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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.
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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.


Expiry Date

As Mistress Melody opened her silk robe, the man’s dark eyes took on an animal hunger with his desire for her milk. She slowly revealed her breasts, showing him the two half-moons of her cleavage before exposing her nipples. She was wearing a white silk corset underneath, which pushed up her breasts and made her small pink nipples point to the heavens.

The man went rock hard at the sight of her huge milk-laden breasts. He took out his wallet, removed the wad of hundred dollar bills and put them on the coffee table. At a glance, it had the thickness of ten thousand dollars, her fee for one session of forbidden pleasures. Then he took a seat on the couch, ready to receive the first of her nipples in his mouth.

She made him wait, taking her time to cross the room, allowing his mouth to salivate as she toyed with her nipples, teasing them to hardened points. She let her silk robe slip from her shoulders onto the floor, leaving her wearing only the corset and white thigh-high stockings. Judging by the way his cock was twitching in his pants, she doubted he’d last long enough to pay for extras.

It didn’t matter. She hadn’t earned her reputation for being a Mistress of Milk for her talents with her pussy, even though they were considerable. Men and women paid her to give them the forbidden pleasure of her cream.

She straddled him slowly, making sure she positioned her pussy on his cock to give him a good grinding as he drank her milk. His strong hands were eager, pawing at her waist, working their way up to her breasts. She pulled his hands away. She determined the pace of the action, not the client.

Then she lifted one breast on her palm and presented her nipple to his eager mouth. He sucked it like an addict and she felt the powerful draw of his lips and tongue, eager for the first drops of her milk. She waited for the delicious sensation of her milk beginning to flow. Instead, all she felt was a dull ache, which became painful by the second as the man sucked without reward.

She removed her breast from his mouth as if it was part of the event. She replaced it with the other one, feeling better as the wet heat of his mouth worked her nipple. In moments, it too began to hurt and there was still no sign of her milk. She subtly pinched her free nipple, to see if it would weep a drop of white nectar, but it remained dry.

Her heart accelerated as the fear she had no milk became a possibility. Why was she dry? It had only been a few days since her last client, and the man had gorged himself on her breasts as normal.

The man swore. “What kind of scam is this?” he said.

She met his gaze. He wasn’t a man to cross. He had the dangerous look in his eyes that belonged to a predator. He gripped her by the arms, an unbreakable hold for a woman of her strength.

“Where’s your damned milk?” he growled. “I have to book months in advance, pay ten thousand dollars, all for a dried-up teat?”

“I—I… give it a moment,” she said, trying to maintain control of the situation.

“I paid for milk,” he said, with frightening menace in his voice. “If you ain’t gonna give me satisfaction, I’m just gonna have to take it.”

He stood up, hauling her off him like she was a rag doll. Marching her over to the bed, he twisted her arm painfully behind her back and put her over his knee. His cock felt like a spear in her stomach, but the sting of his hand on her bottom felt much worse.

She squealed like a child as he spanked her, not holding back the force of his arm. Each blow felt like a hornet sting and he left no inch of flesh unpunished.

“Maybe this will teach you a lesson,” he growled. “Maybe you’ll learn to keep your promises.”

She was in tears by the time he’d finished spanking her. Her bottom felt like it was on fire. She’d never felt such intense pain in her life and it left her completely stunned, entirely at his mercy.

He had none. He tossed her onto the bed, unzipped his pants and forced his cock into the rosebud of her forbidden entrance. He took his pleasure with her, adding salt to the sting of her smarting bottom. But that wasn’t the worst of it. As he slammed her ass with his cock, he took his hand to her breasts, spanking them with the same force. She was beyond crying out, in survival mode to endure the pain. He laughed cruelly as he reddened her breasts and punished her ass.

Finally, he stiffened and bucked as he orgasmed. She let out her breath when she knew her torment was over. He scoffed at her as he zipped up his pants, without a shred of pity in his cruel eyes.

“Mistress of Milk? Huh! I’ve had street girls who give better head,” he said, collecting the money from the coffee table. He pulled one note from the bundle and tossed it onto the bed beside her.

“That’s more than you’re worth,” he said, pocketing the rest.

The sound of the door slamming behind him was like a judge’s gavel pronouncing a sentence. Her poor spanked bottom hurt like hell. It was going to be sore for days, but her breasts… her big, beautiful breasts… now spanked red and raw… no longer had any milk. That alone hurt more than a thousand spankings.

The pain from the spanking didn’t last long, but the hurt from losing her milk deepened day by day. She tried everything, pills, creams, vitamins and more, but there was no sign her milk would return. She’d dried up, hit her expiry date. It gave her no choice but to resign as a Mistress of Milk.

Resigning her title meant giving up all the trappings of luxury that went with it. She could no longer command an elite fee for her services. And without money, she had to sell her luxury apartment in the city, reduce her expenses and gather what remained of her wealth.

It turned out she didn’t have as much as she’d thought. The high life had come with frivolous spending. She’d blown her cash on bottles of French champagne, designer perfume, and dresses that cost more than most people earned in a month.

She realised she’d lost sight of her dream. While she had youth, she’d planned to amass enough wealth to retire decades before other people were even considering it. She sold her body for pleasure, but didn’t have any other skills or experience to begin another career.

The thought made her scoff with laughter. What could she do? Become a secretary? Sure, she could take something down for her new boss. She could take down his fly so she could suck his cock. Or she could take down her panties so he could slam her pussy. Those were the only talents at her disposal.

So, the Mistress of Milk became a common hooker, renting a room at a brothel of reasonable repute. She’d lost her milk, but she still had her figure and her looks. That kept her from having to work at establishments of lesser standing, or worse, walking the streets at night.

But it was a far cry from her former life, where she rarely had to service a man beyond nursing him with her breasts. Back then, she could sit in comfort, either straddling him or having his head on her arm as he drank her milk.

Now, she spent most of her time on the floor on her knees, the preferred position for sucking a cock. If she wasn’t on her knees, she was on her hands and knees, taking cocks in her pussy or ass, depending how much each client had to spend. The position suited both parties. She didn’t have to look at the man while he used her for his pleasure, and he could pull her hair if he was so inclined.

At the end of each day, she had an aching jaw from all the cocks that had been rammed down her throat. And her pussy and ass felt like they’d been pummelled by a battering ram. For her suffering, she now made a fraction of the money she used to make in an hour when her breasts had been full of milk. To make matters worse, the brothel took a hefty cut of her fee, leaving her with even less in the hand.

Her grand dream was now an even bigger failure. What was she going to do when age caught up with her, diminishing her sultry brunette beauty? The question also begged whether she could survive for that long working as a hooker.

There was a knock at her door. She was sitting on the edge of her bed, rinsing her mouth with a glass of cheap, sweet white wine to wash away the taste of cock and cum and numb her aching jaw. It wasn’t the taste that bothered her, but the association it had with each client. The last man had been a brute, hammering both her cheeks with his thick rod until they burned, before making her gag on it as he had rammed it down her throat.

“Come in. It’s open,” she said, swallowing the wine. The raw burn of cheap alcohol felt no better than his cock.

A nervous young man stepped into her small room. He had sandy hair and a kind face, although it was weathered like he worked outside in the elements, rain or shine. He gave her a brief smile, like he’d found a long-lost friend. Men were peculiar creatures.

She swallowed the remains of her wine with a grimace and set the glass on the sideboard.

“So, what do you want? Blow, pussy or ass? Ass is extra.”

He shuffled his feet, struggling to look her in the eye, like he was in the company of greatness.

“C’mon, I haven’t got all day,” she said, tapping her foot.

“I guess you don’t remember me,” he said. His voice was gravelly, but his tone was gentle.

She shrugged. After months of having men use her as a receptacle for their cocks, all their faces had blurred into one. She studied his face, trying to separate him from the rest of the pack.

Sandy-brown hair, once blond, now darkened by days working under the sun. Blue eyes, clear as glass, with chiselled features and a deep tan that probably never had the opportunity to fade. She could see he was strong too, even though he had a slender build, as his biceps and forearms were sharply defined. He was a good-looking man, but she still didn’t know how they knew one another.

“Blow and pussy are a hundred bucks. A hundred and fifty for the ass,” she said, hoping he would hurry up and get both his cock and wallet out.

He reached into his back pocket, took out his wallet and withdrew a hundred dollar bill. It was crisp and smooth, fresh from an automated teller machine. He held it like he didn’t see them often.

She stood up, took the note from his hand and posted it through the slot of the metal strongbox she’d had bolted to the wall. She wouldn’t risk a repeat of the situation which had landed her here. No man was ever going to take his pleasure with her ass and then the bulk of the fee. That was also why the ass was extra, not that she was going to tell this man what had happened to her all those months ago. He wouldn’t care anyway. The only thing these men cared about was getting their tubes cleaned.

“So what’ll it be? Blow or pussy?” she said, hurrying him up.

He shook his head. “Neither. I just wanted to see you again.”

She squinted at him, trying to work out if he was trying to be funny. But there was nothing but sincerity in his azure eyes.

“How do I know you?” she said.

“You nursed me… over a year ago. I had to save hard for two years to afford it,” he said.

She took him by the arm and sat him down on the bed. There was a flicker of a memory returning to her mind. The gardener. He was such a powerful man, yet he had suckled her milk with the greatest care and kindness, like she was honouring him by sharing her milk. He’d been sweet, but she’d never seen him again.

She let out her breath. He’d made two years of sacrifices to save enough money for one hour of pleasure? She didn’t know it meant so much to some men.

“I remember… you’re a gardener. I’m sorry, I don’t recall your name.”

“It’s Ellis, Mistress Melody,” he said.

She swallowed, feeling strange that he’d addressed her by her former title. Now she was just Melody, or ‘bitch’ to most of the men she entertained.

“Even though I didn’t have enough money to see you again, I found out you’d moved. So, I’ve spent the past few months tracking you down. I’ve been worried about you,” he said.

“Worried?” She laughed, then immediately felt bad as his face fell. He was serious about his concern. But why? She asked him as much.

He shrugged, but she knew what it meant. He actually cared about her. Hell, it looked like he had feelings for her as a woman, not just as a gorgeous pair of tits.

“I lost my milk,” she said, gently touching his arm to apologise for her outburst.

“You lost your milk! How?” His face fell further, as if devastated by this news. Clearly, he knew how much it meant to her.

“I don’t know. One day it was there. The next it was gone.” She put on a brave smile. “So… here I am.”

He swallowed and looked her directly in the eye for the first time. “Do you mind if I touch them? Perhaps I can help.”

She shook her head. Men! Kind and caring, or rough and rude, they all just wanted the same thing. “Sure, why not. You’ve paid for it after all.”

She undid her silk robe, one of the few luxuries she’d kept from her designer wardrobe. The kiss of silk against her skin was a comfort, which she needed when she was being used as a means for men to get off.

“It has been a while, but I’ve never forgotten how beautiful you are,” he said.

That confirmed it. A flash of naked boobs and men gushed with compliments about beauty. But the way he took her breasts in his hands immediately dashed her theory. He was gentle, not pawing at them like he needed to empty his balls. He cupped them on his palms, weighed them, then circumnavigated them with his fingertips, without ever touching her nipples. It sent a shiver down her spine, giving her a deep longing to be touched that way again. But he withdrew his hands and held them at his sides.

“You still have your milk,” he said. “You just haven’t taken good care of it. It needs to be nurtured.”

“I thought you were a gardener,” she said.

“I am. The botanic gardens have many plants. Nurturing them is what I do best, even if it doesn’t pay well.”

She looked at him for a long moment. They had more in common than she’d first thought, both doing what they did best to make ends meet. Although her means to earn a living had changed, she felt her heart soften to this man and the kindness he was showing.

“Well, I should go,” he said. “I’m sure my time is up.”

She gave him a small smile. “I can still give you a quick blow if you like,” she said.

His cheeks flushed red as a beet. “There’s no need.”

“Then how about a goodbye kiss?” She leaned over to give him a soft kiss on the lips. He tasted earthy and wholesome, and she would have liked to kiss him longer, but it felt wrong considering where her mouth had been all day.

“I’ll visit you again… when I can,” he said, as he went to the door.

She watched it close behind him, realising that a hundred dollars was a lot of money out of his weekly wage. The fact he’d chosen to spend it on visiting her meant more than she could put into words.

He visited her again the following week. She refused his money, but he insisted on paying the fee, dropping the crisp hundred dollar bill into the strongbox himself.

He opened her silk robe and gently massaged her breasts, giving them more attention this time. It felt like he was carefully shaping clay. She bit her lip with the pleasure of his touch and tried not to cry out, as he had such a sincere expression on his face as he worked.

Every time he finished a sweep of her breasts, he kneaded her nipples. The pleasure of his touch ignited her pussy. How long had it been since her own natural lubrication had flowed when she’d been with a man? She knew the answer: the last time she’d nursed a man with her milk. Since then, she’d gone through more tubes of lube than she could recall.

Some weeks he visited her twice when he had the money to spare. He never asked for anything in return, just patiently attended to her breasts, kneading them softly with his powerful hands. She knew he had the strength to make her squeal if he handled her too hard, but he always touched her with great care.

As time passed, she couldn’t suppress the pleasure of his touch. She lay on the bed, moaning with joy as her pussy gushed with one delicious orgasm after another. He could have taken advantage of her body at any time, and she would have gratefully let him ride her to repay the pleasure he gave so freely. But he refused to accept anything more than a kiss.

After several months of his ministrations, she had given up on ever having her milk restored. But she enjoyed their time together, talking, being gently pleasured, the parting kiss. She came to look forward to it and missed him terribly if he couldn’t see her twice a week. Seven long days felt like an eternity after the endless manhandling and rough sex demanded by her other clients.

She was lying on her bed, shuddering as another orgasm surged through her body, when she heard him draw a sharp breath. She felt the slickness coating his fingers before she opened her eyes.

At first, she was too afraid to look down, but she couldn’t keep her eyes away. Her milk had returned. There wasn’t much, but it was there all the same. The joy of feeling it flow put her in a state of bliss. She reached out and pulled him to her for a long, passionate kiss, as he continued to tease out more cream.

“Not too fast,” he said. “Too much, too soon and you’ll lose it again.”

She took his advice, allowing him to nurture her milk back to its former glory. It took many more weeks, but she was so pleased to have it back, the rough poundings seemed inconsequential.

With the return of her milk, she had a way out of this life, a way back to her old one. And it was all because of Ellis, her beautiful, kind gardener, who never asked for anything in return, not even the parting kiss.

The day she returned to her exclusive apartment building felt like getting a second chance when all hope had been lost. It didn’t take long for the bookings to come in, as her wealthy clients learned of the return of her milk.

After a week, her time of purgatory in the brothel was like a distant memory, although there was a hole in her heart that never healed. She missed Ellis. Sometimes she missed him so much it reduced her to tears. But the affairs of the heart had to come second to her need to care for herself.

She was nursing a man, watching the milk bead at the corners of his mouth, when she realised she drew no pleasure from being milked as she once did. Not that she’d lost her joy at having the milk suckled from her breasts. It was because Ellis wasn’t the man doing it. Her heart ached so much, she had to push the man away, refund his money and send him on his way.

Poor Ellis. He was probably saving every penny he had, just so he could see her again. But two years was a long time to wait. The fool! She’d let him suckle her for free if only he’d put his stubborn pride aside and accept it. Yes, they were very much alike, including their character flaws.

* * *

The sun was beating down on Ellis while he worked, but he wasn’t going to let a little sweat in his eyes slow him down. There were flower beds to prepare for the autumn tulips. The soil needed to be conditioned and turned, ready for planting. It was one of the most popular floral displays of the year, attracting many visitors to the gardens.

As he looked up, he saw there was only one person strolling through the gardens today. He wiped the sweat from his eyes to clear his vision. The woman wasn’t looking at the flowers, she was looking at him.

“Mistress Melody,” he gasped as she approached, her presence stealing his voice away.

Confronting her beauty, he’d always felt the air escape his chest. She had hair and eyes like chocolate, and pure-white milky skin. Her breasts looked full and healthy, and her smile reflected the warmth in her eyes. To him, she was milk chocolate personified as feminine perfection. He loved her for everything that she was and had been, flaws and all.

“It’s just Melody now,” she said. “That life also had an expiry date. I can’t do it anymore, not if I have to wait two years to see you again. So… I’m available now, just like any other girl.”

He swallowed hard, completely lost for words. Thankfully, she wasn’t.

“So, I was wondering… would you like to… have a drink with me tonight?”


The Job Interview

Katy was nervous about her big job interview ahead. She really needed the work, as she had bills piling up. There weren’t many opportunities in the small town where she’d grown up. She didn’t like the idea of working on a farm or moving to the city, and sucking cocks for cash was no way to start a career.

Fortunately, Luscious Licks was hiring. The old-fashioned milkshake parlour was a town icon. Their milkshakes were delicious, attracting visitors from all over the country, eager to taste the unique treat. The shakes boasted all-natural ingredients and no added sugar. Yet, for such a simple drink, no one had come close to replicating the recipe or flavour.

Katy arrived early and decided to treat herself to a shake before the interview. She told herself a white lie, that she was having one to get some inside product knowledge. They were actually so addictive, she couldn’t stop herself from buying one from the moment she walked through the door.

The parlour looked like a 1950s diner, with a white, chrome-edged bar where waitresses made and served shakes. The tables, stools and booths were candy-apple pink. It was busy as usual and the waitresses were run off their feet.

Katy paused to admire them. They were all beautiful girls. Their blue and white uniforms were tight-fitting to show off their curves, with a short skirt to reveal slender and shapely legs. They looked more like pinup girls than waitresses, but she supposed that was part of the attraction.

So why didn’t any of them smile? Milkshakes were a treat. Pretty girls were a treat too. The parlour even smelled like happiness, so why did they all look so sad? Perhaps it was a coincidence. After all, they were very busy fulfilling orders.

As she looked at them racing back and forth, filling blenders with fresh fruit and milk, she noticed they were all very busty too. Not a single girl had a flat chest. No wonder the parlour was popular and why it attracted so many men.

Katy counted her lucky stars. She thought having large breasts would actually count against her in a job interview. It was the reason she was wearing a loose-fitting blouse. She knew male employers were nervous about hiring pretty, busty girls, as if they couldn’t control their lustful urges. But here, she would fit in just fine.

She ordered a raspberry swirl and sat down at one of the window seats to enjoy it, watching people pass by outside. It was utterly delicious, singing with raspberries, but also creamy and sweet. How could it have no added sugar? But that’s what the tagline underneath the logo said: All-natural ingredients. No Added Sugar.

She kept an eye on the clock, as it was close to two in the afternoon. She made a note of the office door while she finished her shake. Damn, it was delicious! If she got the job, working here was going to be a treat, every single day. She inhaled deeply. No, the parlour didn’t smell like happiness, it smelled like sex, really good sex. So why were none of the girls smiling?

She smoothed her skirt and opened the top button of her blouse. If they wanted busty girls to make milkshakes, then she had to make sure her interviewer noticed she was well endowed too. She checked her make-up with her compact mirror. It looked good, just the right amount of mascara to make her green eyes sparkle, and her cherry-red lips were lovely and glossy. She had the right balance of pretty and professional. She pursed her lips. If she was right about the scent of sex in the air, perhaps she needed to favour pretty over professional.

She opened another two buttons so she was showing cleavage. Then she let her honey-blond hair out of its clip, shaking it loose so it fell over her shoulders and down her back. Now she felt ready.

She went over the standard interview questions in her mind, rehearsing her answers. Have you done this kind of work before? No, but I love to make people happy and see them smile. Why did you apply for this job? Well, Luscious Licks is practically a town icon. Who wouldn’t want to work here? What makes you the best person for this job? I’m a hard worker with a great attitude.

“And I have big, beautiful boobs,” she added quietly to herself, as she made her way through the door to the offices.

She followed the corridor to the manager’s office, passing a door labelled ‘Creamery’ on the way. There was a pulsing, mechanical sound coming from within. Perhaps they had a special method for processing milk, which was why the shakes tasted so good.

She knocked on the manager’s door and heard a woman invite her to enter. Katy opened the door and stepped in, closing it behind her again.

A glamorous woman with silky black hair wearing a pink skirt suit greeted her, holding out her hand. “Katy, welcome. My name is Mikaela,” she said, with a voice as rich and smooth as the shakes served at the parlour. “Come and take a seat.”

Katy thanked her and sat down. Mikaela took a moment to look her up and down, clearly appreciating the fact that Katy was beautiful and had the right assets for the job. If indeed, bust size was part of the criteria, albeit an unspoken one. Employers weren’t allowed to discriminate, even though they did so all the time.

“So, Katy, have you done this kind of work before?” said Mikaela, with a friendly smile.

Katy smiled back, grateful she had prepared her answers. “No, but I love to make people happy and see them smile,” she said, trying to sound bouncy and enthusiastic.

“Well, it’s not very complicated. Can you follow a recipe and put milk and fresh fruit in a blender?”

Katy swallowed. Obviously, her preparation hadn’t gone far enough. “Yes, I love to cook, so I can follow a recipe,” she said.

Mikaela clapped her hands. “Excellent! Well, you have all the skills we’re looking for then.”

Katy sat up straight, unable to believe what she’d heard. Mikaela had asked her one question, and that was all. “Um… does that mean I have the job?”

“Not quite. We still need to do a physical,” said Mikaela, standing up. She indicated that Katy should stand too. “I see you have lovely breasts,” she continued. “Are they God given or have you had a little help?”

“Um… they’re all mine,” she replied. She couldn’t afford a boob job, even if she thought she needed one.

“Excellent! We’d better have a look at them,” said Mikaela, indicating she should open her blouse.

This was fast becoming the strangest job interview Katy had ever attended. She undid the remaining buttons of her blouse and took it off. But strange or otherwise, she really needed this job.

“Your bra too,” said Mikaela.

Katy did as instructed, letting her breasts free from their lacy restraint. Mikaela stepped up to her and took her breasts in her hands, cupping them as if wanting to measure their weight.

“Oh, yes! These are splendid! You lucky girl. And I can feel plenty of milk in there too.”

Katy frowned. Milk? What was this woman talking about? The interview was getting stranger by the minute.

“I bet your boyfriend loves milking you,” said Mikaela, giving her breasts a gentle squeeze.

“Um… no,” said Katy. She currently didn’t have a boyfriend, and she was quite sure she didn’t have any milk either. She’d never been pregnant, so how could she be lactating?

Mikaela winked. “I understand… your girlfriend then. Do you milk her too? Do you do it separately or at the same time?”

Katy shook her head. “I don’t have a girlfriend and I’m sure I don’t have any milk either.” She was trying not to be rude, but Mikaela was testing her patience.

“Oh, you’re a virgin!” said Mikaela, giving her an apologetic smile. “Most of my girls were getting their breasts milked regularly before they started working here. It’s rare to find a virgin milkmaid these days. Getting your titties milked is such a treat.” She tweaked Katy’s nipples as she let go of her breasts.

It occurred to Katy that Mikaela had said her girls were getting their breasts milked before they started working at Luscious Licks. So what had changed? She asked Mikaela as much.

“Well, now they get milked here, of course. Nine o’clock every morning without fail. That’s how we get our supply of milk for the day.”

Katy’s jaw dropped. They made the shakes from human breast milk? No wonder it was so sweet. And no wonder the parlour smelled like sex.

“Well, we’d better get your milk flowing,” said Mikaela. “I’ll need you in full production for your first day on the job. Follow me to the creamery. Don’t worry about your blouse and bra, you won’t need them.”

Feeling self-conscious, Katy followed Mikaela down the hall to the room with the mysterious mechanical pulsing sound. Mikaela unlocked the door and allowed Katy to enter.

She found herself in a room with a large stainless steel vat at the centre. Surrounding it was a metal handrail with what looked like manacles welded in place. Also draped over the rails were long, thin tubes, each with teat cups. It looked like an unusual collision of a milking parlour for cows and a bondage dungeon, with the sterile decor of a modern factory.

Mikaela led Katy by the arm up to one of the milking stations. She placed each of her hands in a manacle and locked them in place, so she was bound by the wrists to the rail.

“Why do I need those?” said Katy.

“To stop you from pulling off the teats,” said Mikaela, as if the answer was obvious. “Having your breasts milked hard is quite painful.”

“P—painful?” she said, automatically pulling at the manacles to free her hands. They held her tight.

“Of course! Girls aren’t meant to be milked by industrial machines. It’s supposed to be done slowly and gently. A sensual milking makes you cum from your nipples as well as your pussy. Ah, it’s such indulgent pleasure!” She blew out an annoyed huff. “But I have a business to run. I haven’t got time for girls to sit around like they’re in a beauty salon. Our customers want shakes and that means we need milk fast. You’ll get used to it.”

With that, she crossed the room to the control station and fired up the pump. The slow mechanical pulse became a deep, throbbing sound as the machine surged into life. Mikaela returned, took two milking lines from the rail and attached them to Katy’s nipples. The suction from the machine was powerful, anchoring each line to her breasts like a supercharged leech.

She cried out as she felt the hard draw on her nipples. She could see them being stretched into the teat cups with each pull of the pump. The way they were being elongated looked like they were going to be torn off at any moment. She cried out as the pain shot through her breasts, feeling like she’d been stuck with two long pins.

Mikaela sighed and put her hand over Katy’s mouth.

“Mmph, mmph, mmph!” Katy cried, as the cruel machine pumped her breasts.

Mikaela continued to muffle Katy’s wailing as she waited for her white nectar to flow. After a few minutes, she looked at her watch, then back at the machine, as if it should have happened already.

“Perhaps I was wrong,” she said. “Perhaps you don’t have any milk.”

“Mmph, mmph!” Katy tried to pull away, but manacled to the rail, she couldn’t escape the machine’s savage sucking. Her breasts felt like they were being turned inside-out. How could the poor girls working in the parlour endure this torment every day? It was hell on earth! No wonder they all looked so miserable.

Just then, Mikaela let out a satisfied sigh. Through the purple spots clouding her vision, Katy saw white fluid flowing into the tubes attached to her breasts.

“I knew you had milk!” said Mikaela. “But you’ll really have to do something about all this wailing. You’ll upset the other girls at morning milking if you carry on this way.”

Katy couldn’t help it. The gluttonous machine was stealing her milk much faster than she was meant to express it. Mikaela held her mouth shut while the machine cruelly and efficiently continued to empty her breasts.

“I’m afraid the intense milking flattens your breasts. But you’ll fill up again throughout the day. Most of the girls stuff their bras after they’ve been milked to look good for the customers. You did say you love to make people happy and see them smile. What could be better than a pretty girl with big breasts serving delicious drinks?”

As Katy’s milk ran dry, Mikaela detached the wicked tubes from her nipples, ending her suffering. She panted, catching her breath as she recovered from the punishing ordeal.

Mikaela released the manacles from her wrists. “Excellent! Well, Katy, allow me to welcome aboard the happy ship Luscious Licks,” she said, with a broad smile.

Katy looked her in the eye. She really needed a job, but she would rather suck cocks than go through this every day. “You can take your job and stick it up your ass,” she said.

Before Mikaela could reply, she hurtled out of the creamery, down the hall and into the milkshake parlour. Realising she was topless, she wrapped an arm over her poor aching breasts. She got sympathetic looks from the girls behind the counter, and appreciative ones from the men waiting in line to be served.

She ran for the door. As she pushed it open, she wondered why she should keep Mikaela’s secret. The bitch deserved everything that was coming to her.

“YOU’RE ALL DRINKING BREAST MILK!” she yelled at the top of her voice. Then she turned and ran, never to return to Luscious Licks ever again.


Queen of Cream

There was no greater pleasure for Cali than having her nipple firmly lodged in a man’s mouth while she rode his cock. The trouble was, men enjoyed it way too much. If she went for a ride and gave a man her nipple, he shot his load in seconds. And they had such powerful orgasms, there was nothing left in the tank for a second round, so their cocks went limp. This denied her the pleasure she craved so much. She wanted to be filled, stretched and suckled all at the same time. For her, it was the holy trinity of sex.

She didn’t know why she had this problem. It had nothing to do with her beauty, even though she was a beautiful brunette with dazzling hazel eyes and a curvaceous figure. As when she had sex with a man and turned off the lights, he would still cum as soon as her nipple entered his mouth.

It wasn’t because she had a tight pussy either. Men lasted just fine right up to the moment when she put her nipple into their mouth. Then it was all over. They erupted. Every time.

Finding a solution to this problem had given her a growing fascination with the art of dominating men and controlling their orgasms. There were so many ways to do it, both wicked and wonderful. She wasn’t interested in learning the wonderful techniques. The last thing she needed was to learn how to make men cum even quicker. She wanted to find out more about the taboo arts.

More girls were discovering the joy of taking charge in the bedroom, showing their boyfriends who was the boss. What was the point of letting men have all the fun, only to have her own pleasure denied? The joy of a hard cock depended entirely on a man’s stamina. None lasted more than one round when her breasts were in play.

So, girls were getting their thrills in different ways when their men failed to perform. Some punished their boyfriends with a whip, or gave them a rough pegging in the ass, or locked away their cocks in cages. She’d heard that some girls were even indulging in the forbidden art of snipping off a man’s balls for failing to please. It was supposed to be the ultimate act of cock and balls torture, and orgasm denial rolled into one.

She liked the idea of owning a man’s ability to cum, but she wanted her men intact, so a hard, thick cock was available whenever she wanted it. How could she dominate a man and drive the action in the bedroom without resorting to the most taboo methods of female domination? How could she get her nipples sucked while having a lovely ride on a rock-hard cock and stop him cumming too soon?

Her search led her down a very unusual path. She joined a website called Bachelorettes and chatted to a woman named Mistress Rebecca who claimed she was a castratrix. Not wanting to discuss her problem over the internet to a stranger, she agreed to meet Mistress Rebecca at her office.

Cali’s heart was racing as she rode the lift to the fifteenth floor of an upmarket apartment building. She didn’t know women with this unusual fetish could afford such lavish accommodation. Although she had nothing to fear from Mistress Rebecca, she was afraid of what she might discover about herself. Her desire to learn about the forbidden methods for dominating men was very arousing. Why did such dark desires feel so good?

She rang the buzzer and nervously smoothed her blouse. The lock clicked and the door swung open. She entered, closing it behind her.

She heard a woman call out. “Come on through to the lounge.” The woman had a sweet, high-pitched voice like a young girl. It dashed Cali’s preconceptions about what a castratrix would be like in a few words.

She walked through the small foyer and into a large, light and airy lounge, tastefully decorated in off-white. It was simplistic but elegant, with two huge settees facing an open fire. Mistress Rebecca rose from one and turned to greet her.

Her beauty stole Cali’s breath. It wasn’t that she had a striking combination of bright-blue eyes against jet-black hair. She radiated femininity and confidence in her sexuality. She knew its power and wielded it with unbridled passion.

Mistress Rebecca’s smile made Cali feel honoured to be in her presence. She wanted to please this vision of divine beauty. Mistress Rebecca wore a sheer grey dress that suggested incredible curves underneath, the kind of figure that made men weak at the knees. It was having the same effect on her too. How could one woman possess such incredible sexual authority?

Mistress Rebecca extended her arm to the other settee. “Please, take a seat, Cali.”

Cali stuttered a greeting and thanked her as she sat down. The couch moulded itself to her bottom like a lover’s embrace.

“Please, just call me Becky. The formal title has never felt comfortable. I’m still just a girl, fetishes aside.” Her smile was disarming. “So, how can I be of help? Husband? Boyfriend? Both perhaps?”

Cali immediately felt at ease with the way Becky got straight to the point while making a joke of it.

“No, it’s about me,” she said.

Becky looked at her askance and pressed her luscious lips together. “I can’t believe a woman as gorgeous as you is hiding a pair of balls,” she said.

Cali laughed. “No, I’m a girl too. But I have this effect on men when we’re having sex. As soon as I give them my nipple, they cum straight away. I was hoping you could help me.”

There was no need to ask about orgasm control and denial. Becky was clearly as smart as she was beautiful.

Becky’s eyes narrowed as if she’d suddenly seen Cali in a different light. “Stand up, my dear,” she said, getting to her feet.

Cali stood as requested. Her pulse quickened as Becky approached, looking her up and down as if trying to solve a mystery. She entered Cali’s intimate space, then leaned into her neck to inhale deeply through her nose.

“Oh my,” said Becky, faltering with her balance for a moment. “What a powerful perfume!”

Cali felt her cheeks redden. She wore Daisy Eau So Fresh, which was a subtle fragrance with notes of raspberry, rose and plum. It could hardly be described as powerful.

Becky had nothing but respect in her azure eyes. “I’m not talking about your perfume. Although, Daisy Eau So Fresh is an excellent choice. I’d recognise it anywhere. I’m referring to your scent as a woman. You’re a milkmaid.”

Cali frowned. A milkmaid? What the hell was a milkmaid? Before she had a chance to ask, Becky leaned in and breathed in her scent again, this time from her breasts.

“No, you’re much more than a milkmaid. You’re something different… something special,” said Becky, as she wafted Cali’s scent to her nose with her fingers. “You have the desire to dominate, not to be milked as a submissive.”

Cali shook her head. She was starting to regret having met this strange woman. How could she determine all that from scent alone? And yet, as she fitted the pieces of the puzzle together, she knew Becky was right. She wanted to dominate men for her own pleasure.

“What’s a milkmaid?” she said.

Becky reached out and gently cupped her breasts on her hands. A delicious tingle ran through her body with the touch.

“I’ve never had the pleasure,” said Becky, “although I understand it’s exquisite for both participants.”

She circled her fingers over Cali’s breasts, sending more waves of pleasure through her body. But as Becky’s thumbs grazed her nipples, she gasped at the craving her body demanded. This was the pleasure she’d desired from putting her nipple into a man’s mouth, the moment all her erogenous zones were being stimulated at once. She didn’t need to reach between her legs to know that her panties were fast becoming wet.

“Some women are blessed with milk and feel great pleasure from having it teased from their nipples,” said Becky, holding her with her gaze. “You’re one of them.”

“I don’t have any milk,” said Cali, her voice little more than a whisper.

Becky drew a sharp breath. “You haven’t had it awakened? Oh, you poor dear.”

It was making sense at last. Becky was right. There was an aching desire within her that hadn’t been unlocked yet.

“Because your lovers all cum too soon,” continued Becky, “before your milk flows.”

Cali swallowed hard and nodded.

“It’s your perfume,” said Becky. “It’s quite intoxicating. With one breath, you made me wet against my will. No one has that power over a castratrix… except you. It’s no wonder you make men cum as soon as you offer them your nipple. Men are attuned to a woman’s sexual scent. That’s why the perfume or taste of a pussy makes them drunk with desire. But you also have your milk… very special milk.”

“Can you help me?” said Cali, still with a small voice.

Becky smiled. “My dear, the real question is, are you ready? Once we embark on this journey, there’s no going back.”

Cali thought about it for a moment. Becky was a mistress of the forbidden. If she followed her down the rabbit hole, what dark fantasies awaited her on the other side? But it was too late to turn back now. Her desire for the forbidden had already been kindled. It was ready to burst into flames.

“I’m ready,” she said.

Becky nodded. She took Cali’s face in her hands. “Every great journey should begin with a kiss.”

Cali hadn’t kissed a woman before. As Becky leaned in, she didn’t know what to expect. As their lips touched, she marvelled at how different it felt to kissing a man. Becky’s face was warm and soft, not rough with stubble. Her lips were intent on give and take, unlike the eager hunger of a man’s mouth. She eased Cali into the kiss, tasting her mouth like she was sampling a fine meal, appreciating the subtleties of the flavours with passionate flicks of her tongue.

Then her hands went to Cali’s blouse, starting at the top, taking her time to undo each button while she tasted her mouth. The effects of the kiss made Cali feel light-headed and she yearned for Becky’s hands on her breasts.

Becky removed her bra and slipped it off her arms. Supporting Cali as she lowered her onto the settee, she followed her down, still locked in a kiss. Her hands flowed over Cali’s body, stimulating her with a feather-like touch. It made Cali’s body tingle and her breasts and pussy ache with longing.

Finally, Becky caressed her breasts, circling them with her fingertips and giving her nipples playful tweaks. Cali couldn’t maintain the kiss, as she was so desperate to moan. Becky let out a soft giggle as she tormented Cali with the need for greater stimulation.

She gave Cali pleasure by small degrees. Caresses became squeezes, tweaks became drawn out nipple stretches. Cali’s breasts ached like she needed to cum, and her pussy clenched with each sensuous stroke.

As Becky rolled her nipples through her fingers, they became slick as her cream was finally released. Cali let out a long sigh. It felt like having an orgasm with her breasts and her pussy at the same time. Every part of her seemed to be creaming with delicious cum. She gave in to the pleasure and lay back, allowing Becky to milk her breasts, enjoying every sweet moment of the longest orgasm she’d ever experienced.

Then Becky broke the kiss to lick the cream from her nipples, sending bright jolts of divine pleasure through her body with each flick of her tongue. She heard Becky whimper and moan, realising she was touching herself while she suckled Cali’s cream.

In moments, Becky was shuddering as her own orgasm ripped through her body. Her cream had completely overcome this powerful woman who possessed unfaltering sexual prowess. Cali stroked her face as Becky let out a long moan with her release.

“I—I lost control,” said Becky, still panting in the aftermath of her orgasm. “You smelled so sweet, I had to taste your milk. And when I did, I had to cum.” She looked up and smiled. “I understand your problem with men now. Luckily, you came to me, because I also know how to fix it.”

* * *

Dolled up, Becky and Cali made a devastating pair. What man could resist a gorgeous blond and a beautiful brunette? They went out on the town and flirted until they found a man they both liked. He was dark and ruggedly handsome, with the hungry look of a wolf. Although confident in his sex appeal, he never expected he was going to get doubly lucky and go back to Becky’s apartment with them both on his arms.

They sat on either side of him on the couch. He didn’t know where to look or put his hands. It didn’t matter. He wouldn’t have the use of them soon enough. All it took was for Cali to lean in for a kiss so he could inhale the scent of her cream. Now it had been released, it was a potent pheromone and she watched his eyes glaze over with drunken desire.

He was putty in their hands. Becky had him tied up before he knew what was happening. He protested, so she put him in a cloth muzzle.

“I need those lips,” said Cali.

“You’ll have them soon enough,” said Becky. “Once he gets a taste of your milk, he’ll stop complaining. Men! Always complaining about being tied up.” She pressed his nose like a button. “You’re lucky Cali wants you for her pleasure, not me.” She sighed. “But I may still do that after, if you don’t behave.”

Cali helped Becky to get the man out of his pants. Despite not liking the fact they’d tied him up, he was still hard as a rock from the scent of Cali’s milk. He had a fine cock, not too long, but nice and thick, and he had a good set of heavy balls, full of cum. Becky took her time examining them. Cai noticed she’s become flushed with excitement too.

“Mm… what lovely balls. Watch and learn, Cali,” said Becky.

She collected a thick silicone ring from the table, fitting it under his balls and stretching it over his cock. She let it snap into place.

“Cock rings stop the blood from escaping an erection. He’ll become so hard, his poor cock will feel like it’s going to burst.”

The other device she’d prepared for the evening looked like a large set of silver pliers. She fitted a tiny green rubber band to the prongs at the end of the tool and stretched it open. Then she scooped the man’s balls into a package and fitted the band over them. It held them in a tight package, constricting the tubes from his balls to his cock.

“That is a castration band,” she said. “It’ll stop him from being able to cum… in the short term.” She gave the man a wicked grin. “Now, my dear, you can use him as your pleasure toy. Go on… he’d do the same if the roles were reversed. I can see it in his eyes.”

Cali’s heart was racing from excitement, adrenaline and a desire to sample such forbidden pleasure, to use a man for her pleasure alone.

Becky smiled at her, seeing the lust in her eyes. “I hope you don’t mind if I watch,” she said.

Cali shook her head. They’d already been intimate together. Becky could do what she liked. She drew a deep breath. This was the moment she’d been waiting for since her dark desires had been ignited. She stripped off her dress so she was naked apart from her thigh-high stockings.

The man’s eyes widened at the sight of her slender body and huge breasts. He stopped wriggling and struggling with his bonds. She straddled him, taking her time to position herself in the right spot, where she could fill her pussy with his cock and put her nipples into his mouth.

She eased him into her tight passage, feeling his engorged cock stretching and filling her to her limit. The delicious friction made her pussy burn with desire, and his cock twitched and throbbed in response.

When she was ready, she released the muzzle and tossed it aside. The man didn’t say a word. He was drowning in his mounting need to cum. She heard Becky moan. She was getting turned on too and was fingering herself.

Cali raised a nipple to his mouth. It had already released a bead of cream. One taste and he would cum. She put it to his waiting lips, and he sucked it greedily. The pleasure of being suckled while she rode his cock was divine.

The man grunted as if he was on the edge of release. She realised he needed to cum, but couldn’t, as the castration band was doing its work. It added another layer of pleasure to the forbidden tryst. She rode him mercilessly, enjoying his thick, hard cock and his desperate mouth, drinking her milk like a starving man. Trapped on the edge of release, she could enjoy him for as long as she wanted, until her breasts were empty and she was spent.

She gave herself to the taboo pleasure, indulging in one sweet, shuddering orgasm after another, while the man grunted with the strain of his impossible release. She covered him with her cream as she gushed many times, finally able to taste the pleasure she’d craved for so long. She’d never felt better in her life.

“I’d guess one of you had a good time and the other was left high and dry,” said Becky with a giggle, as Cali climbed off the man.

He was still straining for release, his engorged cock twitching as he tried to cum.

Becky got up and stood beside her.

“You aren’t a milkmaid at all, Cali. Look at him, he’s beside himself with the need to cum. You’re a queen… a queen of cream,” she said.

She laced her fingers through Cali’s as if they were standing together on a balcony watching the sunset, rather than a desperate man she’d used for her pleasure.

Becky sighed with delight at the sight. “You know, we make a marvellous team… your majesty.”


Dairy Free

The dealer sucked his cigarette and blew out a plume of smoke. Dex Hargraves fanned it away from his face. Like most people, he wasn’t partial to inhaling second-hand smoke, but there wasn’t a health and safety policy in the business of buying and selling milkmaids. Plus, he was in the dealer’s house. What the man did in his home was his own business, even if he was slowly killing himself.

“Why don’t we get down to business?” said Dex, tiring of the customary small talk that usually preceded a transaction.

The dealer squashed his butt in an ashtray, much to Dex’s relief.

“Got a real beauty for you this time,” said the dealer, with a voice like sandpaper dragged over gravel. “But she comes at a cost.”

Price wasn’t an issue, not that Dex was going to share that information with the dealer. “Let me see the goods, then we’ll talk numbers,” he said.

The dealer grinned, which wasn’t a pretty sight with a mouthful of tar-stained teeth. He tapped his smartphone and then leaned on the sideboard.

Moments later, a gorilla of a man led a woman into the room, accompanied by the familiar clinking of chains from her ankle cuffs. Dex swallowed hard. He’d seen some fine-looking milkmaids in his time, but this one was an exceptional beauty.

While he knew little about make-up, he knew only a rare blond could wear cherry-red lipstick and still look like a glamorous beauty instead of a hooker. She had hair like spun silver with a subtle sheen of gold. Her large eyes were the deep blue of a tropical sea, and her curves left him speechless. His mouth went so dry, he didn’t know if he could open it without harming himself.

But it wasn’t only her looks that were so captivating. She was somehow different from other milkmaids. She had a vivacious look in her eyes, rather than the typical dreamy gaze.

She watched him with a neutral expression as he approached. This was more typical for a milkmaid, submissive and demure. She didn’t even flutter her long eyelashes as he opened her white silk robe.

Her body looked like it had been crafted from the collective fantasies of teenage boys. She had long shapely legs, heavenly hips, a tiny waist and flawless porcelain skin. But her breasts were a masterpiece. Each was perfectly round, as large as her head, and defied gravity like the laws of physics didn’t exist. Her nipples were pale pink, with the inviting dimple at the centre where her milk ducts had been artificially stimulated.

“Like what you see?” said the dealer. The man had a knowing grin that made Dex want to slap him.

Dex gave him a non-committal nod. He’d been outplayed, not by the dealer’s cunning, but by the milkmaid’s magnetic beauty. “What’s her name?”

The dealer snorted a laugh. “Whatever you want. Since when did you care about their names?”

Dex knew he’d put his foot in it big time. Dealers didn’t care about anything except making a profit. That was another mistake that was going to hike the price.

“Just curious,” he said. “Don’t see many like this.”

The dealer shook his head, clearly unconvinced. Dex clenched his jaw, knowing this was going to be a challenging negotiation. With that in mind, he made the opening bid to buy the blond beauty who was under his skin without her even uttering a word.

* * *

“What’s your name?” he asked, once he’d fastened her seat belt.

It had been a mission to get her into his car, especially after a torrid negotiation with the dealer. First, she’d insisted on taking the back seat, saying it wasn’t her place to ride up front. Dex had considered letting her do so, but he didn’t need the distraction every time he looked in the rear-view mirror. Dealing milkmaids tested a man’s resolve, and she’d already tested him more than he liked to admit.

Next, she wouldn’t fasten the seat belt herself. As she had the breasts of a goddess, it required some very delicate handling. His libido hadn’t helped either, as he watched the thick strap press her silk robe to her cleavage. His cock had a mind of its own when handling milkmaids, even though he had been taught how to resist their allure. This woman was another matter though. Her beauty, scent, soft skin, and the sweet tone of her voice were bewitching.

“Whatever you want to call me, Master,” she replied.

“My name is Dex. You don’t have to call me Master,” he said.

“Very good, Sir,” she replied.

He huffed, realising he wouldn’t make progress with her anytime soon. It wasn’t unexpected, even if it was frustrating.

“Well, what did your last owner call you?”

“The mistress who trained me called me Pearl,” she said. “She said I had eyes like the sea and that I was a rare treasure. It’s a pretty name.”

“Then I’m pleased to meet you, Pearl,” he said, starting the engine. “We’ve got a long drive back to my safe house. So get comfortable and don’t feel you can’t ask me for anything.”

She looked at him for a split second, then lowered her eyes. “Can you milk me now? Please, Sir. My breasts are feeling rather full.”

Dex drew a slow breath, trying to calm his nerves. “Not… in the car. You’ll have to hold on. Anything but milking. Pee stop? Fine. Hungry or thirsty? Fine. Just not milking. I’ve gotta… think about the upholstery.”

Hell, he could’ve kicked himself at the look on her face. She didn’t care about eating, drinking or going to the bathroom. She wanted his hands on her breasts. They had been milked for so long, it was an addiction, as it was for all milkmaids.

Who could blame them? Cigarettes, alcohol, even coffee were acceptable addictions enjoyed by people all over the world. Compared to that standard, what was the harm in taking pleasure from having your breasts milked? It wasn’t like it was going to give her cancer.

They drove through the dark and the rain, with only the sound of the windscreen wipers breaking the silence between them. How had he made the worst possible start with the loveliest milkmaid he’d ever seen? They would be spending some time together before she went onto the next stage in her life. The success of that transition depended on him, and he’d made it more difficult for both of them from the outset. He had to win her trust, nurture her spirit, not push her away. He admitted the truth to himself. He was pushing her away because he was afraid of what might happen if he let her into his heart.

After a few hours driving to the next city down the line, Dex turned on the satnav to get directions to his assigned safe house. There were many in use, and their locations were often changed to make his movements harder to trace.

As they arrived, he helped her from the car, holding his jacket over her head to protect her from the rain. They hurried up the brick stairs to the door, where he swiped a sensor with his security tag. The lock clicked, he pushed the door open and fumbled about for the lights.

He yawned now they had made it to their destination at last. Somehow, Pearl still looked fresh from the journey. He was dog tired after the negotiation and a long drive. He wanted a stiff bourbon and to hit the hay.

The safe house was much like the others, comfortable and well-stocked with everything they would need for many days. Despite his weariness, he checked the supplies. The kitchen had all the food and beverages favoured by milkmaids and enough of what he wanted to eat too. There were books and movies to keep her entertained, but no devices she could use to access the internet. For the next few days at least, he had to keep her in a bubble.

He grimaced at the thought. The first few days were always the hardest, not only for the milkmaid, but for what it would do to his libido. Milkmaids were pleasure slaves, capable of seducing men, women or couples. They knew how to get under your skin, no matter how demure and submissive they behaved.

He checked her room. It was a standard setup: bed, make-up table, wardrobe and ensuite. There was a variety of pretty dresses and lingerie, as well as street clothes and casual wear. He knew he wouldn’t see her in casual clothes for a few days at least.

He turned to face her. She was staring at him, her blue-green eyes watching his every move like a curious child.

“This is your room,” he said. “There’s an ensuite with a toilet, shower and vanity through that door. Help yourself to any clothes and make-up. Do you need anything else?”

She nodded. “Yes, I’d like to go to bed.” She put her hands behind her back, pressing her wrists together and waited.

“Uh, I don’t understand,” said Dex.

“I’m ready to be tied up so you can milk my breasts. It helps me sleep better.”

Dex was too tired to explain her new situation now. It could wait for morning.

“Let’s treat this like a holiday. When you’re on holiday, you get to take a break from your daily routine. Tonight, you can sleep without restraints.”

Her lower lip quivered, and he thought she was going to burst into tears. He steeled his resolve. These women were experts at subverting a man’s primal desires. She would be fine without restraints or a milking.

“Sleep well,” he said, leaving quickly.

He found the bourbon, poured himself a generous double, had another, and then went to his room to sleep it off. Despite his fatigue, he tossed and turned for hours, tormented by his uncontrolled feelings for Pearl. He hardly knew her, but he’d already developed an emotional connection to her, as well as a raging erection.

* * *

Dex rose early the next day, even though he could’ve used more sleep. The first day was always a challenge. He had a lot of work to do while monitoring Pearl. He made coffee and toast for himself, and chewed it slowly while he waited for Pearl to appear.

Eventually, he heard her moving about in her room. As she opened her door, Dex sucked in a sharp breath. She looked like she’d just stepped out of a beauty salon, not spent her first night away from captivity. Her silver hair hung loose and her aqua eyes fluttered in appreciation as she read his expression. They were trained to provide pleasure, experts at reading any sign of approval, subtle or otherwise.

Dex wished she had chosen more modest clothing than a tight silk robe the length of a miniskirt. With her incredible bust, there wasn’t enough fabric to cover her breasts. It was impossible not to look at the two half-moons of her breasts, rising and falling with each breath.

“Morning, Pearl,” he said, realising he’d been holding his breath.

“Good morning, Sir,” she replied.

He decided against correcting her. It was the first day. Everything had to be handled in baby steps.

“What can I get you for breakfast?” he said.

Her porcelain brow creased as she frowned. “Don’t you have any maids to do it?” she said.

He took a deep breath. He’d hoped to ease into the subject, but she’d given him no choice.

“No maids,” he said, shaking his head.

“Well, it isn’t proper for you to wait on me,” she said, walking over to the small kitchenette.

He took her by the shoulders and sat her down at the table. “You’re on holiday, remember? And it will please me to make you breakfast.” He hadn’t wanted to use that kind of leverage, but it had the desired effect.

“Thank you, Sir. If it pleases you, then I’ll have fresh fruit and green tea with honey,” she said.

He rummaged through the crisper in the fridge for a selection of fruit. It had been well-stocked with the known varieties preferred by milkmaids. He prepared a bowl of fruit salad, cutting the fruit into bite-sized pieces.

“Pearl, there are no maids because I’m not like the people I bought you from. I don’t keep slaves and I don’t sell them either. I work for a government agency who frees milkmaids from captivity. You’re now a free person.”

He waited for her to respond. She watched him with a blank expression, blinking occasionally.

“It can be hard at first, but your life is only going to get better from now on. Today, I aim to find out who you were before you were abducted, and organise some new identification, so we can get you rehabilitated.”

Her lip quivered, making him pause. That was probably more than enough information for now. They all took it differently, depending how long they’d been under the influence of their owners. Mind control was never permanent. Some milkmaids regained their memories within days, others took longer. Looking at Pearl, he suspected it was the latter.

He set the bowl of fruit and tea in front of her.

“Thank you, Sir. You’re very kind to me,” she said.

He watched as she picked at it, clearly processing what he’d just told her.

“Does that mean you don’t want to keep me?” she said at last.

He shook his head. “No one can own you anymore. You can do what you want, with free will.”

She rested her spoon on the table and looked at her hands. “That’s a pity. You’re very kind and very handsome. I thought I was the luckiest girl alive when you bought me.”

“I bought your freedom, that’s all.”

She looked up at him again, as his heart skipped a beat at the look in her eyes. “How do I repay you then?”

He swallowed hard. She was so well-trained, she was breaking down his defences with ease. As his cock twitched in his pants, he knew he was in trouble if he couldn’t get through to her soon.

“There’s no need. Look, I need to get to work. Are you going to be all right looking after yourself for a few hours?”

She nodded. He fought back the passions that welled within him every time he looked at her. Milkmaids came and went in his care, but he’d never considered wanting to see one again after her life had been restored to normal. Now he wondered if that was possible.

He excused himself from the table, went to his room and fired up his laptop, connecting his phone to access the internet. It was a grind searching for missing persons, sifting through police and intelligence databases, looking for any clues.

Sometimes he got lucky, sometimes the milkmaid remembered herself. If he drew a blank, they were given temporary identities until they found their true one. On the rare occasion it remained lost, the temporary one became permanent.

He kept half an eye on Pearl. She seemed content to amuse herself. She filed her nails and watched television, changing the channel so she was only ever watching programmes that made her feel good. Her training ran deep.

By evening, Dex still hadn’t turned up a single lead, which surprised him given her distinctive looks and exquisite face. He decided to call it quits for the day.

When he went to the lounge, he saw Pearl had gone to her room and closed the door. He knocked on it lightly.

“Pearl? Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” she called out. “Don’t come in! I’m making you a present.”

He would never intrude on her privacy anyway, but he withdrew to the settee to wait. She opened her door a few minutes later. As she appeared in the doorway, his eyes felt like they were about to pop out of his head.

She’d found a box of Christmas decorations and had wrapped herself up in ribbons and tinsel to make a figure hugging dress. She had tied a big red bow around her breasts that matched her glossy lips. His cock twitched in his pants, developing an ache that ran from his going to his stomach. He wanted to tell her she looked incredible, but there was no need, as she’d already read his expression.

“I’ve made you a present to thank you,” she said. “Me! Now, why don’t you unwrap me and give my huge, aching breasts a thorough milking!”

He’d been tested this way many times before and had always resisted. This time, he felt that control slipping away.

“Pearl… we have to… break the habit,” he struggled to say. “If you need to be milked, there are breast pumps in your room.”

“Oh, no,” she said, coming closer. “Pumps aren’t allowed. You have to use your hands or your mouth. I know you want to milk me. I can see it in your eyes. Why resist if it makes us both happy?”

Whatever happened next, he knew he couldn’t tell her a lie. She could see through him, a rare trait for a milkmaid still under the influence of her training. The mind control stole their ability to think, reason and adapt to change. The only thought that occupied their minds was pleasing their owner.

“Pearl, you look lovely,” he said. “Come and sit down. Thank you, I appreciate the thought, but I’m not allowed to handle you that way.”

Without hesitation, she walked up to him and sat side-saddle across his knee, looping one arm over his shoulder. Her scent was intoxicating, like fresh peaches and lightly whipped cream. They all smelled like sweet milk in one way or another, but Pearl’s perfume was distinctly her own and painfully hard to resist.

“Go on,” she whispered in his ear. “Pull the bow so you can get to my nipples. They’re already hard, ready to release my sweet cream. You said I’m free to do what I want. And I want you to milk me!”

How could he explain that her will wasn’t her own yet? Her conditioning was strong. It was probably years of training, yet to be cracked, let alone broken. He carefully lifted her off his knee and put her beside him. There was no point in hiding his erection. That had a will of its own too, which ignored the will of his head.

“I could lose my job,” he said. “Try to get through the night. The first day is always the hardest. It gets easier from here.”

She looked at him like he’d slapped her face, stood up and went to her room, closing the door behind her. He took a slow breath. She wasn’t the first milkmaid he’d been forced to refuse, but she’d nearly been the first he’d failed to resist.

* * *

Pearl didn’t emerge from her room the following morning. Dex wasn’t concerned she had done herself any harm. Milkmaids were servants of pleasure, abhorring anything that made them feel sad. As time passed, he wondered if she was different. Perhaps her memories of her former life were returning.

He knocked on the door and called out her name. There was no reply. His stomach knotted with worry. Against the rules about respecting her privacy, he let himself into her room.

She was curled up in a ball on her bed, softly sobbing.

“Pearl?” he said, now deeply concerned. “Pearl, what’s wrong?”

“They hurt,” she said between sobs. “I need to be milked.”

He’d never met a milkmaid who had refused to use the pumps to express, instead accepting the pain of engorged breasts. She was different in so many ways. He took two pumps from the top of the dresser and sat down beside her.

Easing her onto her back, he pulled the straps of her nightdress over her shoulders to bare her breasts. He wasn’t supposed to encourage her desire to be milked, but he wouldn’t stand by while she suffered.

She looked at him with her big eyes as he readied the pumps. She seemed so vulnerable that all he wanted to do was take her in his arms and comfort her. After all the training he’d been through to resist temptation, she was well and truly under his skin.

“Please, use your hands,” she said. “I need to be touched.”

“I… can’t,” he said, working the levers of both pumps to draw the milk from her breasts.

She let out a contented sigh as it flowed freely. He filled both in minutes and had to get two more. She moaned softly as he filled those as well.

“Better?” he said.

She blinked at him. “I can’t cum with a pump. I need your hands, but the pain has gone.”

He covered her breasts and helped her sit up. “Come and have some breakfast. You’ll feel better after you eat.”

She nodded. He took the four pumps, put them in the fridge, and then prepared breakfast. Pearl sat at the table, watching him silently. He set the food on the table and poured himself a cup of coffee from the pot. As he was about to add milk from the jug, she reached out and stayed his hand.

“Use mine. It’s much better,” she said. “Please, it will make me happy if you do.”

Dex drew a slow breath and gave her a reluctant nod. She rose from the table to collect one pump from the fridge. She opened it and poured a generous amount into his coffee.

“Taste,” she said, standing over him.

He sipped his coffee. Although he drank it without sugar, it was sweet, but not unpleasantly so.

“Taste my milk from the cup,” she said, putting the jar to his lips.

He took a mouthful. It was thick, creamy and sweet and he immediately wanted more. The rush of desire made his head swim. It felt like being blissfully drunk.

Before he knew it, she was climbing onto him, sitting on his knee to face him. She lowered the straps of her nightdress to bare her magnificent breasts once more.

“Try it warm from my nipple,” she said. “It tastes even better that way.”

Dex gave in to desire. What was the point of resisting anymore? She’d undone his defences a piece at a time. She was a different milkmaid to the others. She’d known from the first moment he had laid eyes on her, that he had fallen for her straight away.

He accepted her nipple and gently sucked. Delicious warm milk flowed into his mouth. She let out a deep moan and ground her pussy onto his cock. They both had pent-up desires that needed release. She let him drink from both breasts while she worked her pussy up and down his shaft through his pants. They came together, combining the milk of their orgasms on the fabric.

She took his face in her hands and looked deep into his eyes. “I don’t want to be rehabilitated,” she said. “I wasn’t abducted. That’s why you can’t find a missing person’s report. I wasn’t missing, I just hadn’t found myself yet. You see, I chose this life. I remember who I was before I became Pearl. That woman was very unhappy. Becoming a milkmaid made me very happy. And now I’ve found you, I want to become your milkmaid, if you’ll have me.”

Dex nodded. It all made sense now. She’d never been subject to mind control because she wanted to become a milkmaid. She was making all her choices with a free will. Just as the laws of physics didn’t apply to her breasts, the laws of society didn’t apply to her sense of identity. She loved who she was and now she loved him too.

She smiled as she saw understanding sweep across his face, her blue-green eyes lighting up with happiness.

“That’s enough talking for now. I’ll tell you more later,” she said. “I still have a build-up from not being milked for days. So, why don’t you take me to your bedroom and milk me dry.”


Here Creams The Bride

Amelia stood before the mirror, wondering if she needed to adjust her dress before she put on her veil. For some reason, it didn’t look right, but she couldn’t put her finger on what was out of place. Perhaps it was the butterflies in her stomach. Her engagement to Jackson had happened in a whirlwind. Why was she now having doubts about becoming his bride?

Although she’d tried on the elegant, white satin dress many times now, it had only been for the fittings. On those occasions, as she’d wondered what didn’t look right, she’d assumed it was the lack of pampering she would receive on her wedding day.

Now she was pampered and preened to perfection. It had started with a late, light breakfast with her maid of honour, Monique. Then they’d enjoyed hours at the salon, where she had been treated to the full package, hair, make-up, nails, perfume and waxing. Damn, so much waxing! She wondered if she had any hair below the neck at all anymore. But she loved the feeling. Every inch of her body was so smooth and sensitive, making the lightest touch a thrilling experience. Even now, the gentle caress of her satin panties against the bare mound of her pussy was making her feel excited about what was to come in the bedroom later.

It wouldn’t be long before Jackson would give her pussy a lot of attention. He had made it quite clear it had been torture waiting until they were married before they could have sex. And she’d enjoyed torturing him too, teasing him with kisses, cuddles and special rubs. She felt certain she’d made him cum in his pants more than once. Despite her yearning to have sex, she was determined to keep her maidenhood until she was married. If he really wanted her, he would wait. For her, this was the purpose of wearing white, not as a symbol of her virginity, but as a statement.

Now, she stood on the cusp of becoming a woman. In less than half an hour, she would stand beside him at the altar to exchange vows. Why was she bothered that some detail seemed out of place? How did the line in the song go? “She looks as lovely as she’s ever gonna get.” She looked herself up and down again, wondering why she didn’t feel like she’d reached this pinnacle of beauty yet.

Her black hair was striking against the white of the dress. She had decided to wear it loose, letting it fall down her exposed back like liquid onyx. It had been washed, trimmed and brushed until it shone. There were no more improvements to be made there at all.

Her make-up was perfect, like she was ready for a fashion photography shoot. Her long lashes made her jade-green eyes look devastatingly sexy. Thick layers of gloss made her lips sparkle. She’d deliberately chosen watermelon pink lipstick, as it was the same colour as her spread pussy lips. It was going to drive Jackson wild through the ceremony. She could imagine his response when the celebrant said, ‘You may now kiss the bride.’

The dress itself was stunning, form-fitted to hug the feminine curves of her figure. She’d chosen an elegant cut, with sleek lines and none of the fluff. It was strapless, but had support in the bodice to press her large breasts together, so there was a tantalising display of her generous cleavage. She gave herself a quick nod of assurance. She had to be ready. This was the moment where she looked more beautiful than she would at any other time in her life. Wasn’t that the point of it all? To see the look on Jackson’s face when she was revealed to him in all her virgin beauty?

There was a knock at her dressing room door. She invited the visitor to enter, expecting it was her maid of honour, Monique.

In the mirror’s reflection, she saw a man in a black tuxedo closing the door behind him. He paused to turn the key in the lock, before removing it and putting it in his jacket pocket.

It was Damian, the best man, and Jackson’s lifelong best friend. They were such an odd couple. Jackson was classically tall, dark and handsome. He was the romantic of the two, gentlemanly and kind. Damian was a blond bad boy, roguishly handsome and unfettered in his lust for life. There had been a time when she could have chosen between them, as she found both attractive in their different ways. In the end, Jackson’s charm had won out, and Damian had conceded the chase.

She glanced at him, not wanting to interrupt her self-inspection. “Damian! You’re not supposed to be in here or see me before the wedding. It’s bad luck!”

His swarthy face lit up with a grin. “Only your future husband isn’t allowed to look,” he said.

Amelia didn’t know how to read the look on his face. Damian had always been a mystery to her. Whenever their eyes met, he looked like he was hiding dark secrets behind his icy blue gaze. “Where’s Monique? Is something wrong?”

He let out a mysterious chuckle. It could have been filled with joy or laced with irony. “Depends on your point of view,” he replied. “Turns out someone left the rings at Jackson’s place. So, there’s going to be a delay before the ceremony begins. Monique has gone to fetch them.”

Amelia pursed her lips and scowled. “Taking care of the rings was your responsibility.”

He chuckled again. “I know.”

Amelia watched him look around the small dressing room as if he was searching for one item in particular. His eyes lingered on the make-up table, where she had a gift box containing her bridal lingerie. If she’d known he was going to come into the room, she would have made sure it was closed and hidden away. The lingerie was for Jackson’s eyes only. No doubt, with the way men’s minds worked, with that glance, Damian was imagining her wearing it.

“You know how Jackson and I have been friends for a long time,” he said, moving further into the room.

“Since you were five years old,” she said, urging him to come to the point, so he would leave her in peace.

“Yeah, it has been a while. And during that time, we shared everything… except you.”

She frowned. “What do you mean?”

“C’mon, you know we had a spark too. But Jackson swept in and claimed you all for himself. He told me to back off. Never gave me a chance. He’s a dangerous man to cross. You don’t know him like I do.”

“I know him well enough,” she said.

“Do you?” he said, drawing a sharp breath. “I don’t know that you do. At least I don’t pretend to be someone I’m not. What he’s shown you is his mask. You’ll meet the true Jackson soon enough. Tonight, after the ceremony, when you’re alone together. You see, the only thing he’s talked about all week is how much he’s looking forward to milking you.”

“Milking me?” she said, the words catching in her throat. She didn’t know what he meant by it. Perhaps it was a slang phrase for having sex for the first time.

By now, he was beside the make-up table, where he had a clear view of her lingerie. He picked up her bridal garter. It had a straight satin strip, with frilly lace on either side, supported by a strong elastic to grip her thigh.

“This is nice,” he said.

She crossed the room and tried to snatch it from him. He raised his arm above his head, holding it beyond her reach. She knew she would have to physically engage him to have any hope of retrieving the garment.

“Give it back,” she said, feeling all the joy of the day slip away.

“No,” he said, with a wolfish grin.

“You need to leave,” she said. “Now!”

He looked her straight in the eye and didn’t budge an inch. “There’s a reason I’m the best man,” he said, sounding cool and calm. “Because I’ve always been better than Jackson, but… somehow he ended up with you. Not me.” He shook his head. “You know, now that we’ve all arrived at the big day, it doesn’t sit well with me. At all.”

He put his arms behind his back, forcing her to grab hold of him if she wanted to get her garter back. She took a moment to gather her wits. A lot had happened in a few brief moments and a lot had changed, but not for the better.

She wondered if Damian was unwell, or if he had taken drugs that were affecting his mind. He definitely wasn’t himself. As she looked into his eyes, she reconsidered that assessment. His gaze was focused, determined, fuelled with passion. He’d taken off his mask and revealed his true nature. The fact she didn’t know him like she thought she did sent a shiver down her spine. Was it possible he was telling the truth when he’d said Jackson wasn’t the man she thought he was either?

As she asked herself that question, cold terror ran through her veins at the thought of the answer. “What did you mean when you said Jackson wants to milk me?”

Damian stepped closer, so they were almost touching. “He doesn’t want a wife. He wants a milkmaid,” he said. “You’re perfect for it, young, beautiful and so naïve.”

“What’s a milkmaid?” she said, starting to think it was best not to know.

“Some women have a gift. They can feel incredible sexual pleasure from having their breasts milked. Most find it addictive. But while you’re being milked, the mind becomes vulnerable to suggestion, manipulation and control. When a man knows what he’s doing, he can do terrible things to a woman’s mind, changing her forever. He can make you forgetful and submissive, totally obsessed with the desire for your next milking. You become his slave, willing and ready to be spanked senseless or screwed raw, whatever suits his mood.”

She drew a shuddering breath. This couldn’t be true. Jackson was a kind, gentle and loving man. What Damian was suggesting was monstrous. What was this madness spilling from his mouth?

She felt his fingertips brush her breasts through the white satin of her dress. As much as she felt horrified, his touch sent an electric tingle through her body. For a moment, she forgot he was handling her inappropriately.

“Don’t… do that…” she said, finding it hard to draw enough breath to speak. With one touch, she felt lost in the icy blue pools of his eyes.

“You see… you like being touched this way,” he said, finding her nipples through her dress. “You can’t escape what you are, milkmaid. You just need training, so your body is ready for me to use it as I please.”

She drew a sharp breath as he grazed each nipple, feeling a jolt of pleasure awaken her pussy against her will. She could read his face at last, see the burning desire that he had hidden behind the icy wall of his eyes. He’d come to satisfy his hunger. She wished she could break away from his hold, but the pleasure of having her nipples stimulated was inescapable.

“But first I need to plant a seed in your mind, because I won’t let him deprive me of using your body after you’re married. He can’t watch you day and night, especially if he’s out screwing his mistresses. And you’ll always remember your first milking was the best, so you’ll willingly open your legs for me too.”

Finally, the terror of the situation overcame the pleasure of his touch. She spun about to flee for the door. Rattling the handle, she remembered he’d locked it on his way in. Then she felt his powerful hands seize her, twisting her arms behind her back to loop the bridal garter tightly around her wrists. She cried out, but he spun her about and clamped his hand over her mouth.

“It’s pointless trying to resist. I won’t let him steal you from me,” he said, manhandling her over to the make-up table.

He pressed her up against the mirror so she couldn’t move and, with his free hand, pulled down her dress, baring her breasts. She struggled, but with her hands bound and against his superior strength, she knew there was no escape.

“Superb!” he said, admiring her breasts. “Better than I’d imagined, and I’ve spent a lot of time imagining this moment.”

Still with his hand clamped over her mouth, he grabbed one of her nipples and began to twist it hard. She squealed as pain shot through her chest.

“Hold still! The pain won’t last long,” he growled, twisting it in the other direction.

She kicked and fought as he tormented her nipples, alternating between both to twist and stretch them as far as they would go. In minutes, her perfect wedding day had turned into a nightmare of hellish proportions. Why was he hurting her like this? What was this madness about her being a milkmaid?

As she fought to cope with the torture and the confused questions bombarding her mind, a sharp jolt of pain flashed through the nipple he was working on. As it subsided, she felt the most blessed relief. The change in his touch was immediate as his fingers became slick with fresh cream. Damian let out a grunt of satisfaction.

“Let’s unblock the other one and then give you one hell of a milking,” he said, switching back to her other nipple.

Again, she saw red as pain flashed through her chest, but it was momentary as her other breast released its milk. He became gentle with her now it was flowing, teasing each nipple with little pinches as he massaged her breasts.

All the pain vanished in an instant, replaced by the most joyous pleasure flowing through every nerve in her body. It felt like she was having an orgasm in slow motion. As it washed over her, her mind was cast into a void where she could experience all the sublime nuances of having her milk squeezed from her breasts.

She was dimly aware he’d taken his hand away from her mouth so he could work both breasts at once. She didn’t cry out. She couldn’t. The only thing she was aware of was his hands on her breasts and the aching pleasure of being milked. He started to speak, even though she couldn’t make out the words. They were instructions, tied to the exquisite pleasure of having the cream teased from her nipples.

What did it matter if she submitted her body to him while she enjoyed such a joyous experience? It didn’t matter that he was hiking up her skirt and spreading her legs, as long as he kept drawing out her cream. She didn’t care that he pulled her panties aside so he could drive his thick cock inside her. She didn’t even feel the pain of her hymen breaking as he entered her fully.

“Hell! So—damned—tight,” he grunted, as he began to thrust in and out.

Amelia felt her pussy being filled and stretched with each thrust, but it didn’t hurt as she was dripping wet from the pleasure of the milking. Even when he buried himself balls deep inside her, smashing her womb with the fat head of his cock, she didn’t care. Everything was perfect, as long as she could wallow in the joy of releasing her cream.

He increased his speed and thrust harder as he reached his peak. She heard him release an animal grunt as hot jets of cum shot deep into her pussy. This was the seed he wanted to plant. She would always know he had been the first to take her milk, and with it, her virginity.

“Please don’t stop,” she heard herself say, as he removed his hands from her breasts to zip up his pants. She wanted him to carry on milking her forever. It didn’t matter that she had a wedding to attend…

As the pleasure subsided, the cold reality of what had just happened took over her thoughts. Damian was at the door, unlocking it, checking to see there was nobody outside. He turned and gave her his wolfish grin.

“I’ll see you later,” he said. “When Jackson is out… and you’re all alone.”

Then he was gone, leaving her half-naked on the make-up table, drenched with milk and her pussy full of his cum. Her dress was soaked through, unfit to wear, but that was the least of her worries.

For all that he’d done to her, Damian had saved her from a far worse fate. By removing his mask, he’d removed hers too. She was a milkmaid, vulnerable to predatory men. Now she knew what these men were like, and how they could use her for their pleasure whenever they liked, there was no way she could marry Jackson. She never wanted to see him or Damian again.

She removed her dress, cleaned herself off, and got into the street clothes she’d arrived in earlier in the afternoon. There was nothing for it but to open the window, climb out and make a run for it.

Even as she sped away from the chapel, never to look back, she knew she would have to avoid men like Damian and Jackson for the rest of her days. If she was ever caught by one of these men again, she wouldn’t be able to resist his touch on her breasts.


Down By The Lake

Jemma had no internet, no cellular coverage and nothing much to do. But this time, she was stuck at the family lake house with her parents on her own. Her older brother, Kyle, had recently moved out of home. He’d avoided the annual summer holiday to the lake house for the first time.

She couldn’t avoid it though. As her parents planned to retire in the small villa overlooking the lake, it needed regular maintenance. So, along with being disconnected from the rest of civilization, she was expected to help with the chores.

Just when she was feeling the despondency set in, she heard a car pull up in the driveway. She stuffed her phone into her pocket and hauled herself off the couch to see who had arrived.

Opening the back door, she saw a familiar, ruggedly handsome man step out of a late model lime-green Volkswagen Passat. It was Kyle. She rushed into his arms and hugged him like he was a handsome prince arriving to rescue her from captivity.

“Oh, Kyle,” she said, “take me away from all this. Let’s drive off into the sunset and never look back.”

He laughed and kissed the top of her head. “Actually, I thought I’d join you for a few days… family tradition and all.”

She wondered what madness had possessed him to want to join them at the lake house, just when he’d found an excuse to escape.

“Dad will need help with the repairs, and I don’t want him making a mess of them like he usually does. Plus, I thought it was a good chance to hang out with my baby sister,” he added. “Haven’t seen you for weeks. Don’t tell anyone I said this, but I’ve been missing you since I moved out.”

She held onto him tight. Although she didn’t want to admit it, she missed him too. She’d always had a crush on her older brother. Every girl quickly developed a crush on him, so it wasn’t like it was strange.

He was a heartbreaker with classic good looks, a strong jawline and sandy blond hair. But she’d always loved his eyes. They were like ice, and every time he stopped to look at her in his special way, she shivered, as if he could see right through her clothes into her soul.

As she met his gaze, he was looking at her like that right now. It made her heart skip a beat. Damn, if he could look at his sister this way, the girl that finally won his heart was going to melt into a puddle of lust every day.

“I should grab my bag,” he said, making moves to escape her hold.

She held onto him for a moment longer, smitten by the power of his gaze. How many times had she imagined that look when she’d been toying her pussy with her dildo? She’d lost count. How many times had she involuntarily called out his name when she’d cum? Too many. Way too many. Who would’ve thought she’d need to get herself a boyfriend to get over her brother?

This ridiculous crush, which she couldn’t seem to shake, had all started over a year ago. He hadn’t closed his bedroom door properly after he’d been in the shower. She’d always been light on her feet, so he hadn’t heard her in the corridor outside.

She had stopped out of simple curiosity and then peeked through the crack. She’d never seen a naked man before, at least not a mature man and not in the flesh.

When they’d been children, running around naked together was considered perfectly normal, not taboo. Here, at the lake house, they’d gone swimming together every day, naked as the day they were born, with no one giving it a second thought. Where was the fine line between innocent and taboo? At what point did siblings cross the point of no return when seeing one another naked?

Like any girl, she’d been curious to see a mature man’s cock in the flesh, not on the internet. She’d covered her mouth to stifle her reaction when he had turned around. His groin was clean-shaven, not covered with a thicket of blond hair. She remembered it now in her mind’s eye, looking so thick and long, even though it was soft. And his balls looked full and heavy, ready for action, ready to fill a pussy with hot cum.

Formative sexual experiences often happened when least expected, and often without choice. He might have been her brother, but he was all man and sexy as hell. It ignited a passion in her that couldn’t be quenched.

Being blond, he didn’t show his body hair, so it didn’t look strange that he shaved one part of his body and not the rest. He looked like a Greek god. And now she’d seen such a fine specimen of a cock, she couldn’t unsee it.

It had made her so hot and bothered between the legs, she’d gone straight to her room to masturbate. Her dildo had been a poor substitute, as she’d thought about having such a beautiful cock in her pussy. And that had been the moment her body had changed forever, as two drops of delicious, thick cream beaded on her nipples.

Now, every time she pleasured herself, he was in her thoughts. And only thoughts of Kyle induced her cream to flow, giving her the longest, sweetest orgasms. What had he done to her that day, without even knowing she was there?

“If you don’t let me go, mom and dad will think they have a new sculpture in the drive,” he said.

“Sorry,” she said, reluctantly releasing him from her embrace. “I guess I’ve missed you too.”

“Where are they anyway?”

“In town. The deck needs repairs, so they’re getting building supplies.”

Kyle grabbed his bag. “Then it’s lucky I showed up. We’ll have no deck at all if dad tries to fix it by himself.”

She laughed. He was right. Their father usually started any repairs by taking everything completely apart. Then he got himself confused and needed help to put everything back together the right way. Kyle was organised and good with his hands.

She followed him to his room, feeling like a besotted fan girl. As he closed the door to unpack and settle in, it vividly reminded of the day she’d seen him naked. Did he still shave himself down there? Women looked super sexy shaved, but men did too. It was a pity more men didn’t attend to their grooming like girls. If they did, they might get their cocks sucked like a lollipop more often.

She left him to it and returned to the lounge, quietly giggling to herself as she thought about lollipops. They used to talk about sex all the time, as if Kyle felt she needed to be schooled in the subject before she got a boyfriend.

She flopped onto the couch and recalled the conversation. Kyle’s expression had been deadly serious that day. She remembered what he’d said. “I know it’s called a blow job, but you don’t blow, you suck. You’ve gotta suck it like a lollipop. The harder, the better. Imagine having a lollipop that’s got a soft centre, and if you suck it hard enough, you get a sweet treat of cream. That’s how you give a guy a blow job.”

To date, she still hadn’t put that sage advice into practice, but she’d sucked a lot of lollipops. Not that there was a lack of interested boys. She was a beautiful blond with curves in all the right places, but the interest had to go both ways. The truth of the matter was she wanted a boyfriend who measured up to Kyle, who could steal her heart away from him and make her forget her stupid crush.

After all, it wasn’t like anything was ever going to happen between them. They were siblings! She was sure it was just a phase, a time in her life that she’d eventually get over. Until then, she’d just have to avoid getting caught every time she called out his name when she orgasmed.

Her parents returned with the building supplies as Kyle came downstairs. They’d seen his car on the drive, so his sudden appearance came as no surprise, but they still behaved like the occasion was the return of the prodigal son.

After a chat to catch up, her father and Kyle went outside to repair the deck. She giggled as Kyle immediately started giving orders about how to remove the rotten planks without disassembling the entire deck.

“You brace the jemmy bar under a piece of wood, so you don’t damage the facing board,” he growled. It was funny how they’d swapped roles.

She watched them work in the heat and made tall glasses of iced lemonade to keep them refreshed. As the afternoon wore on, Kyle stripped off his T-shirt to keep cool. The sight of him in nothing but a pair of tight shorts and running shoes started up the hot flushes between her thighs again.

Hell, why did he affect her this way? It had to be more than a chance opportunity to see a man’s cock. But that random encounter haunted her still. The sight of his beautiful shaved cock had spoken directly to her sexuality that day, awakening her womanhood. Now, she couldn’t keep her eyes from his body, or silence her curiosity about whether he still groomed himself in such a sexually exciting way.

It was an anticlimax when he pulled on his T-shirt once they’d finished the repairs.

“Now, since I’ve saved you from messing this up, you can clean up,” he said, clapping their father on the back.

“Fair enough, boy. Fair enough,” their father replied.

“I need to stretch my legs and get some air,” he said, turning to face Jemma. “Fancy a walk to the lake, like the old days?”

She nodded without thinking twice, even though she would have liked the chance to change her panties, as they were rather damp. There was no time though. Kyle had already started down the dirt track they’d discovered as kids. It cut out the arduous walk along the winding roads, taking them down the hill to the main road leading to the lake.

It was a calm, fine afternoon, and the lake was near to mirror flat, reflecting the solid blue sky above. She soon worked up a light sweat as she kept pace with Kyle’s long stride.

“So, have you been seeing anyone?” she said, as they walked.

He glanced at her and shrugged. “Been too busy. Work, work, work. Living away from home is expensive. You’ll find out soon enough. How about you?”

She looked away, partly because she was pleased he didn’t have a girlfriend, and partly from having to answer the same question herself. How could she tell him there was a long list of interested boys, but she’d turned them all away because none matched up to her brother’s good looks and charm? It was so wrong. And yet, it was so right. She deserved a man as handsome and charming as Kyle. What was wrong with holding herself to high standards?

“No. There’s nobody interested,” she said.

“Nobody interested in the hottest girl in town?” He snorted a laugh. “You’ve gotta be kidding me?”

She left his questions unanswered. They were too close to the truth, too close to making her confess she had a hopeless, lovesick crush on him.

They walked in silence for a while, then she felt his strong hand gently lace their fingers together. Hell, they were holding hands like lovers, but it felt so good, she didn’t let go. She looked at him, seeing the electric gaze that penetrated her body through to her soul.

“We used to hold hands as kids, remember?” he said. “Mom and dad insisted we did. I had to look after you, stop you from running wild. They were paranoid that you would run onto the road and get hit by a passing car. ‘You’re the eldest. It’s your job to look after your sister’,” he said, doing a fair impression of their father.

She squeezed his hand, but didn’t break the hold. She liked it that he still wanted to hold her hand, that he still had protective feelings for her, even though they were well past childhood.

After a few more minutes walking hand in hand, they arrived at the edge of the lake. The grass verge was green for this time of year. It had usually browned off by now. Jemma sat down to admire the view of the glassy plain of water stretching away to the hills in the distance. It was serene, and she felt her tension about being disconnected from the rest of the world slip away.

“Damn, that looks inviting,” said Kyle. “What do you say we go for a swim?”

“But we don’t have our swimming gear,” she replied.

He grinned. “Never stopped us when we were kids. We just dived in naked.”

He peeled off his T-shirt. She felt obliged to look away, even though she wanted to watch him undress, to catch a glimpse of him naked once again. That quick peek she’d seen over a year ago returned to haunt her now again.

“You coming?” he said, pulling off his shoes.

Was she coming? If only he knew how many times she had cum while imagining his splendid shaved cock and hard, heavy balls.

“You first,” she said, trying to avert her gaze and not succeeding at all.

With his back to her, he pulled off his shorts and briefs in one go. And then he was naked, a picture of masculine beauty, with sharply defined muscles, a tight ass and powerful arms and legs. He jogged to the water’s edge and dived in, creating a huge splash and a thousand ripples that disturbed the water’s pristine surface.

He emerged seconds later, shaking the water from his hair and catching his breath. “It’s perfect! C’mon!”

“You have to look away while I get undressed,” she said, with her cheeks burning at the thought of getting naked before him.

“Never bothered you before,” he said.

“We’re not kids anymore, Kyle,” she said.

He shrugged, pivoted about in the water, and paddled away from her while she undressed. A peculiar feeling swept through her body as she stripped off her blouse, skirt and shoes. She was nervous, embarrassed and excited all at the same time. She covered her nipples with one arm and her pussy with her other hand as she made her way to the water. Although she’d never been one for diving into cold water, she had the motivation to do so now.

The water was cool and refreshing as she leapt in, and she soon got over the shock of the sudden change in temperature. Kyle turned about and swam toward her. As she looked down, she discovered there was no hiding her nakedness in the crystal-clear water.

She covered her breasts again as he neared, but judging by the mischievous look in his eye, her modesty was an invitation for him to tease her. And what’s more, she could see him now too, even though the water distorted the view.

“Why so modest?” he said, tickling her arms under the water to make her squirm.

“Kyle, don’t!” she said, trying to get away. Without her arms to propel her through the water, she couldn’t escape his reach.

He teased her mercilessly, tickling her wherever he could, laughing like they were kids again.

“Kyle! Stop!” she said, raising her voice.

He swam up to her, with a devilish grin. “Why?”

Their eyes locked. She couldn’t resist the powerful urges sweeping through her body anymore. She’d taken one plunge already. Why not take another?

She drew a shuddering breath. “Because… this!”

She let go of her breasts, wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him full on the mouth. Before she could process what had happened, she felt him take her by the waist, pressing their bodies together as he returned the kiss.

Their lips were everywhere, tongues dancing back and forth, hungry mouths filled with an appetite that couldn’t be satisfied. She felt his cock stiffen as it pressed against her stomach, and her pussy grow hot, even though she was immersed in the cool water.

She broke the kiss once her better judgement overcame her lust.

“Kyle, we can’t do this,” she said breathlessly.

“I never knew you wanted to,” he said.

“It’s forbidden. You’re my brother!”

He looked deep into her eyes. “You say the words, but you don’t sound convinced.”

“You can talk,” she said. “You kissed me back!”

“Because I wanted to,” he said. “I’ve wanted to for a long time now. Do you know what it has done to me, watching you change from my kid sister into the hottest girl in town?”

He kissed her this time, and she melted into his lips, feeling the burning passion that she’d kept locked up inside her come pouring out. As they kissed, he took her in his arms like a husband carrying his bride over the threshold.

They emerged from the water as one body. He carried her to the shade of a tree and laid her down on the grass. Their mouths continued to work magic as the warm summer air dried them off from their brief swim.

His hands ran up her waist to her breasts. “When did these get so big?” he said, between kisses.

Her hand went to his cock, feeling his smooth mound and clean-shaven balls as she ran her fingers up the length of his shaft.

“I could ask you the same thing,” she said.

She felt his hand on her sex, easing her legs apart. “Mm… clean-shaven pussy. My favourite,” he said.

She wanted to tell him she’d started shaving herself from the moment she’d seen him naked, but that confession could wait.

He eased himself on top of her, positioning his cock at the entrance to her sex.

“Kyle, you can’t,” she whispered. “I’m not on birth control.”

“Next best option then,” he said, straddling her waist.

He took both her nipples between his thumb and forefingers and started to knead and stretch them while he massaged her breasts. She gasped as shivers of joy shot through her body. Kyle had always been good with his hands, but what he was now doing to her breasts was magical.

In moments, she was moaning and panting as she felt her orgasm build. Her frustrated need to make love to her brother was finding release at last, the only way it could.

As he massaged her nipples and breasts, she felt his fingers become slick as her milk flowed, making her mounting orgasm ache through her body. She’d always been able to squeeze out a little cream while she masturbated, but Kyle was milking her like she was overflowing with it.

Then he pressed her breasts together to form a tight passage and slid his cock between them. With her milk to lubricate his long, thick shaft as he eased himself in and out, he also let out grunts of pleasure.

She was beside herself, lost in the joy of having his hands teasing the cream from her nipples, while his hard cock urged more milk to flow with each thrust.

Her orgasm hit her like a thunderbolt and she cried out his name over and over again as every part of her gushed with cream. He grunted hard, and she felt his cock throbbing and pulsing between her breasts as he released his milk to add to her own.

“Jemma!” he cried out. “Oh, Jemma!”

He collapsed beside her, panting in the aftermath of his orgasm. As their euphoria subsided, they met one another’s eyes again. It was different this time. Now this had happened, things would never be the same between them ever again.

“Oh, Kyle, what are we going to do now?” she said, feeling the weight of their forbidden coupling.

He shrugged. “I guess we’ll figure it out,” he replied, pulling her close to rest her head on his chest. “My bet is we’ll be heading down to the lake whenever we can for the next few days.”

She looked up and smiled at him. “I’d like that,” she said. “That way, I won’t need to suck all those lollipops I have back at the house.”


Pumped

Gigi had a light sheen of sweat on her brow. It wasn’t from the heat, even though the sun was blazing outside and she’d long since turned off the air conditioning to conserve fuel. The sweat was all nerves. She wanted to kick herself. The last sign she had passed said there were no gas stations for the next four hundred kilometres. How the hell did she think she was going to make that distance with only half a tank of gas? Now the dial was tipping into the red. The car would be running on fumes.

What the hell was she going to do if she broke down? She was in the middle of nowhere, a barren wasteland. The only thing keeping the few sorry-looking shrubs company were tumbleweeds. It might have been hot now, but the temperature was going to fall fast once the sun went down. A tight check shirt and a miniskirt wouldn’t keep her warm when night fell, even if she slept in the car.

There was nothing for it but to press on and hope she made it to the next town. But as she passed another sign, she realised it was still eighty kilometres away. Once the needle on the fuel gauge was in the red, she had about thirty kilometres at best. Adding insult to injury, the warning light flashed on. She swore like a trooper, knowing she was going to be late. She prayed her agent would be able to rebook the shoot.

Just as she thought she’d lost all hope, she saw a dark box on the side of the road in the distance. It had to be a building. Nature didn’t produce perfect geometrical shapes. She put her foot to the floor, hoping to get as close as she could to it before she ran out of gas.

As she neared, she let out a sigh of relief. It was a gas station, albeit a very old and rundown establishment, but a vendor of petrol nonetheless. It didn’t look like anyone had updated the pumps since the 1950s. And the state of the storefront wasn’t much better, covered with dirt and a thick layer of dust. She hoped it wasn’t abandoned, but if so, she could make use of it as shelter for the night. When you had nothing, any scrap of luck was a step up.

She parked up next to a pump, climbed out of the car and felt the heat hit her like a wave. Looking at the old pump, she didn’t have a clue how to operate it. There was no panel or keypad like a modern pump. She was going to need help to get back on the road.

She crossed the dirt forecourt to the small shop. Abandoned or not, the sign on the door said the shop was open. She pushed the door and it swung open, tinkling a small bell.

Inside, the shop wasn’t in any better condition than the front, and the owner obviously wasn’t bothered about dust. It was a basic setup, catering more for maintenance and repairs than convenience items and refreshments. The air smelled of old oil and grease.

She gasped as she turned to face the counter. Leaning on it was a man, who was quietly admiring the length of her skirt and the shape of her bust. He was young, but looked like he’d lived a hard life. His dark eyes and rough stubbly face immediately made her feel nervous.

“Afternoon, Miss,” he said, taking a toothpick from his mouth. “How can we help you this fine afternoon?” He grinned as he finished speaking, as if amused at having to be polite.

“I—I just need some gas, but I can’t work the pump,” she said.

She was also desperate to pee and needed to use the restroom, but the way he was looking at her made her feel very uneasy. She was used to getting ogled by men, but this man could violate a woman with his gaze. She decided she would rather pee her panties than remain at the gas station any longer.

The man cupped his hand to his mouth and turned to the back of the store. “Hank! Git in here!”

Moments later, another man appeared. They were clearly brothers as they had the same sibling faces, only Hank was a few years older.

“Why are you hollering at me, Bill?” said Hank.

Bill nodded at Gigi. “The lady is having trouble working the pump. Go fill her tank.” He turned back to Gigi and winked. “Full?”

“Full,” said Gigi, with an enthusiastic nod.

Hank’s greedy eyes fell on her, unashamedly looking her up and down, then returning to linger on her breasts. “Well hello, blondie,” he said, with a grin.

“Don’t refer to the customers that way,” said Bill. “We’re a professional service establishment. And service is your responsibility, so git outside and fill the tank!”

Bill opened the door for Hank and closed it behind him. Then he leaned on it and eyed Gigi from hooded lids. She didn’t know what to do or where to look herself. Bill was blocking the door and there was no chance she could get past him.

“You’re a mighty long way from anywhere, Miss,” said Bill.

“I’m headed across country,” she said, leaving the purpose of her trip ambiguous. It wasn’t wise to tell anyone she was a glamour model on her way to a shoot, let alone a stranger. With the wolfish look in his eyes, she wondered if he recognised her, or her breasts. Beauty aside, they were her star attraction.

“It’s a long road for a young girl to cross on her own.”

Gigi bit her lip. So, Bill had been watching her from the moment she’d pulled up, noting the fact there were no other passengers in the car.

“I need to get to my car,” she said, hoping he’d move out of the way.

“You should take a moment to rest. You must have come a long way. It ain’t safe to drive without taking regular breaks.”

“Thanks for your concern, but I’ll be fine.”

Bill snorted a laugh. Just then, Hank pushed on the door. Bill opened it and they swapped places, with Bill returning to the counter and Hank leaning on the door.

“How many litres, Hank?” said Bill.

“Fifty. Her car must have been running on empty.”

Gigi let out a small sigh of relief. She was back in business as soon as she could get out the door.

Bill rang up the sale on the cash register, which also looked like a relic from the last century. “That’ll be fifteen hundred dollars,” he said, looking at her evenly.

Gigi felt her jaw drop. Thirty dollars a litre for gas! Who the hell did they think they were kidding? She told him as much.

“Well, as you can see, we’re a boutique establishment catering to a different class of clientele,” said Bill. “So we price our products and services accordingly.”

Hank gave her a curt nod. “Bill knows about business. That’s why he’s in management.”

Gigi presented her palms. “But I don’t have that kind of money.” Surely they would take pity on her. She flashed them both the smile she reserved for getting her way with men. She gave them both rows of her perfect white teeth with lots of fluttering eyelashes.

“We can drain it all out if you can’t pay,” said Bill, not budging an inch.

“No!” said Gigi. Hell, she was screwed either way.

She pulled her only ring from her finger. It was gold and had a cubic zirconia that looked like a diamond. It was worth about a hundred bucks at best. She hoped they wouldn’t know the difference.

“Will you take this instead?” she said, placing the ring on the counter.

Bill looked at her with shark eyes. “What do you expect me to do with that? Propose?”

Hank laughed. “Yeah, Bill can’t do that because we’re already related.”

“Not to you, knucklehead,” said Bill, shooting Hank a look that silenced him immediately. He turned back to Gigi. “You put that bauble back on your pretty finger. It’s cash only here.”

Gigi was out of options. She tried her smile again. “There must be some other way I can pay. Surely?” She slowly licked her lips, an invitation for a blow job in any language.

Whenever she was stuck, sucking a cock was a sure-fire way to get out of trouble. Bad grades at college? Suck a cock. Need to get off a speeding ticket? Suck a cock. No money to pay for a tank of overpriced gas? Suck two cocks. She’d never met a man who had refused to have the cum drained from his balls by a hot blond with big tits.

Bill nodded. “We endeavour to be an accommodating establishment. I’m sure we can work something out.”

Gigi let out a big sigh of relief. Even if she had to blow them both one after the other, at least she’d get out of this mess.

“Hank, door!” said Bill, as he came around the counter toward her. He didn’t look like he wanted his cock sucked. There was dark and devilish danger in his eyes.

Hank turned the key in the lock and quickly pocketed it. Then Gigi felt Bill’s iron grip seize her arms from behind. She struggled, but it was futile against such a powerful man.

“You wanna pay? We’ll make you pay,” he hissed in her ear. “You’ll pay real good.”

Kicking and screaming was pointless once Hank had hold of her too. They dragged her out the back of the store to an old workshop. It was large, with a high ceiling and a concrete floor strewn with various car parts and machines. Cold white light spilled in from the bay windows above, giving the space a haunted atmosphere.

“Let me go!” she squealed.

Bill held her wrists together while Hank tied them with a thick rope. Bill gathered the loose end and tossed it over one of the metal arms of the car hoist suspended above. Then he pulled it tight, drawing her arms above her head so they were stretched out as far as she could go.

“This is the most rewarding part about being in customer service,” said Hank, as he gathered two whips from a rack of tools. They were cruel looking weapons, each with many fine leather braids designed to cause pain, rather than to draw blood.

Gigi felt her whole body go cold, like she’d been dropped in an ice bath. She started begging and pleading with them not to hurt her. Warm liquid ran down her legs as she lost control of her bladder from the fear gripping her body.

Bill responded to her pleas by ripping open her shirt, scattering buttons across the concrete floor. Then he pulled down her skirt. He grinned as he saw her panties dripping with pee. He took a switchblade from his pocket, flicked it open and cut the waistbands at her hips. He gave her a cruel chuckle as he stuffed them into her mouth to silence her whimpering. They tasted astringent, sharp and sweet, and she tried to spit them out, but Hank was ready with a roll of duct tape to seal her mouth.

“Mmph, mmph,” she cried, as they manhandled her body, squeezing her large breasts and grabbing her pussy like animals.

“Is there anything better than seeing a pretty girl, tied up, taped and ready for a whipping,” said Hank, with a broad grin.

“Mmph, mmph, mmph!” She looked into their dark eyes, realising any plea for mercy was futile.

“I like girls with shaved pussies,” said Bill. “Makes the skin more sensitive. And that makes the whip hurt more. Ready to get your pussy whipped, pretty girl?”

She looked at them both and pleaded again, even though it was hopeless. Hank passed a whip to his brother. They both loosened their arms, cracking the air with the tails of the whip.

“You asked if there was another way you could pay,” said Bill. “Now you’re gonna pay.”

He gave her a taste of the whip, lashing her across her breasts. An explosion of pain went off in her head, making her see purple spots. Hank followed up with another strike across her stomach. It felt like a branding, leaving stinging and burning stripes across her tender flesh. She wanted to scream, but all she could do was fight to draw breath through her nose.

Both men wielded their whips with relish, taking turns to flay her relentlessly, striping her body with stinging red welts. They left no part of her body unmarked, spinning her about to start on her back. They whipped her until they had shredded her shirt to tatters, and she had angry stripes across her back, bottom and thighs.

The pain was unbearable, but she had no choice but to endure every strike, praying with each flash of agony that it would end soon.

“Damn, I like whipping ‘em good,” said Hank. “Can we whip her till she’s dead?”

Bill gave Hank a rough knuckle on the shoulder. “We don’t do that no more, remember?”

Hank lashed her breasts again, making her see red with the stinging pain. “Well, can we hang her once we’re done whipping her good?” he said.

Bill put down his whip, much to Gigi’s relief. She had tears streaming down her face. Her whole body was on fire from the cruel punishment they’d dealt out.

“We don’t hang the customers no more either,” said Bill. “It ain’t good for business. If we hang them, we miss out on repeat sales opportunities.”

Hank’s shoulders slumped. Bill knuckled him again.

“That’s why I’m the manager and you’re the customer service representative.”

“Ah hell, Bill. There ain’t nothing better than whipping up a pretty girl real good, then watching her kick in the noose.”

Bill gave him a wide grin, which made Gigi wish they would put a noose around her neck, if only to end her suffering.

“Ah, older brother, I’ve got something much better than a noose for this pretty young thing.”

Gigi groaned. These men were monsters. What torment were they going to put her through now? She should have offered to suck their cocks and got the hell out while she had the chance.

Bill wheeled a contraption over to her on a tradesman’s dolly. It was the strangest looking machine, a collection of old, oily parts cobbled together like Frankenstein’s monster.

“This here is an old petrol pump,” said Bill, clearly needing to show how clever he’d been. “I fixed it up and reversed the flow, so now it sucks. And being a petrol pump, it sucks pretty good.”

He took two tubes from the side of the machine. Each had a small rubber cup attached to the end. Hank shrugged. He seemed bored and looked longingly at the rafters where a rope was dangling, ready to be tied into a noose. Bill thumped him on the shoulder to get his attention.

“So now we’ve got ourselves an industrial milking machine. Instead of hanging this pretty young thing, I’m gonna milk her sweet titties so hard, they ain’t never gonna be the same again.”

Hank perked up, looking interested again at this turn of events. Gigi groaned and shook her head, hoping there was some shred of mercy in these foul creatures.

Bill fired up the engine, filling her ears with the pulsing mechanical throb of the pump. “Most girls like getting their titties milked, but this ain’t gonna be nice at all. I imagine it’s gonna hurt quite a bit.”

He readied the cups and brought them to her nipples. There was such strong suction from the machine, the cups forcibly clamped onto her nipples like a hungry beast. Her breasts were already sore from the whipping, but the pumping gave rise to a new level of pain. She’d never been milked before. It felt like she had two giant pins piercing her breasts. She wailed, for what it was worth while gagged, and tried to shake the teat cups free. Bill and Hank both grinned as her huge breasts jiggled from side to side.

The machine relentlessly stretched and sucked her poor abused nipples. With each pump, she felt like the machine would tear them off altogether. At least being strung up in the noose would put her suffering to an end. Finally, the machine forced the milk to flow from her nipples, sucking it into the tubes in long savage pulls.

“Damn, Bill, that machine is wrecking her titties,” said Hank. “They ain’t gonna look so good soon enough.”

“Only fair,” said Bill. “We pumped her car full of gas, now we’re pumping her pretty tits dry.”

Gigi cried and wailed as the wicked machine continued to pump her breasts beyond their limit to produce milk. It did its evil work quickly, stealing every drop she had to give, greedily filling the tubes with white cream while punishing her breasts. She thought she might pass out from the agony, but every time she faltered, Bill gave her a lash across the thigh to stop her from passing out.

Once she had no more milk, Bill turned off the machine and freed her tormented breasts from further suffering. They both admired the machine’s handiwork, how it had flattened her once perfect round breasts from the severe milking. Gigi didn’t know how long it would take them to recover from this monstrous punishment, or if they ever would.

“Payment delivered in full,” said Bill, as he cut her down and freed her hands from the ropes. Hank opened the back door and stood aside to let her pass.

“Thank you for your business,” said Bill, giving her one final lash across the backside to send her on her way.

Despite being exhausted from the whipping and the cruel milking, a burst of adrenaline hit Gigi’s stomach as she saw her path to freedom. Not caring that she was naked, she rushed outside to her car, fired up the engine and put her foot to the floor. At least the fuel tank was full for all the sadistic torture they’d put her through.

Hell, what would her agent say when she turned up to the shoot, striped red all over from the whipping, and with her breasts flattened from being over-milked? Only time would tell.

A few kilometres down the road, she noticed a white card on the passenger seat. She grabbed it and read the title. It was a customer satisfaction survey. Although she despised littering, she screwed it up and threw it out the window, telling Bill and Hank in no uncertain terms where the hell they could stick it.


Peaches And Cream

Glenn had been raving about his new girlfriend for days. According to him, she was ‘hot as hell, eleven out of ten’ and other such superlatives. It had reached the point that Melanie was sick of listening to him gloat about her. Everything that came out of his mouth was ‘April this and April that,’ blah-blah April.

Ever since her brother had discovered she preferred girls to boys, he’d become competitive. It was like he wanted to prove he could score the more desirable girlfriends. She supposed it was because he now considered her to be a competitor for sex partners. It was strange having sibling rivalry when there had been none before.

She suspected he was jealous. She’d seen the ravenous look in his eyes whenever one of her girlfriends had come over to visit. They were all straight and only wanted companionship or a study buddy. But she didn’t feel the need to ruin his fantasies that whenever they went to her room, they were licking each other’s pussies. No doubt it helped him to jerk off. She knew he did. The walls between their rooms were thin.

So, the day he announced he was bringing April home after college, Melanie was ready to be disappointed by the amazing April. He’d talked her up so much, no woman on earth could meet those expectations.

She was sitting in the lounge, messaging her friends on her phone, when the grand moment arrived. Glenn walked into the lounge with a smug grin on his face.

“Mel, meet April,” he said.

April walked into the lounge. Melanie swallowed hard. With one look at April, her eyes felt like they were about to pop out of her head. Eleven out of ten? For once in his life, Glenn had understated the point… by a long way.

April was gorgeous, exotic and curvaceous. She had some Asian heritage, as she had the petite figure, golden skin and onyx-black hair typical of oriental women. But her eyes were sky blue, her bust was pert and full, and she had long, shapely legs that she was showing off in a miniskirt. She was the most striking woman Melanie had ever seen.

Just looking at April made her pussy feel hot and bothered. But she also immediately felt jealous too. Why didn’t she have such enchanting beauty? Sure, she was a pretty ash-blond with bright hazel eyes, but there were plenty of girls with her colouring.

April was one in a billion, an ultra-rare beauty. And worse, she was dating her stupid brother, who could hardly be described as handsome. He was also missing the charm gene in his dysfunctional mix of DNA. So what did April see in him? The idea she was attracted to him because of his cock and what he did with it made Melanie feel nauseous.

She stood up, losing her balance, and had to brace herself on the arm of the couch to prevent falling down. Her legs had turned into jelly. Was this what men meant when they said they went weak at the knees in the presence of a beautiful woman?

April giggled, amused by her display. “Hiya, Mel,” she said, looking her up and down. “Can I call you Mel? Or do you prefer Melanie?”

Melanie tried to compose herself, smoothing her skirt and blouse. April could call her anything she liked, just as long as she stayed in the room, so she could bask in her radiant beauty.

“I—I—I don’t mind,” she said, trying to control her mouth. She felt like she was drunk with desire.

“Mel it is then,” said April. She elbowed Glenn. “You never told me your sister was so cute!”

“I hadn’t noticed,” he said. “No one is as cute as you.”

April seemed to appreciate the compliment, as her full, heart-shaped lips pursed to suppress a smile. Melanie eyeballed Glenn and stuck her finger down her throat while April wasn’t looking. Although she was feeling quite pleased with herself that April had said she was cute. Still, it did little to ease her envy. How the hell had Glenn scored such an awesome babe?

“Are you going to show me around?” said April, taking Glenn’s hand and giving it a squeeze.

His face lit up. “Where do you want to start?”

“I think you can guess,” she replied. “See ya later, Mel.” She winked, giving Melanie butterflies in her stomach and excited tingles in her pussy.

Glenn looked over his shoulder as he led April upstairs. He gave Melanie a crooked smile and puffed out his chest. She poked out her tongue at him and flopped back onto the couch.

Her pussy felt full, like she really needed to pee, but it was all from arousal for April. Sneaking her hand under her skirt, her panties were so wet she needed to change into a fresh pair. But with the vision of April consuming her thoughts, how long would a fresh pair stay dry? The girl was unbelievably gorgeous!

At least having wet panties was a reason to go upstairs to find out what they were doing. Melanie slipped off her shoes so she could walk silently in her socks. She collected an empty water glass from the kitchen. Then she made her way upstairs. She knew the location of every creaky floorboard, so she avoided them all as she made her way to the bedrooms.

Her room was next to Glenn’s. She crept inside, closed her door and carefully placed the glass against the wall so as not to make a sound. She swept her ash-blond locks aside and pressed her ear to the glass.

At first, it was so quiet, she wondered if they had gone to his bedroom at all. She used this technique to spy on him whenever he took a girl to his room, and it had always worked a charm.

A startling sound broke the silence. She barely held onto the glass as she jerked away from the wall in surprise. It was the distinct crack of a hand on bare flesh. She pressed her ear to the glass again, bracing herself for more.

The crack sounded again, followed by a muffled grunt of pain. Melanie didn’t need to think hard to work out what was happening. Glenn had gagged April and now he was spanking her bottom. It wasn’t playful spanking either, the way lovers teased one another during foreplay. He was using the full force of his arm, striking her poor bottom with hard, stinging blows. It sounded like it was hurting April like hell!

While it shocked her, she felt her pussy grow hot and wet, clenching with excitement as blows landed on April’s perfect ass. Her breathing quickened as she became more aroused by this unexpected turn of events.

She wished she could see what was happening, rather than listening and relying on her imagination to fill in the gaps. Melanie’s raw desires yearned to see April getting her heart-shaped bottom spanked. There was such a fine line between pleasure and pain.

She lifted her skirt to pull her panties aside. They were soaked through with her juices. She found her clitoris with the tip of her finger and bit her lip with longing. The hard nubbin at the opening to her sex was slick with cream and throbbed with pleasure as she fingered it. She wished she could lie on her bed and masturbate properly, stuffing two fingers inside herself as she rubbed her magic pleasure button.

But that would mean missing the terrifying and titillating sound of Glenn spanking April’s bottom bright red. With every crack of his hand, her muffled whimpers of pain were so thrilling, Melanie was aching to cum. She fought hard not to make a sound.

She had to take the glass away from the wall as her orgasm began its avalanche of release. Her knees buckled as her pelvic muscles clenched so hard, she felt it through her torso and down her thighs. On her knees, she furiously rubbed her pussy as her climax hit her like a freight train of pure pleasure.

She bucked back and forth, squirting her pussy cream onto the carpet, losing control as she drowned in every delicious, clenching gush. By the time it was over, she was lying on the ground panting, as if she’d just returned to consciousness after being hit by a thunderbolt of pure joy.

She picked herself up and tried to gather her wits. Damn, she’d just got off listening to super-sexy, exotic April getting her ass spanked! Who knew Glenn was into such kinky stuff? More to the point, who knew she got off on it too? But a little voyeurism differed completely from being on the receiving end of brutal spanking. The thought of being punished that way was frightening.

She cleaned herself up, changed into a fresh pair of panties, and crept back downstairs to sit on the couch as if she’d never left the lounge. She played about on her phone while she waited for Glenn and April to reappear.

They took their time, emerging over an hour later. To Melanie’s surprise, April looked radiant in the afterglow of their mischief in the bedroom. She also had a loose stride, like she hadn’t been spanked at all. Perhaps she enjoyed being spanked. As far as Melanie knew, some women got off on pain. Just because April was hot, that didn’t mean she couldn’t have a spanking fetish too.

Glenn had the ruddy flush of a man who has just exerted himself. He still seemed to be high on endorphins, as his eyes were glazed and he was relying on the handrail for balance as he walked down the stairs. April gave him a quick peck on the cheek with her gorgeous, kissable lips and went to the foyer.

She returned at the last moment. “See ya, Mel,” she said, with a wink. “Don’t be jealous of Glenn. I think you’re super cute.”

Glenn saw her out. Instead of gloating about his conquest, as Melanie expected he would, he excused himself, saying he needed to take a shower. Melanie wondered what had just happened and why April had twice made a point of saying she was cute. And goddammit, the idea that April thought she was cute was making her panties damp again.

* * *

When Melanie got home from college, there was a surprise waiting for her on the doorstep. April was sitting patiently, chewing gum and blowing pink bubbles from her luscious, full lips.

“Hiya, Mel,” she said, standing up.

“Hi, April,” Melanie replied, feeling a return of the uncontrollable pussy tremors. “Uh, Glenn won’t be home for hours. He has a late tutorial every Wednesday night.”

April didn’t step out of the way, so Melanie had to brush past her to get to the door. She smelled deliciously of musk and sweet jasmine. The scent set off the fire between Melanie’s thighs. While she was afraid of the effect April was having on her, she invited her inside.

“I know Glenn had a tutorial tonight,” said April, as she twirled a lock of her glossy black hair through her fingers. “I wanted to see you.”

“M—me?” Melanie’s bag fell from her stunned fingers. April had been waiting for her, not Glenn?

“Uh-huh. You got me quite excited yesterday. Not only are you cute, you sound really yummy when you cum.”

Melanie felt her cheeks grow hot. They must have heard her when she orgasmed. Oh hell, how was she ever going to live this down? Then a thought occurred to her. Glenn hadn’t said a word about the fact they’d heard her masturbating. He always took any opportunity to tease her when given the chance, but not this time.

April must have seen the confusion written across her face. “Oh, you thought he was spanking me! Is that what turned you on?” She blew another bubble with her gum.

Melanie swallowed and nodded.

April moved toward her. Despite her overwhelming attraction, Melanie backed away, feeling her shins meet the couch. She fell heavily onto it. April sat down beside her, put one hand on her leg, and walked her fingers slowly up it toward her pussy.

“Do you want to know what really happened?” said April. “Glenn let me tie him up, the silly boy. One sniff of my pussy, and he thought he was going to get some kinky bondage sex. Instead, I gagged him, spanked his bottom until it was flaming red and then locked his cock in a chastity cage. I’ve got his manhood all locked up. And you know what? I might just throw away the key.”

Melanie couldn’t move as April lifted her skirt to reach between her legs.

“Someone has damp panties,” said April. “I’ve never dominated a brother and his sister before. I enjoyed dominating your brother, but I think I’ll enjoy dominating you more.”

“P—please don’t spank me,” said Melanie.

“Your mouth says no, but your pussy says yes,” said April, as she massaged Melanie’s clitoris through the soft cotton. It was driving Melanie wild with desire. “Naughty girls who are too cute for their own good should get their bottoms spanked. Don’t worry, I want to hear you cum again, Mel, but first I want to hear you squeal.”

Mel was surprised by April’s strength, considering she was so petite. She pulled Melanie over her knee, twisted her arms behind her back, and knotted a rope around her wrists before she could react.

“Please! Please don’t spank me!” said Melanie, as April lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties.

“Such a pretty bottom, Mel, so round and firm. Your two pretty peaches are just begging for a long, hard spanking.” She rested one hand against her bare flesh and lightly circled each cheek.

Melanie wriggled, trying to get away, but April held her tight. She swung her arm, spanking Melanie hard with an open hand. Melanie gasped for breath as the sting made her body stiffen in response to the pain.

“Now you have a lovely red handprint on one pretty peach,” said April, with a giggle. “Let’s put one on the other cheek.”

She spanked Melanie again hard enough to make her eyes water. This time, she cried out from the pain.

“Please, stop,” she said, in a small voice. It was hard to talk with both cheeks on fire.

“Oh no, we can’t stop now. I want to see your pretty bottom spanked until it’s bright red,” said April. “You’ll look extra cute with two blushing cheeks.”

She gave Melanie a flurry of spanks that hurt so much, she couldn’t even cry out from the pain. All she could do was try to draw breath. April waited for her to finish gasping, then set in for another volley of hard slaps. Melanie felt like her poor ass was being branded with a red-hot iron. She squealed and begged April to stop, but April was set on fulfilling her promise.

She worked her bottom over for several minutes until every inch of her tender flesh was stinging and burning. Melanie had tears streaming down her face. It hurt so much she couldn’t even speak.

“Oh yes, that looks lovely,” said April. “Now you and Glenn both have beautiful red bottoms. But I can’t lock you in a chastity cage, so I’ll have to settle for the next best thing… spanking your big titties red too.”

She rolled Melanie off her knee and onto her back. Melanie whimpered as April calmly unbuttoned her shirt, pulled it down her arms and released her bra hooks.

“You should feel lucky. Glenn didn’t get to cum yesterday. But I want to hear you cum again, so you’ll get a reward if you’re a good girl and take your punishment.”

April gasped as she freed Melanie’s breasts from her bra. As before, she gently circled Melanie’s bare skin with her fingertips as her eyes appreciated their shape.

“What lovely, large titties,” said April. “Oh, they’re going to look fabulous, spanked red and raw.”

She slapped Melanie’s left breast and giggled as it jiggled back and forth. Melanie sobbed, not knowing how much more she could take. April raised her hand to spank her other breast, then paused with her arm suspended in the air. Instead of striking her, she reached down and wiped Melanie’s nipple with her finger. She raised it to her nose and inhaled. Then she put it in her mouth to suck it clean.

“Mm… my Mel has milk!” she said. “It’s quite delicious.”

She carefully plucked Melanie’s nipples between her thumb and forefinger and began to knead them firmly. The pain of her burning bottom dulled and faded as she was swept into the euphoric daze of having her breasts milked.

“Domination is all about control,” said April. “Instead of pain, you’re going to get milked so hard, I’m going to force you to cum until you beg me to stop.”

Melanie let out a long moan in reply. She loved having her nipples teased, to feel her cream flowing, wetting her breasts, running down her stomach to her sex, blending with her pussy milk.

She’d experienced how April could cause pain, but now she was feeling how she could give pleasure. After the spanking, her body was already highly stimulated. Now she was being milked, her orgasm surged forth like a tidal wave. She’d cum from being milked before, but April’s strong hands worked magic as she teased out her white nectar. Melanie cried out as she lost control. Hot cream gushed between her thighs, mixing with the milk from her breasts.

“Yummy!” said April. “More!”

She tugged harder at Melanie’s nipples, forcing her to release more milk. Melanie hadn’t recovered from her first orgasm before the next one surged through her body. It was stronger than the first, making her cry out at the top of her voice.

“Oh, you’re even more cute when you cum than I’d thought,” said April. “Let’s make you squeal again!”

She milked Melanie hard, clamping her breasts between her fingers, clawing at them to get as much milk as she could with each squeeze. Melanie wailed again, this time with pleasure, not pain, as April forced the milk to gush from her breasts. She lost count of the number of times she orgasmed. They came relentlessly, one after the other, with no time to recover between.

April paused. “One more?” she said.

“No, please stop. I can’t take anymore,” gasped Melanie.

“One more it is then,” said April, gripping a nipple in one hand and finding Melanie’s clitoris with her other.

She milked Melanie’s breast dry while she rubbed her clitoris hard. Then she emptied out her other breast. Melanie came so hard she couldn’t breathe. Her vision darkened as she fought for air, but April wouldn’t stop rubbing her clitoris, making her endure the orgasm for as long as she could.

She felt like she’d passed out from the orgasm, it had been so intense. As she opened her eyes, she saw April sitting beside her with a satisfied smile on her face.

“So, Mel… are you still jealous of Glenn?” said April. “Or do I need to start all over again?”


Wet Nurse

Nurse Lina always felt uneasy working the graveyard shift at the hospital. Along with the vast majority of patients, the building itself seemed to be asleep. Walking the corridors was a spooky experience, as all the lights were on automated sensors. As she passed from one zone to the next, the white neon tubes flickered to life, allowing her to pass before returning to darkness. Aside from occasional soft beeps from monitoring machines, it was so quiet she could hear her footfalls echoing through the empty corridors. But someone had to remain awake in case there was an emergency of any kind.

Normally, she walked known routes around the wards to give herself something to do. If she sat down, she immediately felt sleepy.

Tonight, she’d absentmindedly wandered into a different wing without thinking where she was going. As the neon lights lit the corridors, she realised she’d wandered into the research laboratories. She didn’t have clearance to enter any, but with time on her hands, she wondered what the researchers did when they were in use.

As she turned a corner, she saw the lights were on in a lab ahead. It was half-past two in the morning. Who was working at this time of night? They couldn’t have been left on by mistake. All the lighting was automated. For the lights to be on, someone had to be in the lab.

Curiosity got the better of her, and she walked toward the light. It wasn’t until she’d drawn near that she realised the person inside would now be aware of her presence too, as she had activated the corridor lights. It wasn’t the smartest decision, as she wasn’t meant to be in this part of the hospital.

But curiosity was a wicked mistress with people who had time on their hands. She demanded answers. All Lina had to do was take a quick peek through the door’s glass panel. It was probably just some lab assistant pulling extra hours to catch up on a backlog of work.

As she neared the door, all the lights suddenly went out, leaving her in impenetrable darkness. She waved her arms about, trying to reactivate the sensors, but they didn’t respond. It left her feeling completely disoriented. She couldn’t even see her hand if she held it up to her face.

Having one of her senses shut down was a curious experience. It was amazing how fast the others compensated. The power of the human brain to adapt to change was a puzzle medicine was yet to solve.

In the darkness, the sound of her own breath seemed loud. The slap of her hand, as she found the wall of the corridor, echoed into the darkness. But it was the hiss of a lab door opening that set her heart racing.

“Who’s there?” she said, afraid to speak above a whisper.

She heard rubber-soled shoes moving quietly over the lino. The direction was too hard to pinpoint without the use of her sight. The unknown person didn’t respond, so she repeated her question, louder this time.

She got her response in the form of a powerful arm, grabbing her from behind, trapping her hands. She squealed as her assailant pressed a wet cloth to her face. The sweet alcohol scent was unmistakable… chloroform. In two panicked breaths, she passed out.

She returned to consciousness feeling like she’d been out for hours, although she knew it could only have been minutes. Chloroform lacked the potency to knock anyone out for long.

As she opened her eyes, she had to close them again, as the lights above were bright. She tried to move and realised she had been restrained. As she peeked with one eye, she could see she was strapped to a medical bed with the belts used for aggressive patients. Her eyes adjusted to the light, and she saw she was inside the laboratory she’d been curious about. Her uniform dress had been unbuttoned and opened, so she was naked, apart from her bra and panties.

Although she couldn’t see much, she could hear another person in the room.

“Why am I restrained?” she said, her voice trembling with a mix of anger and fear.

The figure moved into view. It was a man wearing scrubs, including a mask and cap to cover his face and head. She didn’t recognise his dark eyes.

“Nurse Lina. You’re awake,” he said with the cheerful bedside manner of a surgeon. She didn’t need to ask how he knew her name. It was embroidered on her uniform. His scrubs were unmarked.

“Let me go!” she said. There was a lack of conviction in her tone that made her feel very vulnerable.

He raised a 33 gauge hypodermic needle, the smallest in hospital use. She knew them well.

“People are always complaining they were in the wrong place at the wrong time. However, you are in the wrong place at the right time, as I’ve been needing a new test subject. And you’re quite perfect for my needs.”

His eyes lingered on her large bust for a long moment. Then he inserted the needle into her right breast and injected the contents. She didn’t even feel it go in, but in seconds, her breast developed a dull ache.

“I didn’t give you permission to use me as a test subject,” she said, wondering what he had injected into her breast.

“Nor did any of the others,” he replied, readying a second needle. He injected it into her other breast. “Don’t worry, Nurse, this won’t do you any harm. It’s a stimulant, a little cocktail of prolactin hormones of my own design.”

She squinted at him. Prolactin hormones were used to encourage milk production in women who had a deficiency.

“As I’m sure you’re aware, prolactin also inhibits dopamine, which plays a role in how we feel pleasure. The combination of hyper-stimulating your breast milk and reducing your ability to feel pleasure is ideal for my purpose.”

Both her breasts ached like they’d been in a press for several hours. She knew without saying a word that it was pointless to plead for release. This man was going to perform his experiments on her, whether she agreed to them or not. She tried to clear her head.

“What purpose?” she said in a small voice.

He gave her a nonchalant shrug. “There’s good money to be made in training and selling milkmaids. But the methods for bringing on a woman’s milk, while breaking her mind, are time-consuming and unreliable. No one wants the humiliation of having to return the purchase fee for damaged goods. It’s not good for business or one’s reputation.”

A milkmaid? She’d heard of such women, transformed into sex slaves for the pleasure of their owners. This man was involved in abduction and slavery? She drew a shuddering gasp, not knowing how to respond to such news.

He picked up a pair of surgical scissors and snipped through the fabric of her bra between her breasts. Despite the horror of the situation, she sighed with relief from the pressure. She didn’t know what his cocktail contained, but it was working, as she could feel her breasts becoming tight and full.

“You would make a wonderful milkmaid,” he continued. “You’re young, very pretty and have a superb pair of breasts. Gentlemen prefer blonds, right? You’d likely draw a six-figure price on the current market. But I have no interest in training milkmaids.”

She let out her breath, realising she’d been holding it while he spoke.

“I’ve got a much better product in mind. If successful, you’ll become my first… wet nurse.”

“You monster!” she hissed. “I’ll make sure you lose your license to practice and spend a long time in a cold jail cell.”

“You aren’t in a position to enforce such a threat,” he replied, still with the light-hearted tone used by doctors.

He took a cloth medical muzzle from his tray, fitted it over her mouth and secured it in place. She called him all the names under the sun, but he calmly muzzled her as if it were for her own good.

Collecting his scissors again, he cut the waistbands of her panties and pulled them free, exposing her pussy.

“We’ll need you looking your best for the photos,” he said, running his gloved fingers through the soft blond curls on her mound. “If the experiment works this time, we’ll get your pubic hair removed by laser. Buyers like their product exposed, always looking available, even if they aren’t willing.”

She fought with the restraints as he disappeared from view. He’d buckled the leather straps tight, and the strap across her stomach wouldn’t budge an inch.

He appeared again with cream and a razor, applying a generous layer to her pussy as he set about shaving her smooth. It was a weird collision of experiences. She was terrified for her life, while receiving the most sensuous shave to her sex. The man had to be a surgeon, or trained as one. He was methodical, gentle and superbly accurate with the razor, removing all her pubic hair without the smallest nick or cut. Once he had finished, he cleaned her off with a hot towel.

“That’s much better,” he said, as if announcing a procedure had been a success. “You have a beautiful pussy, Nurse. Such tiny lips. It’s a crime to leave them hidden underneath all that hair.”

Next, he reached for a clear plastic speculum. She shook her head at him, pleading with him not to use it, as he prepared to insert it into the tight passage of her sex.

He stopped and looked at her, and she realised he’d been able to deduce her thoughts. “Ah, our nurse has a speculum of her own, does she? Did you take one home to conduct your own examinations? Do you enjoy having your pussy stretched? I can see that you do. All the better.”

He inserted the blades into her pussy, and she moaned with involuntary pleasure. It felt so cruel that this monster was forcing one of her greatest pleasures on her against her will. Stretching her pussy with a speculum was one of her favourite ways to masturbate. There was nothing better than feeling the stretch as she cranked it as wide as it would go, locking the blades in place, and then fingering her clitoris. And when her pussy clenched and squirted all over the bed, the unrelenting stretch made her orgasms all the sweeter.

The man wasn’t interested in pleasuring her though. He was using the speculum to gain access to the deepest parts of her sex. He fitted a small, soft T-shaped object to the end of a plastic tube. It looked like an intrauterine device, but she didn’t recognise the brand, make or model.

“The solution for ensuring I don’t produce damaged goods was really quite simple in the end, a small matter of rewiring the human brain. As you know, both pleasure and pain are registered in the same part of the neocortex. My little device reverses the way the brain registers these sensations. Like so…”

He picked up a small remote control and pressed the switch. The delicious feeling of having her pussy filled and stretched by the speculum became a sharp, stabbing pain. It felt like he’d spanked her pussy hard with a paddle. She squealed and begged him to take it out. She saw the smile in his eyes as he watched her suffer. Eventually, he released the clip and took the speculum out.

“Now, whenever your master wants to spank, whip or torture you as he pleases, you’ll enjoy it. Not too much though, as the dopamine inhibitor will reduce your sense of pleasure. But you’ll want him to punish you, beg him to do it. Because when he uses your body for his pleasure, having his cock deep inside you will be unbearable. And when he milks your overfilled tits, it’ll be the worst agony you’ve ever felt in your life. You’ve become the perfect product for the discerning gentleman, wouldn’t you agree?”

She shook her head and did her best to tell him exactly what she thought of him and what he was doing to her. She could see his eyes smiling again, but it was the look of a man who took pleasure in seeing women subjected to cruelty and pain.

Then he gave her a hard slap across the face and a sharp backhand to redden her other cheek. It felt incredible, stimulating her pussy like foreplay wired to mains electricity. She felt the warmth of her juices flowing from her pussy down her thigh. She wanted him to do it again, or put her over his knee and spank her bottom, or tie her to a post and stripe her body red with a whip. If he did, it would make her cum over and over again. She tried to get a grip on her wild thoughts. Her mind was upside down. This was madness.

As her head cleared from the gorgeous sensation of being slapped, she saw him studying her response. He wiped his finger through the soft folds of her pussy lips to see how wet she’d become after two painful slaps. Then he waved his finger under his masked nose like a perfumer sampling a blotter for a new fragrance.

“Nurse Lina, you have the most delightful chemosignals. They’re quite special. It reminds me of sweet cream whipped until thick. Such an appropriate scent. And your responses suggest the experiment has finally been a success. I’m pleased. There have been too many failures.”

Her eyes widened. He’d mentioned the failures earlier. What had become of the poor women who had been subject to the failed experiments? He seemed to read the look in her eyes, even though she couldn’t voice her question.

“There’s still money to be made selling pretty girls as whipping toys,” he said. “Not nearly as much as I’ll get for you as a wet nurse though. I’m pleased. Conducting illegal experiments on women is an expensive business. I have debts to pay to the kind of people who don’t like to wait, so we’d best get you to market soon.”

He took his phone from the pocket of his scrubs and framed a photo. Then he looked over the edge of the device at her. “If I remove your muzzle, I don’t suppose you’d smile for a few photos, would you?”

She told him exactly what she thought about that idea.

He stood beside her, took the swab stick from the iodine bowl and painted a smile on the cloth muzzle. Satisfied with his work, he gave her a quick nod of approval, then stepped back to compose his photographs. She didn’t know how many he took, but he was thorough, taking close-ups and full body shots. When he was finished, he pocketed the device again.

“But before I can guarantee you’re fit for sale, there is a necessary testing of the goods. By now, your breasts must be bursting with milk.”

She’d quite forgotten about the drug he’d injected into her breasts earlier. As she looked down, she could see they were at least a full cup size larger, and she was already very well endowed. They felt quite pleasant and had a soothing effect on her mood, which would mean they were actually aching and sore if her senses were working as normal.

He unbuckled the restraints at her ankles and one of her wrists. She struggled with him, but he was much too strong, holding her wrist in his powerful grip as he pivoted her body sideways on the bed. He twisted her arm, which felt wonderful, making her hot and bothered between the legs again. Then he fastened her wrists together in one of the restraints.

She watched in stunned silence as he lifted his scrubs, pulled down his pants and took out his cock. It was already erect and twitching in anticipation of using her body for his pleasure. Then he forced her legs open and entered her roughly. It felt amazing at first, but as he started to pound her hard, her pussy developed sharp, shooting pains that made her squeal.

But that was nothing compared to the moment he took her nipples between his latex-gloved fingers to force her to release her milk. There was so much pressure from the buildup that it gushed with each pull. It felt like she had acid squirting from her nipples. It burned and stung, making her see purple spots from the pain.

“Excellent,” he said, between animal grunts. “It hurts, yes?”

She was in no condition to answer him. Her whole body was in agony. He continued to tease the cream from her nipples while he pumped her pussy hard with his cock.

The agony was so intense, adrenaline flooded her system, giving her a sudden burst of strength. She pulled at the restraints, freeing one hand. She grabbed the first object within reach from the surgical tray, a jar filled with clear liquid, and threw it into his face.

His instinct to cover his eyes with his hands freed her from the agonising milking. She pulled her other hand from the restraint. He stumbled backwards and then folded onto the lino like a puppet with cut strings. She caught a hint of the sweet alcohol scent of chloroform and tossed the jar aside before it knocked her out too.

Without a second thought, she fled the lab, running blindly into the darkened hallways, using her fingers to guide her along the walls when the automatic lights were too slow to illuminate her path.

After running until she was breathless, she heard a man call out. Her heart leapt into her throat as she expected to see her masked assailant chasing her down to finish his work. Instead, it was one of the ward doctors. He could see she was distressed and came to her aid, grasping her in a warm embrace.

It immediately made her feel violated instead of comforted, and she pushed him away. Realising her uniform was undone, and that she was covered in her own milk, she hurriedly fastened her dress as she explained what had happened.

The doctor swore and paged security.

Moments later, two burly uniformed guards stood ready to assist. She led the trio back through the corridors to the lab where she’d been subjected to the cruel experiments. It was a mess from the struggle, but there was no sign of the masked doctor.

“C’mon, we should get you checked out,” said the doctor, who had come to her aid.

She nodded, allowing him to lead her away. She couldn’t help looking back over her shoulder as they departed the lab, as if the cruel doctor was still there, watching her with his evil smile from the shadows.

Then she remembered he still had the remote to control the device inside her, and naked photos to show prospective buyers. How long was she going to be a prisoner to her rewired brain? And given she was his first success as a wet nurse, how long would it be before she saw him again?

A chill ran down her spine, making her shudder. He might have reversed her sense of pleasure and pain, but fear felt exactly the same. She could only hope he ran out of time to pay his debts before he got to her first.


Mummy Issues

Emelda glanced away from her computer screen as she saw her son, Andrew, open the front door. Andrew knew better than to disturb her while she was working, so he kept his greeting to a brief wave. She noticed he had another boy in tow. It was good to see him making friends at college, as he was a reserved young man. His new friend was handsome, with wild black hair and big, deer-like eyes. He followed suit, greeting her with a wave. They both went through to the lounge.

Emelda had editorial deadlines to meet, so she continued working, leaving them to fend for themselves. Andrew was eighteen now. He could take care of his guest, even though her maternal instincts to nurture and provide were hard to break.

As the afternoon sun came into the small conservatory she used as a home office, she got uncomfortably warm. She liked the sunlight, even if it meant having to take off layers of clothes. As she worked from home, it didn’t matter if she was wearing little more than a tight T-shirt and boy shorts.

Even with fewer layers, she was still feeling too warm, so she opened the conservatory door to allow the air to circulate. She could hear Andrew and his friend in the lounge. They were eating potato chips and playing a computer game. She passed by on her way to the kitchen to get a fresh glass of water.

“Hi,” said Andrew, without taking his eyes away from the screen.

His friend followed suit, although he fixed his eyes on her as she paused in the doorway. Andrew wasn’t going to introduce them. She was accustomed to it. It raised awkward questions he didn’t want to answer. She hoped he would grow out of it at some point.

“I’m Emelda,” she said.

“P—Paul,” he replied. She smiled at him. He hadn’t stuttered while talking to Andrew, so why was he nervous? Probably because young men were usually awkward at this age.

She didn’t want to trouble them for long, so she excused herself to fetch her water. While she was at the sink, she overheard their conversation. It was a small house with little privacy, but all she could afford for now.

“Dude, your older sister is a fox!” said Paul. He was trying to keep his voice down, but it came out too loud from his excitement.

She waited for Andrew’s gloomy reply. “She’s not my older sister. She’s my mom,” he said.

He never liked to discuss the subject, but she understood why. He was carrying the burden of the mistakes she’d made in her youth. He didn’t yet understand that they weren’t his to bear. Perhaps he’d learn, one day.

“Your mom?!” said Paul. “Dude, she doesn’t look a day over thirty.”

Andrew let out a long sigh. “She’s thirty-two. Do the math and you’ll figure out how old she was when she had me. Now, can we drop it and get back to the game?”

Emelda tiptoed back to her office, not wanting either young man to know she’d overheard their conversation. Yes, she had been fourteen when she’d fallen pregnant with Andrew, an innocent mistake, the result of teenage lust. At the time, she had known she didn’t want to give him up, no matter how hard it would be.

It had proved manageable. Being so young, she didn’t show her pregnancy like an older woman. Wearing loose-fitting clothes, she looked like she was carrying teenage puppy fat. Once Andrew was born, he was her ‘little brother’ for anyone who asked. When she was old enough to take care of them both, they dropped the facade.

While she was reminiscing, she recalled how the subject had come up. A fox? She pressed her lips together to suppress a smile. How long had it been since she’d heard a man pay her a compliment like that? She’d been out of the dating scene for so long, she couldn’t remember the last time she’d been with a man, let alone received such a flattering compliment.

She supposed she was still attractive, even to a young man who would only be eighteen. It was easy to forget such things as a solo mother. She still had a great figure. At the tender young age of fourteen, her body had snapped back into shape after giving birth like she’d never been pregnant at all. And being pregnant did wonderful things to her breasts. They got so big when they filled with milk, she had an incredible bust for her age. With the firmness of youth and big milky tits, she was the hottest fourteen-year-old around.

She ran her hands over her breasts, feeling they were still large, round and firm. And why not? She was only thirty-two. She was a long way from passing her best by date.

The idea that a young man thought she was a fox haunted her throughout the afternoon, but in a very enjoyable way. It made her feel young at heart again. The constant pressure to make ends meet had dulled that aspect of her spirit. When Paul stopped by to say goodbye, she could feel her cheeks burning like she was sweet sixteen and almost a virgin again.

She wished she could talk to Andrew about it over dinner, but it wasn’t a mother and son conversation. Nor did she want him to overhear her talking about it to one of her girlfriends on the phone, so she had to bottle it up.

While she was brushing her hair before bed, it welled up inside her again, making her heart flutter with excitement. A fox! She saw her cheeks redden in the mirror, looking like bright rouge against her porcelain complexion.

Yes, she was still pretty, she’d just forgotten. She had a stunning combination of glossy, coffee-coloured hair and blue-grey eyes. And her tits! Well, colouring aside, big tits never went out of fashion as objects of desire. Oh, how she longed for a man’s touch! Teasing her nipples herself wasn’t the same as having someone else do it.

As she brushed the tangles out of her hair until it shone, another feeling stirred at the idea a young man thought she was a fox. The delightful tingling in her pussy reminded her of pleasures she hadn’t indulged in for much too long. The yearning to experience them again made her breasts ache with the need to be teased and suckled, to feel the draw of a hot, hungry mouth wanting her milk. As she reached between her legs, she could feel her panties were already damp.

She shuddered as her fingers grazed her clitoris through the soft cotton. She always felt uncomfortable masturbating when Andrew was through the wall, but this time, any discomfort wasn’t going to get in her way. She needed this much more than she realised. The pleasures of youth had been taken away from her, largely by her own choosing, but now she wanted them back.

She lay down on her bed, slipped off her panties and ran her fingers through the tangled curls of her mound. There had been a time when she had made the effort to look more attractive to boys. Back then, she’d shaved her pussy smooth and worn pretty make-up to highlight her features. When had she let those simple pleasures slip away?

Her finger found her hard nubbin at the opening to her sex. It was already slick with her juices. She had to suppress a gasp as a jolt of joy shot through her body. She teased it again and let out a moan as quietly as she could.

She wanted to be stretched and filled while she rubbed herself, so she reached for her hairbrush. It had a lovely, thick handle. Despite the prickle of the bristles in her hand, the handle felt wonderful as she forced it inside her tight passage.

She worked it in and out with one hand and rubbed her clitoris with the other. It made her wish she had four hands, so she could indulge her pussy and her nipples at the same time. Just the thought of having them teased made her orgasm build after the sexual drought in her life. Before she knew it, she was lost in a world of pleasure, hurtling toward an orgasm as if somebody had cut the brakes.

Before she reached her peak, a knock at her bedroom door broke the moment.

“Mom, are you all right?”

Emelda quickly pulled the covers over herself, even though she knew Andrew would never enter her room without an invitation. “I’m fine, just… watching some television,” she said.

She bit her lip, berating herself for making too much noise. She’d always been vocal in the throes of passion. It was the reason she rarely indulged these days.

“Ah, okay,” Andrew replied.

“I’ll… turn it down. Sorry!”

She heard Andrew return to his room and close the door. Perhaps he didn’t know that girls needed to masturbate too, just as much as men, if not more. Women didn’t have the physical need to empty their balls like men, but the craving for pleasure was the same.

She contented herself to satisfy that need with a naughty fingering, while biting a pillow to make sure she didn’t make any noise. A fox! Paul probably didn’t know how much those two small words had meant to her, but her pussy was appreciating it big time!

* * *

The following afternoon, Andrew came home with Paul in tow again. He didn’t look as excited about having his friend over as he had the day before. They both waved. Paul gave her a very enthusiastic smile. His eyes lingered on her for longer than a young man should look at a woman, unless he knew her well. It stirred up her passions of the previous evening. Her breasts ached to be touched, and her pussy tingled in anticipation of bedroom delights.

She put it out of her mind. It was a foolish fantasy, triggered by regrets of not giving herself the chance for romance in her twenties.

Plus, as Andrew’s mother, she was old enough to be his mother too. Paul lingered in the hallway as if he wanted to look at her for longer, or hoped she might come out to greet them. Andrew sloped into the lounge and flopped onto the couch to fire up the console to play video games.

While she worked, she kept half an eye on the lounge. Andrew hadn’t emerged to fetch any snacks or refreshments yet. She assumed they were too engrossed in their game. Curiosity overcame her need to keep working, so she went through to see if everything was okay.

“Afternoon, boys,” she said.

Andrew greeted her without taking his eyes away from the screen. Paul looked at her with great enthusiasm as she walked into the room. Did he have a crush? She supposed it was possible, but there were so many years between them. And what was she doing entertaining that idea anyway? It was bad enough living with the reputation she had been promiscuous from falling pregnant at fourteen, let alone having a toy boy to boot.

“Hey, Ms Labelle,” said Paul, with a very broad smile.

“Just Emelda, please. You make me feel old calling me ‘Ms’,” she replied.

He nodded in a non-committal way.

“Andrew, are you getting refreshments for your guest?” she said, giving him a hard stare.

He put down his controller with a sigh and sloped out to the kitchen. She followed him as he grabbed a bag of potato chips from the cupboard and two cans of soda from the fridge.

“Is everything okay?” she said quietly, aware of how sound travelled between rooms. It was one drawback of living in a small house, along with being too vocal while masturbating.

He shrugged. “Just wasn’t up for company today. Paul invited himself over.”

“Well, that’s okay. It’s good you’re making friends,” she whispered.

“Yeah, but—” Andrew glanced over her shoulder as Paul came into the kitchen.

“Can I help with anything?” he said, grinning like an idiot.

“Nah, it’s fine,” said Andrew, oozing white lies. He returned to the lounge with the snacks.

Paul lingered for a moment, still smiling at her. As she met his gaze, she saw a hunger behind his innocent irises. It had been so long since she’d seen a man look at her this way. Beyond her control, her pussy clenched with longing as her breasts ached for his touch. Or perhaps men had looked at her this way, but she’d been too wrapped up in maternal responsibility to notice.

“You’re looking lovely today, Ms Labelle,” he said, as he returned to the lounge.

“Just… call me Emelda,” she said, realising she was addressing an empty room.

The effect he was having on her was getting out of control. She had to get a grip. But first she had to change her panties, as they’d become damp again. She went to her room and changed into a dry pair, lining it with a sanitary pad. As she picked up her boy shorts, she saw they had a telltale wet patch too, so she put on a skirt in case her pussy betrayed her clothes again. Then she dropped them into the washing basket in their small combined bathroom and laundry and went back to work.

The rest of the day passed in a distracted blur as she tried to focus on her work, not the burning look of desire she had seen in Paul’s eyes. She felt like a teenager all over again, desperate to kiss a boy, to have his hand in her panties, eagerly fingering her clitoris, making her cum.

Finally, much to her relief, Paul went home for the night. She didn’t need the distraction of sexually charged hormones addling her wits when she had deadlines to meet. She packed up for the day and went to the bathroom to pee before she made dinner. As she walked in, she saw her panties on the side of the basket. She was sure she’d put them in the basket with the rest of the washing.

She picked them up and raised them to her nose. Yes, they were rich with the sweet orange-blossom scent of her sex. Paul must have found them. She quickly put all the clothes in the machine and set the cycle, feeling like a criminal, guiltily destroying the evidence.

“Was it safe in there?” said Andrew, as she emerged.

She frowned. “What do you mean?”

His cheeks flushed. “Paul. He was in there for ages. I thought he was taking a dump.” He waved his hand across his nose to reinforce the point.

She felt her own cheeks burn, knowing what he’d actually been doing with her panties. “It’s quite safe,” she said.

Although that wasn’t entirely true. It wasn’t safe at all anymore. Paul was evoking dangerous desires within her, and she was finding them too hard to ignore.

* * *

The following afternoon, she was in the thick of a project when the doorbell sounded. She wondered who it could be, as she wasn’t expecting anyone. If the unannounced caller was a door-to-door salesperson, they were in for a piece of her mind.

As she peeked through the door viewer, she saw it was Paul. He was wringing his hands like he was nervous about something. It set off butterflies in her own stomach. She wondered if she should pretend to be out. But he knew she worked from home, so that wouldn’t pass scrutiny. Against her better judgement, she opened the door.

“Hi, Ms Labelle,” he said, brightening up like a light. “Is Andrew home?”

“Hey, Paul. No, he’s at track and field training. He won’t be home for a few hours yet.”

Paul sighed, sounding disappointed, but the sparkle in his eyes suggested he was very pleased to hear that news. And he didn’t look like he intended to take his leave anytime soon either.

“Would… you like a cold drink before you head off?” she said, wanting to be polite.

“That would be great, Ms Labelle,” he replied.

She let him inside and went to the kitchen, putting ice in a tall glass and filling it with soda. As she handed it to him, she saw the return of the hungry look in his eyes. It was much stronger than before, verging on raw, animal lust.

As much as she wanted him to have his drink and leave, her pussy had other ideas. The way he held her in his gaze was also making her breasts ache to be touched. She couldn’t… it was so wrong. She was Andrew’s mother, so she was old enough to be his mother too.

Paul stepped so close to her she could smell him, the fresh, cut grass scent of a young man in heat. Involuntarily, she stepped back, feeling the kitchen bench press against her bottom. He reached past her to put his glass down.

“I don’t actually want a cold drink, Ms Labelle. I was hoping you might let me have a warm one instead. For two days, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you.”

“I—I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” she said, knowing exactly what he meant.

“C’mon, Ms Labelle, I know you want it too.”

He reached out and caressed her breasts, soothing her aching need for a man’s touch. She took a shuddering breath as she gave in to the pleasure she’d been craving for much too long. When he saw she wasn’t going to resist, he started to unbutton her blouse like a desperate man.

She wasn’t wearing a bra, and his eyes widened with delight as her huge breasts burst free from her tight blouse. Before she could gather her wits, he had stooped to take one hardened nipple into his mouth. The sensation of his tongue flicking her nipple, and the strong draw of his hot mouth lit a fire between her thighs.

But then, she felt another wave of pleasure she hadn’t felt for a very long time. It was the joy of breastfeeding. She still had her milk, and Paul was sucking at it greedily. As she looked down, she saw the cream at the corners of his lips.

“Paul… let’s move… somewhere… more comfortable,” she said, trying to control her mouth while her whole body felt completely out of control with desire.

She took him to the lounge and fell onto the couch. Her legs were like jelly with the lust fogging her brain.

“Here, lean on my lap,” she said, inviting him to feed from her again.

“Oh, Mummy!” he said, as he took her nipple in his mouth to suckle more milk.

She sighed and let the pleasure of his mouth take her back to her youth, when she’d been free from responsibility and free to make love. She could see he was as hard as a steel bar, so she unzipped his pants and took hold of his cock. It wasn’t too big, but it had a good girth, just the way she liked it.

As much as she wanted him inside her now, the lessons of her youth held firm against the heat of passion. She would have to get back on birth control before she could ride him with unbridled desire. So she stroked him while he drank.

“Oh… Mummy,” he groaned, as pre-cum leaked over her hand.

It didn’t take him long to cum, like many young men inexperienced in the art of lovemaking. And the joy of feeling his cock throb in her hand, while jets of cum sprayed his shirt, set off her own much needed orgasm. It was long, taking its time to shudder through her body, exciting the sweet spot of every nerve as it passed.

As they emerged from the aftermath of release, she looked at him. They both knew they had crossed a line from which there was no going back. They had revealed themselves to one another in the most intimate way. She could see the guilt in his eyes. He could probably see the same in hers too.

“I’m sorry I called you mummy,” he said.

She sighed. He was such a sweet young man. She couldn’t blame him. They both had mummy issues, in their own ways. But they could be resolved in the bedroom. It would be fun having a toy boy. For as long as this lasted, with his lust for her bust, they were going to have a lot of fun together. But only when Andrew was out. This was one thing he didn’t need to know about.

“You don’t have to apologise,” she replied. “About calling me mummy anyway. But there is the matter that you’ve only relieved one of my breasts. So, why don’t we go up to my bedroom so you can make up for it.”


Breakfast With Tiffany

Ever since Mistress had first milked Tiffany’s breasts, her body and mind had changed forever. Now she lived in a state of bliss, enjoying a life free from responsibility, want or strife. Her only duty was to look pretty, to please Mistress. As long as she did that, Mistress rewarded her with two milkings per day, which gave her endless pleasure and joy.

Although her memory wasn’t what it used to be, she could distantly remember having her milk awakened. There wasn’t much of it at first, but as Mistress had continued her treatments, more had flowed. And the more she was milked, the happier she became.

Mistress had the hands of an artist and the technique of a goddess. She manipulated and stimulated Tiffany’s breasts daily to make her produce more and more milk. How they’d grown. They were now so big and round, she looked like a glamour model with huge augmented breasts, but it was all natural, all milk. And if Mistress didn’t milk her every day, her poor breasts filled up with so much milk, they became tight as a drum and throbbed.

For some unknown reason, Mistress hadn’t milked her for two days now. She’d locked herself away in her office. The maids told Tiffany she wasn’t to be disturbed as she was conducting very important business transactions.

So, Tiffany was forced to go about her daily business with two breasts that felt like they were ready to burst. She washed, dressed and ate alone, with only the tormenting ache for company. Breast pumps and other devices were forbidden. All milking was done at Mistress’s hands. If Mistress caught her relieving herself, she gave her a more severe punishment than two aching breasts.

While she wasn’t being milked, she had to wear pads in her bar and clean herself regularly, as they leaked from the pressure. All she could do was hope that Mistress wouldn’t conduct business transactions for many more days.

She was readying herself for bed, picking out a sheer-blue, baby-doll nightdress, when Mistress finally emerged from her solitude. Tiffany sighed with relief. It had only been two days and she’d already forgotten how beautiful Mistress looked.

She was wearing a gold dress that hugged her delectable curves, enhancing her bright amber eyes. They were so dazzling with her long dark lashes. Her thick locks of jet-black hair made her a devastating visage of femininity for men and women alike.

“Oh, Mistress, I’ve missed you so much,” she said, lying on the bed in readiness for her milking.

Mistress sat beside her. “I know you have, precious. But I’m afraid I’m not here to milk you tonight.”

Tiffany felt tears well in her eyes. “But why?”

Two days without a milking was about to become three. She needed to be milked to maintain her state of bliss. Without it… well, she couldn’t remember the details… but there had once been a time when she hadn’t been milked daily. Back then, she hadn’t been as happy as she was now.

Mistress had two shiny clips in her hand. “Because it’s time to expand your breasts,” she said, sliding the spaghetti straps of Tiffany’s nightdress down her arms. She attached each of the clips to Tiffany’s nipples. Tiffany squealed as Mistress locked them into place. They bit into her flesh, feeling as sharp as bee stings.

“I’m sorry, precious,” said Mistress. “It won’t be forever. Just until you’ve expanded a few cup sizes. Your nipples will go numb soon enough. Would you like something to help you sleep?”

Tiffany sniffed and nodded.

“Then I’ll send a maid with a special pill to help you sleep. Everything will feel much better in the morning. We can have breakfast together. How does that sound?”

“I’ve missed you so much,” said Tiffany, fighting back tears.

“I know you have, precious,” said Mistress, leaning down to kiss her goodnight.

The taste of Mistress’s cherry-sweet lips gave Tiffany such a longing to be milked that her whole body ached for it. She wanted Mistress’s fingers and thumbs on her nipples, not the cruel clips that were blocking the flow of her milk. She wanted to feel the cream being teased from her nipples and the juices of her sex flowing between her legs. Oh, how she missed it! Oh, how she needed it to maintain her state of bliss!

Her last thought, as she drifted off to sleep with the help of a small white pill, was what would become of her peace of mind while she wasn’t being milked?

* * *

Despite the sleeping pill, Tiffany woke up feeling like she hadn’t slept well. There were shadows of strange dreams in her waking mind, remnants of people without faces and voices that spoke words she didn’t understand. And her breasts felt hard and sore. She touched them gingerly, feeling how full they were without being milked for three days. At least the clamps on her nipples didn’t hurt anymore. They were so numb, as she touched the once sensitive buds, they felt like rubber.

She tried to focus on her duties for the day, which was primarily to look pretty for Mistress. So she showered and dressed, taking her time to dry and brush her long brown hair until it shone. Then she put on her make-up, applying a liberal amount of mascara to her long black lashes. With thick strokes of eyeliner, her sparkling emerald irises popped like neon lights. A thick coating of clear lip gloss was all she required to make her perfect pout look even more kissable. She smiled, satisfied she was ready to join Mistress for breakfast.

“Good morning, Tiffany,” she said to herself in her customary fashion. Once dressed and made up, she felt she recognised herself at last, and that deserved a greeting.

Mistress was already in the dining room when Tiffany arrived. She was reading the news on her tablet and sipping a cup of black coffee. If Tiffany knew how to read, she would have liked to sit across from Mistress and read the news of the world too. As long as it was all the good news and none of the bad.

Mistress looked up and smiled as Tiffany took a seat opposite her at the banquet table. “Good morning, precious. You look positively radiant today,” she said.

“Thank you, Mistress,” said Tiffany. She didn’t want to tell her she hadn’t slept well in case she would get worried or upset.

A maid arrived to serve breakfast. Tiffany started every day the same way, with a cup of warm cinnamon milk and a bowl of fruit salad. It looked so pretty with strawberries, fresh pineapple, orange segments, blueberries, and carefully scooped balls of honeydew melon. It was like having all the colours of the rainbow in one bowl.

Today though, she didn’t feel as excited about it as she normally did. She was feeling out of sorts. She was sure it had to be from the lack of having her breasts milked.

“I’m sure all that fruit is the reason your milk is so sweet,” said Mistress. “Not to mention your candy-delicious pussy… I…”

Tiffany felt her cheeks grow hot from the flirtatious compliments. She wished Mistress would take them further and remove the clips to milk her breasts. She waited for Mistress to finish her sentence. Judging by the look on her face, she was about to say something important and had checked herself at the last moment.

“Yes, Mistress?” said Tiffany, prompting her to go on.

“I… think you’re a very special girl. One of the finest milkmaids I’ve ever had in my care.”

Tiffany’s cheeks were now roasting from the praise. But she was still curious to know what Mistress had intended to say, and why her voice was laced with regret.

“How are the clips this morning?” said Mistress.

“Better. They don’t hurt anymore.”

Mistress smiled. “Good. You’re going to look so beautiful with larger breasts. And all that extra milk will mean much longer milking sessions!”

Tiffany thought Mistress sounded like she was trying to convince her of something. She paused mid-mouthful. When had she ever questioned any of Mistress’s comments or decisions? It wasn’t her place to think. It was her place to look pretty, to please Mistress and any of her guests.

She sipped her warm cinnamon milk. “I look forward to it, Mistress,” she said.

* * *

The following morning, Tiffany felt most peculiar when she woke up. Not only were her breasts feeling sore from the pressure of her engorged milk, her head was spinning with strange thoughts. She’d dreamed about a pretty woman who wanted to be her friend. She couldn’t remember any details about the dream except for the fact the woman had eyes as green as her own.

She tried to put it aside as she showered and dressed for the day. As she was applying her eyeliner, the woman’s name popped into her head.

“A—B—B—Y,” she said, as she wrote the letters on the back of her hand with the eyeliner pencil.

She gasped and met her own wide-eyed gaze in the mirror. Her surprise had nothing to do with remembering the name. She didn’t know how to read or write. How had she suddenly learned to spell out a name? And more to the point, who was Abby? She didn’t know anyone by that name, and given how few people she knew, she couldn’t be mistaken about that point, even with her unreliable memory.

She quickly grabbed a tissue and wiped the name from the back of her hand, then washed them thoroughly to make sure not a trace of it remained.

Neglecting her usual ritual of greeting herself once dressed, she joined Mistress at the banquet table. Throughout the breakfast service, she felt like Mistress was watching her closely. When their eyes met, Mistress simply gave her a polite smile. When had she ever been troubled by feelings of paranoia?

She gladly accepted the offer of spending the day in Mistress’s private spa to soothe her aching breasts. The hot water and bubbles returned her to a state of blissful forgetfulness. It was like having her breasts milked, although not nearly as good. She wondered how long it would take for them to expand to the desired size. They already seemed larger. She hoped it wouldn’t take weeks. All these unwanted and troubling thoughts were only getting worse.

But what was most troubling, despite the soothing bubbles and the hot mineral water, was somehow she knew that the two-tiered hot tub was a Luxema 8000. And it wasn’t the unusual name that worried her, but the fact she could read the name on the control console.

* * *

The following day, Tiffany was definitely not feeling herself, despite soaking her aching breasts in the spa. Her head also felt sore, like she’d drunk too much wine.

She sat up and blinked. How did she know what it was like to drink too much wine? She never drank anything stronger than green tea. She took a hot shower to soothe the ache in her chest, then sat down to do her make-up as normal. That made her feel much better, more like herself.

She smiled at her reflection in the mirror as she capped her lip gloss and massaged it evenly across her pout. “Good morning, Ab—”

She stared at herself wide-eyed, as her lips sparkled with the unspoken half of the name.

“Good morning… Tiffany,” she said, saying each word slowly and carefully. All the strange words and ideas in her head were getting out of hand. All she wanted was for everything to return to normal, with no clips on her breasts, and regular milkings with Mistress. She wanted the return of the eternal sense of bliss that accompanied her everywhere.

She had difficulty meeting Mistress’s eyes as she sat down for breakfast. Mistress watched her over the edge of her tablet as the maids served the morning meal. Tiffany picked at it, not having much of an appetite, no matter how much she adored fresh fruit.

“Is everything all right?” said Mistress. She had a light tone in her voice, but Tiffany sensed her concern.

Tiffany nodded. “My breasts are sore. I didn’t sleep very well. That’s all.”

“Did the maids bring you a pill to help you sleep?”

Tiffany nodded again, wondering how she could change the subject, but it was already too late.

“Did you have any bad dreams, Tiffany?” said Mistress, setting her tablet aside.

Tiffany swallowed, wondering if she should tell Mistress the truth, if she should ask if she knew anyone called Abby. But she was afraid it would upset Mistress. Her breasts were already sore enough for her whole body, so she didn’t want to get a spanking added to her torment.

“Maybe,” she said. “I don’t really remember.”

Mistress watched her carefully for a long moment, then gave her a reassuring smile. “I have some business to attend to in town today, but what say you and I spend some time together tonight?”

Tiffany sniffed, on the verge of tears. “That would be wonderful, Mistress,” she said.

“I want you to spend the day relaxing in the spa. Then make yourself pretty for me when I return in the evening,” said Mistress.

They finished breakfast in silence. Afterwards, Tiffany escaped to her room. She tried to distract herself by going through her dresses and lingerie to choose an appropriate outfit for the evening. It didn’t matter how expensive and lovely they all were, not a single item put a smile on her face.

She didn’t feel like soaking in the spa either. All it had done was remind her of how she had magically learned how to read. She wandered the enormous mansion, looking at all the fine trinkets and art in Mistress’s vast collection. Everywhere she looked, there were plush carpets, rich drapery and ornate crystal chandeliers. Mistress was fabulously wealthy, but it seemed odd that she would want to live in such a huge house, which had so many rooms that were never used. But it wasn’t her place to think about such things.

Not paying attention to where she was going, Tiffany found herself outside Mistress’s office. The door to the office was normally locked. Right now, it was ajar, as a maid was doing the cleaning while Mistress was out.

Tiffany bit her lip. She was overcome with the desire to get into the office to find out why Mistress spent so many hours in there every day. It required a distraction to remove the maid.

“Oh, come quickly! There’s a rat in the kitchen!” she said, acting on impulse.

The maid appeared at the door, looking distraught. Mistress couldn’t abide incompetence of any kind and spanked the maids if anything was amiss. Tiffany could tell from the wide-eyed look on her face that the maid shared her concern.

“Where?”

“It ran into the pantry,” said Tiffany, using every ounce of her physical discomfort to sound terrified.

The maid took off at a jog, leaving Tiffany with the office all to herself. She was pleased with her quick thinking to dispose of the maid, but she would need to work fast to snoop without getting caught.

She stopped dead in her tracks, not out of fear of what she would find, but the fact she had outsmarted the maid. Tiffany had never outsmarted anything in her life, not even a fly. All the changes happening in her head fuelled her determination to break the forbidden rule of entering the office.

As she stepped inside, a wave of disappointment swept through her body. It was a perfectly normal looking office, with a desk, a laptop computer, and all the usual items one might find in a place of business. She circled it once, thinking she’d gone to a lot of trouble for nothing. On her way out the door, she noticed a Manilla folder in the filing tray. It had a printed label at the top right corner, which read: Tiffany.

Her heart leapt into her throat. She grabbed the folder, spilling the papers onto the desk. She gathered them up, one by one. There were lots of photos of her, all in enticing poses, some in lingerie, others naked. It was strange, as she couldn’t remember anyone taking them, but her memory had always been problematic. There were times she couldn’t remember what she’d done the previous day, let alone weeks, months or years ago.

There were also various sales receipts, which had lots of complex information that made her feel cross-eyed as she read it. One document stood out. She took her time comprehending each sentence, as even though she’d learned to read, recalling the meanings of certain words took time.

It was a sales and purchase agreement. Someone called Amber O’Shea was the vendor and someone called Devlin Davis was the purchaser. Tiffany felt cold fear sweep through her body, knotting her stomach.

Was it possible that Mistress was actually called Amber O’Shea? It was a pretty name. Why did she insist on being called Mistress? But all those questions aside, surely Mistress wouldn’t sell her, would she? As much as she didn’t want to believe it, there was a very long number as the agreed sale price. It was more money than most people saw in a lifetime.

She wanted to scream and cry and tear the document into a thousand pieces, but another section caught her eye. It was the conditions of sale. She was to have her breasts expanded to a GG cup and her body prepared to be ‘made willing on demand,’ whatever that meant. The awful clamps on her nipples and the ache in her breasts suddenly felt much worse.

She heard the maid call out her name and quickly put all the papers back into the folder, returning it to the tray where she’d found it. Then she dashed from the office to the hallway window, pretending she was looking at the view over the vineyards.

The maid emerged at the top of the stairs. They spoke briefly about the mysterious rat. The maid seemed keen for Tiffany to say nothing about it to Mistress. She agreed, hoping if the maid noticed she’d been in the office, that she would also keep a secret to avoid them both getting spanked.

Tiffany fled to her room, where she hurriedly picked out an outfit for the evening. Her heart was racing as she went through her preparations. Mistress expected perfection from all the people in her employment and care. Tiffany had to steady her hands many times as she applied her make-up.

When Mistress arrived in her room, she hoped she couldn’t see the guilt that felt like it was painted across her face. But Mistress seemed distracted, even though she was all smiles and displays of tender loving care.

“You’ve been such a good girl while we’ve been expanding your breasts, you deserve a milking,” she said, lowering the straps of Tiffany’s nightdress.

“Mistress? You do love me, don’t you?” said Tiffany in a small voice.

“Of course, I do, precious,” she replied, as she carefully removed the clips from Tiffany’s nipples.

The sudden release was bliss, allowing thick, white cream to flow from each nipple with no encouragement. All the questions, doubt and events of the day evaporated into a mist of pure pleasure.

Mistress was very gentle as she massaged each nipple. She needed only the lightest touch to make the milk gush. Tiffany’s orgasm came on like a tidal wave. It had been building up and held back for so long, she was desperate for this moment, where her sense of perfect joy was restored.

Mistress gently made her cum several times without making her wait for permission, then presented a sparkling object in her hand. It had a large diamond mounted to a conical silver plug.

“I’ve brought you a pretty jewel,” she said. “Because you’ve been such a good girl.”

She wiped some cream from Tiffany’s breast and rubbed it into the rosette of her bottom.

“I want you to wear it always, only taking it out when you need the bathroom,” she said.

Tiffany moaned in agreement. Mistress could ask anything of her while she was milking her nipples. She was vaguely aware of Mistress inserting the plug into her bottom. She stretched and loosened the tight muscles that restricted entrance until it slid inside.

Mistress returned both hands to her nipples and made her cum hard one last time. Then she cleaned her off with a towel and replaced the clamps.

Tiffany was in heaven again. All the silly, trivial concerns of the day were already a distant memory. She could hardly remember what she’d even been doing. She was so sleepy after all the disturbed nights, all she wanted was to close her eyes and drift into the sublime oblivion fogging her mind.

“I don’t think you’ll need a pill to sleep tonight, precious,” said Mistress, as she gave her a tender goodnight kiss.

* * *

Despite having her nipples in clamps again, Tiffany felt like a new person when she woke up the next morning. After so many days without a milking, which felt like forever considering her memory was so poor, even a small milking session had been amazing. And Mistress had given her a pretty jewel to wear in her bottom. She really was the luckiest girl alive.

She quietly sang to herself while she dressed and did her hair and make-up. As she finished applying it, she looked at herself in the mirror.

“Good morning, Tiffany. You’re going to have a lovely day. Unlike poor Abby, who has been bad, so Mistress is selling her to a new master.”

She skipped down the hallway to the dining room to join Mistress for breakfast. As usual, Mistress was already at the table, sipping her coffee and reading the news. She watched Tiffany closely as she sat down.

“Good morning, Mistress!” said Tiffany, with a broad smile.

“Good morning… Tiffany,” Mistress replied.

Tiffany began to wonder if there was something amiss with her hair or make-up, as Mistress was watching her closely. Before she could enquire about what was bothering her, the maid arrived with her fruit and warm cinnamon milk.

It was the same maid who had been cleaning the office the day before. Tiffany noticed she was walking like a duck. While it was amusing and would normally make her giggle, she knew it was because Mistress had spanked the maid for doing something wrong. No doubt her poor bottom was still bright red and burning. Mistress never held back her arm when giving anyone a spanking.

“You never cease to surprise me, Tiffany,” said Mistress. “Or should I call you… Abby?”

Tiffany felt her eyebrows knit together. Something had happened yesterday… in Mistress’s office. That was why the maid had been spanked. Why was her memory so bad that she couldn’t recall the details?

Mistress got up from the table and slowly approached her. Her head spun, trying to recall the events of the past few days. Every time she tried to grasp one, it was like trying to catch the air, always slipping through her fingers.

“The maid got a good spanking because she left my office unattended,” said Mistress, standing over her now. “You went in and read your file. I would never have known, except for the fact all the papers were out of order. After that, it was simply a matter of looking at the security camera footage to find out what had happened.”

She reached down and stroked Tiffany’s face with the back of her fingers. “Oh, I accept some of the responsibility for what has happened, precious. I’ve underestimated your strength of character. I thought I’d broken your will long ago.”

“I’m… Abby?” said Tiffany. It was coming back to her now. There had been another life before this one, when people had called her Abby, not Tiffany.

“Come, precious,” said Mistress, taking her by the arm and leading her to the black leather sofa in the dining hall. It faced enormous windows that looked out over a vista of vineyards.

She sat Tiffany down and slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders to bare her breasts. Tiffany felt the weight of two worlds weighing heavily upon her as Mistress carefully removed the clamps from her nipples. She could stay in this perfect world, where she lived a life of pure, indulgent pleasure without responsibility or want. Or she could fight, resist Mistress, and regain her former self to plan her escape.

As the milk flowed from her overfilled breasts, the simple pleasure of being touched by Mistress intoxicated her senses. Mistress straddled her, forcing her to stare into her bright amber eyes. Tiffany remembered now. That was her name. She wasn’t Mistress at all. Her name was Amber O’Shea. And she was planning to sell her to a man called Devlin Davis.

“When I first saw you at the bar, I knew you were special, Abby. You were so malleable the first time I milked your breasts, I thought you were the perfect milkmaid. I suppose it helped that you’d drunk too much wine.”

Mistress carefully pinched her nipples between her thumb and forefinger. Too much wine? Yes, that was how she knew what it felt like to have a hangover. In that former life, she’d gone to bars to drink wine, meet men and get laid. She’d never expected to become a plaything for Mistress.

“Now we have to start all over again,” said Mistress, as she lubricated Tiffany’s nipples with her sweet cream. “Look into my eyes. Let Abby drift away. Give in to the addictive pleasure of being milked.”

Tiffany drew a shuddering breath as waves of delicious joy swept through her body. Mistress’s hands were already wet with milk, allowing her to massage her breasts and tease her nipples for more. She couldn’t fight back. The pleasure was irresistible. She let out the moans she’d been suppressing as her panties went damp with the cream of her sex.

“I know now that you’re too much for another owner to handle. He only wanted you as a sex toy, a whipping toy, a body he could use for his own pleasure. It was a lot of money, Abby. More money than any other milkmaid I’ve ever trained… by a very long way.”

She paused for a moment as she held Tiffany’s orgasm in check. “This change of plans is unexpected… but not unwelcome. We’re made for one another, Abby. You can’t resist me. And I can’t resist you. When I said I loved you… I meant it.”

Tiffany swooned under her touch, losing her sense of self in the bright suns of Mistress’s eyes. She gave in to the joy of being milked thoroughly for the first time in… she didn’t know how long it had been. Time no longer mattered.

“So, I’m going to keep you all for myself. I’m going to milk you twice a day, so no part of Abby remains. Do you want that too, precious?”

Tiffany nodded as best she could. She’d been waiting for this moment for so long.

“Cum!” said Mistress.

Every part of her body gushed as a long, shuddering orgasm obliterated her sense of self. There was only pure pleasure… and cream… so much cream… flowing from her breasts, squirting from her pussy, again and again, as Mistress forced her to cum until she was spent.

Through the dreamy fog of awakening to her restored state of bliss, Tiffany saw her beloved Mistress smiling at her. She smiled back and told her how much she loved her too.

Mistress wiped the cream from the jewel in the rosebud of her bottom. “You won’t need this anymore, precious,” she said. “Would you like me to take it out?”

Tiffany shook her head. “You gave me a pretty jewel to wear. It was such a lovely gift.”

“Very well, but you have my permission to wear it only when you choose,” Mistress replied.

“Thank you, Mistress,” said Tiffany.

Somewhere, buried deep in Tiffany’s subconscious mind, Abby had helped her to make the decision to keep the gift. She needed an anchor to maintain her existence, an object to symbolise what had been done to her, even if all she had available was a jeweled butt plug.


Breast Obsessed

I first saw the girl at the mall. She was perfect. At one look, I knew we were a match made in heaven. She was shopping for lingerie and pretty clothes. It made sense. With a face and body that hot, no doubt she loved getting dolled up to drive men wild with lust. You could see it written all over them, hungry eyes, sharp breaths, hands in pockets to cover the bulge rising in their pants. She was having the same effect on me too. Hell, I was so turned on, I felt like everyone could see.

It’s a weird sensation that comes over you when you’re first hit by that magic moment of perfect attraction. She was a stranger, but I felt like I’d known her my whole life. At the same time, everything else in the world becomes unimportant. You lose all sense of your surroundings, what’s happening around you and what you were doing. All sound fades to a distant murmur. There’s only that perfect, beautiful girl, who you want more than anything else in the world.

Two things stood out as she parted the crowds like an X-rated female Moses parting the Red Sea. First, her eyes. They were a deep, rich blue, like crystal-clear cobalt framed by wild-black, long lashes. They say the eyes are everything, windows of the soul and all that, where you see true beauty. That’s all fine and good, but I was going crazy for her tits.

Let me paint you a picture. Take one red and white gingham shirt that’s at least one size too small for her bust. Forget about using the buttons to do it up. Just grab the shirt tails and tie them together in a tight knot under that incredible cleavage. While her tits were mostly covered, there was a delectable valley of perfect golden flesh on display. How deep was the valley? Deep enough to dive in and get lost in paradise.

At this stage, I wasn’t 100% sure about their shape with the shirt doing so much work to hold them in place. But I was quietly confident she wasn’t wearing a bra, as there were tiny, tantalising peaks in the fabric from the points of her nipples. But back to the shape, they were round as two melons, and judging by the jiggle, firm and full. I really have a thing for breasts. It’s somewhat of an obsession.

The way she was wearing her shirt also gave me a delightful view of her flat stomach, cute belly button and tiny waist, which only made her tits look even bigger. She finished her look with tight denim shorts. Hell, what a peach-perfect ass! And shapely legs that went on for days.

While she was parting crowds, I was also doing some parting of my own, imagining me parting her legs. I bet she had the sweetest, tightest pussy too.

Fortune favours the brave. The shy get left in the dust. So, I plucked up my courage and walked up to her like we were old friends. She tilted her head as I approached, trying to figure out where she knew me from. It made a lock of her chocolate-brown hair fall between her incredible cleavage, right where I wanted to be. I took it as a sign from heaven.

“Do I know you?” she said. Damn, she had a cute voice too. It was high-pitched, like a young girl, but soft and sweet. I bet she sounded amazing when she ripped out an orgasm.

“No, but we should rectify that,” I said. “I’m Jordan.” I extended my hand.

She looked at me coyly now, realising by the look in my eye that I was hitting on her hard, but she accepted my hand and gave it a quick shake. Mm… she had skin like sheer satin. I couldn’t wait to feel her hands exploring my body with skin that soft.

“I’m Elise,” she replied.

“Do you want to get a coffee, Elise?” I said, missing the touch of her hand already.

She gave me an apologetic smile and made some excuse about needing to get to an appointment. I asked for her number.

“Maybe some other time,” she said, continuing on her way. “See ya, Jordan.”

Damn! It was the smoothest brush-off I’ve ever experienced. And I don’t get brushed off too often as I’m quite a catch myself, albeit a very modest one. She rejected me outright, but did it in such a nice way, I was speechless. I couldn’t chase after her either. If she made a scene, mall security would have me tossed out on my ass before you could say, ‘Damn, there go those perfect titties.’

But I’m not a quitter. I would never give up on getting my hands on those tits. They were mine, she just didn’t know it yet. While we remained in the mall, it was easy to follow her without being seen. She looked back a few times, her sixth sense alerting her to the fact she was being watched, but she never saw me in the throngs of people. It helps that I’m not tall.

As expected, she wasn’t heading to an appointment at all. She exited the mall through the glass revolving doors and crossed the car park to the street. I followed. The heat of the sun hit me like a wave after the crisp, cool air conditioning of the mall. I had to drop back now I didn’t have the cover of a crowd.

So began the cat and mouse chase, done at a leisurely pace, as I followed her down the street. The grass berm was wide and planted at regular intervals with plane trees. If I saw her turn, I could slip behind their wide, grey and white mottled trunks. It helps that I have a slim build.

We walked as carefree lovers, separated by about fifty metres, away from the shops and into the suburbs, enjoying the fresh air and sunshine. Well, she was enjoying the weather. I was enjoying the sway of her perfect heart-shaped ass as she walked, with her shopping bags synchronised to her stride.

The number of lustful looks she got from the men she passed made me wonder if she was aware how stunning she looked. Was my Elise the innocent beauty she pretended to be, or did she enjoy being a naughty cock tease? Even men in passing cars turned their heads away from the road to catch a glimpse of her breasts or her long legs. She was a heart attack in a miniskirt, a car crash waiting to happen in a tight shirt.

Those men couldn’t have her. She was mine, even if she didn’t realise it yet.

After twenty minutes, she stopped at a small cottage, opened the gate and walked up the path. Hiding behind one of the plane trees, I watched her unlock the door and go inside. It was heartbreaking to lose sight of her, not to mention frustrating for my libido.

I made a note of her address and decided to come back after dark. That way, I could get closer to the house without being seen.

I came back as soon as I could. I’d dressed in blackout gear, a dark top and pants, with a ski mask to cover my head and face. There was still light from her windows, the street lamps and neighbouring properties. I shifted from shadow to shadow without alerting anyone or attracting the interest of a dog. Dogs are a menace when all you want to do is check out a girl.

Now listen, I’ve never thought of myself as a peeping tom. I don’t do this sort of thing all that often, but this girl was worth it. And boy, did she have a treat planned for me. Well, it wasn’t actually planned for me, because she didn’t know I was peeping through her window, but it felt like it from my point of view.

She was in the lounge with the sound system cranked up, playing mushy boy band love songs… Justin Bieberlake type of thing. I don’t know who it was, they all sound the same to me. Anyway, they say no girl can be absolutely perfect, so I was grateful we’d covered off her imperfections before things got serious between us.

Anyway, music aside, Elise was dancing like she didn’t have a care in the world. But she was also dancing in her lingerie. All she was wearing was a white lace bra and panties. Now, I’m fine with dancing by yourself, but I’m more rock your socks off than shaking booty to boy band pop. I did hope she’d shake her bra and panties off in the process though.

Oh, those breasts jiggled so seductively as she jived back and forth to the music. It was like she was screaming out to me to rush inside for a night of wild, red-hot sex.

I’m not one to let a girl down if she makes such a request, so I made my way to the back door. The damned thing was locked. It looked like the wild, red-hot sex was going to have to wait until tomorrow.

So, I returned to the window and watched her dance for the rest of the night. As the night went on, I knew this was no mere obsession with her breasts anymore. I was head over heels for this girl. It had to be love. I knew she loved me too. She just hadn’t quite worked that out yet.

Eventually, she finished for the night and killed the music and lights. I blew her a kiss goodnight while I watched her climb the stairs. A light went on in the room above.

“Sweet dreams, Elise,” I whispered to the window. “Tomorrow we’ll be together at last.”

I went home, totally intoxicated by lust. I wanted her so much now it actually made my body ache with desire. Unlike Elise, I didn’t have sweet dreams. I tossed and turned, feeling so aroused thinking about her I couldn’t sleep.

Masturbating didn’t help either. No matter how much I tried, I just couldn’t cum. You know that line in the Guns N’ Roses song… “Ain’t it fun when you get so high, well that you, you just can’t cum.” That was what was happening to me, except I was high on lust, not drugs. I knew I couldn’t cum because I didn’t have her next to me in bed. And that’s what I wanted more than anything else in the world.

As I mentioned earlier, I’m not a quitter. I was going to make Elise mine. She just needed more encouragement.

The next day, I put what I needed into a backpack and dressed, covering everything up with a long coat. I waited in my car a short distance down the street from her house, wearing a baseball cap and dark glasses in case she saw me.

I’m a patient person. If I want something enough, I’m prepared to wait. And I wanted Elise so much I could wait a lifetime to have her. Thankfully, I only had to wait until after lunch, when she emerged from her house. It gave me a lump in my throat.

She was wearing a skintight green shirt and a tartan miniskirt, an insanely hot combination of girlishly cute and grown-up sexy. Oh, the boys at the mall were in for one hell of a treat today. I wished I was going to be there too, but I had work to do. They could ogle her all they wanted. She’d be all mine tonight.

As soon as she was out of sight, I got out of my car and went to her back door. After thirty seconds with a lockpick, I had the door open. It’s amazing the skills you pick up when you adore breasts as much as I do. I made a point of locking the door behind me. An unlocked door looks suspicious and would make Elise uneasy if she found it. I wanted her relaxed and ready for our evening of decadent pleasure together.

Then I got out of the coat, cap and glasses and into a ski mask that completely covered my face except for my eyes. I did a quick circuit of the house, then went up to her bedroom to set up. It was a lovely room, decorated in soft pinks, with a big bed that was perfect for my needs, both before and after I had her in my arms.

As much as I wanted to go through her lingerie drawers to admire all the lovely bra and panty sets she bought at the mall, I didn’t know when she’d be back. I had to be ready.

Once I was set to go, I got under her bed to wait. As I said, I’m a patient person. I can hide under a bed for as long as it takes to get a girl. I rested my head on my bag and thought about all the fun we would have together when she got home.

Elise returned late in the afternoon. I could hear her rattling around downstairs for a while. Finally, she arrived at her bedroom and deposited a brown paper shopping bag on the floor next to the bed. It was lingerie from Panties For Princesses, an exclusive shop at the mall. They sold some damned sexy stuff, but Elise could make the paper bag look good. I enjoyed the sight of her bare calves from my prone point of view as I got myself ready.

She went to the ensuite, and I saw her legs through the doorway as she sat down on the toilet. The sight of her red G-string lowered to her ankles immediately got me aroused beyond belief. I wormed my way out from under the bed, enjoying listening to the cute tinkling sound of her pee hitting the bowl. This was my Elise. She could even take a pee and make it sound sexy.

I’d taken off my shoes so I could walk quietly across the carpet. I pressed myself against the wall beside the ensuite door. I heard her take some paper from the roll, flush and wash her hands. Good girl. I appreciate anyone with a healthy respect for hygiene.

She skipped back into the bedroom, clearly excited to unwrap her spoils from the mall. I wrapped one arm around her gorgeous flat stomach to restrain her and pressed a chloroform soaked cloth over her face. She managed a brief squeal before she went limp. I carried her over to the bed and let her flop face first onto it.

Then I got a thin silk rope and made a handcuff knot. It’s a complex knot, but worth taking the time to learn if you find yourself in a situation where you need to tie up a girl. As I say, you learn some interesting skills when you have an obsession with breasts.

Once she was nicely tied up, I stopped to admire how sexy she looked in bondage. There’s something I adore about the sight of a girl with her hands tied behind her back. I guess it’s the way it makes her breasts thrust out even more. Or perhaps it was because she looked so helpless, completely at my mercy as I decided how I wanted to enjoy her body.

While she was face down, I took the time to lift her tartan skirt to admire her ass. As I lifted it, I decided I couldn’t call it an ass anymore. This was a beautiful bottom, a perfect peach that I could have fun with all day. Damn, I wanted to give her a feisty spanking to get warmed up, but that would only delay getting to what I wanted to see the most.

I rolled her over, removed her skirt and once again felt a rush of excitement at seeing her in a tiny red thong. While it was a lovely item of lingerie, it had to go. Ah, what a splendid sight awaited me as I slid it down her legs.

Her pussy was mouthwatering. I ran my fingers over her mound. She either waxed or had permanently removed her hair, as there wasn’t any trace of stubble from shaving. And she had the cutest little lips, so small, but begging to be kissed.

I opened her legs and knelt down to sample the scent of her sex. She smelled amazing, like butterscotch and wild flowers. I could have sat there for ages, wallowing in her perfume, but if she smelled so good, it was a crime not to have a little taste. I’m a firm believer in consumer rights. Always try before you buy.

I lifted my ski mask to give my tongue a chance to dance between her lips. Damn, she tasted delicious, like the sweetest oranges you’ve ever eaten, with a hint of pee from her recent excursion to the ensuite. Yum! Tasting every part of her was necessary, including the gorgeous, tight rosette of her forbidden entrance. It was so good, my entire body was buzzing with joy.

As I licked her, she began to stir. Why are some girls so impatient? Couldn’t she see I was busy? The last thing I wanted was a hissy fit while I was sampling her pussy, so I pressed the chloroform cloth over her face so she could sleep some more.

Then I had a lovely lick, enjoying how my tongue filled her succulent little hole. She definitely wouldn’t need anything thicker than a slender handbag dildo for a sex toy. Lucky girl. She really did have it all. Apart from her taste in music. Oh, and her lack of patience.

Speaking of patience, I was doing rather well, considering I couldn’t wait to get to her breasts. But in my defense, her pussy was rather delicious. Replacing my ski mask, I set about unbuttoning her shirt. And there they were, braless and bare, two perfect globes of womanhood sitting proudly on her chest.

Her tiny brown nipples were pointing straight to heaven, where I felt like I was at this moment. With a little trepidation, I reached down to give them a squeeze. They were firm, but had a natural give as I probed them. I needed to examine her to see if they were God-given or fake.

It’s rare these days to find a girl with perfect, huge breasts who hasn’t had some help from a plastic surgeon. But here she was, with no silicone or saline at all. I’ve handled a lot of breasts in my time, but I’ve only ever handled one pair of tits as good as her divine gifts of nature. They were marvellous!

As I squeezed her with greedy, lustful fingers, I gasped. She had milk! I was sure of it. Elise was a virgin milkmaid. Oh, this was my lucky day. Breaking in a virgin milkmaid is one of the sweetest pleasures for someone as breast obsessed as me.

I didn’t wait to get started, working her nipples hard, rolling and stretching them to loosen her milk ducts. The hot and heavy action brought her round again, but this time I wasn’t going to put her back to sleep. I climbed on top of her, pinning her to the bed between my thighs, so she couldn’t roll away.

“Wha—what are you doing to me?” she said, still groggy from the chloroform.

“Shut up and be a good girl, or I’ll put you back to sleep,” I growled.

Her eyes widened in fear as she realised what was happening. I suppose it was fair enough. I did look like quite a fearsome figure dressed in black, with a ski mask over my face.

“Please, let me go,” she said, starting to struggle.

I gave her nipples a hard twist to let her know I meant business. She squealed as the pain shot through her chest.

“Oh, please don’t hurt me! I do whatever you want,” she pleaded.

“What I want is to milk you,” I said, maintaining the hard edge in my voice.

“Milk me?”

She clearly didn’t know she was full of milk. We were both in for a treat. Her hard nipples and soft breasts felt amazing as I squeezed and pumped them with my hands, slowly bringing on her milk.

She squealed and cried as I worked her breasts to the point of pain. It was natural. The first time always hurts at first. It’s much like the breaking of the hymen when a girl gets penetrated by a cock for the first time. But like that moment of pain, it came with a sweet reward. She drew a sharp breath from the shooting pain as I finally broke through. You know the look people get on their faces, like they’ve just been stuck with a pin.

But the change that swept through her body was a delight to watch as the first drops of milk beaded on her nipples. Her shallow, wincing pants calmed to relaxed breaths. I pumped her breasts harder, bringing on more milk, loving the slick lubrication of virgin cream on my hands. If I wasn’t wearing a mask, I’d lick it all up without a moment’s hesitation.

As more milk flowed, she took shuddering breaths. Yes, she was feeling the pleasure of the milking now. As well as the vanilla perfume of her milk, I could also smell the butterscotch musk of her pussy. Damn! Now there was a fine flavour combination. Can you imagine what it would be like if it was a flavour of ice cream? Pure decadent joy with every mouthful. An orgasm with every spoon.

I shelved that idea away. Always do one thing at a time. Right now, that was milking her sweet tits dry. She cried out as she had her first orgasm. Her whole body bucked beneath me, like she was receiving powerful electric shocks. I held my ground and teased more of her thick cream from her nipples. She was going to cum again and again until she ran out of milk, whether she wanted to or not.

“How are you doing this to me?” she gasped between heaving breaths.

Between you and me, I thought the answer was obvious. I was doing it with my hands. But I could also make her cum using my mouth if I wanted. That was always better once her milk was flowing though.

So, what was in this for me I hear you ask? Well, I had fun making her cum again and again. The genuine joy of milking a girl is the moment when they beg you to stop, because you’ve made them cum so many times they can’t take it anymore. It’s that old fine line between pleasure and pain. Once you make the distinction between the two blur, you’ve totally dominated that person. Torturing someone with pleasure is an experience both people enjoy, in the giving and the receiving.

She could barely move by the time she ran out of milk. It was everywhere, over her breasts and stomach, wetting the sheets, even my sleeves were soaked through. She didn’t move as I climbed off her. I stood back to admire the perfect artistry of a woman who has been milked for the first time. There were puddles of her cream everywhere, including the succulent cream of her sex. Beautiful! Eat your heart out, Picasso!

“I’ve never cum so hard or so many times,” she said, barely above a whisper. And there was the look I’d been waiting for, hopeless desire, unbridled lust, her longing to experience this heavenly pleasure again and again. She was mine.

But she was also looking at me with a remnant of fear in her eyes. After all, I was dressed in black and wearing a ski mask. I peeled it off and shook out my hair.

Her eyes widened in recognition. Well, it was nice she remembered me after brushing me off yesterday. I may not have made the right impression then, but I certainly had now.

“You’re Jordan…” she said, still in a state of disbelief, “… the girl from the mall.”

Oh, did I not mention that tidbit of information before? Sorry, that was remiss of me. But at least I told you that I’d only ever handled one pair of breasts that compared to the spectacular Elise. So I unbuttoned my shirt and let her see them.

I gave her a wink with my long eyelashes. “Well, now we know each other a little better, why don’t you tie me up and milk these gorgeous tits?”
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