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About The Author

Described by her readers as ‘the mistress of edge and fear fetish erotica,’ Violet Reigns enjoys writing stories that explore the darker side of erotic literature. But she describes herself as a woman of simple tastes and pleasures. She lives on a small rural property with her husband of many years, where they enjoy the beauty of nature and a peaceful lifestyle. Occasionally, however, she is required to do practical research for her books.

Thank you for purchasing this book. You can find more of Violet’s books at her Amazon author page.

Ratings, reviews and follows are always greatly appreciated. 


Author's Note

Or: Fair warning before you buy this book







If you’re familiar with my stories, you’ll know I write erotic thrillers. They are not for the faint-hearted and contain explicit material.

This series focuses on the taboo act of milking women, either as a wonderful, pleasurable experience, or as a wicked act of domination and sadomasochism. There is a mix of each type of story contained within.

These stories do not treat milking or lactation in a realistic manner. They’re larger than life fantasies written entirely for entertainment and are not intended to encourage. If any of the topics listed below are not to your liking, then please do not purchase this book.




Otherwise, enjoy!

Vx




These stories contain the following subjects: milking fantasies (lactophilia), breast and nipple torture, BDSM, explicit sexual acts, male and female domination, straight and lesbian relationships, taboo relationships, spanking, violence (no blood or gore), dubious consent, asphyxia, abduction, slavery, mind control and various other minor fetishes and kinks.




These stories are strictly for readers 18 years of age or older.


Lactophilia Therapy

When Mr Hugo Kensington requested a longer sex therapy appointment, he offered no explanation for why he wanted the extra time. Dr Mary Addison had received similar requests in the past, but not very often. In those cases, men required longer sex therapy sessions if they weren’t good communicators. But Elaine, her receptionist, had described him as being most eloquent.

Elaine had also blushed as she described the call, saying Mr Kensington had a very sexy voice. Dr Addison could cope with a sexy voice. Men and sex therapy came in all kinds of shapes and forms. It was simply a matter of turning off her natural instincts and desires as a woman, and treating their issues from an impassive point of view.

There was a light rap at her office door. Elaine opened the door wide enough to poke her head through.

“Mr Kensington is here for his appointment. Should I show him in?”

Dr Addison noticed Elaine had flushed cheeks. She was also breathing rapidly, a clear sign she was excited… or perhaps… sexually aroused. It was unusual to see her this way. She was also very good at being professional at all times.

“Yes, show him in. Thank you, Elaine,” Dr Addison replied.

She rose from her desk and absentmindedly smoothed her black pencil skirt. The nervous tic immediately bothered her. What reason did she have to feel apprehensive about the situation? Mr Kensington was just another man needing her help.

As he walked into her office with a smooth stride, her heart skipped two beats. He wasn’t just sexy as Elaine had described him. He was a walking orgasm in a black suit. She swallowed hard, trying to maintain her composure. If she lost control of it, she was in for a pair of damp panties.

She guessed he was in his early thirties. He was tall, with perfectly groomed dark hair, which had a white streak at the front like a warlock in a fantasy novel. She amended that comparison… like a warlock in a fantasy novel with a lot of hot, explicit sex. His eyes were like dark, smoldering coals, and if his body was as chiselled as his cheekbones, he was the complete package and then some.

She told herself not to imagine what he was packing in his briefs, but as soon as the thought crossed her mind, it was too late. Her pussy gave her a warm tingle, liking the idea of being filled and stretched by a long, thick cock.

She went to her breath, taking one calming lungful to ease her excitement at being in the presence of such a sexually charged man.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr Kensington,” she said, extending her hand.

Perhaps ‘pleasure’ wasn’t the best choice of words at this moment, but it was all she could think about as she met his gaze.

“Please, just call me Hugo,” he said. His voice was rich, deep and smooth. It conjured fantasies of having hot chocolate sauce poured over her pussy to be licked clean.

She swallowed hard, fighting to break eye contact, but it was like he had magnets behind his irises. Her body tingled as he took her hand for a gentle shake. Her reaction was entirely beyond her control. One hour with this man was going to test her professionalism to its limit.

She took another calming breath. She told herself she could cope. This was simply the reaction two people had upon meeting, the magical moment described as ‘chemistry.’ She decided chemistry wasn’t the best description for what was happening to her body. This reaction was the whole damned periodic table, boiling away in a beaker and ready to explode.

“Where would you be comfortable… Hugo,” she said. The familiarity he had requested put them on more intimate terms. She would have to be wary of letting her guard down. It was very easy to cross the line when talking about sex.

“The recliner is fine,” he replied, extending an open palm, as if to invite her to take a seat.

She cleared her throat, collected her notebook, and took her place in the chair off to one side of the recliner.

Hugo settled into the recliner like a Greek god, readying himself for a night of decadent pleasures.

“So… Hugo, tell me about yourself,” she said. She really wasn’t comfortable using his first name, especially as it was only one vowel different from ‘huge,’ which was what he appeared to have in his pants, judging by the prominent bulge.

“Mary, can I trouble you to move your chair where I can see you better?” he said, as if she had also invited him to be on more familiar terms. She decided against correcting him. As a therapist, she had a duty to be non-confrontational.

“I would like to look at you as we speak,” he continued.

Sitting off to one side was part of being non-confrontational. She needed to challenge him about himself, but not in a way that appeared as if she were doing it personally. It was most irregular, but then again, the entire session had been unusual from the moment he had stepped into her office.

“Please,” he said, with such insistence, it would have been rude of her to refuse.

She stood up, turned her chair around and sat down again so she was facing him, but still off to one side where she could break eye contact if required. His smile sent shivers down her spine, all the way to her pussy. Why was her body betraying her this way? And why did it feel so good?

“Forgive me,” he said. “I didn’t expect you would be such a beautiful woman. Your chocolate-brown hair makes your blue eyes look dazzling. It would be a crime not to admire such beauty as we speak.”

“T—thank you,” she said, feeling completely disarmed. Who was driving this session? Right now, he had both hands on the wheel.

“If you let it out of that tight bun, I’m sure you would look ravishing,” he said.

“Let’s talk about you,” she said, trying to get the session back on track. This man was positively dangerous. If she let him get to her anymore, she was going to have very damp panties throughout the entire session. She crossed her legs and noticed they were already a touch wet.

“You requested a longer session. Do you have several issues you want to discuss?” she said, trying to keep her voice even.

He briefly raised his eyebrows. “No, just one.”

“Well, is it a troubling or complex matter, or a subject that needs a long discussion?” she said.

He shook his head. “No, it’s quite simple. I have an acute lactophilia fetish.”

The way he said ‘lactophilia’ sent more shivers down her spine. It was doing terrible things to her panties. If she’d known he was so sexy, she would have worn a sanitary pad. But the way he was looking at her was also making her bra feel tight, like she needed to take it off to get some relief.

“Drinking, doing or watching?” she asked, trying to focus on the subject at hand.

“I take what I can get, but my preference is for hands-on action,” he replied.

It was starting to feel a little hot in the room. She wondered if the air conditioning was set to the wrong temperature. She subtly fanned her face with her notebook.

“Well, while many people consider it taboo, it’s not actually a harmful fetish,” she said.

The corners of his lips turned up in a wry smile. “It all depends how it manifests,” he said.

This got her attention, pulling her back into the role of a therapist, allowing her to control her reactions to his powerful sex appeal.

“You can tell me. That’s why we’re here. Nothing we discuss leaves this room.”

“Nothing at all?”

“If I believe you’re a harm to yourself or a danger to others, I can seek advice from a colleague. But having a fascination with breast milk hardly warrants that course of action.”

He cleared his throat softly. “Ever since I became aware of my sexuality, I’ve had an obsession with breasts.”

“Much like the vast majority of straight men,” she said. “You’re actually genetically coded to be attracted to women who look fertile. Large, attractive breasts suggest a woman can feed a baby.”

She was acutely aware he was looking at her breasts whenever he had the opportunity. She was blessed with a large bust, but she made sure she dressed in a way that didn’t show it off. A loose-fitting jacket did an excellent job of hiding the curves of her figure. Right now, with the temperature rising in the room, she wanted to take it off. Underneath, she was wearing a fitted blouse that was much more flattering.

“Oh, it’s not like that,” he said. “You might say I’m the exception to the rule. Otherwise, I’d get my thrills wandering around the park where all the young mothers breastfeed their babies. I prefer finding women who aren’t yet aware they’re ready to be milked.”

The more he spoke, the more Mary felt the temperature rising and the tightness of her bra constraining her breasts.

“I—I didn’t know that was possible,” she said, feeling him get under her skin again.

Why was it so damned hot? She had to lose her jacket or she was going to pass out. Against her better judgement, she slipped it off and hung it on the back of her chair. As she turned back to face Hugo, he was smiling.

“All it takes is the right stimulation,” he said, sitting up. Then he gave her a brief nod, indicating she should look at her breasts. Aside from the fact they were heaving rather provocatively because she was feeling aroused and a little short of breath, how could he know there was anything wrong?

“We should get back to talking about you,” she said, feeling her control slipping away. What was she going to ask him next? It was like she had a word scramble inside her head.

“We were talking about my preference for being hands on,” he said, shuffling closer to her.

“You should really try to lie back and relax,” she whispered, as he entered her personal space. She could smell him now, a mysterious blend of leather, musk and sweet spice. Her head felt light and began to spin as she breathed in his scent.

“I’m feeling very relaxed,” he replied.

She asked the first question that popped into her head. “Are you married?” she said, wanting to know if he had any attachments, but not in a professional capacity anymore. He was simply too hard to resist. Why was she trying to fight it? It was a losing battle.

“You’re looking flushed,” he said. “Let me help you with your blouse.”

As calmly as if he did it all the time, he took her pen and notebook and put them on the floor. Then he started to unbutton her blouse. She watched, dumbfounded, as her pussy betrayed her better judgement, becoming wetter and wetter with each button.

He took his time removing her blouse. They didn’t speak. She was transfixed by his gaze as he slid her blouse over her shoulders. Soon, she was sitting in front of him in nothing but her skirt and bra.

“Magnificent,” he said, lightly tracing her breasts with his fingertips. “So large and round.”

Even through the fabric of her bra, his touch was electric, making her draw shuddering breaths. As he grazed her nipples, her pussy clenched with joy.

“And so sensitive,” he said in a low voice.

He leaned in closer to reach behind her back to unhook her bra.

“I—I don’t think… you should be…”

Her sentence trailed off as he expertly removed her bra and tossed it aside.

“All it takes is the right stimulation,” he said.

Taking her breasts in his hands, he positioned them like a pianist preparing for a performance, making sure every finger was in the right place. He pinched her nipples between his thumb and forefinger and spread his remaining fingers wide across the top of her breasts. Her nipples tingled and her breath caught in her throat as he started to play.

“So firm and full,” he said. “As you’re my therapist, I should really confess everything.”

He started to massage her breasts, while gently rolling and stretching her nipples at the same time. Mary was speechless. It felt wonderful. She knew she should tell him to stop, but her pussy and now her breasts had fully betrayed her mouth.

“I’ve been watching you for some time, Dr Mary Addison,” he said, enjoying every second she was powerless to his touch. “I knew you were a very beautiful woman. I’ve also been admiring your large, perfectly round breasts and dreaming about teasing your nipples until you cum. Oh, I know I could have introduced myself, asked you out on a date, and then seduced you at my leisure. But this allows me to skip all the unnecessary introductions and get straight to business.”

All Mary could do was moan in response. The way he was handling her was like he was teasing her clitoris at the same time as her breasts, building her up to a perfect, powerful orgasm. She could feel her panties were now dripping wet. Yet, she couldn’t move or speak. The sensation of his fingers working her breasts had paralysed her with pleasure.

He shifted his hold, cupping her under her breasts so he could squeeze them more vigorously.

“Now, let’s attend to your lactophilia therapy, Mary,” he said.

There was a brief, shooting pain in each of her nipples, then a flood of delicious pleasure that ran from her nipples, through her breasts and down to her pussy. It felt like they were all connected as one.

She let out a long moan as her pussy clenched with an involuntary orgasm. Then she felt the slipperiness of his hands on her breasts. Through the waves of pleasure, she could see there was milk coming from her nipples with each squeeze and pull. Milk! It was like he’d found a way to make her breasts cum as well as her pussy, and he wasn’t content to make her cum just once.

“I think you’ll find I’m quite an experienced practitioner in providing therapy,” he said, drawing more milk from her breasts.

He switched between cupping and squeezing her breasts to gripping and teasing her nipples. With each gush of milk, she wet her panties with more creamy cum. Each orgasm was harder than the one preceding it, turning her into a helpless, moaning rag doll, soaked with milk and the juices of her sex.

“Please… no more…” she managed to say between orgasms.

“Oh, there’s so much more milk here,” he replied. “Why do you think I requested an extra-long session? Milking you properly is going to take quite some time.”

She collapsed back into her chair, no longer able to support her own weight, as he mercilessly milked her harder than before. He forced her to cum again and again, until she was so exhausted she felt she couldn’t cope with another.

He leaned forward, bracing himself against the armrests of her chair as he continued to tease the milk from her nipples. As he made her to cum one last time, her entire body shuddered as it swept through her. She cried out as every part of her seemed to gush with milk and pussy cream. It combined in a pool on her leather chair as a decadent cocktail of the taboo pleasure he was forcing upon her.

He waited for her to catch her breath. “So, Mary, do you feel your lactophilia therapy was a success today?” he said, releasing her nipples.

She lay panting, unable to speak, totally spent from the session.

“Hmm, it appears not,” he said, when she didn’t answer. “Well then, I think further therapy is necessary. I’ll book another session with Elaine right now. Then I’d better give her some therapy too. I noticed some wet patches on her blouse on my way in.” He smiled and licked the milk from his fingers. “Same time next week then.”

He took a long moment to admire her half-naked body, drenched in milk and cum, completely spent after so many forced orgasms.

“I’m looking forward to it already,” he said.


Country Hospitality

Brandy had been living in a small cottage in the country for a week. It was such a relief to get away from the city with its non-stop noise. Now she took the train to work, replacing overcrowding and pollution with serenity and clean country air. She had never known such peace.

Now it was the weekend, she needed to get back into her normal routine, which included exercise. Her body felt tight and she was looking forward to going for a jog. Running along quiet country roads was going to beat the hell out of doing laps around the inner city park. Why hadn’t she taken the plunge and moved out of her city apartment sooner?

She put on her shock absorber sports bra. It wasn’t the most flattering item of clothing, but she made it look pretty hot. Without it, running would be impossible. Vigorous exercise was the only downside to having very large breasts, but the shock absorber gave her the necessary support. With trainers and a pair of black running tights that clung to her body like a second skin, she was set to go.

In the city, being a very busty blond, she would have got a non-stop chorus of wolf whistles wearing so little. She’d always gone running wearing a baggy sweatshirt to cover up her jiggling breasts. But now there was no need for it. There was no one to take an interest in her breasts in the country. She didn’t think she’d even stumbled across another soul in the entire week she’d been living away from the city.

It was a fine autumn afternoon, not too hot, and the air was crisp and clear. She started out at a moderate pace, easing herself back into the rhythm of running. Once she’d blown out the cobwebs, she started to enjoy herself, not needing earbuds and loud music to drown out the noise of the traffic. Instead, there was only the sound of birdsong and the wind blowing in the trees.

After half an hour, she thought it was time to turn around and head back. An hour-long run was a good workout for the day. Then she could curl up on the couch and enjoy a small tub of ice cream and a good book, knowing she’d burned enough calories to earn it.

As she ran back, she realised she didn’t remember which direction she’d come from. She’d taken a few side roads and couldn’t recall if she’d turned left or right. Settling down to a slower pace, she tried to retrace her route.

“Oh, hell,” she said under her breath. “First trip out and I’m completely lost.”

All country roads looked exactly the same. There was a single lane of unmarked tarmac with bush on either side. There were no street signs of any kind. She realised she could be heading in entirely the wrong direction, or going around in circles.

By the time the sun started to set, she got quite worried. The temperature was falling fast, and she was only wearing her shock absorber sports bra and lycra running tights. Her lovely flat stomach was suffering the most and was covered with goosebumps from being exposed to the cool evening air.

Would anyone hear if she called out for help? Should she try to make a shelter in the bushes and wait for morning? Or hope for a passing car? She hadn’t seen a single car all afternoon.

Just as she was on the verge of panic and ready to give up all hope, she saw a small driveway branching off the road ahead. With the light fading fast, she hurried to it, jogging down the long driveway before it became too dark to see.

There was an old farmhouse at the end of the drive, painted blue with white trim. She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw the lights were on. Smoothing her hair, she marched up to the front door and knocked as loud as she dared.

Her heart was pounding in her chest as she heard footsteps approaching from the other side. As the door squeaked open, she let out a sigh of relief. The occupant was an older gentleman with snow-white hair and icy blue eyes. He was still rather handsome for a man of his age. He wore a crisp white shirt and black pants. As he looked her up and down, his curious surprise morphed into a smile that appeared friendly enough.

“I’m so sorry to bother you,” she said. “My name is Brandy. I’m new to the area and I got quite lost going for a run.”

“Come inside before you catch your death,” he said, with a deep, husky voice. “You must be freezing.”

She realised she had clasped her arms across her midriff to protect it from the cold. “I was hoping you might be able to give me a lift home,” she said, fluttering her long eyelashes to exercise her feminine charms.

What was the harm? She had plenty to work with, so why not? Blonds with big hazel eyes and very large breasts had a knack of getting their own way with men. Right now, she needed all the help she could get. She told him her address. He nodded as if he knew it well.

“I’ll take you, but not before we get you warmed up and into some dry clothes,” he replied, leading her from the foyer into the lounge to a wooden staircase. The homestead was dated, but had a comfortable lived-in feel to it, with plenty of rural charm in the decor. There was a roaring fire in the hearth and the soothing warmth put her at much greater ease.

He led her up the stairs to one of the bedrooms and opened the door.

“This was my baby girl’s room. She’s all grown up and moved on now, but you’re welcome to take a shower and borrow anything you’d like to wear. I expect you’re hungry too.”

“Famished,” she replied. “I can’t thank you enough. Such kind hospitality.”

“Go on now, before you freeze,” he said.

Closing the door behind her, she looked about the room. It was a nicely decorated girl’s room. His daughter had clearly liked pink. The bedspread, walls and furniture were all shades of pink. It was very girlish, but also rather cute.

She found the ensuite, stripped off her clothes and stepped into a hot shower. It felt wonderful to wash away the dried sweat and the cold. There were lots of shampoos, soaps and creams, so she indulged herself a little. There was nothing better than some pampering after a scare. Once she’d dried off and combed her long blond hair, she went to the dresser to find some clothes.

“Oh my,” she said, as she opened the lingerie drawers.

They were filled with very sexy lingerie, lacy panties, thigh-high stockings, sexy bras, all much more daring than the ones she usually wore. She found a pair of white silk panties which had such a small triangle of fabric, it would barely cover her pussy. She wanted to try it on to see how she looked, so she did.

Admiring herself in the mirror, she wondered why she didn’t wear more daring lingerie considering how much she enjoyed teasing men. It was so sexy, with two spaghetti thin waistbands and a slip of silk that only covered her pussy lips, leaving the rest of her mound exposed. It was definitely a pair of panties for a clean-shaven pussy. There was absolutely nowhere for her curly blond hair to hide. She wished she had time for a shave and a naughty fingering session seeing herself this way, but she had to get home. But wearing such pretty panties put her in the right mood to flirt her way into the old man’s affections.

The old man’s daughter had smaller breasts than hers, so she couldn’t find a bra that fitted. There was no way she was putting on her shock absorber until it had been through the wash. She abandoned the idea of wearing one, pulled on some white stockings and went to find a dress. There were many to choose from in the wardrobe, all very feminine, like the lingerie.

She found a blue and white checked dress and pulled it on, struggling to button it up at the front. After struggling for a minute, she decided to leave the top three buttons undone. There was no way she was getting her bust into any of these dresses, so she might as well reveal some cleavage. If it helped her get home sooner, why not give the old man a thrill?

While she loved how pretty she looked in the dress, she decided to treat herself to a little make-up too. Some mascara, eyeliner and a generous application of lip gloss would give the old man sweet dreams for weeks. He might be getting on in years, but all men loved the idea of grinding their cocks between two big, soft breasts.

Over the years, how many of her boyfriends had ached for the chance to pump themselves dry between her breasts, just as much as her tight, little pussy? They had all wanted it. And she loved the feeling of a hard cock between her breasts, pounding away until her cleavage was covered in cum.

Being blessed with such sensitive breasts and teasable nipples, having her tits pumped by a cock made her cum in a deliciously special and different way. It felt like her breasts were having multiple orgasms as well as her pussy. Just thinking about it was making her borrowed panties damp with her juices. She could see the hardened points of her nipples through the fabric of the dress, begging to be teased. Damn, she was feeling horny.

The old man might have a few miles on the clock, but he was still a man. She decided a little flirting wouldn’t hurt. Who knew what might come of it? Happy she was looking like a rather seductive country girl, she went back downstairs. The old man wasn’t in the lounge. She called out, but there was no response.

Searching the dining room and kitchen, she couldn’t find him there either. It was like he’d vanished into thin air. She searched the pantry, washhouse and main bathroom, calling out but having no luck. It sent a shiver down her spine.

As the hairs prickled on the back of her neck, she felt a powerful arm grab her from behind, and another clamping a white cloth over her nose and mouth. It was moistened with a liquid that smelled like sweet alcohol. In two breaths, her vision went black and she passed out.

As she came to her senses, she didn’t know how long she had been unconscious. From the lingering taste in her mouth, she guessed he must have knocked her out with chloroform. As her vision cleared, she saw she was in one of the outbuildings. There were hay bales stacked against one wall and various tools and implements scattered about.

At that moment, she realised the old man had tied her to a post. Her hands were secured behind her back, making her breasts thrust out. She also had her feet tied together and was attached to the post by a rope around her waist and another around her neck. It wasn’t tight enough to restrict her breathing, but it meant she wasn’t going anywhere soon. What did the old man want from her? Hell, she hadn’t even thought to ask his name.

He appeared soon after. He was squinting at her with his lips curled into a cruel smile. She gasped, realising he meant her no good.

“Please… just let me go. I promise I won’t tell anyone or bother you ever again,” she said.

“Oh, it’s too late for that now, Brandy. You can’t show up on my doorstep and tease an old man with your big titties and expect to get off being punished for it.”

As a cold pit of fear settled in her stomach, she drew a shuddering breath. What a fool she’d been, thinking she could use her good looks and feminine charms on a stranger without consequence. She watched him approach, the fear rising with every step he took closer to her.

Finally, he was standing right in front of her, staring her in the eyes, enjoying the fear painted on her face. He wasn’t gentle as he ripped open her dress at the front, letting her breasts burst free from its tight embrace. His strong fingers found her nipples, clamping them in a tight hold between his thumb and forefinger.

She screamed as he twisted them hard, the pain shooting through her chest, making her see red. It was the most hideous pain she’d ever experienced. He chuckled, enjoying her torment, but he didn’t let go.

“We’ll see how much you love your titties once I’m done with them,” he said, finally letting go. “Let’s find out how big and pretty they look after some proper country hospitality.”

He twisted her nipples hard again. The pain was so intense she felt like he was going to rip them off altogether. It left her unable to scream. There was just pain, blotting out all her other senses. As he let go, she realised the shock of it had stopped her from even taking a breath. She dragged oxygen into her chest in a huge heaving gasp. He chuckled again, enjoying her torment.

“Please… just let me go…” she said, when she felt like she could string words together again.

“Beg all you like,” he replied. “Beg for mercy, but you ain’t getting any. You’re staying right where you are till I’ve had my fun with your titties.”

Hell, this kindly looking old man was concealing a monster. Even as the pain subsided from her nipples, she realised he was capable of much more terrible torture. Alone, with no one for miles in any direction, there wasn’t going to be a miraculous rescue, no matter how loud she screamed.

He made his intentions plain for what he had planned for her next. He cracked a whip three times to let her hear the force of each strike.

She whimpered and pleaded with him not to hurt her, but he was true to his word. There was no mercy in any bone in his body. He let her know this with the first strike, using the full force of his arm to put a thick red stripe across her breasts. She felt her mouth open, gasping for air with the shock of the sudden stinging pain. It was like he’d lashed her with a red-hot poker, rendering her incapable of doing anything but feeling the deep burn.

“Ain’t looking so pretty now,” he said, pulling his arm back for a second strike.

She begged him not to do it, but was silenced as the whip lashed her breasts a second time. A thousand hornet stings wouldn’t have felt as bad as each ash of his whip, and he gave her blow after blow until her breasts were striped bright red.

She could do nothing but endure the pain. And the more pain he inflicted on her, the more he seemed to enjoy it. He gave her just enough to make sure it hurt, but not so much that she passed out. The old man was an expert in making women suffer.

Finally, he coiled the whip and hung it back on its hook. If she hadn’t been tied to the post so securely, she would have collapsed onto the floorboards long ago. He approached her again, clearly enjoying the pain and anguish on her face. Then he cupped her breasts on his palms so gently, it was like he was about to start foreplay.

“Nothing like tenderising them before a hard milking,” he said, with a heartless grin.

“M—milking?” she whimpered, wondering what he could possibly mean by it. What further cruelty could he possibly have in store for her?

“Yeah, I’m gonna milk ‘em so hard, you ain’t gonna be able to get yourself a man for months.”

The fear in her stomach spread to every part of her body. She pleaded with him to let her go, but he was determined to make good on his promise.

Finally, she saw what he meant as he wheeled a milk pump beside her. He let out a chuckle that was laced with pure evil as he took the teat cups and kicked the power switch. The thudding pulse of the motor, creating powerful suction, was terrifying. The machine was designed for cows with resilient udders, not human breasts that had just been whipped raw.

“Try to stay awake… Brandy. If you thought a whipping was bad, you ain’t felt nothing yet.”

“Please…” she whimpered.

He just laughed as he attached both teat cups to her nipples as if he milked women every day.

She felt the suction right through her breasts from the first pull of the pump. The machine had such a powerful draw, it felt like it could suck her breasts entirely into the tubes.

“Just takes a few moments to unblock the ducts, then we’ll get your milk flowing,” he said, watching with fascination.

As the suction began to torment her poor, abused nipples, she felt a strange sensation through her chest, like the valve being released on a pressure cooker. Then the first drops of milk were drawn from her breasts and sucked into the machine. She’d heard that when a woman’s milk was released, it was a pleasure to breastfeed. But this was nothing but pure torment, like her milk was being stolen in the most painful way possible, being forcibly drawn from her breasts much harder than then it ever should.

“Let’s turn it up higher,” said the man, cranking up the dial on the suction.

Her milk started to flow in stronger bursts, making her whole body ache with the strain. She cried out in agony as the machine set to work, emptying her out. Each pulse of the machine was punishing her breasts in ways the whip never could.

The old man was loving every minute of it. He took her breasts between his powerful fingers and squeezed them hard, helping the machine to steal her milk faster. It was flowing freely now, filling the large stainless steel container next to the pump. The awful rhythmic sound pulsed in her ears as she felt her grip on consciousness slipping away.

There was no pain anymore, just the terrible sound of the machine and the old man’s cruel laughter. The torment was too much to bear. Darkness filled her vision and she knew no more.

As she regained consciousness, she realised she was lying on her own bed. It was morning. The sun was shining and the birds were singing. She wondered how she had got here. There was a gap in her memory from the moment she’d got lost on her jog to where she was now. Then she remembered everything that had happened, hoping it was all just a terrible nightmare.

She pulled herself out of bed, peeled off her nightdress and stood before the mirror. As she looked at her chest, she let out a tortured gasp. Her breasts were striped red from the harsh whipping they’d received, but instead of being large, full and round as normal, they were now as flat as deflated balloons. The white-haired devil had milked her so hard, he’d drained her breasts altogether.

Brandy had no idea if her poor breasts would ever recover, if they would fill up with milk, or regain their former beautiful shape. It might take weeks, months… maybe they never would. There was no way any man would want to pump his cock dry between two over milked, flattened breasts. The old bastard had robbed her of one of her greatest pleasures and he had done it in the cruelest way possible.

The only thing she was sure of at this moment was that she was moving back to the city… as soon as she could.


The Interview

Maria loved dominating her boyfriend, Hayden. Sex was always better when she was in control and calling the shots. Her favourite position was riding him on the couch, especially when she had him tied up. Then she could tease him with her breasts, making him desperate to get his mouth on her nipples, while she ground her pussy on his cock through his pants. Without his hands, she could tease him this way for as long as she liked. And when she was finally ready to unzip him and take him inside her, he was so hard it was like having a hot steel bar in her pussy.

She needed the big buildup to produce milk. Then she allowed him to lick the few precious creamy drops that beaded on her nipples. There was no other sex like it, having her three magic pleasure buttons cumming all at once.

“Goddamn, your cream tastes good,” said Hayden. “Imagine if you had more. I’d suckle you like a starving man all night long.”

The thought sent a very pleasurable shiver down her spine. She liked the idea of having her breasts cum for much longer. She’d never had multiple orgasms before. It was always a one hit deal.

“Well, you’re just going to have to put up with what you get,” she said, more to appease herself than him. “I’d better get ready for work. I’m interviewing a dominatrix today for the magazine. We’re doing a series on powerful women and how they change people’s lives.”

Hayden raised his eyebrows. “Kinky! Should I be worried?”

Maria kissed him, finishing with a playful bite on his lower lip. “Oh, most definitely! I’m hoping to pick up lots of tips about how I can dominate you.”

She left him to contemplate that thought as she showered, did her make-up and got dressed. It was definitely an occasion to dress to impress, looking as glamorous as possible, without being unprofessional. She’d seen photos of Mistress Kali as part of the brief for the story. She was a statuesque raven-haired beauty who could wear primary red lipstick and look incredible, rather than like a vampire on the prowl.

Maria had a heart-shaped face, big brown eyes and rounded lips, so she could never wear such bold make-up. She was better in subtle pinks. She chose a black pencil skirt cut above the knee to show a little leg and a tight-fitting pink satin blouse. She decided to leave the top three buttons undone to show off some of her deep cleavage. After all, when in Rome…

Mistress Kali lived in a different house to the one Maria had imagined. She’d expected some old gothic manor, with a dungeon in the basement filled with whips and chains. Instead, Mistress Kali had a modern, designer home that was both stylish, spacious and inviting. It had manicured gardens, a waterway and large lawns perfect for parties.

As the maid showed her in, she saw the interior was clean, light and airy, with uncluttered decor and simple stylish furnishings. She felt taken aback in all the right ways. This was the home of a woman with class, but one who wanted to live in comfort, not surrounded by the trappings of wealth. They’d never met, but Maria liked her already.

The maid led Maria through the house and opened a door to Mistress Kali’s office.

“Mistress will join you shortly,” said the maid, with a small curtsy.

Maria wondered if she performed extra duties in her role as a maid, as her uniform was very tight and revealing. Despite the suave sophistication of the house, there was sexually charged energy in the air.

She felt her eyes widen as she stepped into Mistress Kali’s office. It was also light and airy, but it was no office like Maria had ever seen. There was a solid, black pole at the centre of the room that went from the floor to the ceiling. She thought it looked rather like a stripper’s pole.

Against the walls were various wooden frames, presumably for bondage. She imagined people tied in various positions, with their limbs outstretched, or contorted into tormenting shapes.

A tall cabinet with glass doors held a variety of whips, displayed as if they were pretty dresses hanging on hooks. There were cupboards and drawers, no doubt filled with the various toys, tools and devices of her trade.

It gave Maria a chill down her spine and a tingling sense of excitement at the same time. This was the place where Mistress Kali delivered pleasure, pain or both at the same time, where she treated her slaves to the gifts of a dominatrix.

Maria pulled her pen and notepad from her purse and jotted down some notes. There were butterflies in her stomach as she imagined these devices and contraptions put to work. Her idea of dominating Hayden was child’s play compared to this.

She never heard the door open or Mistress Kali enter the room, but she became aware of her presence when the hairs prickled on the back of her neck. She spun about, seeing Mistress Kali only a few feet away.

Maria gasped, then let out an embarrassed laugh, feeling quite foolish that Mistress Kali had caught her unawares. Mistress Kali was even more seductive in the flesh. Her black hair hung loose about her shoulders and her ruby lips pouted in appreciation. But it was her amber, feline eyes that struck Maria so forcefully. They were mesmerizing, drilling deep into her soul like she had no defences against them.

Mistress Kali wore a loose-fitting sapphire dress that clung to her curvaceous figure. It suggested the outline of a breast, or a flash of bare flesh as she moved. She held out her hand, and Maria glimpsed the hardened points of her nipples beneath the fabric. It wasn’t cold in the room. She was aroused.

“Maria,” she said with a rich voice as smooth as the silk she wore.

“M—Mistress,” Maria replied, taking her hand.

It was soft and warm, but instead of a handshake, Mistress Kali drew Maria close so she could lean into her neck like a vampire ready to strike. She didn’t bite. She simply inhaled slowly and deeply through her nose.

Her amber eyes sparkled as she blinked. “Mm… vanilla, honey… and cream,” she said. “My dear, you are quite delicious.”

“T—thank you,” said Maria. She was feeling rather intoxicated by the encounter already. Mistress Kali was so direct in everything she did, and every part of her spoke of decadent pleasures or mischievous punishments. “Where would you like to do the interview?”

Mistress Kali briefly bit her lower lip. “Where? Are you here to tempt me? A pretty brunette with big innocent eyes and a mouthwatering bust asks me where I want her? Well, if that’s your first question, here’s your first answer. I’d have you tied to the pole with your hands behind your back and your ankles together.”

Maria swallowed. She didn’t know if she should feel shocked or aroused. Right now, it was an unfamiliar combination of both.

Mistress Kali took a step closer, entering Maria’s personal space, assuming the privileges of a lover. She put her hands on Maria’s hips and looked deep into her eyes.

“Tell me, my sweet-scented flower, how did you get this assignment? Did you draw the short straw or did you ask for it?”

Despite the intimacy of the moment, Maria didn’t feel at all uncomfortable. “I volunteered for it. In fact, interviewing you was entirely my idea.”

Mistress Kali smiled with her eyes. “Then why don’t I give you one hell of a story to write about?” she said. “But you’ll have to let me take the lead. It’s a habit I have difficulty breaking.”

Maria swallowed and nodded.

“How long have you been a milkmaid?” said Mistress Kali, low and soft, like she was preparing to kiss her at any moment.

“A milkmaid? I’m a journalist…” Maria replied.

“I can smell it on you,” said Mistress Kali. “The unmistakable sweet, creamy scent of a woman with milk.”

Maria blushed. How could she have forgotten? She’d creamed a little when she’d cum earlier. But since then, she’d showered and put on perfume. How could Mistress Kali have known?

“I—I sometimes lactate a little when I’m having sex,” she said, feeling her cheeks grow hot.

“It’s nothing to feel embarrassed about,” said Mistress Kali. “Being a milkmaid is a rare gift. How much milk accompanies your orgasm?”

Maria couldn’t fight back her burning cheeks, despite Mistress Kali’s reassurance. “A few drops.”

Mistress Kali’s lips parted as if she’d heard terrible news. “A few drops? Oh my! That’s a crime against pleasure.”

“I didn’t think I was meant to have any milk at all,” said Maria, as if she needed to defend the point. “I mean, I’ve never been pregnant.”

Mistress Kali’s hands slid up her waist and over her stomach, stopping below her breasts. In the heat of the moment, they were straining against her pink blouse like they wanted to burst free.

“As I said, it’s a gift,” she said, beginning to unbutton Maria’s blouse.

Maria gave no thought to the fact she was being undressed by a woman she barely knew. Mistress Kali’s touch was gentle and kind. The way she opened each button was like she wanted to see Maria naked in more ways than one. It made her feel like a closed flower that was now ready to bloom.

Before she knew it, she was naked from the waist up, as if Mistress Kali had magically removed her blouse and bra without her being aware. Mistress Kali cupped her breasts and gave them a gentle squeeze.

“Haven’t you ever wondered why they’re so round and firm? Haven’t you ever felt the aching desire for complete release?”

Maria felt shivers down her spine, but not because she was cold. She’d just wished for that kind of release a few hours before. Mistress Kali tweaked her nipples between her fingernails, not harshly, merely to harden them to points. Two small beads of milk formed on each nipple. Mistress Kali massaged it into her areolae with the pads of her thumbs. Maria drew a sharp breath as her pussy clenched with a jolt of pleasure.

“Who takes charge in the bedroom?” said Mistress Kali.

“I do,” said Maria. She felt like she couldn’t speak above a whisper under the sensuous touch of Mistress Kali’s fingers and the mesmerizing weight of her amber eyes.

“You’re naturally submissive,” she said. “So you’re with the wrong lover. A man, yes?”

Maria swallowed and nodded. She really liked Hayden a lot, perhaps loved him, but she’d always known something was missing in their relationship. He couldn’t reach her inner desires like this, and Mistress Kali had done it in a few brief moments of intimate contact.

Mistress Kali’s voice was like a kiss. “With the right discipline and training, you’ll never desire another man. And you’ll experience such pleasure as you’ve never known before…”

Maria waited for Mistress Kali to finish her sentence, but clearly, the part left unspoken was for her to infer or discover for herself. In the same magical whirlwind of sensual handling, Mistress Kali had her back in her bra and blouse as if nothing had happened between them.

“So, do you think you have enough for your story?” she said.

Maria nodded. “More than enough. Much more than I’d expected.”

“Then I look forward to reading it,” said Mistress Kali. Her smile remained in her eyes, not on her ruby lips.

Maria thanked her and left. She wandered back to her car, sat in the driver’s seat, but didn’t start the engine. Her head was spinning after the encounter and she didn’t feel fit to drive yet. What had Mistress Kali done to her? How had she coaxed milk from her nipples with only a tweak of her fingernails? But most of all, why did she feel like she’d lost something, rather than found it?

Eventually, her head cleared enough to drive. She went back to the office with thousands of thoughts rolling around her head.

“How was the interview,” said a man, leaning over her desk.

It was Matt, one of the other staff writers. He was more interested in the amount of cleavage she was showing than getting an answer to his question.

“Fine,” she said, turning away. As soon as he’d turned his back, she buttoned up her blouse.

She fired up her computer. With no notes to work from, she wanted to get her story down while it was fresh in her mind. And damn, was it fresh! She’d wanted a story about a powerful woman who changed people’s lives, but she’d never expected she’d be the one to experience change. Her flower had opened. For better or worse, it wanted to bathe in the sun’s light… or more accurately… the twin suns of Mistress Kali’s eyes.

She gasped, finally finding meaning to the unspoken part of Mistress Kali’s parting comment. To fully understand her gift as a milkmaid meant surrendering herself to Mistress Kali. She’d said that would also make her lose her desire for men. If she was right, that meant renouncing all men… and with them… Hayden. She had a decision to make.

She wrote her article. It wasn’t her best work, but it was good enough for publication. It could never be her best work without knowing the answer to her dilemma. As she climbed into her car at the end of the day, there were two possible destinations rather than the usual one. She started the engine and let her heart guide her hands as they turned the steering wheel. Right now, the wheel of her Mini Cooper felt like the wheel of destiny.

The city streets were a blur of light and dark. She drove on, no longer aware of the direction she was travelling or the destination. Whose door would she knock on tonight? The door to Mistress Kali’s mysterious palace of pleasure, or the door to a known quantity, her boyfriend Hayden?

She was scarcely aware of the answer herself as she stepped up to it and pressed the doorbell. Her head was so thick with confused thoughts, her body was acting on autopilot.

The door opened and the maid in her tight, skimpy uniform admitted her inside without question, as if she were expected. She followed the pretty girl to Mistress Kali’s office, where the maid opened the door without knocking to let Maria inside.

Mistress Kali turned to face her, looking unsurprised to see her return. She was still wearing the alluring blue dress that gave suggestive hints at her feminine curves beneath. This time, she was holding a white silk rope in her hand.

“You’re earlier than I expected,” said Mistress Kali. “I thought you’d might be another five minutes at least.”

“I have to know if it’s true,” said Maria breathlessly.

“Of course you do,” said Mistress Kali, lowering her eyelids. “Otherwise you’ll spend your life in denial, always wondering what might have been. And it would be a tragedy to waste such a gift.”

She led Maria to the pole at the centre of the room. Maria didn’t resist as Mistress Kali stripped off her clothes until she was wearing only her lace-top stockings and heels. Mistress Kali’s touch was gentle, as before, treating the act of undressing her like the first stages of foreplay. Her pussy tingled with excitement, but her breasts were aching for the unknown pleasures ahead.

Mistress Kali tied her to the pole with her hands behind her back. She looped the rope once around her waist like a harness, then used the tail to bind her ankles together.

“Beautiful!” said Mistress Kali. “You were born to be a milkmaid.”

She grabbed Maria’s nipples, lifting her breasts and jiggling them up and down. Her touch wasn’t as gentle this time, and Maria flinched with the sharp pain from having her nipples tugged and stretched in such a way.

Maria protested, but Mistress Kali silenced her with a stare. Her bright amber eyes had taken on a sinister edge, like a feline huntress stalking her prey. A cold pit of fear swelled in Maria’s chest and she whimpered. She tested the ropes around her wrists. They were tight, secure, beyond her ability to escape. She was now completely at her mistress’s mercy.

Mistress Kali squeezed and twisted her nipples, listening to her whimpering without expression.

“Please… let me go…” said Maria.

Mistress Kali paused and looked her in the eye. “You’re giving up so easily?”

“It hurts,” said Maria.

“Training and discipline is meant to hurt,” said Mistress Kali, resuming her cruel manipulation of Maria’s nipples.

Maria started to sob and berated herself for being a fool, for listening to the hollow promise of the woman she admired. Until now.

Mistress Kali stopped what she was doing and went to collect a few items from one of her sets of drawers. She returned with a thick strip of duct tape, which she used to seal Maria’s mouth. Then she took two flat-tipped clamps and attached them to each of Maria’s nipples. Even though the clamps didn’t have teeth, the powerful bite from the metal made the tips of her nipples smart like she had been bitten.

“To prevent leakage,” said Mistress Kali. “There’s much worse pain than a pair of clamps to come yet.”

The paddle in Mistress Kali’s hand gave Maria pause from her sobbing. It was a hardwood tool, half a foot long and with a cruel, pointed tip. Mistress Kali lifted one of her breasts on her palm and proceeded to paddle it hard, working one spot until it turned bright red. Then she used the point of the paddle, driving it into the tender flesh like she was tenderizing a steak.

Maria bucked and tried to escape the pain, but her bonds were too tight, as was Mistress Kali’s grip on her breast. Despite being unable to speak, she begged and pleaded for the pain to stop, but Mistress Kali continued to punish her breasts without mercy. Soon, she’d made both breasts red and blotchy, and Maria had tears streaming down her face.

How could this woman be so cruel? How could she have been so stupid to trust her? When would this torment come to an end?

Mistress Kali put the paddle away and collected another object from the drawers. Maria pleaded with her, shaking her head to let her know she couldn’t take any more. When she returned, Maria saw she had a bottle of oil in her hand. She applied a liberal amount to each hand and then massaged it into Maria’s burning breasts. The effect was immediate, soothing the tender, smarting red welts.

Mistress Kali was gentle with her, as she had been the first time she’d handled her breasts. Soon, the pain faded altogether, leaving her tormented breasts rosy pink instead of angry red.

The tingling sensation returned, not just in her breasts, but throughout her body. Mistress Kali removed the nipple clamps and resumed massaging the oil into her skin, finishing each squeeze with a playful tweak to her nipples. The tingling sensation became a relaxing warmth, then a deep, rich pleasure.

“A little tenderising to loosen you up, and a little pain to fully appreciate the pleasure,” said Mistress Kali. Her eyes were smiling again. She was looking at Maria like a lover, not a dominatrix.

Her hands worked their magic, and soon Maria realised the lubrication on her breasts was no longer just the oil, but the first gushes of her cream. She moaned as the joy of being milked flooded her body. It was a more complete experience than sex, more fulfilling than the delight she got from her three pleasure buttons. It was like she was immersed in warm, soothing joy.

“And now you can cum,” said Mistress Kali, becoming more enthusiastic in her milking.

As cream dripped from Maria’s breasts and down her stomach, it mixed with the juices flowing from between her legs. Her orgasm was long and sustained, leaving her holding her breath as it gripped her from head to toe.

There was so much milk, not the few drops she normally produced. It gushed from her with each squeeze. Mistress Kali paused briefly to peel the tape from her face, allowing her to breathe through her mouth. She was panting for air as waves of pleasure wracked her body, one after the other, peaking with each gush of cream.

As she bathed in her own cream and the joy of being milked, she let the pleasure consume every part of her senses, enjoying one sublime orgasm after another. Finally, she felt Mistress Kali’s lips and her tongue slipping into her mouth. It set off one final shuddering orgasm. Warm milk flooded her chest and hot cream gushed from her pussy. She could only remain standing because Mistress Kali had tied her to the pole.

“Mm… truly delicious,” said Mistress Kali as their lips parted.

Maria looked into her shining amber eyes. Everything she knew about the world had changed. Everything Mistress Kali had said was right. She would renounce her desire for boys freely and willingly. But she didn’t want girls either, only her mistress, for the rest of her life.


Sweet Eighteen

Bella’s eighteenth birthday had gone well enough, considering she lived with her parents miles from anywhere. It was the bane of growing up an only child on their remote family farm. Still, she’d been given lovely gifts and treated to the best meal that could be made from humble ingredients.

Her mother’s gift was a new make-up set, with mascara, three different shades of eyeshadow and some candy apple lip gloss. It even smelled and tasted like sweet apples.

“Life can’t be much fun for you now you’re grown up. It’s time you found yourself a nice man and a farm of your own. You’re already plenty pretty enough to get yourself a husband, but a little extra help never hurts,” her mommy said, as she opened the gift.

She was absolutely delighted with it and couldn’t imagine what the lipstick was going to do to a boy when she started learning how to kiss. After reading about it in romance novels, she’d tried kissing two of her fingers, pressed together like they were lips, but that hadn’t taught her much. Fingers were hard and rigid, not soft and giving like lips. She let out a dreamy sigh. After kissing, there would be sex. It was going to be wonderful to do that for real too.

Her daddy had given her a new summer dress, as she was fast growing out of her old ones, especially in the bust. With a new dress and make-up, she was sure to be able to attract a man the next time she went into town. Her mommy was right. She should get on with finding herself a husband soon.

As the day wore on, her daddy started to act odd. She couldn’t put her finger on what was bothering him. He looked like he had something he wanted to tell her, but couldn’t while her mommy was around. When her mommy went to do the dishes, they finally had a moment alone.

He patted his thigh, inviting her to take a seat on his lap. They often sat this way when Bella wanted to give him special hugs. She did so now, looping one arm over his shoulder as she sat down.

“Now, Bella, I’ve got two more gifts for you on this most special of days, when you’ve finally become a woman,” he said.

“Really, Daddy?” she said, giving him a special kiss on the cheek. He liked them, and she thought it was good practice for learning how to kiss a man for real.

He handed her a slim blue box tied up with a matching ribbon. “Now you wear this when you go to bed tonight. When I come by to say goodnight, if you’re wearing it, I’ll give you another, much more special gift.”

Bella decided a ‘much more special gift’ deserved many more special kisses. She dotted both his cheeks with her lips until he laughed merrily and told her to stop.

“Now, you take that up to your room. Don’t open it until you’re ready for bed,” he said, gently easing her from his lap.

She smiled at him. She really did have the best daddy a girl could ever want. He was so handsome and strong, with dignified white streaks in his black hair at the temples. She hoped she could find a man as handsome as her daddy. That would make her the luckiest girl alive.

As the hour got late, her excitement to find out what was in the blue box became unbearable. She wished her parents goodnight and went upstairs to her room.

She placed the box at the centre of her bed. As soon as she’d closed the door, she rushed to her bed and pulled at the ribbon to release the bow. Inside, beautifully wrapped in blue tissue paper was a pink silk baby-doll nightdress.

Bella gasped as she pulled it from the box and let it unfold. It was the prettiest nightdress she’d ever seen, let alone owned. It was also very revealing, having only two thin straps and the smallest cups for her breasts. It would barely cover them at all.

Her daddy had said if she wore it to bed, he would give her another gift, but really, she didn’t need any incentive to wear such a beautiful item of clothing. She took off her clothes and slipped into it, feeling the luxurious caress of silk against her bare skin.

Admiring herself in the mirror, she loved how short the dress had been cut, so it revealed peeks of her pussy as she took even the smallest step. But the way it showed off her large breasts was so daringly sexy it made her blush to see herself dressed this way.

It seemed only fitting that she should put on a thick, generous coating of her candy apple lip gloss to feel like a real woman at last. After all, that was what this special birthday signified, her passing from being a teenager to becoming a woman.

So why stop with just lip gloss? Why not emerge from her cocoon in style? She did her make-up, putting on lots of eyeliner and mascara to make her baby-blue eyes pop in the most dazzling way. She puffed a generous amount of perfume over her neck and let her long brown hair out of its ponytail, so it spilled over her shoulders and down her back.

Pretty? She was going to be fighting the boys off. The yearning for a man’s touch swept through her body like an ache. She’d never wanted it more than in this moment, as she saw herself transformed into a vision of feminine beauty.

As she remembered what her daddy had said about giving her another gift when he came to wish her goodnight, she wondered what he would think if he saw her now. She was no longer his baby girl. She was all grown up and ready to share her love with another man.

Pulling herself away from the mirror, she turned off all the lights apart from the one on her bedside table, and slipped into bed. The anticipation of the third and final gift started her heart racing. She hoped he wouldn’t take too long to arrive.

As if he had read her mind, she heard the door open. He came into her room and quietly closed the door behind him.

He drew a slow, deep breath as he saw her propped against the pillows, with the sheets only covering her from her waist down.

“Look at you,” he said, coming to the bed and sitting down beside her. He stroked her cheek with the back of his fingers. “My baby girl is all grown up. And you’ve become the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen.”

She felt a warm, excited tingle at his touch. It meant so much to her to hear him say he thought she was pretty.

His hands went to her shoulders, softly caressing her bare skin, his thumbs catching the straps of her nightdress, slipping them over her arms. As there wasn’t much fabric covering her breasts, it was all that was needed to bare them fully. His fingers grazed her shoulders and upper arms, rough from all the manual labour he did around the farm.

Her breath caught in her throat. What was he doing? Was it right for him to see her naked breasts now she was a woman?

But he had different intentions than simply seeing her naked. His fingers slid further down her arms, coming to rest on the edges of her breasts. He circled them, tracing the size and shape of each full, firm globe. Her breasts were much more sensitive now they were much larger, and she shivered as his fingers grazed her soft skin.

“Daddy, should you be touching me like this?” she whispered.

“Shh,” he replied. “We don’t want to wake your mommy while I give you your final gift. Now you’re a woman, it’s time to get your milk flowing. Boys are going to want to milk your lovely, big breasts. It’s only right that your daddy should be the one to milk you first.”

She felt tingles through her entire body as his fingers worked their way around her breasts. Every part of her brain was telling her this was very wrong, but every inch of her body was telling her it was so right. No, it was way better than right. It felt amazing.

“It’s no different than when I’ll give you away on your wedding day,” he said, finding her nipples. He gave them gentle tweaks to encourage them to become hardened points.

His touch sent sparks of pleasure through her body. It was also starting to make her wet between the legs. She could feel the dampness of her panties against her inner thighs.

He was so focused on stimulating her breasts, his eyes burned with the desire to see the first drops of milk drip appear on her nipples.

Bella marvelled at his experienced hands, slowly applying more pressure as he caressed and squeezed her breasts. The more he worked on them, the hotter she became between the legs, the delicious itch in her clitoris throbbing in rhythm with his hands. He finished every squeeze with a gentle tweak to her nipples, which were becoming more sensitive by the second.

She wanted to ask him how many women he had milked in his life, how many times he had milked her mommy. Did he still milk her now? But the questions all caught in her throat as her pleasure mounted.

As she drew a ragged breath, she fought to suppress the need to cry out. There were waves of pleasure flowing from the points of her nipples right through her body. He took this as his cue to apply more pressure, grasping her firmly now with his strong hands, fingers working like pistons to awaken her milk.

“Daddy…” she whispered, needing to say his name aloud.

“Shh, baby girl,” he replied. “It’ll start flowing soon.”

It wasn’t that she’d never masturbated before or had an orgasm, but what she was feeling now was entirely different… and better. It wasn’t focused only on the pleasure button at the entrance to her sex. Wave after wave of sensual gratification swept through her body as his hands kneaded her breasts.

She had to bite a knuckle to prevent herself from letting out moans of joy. Her daddy gave her a lopsided grin as he began to focus his attention more forcibly on her nipples, stretching them out as far as they would go, rolling them between his thumb and forefinger as if trying to break a seal.

“Oh, Daddy,” she moaned, unable to contain her voice.

Then, like the moment of breaking her hymen, she felt delicious pain through her breasts as thick, white drops beaded on each of her nipples. Her daddy let out a contented grunt as he used the first of her milk to lubricate her nipples and make them more pliable.

Working her vigorously, more milk beaded on her nipples, and soon there was enough flowing to allow him to get both her breasts slick with milk. Now they were slippery, he gripped them firmly in his powerful hands and began to pump hard.

Her breath caught in her throat as a jolt of pleasure ripped through her body. Her milk had been unlocked at last, and it felt sublime.

More flowed now, coming out in rich, creamy squirts as he pumped her breasts. She started to cum, not all at once, but over and over in waves with each pull and draw on her breasts. Her pussy was on fire, burning with passionate delight, juices flowing as fast as the milk from her breasts.

“Yes, baby girl… good… so much milk,” he said. His voice was rasping with the pleasure he was taking from milking her.

There was so much milk it was running down her stomach, wetting the sheets. Slowly, her daddy eased off the pressure and withdrew his hands.

“Please, Daddy, don’t stop,” she pleaded. She wanted to keep cumming for as long as possible.

“Don’t want to milk them too hard the first time,” he replied. “That’ll do for now. You’ll be milked more later. Much more.”

He leaned down and kissed her on the lips. This was her first real kiss from a man. She opened her mouth to receive it, hoping he enjoyed the taste of her candy apple lip gloss. As his tongue circled her mouth, she felt certain that he did.

“Goodnight, baby girl, sweet dreams.” Without saying another word, he stood up and walked to the door.

“Daddy?” she said, halting him in his tracks. He turned around, looking so rugged and handsome, with his shirtsleeves soaked with her milk. She’d always loved her daddy more than anything else in the world, but now, on her eighteenth birthday, she knew what it was to love him as a woman.

“Daddy, if I wear this pretty nightdress to bed tomorrow night, will you come and wish me goodnight again?” she said.

He gave her a small smile as he closed the door behind him.

She pulled up the sheets, not minding that they were wet with her milk. She changed her mind about needing to move on from the family farm. She was quite content where she was at present. There was no need to hurry up to find herself a husband at all. After tonight, it could most definitely wait.


Dairy Maid

The man had intrigue painted on his face like a neon sign. He was a handsome devil, with dark hair silvering at the temples, and fine, chiselled features sharp enough to draw blood. But his eyes held all the mystery. They were inky pools, tainted with jealously guarded dark secrets. Erica had seen him at the bar three times now, each time specifically to check her out. He didn’t seem like the shy type, but she wasn’t going to proposition him. If he was a cop, she was screwed. That might be her job, but hookers didn’t need fines or jail time. She already owed her pimp so much, it felt like she’d never be able to pay him back.

The man didn’t try to hide the fact he was looking at her breasts. Erica wasn’t offended. She wasn’t trying to conceal them. Quite the opposite in fact. After all, how was a girl supposed to attract a trick if she covered up her best assets? While she was a smoking hot, sultry brunette, her breasts were one in a million. It was the reason she got to work the wealthier clients.

As he finally made an approach, his thin lips curled into a smile that was either appreciative or cruel. Perhaps both. She couldn’t tell.

“Are they real?” he said. His voice was deep and gravelly, like he was highly aroused and trying not to show it.

“Some people try ‘hello’ as an opening line,” she replied, sipping her drink.

“C’mon, we both know what you are,” he said, fixing her with his penetrating gaze.

His directness was both refreshing and confronting at the same time. She was usually good at keeping control of the negotiations for her services, but he was taking the lead like he already owned the prize.

“Uh… yes,” she said.

“I’ll need proof,” he replied, without hesitation.

“Hell, do you want my social security number too?” she said. The idea of tossing her drink over his crisp, starched shirt was also appealing.

“There’ll be no more sass once the deal is complete, so I’ll let you off that remark this time. Where do you take your clients for services rendered?” he said, sounding menacing and ice cold at the same time.

“There are rooms out the back,” she said, with a small nod toward the private booths for blowing men. “The bar owner takes a large cut, so I hope you’re a good tipper.”

“That remark isn’t forgiven,” he said, taking her by the arm. His grip was forceful, but not aggressive.

She led him to the private rooms out the back of the bar, where she sucked cocks for as much as a hundred bucks a throw. On a good night, she could clear over a thousand dollars, providing the guys weren’t so drunk they couldn’t cum.

After the bar owner had taken his cut, she could net five hundred, which was a better wage than most girls made for a day’s work. Most of that went towards paying off her debt to her pimp, but at this rate, she could be out of this life in a few years. It was the price she was paying for being an orphan living on the streets. Nothing came for free.

“So, where do you want it? On the couch? On the bed?” she asked, planting one hand on her hip.

“I don’t want my cock sucked,” he replied. He was all business, with no apparent interest in pleasure. “Take your top off so I can handle your breasts.”

“Okay, whatever gets you off,” she replied.

He scowled at her, but said nothing this time. She did as he requested. Getting naked from the waist up was simply a matter of taking off her blouse. It was half unbuttoned already, and she didn’t wear a bra. That way she could charge extra for a grope.

She felt a cold pang of fear as he approached, expressionless as he gave her a visual examination. Normally, a man wouldn’t be able to hide his delight at such a display of feminine sexuality, but this man was different.

He cupped her breasts on his palms. She could tell a lot about a man by his hands. This man was wealthy. He could afford to have his nails manicured. He used only the best soap. It was likely he did dextrous work, as his touch was gentle, his skin soft.

As his fingers dug into her breasts, she found out he was also fit and very strong. He looked into her eyes the whole time he explored her breasts with his hands. His expression remained icy, as if he wanted to see her react to this rough manhandling. She stood her ground. A fee was a fee, whether it was sucking a cock or taking some heavy petting.

Eventually, he seemed satisfied and lowered his hands to his sides. “You’ll do,” he said.

She cocked an eyebrow. His statement sounded like he was arranging a business deal, not trying to blow his load.

“I’ve agreed to pay out your debt to your pimp if you were suitable for my needs. Can you cook and clean?”

“What the hell does that have to do with anything?” she said.

He squinted at her, seeming to restrain his temper. “Can you?”

“I can make a banquet out of what people throw in the garbage. So… yeah,” she said, wondering what he was about to propose.

“Then, you’ll become my new maid. You’ll work for me until you’ve paid off your debt, which I now own. As my maid, you’ll be provided with everything you need, clothes, food, a roof over your head and so forth. And as my maid, you’ll do everything I ask. Without question. With no sass. Understood?”

She nodded, now feeling completely naked before him, even though she was still half dressed. He’d bought her debt. She was now his personal slave. Although it seemed like a dream come true to escape this life as a hooker, this man terrified her. She didn’t know what he was capable of doing, or how long she would be forced to work for him to pay off her debt.

* * *

Erica’s new owner was a very successful concert pianist. His name was Dorian Reed. He lived with his wife, Octavia. She was a very successful lawyer. Together, they owned a ten bedroom mansion in the hills overlooking the city. Erica’s job was to keep house. In the blink of an eye, she was a long way from her life as a hooker giving men blow jobs.

Dorian’s driver arrived to collect her. He was a gorilla of a man who looked like he performed more duties than just driving a limousine. He made sure Erica was wearing a suitably unglamorous outfit before he ushered her into the back of a limousine. She enjoyed the chance to experience what it was like for people living on the other side. At the same time, she was so nervous she could feel her heart thumping in her chest.

The mansion was an architecturally designed masterpiece, fitting for a man of Dorian Reed’s status. It had harsh geometric lines, lots of glass, and a foreboding presence on the top of the rise overlooking the city far below. Cleaning the windows was going to be hell.

Dorian and Octavia were waiting at the front door to greet her as she arrived. Octavia was platinum blond with icy blue eyes. She looked Erica up and down before anyone had spoken a word. She wasn’t an unattractive woman, but her cold demeanour was quite unsettling.

“I can see why you picked her,” she said to Dorian. “She’d better be good.”

Erica squinted at her. So, Mrs Reed was as icy as her gaze. They suited each other.

“Hello, I’m pleased to meet you,” said Erica, holding out her hand.

Octavia took it and gave her a half-hearted handshake.

“Come inside,” said Dorian. “I’ll take you to your room and show you around.”

He showed her the house, which was sparsely furnished, but everything was a designer brand and very expensive. If she broke anything, she’d be in his debt for the rest of her life. He gave her a tablet, which had all the information about how she was to keep house, including menus, recipes, and her other duties as a maid.

“There’s no need to prepare a meal tonight as we’re dining with friends,” he said. “But familiarise yourself with the kitchen and amenities. Mrs Reed has no tolerance for incompetent maids.”

Finally, he took her to her room, which was small but pleasant enough. It had a single bed, a make-up table, a wardrobe and a dresser. There was a small ensuite with a toilet, vanity and shower. It was better than the room she’d been forced to share with the other hookers. Only a few hours had passed since she’d been picked up by Dorian’s driver, but it already felt like a distant memory.

“You can take the rest of the day to settle in, but I suggest you use the time wisely,” he said, leaving without another word.

“Thanks for the warm welcome,” Erica mumbled under her breath.

She looked in the wardrobe first, which had plain maid uniforms in her size. There were also some plain dresses, which she assumed she would be expected to wear if she ever accompanied the Reeds on an outing.

As she opened the drawers of the dresser, she gasped. It was filled with the prettiest lingerie she’d ever seen. There were all kinds of panties, lace-top stockings, garters and bras, some lacy, others sheer or silk. Outwardly, she might look like a plain-dressed maid in her uniform, but underneath she was going to be dressed like a glamour model. And what was more unusual was the fact that all the bras were front-fastening.

What did Dorian truly want from her? It had to be more than cooking and cleaning.

She decided she should try to make a good first impression. So, she took a shower to wash away the remnants of her old life, put on a restrained amount of make-up and her uniform.

Her efforts proved fruitless, as the Reeds had already gone out for the evening. She took the opportunity to explore the house further. Why they needed ten bedrooms was beyond belief. They were all unused. Perhaps the Reeds threw parties every now and again. Erica frowned. Neither of them seemed like the partying type.

Along with many living areas, Octavia had an office and Dorian had an entire room just for his grand piano. There was also a gym in the basement with a lap pool and the latest training gear.

She went to the kitchen and familiarised herself with all the equipment, the oven and the pantry. One thing was certain, she was going to eat well from now on. There would be no more need to hunt through other people’s garbage when she was short of a meal.

Not feeling like cooking, she simply made herself a sandwich and sat down at the kitchen counter to read the various documents and instructions on the tablet. It felt odd being alone in such a large house filled with priceless gear. What was to stop her from emptying Octavia’s jewellery box and making a run for it?

She knew the answer before considering the idea further. These were people of great means. Dorian would find her, and when he did, well… she could be sure the consequences would be very bad indeed.

It occurred to her that being left alone could be an exercise in trust. Or, he was giving her time to adjust to the role of being a maid instead of a hooker. Perhaps it was both. Either way, she took it as a sign that he wanted her to succeed.

With nothing to do until morning, she decided to go to bed early so she could wake up fresh for the day. It was strange picking out a nightdress from all the pretty lingerie. She settled on a blue satin baby-doll with spaghetti straps and a pair of matching panties.

Just as she was about to turn off the light, she heard the limousine returning. She wondered if she should get changed and greet the Reeds or whether it was better to leave them alone for the night. Not knowing what to do made her nervous again. She decided against getting up, but her anxiety left her in no condition to sleep either.

Pulling the duvet up around her neck, she closed her eyes and tried to relax. She told herself she should be feeling blessed to have her own room for the first time in her life, not worrying about proper etiquette for a maid. She could learn that over time.

After fifteen minutes, there was silence in the house. She assumed the Reeds had gone to bed and decided sleep was the best course of action for her too. Just then, her bedroom door opened and Dorian stepped into the room.

“Oh, I was just going—”

He pulled the duvet from the bed, rolled her over and twisted her arms behind her back. She protested, then abandoned the idea as he clamped her wrists into a pair of handcuffs. When helpless, it was better to remain silent. Then he rolled her over again, leaving her to lie still, panting for breath.

She watched him kneel and pull a large black case from under the bed. He dialled the combination on the lock and flipped the catches open. There was some kind of machine inside, with hoses and other apparatus. He switched on the power and the machine started humming.

“What are you—”

He cut her off again by roughly pulling the straps of her nightdress down her shoulders, baring her breasts. Her heart raced faster. He had such a cold look in his eyes as he stared at her heaving chest. Taking two hoses in one hand, he turned a dial on the machine with the other. It began to make a rhythmic, pulsing throb.

Each of the hoses had a small rubber cup and the end. He fitted them to her nipples, the suction clamping them in place. It was a milk pump. The teat cups aggressively sucked at her nipples, elongating them with each pull of the pump. Had he lost his mind? She didn’t lactate. What did he hope to achieve by this?

“Now for your lesson in manners and not talking back,” he said, breaking the silence.

With the milk pump working her nipples, he sat on the side of the bed and put her over his knee, face down, with her ass in the air. He bared her bottom from the nightdress and roughly pulled down her panties.

The first blow of his open palm on her ass cheek made her scream. It felt like she’d been stung by a fire ant.

“Scream all you like,” he said. “Mrs Reed can’t hear you. She always takes a sleeping pill before bed.”

He spanked her hard again, clearly enjoying himself, as she could feel his swelling erection poking into the side of her thigh. She wanted to call him a bastard and a dozen worse names, but the pain of each spank was more than she could take. Each one made her eyes water. She cried out helplessly as each blow landed on her poor, smarting bottom.

Just when she thought it couldn’t get any worse, the pull of the milk pump started to become painful. It wasn’t from having her nipples stretched, but deeper inside her breasts. As the pain grew with each pull, it felt like someone had inserted needles into her nipples. The combination of the pump and the spanking soon stunned her to silence. All she could do was try to endure the torment and pain.

Dorian wasn’t letting up on spanking her any time soon. He was making sure every inch of her ass was spanked red and raw. It felt like her ass was on fire. All the while, the sharp, penetrating pain in her nipples grew ever more intense. It felt like the machine was going to pull them off altogether. She’d suffered many punishments in her life, but never anything as bad as what he was doing to her now.

Just when she thought she wouldn’t be able to take any more, the pain in her breasts came to an abrupt end, replaced by a soothing numbness. At the same moment, Dorian ceased spanking her and rolled her off his knee onto the bed.

She was breathing hard, with tears streaming down her face, but through the pain, she saw the most unusual sight. There was milk flowing into the tubes, pumped from her breasts into collection bottles on the side of the milking machine.

“Good,” said Dorian, seeming pleased at the sight of freely flowing white liquid.

He rolled her onto her back with her head over the edge of the bed to open her throat. Then he unzipped his pants and took out his cock. Her poor ass was screaming in pain, but he wasn’t finished tormenting her yet. He rammed his cock into her mouth, not easing into it, but going all the way in, so his balls slapped her face.

While she was no stranger to having a cock in her mouth, in this position and with no control over the act, she knew she was in for a sore jaw and throat. He made sure he pounded the back of it hard. She’d lost her gag reflex a long time ago, but she felt every brutal thrust. All the while, the machine continued to pump more milk from her breasts.

She had no idea how long it took him to cum. As he grunted with the relief of his orgasm, he gripped her neck with both hands, so she couldn’t escape having his cock deep in her throat. He wanted to make sure she swallowed every jet of salty cum. By the time he finally withdrew, she was beyond words, even if she could manage to speak.

He zipped up his pants, switched off the machine and collected the bottles of milk. Finally, he let her out of the handcuffs, laid her on her side and covered her with the duvet like he was putting a child to bed. She just watched him go about his work, too stunned to move, with her bottom still smarting from the spanking.

“Goodnight,” he said, as he walked to the door. “Make sure breakfast is served on time.”

* * *

After the punishment of the previous evening, Erica had no idea how she could face the Reeds as she put on her uniform. How could she play the part of a maid and pretend nothing had happened?

She walked into the kitchen and psyched herself up to prepare breakfast. It was simple enough: cereal and a cafe latte for Olivia, and black coffee and a danish for Dorian. She could do that much. As she opened the fridge, she saw the bottles of her breast milk in the dairy tray. There was no other milk in the fridge at all.

She may not have had much of an education, but she was street smart. There was a purpose to last night’s milking other than to humiliate her. She prepared breakfast, put it on a serving tray and carried it through to the dining room.

Dorian and Olivia sat at either end of a long rectangular dining table. There was no love lost between them. This was a marriage of convenience.

“Good morning,” she said, barely able to raise her voice above a whisper after the severe throating Dorian had given her.

This brought a small smile to one corner of his mouth. He’d well and truly stopped her from talking back by giving her jaw and throat the hardest pounding she’d ever received.

“Erica,” he said, by way of acknowledgement.

She served the plates and coffee from the left according to the instructions for table service. The sight of her waddling around the table also seemed to please Dorian, knowing the spanking had also left its mark.

Neither of them thanked her as she set down the plates. She then took her place off to one side while they ate. Octavia read the news from her tablet while she sipped her coffee and ate her cereal. Dorian watched her with the smug grin plastered to his face.

Erica finally understood the subtlety of his actions. He was punishing them both in his own way. She’d been milked, spanked and silenced, becoming the demure maid he desired. Meanwhile, his wife was blissfully unaware she was drinking the new maid’s breast milk. The maid her husband was also using to commit adultery. He despised her. That much was certain now.

Another thought popped into Erica’s head as she read the behaviour being revealed. She wasn’t the first woman to be used this way. Surely Octavia would notice the difference in the milk’s flavour. She’d tried a spoonful in the kitchen. It was much sweeter than a cow’s milk, but Octavia didn’t bat an eyelid. That could only mean she was accustomed to the taste.

Erica tried not to gasp as she fitted the pieces of the puzzle together. She wasn’t the first maid he’d milked. There had doubtless been many before, yet not one had exposed his dark secret. So, what had happened to all the former maids?

* * *

Even though she was still sore from her last punishment, Dorian spanked her again that night while the machine milked her breasts. Her milk flowed more easily this time and without the pain of her first milking, although the spanking reduced her to tears. When he’d reddened her bottom again, he throated her as before, lying her on her back so he could ram his cock in deep and hard, forcing her to swallow his cum.

There was a depraved cycle to it. He fed her his cum. She made it into milk. In turn, that was fed to his wife. As far as Erica knew, they never had sex. Perhaps this was the only way he could screw her.

It became her new routine in life. She spent the day cooking and cleaning, airing the spare rooms and keeping house. Dorian practiced the piano, filling the house with haunting music as she worked. He had little interest in her during the day, even though they were alone in the house together. He seemed to enjoy abusing her ass and pounding her throat only when Octavia was close by, fast asleep in their bed.

And the following morning, they would both watch at the breakfast table as Octavia drank her milk. The only time Erica was allowed out of the house was to take care of the shopping and various errands, accompanied by Dorian’s driver of course.

Dorian punished her depending on his mood. If he was in a particularly cruel mood, he would give her pussy a hard spanking after he’d worked over her ass. He never screwed her anywhere but in the mouth, as if he wanted to remind her of where she had come from, to let her know she was still just a hooker to him.

Sometimes he didn’t spank her or force himself down her throat at all. On these evenings, he simply sat across the room and watched coldly as the machine pumped the milk from her breasts.

“What happens if my milk runs dry?” Erica whispered on one of those nights. She now spoke with a soft, demure tone, partly out of fear of Dorian, and partly from the relentless poundings he gave her with his cock. Throat lozenges were a staple of her new diet.

He glanced at her, surprised by the question. They rarely said more than two words to one another anymore, as if they’d both accepted the inevitability of the evening activities. He stood up, crossed the room to her lingerie drawers and selected a pair of white sheer stockings.

Wrapping each end around his knuckles, he made a garotte, which he looped twice around her neck. As he pulled it tight, she felt the pressure on her windpipe, depriving her of air.

“You’re not a person anymore. You’re my possession. If I no longer have a use for you…”

He tightened the garotte, so she struggled to breathe, letting his actions finish his sentence. Then he let go and returned to his chair, leaving the stockings around her neck.

Erica was left panting for breath. Her heart was racing and she couldn’t help but stare at him wide-eyed. Now she knew what had happened to all the previous maids. Dorian was much more than a sadomasochist. He was a monster.

She had to escape. That much was certain now. She had to get out in case her milk ran dry, or before he simply tired of her. But running away was pointless. He’d find her. And when he did, there would be no second chance once he’d tightened the stockings around her throat.

* * *

Life continued on in this new normal of servitude and punishment. The regular milkings changed her breasts, encouraging them to make more milk. They were getting steadily bigger, and developed a dull ache when she was too full of milk. She started to crave the milking sessions in the evening, even if it meant enduring a spanking. She needed relief from the pressure.

The only time he didn’t milk her was when he was giving a live performance. On these nights he came home late, too tired for one of his secret, taboo performances. The following day, her poor breasts were so tight and full of milk, it was relentless torment waiting to have them milked again.

After three months, Erica had her duties perfected, as both a maid during the day and as Dorian’s whipping toy at night. She prepared breakfast as normal, making Octavia’s cafe latte and cereal with her own breast milk. Then she carried the tray to the table and set the cups and bowls in front of the Reeds.

This time, she’d also brought her tablet with her. As she served Dorian, she also placed it on the table, propped up on its stand so only he could see the screen. Then she switched it on and started a video playing with the sound muted. The video was published to a video sharing website. It was currently marked ‘private,’ but the caption read: If anything happens to me, this goes public.

The danger of becoming complacent with routine was people stopped noticing subtle changes. Dorian was an intelligent man with considerable resources, but he wasn’t street smart. He’d given her the tools, so he’d taken no notice of the tablet, positioned on her dresser, tilted at the right angle to get a clear view of the bed. It had taken her a while to figure out how to record video with the screen turned off, but once she had it working, she’d been able to collect enough footage. He was squirming as he watched the highlights of their milking, spanking and throating sessions.

After a minute, he turned off the screen and handed the tablet back to her. Then he picked up a pen and wrote a quick note on a napkin. It read: You may leave.

An hour later, Erica was a free woman, with a pocket full of cash and the entire world ahead of her, providing she kept her silence. But it went both ways, because if Dorian ever touched her again, her little video would go live to the world.

It felt amazing to be free from her burdens, to choose her own destiny and not be beholden to anyone for the first time in her life. There was still one more problem to solve though. How the hell was she going to deal with all the milk in her breasts?


The Power of Cream

Martin wasn’t his usual cheerful self. He definitely had something on his mind, but Karly couldn’t coax it out of him. She had to find out what was bothering him. While the fastest way to most men’s hearts was through their stomach, with Martin, it was definitely through his cock.

She put herself between him, the television screen and his beer by taking a seat on his lap. Looping one arm over his shoulder, she snuggled her breasts under his chin and fluttered her eyelashes. Even distracted, he immediately developed an erection.

“Why don’t you tell me what’s on your mind?” she said, rubbing his cock to make sure it stayed excited.

He was hopeless. He couldn’t say no to sex of any kind. She unzipped his pants, reached into his briefs to find his balls, and gave them a playful squeeze too. They were lovely and heavy.

“I… er… ran into someone today,” he said.

She drew close for a kiss, but gave him a playful bite on his lower lip instead. “Any particular someone?” she said.

“Aurora,” he replied.

All the teasing was making his cock throb in her hand. He tried to kiss her, but she made him wait for the pleasure of having her tongue in his mouth.

“Who’s Aurora?” she said. “You’ve never mentioned her before.”

“Promise you won’t lose it?” he replied.

She returned to his balls and tightened her grip. “Not a chance,” she said.

He looked uncomfortable with the amount of pressure she was applying. “She’s an ex-girlfriend. I thought it would be awkward, but it was great to catch up. I think we can all be friends. She’s changed quite a lot. I know you’ll like her too.”

She squeezed his balls hard enough to make his eyes water. “These belong to me,” she said. “There better not be anything still between you and Aurora, your ex-girlfriend.” She put special emphasis on ‘ex.’

He shook his head like he had wasps in his hair. “There’s nothing. We were never good together back in the day anyway. We’re just friends now. I wanted to invite her over for dinner, but I didn’t know how you were going to take it.”

“Oh, I’m a very possessive and jealous woman,” said Karly. She was rather enjoying the chance to be in a powerful position. She’d have to try dominating him more often. It was thrilling. “So, you’d better prove how much you adore me, or I’ll lock you up in a chastity cage for a week.”

The wide-eyed look on his face was adorable. At this moment, she had him wrapped around her little finger, so she took advantage of the situation to make him lie down and sit on his face. He showed how much he adored her, by giving her pussy twenty minutes of licking until she squirted all over his face.

“Mm… I suppose that was acceptable,” she said, sitting back on the couch. “I’ll let you ask Aurora over for dinner on Friday night. But the jury is still out about the chastity cage. Just remember, darling, your balls belong to me and no one else.”

She gave him a moment to process the idea before she giggled. His shoulders slumped as he relaxed, realising she’d been toying with him.

“I know we’ll all have a good time,” he said.

* * *

Karly got home early from work on Friday night. She wanted to give herself enough time to prepare dinner without having to leave Martin alone with Aurora. She was jealous and possessive, and he was a terrible cook. While he insisted repeatedly that it was now a harmless friendship, it still felt strange to be socialising with one of his ex-girlfriends.

She told herself to keep an open mind about it. People weren’t so hung up on things like this anymore. Perhaps she would like Aurora, as Martin had said she would. After all, you could never have enough girlfriends.

She opened a bottle of wine and poured herself a glass to ease the tension from the day. Then she got on with organising the meal. As she was about to start cooking, the doorbell sounded. Wondering who it could be, she put down her wine and went to the door.

She opened it to the sight of a very pretty girl with jet-black straight hair and piercing icy-blue eyes. She was almost the opposite colouring to Kayla, who was platinum blond with dreamy brown eyes. The woman was wearing a figure-hugging black dress that buttoned up at the front. It wasn’t too provocative, but it certainly showed off the curves of her figure.

The woman put out her hand. “Hi, I’m Aurora. I know I’m early, but I was looking forward to meeting you,” she said, with a disarming smile.

Karly took her hand and shook it before welcoming her inside. She wished she’d known Aurora was going to be early. She was still wearing her skirt suit, not a sleek, sexy dress like her guest.

“Do you want some wine?” said Karly. “I’ve just opened a bottle. You’ve caught me in the middle of preparing dinner.”

“No thanks,” said Aurora, looking Karly up and down. “And there’s no need to worry about dinner either.”

Karly frowned, trying to work out why Aurora was bordering on being rude.

“You see, I’m here to tell you I’m taking Martin back,” said Aurora, with a lot of sass.

Karly snorted a laugh. Taking? That sounded like he had no choice in the matter. Was this some kind of weird joke?

Aurora stepped closer, so she was in Karly’s face. “We were great together. He’s forgotten, so tonight I’m going to remind him why he needs to ditch you and be to me.”

“In your dreams,” she replied.

That was all Karly got the chance to say, as Aurora sucker-punched her in the stomach. The air exploded from her lungs and she saw stars. Aurora didn’t stop there. She shoved Karly against the wall to rain more blows into her stomach. Karly struggled to breathe and her vision darkened, but Aurora kept going, punching her again and again. The last thing Karly heard before she passed out was Aurora’s mocking laugh.

When she came to, her stomach felt like Aurora had used it as a boxing bag. It was so sore, she could feel shooting pains every time she took a breath. As her vision cleared, she saw she was in the home office. Aurora had tied her to a chair and stuffed a gag in her mouth. She tested the ropes binding her wrists and ankles. There was no way she was getting out of them anytime soon.

What she couldn’t understand was why Aurora had opened her laptop and set up a web camera. It was live, showing the grey couch in their lounge. She saw Aurora lean down to face the camera and give her a cute finger-wiggle wave. She understood what was happening. Aurora wanted her to see everything that was about to unfold.

She swore and wrestled with her bonds, but that only made her aching stomach worse. Even trying to make noise sent shooting pains through her body. Aurora had given her one hell of a working over. She was going to feel this for many days, but it was trivial compared to the pain of Aurora’s suggestion that she was going to win Martin back.

Glancing at the clock, Karly knew he would be home at any moment. What could she do to get free? It was hopeless. Even if she could get free, she’d be no match for Aurora in her current condition. One more punch to the stomach would send her sprawling to the floor.

She heard the front door open through the speakers.

“Hey, darling,” said Aurora sweetly. Karly wanted to be sick.

“Oh… hey, Aurora. Where’s Karly?” said Martin. She couldn’t see him yet. He’d be hanging up his jacket, taking off his tie and loosening his collar.

“She’s a little indisposed,” said Aurora. “She decided we needed some alone time together to get reacquainted.”

“I don’t understand,” said Martin. His voice was louder, meaning he was closer to the camera now.

“Then let me enlighten you,” said Aurora. “Take a seat, darling.”

Martin fell onto the couch as if she’d given him an encouraging push. Seconds later, Aurora was sitting on top of him, straddling his legs with her own.

“Er… I don’t think—”

Aurora pressed a finger over his lips. “Shh, darling. I don’t want you to think. Thinking isn’t your best quality. That’s in your pants. Now open your mouth, because I want to give you a little drink to toast our reunion.”

She unbuttoned her dress, baring her large, beautiful breasts. Even without a bra, they sat proud and upright. With her free hand, she teased her pale brown nipple. A drop of thick cream beaded on it. Martin watched in stupefied fascination as she brought her breast to his mouth.

Karly could tell Martin wasn’t thinking with his head anymore. He had always been a sucker for breasts, and now she was making him actually suck her milk. He took her nipple into his mouth. With one taste of her cream, he was ravenous for more and sucked it hard.

Aurora drew a deep breath, sighing in satisfaction as he drank from her breast. She looked at the camera and let out a mischievous giggle. Martin was greedily working her nipple with his mouth, and Karly could see milk at the corners of his lips.

“Yes, that’s it, darling… drink,” said Aurora, as she unzipped his pants to free his throbbing erection.

Aurora guided it to her pussy, and even though Karly couldn’t see under the folds of her skirt, her sigh was the unmistakable sound of a woman enjoying the first moments of penetration.

Aurora rode him gently at first, ensuring he didn’t lose his grip on her nipple. When it appeared he’d sucked her first breast dry, she switched to the other one to allow him to drink more.

Karly watched as Aurora writhed in pleasure, dominating Martin with the power of her cream. She rode him harder as her orgasm swelled, rolling her hips to drive him deep inside her pussy.

“Yes! Oh, YES!” she cried. Her body went taut as her orgasm ripped through it like an electric shock.

Martin lost her nipple as he came too. He grunted several times, with milk running down his face. Karly had to avert her face. It was too hard to watch. She thought she was the only one with the talent to make him cum that hard.

As both their orgasms subsided, Aurora met his gaze. “Karly has seen everything,” she said. “Now she knows it’s over between you. You’re mine now.”

Aurora reached over and turned off the camera, leaving Karly staring at a black screen. She wanted to yell and scream to release her pain and frustration, but was too exhausted from the physical and emotional beating. It was all too much. Her body took over, giving her what she needed the most, a black, dreamless sleep.

* * *

Karly woke up feeling awful, but her strength had returned. Several hours had passed. The house was completely silent. She remembered there was a pair of scissors in the office drawers. Wheeling her chair over, she fumbled about blindly for several minutes, with only her sense of touch to guide her. Eventually, she found them, and carefully opened the blades to slide one between the rope around her wrists. It was a painfully long process, sawing away at the ropes, being unable to apply much pressure with her hands bound.

At last, she felt the rope come free. She rubbed her wrists to get the blood circulating through her hands again. Then she freed herself from the gag and the bonds around her ankles. Her stomach reminded her of the beating as she stood up. She reeled and braced herself against the wall for support as she made her way out of the office and down the corridor to the lounge.

There was no sign of Martin or Aurora. As Karly looked around the rest of the house, she saw Martin had packed a suitcase and taken his clothes. She collapsed onto the bed, their bed, where they slept and made love. How could she blame him for what had happened?

Poor Martin. Aurora was right about one thing. He wasn’t the smartest man in the world. And it wasn’t his fault he’d been born with a horny cock that stopped his brain from working when it got excited. But it was such a beautiful, long and very thick cock. And he was such a kind, sweet man, even if he was so weak-willed he could be seduced by no more than a flash of cleavage.

Aurora had done more than that though. She’d expertly seduced him, and now he would be so wracked with guilt, he would do anything she wanted. He probably believed Karly could never forgive him for what had happened either. But he was wrong about that. There was no way Karly was giving up her man so easily. Aurora was in for a fight.

* * *

Karly gave herself a few days to recover from the beating. She used it to plan how she was going to get Martin back. Aurora had planned her sexual coup d’état thoroughly, right down to making a cuckquean of Karly before stealing Martin away. Sure, she could show up at Martin’s office and tell him all was forgiven, but that wouldn’t stop Aurora from coming up with a new scheme. The only way Aurora would surrender Martin and get out of their lives was if Karly taught her a lesson she would never forget.

There was also the matter of her milk. Karly didn’t know a woman’s milk could completely dominate a man. Regardless of the circumstances in which she’d made the discovery, the idea of having breast milk and being suckled the same way gave her wet panties.

As well as shopping for the other supplies she would need to execute her plan, Karly went to the pharmacy to see if could somehow stimulate her milk production.

She found some breast oil containing steroids. It was for pregnant women who were having trouble making enough milk to breastfeed.

“Apply once per day by massaging the oil into each breast. Only use this product if you are pregnant or have given birth,” mumbled Karly as she read the fine print on the container. “To hell with that!”

She bought two bottles and then visited four other pharmacies to do the same. She started her first massage as soon as she got home, applying a liberal amount to each breast and enjoying the opportunity to massage it in. Disregarding the warning entirely, she applied the oil five times a day. It made her breasts tingle in the most arousing way.

There was also the matter of getting ready to deal with Aurora. She stepped up her exercise regime, adding a daily run and a boxing class to her schedule. She pictured Aurora’s face on the boxing bag as her trainer taught her how to throw a punch.

Although it would take a few weeks to prepare, the hard work would be worth it to get Martin back. Every time she oiled and massaged her breasts, she imagined Martin suckling her nipples, drawing out her milk. It got her so hot and bothered, it became pure torture, as she couldn’t rub her clitoris with the oil on her hands. So she learned how to oil them with one hand so she could finger her hard, wet love button with the other.

As the days went by, her body got fitter and stronger. She also noticed her breasts were becoming firmer and fuller, meaning the oil was working. She was a D cup, but her bras were feeling tight, so she switched to wearing a high stretch sports bra to accommodate her expanding breasts.

In a few weeks, they had grown two cup sizes and showed no sign of stopping. She admired herself in the mirror, loving how her bigger breasts gave her a barbie doll look with her platinum blond hair. She decided it was a good excuse to have a change of wardrobe. If having larger breasts made her feel feminine and glamorous, then why not have clothes and make-up to match?

With more eyeliner and mascara, her big brown eyes looked dazzling. And what man wouldn’t want to kiss her lovely pout with extra-glossy lipstick? Martin wouldn’t recognise her after this transformation, but there was no doubt in her mind how his cock would react.

That night, as she was massaging her breasts, she felt a dull ache in her nipples. The more she touched them, trying to soothe the pain, the worse it became. She started to worry, knowing she had disregarded the warning on the bottle of oil. There were bound to be side effects for this rapid growth.

She rolled her nipples between her fingers and gave each one a good stretch to see if it would clear whatever was causing the pain. She squealed as she felt a sharp stab in each nipple, like someone had stuck pins in her breasts. Then there was nothing but pure joy as the pain subsided and milk flowed from her breasts.

Although there wasn’t a lot to show for her first milking, it felt as good as losing her virginity all over again. It felt like she was cumming from her breasts and her pussy in waves of orgasmic bliss, a little at a time rather than all at once. She milked herself till there was nothing left, not caring that she was wetting the sheets.

As she lay on the bed, buzzing in dreamy aftermath of sweet pleasure, she knew it wouldn’t be long before she was ready to get Martin back.

* * *

Karly felt excited and nervous, but ready. She’d put on a white wrap-around figure hugging dress with a short skirt. Aside from a pair of white lace-top stockings, she was completely naked underneath. To complete her new glam look, she treated herself to a Brazilian wax and had her nails done at the salon. Now it was time for business.

She’d found out where Aurora lived and confirmed Martin was staying there too. Timing was everything. Martin would be home late because of his weekly staff meeting. When she saw Aurora’s car parked in the drive, she knew this was her opportunity to act.

She knocked on the front door of the villa. As Aurora opened it, she barged inside, giving her a solid punch to the stomach to leave her winded, then knocking her out cold with an uppercut to the jaw.

Acting fast, she rolled her over and got her into handcuffs with her hands behind her back and another pair on her ankles. Then she put three strips of duct tape over her mouth to make sure she wouldn’t have much to say when she woke up.

Then she looked about the lounge for a place to set up. The suite was perfect, as well as poetic, for her plan. Aurora had a large, comfortable black leather couch with a matching armchair. Karly wheeled the armchair to one side of the couch. She went back to her car to retrieve the case she’d brought along, took it inside and put it beside the armchair.

Aurora was stirring, so she got a length of rope and tied it to a peg on the coat rack in the foyer. She hauled Aurora to her feet, wrapped the rope around her neck, and tied it tightly to another peg, holding her in place.

“Hi, bitch. Remember me?” she said, giving Aurora a stinging backhand across the cheek.

Aurora’s grogginess quickly disappeared with the blow. Karly made sure she was well and truly awake with a slap to the other cheek. Red was definitely Aurora’s colour. It went so well with her black hair and bright blue eyes, so Karly made sure she slapped both cheeks hard until they were red as a fire engine. Aurora’s eyes were watering with the pain of being slapped senseless, but she was looking daggers at Karly, no doubt already planning her revenge.

It was time to return the favour of a sore stomach. Having spent weeks in boxing training, Karly could now have a long workout on the bag without tiring too soon. It felt good to let out some of her pent up energy and frustration on Aurora’s stomach. She repeatedly knocked the wind out of Aurora, but tied to the coat rack by her throat, she couldn’t double up or fall down. She would have to take what Karly was willing to give, and she had plenty to offer.

Every time Aurora looked like she was about to pass out, Karly made sure she stayed awake with a few solid slaps across the cheeks.

“You might be hurting now, but I’m only just getting started,” said Karly, untying the rope around Aurora’s neck.

She grabbed Aurora by her pretty black hair and hauled her over to the armchair. Aurora was too weak to resist, which was just how Karly wanted her. She made sure Aurora couldn’t go anywhere by resetting the cuffs on her ankles so they were looped around one of the legs. If she tried to stand, she would fall.

Then she opened the case she’d bought along. It contained a mobile electric breast pump. She ripped open Aurora’s blouse and admired how red and sore her stomach looked.

“Mm… look at those beautiful breasts, so big and round, bursting with milk… but not for long,” she said, powering up the pump and readying the teat cups.

Aurora was wide-eyed as she fitted the cups to her nipples. Then she turned the pumping pressure up to full. It was designed for a cow’s udders, not tender human breasts. Aurora’s milk shot out in long squirts as the machine forcefully stole it. This wasn’t going to be a slow, pleasure milking. It was going to be rough and dirty.

Karly ripped the duct tape off Aurora’s face. She wanted to hear her moan in agony as the machine emptied her out.

“You… bitch!” Aurora gasped between groans.

“You started it,” Karly replied, pressing her nose like a button. “But I’m going to finish it. And I’m not just going to milk your tits dry, Aurora. I’m going to destroy them.”

The strain of the severe milking was showing on Aurora’s face. She clearly wasn’t used to the intense suction of the pump or the speed it was draining her milk. Karly had no intention of turning it off anytime soon. She wanted to milk Aurora so hard, her breasts would never be the same again.

After a good beating and thirty minutes under the pump, Aurora was exhausted and Karly had achieved the result she had aimed to get. Then she heard the front door open. It was Martin.

“What the hell is going on?” he said, surprised to see Karly standing over Aurora.

“Let me explain it in simple terms,” said Karly. She wasn’t after a long discussion about what had happened weeks before. She pointed at Aurora’s emptied breasts, now hanging flat and limp, lacking the size and fullness they had before. “You’ve got a choice, Martin. You can have those empty, milkless tits…” She undid the belt securing her wrap-around dress. “Or you can have these.”

She bared her new breasts, now swollen to a G cup in size. They were perfectly round and bursting full of milk. Martin gaped as his eyes ran down her body, unable to believe the transformation that had taken place. His cock announced its opinion, straining in his pants. She removed his pants and boxers and let them fall to the floor while he stood speechless.

“Your balls belong to me, remember?” she said, shoving him onto the couch.

As she slipped a nipple into his waiting mouth, she felt the pure, unadulterated pleasure she’d been waiting weeks to enjoy. He suckled her greedily, loving what she now had to offer. It made her instantly wet enough to take his thick cock into her tight, little pussy.

Aurora was in for one hell of a show as Karly rode Martin’s cock, grinding him deep inside her while he drank her milk. Her orgasms began almost immediately, chaining together in blissful pleasure. Martin would be feeling it too, as her pussy clenched his cock with each sweet jolt.

She made Martin cum three times without a break as she cuckqueaned Aurora, showing her how she could pleasure him in ways she never could. And judging by the state of her breasts, it didn’t look like she’d have any milk for a very long time, if ever again. Karly, on the other hand, was looking forward to having her breasts suckled every day.

The look on Aurora’s face was adorable. It was quite clear to Karly that Aurora knew she would never change her status as Martin’s ex-girlfriend ever again.


The Bra Fitting

Alina was feeling quite uncomfortable. Her bras were giving her hell, digging into her breasts and doing a very poor job of holding them in place throughout the day. Over the past few months, they’d become unexpectedly bigger. She initially put it down to the idea her body was going through a phase. Breasts fluctuated in size all the time. But this was a very noticeable and apparently permanent change. There was nothing for it. She needed to get a new set of bras and she needed them soon.

As a natural E cup with a slim, athletic figure, her breasts made people look twice. Men couldn’t help themselves, ogling her magnificent jiggling boobs as she passed. If they could bring themselves to pull their eyes away from her chest, they would see she was a very pretty brunette with dazzling jade-green eyes. But men and breasts… well, what wasn’t there to love about big, beautiful boobs? Women who weren’t as well endowed also looked at her with envy, wishing they had such mouthwatering assets.

While she didn’t mind the fact they were bigger, it broke her heart as she went through her lingerie drawer. She had so many lovely sets of lingerie, all to show off her incredible curves. There were pretty silk corsets, lace bras with matching panties, naughty nightdresses and much more. They would all have to go.

She held up her favourite strapless bra, a devilishly sexy number made from white silk. She’d made men cum in their pants just by teasing them while wearing this bra. How was she ever going to replace it? More to the point, what bra size was she now? Her current bras felt more than a size too small with the way her breasts were spilling out of the cups.

There was a new lingerie shop on the high street. It was called Pure Lust. She’d seen it in passing from the bus on her way to work, but she had never stopped in to check it out. From what she’d seen as glimpses from the window seat of the bus, they had lots of very sexy designer lingerie. After the discomfort of being forced to wear bras that were much too small, it was high time she treated herself to a few new items of negligee.

Shopping was an occasion that deserved taking the time to enjoy it fully. So, she took half a day off work and got off the bus at the nearest stop to Pure Lust on her way home. Her heart was fluttering with excitement as she neared the shop front. Gorgeous mannequins were posed in the window in the raciest outfits. She couldn’t wait to go inside.

As she opened the door and stepped inside, she felt immediately aroused, as if she were in the first stages of foreplay. How could a girl not feel turned on by so many pretty garments? And the shop smelled gloriously of musk and sweet flowers, not at all dissimilar to the scent of an aroused pussy. If she wasn’t in a public place, she could quite happily have a naughty fingering session with the effect the sensual mood was having on her pussy.

She fanned her face with her fingers and tried to think straight. She needed a new set of bras, not to get carried away having fantasies about masturbating in a lingerie store. Fortunately, a saleswoman was on her way to help get this shopping expedition back on track.

The saleswoman was a beautiful blond, who also sported a rather spectacular chest. Alina imagined she could sell anyone anything by fluttering the long eyelashes framing her big blue eyes. And her glossy pink lips were so full and kissable, men would surely empty their wallets just to have her attention for a little longer… probably a lot of women too.

The feeling that came over Alina as the saleswoman approached was unusual. She felt like she wanted to kiss her and run her hands all over her gorgeous curves. She took a deep breath. It must be the sensual mood of the shop. All she could think about was sex.

“Hi, my name is Lacy,” said the saleswoman. “Let me take a guess… you need a new bra. Am I right?”

Alina nodded. “How did you know?”

Lacy gave Alina a wink that gave her butterflies in her stomach. “It’s my job. But it helps that I can see the crease line where your breasts are busting out of your bra. I’m going to guess it’s two sizes too small. If I’m wrong, I’ll let you have two bras for the price of one. Now, what’s your name?”

Alina introduced herself.

“Alina… a very pretty name for a very pretty girl. It’s the name given to free-spirited girls. Am I right?”

Alina nodded. Her spirits were feeling quite free at this moment. Lacy was adorable, cute and forthright. While she’d often wondered what it would be like to have sex with another girl, she’d never gone through with it. Lacy was making her feel like she wanted to right now.

“Now, excuse me for staring,” said Lacy, as she inspected Alina’s breasts. “We have a standing challenge. If I can’t pick your exact size without a measuring tape, your bra fitting will be free.”

She circled Alina twice, then went to one rack of bras and selected a few for the fitting.

“Why don’t you come out back and we’ll get you measured up,” said Lacy.

She led Alina past racks and display stands filled with beautiful garments. There were sheer nightdresses, naughty numbers and everything else imaginable in silk, satin and lace. She couldn’t wait to start shopping.

The fitting room was nicely decorated with a make-up table, a straight-backed wooden chair and a floor to ceiling mirror. The walls were cream to soften the light, setting a very relaxed and sensual mood.

Alina took one look at herself in the mirror and realised why Lacy had picked her problem so easily. It was so obvious now it had been pointed out. She felt horribly embarrassed, having dressed this way for weeks now and nobody had said a thing. Perhaps the women she worked with were too shy to say anything. And the men were no doubt enjoying the sight of her breasts spilling out everywhere.

“What cup size were you when you were last measured?” said Lacy, coming to stand in front of her.

“An E cup,” said Alina.

“Well, now you’re a 36FF,” said Lacy. “Take your blouse and bra off and we’ll see if I’m right.”

Alina did as she was asked. Lacy took her clothes and hung them on an empty wrack, then returned to stand in front of Alina with her measuring tape.

“Oh my, they’re gorgeous,” said Lacy. “Classic teardrop shape, but sitting high with just the smallest, sexiest drop, making them look very heavy.”

“Right now they feel very heavy,” said Alina. “I’ve noticed the extra weight, especially as my current bras don’t support them very well.”

Lacy made her raise her arms, reached behind her back with the tape and pulled it back through to circle her torso and breasts.

“36FF… just as I thought,” said Lacy. “Don’t worry, the fitting is always free. We just like the challenge, especially when it comes to guessing the size of big, beautiful breasts like yours.”

She removed the tape and cupped her hands under Alina’s breasts. Her touch was electric, and Alina shivered with excitement.

“Mm… very sensitive too,” said Lacy. She collected one of the bra and panty sets she’d selected from the shop. It was a white lace set with slim straps. “Try these on. With dark hair and such lovely green eyes, white or black are your best colours. It brings out the lovely golden tone of your skin.”

Alina took off her skirt and panties, noticing they were a little damp from being aroused. Lacy took them and unashamedly admired her as she undressed, with her lovely lips puckered to hide her desire to smile.

Alina put on the white lace set. The bra fitted perfectly. She looked at herself in the mirror. It supported her breasts wonderfully, while revealing as much cleavage as possible, with suggestive hints of bare flesh through the webbing.

“Adorable,” said Lacy. “I love that you shave your pussy. I’m getting a peek of smooth skin under the lace. It’s very sexy.”

Alina did a slow turn to see herself from all angles. She did look sexy. Her credit card was about to take one hell of a beating when she cut loose in the shop.

“Well, I’d better get dressed and get shopping,” she said, turning to face Lacy.

She took a small gasp. Lacy was enjoying the scent of her panties, holding them to her nose to sample the sweet perfume of her pussy. It didn’t shock her, it only made her feel more excited.

“Mm… delicious,” said Lacy. She dropped the panties and came to stand in front of Alina again. She gently cupped her breasts as she’d done before. Even through the lace, her fingers had a magical effect. It was as good as getting her pussy licked by a hot, wet tongue.

Lacy looked her in the eyes, and Alina felt the desire to kiss her again.

“Alina… I could sell you so many bras and lingerie sets, my manager would be happy with my sales figures for the rest of the month, but you don’t need a lot of new bras. You just need a damned good milking.”

Alina’s mouth went dry from the sexual tension between them. The way Lacy was looking at her was making her very wet between the legs. “A milking?”

“Yes, you’re positively overflowing with milk,” said Lacy. She grazed the pads of her thumbs over Alina’s nipples, making her pussy clench with excitement.

“B—but how is that possible? I’m not pregnant. I never have been,” she said, feeling her temperature rise with each circle of Lacy’s thumbs against her nipples.

“Some girls are naturally milky. You’re one of them. Haven’t you ever been milked before?”

Alina shook her head.

Lacy liked her luscious lips. “Oo… a virgin milkmaid. It must be my lucky day.”

Much to Alina’s disappointment, Lacy let go of her breasts so she could move the chair closer to the mirror.

“Take a seat,” she said. “I think you might enjoy this and I don’t want you collapsing at the knees once we get your milk flowing.”

Alina sat down. Lacy knelt down behind the chair, gathering Alina’s arms and slipped a soft, sheer pair of stockings around her wrists. Alina tried to pull free, but Lacy had her tied up tight before she could react.

“There’s nothing to worry about,” said Lacy. “We only need one pair of hands to do this. Mine. And it’s so much more fun if I have you powerless, with your big, milky breasts all to myself. So let’s get those lovely nipples out and start teasing them. I’m going to do this from behind the chair… because I want you to see everything.”

Alina watched in the mirror as Lacy freed her nipples from the flimsy fabric of the bra. Lacy rolled each nipple between her thumb and forefinger, teasing them into hardened points. Alina drew a gasping breath as her breasts tingled with excitement under Lacy’s delicate touch.

“Such sexy nipples. They’re only just a touch darker than your skin. You see those lovely little dimples on the tips?” said Lacy.

Alina nodded.

“They show you’re ready for milking. We just need to loosen your ducts.”

Lacy gently massaged and stretched Alina’s nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through her body, making her gasp and moan. In moments, her pussy was hot and wet, soaking the tiny triangle of lace between her legs.

She’d never been handled in such a sensuous manner. Men were always keen to grope her, but Lacy used only her fingertips to work her nipples into a state of heightened arousal. Both felt as sensitive as her clitoris, giving her triple the pleasure. Whether Lacy was right about her having milk, all the teasing she was getting was going to make her cum.

“Ooh… ooh… OOH!” she moaned, unable to contain the delicious orgasm coming from her three pleasure buttons.

Lacy let out a playful giggle. “Mm… I thought you’d enjoy this. But it’s not over yet. In fact, we’re only just getting started.”

Lacy worked Alina’s nipples harder, stretching them out as far as they could go, using a vigorous action to stimulate them more. As Alina’s orgasm subsided, she felt the next one build. No man had been able to do this to her before. And Lacy was doing it without even laying a finger on her clitoris.

“Any moment now…” said Lacy.

Over her shoulder, Alina could see Lacy was smiling, enjoying teasing her this way as much as she was enjoying being teased. She gripped Alina’s breasts fully now and began to knead them with her fingers while she worked her nipples.

“Yes, yes, yes! OOOOH!” cried Alina, as she came again, harder this time. Her pussy went red hot, clenched like a fist and flooded with cum. At the same time, her nipples exploded with intense joy and she felt a flood of wetness lubricate Lacy’s fingers.

Panting for breath, she opened her eyes and saw thick, white cream dripping from her nipples. It was covering Lacy’s hands as she continued to massage her breasts. As her milk flowed, she felt a different orgasm fill her body, a deep satisfaction that made her feel warm, relaxed and so very happy.

Lacy kissed her shoulders and neck as she milked her, making Alina sigh as she basked in the joy filling her body. She was cumming in one delicious wave after another. It was like time had slowed as she experienced an orgasm, allowing her to appreciate all the subtle nuances of pleasure.

“That’s about two cups,” said Lacy, as she gently removed her fingers from Alina’s nipples. “I think you’ll fit your old bras again.”

Alina felt a sudden deep sorrow. So that was it? This beautiful experience was over, never to be had again?

“But only for about a week,” said Lacy. “Then you’ll need to be milked again.”

That news made Alina want to weep with joy. She’d never known such pleasure and she couldn’t wait to feel fingers teasing the milk from her nipples again.

“Then I think I’ll have to shop here at least once a week,” she said.

“I’ll make sure I’m available when you do,” said Lacy, finishing the most perfect of bra fittings with a long, passionate kiss.


Udder Torment

Zita’s heart was beating hard in her chest. Months of planning had come down to this one opportunity. It was now or never. She fitted her key into the manacle attached to her ankle. She’d made it out of the handle of a teaspoon, carefully filing the teeth with her emery boards. How many had she worn out making the key? Dozens. She’d lost count. Fortunately, the key was a simple shape. She saw it every morning when Mistress let her out of her room, so she knew it well.

The key fitted the lock and she turned it, hoping the thin metal strip had enough strength to open the tumblers without bending or breaking. Her hands were shaking as she applied pressure. Finally, there was movement and the manacle sprung open.

As quietly as she could, she tiptoed to her closet and collected a pair of blue pumps which matched her dress. She didn’t own a coat or anything warm, as she never left the mansion. Such was the life of a milkmaid, but all that was about to change. She was going to turn her life around. There would be no more punishment, no more attending to Mistress’s pleasure, and no more milking sessions. Although they were usually pleasurable, sometimes they were an aching torment. She never knew which. It all depended on Mistress’s mood.

What would happen to her breasts? Mistress had trained her to be a milkmaid for many years. With so much attention given to forcing her milk production into overdrive, would she ever dry up? Or would she have to find a way to release the pressure? Mistress was milking her twice a day and there was still no shortage of supply. Even now, only a matter of hours since she’d been milked, they were already feeling full again.

At least with breasts like a goddess, it wouldn’t be hard to seduce a man to take care of her. She knew she was pretty too. It was the reason she’d been abducted and transformed into a milkmaid in the first place. With light brown hair, sparkling green eyes and curves in all the right places, Mistress hadn’t hesitated to pick her from the line-up of slave girls. After she’d taken her to the mansion, she’d called Zita an ‘exquisite beauty’ the first time she’d milked her breasts.

It felt like so long ago. What would life be like on the outside? She hadn’t thought about what she’d do once she escaped. It was the problem with being milked every day. Mistress had slowly broken her will, and now her mind wasn’t nearly as sharp as it once had been. Her life before her transformation was a blur. If she hadn’t worked on remembering her name, she could have easily forgotten that too.

“Zita, your name is Zita,” she whispered, as she opened her door.

There were only night lights on in the house, but it didn’t appear that Mistress or any of the housemaids were still up. Zita carried her shoes, as she could move quietly in bare feet. She knew her way to the front door, even though she’d never passed through it.

It was locked, but it had a keyless tumbler for easy access. It made two metallic clicks, which sounded deafening to Zita’s ears as she turned the dial. Her heart raced harder as she imagined the sound echoing throughout the mansion, right to the top floor into Mistress’s suite.

Not bothering to continue to be stealthy, she pulled open the door and rushed into the unknown. It was a cool summer night, but she was still well underdressed. A low-cut blue dress with spaghetti straps was not the right attire to wear outside in any weather without a coat. It barely covered her breasts, and the skirt was so short, it exposed her legs fully too.

This was how Mistress liked her to dress. It gave her easy access to Zita’s nipples. All she had to do was slide the straps over her shoulders, letting the dress fall away. If she was in a cruel mood, she cut them instead. That was her customary cue for a rough milking.

“That’s all going to change,” said Zita, as she fled into the darkness beyond the light coming from the house.

She didn’t know the mansion was in such a remote location. She’d imagined it might be in a wealthy suburb of one of the cities, but it appeared to be in the middle of the country. There were no street lights or signs of other dwellings at all.

It was a clear night, so her eyes soon adjusted to the dim light from the moon and stars. Once she had passed onto the gravel road, she paused to slip on her shoes. Walking in heels was better than bare feet, even if she was uncertain of her balance.

She shivered and picked up her pace to try to keep warm, keeping to one direction along the side of the road. As she walked, the reality of what she’d done hit her. She had no money, food or shelter, and nothing to prove her identity. With every passing step, she began to feel the desire to turn around and return to the mansion. At least Mistress cared for her well, despite the milkings and punishments.

It was too late to escape the consequences of her actions though. Mistress would punish her severely for trying to escape. She imagined she’d get a spanking that would make it impossible for her to sit down for days. She pressed on into the night.

After what felt like hours, she felt despair sinking into her soul with every step she took. She wanted to collapse onto the ground and cry, but that wouldn’t do her any good either.

When she was on the verge of giving up all hope, she saw the twin lights of a car approaching in the distance. As it neared, the driver slowed to a stop. The door opened and a man stepped out of the car. In the peripheral glare of the headlights, he looked handsome enough, with jet black hair and chiselled features.

“You okay, Miss? Are you lost?” he said. Even though she couldn’t see his eyes, she felt the weight of his gaze over her body, lingering on her breasts. He liked what he saw. She could feel the animal lust radiating from him. It was hardly a wonder, given how she was dressed.

“Yes,” she said. “Please, can you give me a lift?”

“Where are you headed?” he said, coming closer.

“I don’t know. It’s a long story,” she replied.

He considered the situation for a long moment. “If you like… I can put you up for a couple of nights until you work it out.”

A pang of fear hit her stomach. Who was this man? Could she trust him? The answer was obvious. She didn’t have a choice.

He could clearly see the doubt written on her face. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a badge. “It’s okay. I’m a cop. Off duty, but a cop all the same.”

Relief swept through her body like a cleansing wave. A policeman! She was truly blessed. Without another thought, she climbed into the passenger seat of the car. It wasn’t an expensive model, but she was grateful the heater worked.

“I’m Tyrell,” he said. “What’s your name?”

“Zita.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Pretty name for a pretty girl. What are you doing out this late at night in the middle of nowhere?”

“Escaping,” she said, deciding to trust him. He was a cop, after all. If she told him what had happened to her, he could help.

He was obviously confused. “From what? Or who?”

“I’ve been a slave for many years,” she said, as they drove into the unknown. “My mistress bought me from a slave auction and transformed me into her milkmaid.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Explains a lot,” he said, obviously aware of the size of her breasts. Her dress wasn’t cut to cover them after all. “Does she mistreat you?”

Zita thought about it for a moment. Mistress did punish her, but only when she was bad. Sometimes her milking sessions were painful, but she didn’t think that Mistress actually intended to hurt her. She was a woman of great passion and sometimes she became overwhelmed in the heat of the moment.

“Not unfairly,” she said. “I just wanted to see what life was like for other people.”

He nodded. “Well, let’s get you back to my place where you’ll be safe. Then, I’ll look into it in the morning.”

The relief poured out of her as a long sigh, and she felt the weight float from her shoulders.

After twenty minutes driving through the dark, they arrived at Tyrell’s house. She couldn’t see much of it in the dark, but it appeared to be a country cottage. They had to be a long way from a city or town, as there were no other dwellings close by.

He unlocked the door and stepped aside to let her in. As he flicked on the lights, she saw he lived in reasonable comfort, but clearly earned little as a cop. None of his furnishings were nearly as nice as the ones at Mistress’s mansion, but she was very rich.

“You can use the spare room,” he said, leading her across the lounge to the corridor.

He opened a door for her again and invited her in. It was a plain room, with beige walls, a single metal-framed bed and a chest of drawers. As soon as she was inside, he grabbed her roughly by the arms and forced her face down onto the bed. She squealed and kicked, but he knew how to deal with people who resisted and soon had her cuffed, with her hands behind her back. He rolled her over and put a second set onto one ankle, clipping the spare cuff to the frame of the bed.

“It’s for your own good,” he said, before she could protest. “I need to check your story and I don’t want you running off anywhere in the meantime.” He grabbed the duvet and covered her with it. “It’s late. Maybe you should try to get some rest.”

He flicked off the light. She heard the door close and a key turn in the lock, leaving her alone in the absolute darkness. She told herself that he was only doing his job, that she had nothing to fear. And it wasn’t like this was the first time she’d been put to bed in bondage. Eventually, exhaustion overwhelmed her doubts and fear and she fell into a deep sleep.

She woke up some time later as Tyrell pulled the duvet from her body. Blinking to focus, she saw white light bleeding through cracks in the curtains. Tyrell was standing over her.

“Morning, princess,” he said, looking her body over with a greedy gaze. His eyes settled on her breasts and the two wet patches on her dress where milk had leaked.

“Well, we can’t have you leaking,” he said, caressing her cheek with the back of his fingers. He sat down beside her and smiled. She couldn’t make out his intentions. The smile was kind, but his eyes were dark and cruel. He slid the spaghetti straps of her dress down her shoulders to peel the fabric away from her breasts. Then he ran his fingers over them, admiring the size and shape. She shivered under his touch, already feeling how sensitive they’d become from missing a milking session.

“The milk has to come out,” she whispered.

“And what if it doesn’t?” he said.

“They… they… hurt.”

She saw he’d put several items on the bedside table, rope, scissors, tape and other things. He picked up the reel of fishing line and cut two short lengths.

“They hurt? Well now, that sounds interesting.”

He made a loop with the thin nylon and placed it over one of her nipples, pulling it tight and tying a knot to stop her milk from escaping. She winced with the sharp pain and cried out. He did the same to her other nipple and trimmed off the loose ends. Then he cut two squares of duct tape and sealed off her nipples altogether.

“Well, now… why don’t we find out just how much they hurt,” he said.

“But… why?” she said, already feeling the pressure of having her milk trapped.

A small, cruel grin formed at one corner of his mouth. “People say it’s good to have a hobby. Mine is torturing pretty girls and listening to them scream in pain. Let’s just say I don’t find many willing participants.”

“P—pain?”

He nodded. “Lots of it.”

He got up from the bed, picked up a coil of rope, and tossed it over a rafter. Then, he tied a hangman’s noose as if he did it every day.

“Being a cop, I can’t really let girls go when I’m done having my fun. Y’know how girls like to gossip about their boyfriends. But with you… I won’t have to get rid of you too soon. Nobody is looking for you. You’re not listed as a missing person. In fact, you don’t have any records at all. It’s like you don’t exist. By the time I’m finished with you, you’re going to beg me to put this rope around your neck and make you swing from the rafters.”

She gasped, unable to respond as cold fear gripped her entire body. How many girls had this man tortured and then hung? What number in the tally would she become when he finally tired of her?

“And seeing as you’re a milkmaid, we both know where I can hurt you the most,” he said, sitting beside her on the bed once more.

He pulled up her dress, picked up the scissors and cut the straps of her panties, exposing her pussy. He ran his fingers over the bare, smooth skin. Mistress liked her pussy exposed and had arranged laser hair removal as soon as she’d arrived at the mansion.

“Tight as a virgin,” he said, probing her entrance with his finger. “She must have paid a lot for you. Now, I get you for free.”

He gathered a hypodermic needle and pressed the plunger to ready it. Then she felt a sharp stab and squealed as he injected it into her clitoris.

“I think you’re the kind of girl who would enjoy having a man force himself on you, so I’m gonna make sure you don’t,” he said, setting the emptied needle aside.

The pain vanished as the injection took effect. It was some kind of anaesthetic, making her pussy go numb. Then he unzipped his pants, and she saw he was already hard. It was pointless trying to resist as he opened her legs and forced himself inside her. She was grateful for the anaesthetic, as she couldn’t feel the pain of forced entry when she wasn’t wet or willing.

But he meant what he said about pain, and while he pounded her viciously with his cock, he began to spank her breasts with his open palm. Being full of milk, they were firm enough to offer resistance to each blow, making it easy for him to strike her with the full force of his arm. She let her screams tell him just how much it hurt. That only made him enjoy it all the more.

He spanked her until her breasts were bright red and burning, which gave him enough pleasure to reach an orgasm. He grunted as he shot his cum deep into her womb, adding insult to injury. She was beyond any form of response. Her breasts felt like they were on fire, and her strangled nipples were straining with the need to release her milk.

He zipped up his pants and let out a cruel chuckle. “It ain’t over yet. That’s just a taste of what’s coming next,” he said, picking up an unusual item from the pile on the bedside table.

It looked like two short boards connected at each end by a long screw. He fitted the boards above and below her breasts.

“Please… don’t…” she whispered, as he twisted the screws, bringing the boards together.

He kept twisting until the boards couldn’t close further, pressing and flattening her breasts between them. Already burning from the spanking, the pressure of the boards made them ache. While she continued to fill with milk, it would only get worse, adding more pressure by the minute, adding to her suffering.

She whimpered and pleaded with him to take the device off, but it only made him check to see if he could tighten it further.

“Now, let’s give you a taste of what’s coming later,” he said, picking up a short length of smooth, silky rope.

He wrapped it around her neck twice, taking care to remove her long blond hair, so there was nothing between the rope and her bare flesh. Then he wrapped the ends around his knuckles and pulled it tight. She gasped as the rope closed her windpipe, but was unable to draw breath. She kicked and bucked, struggling to get oxygen, but he held the ropes tight, making sure she couldn’t get any at all. In seconds, her ears were buzzing and she had spots before her eyes. There was only the need to breathe and the pain of the press crushing her breasts. Then… darkness.

A sharp backhand across her cheek brought her back to consciousness. He’d released the rope, allowing her to breathe again, but it still hung loose around her neck. He slapped her other cheek as if he couldn’t stand to see only one reddened.

“Enjoy your alone time,” he said, getting up and going to the door. “I’ll be back later.”

Even though she was still giddy from lack of air, she realised what he was doing. He was going to leave her in the breast press until he was ready to resume torturing her later. As soon as he closed the door, she rolled over, trying to pull the device from her breasts. But he’d put it on too tight, and the sharp, stabbing pains that accompanied her efforts only made it worse. Why had she ever left the mansion? What madness had made her run away in the middle of the night, only to find herself in the clutches of the cruelest man to walk the earth?

She sobbed and bemoaned her stupidity. Now, more than anything, she wished she was back at the mansion. Instead of being tied up, with a cruel device torturing her already tormented breasts, she would be doing her nails, putting on her make-up and choosing a pretty dress to please Mistress.

How long would he leave her alone to endure the press, while her breasts betrayed her by making more milk? More to the point, what did he have planned for her next? After the spanking and choking, she didn’t think she could take any more. He was right. She was going to beg him to put the noose around her neck, if only to bring this agony to an end.

She dozed in and out of consciousness, exhausted by the cruel treatment and the constant aching pain of the press. After what felt like hours, she heard the click of the key in the lock.

She couldn’t see well in her current state. There was a dark shape in the door. Perhaps he was in his uniform now. As her vision cleared, she saw the elegant figure of a very beautiful woman with long black hair and bright green eyes.

“Mistress!” she said, even though she couldn’t speak above a whisper.

Mistress rushed to the bed and carefully removed the press. “Oh, precious Zita! Look what he’s done to your beautiful breasts!”

“Mistress… I’m so sorry,” whispered Zita.

“Shh… you’ve suffered enough, and there’s nothing to forgive.”

Zita had never been so pleased to see Mistress in her life. A tear of joy escaped her eye. “Thank you,” she said.

“Do you think I’d give up my most precious pet so easily?” said Mistress. “You are truly precious to me. I’m the one who should apologise for not treating you better. I’m sorry, precious one. So very sorry.”

“How did you find me?” said Zita. She felt quite overwhelmed with emotion and the relief of escaping the press.

“I had you fitted with a tracking chip… in case you ever got… lost.” She smiled.

“What about Tyrell?” said Zita.

“Don’t worry, precious. I’ll pay him a visit later and teach him a lesson he’ll never forget. And after I’ve made him suffer for what he’s done to you, I’ll give his manhood a special trim. I don’t think he’ll torture any more girls after I snip off his balls. But right now, we have much more pressing matters. You need a thorough milking. I’m afraid it’s going to hurt, but it’s for your own good.”

She removed the tape from Zita’s breasts and cut the nylon ties with a small pair of scissors. Milk started to flow from her nipples, but instead of feeling wonderful, it felt like acid passing through her milk ducts.

Mistress was as gentle as she could manage as she took Zita’s breasts in her hands, teasing the nipples to release her milk.

“Oh, Mistress, it hurts!” Zita cried. “He’s ruined my breasts forever!”

“Shh, nothing is forever, precious. We’ll have you fixed up in no time.”

As Mistress worked, the pain slowly faded. Although her breasts were tender from the spanking and the press, she gained a new appreciation for the artistry of Mistress’s hands. She massaged and teased the milk from her nipples with great care. Soon, her lovely, thick cream was flowing in blessed relief, as if Mistress was drawing away the hurt and harm.

She closed her eyes and allowed Mistress to work. Then she felt soft lips against her own as she tasted Mistress’s sweet mouth, giving her a gentle kiss. With the kiss came the pleasure of the milking, the joy of feeling her cream flow from her breasts. Mistress kissed her more fully, savouring her mouth, igniting Zita’s passion.

After all the hurt and suffering, with Mistress’s fingers on her nipples, her pussy clenched in the most delicious orgasm.

“That’s enough for now,” said Mistress, drawing away. “I’ll give you a proper milking when we get home.”

Zita smiled at her, adoring the woman who ultimately treated her only with kindness and love. She told Mistress she wouldn’t need to wear a manacle at night anymore. There was no way she was going to leave the mansion alone ever again.


Confessions

There were times when Luisa could strangle her brother. Their parents had gone away for the weekend, and Mark had decided to invite his friends around for a party. Naturally, he hadn’t consulted her about it. But she knew that if there was any trouble, she would get the blame as the elder of the two siblings. She couldn’t believe the antics he pulled. He did it because he knew he could get away with it. Their parents adored him. He was their golden boy, smart and handsome, never putting a foot wrong.

That meant her plans for the weekend had gone out the window. She would have to act as a watchdog to make sure everyone behaved themselves as much as possible. The only consolation was Mark would make sure none of his friends tried anything on with her. They would if they could, especially with a little liquor to give them some Dutch courage. He wasn’t the only one blessed with good looks and a great body.

At least he was decent enough about protecting her from getting groped or worse. But she assumed it was more to do with the fact that he knew he needed to keep her onside. If not, she’d drop him in hot water with their parents.

By seven o’clock, the party was in full swing. Luisa made sure the sound system stayed at an acceptable volume. The neighbours would also report a party if they made too much noise. Mark and about a dozen of his friends sat around drinking beers, playing video games and shooting off their mouths about how much pussy they were getting. The braggers usually looked her way at some point, which always made her feel uncomfortable.

“You need to make an effort to keep your friends under control too,” she hissed, as she pulled Mark aside.

“Relax!” he said. “It’s what guys do. I won’t let any of them touch you.”

At that moment, her phone chirped. It was her friend Bibi. She stepped into another room and closed the door so she could take the call.

“What are you up to tonight?” asked Bibi, after they had exchanged pleasantries. “Wanna go for a movie?”

“I can’t,” said Luisa with a sigh. “Mark has his friends over for a party, so yours truly has to play watchdog.”

“Oh, I bet you’re having a ton of fun as the only girl in the room,” said Bibi. She giggled.

“I just wish they would look me in the face instead of my chest,” said Luisa. “I swear Mark is the only thing between me and getting groped. Sorry, babe. Maybe next weekend?”

“I could come and hang out,” offered Bibi. “I promise I’ll look you in the eyes and not stare at your tits, even though you do have great tits.”

Luisa laughed. Bibi had a knack for cheering her up. The idea of female company appealed, but Bibi was also a very pretty girl. Two hot girls and a bunch of drunk, horny guys wasn’t a good combination.

“Well sure, if you want,” said Luisa. She didn’t know if she would do the same if they exchanged places. It really wouldn’t be much fun for Bibi. But she’d always suspected that Bibi had a crush on Mark. She was always coming over to their home to hang out, even if there was nothing interesting happening.

“Maybe dress down though. I’m super casual and not wearing any make-up. Call it precautionary.”

“Sure. I’ll see you soon,” said Bibi, and hung up.

Luisa put an extra bottle of wine in the chiller. While she was going to pace herself, she couldn’t face being stone cold sober either. And she could offer Bibi a glass or two to help them both ignore the male testosterone flooding the atmosphere.

Bibi arrived half an hour later. She’d taken Luisa’s advice and come in a sweatshirt and jeans. She still looked pretty though. She was quite a contrast to Luisa, with dead straight blond hair and dark brown eyes, but she had the barbie doll look, as her eyes were large and her lips were full. Luisa had wavy brown hair, clear blue eyes and a smaller heart-shaped mouth. Together, they were a devastating pair when they wanted to turn on their feminine charms.

But even dressed down, the boys immediately showed their excitement about having two pretty girls around.

One guy put his fingers in his mouth and let out a wolf whistle. “Strippers are here, lads,” he said.

Mark punched him in the arm.

“Welcome to the party,” said Luisa.

She took Bibi into the kitchen and sat her at the breakfast bar with a glass of wine. From here, she could keep an ear on the party and respond quickly if necessary, and this would save them from being ogled all night.

After a few glasses of wine, the girls were enjoying themselves, despite the regular visits from the guys to the kitchen to collect cold beers from the fridge. They both heard some of the worst pickup lines that had ever been conceived.

“Should I open another bottle?” said Luisa.

“Sure. Why not?” said Bibi, draining her glass.

They drank more wine and carried on talking and laughing. Before Luisa knew it, they’d finished three bottles between them and it was getting late. While she wasn’t drunk, she was feeling quite tipsy, and judging by the way Bibi was laughing, she was too.

“Damn, I’d better get going,” said Bibi, searching through her pockets for her car keys.

“Uh-uh,” said Luisa, snatching them from her hand. “You’re not driving anywhere after that much wine. You’re staying here for the night.”

“I’ll be okay,” said Bibi, trying to get her keys back.

“No way. Friends look out for each other. I’m not letting you drive.”

Bibi glanced back at the doorway to the lounge, where the party was still in full swing. As she turned back, Luisa could see the concern in her eyes.

“I don’t want to crash on the couch with a bunch of drunk, horny guys around,” she said.

Luisa took her by the arm and marched her into the lounge. She quickly read the riot act to Mark about how it was his job to make sure the party didn’t get out of control. Then she marched Bibi up to her bedroom and took her inside.

It felt good to close the door on the party at last. Although she could still hear the music and guys talking downstairs, it was now muffled and could be ignored easily enough.

“You can sleep with me,” she said.

The colour drained from Bibi’s face. “I—I couldn’t do that,” she said.

Luisa planted a hand on her hip. “C’mon, Bibi. I don’t snore. We can top and tail if you’re afraid to share a bed with another girl.”

Bibi stared at her wide-eyed. She was completely lost for words.

Luisa laughed. The look of shock on Bibi’s face was adorable. “There’s no need to be scared. I don’t bite,” she said.

It was Luisa’s turn to look shocked. She watched her friend’s face transform at the word ‘bite.’ The innocent, wide-eyed look in her eyes changed to a burning hunger.

“But what if I do,” said Bibi, her voice deep and breathy.

Luisa had to take a moment. They’d both had enough to drink to lower their inhibitions, but the only time she’d ever been looked at this way was when a man wanted to take her to bed. She’d always assumed Bibi was straight, but there was no mistaking the animal passion in her eyes. She was horny as hell… for her… not for Mark or any other guy.

“I’m going to take a wild guess and say the reason you came over tonight isn’t because you have a crush on my brother.”

“Looks like my little secret is out,” said Bibi. “Maybe that last bottle of wine wasn’t a good idea. I guess I’m going to have to make a full confession.”

Luisa felt her legs turn to jelly. The blood rushed to her head and she felt faint, realising what Bibi was about to say.

“I’ve had a crush on you since the day I saw you at college in that short skirt and tight cashmere top,” she said. “You looked so damned hot, I wanted to kiss you right then and there.”

“Wow,” Luisa replied, feeling the need to sit down. She let her legs collapse from under her and sat down hard on her bed. “I… always thought you were straight.”

“So did I,” said Bibi, “until I met you. I never said anything because I thought you were straight too.”

“I am,” said Luisa, “at least… as far as I know.”

Bibi pressed her lips together. “That’s why I can’t share a bed with you. I don’t know if I could control myself. The last thing I want is to lose our friendship. You probably don’t want me as a lover, but I still want to be friends.”

“Lover?” said Luisa slowly. The idea made her head buzz in a strange and unfamiliar way, but it didn’t feel unpleasant. Maybe it was the wine.

“Well, since this is my night to confess, I might as well tell you everything,” said Bibi. “My biggest fantasy is to tie you up, make you my slave and have my wicked way with you. I want to get you naked and make you cum hard, over and over again.”

Luisa swallowed hard. She’d never met a man who was this dominating, let alone been hit on by another woman… who also happened to be her best friend. But buried in this wave of new emotions was a swelling sense of excitement which gave her a warm, delicious tingling sensation between the legs.

“What would you do to me?” she asked, the words catching in her throat with the rush of excitement.

Bibi raised her hand to Luisa’s face and ran her fingertips along her jawline, coming to rest on her lips. She slipped a finger inside, as if in the first stages of foreplay.

“I would get you all hot and bothered between the legs, but instead of teasing your pussy, I’d milk your beautiful, big breasts dry. I’d have you begging me to stop, but I’d just keep going, getting every last drop of milk out until they ached from cumming so much.”

Milk her breasts? She didn’t have any milk. Bibi had definitely had too much to drink. She’d been right to seize her car keys, even if a harmless drink had changed their relationship forever. But the question now was how had it changed? If she was honest with herself, she wasn’t against the idea of having sex with another woman to see if she liked it. She just never expected that woman to be Bibi.

“So, do I stay or do I go?” said Bibi.

Luisa looked at her for a long moment. The wine had already decided the answer to that question. But as the moment between them sank in, her heart came to the same answer. As she felt the tingling between her legs become the more familiar sparks of arousal, her pussy sealed the deal.

“I think you’re staying,” she said.

Bibi wasn’t going to ask twice about the decision. She climbed onto Luisa, pushing her down onto the bed.

“I can’t tell you how long I’ve dreamed about this, fantasized about it… masturbated thinking about it,” she said, drawing ever closer to Luisa’s mouth.

Then their lips touched in the first exploratory stages of a kiss. Luisa was immediately struck by how different it was to kiss another girl. Unlike a man, who had a rough face or a beard, her skin was soft and smooth, her lips warm and wet. She tasted delicious, like sweet raspberries that had just been picked from the vine.

In one kiss, she knew she wanted Bibi to make love to her whatever way she wanted to do it. Her mouth told Bibi this, engaging fully in the kiss, yearning for more. Bibi gave it to her, drinking from her mouth, probing it with her tongue. Their hands came together, fingers lacing together as if they’d been made for each other. Bibi seemed to enjoy holding her down while she dominated her mouth, giving her no pause from her hungry lips and tongue.

Luisa felt her pussy become hotter and wetter the more Bibi kissed her. To hell with kissing guys! Bibi could probably make her cum just by kissing her this way. As if she sensed how turned on Luisa was becoming, Bibi broke off the kiss.

“Not so soon,” she said, sitting up, so she was pinning Luisa to the bed between her legs. “I want to have my wicked way with you before I let you cum.”

She started by slowly unbuttoning Luisa’s shirt, while keeping their eyes locked together. Once it was open, she ran her hands over Luisa’s flat stomach, making her way up to her bra.

“Mm… front opening. It’s like you knew this was going to happen,” she said.

Luisa shivered as Bibi bared her breasts and dragged her fingernails lightly over her skin. A man would have grabbed them for a good squeeze, but Bibi set about stimulating her subtly at first. It immediately made her desperate to be handled roughly, not teased and tortured slowly, delaying her mounting need to cum.

Bibi set about getting her completely naked, fully removing her shirt and bra, then her jeans and panties. Once she was naked, Bibi admired her body. It made Luisa feel vulnerable, as Bibi was still fully dressed. Bibi got off the bed and went to her lingerie drawers, opening them until she found her stockings. She grabbed a handful and returned to the bed.

Luisa was putty in her hands as she used the stockings to tie her up with her hands behind her back. It was so kinky, so naughty… and so new. Next Bibi wrapped a black stocking around her breasts in a figure eight to create a harness. It applied gentle pressure, squeezing them from the base. Everything Bibi was doing got her hotter and wetter than ever. If only she would allow her to cum soon. Her pussy was craving it.

Bibi stripped down to her bra and panties. Although she’d dressed down, she’d put on the sexiest pink silk bra and panties, which made Luisa wish she had the use of her hands so she could take them off. Perhaps this was part of Bibi’s fantasy too.

Bibi lay down beside her and ran her fingers up and down her body, teasing her further. She traced the outline of her pussy, but never came close enough to rub the hard button that brought so much pleasure. It was agony. Then she climbed onto Luisa again, lowering her mouth to her breasts.

“What are you doing?” whispered Luisa with shuddering breaths.

“You don’t bite, but I do,” said Bibi, with a very mischievous look in her eyes.

Luisa discovered what she meant when Bibi bit her nipple hard. She cried out, then clamped her mouth shut. What if Mark had heard? What if he came into her room and saw them like this?

“Please don’t,” she said.

“Oh, come on, you can take it,” said Bibi, biting her again, harder this time.

Her teeth felt like bee stings as they clamped her nipple. Bibi reached out and put her hand over Luisa’s mouth to smother the cries she was struggling to suppress.

“A little bit more… and a little harder,” said Bibi.

Her third bite put tears in Luisa’s eyes. This had started so well, but now Bibi was hurting her. Why? With the pain of the bite making her see purple spots before her eyes, she couldn’t understand why she would hurt her this way.

“Now the other one,” said Bibi, still with her hand clamped over Luisa’s mouth.

She gave her other nipple the same treatment, making Luisa kick and struggle to get free and make the pain stop. Then Bibi switched from biting to the most sensual, soft sucking and licking, soothing her swollen nipples with her mouth. The maddening pain became the sweetest pleasure, as her nipples were now super sensitive from the harsh treatment between Bibi’s teeth.

“There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” said Bibi, taking her hand from Luisa’s mouth.

“Please… don’t stop,” said Luisa, with ragged breaths.

Bibi’s hand moved between her legs, touching her pussy lips at last. She circled her entrance with her fingertip. “A little biting made you wet. You see, you enjoyed that. Maybe I should bite you again.”

“No—”

Luisa’s plea was silenced as Bibi clamped her hand over her mouth again. She started biting her nipples, not easing into it, but hard. This time she also fingered Luisa’s clitoris with a gorgeous, sensitive touch. The explosion of pleasure and pain overwhelmed Luisa, addling her mind, making her aware only of the way Bibi was controlling her body. She wanted to scream, she wanted the pain to stop and she wanted to cum all at the same time.

When Bibi resumed the sensual sucking and licking that had soothed the first round of biting, Luisa came so hard she squirted all over Bibi’s hand.

“You do like it,” said Bibi. “But we’re only getting started.”

She found Luisa’s panties and pushed them into her pussy to soak up the juices. “Some lovely biting was just what you needed to loosen your ducts, to prepare you for a thorough milking.”

She climbed onto Luisa again, pinning her to the bed between her thighs, so she had easy access to her breasts. She started by tightening the harness, so it applied more pressure. Once she was satisfied, she tied the knot to hold it in place.

“Beautiful,” she said as she took Luisa’s nipples between her thumb and forefinger and began to knead them.

Luisa took shuddering gasps. Her nipples were now extremely sensitive after all the attention Bibi had given them, and the kneading felt amazing. It was like Bibi had somehow managed to connect the wiring in her body, so her breasts and pussy experienced the pleasure of her touch as one. It was as intense as being fingered and licked, with nothing more than having her nipples squeezed and pulled.

Then there was a sharp, shooting pain through her breasts like Bibi was biting her again. It faded fast, becoming a delicious release that turned up the heat in her pussy to white hot. Bibi gasped with joy. Through the waves of pleasure cascading through her body, Luisa saw why. There was milk flowing from her nipples. She was being milked, and it felt incredible!

“I knew you were naturally very milky,” said Bibi, with a satisfied smile on her face. She was clearly enjoying herself too, taking her pleasure from dominating Luisa and manipulating her body. “Now, I’m going to make you cum again.”

She used her hands fully now she’d started Luisa’s milk flowing, squeezing and massaging her breasts to draw more milk from her nipples. Luisa went wild with the pleasure flooding her body. She couldn’t control herself, squirming and bucking her hips. She felt the orgasm rise in her pussy and breasts. She was going to cum in three places all at once. As her orgasm hit her, it felt mind blowing and she let out a loud moan, unable to keep it inside. Bibi immediately clamped a hand over her mouth, so they wouldn’t be discovered by the boys downstairs. She held it there until Luisa had finished.

“I guess you enjoyed that too,” said Bibi, pulling Luisa’s panties from her pussy.

They were soaked through with cum. Bibi raised them to her nose and inhaled deeply.

“Mm… somebody has a sweet little pussy. Here… have a taste.”

She poked Luisa’s panties into her mouth. They did taste sweet too, like oranges and honey. Bibi secured the panties in her mouth by gagging her with another pair of stockings.

“Now, I can make you cum properly, without anyone hearing,” said Bibi, as she positioned her hands on Luisa’s breasts again.

Luisa had already had two explosive orgasms. How could she manage another? But as Bibi’s hands went to work, she realised she had no choice in the matter. Bibi was in control of her body. She could make her cum as much as she wanted. And she clearly wanted to make her cum a lot.

Now Bibi was into the flow of her work, with both hands pumping the milk from her breasts, she didn’t need to pause. She milked Luisa without mercy, giggling gleefully every time she had another orgasm. They began to chain together, the next one starting as soon as the last one had finished.

Luisa kicked and writhed, but couldn’t escape Bibi’s hands. Her breasts were so slippery with milk, Bibi was able to massage them harder and faster, so milk was squirting out in long streams with each pull on her nipples.

As she lost count of the number of orgasms Bibi forced her to endure, she began to beg and plead for her to stop. Bibi knew what she was trying to say, even though she was gagged, but she just shook her head and giggled again.

Another orgasm ripped through her body as milk sprayed over the sheets. Her pussy had squirted so much, the bed was wet like she’d lost control of her bladder and peed everywhere.

“Oh, what a pity,” said Bibi, as she eased off teasing Luisa’s nipples. “Looks like we’ve milked you dry for now.”

She climbed off Luisa, who now felt too exhausted to move. Her body felt entirely spent. She’d never cum more than twice with a boy, let alone lost count of her orgasms altogether. Bibi wasn’t quite finished for the night though.

“Save the best for last,” she said, licking the milk from each of Luisa’s nipples.

Luisa gasped again as she felt Bibi’s hot, wet tongue savouring her milk. She knew she was going to cum again, but this one was different. As Bibi licked her body wherever she could find milk—and it was everywhere—she felt like she was being immersed in the most soothing, hot bath. It was euphoric, so she gave in to the feeling and enjoyed it, closing her eyes and breathing deeply to appreciate how wonderful she felt at this moment in time.

When Bibi arrived at her pussy, she took a ragged breath. Bibi’s tongue probed her entrance, searching for the remaining juices of her orgasms. Luisa gushed again as a final, sublime wave of pleasure passed through her body.

“Damn, you are one delicious woman,” said Bibi, as she licked her lips. “I can’t wait to do that to you all over again.”

Luisa smiled as best she could with a gag in her mouth. She also couldn’t wait for Bibi to do it to her again too, but for now, she really needed some sleep.

“I have one last confession,” said Bibi, as she removed Luisa’s gag and untied her hands. “We’re both sleeping on the floor tonight. The bed is drenched!”


Lost And Found

Daisy had turned her room over three times now. It looked like the messiest burglar who had ever walked the earth had been through her drawers. But where the hell was her breast pump? She always hid it in her lingerie drawer, underneath her sexy panties, where no one would dare look. But it had been missing for two days, and her breasts were now so full of milk, they were sore. She hadn’t been able to sleep properly without taking aspirin.

She’d searched the rest of the house from top to bottom too, even though she rarely took her breast pump out of her room. She sure as hell didn’t want her parents or her stupid younger brother to catch her using it. This was because she always fingered her clit while she pumped her breasts.

It was coming up to the two-year anniversary of the day she’d started pleasuring her breasts and pussy at the same time. Aside from the incredible orgasms that made her cream from three parts of her body, the regular milkings had done wonders for her breast size. She’d gone from a C cup on a good day to having superb, firm and round FF cups.

Already a pretty blond, her enlarged breasts had made her very popular with the boys. This rapid expansion had raised questions though, usually from her mother. She explained it away by saying she was a late developer. As her breasts had enlarged over time, nobody thought she’d been for a boob job.

But it was a boob job of sorts, but so much better than getting implants. It had taken a bit of work to get started, but the reward was worth it. She’d taken six months of birth control tablets that made her body mimic the early stages of pregnancy. Then she’d taken a lot of supplements to help bring on her milk. After that, it was just a matter of having delicious pumping sessions to encourage her body to make more and more delicious cream.

Now she was paying the price, because she was still making milk, and while her pump was missing, there was no way to get it out. And how they ached! She’d tried massaging her breasts, but she never got more than a few drops. She’d trained her breasts to be drained with the suction of a pump. Nothing else could do the job.

There was nothing for it. She would have to go to the chemist and buy another one, ‘for a friend.’ Oh, how she hated having that conversation.

Just then, there was a light knock at her bedroom door.

“Who is it?” she said, knowing she sounded desperate. It wasn’t like she could clean up the mess before someone came into her room.

“It’s Dante. Are you okay? You’ve been in there for ages. Kinda makes it hard to hang out with my favourite cousin.”

She let out a small sigh of relief. Dante wouldn’t care if her room was messy. He was staying for the holidays while his parents were overseas. At nineteen, he could take care of himself, but her parents were always happy to put him up and he was always keen to stay. She had a rather large crush on him too. He was handsome, smart and could make her laugh. There weren’t many other boys who could do that. In fact, had she ever met one at all? It was a pity he was heading home the next day. She would miss him terribly, as always.

“Come in,” she said.

He opened the and stepped through, his presence immediately calming her mood. With his dark brown hair and penetrating blue eyes, he had a knack for disarming her. Right now, she needed a serious distraction.

“Don’t say anything about the mess,” she said, with an apologetic smile.

He closed the door behind him and looked about the room, blinking rapidly as he took in the sight before him.

“Has someone robbed us?” he said at last.

“I said don’t say anything about the mess,” she said, planting her hands on her hips.

“Hard topic to avoid. It looks like a bomb went off in here.”

He bent down and picked up a pair of her satin panties. They were her favourite pair for a milking session, as they felt so smooth against her clean-shaven pussy.

“These are pretty,” he said, handing them to her.

She quickly stuffed them in her lingerie drawer, feeling her cheeks grow hot.

“I don’t mind helping you clean up,” he said, with a cheeky grin. “What were you looking for? Maybe I can help you find it.”

That didn’t help her embarrassment at all. It only made it worse. She imagined she must be blushing like a beetroot. She started to tidy up, hiding her face from him, scooping up everything that belonged in her lingerie drawer.

“Oh, it’s nothing,” she said.

“Nothing was reason enough to turn your room upside-down?” he replied, whistling between his teeth. “Lucky it wasn’t something important then.”

“I’m… embarrassed to talk about it,” she said.

She felt his hand on her shoulder. His touch soothed her mood, but the familiarity with which he did it stirred her in a different way, making her breasts ache even more.

“It’s okay, you can tell me,” he said.

She turned to meet his gaze. The look in his eyes had changed. They’d gone from friendly and playful to looking like… he wanted to kiss her. Involuntarily, she opened her mouth as if to receive it.

Gathering her wits, she snapped out of it. Hell, Dante was her cousin! No matter how much she liked him, they couldn’t do that. Was it even appropriate for her to tell him what she was looking for?

The look in his eyes was mesmerising. As much as she wanted to resist, having a man look at her like that made her body respond. It didn’t care two hoots if he was her cousin or not.

“I was looking for… my breast pump,” she said, completely lost in his eyes.

He smiled. It wasn’t mocking. He was smiling because he liked the idea. “Your breast pump? Isn’t that something only breastfeeding mothers use when they have too much milk?”

She’d revealed her most precious secret to her cousin. For better or worse, she was in too deep now to retract it. “I—I took some pills to bring on my milk without needing to get pregnant. Now I have to pump it daily or I get a build-up.”

His smile morphed into a wolfish grin. Yes, he liked the idea a lot indeed. “Why?” he said, as if he already knew the answer, but wanted to hear her say it anyway.

“So I could have bigger breasts… and… because milking them feels so good.”

He raised his eyebrows without losing his smile. “Good as in… like sex?”

She swallowed and nodded. In too deep? Hell, this was a hole so deep there was no possible escape. At the same time, it felt good to tell Dante her secret. It was like her body was telling her it was safe to tell him… and perhaps… it wanted him to help her out with her problem.

“So… if you’ve lost your pump, you’ve got a ‘build-up’ now?” he said. “How long has it been missing?”

“Two days,” she replied.

“Why don’t you just express some other way?” he said, drawing closer.

Damn, she wished she didn’t want to kiss him so much right now. Her body was learning new ways to betray her, like it was enjoying it.

“I can’t express without a pump. Nothing else provides the right amount of suction.”

“How about I help? Y’know… to relieve the pressure,” he said, lowering his voice.

As he spoke, her breasts ached with desire and yearned for relief. “You mean… you’re willing to suck out my excess milk?”

He merely raised his eyebrows briefly in response.

“But… we’re cousins…” she said.

Right now, she was objecting because it was the politically correct response. In truth, she knew she would enjoy it more than anything else in the world, and not just for the relief from the ache. The way his aqua-blue eyes were staring at her was like he wanted to make her cum so hard she would scream.

“You’ve told me your secret, so I’ll tell you mine,” he said. “I’ve fantasised about doing it, but not with any girl… with you. The only reason I come to stay every chance I can is so I can be with you. And every time I visit, your breasts have become even bigger. It’s torture. I can’t keep my feelings for you bottled up anymore.”

Daisy’s heart was already racing with excitement, but now it was fluttering with desire. He had a crush on her too. This was new, dangerous, so very wrong… and yet she wanted it so badly it hurt.

“And you can’t keep that milk bottled up either,” he added, stepping so close she could feel his body heat.

Her lips parted to receive his kiss. The ache in her breasts spread through her body, making her pussy wet with the need to have him inside her.

“Dante… we can’t…” she said. “My mom is downstairs. If she hears us…”

He put his hand under her chin, lifting her face to his. “Then we’ll just have to be very quiet,” he said.

His kiss was hot and eager, not wasting any time with thoughts of the forbidden. He tasted delicious, sweet, with a subtle hint of coffee-like bitterness. She eagerly devoured him back, savouring the flavour of his lips and the joy of having his tongue in her mouth. He explored her fully, tasting every part of her, finding her tongue to begin a sensual dance.

The sudden onslaught of passion made her pulse quicken, and her breasts and pussy ache for attention. She broke the kiss, too desperate for the relief of his mouth on her nipples.

“Go sit on the bed,” she said breathlessly.

He did so, making himself comfortable against the headboard on several pillows. She would have loved to give him a naughty striptease to get him really worked up, but there was no time with her breasts so full of milk. She unbuttoned her blouse like it was on fire and threw it on the floor.

“No bra,” he said, with a broad grin.

“When I’m full, they get so firm I don’t need one,” she said, climbing on top of him to straddle his lap.

The bulge in his pants was very prominent. As she leaned in to offer him her right nipple, it was impossible not to come into contact with it. He gripped her waist and sucked her nipple into his mouth.

“Give it a second,” she said. “It takes a bit to start flowing because I’m not supposed to lactate yet.”

He worked it eagerly with his mouth, sucking strongly, while circling her nipple with his tongue. The sensation was divine and made her panties very wet. With his bulge so close, what was the harm in rubbing herself on it while he got her milk flowing?

His cock was so hard it felt like he had a steel bar in his pants. She let out a shuddering breath as her milk started to flow in a blend of blessed relief and taboo pleasure.

“Mm, so sweet, so creamy,” he said, between gulps.

Her pump was wonderful, wherever it was, but it couldn’t compare to his hot mouth working her nipple. How had she denied herself this pleasure for so long? The answer was between her legs. She’d always wanted him this way, but hadn’t allowed herself to act on it. And… they were cousins. Their coupling was forbidden.

“Here, drink from the other one,” she said, feeling the need for relief in both breasts.

He suckled until the milk started flowing from her left breast, while she ground her pussy on his hard bulge. Now the pressure was being relieved, it was all pleasure ahead. Her pussy was now so wet she’d soaked her panties and his pants, the layers of fabric the only barrier to penetration.

Her orgasms began, as they always did when she milked herself and masturbated. The first wave of pleasure made her gasp. She fought down the desire to cry out. Dante seemed to like the fact he was responsible for making her cum so fast, so he stepped up his tempo, using one hand to massage her breast to get more milk.

She felt his other hand sliding up her inner thigh, pulling aside her panties to expose her pussy. His fingers were strong and a little rough, but the friction of his thumb on the hard button of her clitoris only made her pleasure more intense. In moments, she felt her pussy clench and a rush of juice as she had another, harder orgasm.

“Oh, Dante!” she said, forcing herself to whisper.

He said nothing as he was too engrossed in drinking her milk. It was flowing strongly now, and she could see white cream at the corners of his mouth. Then his hand left her pussy to unzip his pants and free his throbbing cock.

“Dante, we can’t…” she said, unable to finish her sentence as she felt him penetrate her.

He grunted with joy. “Damn, you’re tight!”

His cock was long and thick. As he thrust deep, it filled and stretched her to her limit. There was no going back now. They’d done much more than cross a line. She gasped and instinctively rolled her hips to feel his hard cock move in and out of her. Already in the flow of orgasms that accompanied a milking, she had more, one after the other, like a beautiful burn.

He leaned forward and rolled her onto her back so he was on top. Now in the dominant position, he could thrust hard, fast and deep. With his hands free, he grabbed each of her nipples and milked her roughly while he pounded her pussy.

She grabbed a handful of the bedsheets and stuffed them into her mouth to muffle the moans of pleasure that wouldn’t be silenced. Her milk flowed freely, spilling over her breasts, down her stomach and onto the sheets. The intense sensation of him working both breasts while he rammed her with his big cock made the flow of orgasms become one long sublime ache.

Then she felt Dante’s cock drive deep and hold position as he pumped his load deep into her womb. She felt the hot jets shooting from his cock and came too, clenching him tightly inside her as she flooded with juice. Dante grunted and let out an animal roar as he finished, and she screamed with joy.

Despite the incredible pleasure of a shared orgasm, they both realised how much noise they’d made. Moments later, there was a knock at the door. They both started.

“Daisy? Are you okay in there?” It was her mother.

“Quick, get under the bed,” hissed Daisy.

She didn’t need to tell him twice. He slid onto the floor and under the bed.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Daisy called back. “I was getting changed and… stubbed my toe.”

The seconds ticked by like hammer strokes. She was half naked, covered with milk and had cum running down her thighs. There was nowhere to run and nowhere to hide.

“Well… okay,” said her mother. “Dinner is ready when you come downstairs. Have you seen Dante? I can’t find him anywhere?”

“I… think… he went out to get some milk,” she said. “I’m sure he’ll be back soon.”

She heard Dante suppress a laugh under her bed.

“Okay,” said her mother.

Daisy waited a few moments, then opened her door a crack to peep through. Her mother had gone.

“Damn, that was too close,” she said, as Dante emerged from under the bed.

“Close? I’d say it was right on the mark.” He looked her up and down. “You’re gonna need a shower,” he said.

She fell into his arms, deciding he needed to take a shower and wash his clothes too. But more than that, she wanted to hold him close.

“Now I’ve found you, I’m going to lose you,” she said, realising there would be no repeat performance when Dante returned home tomorrow.

“Lost and found,” he said, kissing the top of her head. “A bit like your breast pump.”

She looked up at him. It was still lost. What did he mean?

“So I suppose I’d better give it back,” he said, with a cheeky grin.

She felt her jaw drop, realising this forbidden tryst was no coincidence. “You went through my lingerie drawer and took it? You mean you set this up?”

“Couldn’t resist looking at your panties, but I didn’t expect to find a breast pump in there. It explained a lot. Don’t be mad. It was good, right?”

She shook her head. It wasn’t just good, it was the best sex ever. “I’m not mad. I just wish you’d taken it at the start of the holidays, so we could have done this more than once.”

“So, you think this might be a regular thing?”

She swallowed and nodded. She wanted him so much it hurt, even if they could tell no one about it.

“Then perhaps I should tell you I’m moving out of home. I’ve decided I want to be closer to you, as in the same city,” he said.

She threw her arms around him with pure joy and laughed. “Then perhaps you’d better hold on to the pump.”


Princess

When Layla put on her favourite dress, she was hoping to get a date for the evening. It was the black one with a short skirt and a plunging neckline that revealed a generous view of her even more generous bust. The difference was, she was hoping to get a date with a man, but somehow, she’d ended up with a woman instead.

Her name was Ruby. She was a gorgeous, sultry brunette with the darkest brown eyes Layla had ever seen. But she also had magnetism to her femininity, making her irresistible to both men and women.

After sitting alone in the bar for fifteen minutes to check out the single men, Layla realised she was being checked out. Ruby was bold in her approach, making it known at a glance that she was interested in more than a casual drink and a chat between two women.

It was a strange feeling for Layla. She’d never been sexually attracted to girls before, but she was fast developing a powerful attraction for Ruby. She thought she was as straight as they came, but the more she talked to Ruby, the more she felt the all too familiar tingling between the legs. She wanted to make love to this woman, and she wanted it tonight.

Ruby smiled, making her full red lips look even more kissable. “Layla, why don’t we cut to the chase. I have a thing for strawberry blondes and you’re easily the hottest girl out on the town tonight. I want to take you home and have my wicked way with you. Are you coming?”

Layla swallowed. She loved Ruby’s directness. It was so refreshing. She hadn’t once tried to win her over with a cheesy pickup line. She said it straight: she wanted sex. And why not? Just because she’d never even kissed another girl before, what was the harm in finding out if she liked it? If her pussy was a reliable barometer for the sexual tension in the air, she had no reason to hesitate.

Two minutes later, they were in the back of a taxi and on their way back to Ruby’s house, holding hands like young lovers desperate to share a first kiss. It was exciting, new, like being a virgin all over again, waiting in anticipation for the big moment.

They both skipped up the driveway to Ruby’s home. Layla didn’t even notice where she lived. It was somewhere in the hills, one of the more expensive properties overlooking the city, twinkling in the distance below.

She barely took in the decor as they stepped inside. Without hesitation, Ruby swept Layla into her arms and they locked lips. It was the first time she’d ever kissed another girl. It was so different to kissing a man, but she immediately liked it just as much, if not more.

Ruby’s face was soft, not sandpaper rough with stubble. A lock of her dark-brown hair tickled Layla’s cheek. And her lips were warm, wet and sweet. She tasted delicious, like ripe cherries. Her tongue was everywhere, like her hands, exploring every inch of what she could reach. It overwhelmed Layla with lust and desire, and she felt quite weak at the knees.

Then Ruby’s hands explored her breasts, feeling them through her dress, squeezing them in a gentle, sensuous manner.

“Damn, they’re amazing,” she said, breaking the kiss to catch her breath. “Are they real?”

“Yes,” said Layla.

Ruby didn’t wait for Layla to invite her to take a closer inspection. She pulled the fabric of the dress aside to bare Layla’s breasts. She cupped them on her hands and gave them a more thorough squeeze. She couldn’t seem to believe Layla had such lovely breasts without a little help from a plastic surgeon.

“Oh, they’re perfect,” said Ruby. “You’re perfect… and I am one lucky girl to have found you tonight.”

She pulled Layla close again so they could resume kissing. Layla melted into it like it was her first kiss with a lover. If she were honest, she’d never been kissed like this before. It was quite intoxicating, not to mention making her panties very damp.

Ruby gripped Layla’s arms, bringing her wrists together behind her back. Layla was too lost in the kiss to wonder what she was doing. It wasn’t until she heard a rasping metallic sound and the touch of cold steel that she realised Ruby wanted more than a kiss and to fondle her breasts.

“W—what are you doing?” she said, struggling in Ruby’s hold.

“You’ll find out,” said Ruby, dragging her into the lounge.

She forced Layla onto the carpet and put a second set of cuffs on her ankles. Layla realised she wasn’t going anywhere, even if she could regain her feet. Then Ruby straddled her waist, pinning her to the ground. She gripped each of Layla’s nipples and began to squeeze and pull them hard.

Layla squealed. The rough treatment hurt, but Ruby only laughed as she wriggled to break free, pulling her nipples harder.

“Bitch, let me go!” she said, trying to throw Ruby off.

Ruby wouldn’t budge and neither would her hands. “I’ve been called worse,” she said, with a victorious smile. “Now let’s get your milk flowing.”

Milk? What the hell was the mad woman talking about? Layla didn’t have any milk. Ruby leaned closer as she continued to work her nipples with a pumping action. The large, inky pools of her eyes filled Layla’s vision. As much as she tried, she couldn’t break eye contact.

“I’m going to milk you now,” said Ruby. “And when it flows, you’re going to forget everything you know. There will only be the delicious sensation of having your breasts milked. You’ll forget where we are, where you live, and your life as you know it. As your milk flows, you’ll even struggle to remember your own name.”

Layla made a final push to break free, but it was futile. Ruby’s inky eyes consumed all her senses at once. Then the strangest sensation swept over her. It was like she’d been dropped into a warm pool. Her mind began to slow down, each thought taking an age to form. By the time it did, the thought no longer had any meaning. She was floating in a void. There was only her, Ruby’s inescapable gaze, and the pull of her hands on her nipples. She forgot where she was, what was happening, and the fact she’d been restrained. It was so lovely not having to think anymore. Not having to think meant she could enjoy the feeling of Ruby’s hands on her nipples.

She was distantly aware that her breasts were wet from the warm fluid flowing from each nipple. It was milk. Ruby was milking her. And the more the milk flowed, the more her mind slipped into the void of nothingness. There was only Ruby’s pretty dark eyes and the delicious warm milk flowing from her breasts.

* * *

When Layla woke up, her head felt thick and foggy. How much wine had she drunk last night? She couldn’t remember, but she felt sure she hadn’t pushed her limit. The events of the previous evening were a blur. She tried to piece them together.

She’d gone to a bar… hoping to pick up a man… and met a woman instead… Ruby. Her memories returned. They’d kissed, Ruby had tied her up and… milked her breasts.

She blinked, trying to clear her blurred vision. This wasn’t her bedroom. She was in a small room, on a single bed. Her wrists were tied behind her back with soft rope. As her sight cleared, she looked about. The room looked like a young girl who had a fascination with the colour pink had decorated it. The walls were watermelon pink, the make-up table and other furniture was pink as primrose. There were pink stuffed toys on the shelves. Everywhere she looked, everything was pink. It was like being trapped in an excessively cute limbo.

As her head cleared a little, she became aware it wasn’t the only part of her body that felt different. Her breasts had a dull ache, not from the handling Ruby had given them, but like they were firm and full. It was too hard to tell how they had changed without the use of her hands.

Just as she fought to free herself from the blankets, the door opened. Ruby walked into the room, looking glamorous in a full-length black chiffon dress. Layla could see she was naked underneath, even though the fabric concealed the details of her body.

“Good morning, my princess. How did you sleep?” said Ruby, coming to sit on the side of the bed.

“Why are you keeping me prisoner?” said Layla. She wished she had more strength. Why was she feeling so weak?

“You’re not a prisoner,” said Ruby. “You’re my slave. There’s a subtle difference.”

“Please… let me go,” whimpered Layla.

“And let the most perfect milkmaid slip between my fingers? Never.”

Ruby’s dark eyes became inescapable once more. She untied the silk belt holding Layla’s pink robe closed and bared her breasts. Layla felt the sensitivity she’d noticed before as Ruby found her nipples and began to tease them with her fingers.

“You’ll feel much better after a good milking,” said Ruby.

Layla gasped as her milk started to flow. She wanted Ruby to stop, but it felt incredible. Her mind drifted into the void again, faster than before. She didn’t need to think or question Ruby’s actions. All those annoying thoughts interfered with the delicious pleasure sparking in each of her nipples. She wanted all her senses entirely focused on the joy of being milked.

Somewhere in the distance, she heard a voice shouting at her to resist. But it was too far away and the words were too hard to hear. And why listen to an angry voice when she was being pleasured in such a wonderful way?

“That’s good, my princess. All you need to remember is that you’re very pretty. There’s no need to remember your life before you became the perfect milkmaid. There’s no need to remember anything except that you’re a princess.”

Ruby’s voice was so soothing and being milked felt so good. How many girls had dreamed of becoming a princess? She was the luckiest girl alive. She moaned as the milk gushed from her nipples, wetting her breasts.

“Being milked feels wonderful, doesn’t it, Princess? It makes you want to cum. It’s all right… you’re allowed to cum. And if a milking makes you cum, you’ll enjoy it when I milk you again.”

“Oooooh!” Layla’s orgasm ripped through her body. It felt wonderful. She no longer cared for whatever concern had been troubling her when she’d awoken. This pleasure was better than anything else she’d ever known.

Ruby cleaned her off with a soft towel, then untied the rope at her wrists.

“Come, Princess. Let’s begin your pampering,” she said, leading Layla from the bedroom into the house.

Pampering? Of course! She was a princess. Every princess deserved to be pampered.

Ruby’s pampering was a treat. They ate a delicious breakfast of fine pastries and hot cinnamon milk. Ruby even helped her go to the toilet and cleaned her up afterwards. It was strange how she’d forgotten how to clean up after such a basic task, so it made her happy to know Ruby was there to help.

Then she had a long soak in a hot bath with lots of bubbles. By the end, she was quite relaxed and feeling much better than when she had woken up. She yawned. What was troubling her earlier? Well, if she couldn’t remember, it couldn’t be important.

They spent the afternoon in Ruby’s personal salon. It turned out she was also a beauty therapist, which was a real delight. Ruby did her hair and make-up, groomed her nails, including her feet and gave them all a gorgeous French polish.

“While I love that you’re a true strawberry blond, we have to do something about those hairs covering your pussy,” said Ruby. “Such sexy lips shouldn’t be concealed. They should be exposed, so they can be admired.”

Ruby set about giving her a laser treatment with a handheld hair removal machine. She felt a mild burning sensation as Ruby removed all her pubic hair. It took about an hour, but the discomfort was bearable and the result was amazing. She was silky smooth and as sexy as a glamour model.

“Wow, I never knew it looked so pretty without any hair,” she said.

“You are a very pretty girl, Princess,” said Ruby. “And all you need to do from now on is continue to be pretty.”

Despite the pampering throughout the day, she started to feel odd again in the evening. She couldn’t quite put her finger on the problem. It was like someone was trying to tell her something, but she couldn’t hear what they were saying.

“Are you all right, Princess,” said Ruby. She was so attentive, so caring, always at hand to attend to her needs.

“My head feels a little funny,” she said.

Ruby helped her to lie down on the couch, undid her silk robe and teased her nipples to hard points.

“A good milking will make you feel better, Princess,” she said.

Cream flowed from her nipples in seconds, and her body filled with the soothing sensation of pure pleasure. She wanted to cum again. She needed to cum again, knowing it would remove the annoying thoughts from her head. As her orgasm flooded through her, making her moan and sigh, her sense of bliss was restored.

Ruby cleaned her off lovingly, making sure she was washed and dried before she tied up her robe again. Then she helped her to bed, tucked her in and kissed her goodnight.

* * *

The woman woke up in a strange room. While she didn’t know where she was, it was a very pretty room, decorated entirely in pink. She yawned and sat up, trying to throw off the misty shroud of sleep.

As she stretched, the door opened and a beautiful woman with brown hair and matching eyes walked into the room. She smiled and sat on the edge of the bed.

“How did you sleep?” said the woman with hair like liquid chocolate.

“Who are you?” said the woman.

“I’m Mistress. Don’t you remember?”

The woman shook her head. She couldn’t remember anything, apart from the strange dream she’d been having. There was a woman in it. What was her name? Leila? Lela? She didn’t know anyone by those names. “Where am I?” she said.

Mistress stroked her face with the back of her fingers. “You’re at home, Princess. You have trouble remembering things at times. It’ll pass.”

Princess? Was that her name? She couldn’t remember that either.

“I was having the strangest dream,” said Princess. “I was talking to a girl who looked exactly like me. She was very upset about something, but she wasn’t making any sense. She kept shaking me, telling me to snap out of it, like her problem was my fault.”

Mistress gave her a soft kiss on the lips. “Try to forget all about it. It was only a dream. Now, you must be very full. Are you ready to have your perfect breasts milked?”

Princess felt the tightness in her chest. Yes, she was very full of milk. If Mistress was right about that, she must also be right about the dream. She undid her robe and lay back to allow Mistress to tease the cream from her nipples.

As the waves of pleasure bathed her body in pure joy, she remembered everything. Her name was Princess. Her job was to be pretty. Mistress cared for her, milking her breasts twice a day to make her happy. All Mistress wanted was for her to feel good and be happy.

“Oh, Mistress, I love you so much,” she said, as her orgasm neared its peak.

Mistress smiled. “I know you do, Princess.”

Feeling such deep love made Princess cum harder than she ever had before. She felt the milk flooding from her breasts and the juices of her sex gush in a hot flood, wetting the bed. Mistress didn’t seem to mind. Princess remembered. Mistress was very rich. She had maids and people to look after the house. It didn’t matter if she wet the bed.

Princess spent a splendid day being pampered by Mistress. She forgot all about the silly dream. As she looked at herself in the mirror, she saw a woman with lovely strawberry blond hair brushed until it was glossy. Her bright blue eyes, with her long lashes decorated with sparkles, glittered as she blinked. She thought she looked nothing like the woman in the dream. The woman in the dream was angry. She was pretty.

She ran her hands over her breasts, which were firm and full with milk again. Yes, she was special. That’s why Mistress cherished her so much, why her name was Princess.

* * *

Some mornings Princess woke up and remembered everything. Other days, she didn’t know where she was and couldn’t even recall her name. The dreams about the strange woman who looked like her faded, and were always forgotten when Mistress milked her breasts.

They’d grown much larger now she was producing a lot of milk. They’d become such a lovely shape, so round and firm, sitting high on her chest when she was full. Mistress had taken her shopping for lots of lovely lingerie, so she always had something pretty to wear. Life was perfect. She couldn’t ask for more.

The lovely thing about having more milk was she needed a longer milking session to relieve the tension. Mistress enjoyed milking her, and now she would cum many times in a single session.

Mistress finished cleaning her off and stroked her face with the back of her fingers to show her affection.

“Princess, not only are you the perfect milkmaid, you’re now ready to go to work,” she said.

“Work? Why must I work?” said Princess.

“Well, you need to earn your keep,” Mistress replied. “All my girls have to earn their keep. That’s why you’re moving to my special hotel. You’ll have your own room and be well cared for by all the staff there.”

Princess began to feel tears well in her eyes. “But Mistress, I’ll miss you. You know how much I love you.”

“Oh, I’ll be around,” she replied. “There’s no need to worry.”

“What work will I be doing?” said Princess. She didn’t have any skills to speak of and didn’t know how to read or write. She was only good at being very pretty.

“You’ll be entertaining men,” said Mistress. “They will want to spank you, whip you and torture you in many different ways.”

Princess was fighting back tears at the thought of being treated so cruelly. “B—but… why would men do such a thing?”

“Because they’re prepared to pay a lot of money for the privilege of satisfying their animal desires with such a pretty girl. They will also have sex with you in ways you won’t enjoy, that you’ll find painful and degrading. I already have a long waiting list for you, Princess. You’re going to be very popular.”

The tears did begin to flow now. Princess didn’t like the sound of being tortured, whipped and forced to have sex in ways she wouldn’t like. “Please, Mistress, there has to be something else I can do,” she whimpered.

Mistress stroked her cheek again. “Oh, there’s no need to worry about it, Princess. I’ll be there to milk you morning and night. After you’ve been milked, you’ll have a lovely sleep and forget all the things that happened to you during the day. The next morning, it’ll be like they never happened at all.”

Princess wiped her eyes, deciding she could live with the arrangement as long as Mistress visited her twice a day to show her the love she craved. Everything would be all right.

After all, Mistress had made the strange, angry woman who looked like her vanish. If she could do that, men could use her however they liked. She would simply close her eyes, imagine Mistress teasing her nipples to make her milk flow, and bathe in the blissful void of forgetfulness.


The Sweetest Revenge

Nadia rolled over as soon as she woke up. As always, the first sight to delight her eyes was the caramel doll-like face of her girlfriend, Lucia. She was utterly gorgeous, even with her large brown eyes closed and her long black hair was in disarray. Nadia liked it that way, especially first thing in the morning. It made Lucia look like she’d just had some wild sex. But that was still to come.

Underneath the sheets, Lucia’s melon-sized breasts slowly rose and fell with each breath. How could Nadia resist them? With tits like that, Lucia deserved everything she got. It was just a matter of carefully climbing over her without waking her up. Once there, she could pin Lucia’s arms beneath her shins so she couldn’t escape. Once she put her hands to work, Lucia always surrendered, but that was because she no longer had a choice in the matter.

“Morning, gorgeous,” she said, as Lucia stirred.

Lucia’s large brown eyes fluttered open. She realised she was in a compromised position, but it was much too late. Nadia already had her soft brown nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, massaging them to hardened points.

As her nipples tightened, Lucia let out a long moan and became a rag doll between Nadia’s thighs. It immediately got her pussy wet. She loved being in control, and Lucia was the perfect submissive.

“If you didn’t have such big, pretty titties, I wouldn’t have to milk you every morning,” she said, kneading them with her fingers.

Lucia’s breasts were full and firm, her skin warm and soft. In moments, cream flowed from her nipples. She let out an even longer moan.

The alarm clock sounded, so Nadia paused to silence it.

“Nadia… please…” moaned Lucia. “I’ve got to get ready for class.”

Nadia went back to work on her breasts, giving them stronger squeezes to encourage a more generous flow.

“I’m going to make you cum, and there’s nothing you can do about it,” she said, enjoying the power she was exercising over her girlfriend’s body.

Making Lucia a prisoner to pleasure was getting Nadia very hot and bothered between the legs. She shifted position, turning around to sit on Lucia’s face with her arms pinned under her shins. Lucia was completely at her mercy, but she liked to restrain her all the same.

She went back to work on her breasts, giving them firm squeezes, drawing out her milk in delicious white squirts. Soon her bronze skin was streaked with her cream. She let out a contented sigh as she admired her cream and caramel princess. Milking her was like having dessert for breakfast. Why not indulge? She lowered her pussy onto Lucia’s mouth to get a good tonguing. That was the cherry on top.

With Lucia moaning and writhing in pleasure, Nadia felt her own orgasm surging to a climax. She milked Lucia harder, so her breasts were wet and slick with milk. Damn, they looked gorgeous, like they were covered with creamy cum. She wanted to lick it all up, but that would mean sacrificing Lucia’s tongue, which was as deep inside her pussy as it could go.

Her orgasm came on strong, ripping through her body in waves of pure carnal joy. She added her own juices to the creamy mess all over the sheets, gushing into Lucia’s mouth.

Basking in the afterglow of her orgasm, she wanted to continue milking Lucia’s beautiful, big breasts until she was dry. But it was better to leave some for later. She fancied giving Lucia some time in bondage when they got home from college, so she could give her longer and much naughtier milking.

The idea made her pussy tingle with renewed excitement. Yes, she could tie Lucia to the bedpost, with her arms behind her back, making her breasts thrust out. Then she could slowly tease the cream from her nipples, forcing her to cum over and over again. She was looking forward to it already.

“Oops… looks like we’re going to have to wash the sheets again,” she said, kissing Lucia on the tip of her nose. “Those perfect milky jugs just drive me wild. I really can’t control myself.”

She let Lucia take the first shower. It was only fair, considering she was covered in thick, sweet cream. Then she helped her get ready so she could make the mad dash to get to college on time.

“See you at cheerleading practice,” she said, after she’d given her a lingering kiss.

“Don’t be late,” Lucia replied. “I hear we have some new girls joining the squad.”

Nadia didn’t make any promises. She also didn’t have classes until later in the morning, so she put the sheets on to wash. As she fed them into the machine, she found a lovely treat, Lucia’s panties from her morning milking. They were soaked through with her delicious juices. She must have made Lucia cum several times. Nadia enjoyed the sweet fragrance of her pussy for a few minutes before putting the panties in the washing machine with the sheets. She would get more of that later.

Her day passed all too slowly, as she was quite preoccupied with thoughts of the evening ahead. It was also going to be tough at training with Lucia wearing her tight cropped top, watching her breasts jiggle as they rehearsed their moves.

She was flushed with excitement as she arrived at the stadium dressing rooms, even though she was late again. All the other girls were already changed and out on the field warming up. Nadia quickly changed into her uniform and tied her long blond hair into a ponytail. Then she grabbed her pom-poms and made a dash for the field.

Their coach, Ms O’Riley, gave her a glare as she joined the squad, but she was too preoccupied with the new girls to say anything. As Nadia’s gaze swept over their faces, her heart skipped a beat.

Standing among the group of five girls was Whitney, her old arch enemy from school. For them both, it had been the battle for who was the more beautiful blond. Whitney was a classic blond with blue eyes, whereas Nadia had hazel eyes. The decision was split over who was prettier. As a consequence, they both developed a deep dislike for each other.

To make matters worse, she’d matured well and now had a very feminine body. Her breasts were full, round and very pert. Her figure was lithe and gorgeous, and she had long shapely legs. Nadia knew she also had killer curves, but that didn’t make matters any better.

When Ms O’Riley was looking elsewhere, Whitney took one look at Nadia and gave her a sneer. Nothing had changed between them. If anything, their rivalry felt more malicious than ever. Nadia decided to give her a wide berth. But that was going to be hard if they were on the same cheerleading squad. What the hell was Whitney doing here anyway? She thought she’d gone to a different college across town.

She tried to put Whitney out of her mind. It was rapidly spoiling her mood. She wanted to be distracted by Lucia’s breasts, not troubled by thoughts of her old rival. Although, when the new girls were introduced to the squad, Nadia returned Whitney’s glare to even the score. But she decided she would not fall back into the pattern of playing bitchy games. She’d just pretend Whitney didn’t exist.

By the time training was over, Nadia was well and truly ready to get home. She thought a few glasses of wine and a delightful meal might help to get her back into the mood. She certainly wasn’t going to complain to Lucia about Whitney or tell her about their past. That was where it belonged: in the past.

She got on with the job of tidying away her gear and getting changed, screening Whitney out of her sight.

Just as she was calming down, one of the other girls gasped and held up her purse. “Hey! Someone has taken all my cash!” she yelled.

“Oh, my god! Mine has gone too!” cried another girl.

This caught the attention of Ms Riley, who tried to calm the situation.

“Me too,” said Whitney, holding out her empty purse. “I had a hundred bucks and now it’s gone.”

Ms Riley scowled. “Only you girls have access to the changing rooms during training. Turn out your pockets and bags,” she said.

More and more girls complained they’d been robbed too.

As Nadia reached for her purse, she felt the hairs prickle on the back of her neck. It was the old sense of danger that accompanied one of Whitney’s games. So, it didn’t surprise her to find handfuls of cash stuffed into her purse.

Ms Riley gave her daggers as she surrendered the stolen cash. “I’ve been set up,” she said quickly.

“You’ve been caught red-handed,” snapped Ms Riley. “Of all people, I’d never expect you to do such a thing.”

Nadia started to plead with her, but Ms Riley was looking at hard, cold evidence, for which she had no explanation.

“Just pack your things and get out,” she said. “You’re off the team and after I’ve spoken to the dean, you can expect to be expelled from college too.”

Nadia looked at Lucia. She was staring back at her in wide-eyed disbelief. It was an enormous effort to hold back her tears. This must have been Whitney’s doing. The coincidence was too hard to ignore. She grabbed her bag and ran for the door, not able to face any of the girls or Ms Riley as she left.

Her head was spinning. What the hell was she going to do now? She had to prove her innocence somehow, but most importantly, she had to prove her innocence to Lucia. She hid behind a dumpster where she could see the entrance to the changing rooms. When Lucia came out, she would intercept her and explain what had happened.

After a few minutes, the girls emerged, filing out slowly as they each went their own way. Lucia didn’t appear. Nor did Whitney. Time passed and Nadia got more and more agitated. Ms Riley emerged with a dark expression on her face. Nadia considered talking to her, but this wasn’t the right time. She needed proof that Whitney had set her up. But where the hell was Lucia?

Finally Lucia appeared, but she wasn’t alone. She was crying and so upset she hadn’t even changed out of her cheerleader’s uniform. And right there to comfort her, with her arm wrapped around Lucia’s waist, was Whitney.

Nadia saw red. She wanted to rush over and punch the smug satisfaction off Whitney’s face, but that would only add to her guilt in Lucia’s eyes. Her darling Lucia. As much as she was angry, it also broke her heart to see her so distraught.

She waited for them to walk a safe distance before emerging from her hiding place. Careful not to reveal herself, she trailed them to wherever they were going. After twenty minutes, it appeared Whitney was taking Lucia to her home.

The bitch had a trendy cottage in the suburbs, no doubt provided by her rich parents. She’d never struggled for anything in her life. They went in the front door together. Whitney looked about once she had Lucia inside, as if she sensed Nadia was there, watching them. Although Nadia was well hidden, Whitney smiled and held up her hand for a cute finger-wiggle wave, then closed the door behind her.

Nadia couldn’t let it go. She had to find out what Whitney was up to now. Approaching cautiously, she went around the side of the house so she couldn’t be seen from the street. Peeping through a window, she saw Lucia and Whiney standing in the lounge. Whitney was hugging her while she sobbed.

It seemed innocent enough until Whitney stepped back. She put her finger under Lucia’s chin to make eye contact and clearly asked, “Are you okay now?”

Lucia had stopped crying and nodded. They looked at each other for a moment. Then Whitney kissed her full on the mouth. For Nadia, it felt like a punch in the stomach. What could she do? Nothing. If she made a scene now, they would know she had stalked them. Lucia would never forgive her for doing that either.

Whitney’s mouth was all over Lucia. She was clearly savouring her sweet lips with her tongue. Lucia was so naturally submissive, she accepted it without resistance. Surely, she didn’t want to be kissed by Whitney… did she?

As Whitney’s hands explored Lucia’s body, starting at her slender waist, Lucia quivered in her arms. With her lovely flat stomach and midriff exposed in her cropped cheerleader top, Whitney’s hands were touching bare skin. They made their way up Lucia’s waist until they arrived at her breasts.

Lucia began to collapse, becoming a rag doll as she always did when she was being touched this way. Whitney walked her backwards until they hit the wall, using it to support Lucia’s weight as she continued to kiss her and caress her breasts.

Nadia couldn’t stand it, but there was nothing she could do. Whitney propped Lucia against the wall and stepped back to admire the sight of her helpless body. Her fingers expertly found Lucia’s nipples through her tight top and began to knead them. Even if Lucia wanted to stop her, there was no way she could now.

Dark pools appeared on the fabric as her milk started to flow. Although Nadia couldn’t hear what was happening, Lucia was clearly moaning. Whitney was smiling, not from joy, but from the pleasure she was getting from dominating Lucia in this way. She was milking her through her uniform top, less than an hour after destroying Nadia’s reputation.

Lucia continued to moan as her uniform steadily got soaked through. Milk started dripping onto the carpet, but Whitney wasn’t going to stop because they were making a mess. She teased her nipples harder through the sheer fabric, forcing her to release more milk. Lucia was beside herself as Whitney forced her to cum over and over again.

Whitney giggled with every forced orgasm, loving the power and control she could wield over Lucia by teasing and tormenting her nipples. She released one to unbutton the waistband of Lucia’s skirt, allowing it to fall down around her ankles. Not only was Lucia’s top soaked through, her panties were also dripping wet. Whitney went back to work on both nipples. There was no doubt about it, she was going to milk Lucia dry.

Nadia couldn’t watch anymore. It was breaking her heart. Poor Lucia. She couldn’t blame her for any of this. They’d both been set up.

All Nadia could do was go home and cry her eyes out. Their small apartment felt cold and empty as she sat on the couch, waiting for Lucia to come home. She messaged Lucia to say she could explain what had happened, but got no reply.

She waited well into the night, keeping a vigil on the front door, but Lucia never appeared. Finally, overwhelmed and exhausted, she went to bed and fell into a dark, dreamless sleep.

* * *

When morning arrived, Nadia rolled over as she always did, hoping to find Lucia sleeping beside her, ready for her morning milking. Her hand touched only bare sheets. She sat up, awake in an instant, remembering everything that had happened the night before. It was an effort to fight back the tears.

She grabbed her phone, hoping to find a reply to her message. There was one unread text from an unknown caller. It read: Lucia is a real treat. So creamy! Kisses, Whitney.

Anger overwhelmed Nadia’s sense of sorrow like a tidal wave. She had one purpose in life now, to get revenge on the bitch and win Lucia back. She would force her to confess she’d set her up, even if it meant beating the truth out of her.

That idea appealed a lot. She could happily slap her face until her cheeks were on fire. Then she would go to work on the rest of her body, starting by punching her stomach until she couldn’t breathe. How good would Whitney feel after she’d used her breasts as a boxing bag?

She needed to speak to Lucia first, to try to get her to understand. Not bothering with breakfast, she took a quick shower and dressed, knowing she could intercept Lucia on her way to class.

When Nadia saw her in the throng of students passing through the main gate, her heart leapt with joy. She was wearing a tight pink cashmere sweater and a matching skirt, which brought out the warm tones in her flawless caramel skin. While she’d clearly borrowed her clothes from Whitney, she looked so hot, Nadia wanted nothing more than to make love to her right now.

As she approached, Lucia met her gaze. She tried to look frosty, but there was only a hurt look in her brown eyes.

“Leave me alone, Nadia,” she said.

Nadia held up her hands in peace. “Lucia, I can explain everything—”

“There’s no need,” said Lucia. “You told me everything I needed to know yesterday, when you said you can’t control yourself. It’s over between us. I’ll be around on the weekend to collect my things. I’d be grateful if you weren’t there.”

She carried on walking, ending the conversation before Nadia could say another word. Then the crushing impact of Lucia’s statement set in. She’d made her mind up already. It was over.

But what she’d said was true. Nadia couldn’t control herself, but only with her love for Lucia. She wasn’t giving up and first, Whitney had to pay.

Lucia had her weekly book club meeting this evening, so she wouldn’t be home till late, assuming she was staying with Whitney. That meant Whitney would be home alone for a few hours, once she’d finished her classes for the day. A few hours was ample time for Nadia to give Whitney’s body a good workout with her fists, but she needed to prepare first. Whitney had already done her damage, so this had to be a one-sided affair.

Once she was ready, it was time to begin the vigil outside Whitney’s house, waiting for her to come home. While not normally a patient woman, Nadia was prepared to wait all day if necessary. She was so fuelled by the need for revenge, she felt like she could wait for a week if necessary, without food, water or sleep.

That proved to be unnecessary when Whitney appeared just before five o’clock. She was dressed like an angel, all in white, with a tight shirt, skirt and stockings. With her long blond hair swaying in the breeze, she looked a picture of innocence. Only Nadia knew what she’d done. Nadia readied herself. She would only get one shot at revenge.

While Whitney was preoccupied with finding her keys to unlock her front door, Nadia crept up behind her. She grabbed her around the body and arms, and pressed a cloth over her face before Whitney could break her hold. The cloth was soaked with chloroform, and Whitner collapsed after taking two breaths.

Nadia lowered her to the ground, found her keys and opened the door. She needed to work fast, as the chloroform would only knock Whitney out for a minute or two. She dragged her into the foyer and closed the door behind them, locking it again.

Then she got the silk bondage ropes she’d purchased earlier and tied Whitney’s hands securely behind her back, making sure the knots were tight. Then she tied a blackout blindfold over Whitney’s eyes, so she wouldn’t know the identity of her assailant. The plan, even though Nadia hadn’t really thought about how it would play out, was to scare Whitney and force her to give up her hold over Lucia.

As Whitney stirred, Nadia hauled her to her feet and slammed her against the wall.

“W—who are you and what do you want?” said Whitney in a small voice.

This was good. She was already scared as hell.

Nadia deepened her voice so it wasn’t recognisable. “I’m here to teach you a lesson,” she said.

Pinning Whitney to the wall with her forearm, she used her free hand to unzip Whitney’s skirt. As it fell around her ankles, Nadia saw she was wearing a tiny pair of white panties that barely covered her pussy. Whitney was also clean-shaven, as there were no curly blond hairs poking out. With her lace-top stockings, she looked very inviting from the waist down.

Next, Nadia ripped open Whitney’s shirt, spraying the foyer with buttons. She pulled it down her shoulders to expose her breasts and stomach, the targets of the special attention she was about to receive.

“Please, don’t hurt me,” begged Whitney.

Nadia hesitated. Whitney wasn’t wearing a bra. Although not as large as Lucia, she had two firm, round, upright breasts. Her small light-brown nipples sat high, as if demanding attention. They looked gorgeous and so very tempting as they rose and fell with each breath.

Nadia felt her mood change, losing its grip on her desire for vengeance. She stopped and looked at Whitney in detail. Her full glossy pink lips, which were quivering in fear and parted to draw breath, looked very kissable. She slowly inched down Whitney’s slender neck to her breasts, down her lovely flat stomach and onwards to her feet. Even they were petite and pretty. Damn, she’d turned into one hell of a sexy woman over the years!

Standing in front of Whitney now, breathing in her vanilla scent, with her almost naked and completely helpless, Nadia felt a rush of desire. She grabbed Whitney by the shoulders and locked lips, wasting no time in exploring her mouth with her tongue. She tasted sweet and delicious. Nadia couldn’t get enough of her mouth. As Whitney’s fear and surprise eased, she responded to the kiss, returning it with equal enthusiasm.

Once Nadia knew Whitney had a longing for more, she put her hands where they wanted to be most, running her fingertips over Whitney’s breasts to find those irresistible, perky, hardened nipples. Whitney shivered under her touch and let out a soft moan between kisses. She was very sensitive.

As Nadia explored further, feeling how full and firm they were, she felt certain Whitney was full of milk. She took Whitney’s nipples between her thumb and forefinger and began to stretch them out as far as they would go. Getting to her milk was a matter of clearing her ducts, training them to release her cream.

Whitney started to moan so much she was unable to return Nadia’s kisses, so Nadia stepped back to enjoy watching her hands working her breasts and nipples. The first time was always a lot of fun, taking a lot of massaging and squeezing to get the milk flowing. And having had a lot of practice, Nadia was an expert at making any milking an exquisite joy. She could turn a milking session into the most divine torture.

“Oh, hell, I’m going to cum,” moaned Whitney. She drew a sharp breath and let out a long, deep moan as her body quivered uncontrollably.

Nadia looked down and saw Whitney’s panties soak through with her juices. She’d made her cum in minutes, but she wasn’t finished yet. She wanted to see Whitney’s milk flowing and to force her to cum so many times, she’d beg her to stop.

Whitney looked like her knees were about to buckle as Nadia got more energetic, kneading, pulling and pinching her nipples to make her cream. As Whitney came in her panties for a second time, the first beads of delicious milk appeared on her nipples.

“Mm, virgin cream,” said Nadia, as she licked off each drop. Whitney’s milk was thick and very sweet. She had to get more.

She worked her breasts harder, forcing them to release their hidden treasure. Whitney was panting and moaning so hard, she looked like she couldn’t get enough air. She looked so sexy, tied up, being milked, but still with an edge of fear on her face, not knowing who was doing this to her.

Nadia felt the warm, thick milk flow over her fingers, lubricating them as she pumped Whitney for all she could get. Whitney was beside herself as orgasms followed one after the other, with barely a moment to recover from the last before the next one came on.

Nadia wasn’t going to give her a break either, especially now Whitney’s milk was flowing fast. There was a lot, considering she’d never been milked before. With the right stimulation and training, she’d become as milky as Lucia.

“Please… stop…” pleaded Whitney. “I can’t take any more.”

“I’ll stop when I’m good and ready,” said Nadia, shifting to a higher gear.

Whitney gasped and groaned as she was forced to cum again and again. The more she pleaded with Nadia to stop, the more Nadia worked her harder. By the time she’d finally milked Whitney dry, she was a quivering mess, only able to stand because she was propped against the wall.

“Well, I enjoyed myself,” said Nadia. She looked Whitney up and down, loving the fact her breasts and stomach were dripping wet. Her panties were dripping too. All in all, Whitney had been forced to give up a lot of delicious juice at her hand.

“I’ve never… cum that hard before,” said Whitney, while she fought to recover her breath. “Who… who are you?”

Nadia smiled in victory, not that Whitney could see. Removing the blindfold would make this milking all the sweeter. She slipped her fingers under it and slid it off.

Whitney blinked to clear her vision. As her large blue eyes restored focus, they remained wide open as she looked at her assailant.

“Surprise,” said Nadia, with a small smile.

Whitney swallowed hard. “Well, this complicates things,” she replied.

* * *

Nadia rolled over as she woke up. As always, the first sight to delight her eyes was the gorgeous caramel face of her lover. Lucia was back where she belonged, sleeping peacefully beside her. She looked adorable under the sheet, with her big breasts slowly rising and falling with each breath.

In the aftermath, Whitney had written to their college to explain what had happened. She told them setting Nadia up was only meant to be a practical joke, that she never meant for it to go so far. She got into a lot of trouble, but was prepared to pay her dues to remain at college and be part of the cheerleading team.

So, life was back to normal, for the most part anyway. As Nadia looked over to her other side, she smelled the sweet vanilla scent of Whitney’s blond hair. It was Saturday morning and nobody had to be anywhere in a hurry. Yes, life was back to normal, but Nadia still had a big problem to solve. Who was she going to milk first?
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