone—completely different language!”

“What? What language?”

“Don’t really know, to be honest. I couldn’t hear details. But don’t you think it’s—”

“Girls,” Marta called out, and both Ingelise and Birgitte looked over at the door where a stream of young and very fit looking boys and girls filed into the hall, looking around themselves with wide eyes. “Please line up and greet our brave men and women of the national team!”

The girls that had been seated stood up quickly and lined up on two sides of the benches, standing there with a combination of nervousness, embarrassment and excitement. Ingelise looked down at her naked breasts, large and heavy with milk, her nipples prominent, her bush growing out and visible as she looked down between the peaks of her breasts.

Apparently, the naked girls assembled here were not the only ones embarrassed, for the members of the team, both male and female, were somewhat at a loss of how to handle this, and they moved hesitantly through the hall, dividing themselves between the two rows of girls, some of them nodding politely, others shaking hands, some gazing unabashedly at the nude bodies arrayed before them.

“Hello,” said a very handsome young man, standing in front of Ingelise, and she quickly looked up from where she had been gazing down on her own body, to look upon a handsome face that quickly took her breath away. His cheeks and jaw were sharply chiseled, with a delightful cleft in his chin and dimples that called to her as he smiled. She took a quick look at his arms, bare in the short sleeved, tight team uniform he wore. Ingelise bit her lip. His muscles started wherever the hell they wanted to and simply kept going.

“Uh…” she said.

“I’m Nils, what’s your name?” he asked, and his chest muscles flexed as he spoke, Ingelise’s nipples perking up on their own, as if they were conducting an orchestra composed entirely of this beautiful man’s flesh.

“Oh, um…Ingelise!” she blurted out, proud of herself for having remembered.

“It’s nice to meet you, Ingelise,” he said, and just like that he moved on to the next girl in line, which was Birgitte, and Ingelise was happy to see that Birgitte was not handling this any more smoothly.

She went through the motions of greeting all members of the team, even the girls being both pretty and very strong and muscular. These people were the top of their profession, Ingelise thought to herself. And what was she? Was she now going to strive to be the very best milk producer in all of Norway? Then again, how many were there? Perhaps she was one of the best. Still, it wasn’t the same thing and Ingelise felt a little despondent over that. Where exactly was her life heading when she found herself naked, occasionally chained, and having milk pumped out of her by machines? A human cow. Was that something to be proud of?

Over to the side Marta was explaining to the team how production happened here at the Lillehammer Girl Milking Company, and she proceeded to demonstrate on Nora how a girl was secured to the milking bench (thankfully in the sitting position) and placed the milking cups on the girl’s breasts to show a live milking session. The female team members in particular were fascinated by this, while the males gazed often at the exposed bodies of the other nude girls there, and more than a few struggled to hide the evidence of their growing interest.

Finally, Nils wandered over to Ingelise again, and she perked up, subconsciously thrusting her breasts forward, straightening her back and she fidgeted on one foot, putting the other behind her as he came over.

“Marta,” he asked, looking over at the woman who was standing there, looking over the group, finished for now with the milking demonstration.

“Yes?” she said, coming over to him.

“Is it possible to get a sample perhaps? We certainly enjoy the milk when we have it, but I’m curious as to how it tastes directly from the source,” he said, and Ingelise’s eyes opened wide, while Birgitte failed to suppress a surprised laugh.

“Yes, of course,” Marta said. “Would you like me to express some from her nipple into a glass?”

“Oh,” he replied. “There’s no need to get one. I can just use my mouth, maybe?” He looked into Ingelise’s eyes as he said this, and she couldn’t help biting her lip and nodding.

“Very well,” Marta said. “We don’t usually allow the girls to take from their compatriots, but since it’s destined for you collectively anyway, I see no problem.”

And so Nils bent down slightly, holding Ingelise’s left breast up by its underside with his right hand and bringing her nipple up to his mouth, where he delicately clamped onto it and slid his hand over towards the fleshy peak of her breast, squeezing expertly. The milk squirted into his mouth, Ingelise feeling the familiar tickling, buzzing feeling of ejection. She moaned softly as he suckled and drank until he let go, straightening and nodding appreciatively.

“Sublime!” he enthused, winking at her, with his dimples cutting right through her core, causing her to clench and rub her thighs together.

“You did that very well,” Marta enthused.

“Ah, yes. My family used to have a dairy farm, before the cows all got eradicated,” he said. “I used to milk the cows as a young boy.”

Ingelise blushed. Again, she was just a cow here. Well, it was just for the six-month contract. Then she would work on becoming a world-renowned scientist.

A few more of the team came over and suckled, after politely asking for permission, including some of the girls. None were as good at it as Nils had been, and Marta came over and demonstrated how to get the best flow out of a girl’s nipples. She also made sure to distribute the interested parties amongst the willing producers, many of whom were happy to have some of the pressure of their full breasts relieved early.

After more explanation of how the machines took milk up through the tubes and into the main storage room, Marta thanked the girls and led the team out of the production hall, all of them stopping to thank the naked girls for their time before they left.

“Well, that was something!” Birgitte exclaimed once the last of them had left.

“I know, right?” Ingelise replied. “But I still wanted to talk about that call I heard.”

Birgitte rolled her eyes. “Fine, so he talks multiple languages. So what?”

“Don’t Americans only know their own version of English, and maybe Spanish as well? I don’t think it was Spanish,” Ingelise protested.

“I think you’re exaggerating!” Birgitte said, picking at her nails. “I’m pretty sure they can speak other languages. Especially if they’re building a company overseas. You’re being paranoid. Besides, who cares?”

“Ya, I guess it’s no biggie.” Ingelise pondered that for a moment. Why was she so obsessed with this? Maybe because she had suddenly become convinced that these men were exaggerating the whole stereotype of an American. Why would they do that? Most Americans who would travel overseas would probably want to keep it a bit quiet, what with the world situation at the moment. There weren’t a lot of American tourists in Norway, and those that were here tried to fit in, at least so the news made it seem. The tourism board had been complaining regularly that American dollars were becoming quite hard to find.

There was something suspicious about these men, and Ingelise wanted to find out what it was. If Birgitte wouldn’t help her then maybe one of the other girls. Looking around, Ingelise had another idea. Perhaps one of the boys! Since Bjørn was often set up next to her during sex time, she could talk to him and see what he thought. He was relatively new here so might find strange behaviors more jarring that the girls who had been here a while.

And so it was that the next milking session was a sex session as well, and Ingelise, chained down on her hands and knees over the milking bench, with one of the boys pounding away in her slot, and the taste of Bjørn’s cock still in her mouth, looked over at Bjørn as he thrust inside the girl’s bottom next to Ingelise.

“Hey, Bjørn,” she hissed.

He opened his eyes, closed in concentration, and peered at her. “Huh?”

“Do you have a second?” she asked.

“Well, I guess?” He continued to thrust but slowed down a bit.

“Have you met the owners? Did you have a chat with them?”

“Oh. Um, yeah. He was really strange.”

“Which one did you talk with?”

“The Black one,” he replied. “I’m sorry, I regret saying the word strange. That seemed a bit racist.”

“No, I talked to a white one, and he was very strange,” Ingelise reassured him. Bjørn was so sensitive. She did like that about him.

“Okay?” Bjørn said, and closed his eyes, biting his lip as he thrust hard into the girl’s slot, and she wiggled her bottom, perhaps in impatience. A little whine came from her and Bjørn obliged by picking up the pace.

“I don’t think they’re American,” she whispered. There, she had said it! And now that she had said it aloud, it seemed even more likely to her.

“Why wouldn’t they be?” he asked, still keeping his eyes closed.

“Don’t know,” she replied. “Do you guys get to walk around ever? Or are you always locked up?”

“Oh, no. We’re only secured when you girls are out and about. When you’re in your cells, we get to go wherever we want. There’s a whole break room and separate cafeteria for the boys. Oh, and a game room.”

“What? Just for the boys? That’s unfair!” Ingelise proclaimed.

“Hey, can you maybe fuck me a bit harder?” the girl at the business end of Bjørn complained.

“Sorry,” he replied. And his chains clinked as he picked up the pace even more.

“Um,” Ingelise continued. “Maybe you could do some digging around? Find out if you can go in their offices?”

“Okaaaay,” Bjørn cried out as his girl’s bottom clenched and shuddered, and he appeared to reach his own climax. Behind her, Ingelise could feel the penis inside her start to throb as well and spurt within her. She did not come, her mind too preoccupied with thoughts of conspiracy, but the progress she had made with Bjørn was satisfying in its own right.


Chapter 16: Caught

Bjørn returned to his cell, shuffling along in his shackles, hands cuffed behind his back, as was the case with all the other boys here at the company, at least when the girls were out of their cells. He had to admit, this was quite frustrating for him, and a rather unexpected condition of employment here. When Birgitte had told him that she would be working at the Lillehammer Girl Milking Company and would be gone for six months, he immediately looked into getting employment there as well in the hopes of being with her.

But so far he hadn’t so much as given her a kiss or even been able to share a meal at lunch! The people who ran this place were paranoid about unwanted interaction between the two sexes and kept them apart except for once a day, when they were allowed to copulate during milking. And only in the prescribed manner, with the girls chained down in a doggy-style position, breasts hooked to milking machines, while the boys had their hands chained behind their backs.

Now, Bjørn wasn’t going to complain a great deal, it must be said. He got his cock sucked first, then got to enjoy the vagina of the next girl over, and so far it had been a great deal of fun! But seeing Birgitte there with other boys inside her was grating. Especially that Garm guy! Who goes and gets a tattoo of a big wolf on them? Lame! Bjørn was jealous. He had wanted to get a tattoo once of a Chinese saying that he had seen once in a video. But needles quite frankly scared him and even the thought of passing near a tattoo parlor caused him such anxiety that he avoided them entirely.

Still, it was nice seeing (and experiencing) Ingelise, whom he had always harbored a secret liking for. Her concerns about this place and what the owners were up to didn’t register with the same level of importance to him, but that was okay. He felt that he might want to do this favor for her. It was the least he could do for her being so good at servicing his cock. Few enough women had ever done that for him, and the thought of how diligently she had bobbed back and forth on his shaft almost made him teary eyed again.

“Hey, new guy,” Garm called out from the cell adjacent to Bjørn’s. Bjørn looked over.

“Ya? You talking to me?”

“Yes, bro! Rumor has it that you know Birgitte? Is that true?” Garm asked, leaning nonchalantly against the bars on the other side of his cell from Bjørn. Bjørn couldn’t help but note the bulging muscles, larger than average cock, and most of all, the swagger of this man, and he sighed, for he was clearly outmatched again.

“Ya, I know her,” he replied. “We’re together. Well, at least we were before she signed up here,” he confessed. “Now, I’m not so sure…” He sat down on his bunk and sighed again.

“Ah, man! Bro! Don’t sweat it, dude! Look,” Garm said, coming over and grasping the bars that separated the two of them. “This is pussy heaven! Dig? Just enjoy! Fuck whoever they put you with, move on to the next one. What’s that American singer chick say? ‘On to the next one?’ Ha!” he exclaimed. “Why are you searching for one tree to cut down when you are in the forest?”

Bjørn cocked an eyebrow. “Uh, because of feelings. Don’t you have them?”

“Feelings?” Garm laughed. “I’m the big bad!”

“Wolf?” Bjørn ventured when Garm paused dramatically.

“Yes! You get it!” Garm laughed again, his whole body shaking with his mirth, his penis as well, and Bjørn found that to be a bit distracting. Also, his sense of personal space felt violated, as each of the boys had his own cell and the swinging penis was intruding in his cell, which made him feel uncomfortable.

But there might be something to be said for becoming better friends with this guy. Bjørn did not have many male friends, being a bit too sensitive for many of them to deal with (he had wept a few too many times when scores were close in football games) and perhaps Garm was someone he could call a buddy after all of this was over. So the two attempted to engage in conversation, not an easy task for the average Norwegian, and they stuck—as most men everywhere in the world tended to do—to sports, and given the news that the Norwegian skiing teams had visited earlier, they talked about the downhill skiing results as well.

Norway dominated the results worldwide, a source of national pride. In particular the most recent championships had resulted in Norway dominating Germany. Anyone who knew the Germans knew that this was simply unacceptable to them, and Garm and Bjørn joked together about what the general mood was in that country.

“Oh, that reminds me,” Bjørn exclaimed. “Do you think there’s anything weird about the owners?”

“What, of the German skiing team? I don’t think they’re owned—”

“No, of this company,” Bjørn clarified.

“Oh—” And here Garm stopped talking, for it was time for their doors to be unlocked. That meant the girls were safely secured and the door to their cell block was locked, keeping the boys away from their whole area. It also meant that the boys were free to roam around and enjoy themselves. Bjørn and Garm left their area together and made their way to the recreation room, where the two of them took up a game of shuffleboard. There were several such tables in the room and plenty of interest in playing, and they could both play as a team on one side of the table, while two other men took up the opposing side.

Bjørn took the opportunity to continue their past conversation. “So, you think they’re weird?”

“Huh?” Garm asked, sliding his puck into the 3-point zone.

“The owners?”

“Oh, yeah. You bet! Weird as hell. I tell you what, they’re not Americans. That much is for sure,” Garm proclaimed.

“You think? But they seem so very American to me!”

Garm laughed again, then pumped his fist in triumph as Bjørn slid his puck into position to protect Garm’s puck.

“Bro, I lived there for several years until I got kicked out,” Garm said as the opposing team took their turn on the table.

“You got kicked out?”

“Yah! A little misunderstanding about the duration of tourist visas, a dispute about unsettled bills, you know?” Garm chuckled. “Now, you can’t beat some of that pussy, but boy! Some of the things they believe there…anyway, I can tell you that even in the heart of Texas they don’t dress like that or talk like that. Not to the extent these guys do!”

“Wow,” Bjørn exclaimed. Was Ingelise right? Was there something fishy going on here? But what? Bjørn looked around the room at the naked men playing games, sitting on couches watching sports, and drinking the special craft beer they provided for free. All seemed legitimate. Admittedly, getting to have sex with chained females while also being chained was not normal Norwegian office policy, but Bjørn hadn’t worked in many industries, and this might very well be the standard now.

The two of them won this game and made way for the next set of players, sitting down on one of the couches while grabbing a beer.

“So, why so interested?” Garm asked him.

“You mean, about the owners?”

“Yeah.”

“Ingelise, one of the girls here—I know her—anyway, she asked me to dig into things. See if I see anything that’s odd.”

“Ah,” Garm said, taking a big swig of his beer, then setting it down and rubbing his hands. “Let’s go dig around, then!”

“What? How?”

“Come on,” he said, and got up, looking behind him as he strode towards the door that led to the office area. “You coming or not?”

Bjørn got up and followed and the two snuck into the office area where the hallway led to various office rooms. Garm opened a door that was labeled “Accounting” and the two swiftly entered, Bjørn getting very nervous.

Someone spying on the two boys in that room would have seen furtive digging around, drawers opened, folders examined, computer keyboards tapped on with looks of puzzled frustration etched on faces and shrugs marking their progress, or lack of any such thing.

But there was no one watching—no one human anyway, for security had been delegated to AI, and the little camera mounted in the upper corner of the room diligently recorded everything for processing. And if the company had paid for the upgraded Pro subscription they would have been notified right away. But in a bout of fiscal frugality, they had paid for only the Basic level of service and the notification that two naked men had entered their accounting room and rifled through stacks of invoices and other papers did not come until the next day. When it did come, Marta raised her eyebrows in consternation at the sight of Bjørn and Garm pointing excitedly at a set of records they had found quite late in their search, and putting everything away, sneaking out of the room, but not before high-fiving each other.

And so it was that both Garm, busily thrusting into Nora, and Bjørn, thrusting inside the girl next to Ingelise’s face, got an unexpected tap on the shoulder from Marta and Frida, respectively. Bjørn had just managed to whisper to Ingelise that he had found the work registration papers of the four owners and sprung on her the revelation that the four of them were not, in fact, American, but German!

“What?” Ingelise had exclaimed. “They’re German? Why would they lie—oh!” And just like that the two boys were hauled away, in mid-thrust, and the girls who were thusly deprived shook their bottoms in frustration, unable to finish themselves off. Ingelise swallowed in fear for poor Bjørn, for it was pretty clear that he had been caught, somehow.

An hour later, the girls back in their cells, they came for Ingelise and Birgitte.


Chapter 17: Busted!

Both Birgitte and Ingelise were slapped in chains and marched off to the punishment room, a development that caught Birgitte completely by surprise, but was something that Ingelise feared might happen, at least to her. Soon enough the two girls were secured to punishment stations, their chains removed and their arms and legs bound by rope to the four corners of the punishment stations. For Ingelise it was an upright frame that held her in an X position, and for Birgitte it was the surface of a table.

Birgitte did not take this quietly. “What exactly do you think you’re doing?” she cried out, among other things, the whole time the two women were working on getting them secured in position. “I haven’t done anything! What the fuck?”

Marta sighed. “Could you please, please be quiet? We have some things that need to be discussed, and this is the way we’re going to do it.”

“Is this another interrogation?” Ingelise asked. “Because I really don’t think that it’s exactly legal, despite what you claimed.”

“It’s perfectly legal!” Marta shot back. “And anyway, it’s you who have broken the law!”

“Me? How?” Ingelise exclaimed.

“You know how!” Marta said, fixing her with an accusatory stare. “You sent your boyfriend to go snooping! You too!” she continued, staring at Birgitte as the girl tugged at her bonds and stared back at Marta.

“My boyfriend?” she asked, puzzled. “I don’t have a boyfriend!”

“Oh, a likely story! I see the way you and Garm talk. You even asked for him,” Marta said.

“Well,” Birgitte replied. “Then who’s Ingelise’s boyfriend? She doesn’t have one either!”

“That new boy,” Marta said. “Bjørn. We caught the two of them going through sensitive files, and I’m pretty sure you two know about it, and even told them to do it!”

“What?” Birgitte exclaimed. “That’s the craziest thing ever! What the fuck do you mean Bjørn is Ingelise’s boyfriend? He’s my boyfriend!”

“Oh, just a minute ago you said you didn’t have one,” Marta shot back.

“Well!” Birgitte paused, her brow furrowing. “He’s my boyfriend until I say he isn’t and, yes, to be completely honest I had put him on pause, and if I’m being fully honest in all things, I do have a bit of a thing going with Garm, but still,” she pouted. “He doesn’t get to just become someone else’s boyfriend! What the fuck, Ingelise?”

“He’s not my boyfriend!” Ingelise exclaimed. “I didn’t ask for him to be next to me! I just asked him to—oops.”

“Ah ha!” Marta exclaimed, and Frida threw a knowing glance over to the girl as well. “I knew it! You asked Bjørn to go snooping! Why?”

“Are you going to torture it out of me?” Ingelise asked, feeling strangely defiant.

“Yes.”

“Oh. Well, then, um…I guess I just thought there was something weird going on here. You know? With the owners? And I was right!”

Marta paused, a newly fetched whip in her hand. “Well, I mean…have you seen them? They’re all kinds of weird. But why snoop around for that. You all talked to them one on one. They’re clearly crazy, but the bills get paid so who cares?”

“Yeah! Who cares, Ingelise?” Birgitte yelled.

“I care!” the girl exclaimed. “They’re not American! They’re German!”

“What!” Marta said, incredulous. “No, no German would ever dress or act like that! I mean, have you ever seen a German wearing such silly hats and clothes? Okay, never mind. Bad example. But still, I don’t see how—”

“Bjørn said he saw their work registration papers! They’re Germans and they’ve been lying to us all this time. To you too, it seems,” Ingelise continued, getting more animated as she struggled helplessly in her bonds.

Frida came over and whispered, “I feel like we should whip them anyway? But it is interesting what they’re saying.”

“Ya, we give them a good whipping while I think it through,” Marta replied. And much to the two girls’ consternation and vocal protests, the two women proceeded to give them a good, hard flogging. But their hearts were clearly not in it, for after only a few minutes, they stopped and put down their whips.

“Okay, maybe they’re German. It’s not a crime,” Marta argued.

“Um, first of all: ouch!” Ingelise exclaimed. “I know it’s not a crime! But why are they lying?”

“I don’t know!” Marta said, exasperated by this conversation. “I don’t really care! Now, hopefully you girls have learned a lesson about not poking your noses where they don’t belong!”

“Fine,” Birgitte said. “I don’t really care either, and by the way, I had nothing to do with this and I’d like to lodge a formal complaint about my treatment here!”

Frida chuckled. “Ya, we will take that very seriously,” she snorted. “So, what do we do with them?”

A round of discussion followed, during which the two women decided that the girls had learned their lesson and should be allowed to return to work. And so they were released from their stress positions and returned to their cells. Before they were locked back in, Birgitte asked about the boys.

“What happened to Garm? And Bjørn?” she asked Marta.

“They were both fired, I’m afraid,” Marta replied, and finished locking Birgitte into her cell.

Birgitte sat down next to Nora on the lower bunk, despondent and mad at Ingelise for getting the boys fired.

“Are you okay?” Nora asked her, looking concerned.

Birgitte was about to go off on Ingelise, but the sound of sobbing from the cell next to hers stopped her and she rose to walk over to the bars that separated her from Ingelise’s cell.

“Ingelise?” she asked, looking at her best friend, who had her face in her hands, shoulders shaking as she cried. “Hey girl, I’m sorry,” Birgitte said. “I don’t blame you for this. I mean, I kinda did, but I know you didn’t mean for this to happen.”

“I just feel so bad,” Ingelise hiccuped. “I didn’t think Bjørn would get fired, and I really didn’t think he’d pull Garm into this. I’m sorry, Birgitte. I know you liked both of them a lot.”

“I did,” Birgitte said. “But I like you more, you know that, right? We’re best friends and I don’t want that to ever change, no matter what happens with boys. We’ll always be together, but boys will come and go.”

“Oh, Birgitte! You know how much I love being your friend?” Ingelise cried.

“I do, Ingelise!” Birgitte cried, and the two hugged it out between the bars. But Ingelise felt something more, as well. For some reason the fact that Bjørn was now out of her life hurt her far more than she would have imagined. And the fact that it had been her own doing that caused him to be removed, that hurt even more.

The two girls both went through the rest of the day as if in a daze, unsure of their place here anymore, feeling as if this was no longer something that they wanted to do. For Ingelise it was the guilt of what had happened to Bjørn and Garm, but also the feeling that she had been lied to and could no longer trust that this company was what it said it was. For Birgitte it was the feeling of betrayal by the women that ran the operations here, and the indignity of being whipped and tortured for no reason. It almost made the milking not fun anymore. Almost, for her breasts were still growing heavy and the milking cups still provided their pleasure.

The next day, over lunch, the two girls chatted about what they wanted to do going forward: if they wanted to stay and finish out their contract, or maybe quit and try to get their old jobs and apartment back. It would be a problem, certainly, especially having sublet their place made it a bit awkward for everyone involved.

Ingelise chewed slowly, pondering the future. She sighed. She did like it here, she had to admit. And so the two of them continued on with the rhythms of their surroundings, for it is always easier to remain in a familiar situation, regardless of downsides, than to shake things up and enter an unfamiliar future. Especially after having already done that not too long ago, taking the risk of working here instead of just remaining in their small apartment and waitressing at the Tumbling Norseman.

And so it was three days later, while the girls were chained for their morning milking, the soothing, comforting and pleasurable suckling of the milking cups squirting milk out of Ingelise and Birgitte’s breasts, that their whole world was turned upside down.

Ingelise had just finished the penis cozy she had been knitting, the pattern that she had knitted in white on red was that of a small bear, repeated along the length of the cozy. Ingelise realized that she had chosen the pattern subconsciously, for the name Bjørn meant ‘bear’ and it was clearly meant for Bjørn who was no longer here. She sniffled briefly, for the thought of Bjørn was causing her emotions to swell up again.

She had just turned to look at Birgitte, who was engrossed in knitting her own penis cozy, this one with a repeating wolf motif, when a loud crash outside the door to the production hall caused the girls to startle and look up. Shouting could be heard just outside the door and Ingelise and Birgitte looked at each other in concern. Soon thereafter the door to the production hall burst open and a group of masked, armored and armed special forces, known as the Beredskapstroppen (Delta forces) strode inside, their black uniforms bearing the yellow POLITI marking.

“What in the great unwashed beard of Odin is this?” the lead policeman exclaimed as he beheld the rows of naked and chained girls, the cups on their swollen breasts, with the clear tubing filled with their milk running up to machines suspended from the ceiling. The girls all uniformly squealed in fright, some of them bringing their hands up to cover their breasts as best they could. Behind the invading force, Ingelise could see Marta and Frida, both with their hands handcuffed behind them, looking pale and fearful.

It took several hours of back and forth, with endless rounds of questioning and confusion before the two girls saw Bjørn and Garm run inside and give them each a huge hug. At this point the girls had all been freed from their restraints (and the milking machines), but had been removed from the premises of the Lillehammer Girl Milking Company, standing outside of the gates, all of which had been covered in yellow police tape marked Politioppsperring in black lettering. None of them had been allowed to retrieve their clothing from the locker rooms, and more embarrassingly, their nipples and their mounds had been covered with strips of the same police tape.

“Bjørn!” Ingelise exclaimed.

“Garm!” Birgitte cried out, as they reveled in the hugs, basking in their warmth, for it was rather cold outside, and the tiny police command tents could barely contain all of the rescued girls.

After more rounds of back and forth with the special forces command, the girls were released as being victims of what turned out to be a rather elaborate plot.

“Garm and I figured out what these crazy owners had been up to,” Bjørn informed the girls excitedly, as they all rode the bus back to Garm’s parents’ apartment. Still unable to retrieve the girls’ clothes, the boys had graciously handed over their own sweaters for the two girls to wear, sitting now on the bus with their bare chests, causing more than one passenger to raise an eyebrow but refrain from commenting, as that would be rude. One little boy on board got a show as Garm made the tattoo of a wolf on his chest animate by flexing his pecs. The boy giggled.

“So, are they really German? And what were they doing?” Ingelise asked. Birgitte seemed mesmerized by Garm’s chest and was staying silent.

“Ya,” Bjørn replied. “The owners are German, although I think the women working there are Norwegian and didn’t really know what was going on. Apparently, this was all some crazy scheme to drug the Norwegian ski team so that the German team would win the world championships!”

“What? How?” Ingelise asked, incredulous.

“It’s somewhat far-fetched, I’ll be the first to admit,” Bjørn continued. “I guess they’ve been drugging the food we, that is, the guys ate, and then we would wind up, um…injecting, shall we say, you with our tainted…um, essence?” Bjørn looked around nervously, trying to make sure the young people on the bus with them weren’t too scandalized by their conversation.

Birgitte glanced over, sharply. “What? You mean, when we had…you know? You were squirting drugs into our…bodies?”

“Yeah, imagine how we feel! We’re the ones who got the biggest dose!” Garm interjected.

“And…” Ingelise pressed, not really understanding the convolutions of this harebrained scheme.

“And that would get into the milk you produced, which was sold to the team, who drank it and then would wind up failing a drug test!” Bjørn clarified.

“I know, it makes no sense whatsoever,” Garm opined.

“Why wouldn’t they just give us the drugs in our food?” Ingelise asked.

“Because the authorities tested your food and everything that went into your bodies,” Bjørn explained.

“Except us,” Garm chuckled. “We went into your bodies and they didn’t test us, because we’re not producing milk!”

“Why wouldn’t the authorities just test the milk as it left the company? This seems somewhat contrived,” Ingelise continued, feeling quite confused.

“Again, it’s due to the strict privacy laws here. The milk is something produced by a human female, so it’s subject to personal privacy laws,” Bjørn explained, feeling somewhat confused himself. “Who truly knows what the Germans were thinking, though. Maybe they bribed someone, maybe they truly didn’t understand how things work here.”

Ingelise tried one last time to come to grips with the insanity of the plot that was being revealed. “And they went to that extreme to look like Americans because…?”

This time Garm attempted to answer. “I think they knew that we would question Germans trying to sell milk to the team. Americans are so little understood here that we all just gave them a pass.”

“Well, whatever,” Ingelise replied. “We have bigger problems. What are we going to do without jobs?”


Epilogue

Luckily the situation was not as dire as Ingelise had feared. Eventually they all got their clothes back, as well as the pay that they had earned, plus extra to compensate for the substandard working conditions they had endured. The four of them finally left Garm’s parents’ crowded single-family house and moved back into the tiny apartment that Ingelise and Birgitte had sublet while working at the company. It was a tight fit, but the four of them made it work. Ingelise and Bjørn were now a thing, and his heartfelt weeping after climax was something that Ingelise now found charming and sweet. Birgitte and Garm were dating as well, and their passionate lovemaking on the bunk below Ingelise and Bjørn served only to heighten the ardor of the two lovebirds.

Birgitte, Bjørn and Garm were now working at the Lillehammer skiing center, where they provided all manner of services to aspiring and professional athletes, including sexual relief. A noble pursuit, as it allowed the athletes to go about their arduous training routines with a smile on their faces.

Ingelise had opted out and was working again at the Tumbling Norseman, where she enjoyed providing diners with meals that did not originate from her own body. Although, after work, the girls still enjoyed providing the boys (and themselves) with the occasional fortifying glass of milk.

Today was another slow day at the restaurant, and so it was a relief when the door opened and three large men entered. Ingelise rushed over to greet them, noting that they seemed very Russian, with chiseled faces, short, blonde hair swept back, and piercing, cold eyes.

The first man, who seemed to Ingelise to be their leader, spoke up first in a very thick accent.

“Dobroye—I mean, greetings, fellow Norwegian citizens, like us! We are three weary travelers from the far North, of this land, Norway, and we come seeking sustenance!”

“Do you have any beet soup?” the second man asked.

“And perhaps some vodka, or whatever it is that we Norwegians, which is what we are, like to drink? Preferably vodka?”

Ingelise sighed. Here we go again!

THE END
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