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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. Oh, and a couple of beautiful, bratty femdoms too.




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


Over Milked

Doctor Erin Knight had just started her shift when the doors to the ward were flung open by two paramedics pushing a stretcher. There was a young woman on the bed, lying still, clearly unconscious. Erin swore under her breath. She already knew what had happened to this young woman before the paramedic gave his report. This was the third incident this week.

“Somebody page Doctor Alexander,” she said to the nurses on duty, as she rushed to the patient.

The young girl matched the profile, very attractive with large breasts. There were patches of fluid on the sheet covering her body. Someone had milked her so hard, she’d passed out and was now in a catatonic state. No woman could take such a severe milking, let alone a young woman forced to lactate against her will.

No doubt she had enjoyed it at first. The suspect, who had now put six women, including this one in this state, was clearly adept at seduction. There were never any injuries or signs of a struggle. But he always took it too far, milking these poor girls until they passed out. It was like he wanted to milk them so hard they would never lactate again.

Now, she had a ward filled with over milked patients who were yet to return from their traumatised state. Anyone would think they were coma patients, not young women who had been milked so hard it had taken a terrible toll on their young bodies.

“Too much of a good thing,” she said under her breath.

Her counterpart, Doctor Grace Alexander, burst through the doors. She was short of breath as she had clearly been running, despite the fact they were always expected to walk. Running caused accidents.

“More haste, less speed,” said Erin, as Grace arrived at her side.

“Sorry,” said Grace, blinking her big blue eyes as an apology. “You know how it is when we get another one.”

Erin nodded. She understood. It was their duty to protect and care for the sick and wounded, to first do no harm. But they were also women too, and compassion lay at the heart of their desire to be healers.

“Let’s get her onto a monitor and a drip. Then we can find out how severely she has been milked,” said Erin.

“I think we can already guess,” said Grace. “Let me handle the IV line.”

They wheeled the stretcher to a spare bed and assisted the paramedics to transfer the girl. In minutes, they had her on a vital signs monitor and an intravenous drip for hydration and nourishment.

Erin peeled back the sheet to examine the girl’s breasts. They would have been very full and round recently. Like all six girls in the ward, she was once very well endowed. But the severe milking had flattened her breasts, making them look like partially deflated balloons.

And for some unknown reason, none of the girls had regained their former shape or regained consciousness since being milked. She wondered what kind of cruel method the man used to milk these girls to leave them like this. As a result, they kept the ward secure. The girls weren’t even allowed visits from family or friends, not until the authorities had caught the man responsible.

“There’s not much more we can do for her now,” said Grace. “I’ll get back to my coffee, which will be cold by now.”

“I’ll join you,” said Erin. It was a good chance to catch up while they changed shifts. Erin usually took the day shift. Grace liked to work at night.

They went to the cafeteria, where Grace made them both a fresh cup of coffee.

“What kind of man does this to young girls?” said Erin.

Grace handed her the steaming mug. “How do we know it’s a man?”

“Well, it has to be a man. The first five girls were straight. I’d put money on it that the latest girl is straight too. There are no signs of force, so these girls allowed him to milk them. At first anyway.”

Grace sipped her coffee. “I don’t get why it’s such a big thrill.”

Erin felt her cheeks flush. “Well, a sensual milking feels good. Just a little though. Not too much. Not like what happened to those girls.” How could she bring herself to tell Grace she enjoyed having her breasts milked too? She loved feeling her nipples orgasm along with her pussy. “You must have tried it a few times,” she said.

Grace shook her head. “I don’t have any milk.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” said Erin.

When a girl had the gift of milk before becoming pregnant, it was easy to forget that most women who weren’t mothers didn’t have it yet. Grace was pretty enough, with large blue eyes, freckles and cinnamon hair, but she didn’t have a large bust. Even if she was blessed with milk, she wouldn’t have much. The poor girl. She would never know the pleasure of having it gently teased out by the fingers or hot mouth of a lover.

“Are you telling me that in all the time we’ve worked together, you’re one of these women who can be milked?” said Grace. “I know you don’t have any kids.”

Erin couldn’t read her expression or the tone in her voice. She sounded curious, but there was an accusatory edge to her question. Yes, she was blessed with large, milk-filled breasts. And there was nothing wrong with taking pleasure from having them milked. Just because they cared for young girls who had been abused, it didn’t make all milking wrong. That was as ridiculous as suggesting all sex was wrong for the crimes of the few.

“Well, we’ve never discussed our sex lives,” she said, giving her a non-committal answer.

Given she now knew Grace had only experienced the dark side of the fetish for breast milking, it was better to cut the conversation short.

“So, do you enjoy it?” said Grace, giving her a hard stare.

Erin realised she wasn’t getting out of the conversation so easily. “Of course. Why not? I’m sure rape counsellors also enjoy having sex too. Just because we see victims of abuse, that doesn’t mean all milking is wrong.”

Grace’s expression softened. “Sorry, I didn’t mean it to come out like that. I’m just curious to know what it feels like, as a woman.”

Erin looked at her for a long moment. Telling her about the joys of being milked would be like telling a woman without a clitoris how amazing sex felt. “It’s nice,” she said. “When a lover does it right.”

She was deliberately underselling the point. A bunch of flowers was nice. A kissy text message from a lover during the workday was nice. Holding hands and watching the sunset was nice. Getting the cream sucked out of your tits was sex on steroids.

The conversation left her quite distracted for the rest of her shift. Poor Grace had never experienced the pleasure of being milked. She’d forgotten that most women needed to get pregnant to come into their milk. But honestly, who wanted to share all that delicious cream with a baby if you didn’t have to?

It remained in her thoughts as she drove home, making her increasingly hot and bothered between the legs. All she could think about was treating herself to a naughty milking session. By the time she’d made it through her front door, she was breathless with desire and leaking from each nipple.

She went upstairs and stripped naked, knowing how much she needed some relief from the ache in her chest and the throbbing between her thighs. If only she had a lover to work both nipples at once, while they teased her clitoris with their tongue. She could only tease two out of three hardened pleasure buds as she masturbated. So, she switched between them to share the pleasure. Even the thought of all three at once was mind-blowing. Damn, it gave her one hell of a delicious aching need to cum.

Her milk flowed as she teased her nipples with her fingers, making her breasts cum with the slow onset of a much bigger orgasm. Then she strayed to her clitoris, rubbing the hardened nubbin until she squirted all over the sheets. This was the way to pleasure a woman with milk, not the cruel hard milkings that had ruined the breasts of those poor girls at the hospital.

Thinking about the girls ruined any chance of her having another orgasm. She recovered her breath, feeling lucky she could still indulge in this pleasure. If only there was a way to restore those poor girls to their senses and milk.

She took a shower to clean herself up, preoccupied by the fact no girl was yet to recover from her trauma. What had the man done to them to leave them catatonic and dried up? In all other ways, they were healthy, robust young women. Without exception, they should all be running around, living happily and getting their lovely big breasts milked every day.

She looked at her bed, with the sheets wet with her milk and pussy juice. The idea the girls could still be suffering made her feel guilty about her naughty fingering session. She took a deep breath and tried to straighten out her head. There was nothing for her to feel guilty about. Milking was a wonderful experience and any woman had the right to enjoy it, even if some people tried to abuse women with milk.

She didn’t like to call herself a milkmaid. Very few women with milk became the highly sought after pleasure slaves that took that title, willingly or otherwise. Her gift was natural and beautiful. It deserved more respect.

She tidied up her work clothes and took the wet sheets to the laundry to set the washing cycle. Then she unpacked her bag to finish her duties for the day. As she looked through her bag, she realised she’d left her pager at work. Grace was on duty, as always, as she liked the peace and quiet of the night shift. Grace would know to call her on her cellphone if she was needed.

She chewed a fingernail. But if there was an emergency of any kind, Grace would summon her with her pager. It was unfair to expect Grace would think to call her on her cell too. Erin sighed. The responsible decision was to go back to work to get it.

As she drove back to the hospital, she worked through what she knew about each girl. All the x-rays and examinations didn’t point to any specific trauma. Yet no girl had woken up from their coma and their breasts remained flat and soft, as if they’d recently been milked dry. What had this man done to their bodies to leave them in such a state?

Erin pushed open the door to the ward. “Grace, I’m so sorry! I left my—”

She stopped mid-sentence with her mouth hanging open. All the answers to her questions were answered at once. Grace stood over one girl. She’d pulled her hospital gown open to bare her breasts and was pumping her milk with a portable milking machine.

Erin’s heart thumped in her chest. “Grace? What are you doing?”

Surgical stainless steel flashed in Grace’s hand as she brandished a scalpel at Erin. “The question is what are you doing back here? You’re supposed to be off duty.”

Erin swallowed hard as Grace approached, holding the scalpel out before her. The razor-sharp tool was small, but it would cut clean and deep.

“Put the scalpel down, Grace. You’re a doctor. You know you shouldn’t be pumping that girl’s breasts.”

Grace blinked, her large blue eyes looking so innocent. “I’m curing her,” she said. “I’m curing them all. If I can’t have my breasts milked, then why should they have all the fun?” She stepped closer, in range of swinging the scalpel at Erin. “They’re not suffering. I have them all in an induced coma so they don’t feel the pain of the pump. I’ve milked them dry so many times, soon they won’t have any milk at all.”

“Grace, you don’t have the right,” said Erin, her voice thin with fear as Grace held the shining blade to her throat.

“Are you afraid of losing your milk too? Don’t resist, Erin. I’ll make it completely painless.”

Grace fumbled in her pocket with her free hand, producing a cloth folded into a square. Erin was paralysed with fear and didn't react as Grace pressed it over her face. She immediately recognised the sweet alcohol smell of chloroform as her vision darkened.

She awoke moments later. Chloroform never knocked anyone out for long. Grace had put her onto a medical bed and secured her arms in the restraints used for combative patients. She must have worked in a hurry, as she still hadn’t fitted the restraints to Erin’s body or legs.

Grace was preparing to insert an intravenous line into her vein. As Erin’s vision cleared, she saw the propofol Grace was administering to the saline drip to put her into an induced coma. Grace saw she was regaining her senses.

“It’ll all be over soon,” she said. “A few weeks in a coma and I’ll have you nicely dried up forever. You’ll have to settle for the vanilla pleasure of having your nipples sucked like most women on the planet.” She shook her head. “Think what good you could have done if you had used your gift to help hungry mouths in need. Instead, all your milk went to waste on selfish orgasms.”

Erin felt the same pangs of guilt as before, like she was supposed to feel bad about having the gift of milk. Grace was trying to justify her actions, because she had none. She was another woman who craved the forbidden pleasure, but lacked the gift. Now it had driven her to this.

Erin winced as Grace inserted the needle into her arm. “Grace, there’s no need to do this. You could get pregnant. That would bring in your milk. Once it comes in, you only need to encourage it to keep flowing. You can be milked long past your baby’s needs. Let me and the other girls go, and I’ll never say a word about this to anyone.”

Grace looked at her with ice in her eyes. “Now you’re assuming I can get pregnant too. I can’t. I’m barren. I’ll never have milk, no matter what I do.” Her face softened, taking on the familiar friendly bedside manner Erin saw day after day. “Now go to sleep. You won’t want to be awake when I milk you with the pump. It’s quite painful.”

She started up the machine and attached the two milking lines to Erin’s nipples. Immediately, she felt the savage pull on her milk. As she’d milked herself earlier, it flowed quickly, but not pleasurably as before. It was like leeches were sucking out her milk without the natural anaesthetic they used to keep their victims blissfully unaware of the vampiric assault.

She tested her restraints as soon as Grace turned her back to read the ECG monitor. In her haste, she hadn’t buckled one wrist restraint tight enough. Erin tested it, realising she could get her arm free if she had enough strength. But the pain of the milking and the slow dulling of her senses from the propofol dripping into her veins meant she had precious few moments to get free.

She closed her eyes, feigning unconsciousness, keeping an eye on Grace through veiled lids. As Grace finished noting her vital signs on her clipboard, she glanced at Erin and gave her a smug smile.

Erin fought to hold on to consciousness and to maintain her bluff through the pain of the severe milking. Both her breasts felt like they were being savagely clawed by a beast. As Grace turned to leave the ward, Erin saw purple spots before her eyes as her hold on consciousness faded.

She pulled with her remaining strength, freeing her hand. She reached over to rip the intravenous line from her other arm, then the milking lines from her breasts. She lay panting for a moment, as her senses recovered from the drugs and pain. When she felt her strength return, she reached over and freed herself from the remaining restraint.

Not caring that she was still dripping with milk from the hard pumping, she slipped out of the ward to find Grace. The evening shift was always quiet with few staff about. She knew the right thing to do was to call security. There was more than enough evidence to prove Grace was the assailant.

She saw Grace standing over an ECG monitor to note the readings. Erin clenched her jaw. Calling security wasn’t enough to satisfy her need to avenge the girls. Out of depraved jealousy, Grace had assaulted her and six innocent girls to rob them of their milk. Justice needed to be served, but not before street justice had a turn.

She padded silently across the floor until she stood behind Grace. Spinning her around, she used the element of surprise to punch her hard in the stomach. The air exploded from Grace’s lungs as her clipboard clattered to the floor.

Erin pressed her advantage, driving Grace backwards until she had her pinned against the wall. She didn’t give Grace a chance to recover her breath, knocking it out of her chest with another solid punch to the stomach.

Street justice felt good, so Erin beat the air from her lungs until Grace was so winded she couldn’t draw breath. She stood back and looked Grace up and down. It wasn’t nearly enough punishment compared to what she’d done. So she decided to slap her senseless too. Lashing Grace’s cheeks until they were bright red and burning felt very satisfying indeed. She slapped and backhanded her until her pretty blue eyes were rolling about like she was drunk.

Then she knocked the wind out of her lungs again, going back to work on her stomach. She wanted Grace to have a sore stomach for days to remind her of what she’d done. And slapping and punching her senseless turned out to be wonderfully cathartic.

As she admired her handiwork, she realised it still wasn’t enough. Grace needed to be taught a lesson she would never forget. She hauled her back to the ward and flopped her onto the spare medical bed. Unlike Grace, Erin made no mistake fitting the restraints to her wrists.

Then she kicked the pump into life, ripped open Grace’s blouse and pulled down the cups of her bra to expose her breasts. Grace had a lovely pair of pert, round breasts. Even though she had no milk, she could still enjoy the pleasure of getting her nipples teased by a lover.

But not this time. This time, she was getting pumped. And with no milk, it was going to hurt more than anything Erin could do with her fists. Despite being punch drunk, as Erin clamped the hungry teat cups to her nipples, Grace’s eyes widened with the pain. She gasped, overwhelmed by the cruel torture. Erin fitted a cloth medical muzzle over her mouth to muffle her squeals.

As Erin watched her writhe in pain, her instincts as a doctor kicked in. The Hippocratic Oath came to the forefront of her mind: first do no harm. She looked at Grace suffering on the bed with the savage machine pumping her milkless breasts. There was a certain flexibility with the oath, like times when she needed to defend her own life or the lives of others. Right now, she was subduing a dangerous woman. Most importantly, and even though she was going to punish Grace’s breasts until she passed out, her former colleague wouldn’t come to any permanent harm.


Midnight Milk

Maya withdrew her nipple from Colin’s mouth. “Mm… that should keep you happy for a few days… I hope,” she said.

He tried to get it back, but Maya had finished for the morning. He could see there was no more milk in her lovely round breasts for now. He’d greedily sucked it all out while she had taken a ride on his cock. Drinking her milk made her cum hard. When her hot, tight pussy clenched his cock in the throes of orgasm, it set him off like a rocket.

But more than the heavenly pleasure of a shared orgasm, he’d developed a craving for her cream, even though there was only ever a small taste of it each time. Her milk was thick and sweet. He loved having her hard nipple in his mouth, smelling her vanilla scent while he teased out the few precious drops of her white nectar.

“You’re not serious about no sex at all, are you?” he said.

Maya rolled her large brown eyes. “Colin, it’s only for a few days. I’d feel weird if my sister heard us doing it. Wouldn’t you?”

The fact she was still on top of him, with her large, round breasts so tantalizingly close to his mouth, didn’t help him to accept the situation. How the hell was he going to get his milk fix?

“I guess so,” he replied, even though the thought of having any family member listening to them having sex sounded creepy.

He wondered if he could ask her to express some milk and leave it in the fridge in case he had a craving. Three days with no milk was going to be tough.

“Stacy has always been a bit jealous of me. It’s an older sister, younger sister thing. I don’t want to make her feel uncomfortable. And I haven’t seen her since well before we got married. It’s only a few days.”

She looked at him, seeing he was still unconvinced by this line of reasoning.

“Well, think about it this way,” she said. “After a few days, I might have a little extra milk in the tank.”

That didn’t help the situation either. Now, the idea she might have more milk than normal made him feel desperate and horny. His current rations barely fulfilled his need. Going cold turkey for three days was going to be torture. Damn, why did Stacy have to stay with them anyway? What was wrong with her booking a hotel?

“C’mon, we should get up and get the house ready. I still have to make up the spare room and you need to do the vacuuming.”

Maya climbed off him and hid her precious milk jugs in her dressing gown. Why was she taking them away? This wouldn’t be tough. It was going to be a prison sentence. Three days in solitary confinement without a single drop of cream for comfort.

“Do you think you could leave me a little treat in the fridge… y’know, to help me get through?” he said, with a hopeful grin.

“I love you sucking my nipples, but anyone would think you have an addiction,” she said.

“Only to you, my love,” he replied, trying to look into her eyes and not at her large milk-filled breasts that were now off limits for three long days. How had life come to this?

“I’ll express some later and put it in the fridge. You’ll have to have it cold for a change.”

Colin could live with that arrangement. Twenty-three seconds in the microwave on medium heat and it would be body temperature again, how he liked it best. Not that she knew he’d worked out the exact time and temperature to best replicate it straight from her breast.

He would have to make sure it didn’t get mixed up with the normal milk. If anything happened to it, he would high and dry with a tormented cock and a craving she wouldn’t satisfy for many days. For too many days.

Perhaps he could sneak into the shower and suckle her nipples to get a fix. The sound of running water should be enough to muffle any passionate moans. Or maybe they could both wear gags, so they didn’t make any noise. No, that wouldn’t work either. He needed his mouth to suckle her milk.

“But that’s the best I can do,” said Maya. “And don’t even think about trying anything on. Otherwise you’ll be waiting weeks before I let you near my breasts again.”

Colin grimaced. It was like she could read his mind. He wondered if anyone else he knew was lactating so he could ask for a donation. It was only milk, not like he was going to have sex outside of wedlock.

They went about making the house presentable and waited for the imminent arrival of Maya’s sister, Stacy. They’d never met as she’d been travelling overseas when he’d married Maya. It was the long overdue completion of meeting her family. He snorted a laugh to himself. It was much too late for her to disapprove of him if they didn’t get along.

He waited in the lounge, allowing Maya to greet Stacy as she arrived. He felt oddly nervous and didn’t know why. Perhaps it was the thought of going without milk for three days that troubled him more than meeting a stranger.

“Colin, meet Stacy,” said Maya, leading her sister into their house.

Stacy was certainly Maya’s sister, as they had similar looks. Her hair was the colour of black coffee, and she had the same top-heavy figure, slender with very large breasts. She was a cuter, younger version of her older sister, but she had the most dazzling pale amber eyes which sparkled as she looked him up and down. A small smile formed on her full lips.

“Heya, Colin,” she said, holding out her hand. She had a cute, high-pitched voice. As a complete package, she was quite disarming.

He stepped up to accept her handshake, but she grabbed hold of him instead, embracing him like they had known each other for years. The touch of her warm body bombarded his senses, especially her firm, full breasts pressing against his chest. Her perfume made him swoon with desire as it had the unmistakable, subtle hint of sweet cream.

“Um… hi, Stacy,” he said, escaping her embrace.

Stacy looked at her sister and winked. “Oh, he’s cute! I can see why you went for him.”

Colin laughed nervously. Cute? He wasn’t hard on the eye, but no one had called him cute before, not even Maya.

“Colin, be a dear and carry Stacy’s suitcase to the spare room,” said Maya, giving him a reason to escape Stacy’s playful flirtations.

He did so, taking his time to give the siblings a chance to become reacquainted. Then he joined them in the lounge and feigned interest in their chit-chat. All he could think about was the fact there were now four milk-filled breasts in the same room. His craving swelled, as did his cock in his pants.

“I’ll get us a drink,” said Maya. “Wine?”

“Yes, please,” said Stacy.

Maya looked at him when he didn’t respond.

“Mil—marvellous,” he said, catching himself in the nick of time.

Maya shook her head and went to the cellar where they stored the wine reserved for special occasions. He gave her a wide grin, then contemplated the challenge of making conversation with Stacy without making another faux pas.

Stacy looked at him with her impish smile. He felt vulnerable to her, like she knew what he was thinking. Did she know about his addiction to milk?

“We can do the small talk thing if you like,” said Stacy, aware he was nervous. “I’ll start. So, what do you do?”

“Um… I run a bookshop,” he said.

“Oh, cool! That must be like having your own personal library. It’s great how bookshops are becoming trendy again.”

“How about you?” he said, wanting Maya to return with the wine. A glass might help to settle his nerves and loosen his tongue. As long as he didn’t bring up the subject of milk.

“Oh, amongst other things, I’m a homewrecker,” she said, with cheerful enthusiasm.

He frowned. “What, like demolition or something?” How could such a petite figure of a woman handle the heavy-duty labour of demolition work? More to the point, how could any demolition crew get any work done with her on the team? The men would spend all day ogling her breasts.

She giggled at his response. “No, silly, what I do is break—”

She stopped mid-sentence as Maya returned with the wine.

“Don’t let me kill the conversation,” said Maya.

Colin cleared his throat. It was dry, needing a glass of wine, or more importantly, a mouthful of sweet milk. “We were swapping jobs. Stacy was saying she’s a—”

“Beauty therapist,” said Stacy, finishing his sentence. She winked at him and pursed her lips, like she was about to laugh or kiss him.

Colin was quite confused. At least the next few days wouldn’t be dull. Stacy appeared to have quite a mischievous streak, like she enjoyed being playfully naughty.

They sipped wine, moved onto a second bottle and whiled away the evening before dinner. Maya and Stacy did the bulk of the talking, catching up on family gossip. Colin was content to sit quietly and nod every now and again, allowing the wine to dull his senses.

While Maya served the meal, Stacy kept looking at him as if she wanted to burst out laughing. He couldn’t work out what she found so funny. He gratefully tucked into the small bowl of seafood chowder as Maya set it on the table.

“Oh, this is yummy! So creamy!” said Stacy. She glanced at him with a knowing look in her eye.

He swallowed, feeling exposed again.

The rest of the meal passed without incident and they returned to the lounge for after-dinner drinks and more conversation. Maya and Stacy could talk their heads off. It was hard to keep up with everything they were discussing. Stacy’s comment about the soup, and the way she’d looked at him as she’d said it, played on his mind. So creamy! She’d said it in a flirtatious way, like she was referring to another kind of cream. It was making his cock ache and his mouth water for even a tiny sip of milk.

As the evening wore on, the girls eventually tired, so they all turned in for the night. Maya fell into a deep sleep as soon as her head hit the pillow. She always slept heavily after a few glasses of wine, and she’d consumed more than her normal quota.

Colin lay awake in the darkness, staring into the void. He couldn’t sleep. He felt wired. So creamy! Stacy’s comment went round and round his head like a maddening mantra. All he could think about was her milky scent, the size of her breasts and his growing need for some milk. He realised the next few days were going to be harder than he expected, but in an entirely different way.

After a while, he gave up trying to sleep. Maya had told him there was a sip of milk in the fridge, so he decided to indulge his craving. Perhaps then he could get to sleep. He slipped out of bed and tiptoed down the stairs to the kitchen, feeling like a thief in the night.

He opened the fridge and looked about for the clear plastic cup she used to express. Despite all the delicious treats, he couldn’t see the one he wanted the most anywhere at all. He was sure Maya had told him she’d expressed some and put it in the fridge, so where the hell was it?

“What are you looking for, Colin?” said a woman in the darkness.

Colin started, rattling the fridge door as he spun about. He saw Stacy sitting at the kitchen table in the column of yellow light coming from the fridge. She was wearing a sheer black wrap-around nightdress that revealed the two half-moons of her breasts. She was holding the cup Maya used to express her milk.

“This?” said Stacy, holding up the cup. There was an inch of milk in it, enough to stave off his craving until morning.

She unscrewed the lid and put the cup to her nose. “This is breast milk,” she said. “I’d recognise it anywhere, and I think you know why.”

“Maya left it for me,” he said, reaching for the cup. What the hell was she doing up and why did she have his milk?

“Oh, Maya has milk? Is this all she makes?” Stacy snorted a laugh. “My big sister, the golden girl who is so good at everything… and all she can make is this tiny amount of milk? There’s barely a mouthful.”

“Please… give it to me. I need it,” he said.

Stacy giggled. The light from the fridge flashed in her pale amber eyes. Then she raised the cup to her lips and swallowed the milk in one mouthful.

Colin drew a sharp breath as he watched his precious milk disappear.

Stacy licked her lips. “Not bad. But not as sweet as mine though. And I have so much more. I could fill this cup many times without running dry.”

She put the cup on the table and stood up, approaching him slowly as she held his gaze. As she entered his personal space, she gave him her mischievous smile. She reached into her nightdress to tease one of her nipples. Colin watched in stunned silence, unable to escape her magnetic amber irises.

She withdrew her hand. He saw the thick drop of cream on her fingertip. She held it up to his face, so he could smell its sweet scent. He opened his mouth, eager to receive it.

“I could tell you were addicted from the moment we met,” she said. “Are you willing to get home-wrecked for a little cream?” She held her finger closer, so his nose filled with the sweet vanilla scent, then quickly put her finger into her mouth to lick it clean. “Of course you are! How could you resist? Oh, this is going to be so much fun!”

“I—I need the milk. I have to have it,” he said, his entire body aching with desire for her nipple and a taste of her cream. He knew he was about to take the fastest descent into madness, and he wanted it more than anything else in the world.

Stacy smiled. “Maya never knew why all her boyfriends dumped her when we were young. That’s because I stole them from her. Every single one. You see, she was the eldest, the golden girl who could do no wrong. So I became her personal homewrecker. Now I’m going to home-wreck you too.”

She grabbed him by the arm. The fridge door rattled as he lost hold of it. She led him to the lounge in the dim light of the street lamps outside. Pressing her fingers to his chest, she shoved him onto the couch. His body felt like jelly, powerless to resist her as her milky perfume overwhelmed his senses. The only part of his body that was hard was already sticking up between his thighs.

Stacy straddled him, giggling softly, enjoying being in complete control of the situation. He felt her hand slip through the vertical fly of his pyjama shorts to free his throbbing erection. Before he could object, she was easing his cock into her hot, tight and very wet pussy.

He grunted as she worked him inside her. She was incredibly tight, like she was gripping him with her fist.

“Oo, yes, it takes a bit of work to get it in. I have the tightest pussy,” she said. “It’s so tight, I can’t handle anything larger than five inches, so it’s good you’re not very big. But being so tight, I can have lots of fun when I squeeze you inside me.”

She gave him a demonstration, gripping and clenching his cock with her powerful pelvic muscles. He choked, gasping for breath. It felt like he had his cock in a vice. It was incredible and painful at the same time. He told himself he could endure it, as long as she fed him her milk.

“Milk…” he grunted, like a man in a desert who had seen an oasis in the distance, knowing his lifesaving drink is still out of reach.

“No, I want to play with you for a while. I want to squeeze your cock. It feels good now, but I’m going to squeeze you so hard, it’ll be sore for days. Imagine how much fun we’re going to have together. You’re going to get home-wrecked and wake up with a cock that’s so sore, you won’t be able to get an erection for days.”

She gripped him again, knocking the breath from his lungs as she clamped him hard enough between her thighs to give his cock a dull ache.

“So that’s your choice. If you want my milk, you have to let me give you the sorest cock you’ve ever had. You might even need to put it in a little plaster cast after I’ve broken it. I’ll even sign it for you.” She giggled.

“Milk!” he said, his voice ragged with desperate desire.

She gripped him tighter between her thighs. It felt like she was going to tear off his cock and suck it inside her, but he didn’t care as she opened her nightdress to expose her full, round breasts.

Putting her nipple to his mouth, she rode him while she clenched him as hard as she could with her pussy. He sucked greedily as milk flowed into his mouth. She had so much cream, he was taking gulps at a time. And it was sweeter than Maya’s milk, more addictive. In one mouthful, he knew there was no going back.

“How are you enjoying getting home-wrecked by your sister-in-law?” said Stacy. She giggled gleefully as she rode him, wrecking his marriage and his cock with the vice-like grip of her pussy.

She had so much milk, his head was exploding with joy, dulling his awareness of what was happening below his belt. He felt his balls tighten with the desperate need to cum, but the way she was squeezing his cock hurt. She had full control of his orgasm and wasn’t allowing him to reach his peak.

“I can feel you throbbing, but you don’t get to cum unless I want you to cum,” she said. “And I don’t think I want you to cum tonight. I just want to break your cock and leave you sore between the legs for days. How are you going to explain that to Maya?”

She switched him to her other nipple. Her delicious cream flowed into his mouth and he sucked at it, not caring what she was doing to his manhood.

“I have two breasts that need emptying, so that gives me plenty of time to punish your poor cock senseless. I just love being a naughty cock crusher. And you can’t do anything about it, because you’re addicted to my milk.”

She squeezed him harder. He winced, but couldn’t stop drinking. Her milk was sweet, creamy and so moreish. She rolled her hips, pulling, stretching and punishing his cock, so he felt the ache right through his hips.

“So what are you going to do, Colin? Are you going to confess and hope she forgives you? Or are you going to run away like a coward and let me tell her lots of naughty lies? Either way, your marriage is over, because even if she forgives you, you’ll never enjoy having sex with her again, now you’ve tasted my milk.”

She pumped him harder, grinding on him while she squeezed him as hard as she could in her furnace of pleasure and pain. Stacy’s pelvic muscles were like steel, unrelenting in her determination to crush his cock while she held him captive with her milk. Seeing the anguish on his face in the dim light, she smiled, knowing he’d accepted his fate.

“Oh yes! That’s wonderful! Home-wrecking you is so good, I’m going to cum!”

He felt the rush of hot juices flooding his cock as she orgasmed. While he was aching to cum too, she clenched him even harder as she shuddered in release, preventing him from reaching a peak. She bucked hard as she enjoyed using him for her pleasure, painfully pulling at his cock. He strained with the need to cum, but she denied him right to the end.

Then she took her nipple from his mouth, closed her nightdress and climbed off him. She stroked his cheek with her fingertips, leaving him with milk running down his chin and an aching, unsatisfied cock.

“I enjoyed that so much,” she said. “If only we could get to do it again. But somehow, I think this is the last time we’ll ever see each other. Nighty-night, Colin. Have plenty of sweet, creamy dreams!”

She disappeared into the darkness, leaving him stunned as he recovered from his fit of mad desire for her milk.

As his cock softened, he realised just how sore he was going to be for the next few days. It felt like a bus had reversed over it several times. Stacy had been very thorough in her work. No matter what happened, his relationship with Maya would never be the same again. She’d ruined his desire for his wife’s milk.

There was only one course of action that remained. He had to find some spare clothes, pack a bag and check himself into rehab first thing in the morning. He didn’t care what Stacy told Maya. He’d allowed his sister-in-law to screw him to satisfy his addiction to breast milk. It was best he was out of her life. Maya was a good woman, and she deserved a much better man than him. The only question was how long Stacy would let her sister keep him.


Double Cream

Claire had a hot date and couldn’t decide what to wear. She was extra nervous because she was going out with another girl. After trying boys for a while, she had decided they were good company, but were hopeless at having sex. Young men were too eager. They didn’t know how to treat a girl right. And with their overactive hormones, they came too soon. Most times, they couldn’t get their cocks out of their pants before they were pumping out their load. Sometimes, it was a curse to be a hot, busty blond. She only wanted to get her pussy properly pleasured. Was it too much to ask?

There were two options: try an older man with more experience and stamina, or find out what girls had to offer. She was curious about both. As a college student, she was always around lots of tight-bodied girls who were also eager to experiment. If girls didn’t work out, there were a few older men that took her interest too.

Naturally, as she had arranged a date with a girl, she wanted to look her very best. That included her lingerie. Girls noticed those things, unlike guys, who were too damned eager to get to the goodies and paid no attention to the wrapping. They couldn’t learn that no matter how good the goodies were, the thrill was in the unwrapping. It spoiled the fun of foreplay. Imagine getting all your Christmas presents without the mystery of shiny wrapping paper.

As she went through every bra and panty set in her drawers, she couldn’t find one that suited her slinky black dress. Female arousal was a fine-tuned sensation, needing the perfect harmony of sight, scent and sound before the other senses came into play. They were necessary to make second base.

Then, taste and touch came into play. First, the sweet taste of kissing. After, there was the intimate pleasure of being touched during the slow, erotic experience of being undressed. Good grooming was also of utmost importance when making love to another girl. Any lover should floss before, not during, cunnilingus. She would have to remember to shave her pussy if she wanted to get it thoroughly licked. And she wanted that very much indeed.

Apparently girls were much better at licking pussies than boys. Not only did they have soft lips and hot tongues, they knew how lick a girl to make her squirt. Because that was how they liked to be licked too.

So, to make sure she got her pussy licked, she resorted to Plan B. It was useful being an identical twin, as her body had developed exactly the same way as her sister, Chloe. It afforded certain benefits, like being able to borrow one another’s clothes and know they would be a perfect fit. Plus, Claire knew if Chloe looked sexy in an outfit, she would too.

Chloe was still at college, so she went into her bedroom and looked through her lingerie drawers. Hunting around, she found the most daring bra and panty set. There were eyelets in the cups of the bra, so the wearer’s nipples were exposed. The panties weren’t much more than a slip of fabric with spaghetti-thin waistbands. It was utterly perfect, as her nipples would show through her tight dress, making her look aroused. Girls noticed those things.

She stripped off her clothes and pulled on the panties, aware she would need to shave her pussy to look good in them too. There was nowhere to hide in such revealing panties. They looked gorgeous, showing a generous portion of her pubic mound. They were the perfect invitation for a long, sensuous licking.

She gasped as she pulled on Chloe’s bra. Her breasts were way too small for it. Although she had a generous bust, there was spare room in the cups and the fabric hung loose. It didn’t look sexy at all. It was a bra that demanded big breasts that looked like they were going to burst free at any moment. How could this be? She and Chloe had always been the same cup size, a natural DD. Although it had been a while since she’d worn one of Chloe’s bras, she’d done so many times before without any problem at all.

She took off the bra and checked the label. It was a FF cup, two full cup sizes larger than her own breasts. She checked through all the bras in the drawer. There was no mistake. They were all FF cups.

It wasn’t possible that Chloe had secretly had a boob job. They lived together. Claire would’ve known if that had happened. No wonder Chloe looked so stunning right now. They were both knockout blonds with big, bright hazel eyes, but with huge boobs, Chloe looked like a barbie doll sex fantasy. Claire had assumed she looked the same way too. Now she knew that wasn’t true.

Claire felt like she’d been dealt an unfair hand in life. They were supposed to be identical twins. Now she knew that wasn’t the case, why had she been the one to miss out on having two huge breasts? They looked gorgeous. As a girl with very sensitive breasts and nipples, having them teased was as good as having someone pleasuring her pussy. So bigger boobs gave a lover more to play with and more pleasure for her in the handling.

She stopped and thought about this revelation. There was only one plausible explanation. After nineteen years of identical development, such a significant transformation wasn’t possible. Chloe had to be stuffing her bras.

Although Claire couldn’t find foam rubber or silicone inserts, girls could make their breasts look bigger by stuffing a wad of tissues or a pair of spare socks into their bra. She had no reason to feel jealous, but she wanted to find out why Chloe looked like she had bigger breasts.

At that moment, she heard the front door open. She closed the drawers and exited Chloe’s room before she came upstairs.

“Heya,” she said, as they passed in the corridor.

“Hey, sis,” said Chloe, as she went to her room to drop her college bag.

Claire took a moment to look Chloe up and down. Damn, her figure looked amazing with larger boobs. She was slender and nubile, but the curve of her hips and the two melons on her chest gave her a sexy, voluptuous appearance. It was an incredible mix. With her pretty doll-like face and big hazel eyes, she looked like red-hot sex in a miniskirt and a tight shirt.

Her bra had to be padded. But how could she find out without asking Chloe a direct question about it?

“You’re looking great, sis. Are you wearing something new?” she said.

Chloe looked back as she went to close her door. “These old things? No, I’ve had them for ages. Why?”

“Oh, no reason.” Claire found it difficult to ask Chloe outright why her breasts were so much bigger. She didn’t know why. But she still wanted to find out what her twin sister was doing to look so damned hot.

She waited for Chloe to change and leave her room. Chloe always made herself one of her green smoothies when she got home from college. It would keep her busy for a few minutes. Claire returned to her room and put her phone on top of her dresser, angling the camera to get a wide view of the bed.

Then she went to her bedroom, opened her laptop and connected her phone to her streaming software. The angle was good, giving her a view of Chloe’s bed, make-up table and wardrobe. As soon as she changed into her nightdress, Claire would find out the truth.

Happy her little snooping setup was ready, she went downstairs to join Chloe in the lounge. She was watching television and sipping her green smoothie. They were full of the strangest ingredients, like spinach, oats, herbs, nuts and milk. Claire had tried one once and didn’t understand the appeal, but Chloe drank these smoothies at least twice a day, like her life depended on it.

She sat down where she could surreptitiously watch Chloe instead of the television. Her bra was smooth beneath her tight shirt and didn’t look stuffed. Chloe finished her drink and got up to leave.

“Are you not watching the end of the show?” said Claire.

“No,” said Chloe, sounding light and breezy. “I’ve got things to do in my room.”

She put her glass in the kitchen and went upstairs. Claire counted to ten, then followed her up to the bedrooms. She opened her laptop, connected to her phone and waited for the show to begin. Hopefully, Chloe wasn’t going to study, otherwise the show was going to be rather dull.

To her relief, it looked like Chloe had no intention of going anywhere near her books. She lay two towels over her bed, then disappeared. Claire heard her passing in the corridor on her way to the bathroom. She lowered the lid of her laptop in case Chloe popped into her room. She heard Chloe returning, humming softly to herself like she was excited about getting up to something naughty.

When she appeared on the live stream again, Claire saw she was holding a basin of steaming water and her shaving gear. Claire fanned her face with her fingers. It was rather exciting to see Chloe shave herself. It was kinky, triggering the hot and bothered feeling between her legs. Shaving was such a sensual pleasure.

Chloe stripped off her skirt and pulled down her panties like she was performing a ritual. She rolled them into a loose ball and put them to her nose, inhaling the sweet scent of her sex. Claire drew a sharp breath. If Chloe had damp panties, her look of delight at the scent meant she was turned on by what she was about to do.

“Yummy!” said Chloe, taking a second deep breath.

She lay on her bed, spreading her legs to apply shaving foam to her pussy. She took the greatest care to remove all the fine blond regrowth until she was perfectly smooth all over. Then she cleaned herself off with a towel.

Claire swallowed, feeling aroused at the sight of Chloe’s gorgeous, clean-shaven pussy. Hers would look that good too if she could see herself as she saw Chloe now. With no hair, her perfect tiny lips had nowhere to hide. They looked like they needed a good, long  licking to honour the grooming.

Chloe stroked her smooth mound for a few moments, enjoying the sensation of a fresh shave. Then she unbuttoned her shirt. Claire clasped her hands together. This was the moment of truth. Chloe pulled her shirt free, exposing her huge boobs in their skimpy white lace bra. Where was the room for all the padding in such a skimpy bra? There was barely enough of it to hide her nipples.

Her heart raced at the idea she didn’t want to consider, as Chloe unhooked the wings to slip the bra from her shoulders. She tossed it aside. Claire gasped. There was no padding at all. She had two enormous, round breasts that defied gravity and barely had a crease where they fell. Her twin sister had much bigger boobs than she did. How was this possible?

The answer presented itself as Chloe lay back on her bed. She reached under her pillow and took out a clear plastic cup with a hand pump attached. She fitted the teat to her left nipple and started to work the handle. She pumped slowly, as if she wanted to make her bedroom activities last as long as she could.

As the first squirts of milk were drawn into the cup, she reached between her legs and fingered her clitoris. In seconds, her breathing became fast and shallow as she started to moan. Chloe was lactating! That was how her breasts had filled out so much. But more than that, she was enjoying expressing her milk. It gave her great pleasure. Her glistening pussy lips confirmed it did as her juices flowed there too.

Claire’s pussy tingled at the sight of her twin giving herself such intimate pleasure. She was turned on and jealous at the same time. By the time the cup was full of white nectar, Chloe arched her back and bucked her hips, biting her lip as her orgasm shuddered through her body. Claire looked on in wonder, having never orgasmed that way herself. And now she’d seen it, she wanted it too.

Chloe sighed, unscrewed the lid of the pump and took a sip of her milk. Then she dipped her finger into the cup and rubbed milk onto her clitoris and then more on her nipple. Taking her breast on her palm, she raised her nipple to her mouth and began to drink, while she rubbed her milk into her sex.

Claire’s eyes felt like they were going to pop out of her head as she watched. Not only had her twin orgasmed like she was getting the greatest sex of all time, she was going to cum again. Chloe repeated the ritual, putting more milk on her pussy and breast, before returning to drink from herself and tease her clitoris.

Hell, it was so unfair! Why did her sister get to enjoy such sweet pleasure and not her? If only there was a complaint line to the creator. She’d be asking how the hell this had happened and demanding immediate action.

At that moment, as if there was some higher power involved, Chloe sat up and looked directly at the phone.

“Claire, I know you’re watching. Why don’t you close your laptop and come into my room for a better view?”

Claire’s cheeks flushed. She buried her face in her hands with the shame of having been caught peeping. She couldn’t pretend she wasn’t spying on Chloe. She had to face her sister.

With her head downcast, she shuffled into Chloe’s room. Instead of looking angry, Chloe was smiling at her.

“I saw your phone as soon as I walked into my room and I noticed you’d been through my bra drawer,” said Chloe. “I guessed you would figure it out eventually. Did you enjoy my little show?”

“It’s so unfair. You look so sexy with your big boobs and I’ve never seen a girl orgasm so hard.”

“That’s because milking your breasts feels amazing,” said Chloe. “It’s even better when a lover does it while you’re having sex. That makes me squirt.”

“Did you get pregnant?” said Claire, knowing full well that Chloe didn’t date guys. And there was no way she could be pregnant without showing.

“No, some girls are just naturally milky.”

“We’re the same in every way, so why aren’t I milky too?” said Claire.

Chloe got off her bed. She looked sizzling hot naked, with her boobs dripping with milk and her pussy dripping with cum. She approached Claire and started to unbutton her shirt.

“You have it too,” she said. “You just have to encourage it a little to get started. Then, with the right diet and regular pumping, you’ll be as milky as me. Is that what you want?”

Claire didn’t need to think it over. She nodded her head and helped her sister to get her out of her clothes.

“Then let’s make it special,” said Chloe, helping her onto the bed where she’d been a moment ago.

She opened Claire’s legs and retrieved her shaving gear. Claire couldn’t hide her arousal as Chloe gave her the most sensuous shave. There was nothing practical about it. Every stroke of the razor was delivered to give her pleasure, to get her hot and wet. Once Chloe had cleaned her off, she leaned between her legs and breathed deeply through her nose.

“Yummy!” she said. “Girls smell so delicious, don’t you think? I could sit here and bathe in the scent of your sweet pussy all day.”

Chloe looked her in the eye. There were no secrets between twins. They both knew how the other thought, as if they could read minds. Chloe wanted to cross the line to indulge in the forbidden. And now she was on the precipice, she realised she wanted it too.

“Do what you want with me,” she said, her voice ragged with desire. “Milk me senseless.”

Chloe smiled as she took Claire’s nipples between her thumb and forefingers. She stretched and kneaded them, not allowing them to harden to points. Once they were pliable and loose, she dipped her fingers in the cup of milk to make her nipples slick, so she could give them a more vigorous massage.

Claire felt the pleasure welling in her with every tug and pull. Her pussy was on fire, like Chloe could magically stimulate her clitoris through her nipples.

“I think you’re ready,” whispered Chloe.

She leaned down and licked each of Claire’s nipples. Claire gasped with each swipe of Chloe’s tongue as her pleasure intensified. Chloe reached between her legs and found her clitoris with her finger. Her sister knew her body as well as she did, perhaps better, now she’d unlocked the hidden treasure of her milk.

“Please don’t make me cum, not yet,” said Claire in a tiny voice. “I want to cum like you did.”

“Shh… it’s just a little pleasure to offset the pain. The first time always hurts a bit.”

Then Chloe bit her nipple hard. She squealed as the stinging bite shot through her breast. It was offset by the incredible teasing between her legs, as the pleasure overwhelmed the pain. Chloe bit her other nipple, holding it between her teeth for as long as Claire could take the pain. The pleasure between her legs and the pain in her breast merged as one.

“Now you get to cum,” said Chloe, releasing her nipple.

She picked up the cup of milk and hand pump, inserted the tube into Claire’s pussy and poured milk from the cup until the milk flowed from her lips.

“Yummy!” said Chloe, lowering herself to Claire’s sex.

As Chloe’s tongue glided between her folds, sending jolts of pleasure through Claire’s hips, she took each of her nipples and released her cream.

Claire was stunned by the sensations ripping through her body. She couldn’t move or speak. Every part of her body buzzed with joy as her sister tortured her with intense pleasure. Chloe gave her no respite, working her nipples and pussy all at once, drawing out her milk, teasing her clitoris with her hot mouth, lapping up all her sweet juices.

Beyond her control, she arched her back. Her hips bucked as her orgasm hit her like a thunderbolt. She lost focus. She couldn’t breathe or think. There was only pleasure, shooting through her body in waves as her sister made her orgasm last for as long as Claire could take it. If it were possible to pass out from pleasure, Chloe took her as close to the edge as was possible.

Claire gasped as Chloe finally withdrew her fingers and tongue. She sucked in deep breaths, like she’d been underwater beyond her ability to hold her breath. Such intense pleasure defied belief until she had experienced it for herself.

As she came to her senses, she saw Chloe sitting next to her on the bed. She was giggling, enjoying what she’d done.

“Didn’t you have a date tonight?” she said, as if nothing had happened. “Weren’t you excited about getting a little girl on girl action?”

“I—I think I’m off the dating scene for a while,” she replied.

“I think so too,” said Chloe. “It takes a lot of work to fully bring on your milk. You need experienced hands and an artful tongue to reach your true potential. I think we’re both going to have our hands full for a while. And our mouths. And our pussies too.”

Chloe leaned down and kissed her. Her lips tasted of sin. They were sweet as honey, with the fruity musk of pussy juice and the luxurious creaminess of breast milk. Claire opened her mouth to receive her sister’s tongue. Sin had never tasted better.


The Stalker

There is a big difference between someone looking your way and being watched. On the surface, they appear the same. When you are being watched, the hair prickles on the back of your neck. You develop a compulsion to look over your shoulder to see if someone is behind you. Shivers run down your spine. You feel naked, vulnerable, like the prey of a yet unseen predator.

At this moment, Desiree was feeling all those emotions. She was also acutely aware of what they implied. She was being watched. It had been happening now for days. But who was watching her and what did they want?

If she had fewer suspects, her problem might be easier to solve. But with hundreds of students, teachers and college staff about, there was no way to identify her stalker in the crowd. She couldn’t continue with her studies today. It totally crept her out and she just wanted to return to the safety of her own home.

The feelings persisted as she started the half-hour walk to her small home in the suburbs. She fought the desire to look over her shoulder to see if she was being followed. Instead, she changed her route, allowing herself more opportunities to cross the road. That meant she could look both ways without tipping off her stalker to the fact she knew she was being followed.

She saw a young mother with a pram. Further down, two other college students, a brother and sister, as they had different gender versions of the same face. There was a young man in a grey pinstripe suit and an older man with sunglasses and a tweed jacket. Nearby, an attractive middle-aged woman in a skirt suit was talking on her phone.

Her sixth sense told her the stalker was the older man wearing sunglasses and a tweed jacket. He was trying too hard to stroll with a relaxed gait. She increased her pace. If he was following her, then he would have to pick up speed too.

People came and went as she continued her roundabout journey, but the older man remained on her tail. It had to be him. She’d taken so many zig-zagging detours, no one in their right mind would walk the same route by chance.

She wondered if she should confront him. She’d looked him over each time she had crossed a street. He looked like he was in his forties, a ruggedly handsome dark-haired man who would have been a lady-killer in his youth. Now he had the mystique of an older man who had seen and done things she could only imagine. He also looked like he was fit, healthy and strong. No, confronting him was a bad idea. He could easily overpower her if he took offence to unfounded accusations.

As she neared her home, she picked up her pace to a jog, not looking back to see if he was following. She raced up her stairs to the front door, opened it and locked it behind her. Now in the safety of her home, she fell against it, panting from fear and exertion as she tried to calm her nerves.

The need to find out if he had followed her was overwhelming. Dropping her bag, she ran up the stairs to her bedroom, which faced the street. Peeping through a crack in the curtains, she saw the man across the street. He was standing still, facing the house, looking up at her window, as if he knew she was there.

He removed his sunglasses as a crooked smile formed on his lips. She drew a sharp breath, recognising him at last. He was a professor who worked in the science building. She didn’t know his name as she was an arts major, but she’d seen him around the campus. Her heart pounded in her chest as he stood dead still, staring up at her window as if he knew he was staring into her wide, terrified eyes.

She had to turn away, as his continued presence was stealing her breath. She fell onto her bed, gasping for air. Why had he followed her home? What did this man want with her? What was she going to do now? Her mind raced with dozens of other questions, which had no answers. How could she avoid such a man when they both attended the same institute every day? It seemed inevitable their paths would cross.

Wondering if he was still there, she crept back to the window and peeked through the gap in the curtains. The street was empty. Feeling relieved and a little braver, she pulled them wide to get a better view down the street. It appeared he had gone.

She sucked in a deep breath to calm her heart. It was racing so fast it sounded like someone pounding a drum. As she turned away from the window, she caught sight of herself in the mirror. Her large brown eyes were wide, and her usually golden skin was pale.

At the same time, she questioned her choice of clothes. No wonder the college professor had followed her home. With her figure, wearing miniskirts and tight cashmere sweaters was asking for trouble.

Although she liked looking like a sexy minx, to a man like that, she was a naughty cock tease showing off her huge breasts and long, shapely legs. She was a reminder of what he couldn’t have anymore. And wearing her blond hair in pigtails didn’t help either, as it only added to her cute, innocent look. She was a walking advertisement for the attention of a perverted stalker like him.

But how else was a girl supposed to get guys interested? There were plenty of girls walking around campus showing off their tight, nubile figures and long legs. Why didn’t the creepy professor stalk them instead?

Stalkers were usually known to their victims. They were motivated to torment and dominate them for revenge, out of resentment or to get some attention.

But she didn’t know him. So that made this man a predator. He was stalking her for sexual gratification and to control her through fear. Perhaps he was also a sadist and wanted to hear her scream as he tortured her with cruel punishments. But one fact was certain with a predator. He would plan his attack, rehearse it and have sexual fantasies about it. He was very dangerous if she had taken his interest.

She pulled the curtains closed, but it wasn’t enough to make her feel safe again. Even though it was late afternoon and the sun was still high in the sky, she went to every room in the house, pulling the curtains closed. In the security of near darkness, she felt safe again. Now she knew what it felt like to be a frightened mouse, hiding in the shadows to escape a tomcat. Her tomcat was hell-bent on toying with her, to wear her down so he could use her body for his depraved gratification.

She wondered if she should call the police. What would she say? She didn’t know his name, and so far, he had done nothing more than follow her home and look up at her window. They would probably tell her she was paranoid and to stop wasting their time. Or perhaps, to put on more clothes.

She went to the front door to check she’d locked it and to secure the safety chain. Then she went to the back door. As she entered the laundry, she stopped dead in her tracks. It was ajar and swaying in the breeze. Cold fear knotted her stomach. She gasped. Perhaps she hadn’t closed it properly when she’d put the laundry out in the morning. She pressed it closed and turned the keyless tumbler to lock it.

As she returned to the lounge, the reality of the situation hit her hard. Her stalker could be in the house with her now. He could be waiting around the corner, ready to pounce. How could she hope to defend herself? He looked like he was in good shape and had the size and strength to overpower her. Desperate for any defence, she hurried to the kitchen and grabbed a knife from the block.

She returned to the lounge and flicked on the lights. Her breathing was shallow and her heart was racing. There was nobody waiting in the shadows. She began searching the rest of the house, room by room, with the knife held out in front of her, ready to strike. She left all the lights on, now needing them for comfort.

Finally, she returned to the kitchen and returned the knife to the block. She concluded that she must have left the laundry door open. She’d developed a bad habit of kicking it closed while carrying the laundry basket. It was a habit she would have to break.

Too wired to eat, drink or relax, she tried to remember where she’d put her phone when she’d come home. If she could get one of her girlfriends to come over, she knew she would feel more secure. She retraced her movements. She recalled she had gone straight to her bedroom after coming home. Her phone had to be upstairs on her bedside table.

She ran up the stairs like her life depended on it. As she entered her bedroom, the hairs prickled on the back of her neck and a shiver shot down her spine. He was here!

As she opened her mouth, he grabbed her from behind. He clamped his hand over her mouth, suppressing her scream. She struggled, but it was futile. He was much too strong for her.

He carried her to the bed and pushed her face down onto the mattress. She couldn’t stop him as he tied her wrists behind her back. The rope was soft, but the knots were tight.

“Get off me, you dirty pervert!” she yelled into the mattress.

He laughed. It was a cruel chuckle, like he enjoyed being insulted that way.

Now he’d tied her up, he rolled her over. She saw his face at last. It was the professor from college. Her instincts had been correct. She looked into his dark eyes, confirming her feeling that he’d seen and done things she could only imagine. He had the eyes of a man with a lust for the forbidden, a man who took what he wanted without asking and then tossed people aside when he was satisfied.

“Let me go, you dirty pervert,” she whispered, barely able to draw enough breath to speak.

“You have a filthy mouth for a girl with such pretty lips. How about we fill it up so you can’t speak?” he said, unzipping his pants.

As he pulled his cock through the vertical fly of his briefs, she saw he was already hard. She gasped at the size of it. She’d seen a few cocks already, but none of the boys she’d dated were anywhere near as big. And it was so thick it looked unmanageable. Big cocks were good, but some were too big. He had the cock of a man who could only punish a woman because of its size.

He grabbed her by the hair and rolled her onto her front with her head at the edge of the bed. Then he took out another length of rope from his tweed jacket and wrapped the ends around his knuckles. Looping it around her neck twice, he pulled it tight enough for her to know exactly what he could do to her if he chose to pull tighter.

“Don’t do anything I won’t like,” he said, presenting the head of his cock to her mouth. “Or you’ll get a lot more than a sore jaw.”

She opened her mouth to accept it. She had no choice. His cock was so big it filled her mouth, stretching her jaw wide to take it all inside. He wasn’t kind about her discomfort, forcing it deep into her throat, making her gag. Holding the rope for leverage, he hammered her mouth with short, violent thrusts, making sure her torment was equal to his pleasure.

He didn’t care that she struggled to breathe. She gasped for air whenever she could catch a breath and squeezed her eyes shut as his ramrod of a cock hit the back of her throat again and again. All she could do was try to endure it, while he looked down on her, chuckling softly like the devil himself.

“That’s what you get for being a naughty cock tease,” he said. “You get a big cock rammed down your pretty neck.”

“Mmph!” she squealed, as he thrust harder. Hell, when was he going to cum? When would this torment finally end? He might have been an older man, but he had incredible stamina. He pounded her poor jaw until it was aching and still there was no sign he was going to cum anytime soon.

Perhaps the rumour she’d heard about older men was true. Some of her girlfriends had said they preferred older men. They had told her older men had more experience and stamina in bed, not like young boys who shot their load after a few minutes. If this was true, this evil man might take hours to cum. She wouldn’t just have a sore neck and jaw, she wouldn’t be able to speak after he’d finished punishing her mouth.

She tasted salty pre-cum as he seemed to become more excited by her obvious displeasure at being used in this way. He laughed as she looked up at him piteously. He grabbed her by the hair and withdrew his cock.

“How’s your dirty mouth now?” he said, slapping each of her cheeks with his cock.

Her voice was so hoarse she couldn’t speak above a thin, croaking whisper. “You’re a dirty, dirty pervert!” she said.

He grabbed another handful of her ash-blond hair and turned her over onto her back. As he pulled off her panties, she knew he was far from finished with her. His huge cock was dripping with pre-cum as he put her panties to his nose to inhale their scent. Hell, he was going to screw her with his massive truncheon, just like he’d punished her mouth. She didn’t know if she could take such a big cock in her tiny pussy. It looked like it could tear her apart.

He leaned down and ripped open her shirt, sending buttons spraying across the bed. He wasn’t gentle about pulling the cups of her bra from her breasts. His dark eyes lingered on her breasts for a long moment, and she wondered what other punishments he still had in store for her.

She tried to keep her legs closed as he reached for her knees, but he was much too strong.

“Pervert!” she croaked, as he got to her pussy at last.

He pulled her to the edge of the bed so he could impale her on his cock while he groped her breasts. She drew a sharp breath as he entered her, his huge cock stretching and filling her beyond anything she’d ever experienced before. As he buried it deep inside her, she felt the head of his cock smash into her womb. He wasn’t even all the way in.

As he gave her short, hard thrusts, making her wince as his cock pounded her insides, he manhandled her breasts with his powerful fingers. As he squeezed, milk started to flow from her nipples.

“Oh, little blondie has a dirty mouth and big, milky titties!” he said, with a wicked grin. “All the better for me.”

“Don’t you dare milk me, you dirty pervert,” she said. How could he do this to her? If he milked her, she would enjoy it. Having her breasts milked always made her cum, and that would be wrong given he’d forced himself on her.

“You like having your titties milked?” he said, making more cream flow while he hammered her pussy.

She let out her first moan as all his punishments turned into pure pleasure. She’d never been screwed so hard and now he was milking her too. She couldn’t stop the orgasm building up inside her. He chuckled as he watched her give into the joy of being milked. This was everything he wanted, to dominate her, control her body and force her to enjoy it against her will.

With his incredible stamina, he pounded her pussy raw while he milked her breasts until she was covered in her own cream. He made her cum again and again, gushing hot love juices over his cock as he continued to ram it inside her. She wanted to call him names, but all she could do was moan and buck her hips as he gave her no reprieve from the waves of orgasms.

Finally, she felt him stiffen as he jerked his hips and pumped her full of his hot, sticky spunk. She felt the throb of his cock right to her stomach as he gave her the biggest load any man had ever shot into her pussy. It was like he had the testicles of a bull to have so much cum. And beyond her control, it set her off again, making her squirt all over his throbbing cock.

He withdrew and flopped down on the bed beside her, panting as he recovered from his release.

She caught her breath too. Then she rolled over and kissed him on the cheek. “That was the best one yet, Daddy,” she said. “You made it feel so real. I was scared out of my wits.”

“Anything for you, baby girl,” he said. “Next time, I think I’ll kidnap you when you least expect it. That’ll be fun.”

“Oh, I’d like that, Daddy. You are the dirtiest pervert I’ve ever met, so you’re lucky I love dirty old men,” she said, snuggling against his warm body.

He wrapped an arm over her, finding the cleft of her bottom with his fingers.

“And I love your filthy mouth, baby girl,” he replied. “Do you want me to untie you now?”

“No, I think I want you to force me again. I know there’s still more cum in those massive balls and I still have lots more milk in my breasts.” She felt his finger probe the rosette of her forbidden entrance. “Oh hell, not my ass! Please, Daddy. You wouldn’t dare ram your huge cock in there!”

“A dirty pervert has to live up to his reputation,” he said, giving her his wicked chuckle again.

She could never fault her daddy in his efforts to make their role playing as authentic as possible. But this time, she hoped she could walk after he’d milked her dry and pounded her poor bottom senseless.


The Staring Game

Ladies’ night had taken a completely unexpected turn. When Paige had joined the dating club, she thought she was going to meet lots of eligible guys. Instead, she was giggling her head off with Scarlett and Riley, while they drank wine and told dirty jokes at Scarlett’s luxury apartment. Who could resist the invitation to indulge in the pleasures of the wealthy? Scarlett lived like a queen and all the drinks were on the house. It was a case of a blond, a brunette and a redhead letting their hair down in style.

“More wine, ladies?” said Scarlett. She didn’t wait for them to reply and refilled everyone’s glasses.

“Okay, here’s one,” said Riley.

Riley was the blond. Paige didn’t know why she was single. The girl was pretty as a peach with breasts like balloons. For that matter, she didn’t know why any of them were single. Finding Mr Right wasn’t always easy, even for a blond, a brunette and a redhead who were all busty and beautiful. Somehow, the subject of breasts had become the theme of their jokes.

“Why do women have nipples?” said Paige. She bit her lip, trying not to burst out with the answer.

Paige shook her head. Scarlett, who was the aptly named redhead, simply shrugged.

“To make suckers out of men,” said Riley, immediately laughing at her own joke.

“So where are our suckers?” said Paige, who as the brunette, completed the trio.

“Oh, don’t be a sourpuss,” said Riley. “We’re having fun, aren’t we? Tell us a joke!”

Paige sipped her wine, trying to remember another joke. “What do boobs and toys have in common?” she said.

Her crowd of two drew a blank.

“They were originally made for kids, but daddies end up playing with them instead.”

Scarlett smiled and Riley burst into hysterics. The wine was definitely going to her pretty blond head. Paige dwelled on the thought of how nice it would be to have an eligible daddy playing with her boobs. If she could find a handsome, mature man with strong hands and no inhibitions, she’d let him play with her nipples for as long as he liked.

“C’mon, your turn,” said Riley, looking at Scarlett.

Scarlett was somewhat of an enigma. She had the mysterious quality of a woman who has lots of secrets. Perhaps she would part with a few when the wine eventually went to her head. Right now, she seemed stone-cold sober. Her bright-green eyes flashed as she opened her ruby-red lips.

“What is the perfect breakfast for a man?” she said.

“Pussy!” said Riley, breaking into a fit of giggles.

Scarlett shook her head, then arched an eyebrow at Paige. She shrugged. If pussy wasn’t the answer, she didn’t know what it was either.

“Cornflakes,” said Scarlett.

“That’s dumb,” said Riley.

Scarlett silenced her with a raised finger. “He’s sitting at the table eating cornflakes. His beloved son is on the cover of the box of cornflakes. His mistress is on the cover of the Playboy magazine he’s reading, and his wife is on the back of the milk carton.”

Although Scarlett lacked style in her delivery, they all had a good belly laugh.

“Seems there’s a theme to these jokes,” said Paige.

“Well, of course!” said Riley. “We’ve all got big tits!”

“So how about a little game of truth or dare?” said Scarlett. “Are they real, or has anyone here had a little help from a plastic surgeon? The truth, ladies, or a dare.”

“They’re all mine,” said Riley, proudly thrusting out her chest.

“Mine are real too,” said Paige.

Scarlett nodded. “Then that makes three of us. So much for the two of you taking a dare.”

“I’ll take a dare anyway,” said Riley. “Go on, dare me!”

Scarlett pressed her lips into a mischievous smile. “How about a round of the staring game? First one to blink loses and has to drink.”

She topped up their glasses, lined them up on the coffee table, then sat beside Riley on the couch. Riley took a moment to compose herself before the two women locked eyes. It was Riley’s baby blues against Scarlett’s emerald jewels.

Silence descended on the room. Paige realised she was holding her breath, as both women refused to blink. She couldn’t even bring herself to look at the clock with the intensity of the staredown. It seemed to go on for minutes. She caught herself staring too and forced herself to blink to moisten her drying eyes.

Finally, Scarlett blinked. She shook her head and let out a small laugh before picking up her wine. Riley continued to stare at her as if she had a point to prove, like she could go on forever.

“Hell, that was a contest!” said Paige. “Riley, you’ve won. There’s no need to rub salt in the wound.”

Riley continued to stare, unmoving, unflinching, like a statue. Scarlett let out a mischievous giggle. Paige stood up and waved her hand in front of Riley’s face. The blond bombshell continued to stare like she was frozen in time.

“Oh no! You’ve… you’ve… hypnotised her!” said Paige.

“I have,” said Scarlett. “Riley, dear, you can blink again. Your poor eyes must be very dry. I don’t want that when they’re so pretty.”

Riley blinked again, but sat still as a rock.

Scarlett downed her wine in one long draught and let out a contented sigh. “So, do you want a turn too, darling Paige?”

Paige felt a nervous laugh escape her mouth.

“C’mon, it’s just fun and games,” said Scarlett. She got up and stood in front of Paige so they were face to face. “First one to blink drinks,” she said.

Paige was swept into the contest like she didn’t have a choice. She felt all the muscles in her face tighten as she forced herself not to blink. Scarlett’s eyes were utterly mesmerising. She couldn’t look away or break the staredown if she tried. There were so many glittering green facets in her irises, from lime to shamrock to emerald.

Against her will, Paige’s mind drifted away, lost in the green pools that unerringly bored into her soul. Scarlett stripped away her defences, leaving her vulnerable to suggestion and control.

Somewhere, deep inside, the woman that identified herself as Paige cried out as she was shut away in the unbreakable glass prison of her mind. But her cries fell on deaf ears as her body now belonged to Scarlett.

Scarlett blinked. “Very good. You can blink now, Paige. Such pretty brown eyes shouldn’t have to suffer any longer than necessary.” She picked up her wine and drank it down. “I always lose the first round,” she said, with a wink. “Short-term losses for long-term gains. Lose the first round, win the game. Now, let’s find out how deep I’ve submerged your minds. Stand up and face Paige, Riley.”

Riley stood up with the absolute compliance of a robot. Her pretty blue eyes blinked, but there was no sign of Riley beyond her irises. She was deep. Paige tried to break the control over her mind, but it was like beating her fists against an impenetrable wall.

“Slap her hard across the face, Paige,” said Scarlett. She sipped her wine like alcohol had no effect on her system at all.

Against her will, Paige raised her arm and lashed Riley across the face as hard as she could. Riley’s head snapped to the side with the force of the blow, then returned to look at her again. While she had a bright red handprint on her cheek, her face remained expressionless.

Scarlett let out a girlish giggle. “Do the other side, Paige darling. I can’t stand to see only one cheek reddened.”

Paige backhanded her blond friend with the same force as before, splitting the silence with the crack of flesh on flesh. Riley didn’t appear to feel any pain at all.

“Good, Riley,” said Scarlett. “I suspected you were utterly weak-willed. Breaking you completely will be such a pleasure. Now, naughty Paige has slapped your cheeks. You’d better return the favour.”

Riley slapped Paige hard across the face, then backhanded her with the same ferocity. Deep in her subconscious, Paige knew her cheeks were hot and stinging, but she couldn’t feel a thing.

Scarlett looked at her. “Hm, I think you’ll be harder to break, darling Paige. I can see a twinkle in your eye. You’re watching from the depths of your mind. That’s going to make this lots of fun. Now, girls, return to your seats.”

Scarlett waited for them to sit as before, as if they’d never moved to play the staring game. “We’re going to learn two very important words. When I say ‘milkmaids,’ you will regain control of your mind and body, but you won’t remember anything that has happened while you were under my control. Do you understand?”

They both nodded.

“When I say ‘mistress,’ you will surrender your free will and fall under my control again. Let’s have a little test run. Milkmaids!”

Paige blinked. She felt like she’d closed her eyes and lost a few minutes of her memory. Her cheeks were burning and tender. The wine must be going to her head. She decided to pace herself before she got too drunk.

Scarlett had a wicked grin on her face, like she was still enjoying her joke. ‘And his wife is on the back of the milk carton.’ It was quite funny.

She looked at Riley. Her cheeks were bright red too. She looked like someone had slapped her, as the flushes of colour on each of her cheeks looked like hand prints. Paige looked at her wine glass. Yes, she was a few over her limit. She’d better take it easy if she didn’t want to make a fool of herself.

“Here’s another one, girls,” said Scarlett. “What’s the best thing about breast milk?”

Paige shook her head. She was having trouble thinking straight, although she knew she’d heard this joke before. Riley also looked dopey, like she’d had too much to drink… or been slapped too hard. What the hell was going on? And why did she have a blank patch in her memory?

“It comes in two gorgeous containers,” said Scarlett. She sipped her wine. It was odd how she could throw it back like lemonade when they were both squiffy as hell.

“Tough crowd,” said Scarlett. “Let’s get a more agreeable one. Mistress!”

Paige felt her consciousness get sucked into the depths of her mind again. Scarlett locked her away in the invisible prison where she had no control over her body or free will. In the deep recesses of her mind, she could recall everything that had happened. Now, she could only watch on as a silent witness, as Scarlett had her way with them again. Perhaps Scarlett had slipped something into their drinks to make them more susceptible to her hypnotic powers.

“Take off your clothes, girls. Skirts, shirts, bras and panties. Leave your stockings and shoes. There’s nothing sexier than a woman in nothing but her thigh-highs and heels.”

Paige removed her clothes as ordered. Riley did too. She had the body to match her barbie doll face. She had a slender, nubile figure, but her breasts were huge, round and gorgeous.

Scarlett looked them both up and down with pursed lips. “Let’s find out who was being honest in our game of truth or dare.”

She took Paige’s breasts in her hands and gave them a thorough squeeze. “Mm… lovely!” she said. “And you were telling the truth. Good.”

She examined Riley next, but was casual about it. “I knew you were telling the truth because I can smell the milk on you, darling. Who milks you, Riley? You’re allowed to speak.”

Riley had a cute voice, but now she sounded much more innocent than before. “My daddy milked me first. He liked doing it. So did my brother, Reagan. He used to hold me down and sit on me, so I couldn’t stop him from getting to my breasts. After I ran away from home, almost every man I met milked me whenever they could,  whether or not I wanted it. Now, I don’t date men anymore. Girls are much more gentle when they milk my breasts. I like to cum when I’m milked. Men just grope me and make my breasts sore.”

“Of course you want to feel good when you’re being milked. Ah, sweet Riley, you’re almost a milkmaid already. What a sweet gift,” said Scarlett.

She positioned her fingers on Riley’s nipples like a musician preparing to play. Riley quivered under her touch and started to moan softly. Scarlett teased her nipples, stretching them back and forth until drops of white nectar beaded and ran down her breasts. Riley’s knees buckled as she let out a long moan.

Scarlett pushed her against the wall for support and milked her harder, drawing out her cream in long, gushing squirts.

“I know it feels good, Riley, but you aren’t allowed to cum until I say so. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Riley’s voice echoed the ache between her thighs with her mounting, desperate need to cum.

Scarlett milked her breasts until there was cream dripping onto the carpet. Paige could see the glistening juices leaking from her clean-shaven pussy. Riley could only contain her orgasm because Scarlett had ordered her to wait. The power of Scarlett’s hypnotic control was very strong indeed.

“Good girl, Riley,” said Scarlett. “Now you can cum.”

Riley squealed with delight as she squirted milk and cum. Scarlett only smiled, enjoying her control as she sustained Riley’s orgasm with each pull on her nipples. She didn’t stop. She forced Riley to cum again and again until her barbie doll face was distraught with the need for respite.

“Please, Mistress, make it stop,” said Riley between moans. “I can’t take any more.”

Scarlett giggled and kept milking Riley’s breasts, making her shudder and buck against the wall as she forced her to cum again. Finally, as Riley looked like she was going to pass out, she let go of her nipples. The blond bombshell fell to her hands and knees, panting for air.

Scarlett turned to Paige. She licked her lips. “But you’re going to be more of a challenge, precious Paige. I can see you in there, watching everything. I don’t have full control of you yet, but I will. Riley, on your feet. I need your help.”

Riley stood up, still breathing hard. Her body was glistening with milk and the cream of her sex. Paige tried to regain control of her body. Although it was incredible to see a woman orgasm so hard, she didn’t want Scarlett to force her to cum that way. It looked like pleasure used for torture.

Scarlett gave Riley a set of instructions, and they led Paige by the hands to a room adjoining the lounge. It was decorated like a woman’s bedroom, but instead of a bed, there was an X-shaped bondage frame at the centre of the room.

“I don’t need to restrain you while you’re under my control, but it’s so much fun,” said Scarlett, as they led her to the cross.

Scarlett gathered white silk ropes and tied Paige to the cross by her wrists and ankles to each arm of the frame. Then she ran her fingers through the soft curls covering the mound of Paige’s sex.

“These won’t do at all. I’ll get you lasered when you’re fully broken, but for now you’ll have to settle for a shave. Riley, there’s shaving gear on the vanity. Shave Paige’s pussy so it’s lovely and smooth. I’m sure you won’t want to floss while you’re tonguing her pussy.”

Riley did as she was told. She knelt between Paige’s legs and carefully shaved all the hair from her pussy, so she was completely exposed and smooth. At the end, Scarlett cleaned off the excess cream with a hot towel.

“Now, Riley, lick Paige’s pussy. She’s going to cum a lot and I want you to drink up all that delicious juice. You lucky girl!”

She looked Paige in the eye, connecting to her consciousness in the invisible prison of her own mind. “I’m sure you have a very sweet pussy given it’s lovely perfume.” She inhaled deeply. “Mm… orange blossoms and honey. Delicious!”

Scarlett positioned her fingers on her nipples as she had done with Riley before. Paige struggled to regain control. She could feel herself shaking her head a little as jolts of pleasure ran from her nipples, through her breasts, and down her stomach to her pussy.

Riley arched her neck to drive her tongue deep between the folds of her pussy, lapping at her clitoris like she couldn’t wait for the cream of her sex to flow. Paige felt the pleasure building inside her like a runaway train.

“Once I’ve brought in your milk, you’ll be mine,” said Scarlett, staring deep into her eyes as she had done during the game. “It’s pointless to resist.”

Her fingers drove Paige wild with desire as she stretched and teased her nipples, urging them to release her milk. Deep in her mind, Paige fought hard. She’d never been milked before. If it happened, she knew she would become like Riley, helpless to resist anyone who wanted to milk her breasts.

It was too hard to resist though. Scarlett had control of her mind, and now she was controlling her sense of pleasure. At the same time, Riley’s tongue was driving her pussy wild, teasing her, building up her desperate need to cum. Riley’s hot mouth was so eager, licking her inside as far as she could go, then withdrawing to tease her clitoris with flicks of her tongue.

Paige’s orgasm swelled through her body like a feverish ache. But as she stared into Scarlett’s eyes, she knew there would be no release until Scarlett gave her permission. Her nipples became slick as Scarlett finally forced her milk to flow.

The pleasure was so intense, Paige felt her body shaking from within the prison of her mind. Scarlett shook her head, preventing her from reaching release. Her orgasm swelled further, like a balloon inflated past its limit, ready to pop at any moment.

She heard her own voice, aching like she was on the verge of tears with each shuddering moan. “Please…” she begged. “Please let me cum!”

Scarlett giggled and teased more milk from her nipples. As it ran down her breasts, over her stomach to her smooth pussy, Riley greedily lapped it all up. She was also moaning with pleasure, as she enjoyed the sweet blend of breast and pussy cream. Paige was distantly aware Riley was fingering herself as she lapped at her pussy. She was also waiting, desperate for the moment Scarlett would give her permission to cum.

“Oh, yes, you’re so desperate to cum,” said Scarlett. “Now I have you. Now you’re mine!”

Scarlett tortured Paige with pleasure until she felt like her body would burst. Scarlett continued to giggle like a schoolgirl as she worked more cream from Paige’s nipples.

Between her legs, Riley was also groaning with the need for release. Together, they sounded like two tortured souls moaning in harmony.

“Good girls,” said Scarlett. “I’ve been very mean, making you wait this long. Now… you can cum.”

Deep inside the prison of her mind, Paige’s senses exploded as Scarlett gave her permission to cum. It was one continuous orgasm, like waves rolling onto a beach without end, blinding her with pleasure, silencing all sounds. There was only the relentless aching joy of cumming again and again, overwhelming her senses until she knew nothing more.

* * *

Paige blinked, wondering why she was in a strange bedroom. She was wearing a pretty pink satin nightdress and lying in a very comfortable bed. The last thing she recalled was sitting in Scarlett’s lounge, drinking and sharing jokes about breast milk. Damn, the wine must have gone to her head! She couldn’t remember anything else afterwards.

She felt strange, but not like she’d drunk too much wine. It felt more like she’d been having sex all night. Her pussy felt warm and tingly, like she’d cum many times. And her breasts felt very sensitive, especially her nipples. She reached between her legs and gasped, feeling the clean-shaven mound of her sex. What the hell had happened?

At that moment, Scarlett appeared at the bedroom door. “All ready for bed?” she said. How the hell did she look so fresh and sober after such a big night?

Paige nodded.

“There was no way I was letting either of you out of my sight after all that wine,” said Scarlett. “So you’re staying the night. Did ladies’ night live up to expectations? Did you enjoy yourself, darling?

Paige had dozens of questions. She nodded, although she was unsure how she was feeling. “I… I did,” she said. “Thank you for letting me stay the night.”

Scarlett gave her a broad smile. “Well, why stay the night… when you can stay forever.”

Paige shook her head, doubly confused by the odd remark. “Forever? What do you mean, Scarlett?”

Scarlett’s emerald eyes glittered in the soft light. “Scarlett? Don’t you mean… Mistress!”


The Trainee

Amber loved her weekly massage, but today she needed it more than ever. Work had been a bitch. Her shoulders, back and neck were stiff and sore from the overtime needed to keep up with the caseload. She could feel the tension from her collar bones right through her chest.

So it came as a crushing blow when the spa phoned to say her usual masseuse was away on leave. They gave Helga leave!? Helga had wonderful, strong hands that could wrangle all the knots from her body, leaving her feeling refreshed and relaxed. How could they allow Helga to take holidays? When they’d approved this irrational decision, there had been no consideration for her needs! That was a crime in itself. She wanted to tell the woman from the spa she could be looking at a lawsuit for this gross lack of consideration.

“We have a trainee who can fill the spot,” said the woman. “Nicole doesn’t have much experience, so we can give you a full-body massage for half the usual fee. Or you can wait until next week.”

A trainee? The idea of an inexperienced masseuse manhandling her was quite a turn-off, but Amber’s aching back begged to disagree. She needed it no matter what. An entire week with this relentless ache in her chest was going to drive her insane.

“Okay,” she said. “Hold my booking. I’ll give your trainee a shot.”

“Great, we’ll see you at your normal time,” said the woman, concluding arrangements.

Amber ended the call and let out a huff. This ‘Nicole’ trainee person had better not make her back and shoulders worse. They wouldn’t just lose one of their best customers, she’d sue them for damages.

By the time Amber arrived at the spa, she was so wound up in knots she doubted ‘Nicole’ would have a hope in hell of untangling her. She reminded herself to fill out a customer satisfaction survey at the end of the session. She’d already planned to write: Do not allow Helga to take leave without consulting me first.

She checked in at reception and made her way to the private therapy rooms to get undressed. They were always so peaceful and relaxing, lit only by candles, with oil burners filling the air with the scent of lavender. The sound of running water from the hot pools outside completed the soothing atmosphere. She was already looking forward to a long, hot soak after ‘Nicole’ had finished. A soak seemed like the only way she was going to get any relief from the tension in her chest.

She took off her clothes, folded them neatly and hung up her jacket and skirt on the hangers provided. Then she lay face down on the massage table, closed her eyes and tried to relax. After a moment, she heard the door open and the soft slap of bare feet on the tiled floor.

“Good afternoon, Amber. My name is—”

“Nicole. I know,” said Amber, allowing the pillow to absorb most of the annoyance in her voice.

Nicole draped a towel over her bottom and thighs. “I understand you’re having a full-body massage today,” said Nicole.

She had a soft, sweet voice, with the hint of an accent that Amber couldn’t place. Somewhere in Europe perhaps? She opened an eye to glimpse the would-be replacement for the heroic Helga.

Nicole looked so petite and fragile, it was hard to imagine she could massage a lump out of butter, let alone her knotted back. Still, she was a very pretty girl, with dark hair tied in a ponytail that accentuated her bright blue eyes. In her snug-fitting white uniform that showed off her shapely legs, she was a very pretty package. But Amber wasn’t here to admire pretty young girls. Her back was killing her!

“A half-price full-body massage,” she growled into her pillow.

Nicole didn’t hear her remark or chose not to respond to it. “Do you have a preference for massage oil?” she said, waiting at the table of creams, oils and sprays used for various therapies.

“Surprise me,” said Amber. She just wanted Nicole to get on with it so she could sit in a hot pool. The slender girl hadn’t laid a finger on her and she was already feeling disappointed.

“Oh no, we won’t be having any surprises today,” said Nicole. “You’re here to relax and unwind. But I will use my personal blend of orange, rose and jasmine oil. It smells wonderful! It’ll transport your senses to a place far away, while I ease all that naughty tension from your muscles.”

Amber restrained herself from suggesting that Nicole should use the oil on herself to transport her to a place far away. As Nicole rubbed the oil on her hands, she caught the first hint of its scent. It reminded her vividly of the orange blossom and rose musk scent of her pussy when she was in heat, combined with a fresh, floral perfume. It was the scent of sweet, delicious sex.

The unexpected olfactory pleasure disarmed her grumpy mood. Plus, she had asked Nicole to surprise her, so at the very least, the trainee masseuse wasn’t a complete failure.

As Nicole poured the warm oil onto her back, the perfume filled her nose. Her head swam like she was entering the first moments of foreplay. She’d have to ask Nicole to bottle some of her magic blend, so she could use it in her bedroom oil burner the next time she wanted to masturbate. It was heavenly!

Maybe the fact her sex life had been a non-event for ages was contributing to her tension too. When was the last time she had masturbated or been with a lover? It certainly had been a while.

“The school where I studied teaches alternative massage techniques, so I’ll start with your feet,” said Nicole.

In one sentence, she’d undone all the good work she’d achieved with the oil. Amber clenched her jaw. She needed a damned neck and back massage, not a foot rub. She focused on enjoying the scent of the oil to forget her aching back.

“So, what do you do?” said Nicole, as she caressed Amber’s feet.

Amber forced the growl in her throat back to her stomach. The last thing she wanted to talk about was work. Did Nicole know anything about relieving tension at all?

“I’m a legal executive,” she said through gritted teeth.

Nicole stroked her feet. “Oh, that sounds demanding. For what kind of firm?”

Amber decided the trainee needed to go straight back to her alternative school to learn an alternative bedside manner. But she wasn’t prepared to lose her temper yet, as the foot massage was mildly soothing.

“Corporate lawyers,” she said. “Long, long hours, high stress, little time off. My love life is a train wreck. Okay?”

“Oh, that sounds very stressful,” said Nicole. “What cases do you work on?”

Amber took a slow breath. The trainee just didn’t know how to take a hint. “Mergers, hostile takeovers, lawsuits. Fun stuff like that,” she muttered.

At this moment, she was wondering what kind of suit she could hit the spa with to get Nicole fired.

Nicole moved up to her calves, using more pressure as she massaged Amber’s tired muscles. “That’s a shame about your love life. You’re very beautiful. Such lovely calves. Do you know how many women would die to have such shapely calves and slender ankles?”

Amber put a lot of work into her figure. She negotiated deals face to face and had no qualms about using the power of her beauty and sexuality to her advantage. It also meant sticking to a stringent exercise routine. That summed up her life. Work, sleep and exercise to look good at work. There was no time for anything else, except this one luxury she made time for every week. Her massage. It meant the world to her peace of mind.

So where was Helga in her time of need? Probably lying on a white sandy beach working on her tan. Or sipping cocktails by the pool. Or getting her pussy pleasured by a cock or another woman’s tongue. The bitch! And all she had time for in her hectic life was a massage.

Nicole removed the towel from Amber’s thighs and bottom and laid it over her shins to keep them warm as she moved up her body.

“Oh, my! What a gorgeous heart-shaped bottom,” said Nicole. “Your curves are quite enviable.”

Amber appreciated the compliment, but it wasn’t helping to get Helga back, or fix her broken sex life or cure her aching back. Nicole’s hands glided over her cheeks, working oil into her glutes. It felt good to be touched, and she realised how much she needed it. Nicole’s hands moved over every part of her bottom as if she had no reservations and nothing was off limits. Her fingers ran between Amber’s cheeks, grazing her rosette in the most sensuous way. She felt a tingle in her pussy as Nicole’s fingertips came close to her pussy lips before sweeping around for another pass.

She felt disappointed when Nicole returned the towel to her bottom. She was enjoying being touched in such an intimate but harmless way. At least Nicole would finally begin work on her neck, shoulders and back.

Nicole drizzled more warm oil over her back and rubbed it in, gently at first to create an even spread.

“Oh dear, your poor back is so full of knots, it feels like macramé,” said Nicole. “My supervisor told me you would be a challenge.”

“Did she?” said Amber, feeling her grumpy mood rising in her stomach again.

Nicole’s hands glided to her neck. For a petite woman with small hands, her strength defied her appearance. “Yes, she told me you were grumpy, stubborn and demanding,” she said. “I couldn’t imagine a better challenge.”

Amber wanted to object, but Nicole’s touch was finally doing what she needed most, easing the knots and tension from her neck.

“But they never told me you were so beautiful,” continued Nicole. “It’s a privilege to run my hands over your lovely body.”

As Nicole moved down her back, Amber felt her hesitate. Then Nicole probed her back like she was searching for a specific spot. Her back was a mass of tender spots. Why was she looking for one spot in particular?

“It’s not your job,” said Nicole, returning to massage her back.

“What isn’t?” she said, feeling twinges as Nicole applied pressure to her aching muscles.

“The tension in your back… and the fact you’ve developed a reputation for being a challenge,” she said.

As Helga was the only person who worked on her body, Amber was developing a different opinion about her favoured masseuse. Helga could have her suntan, fancy cocktails and licked pussy if she talked about clients behind their backs. She could find out how good it felt to come back to work to discover she’d been dumped. But Nicole wasn’t taking her job. The trainee hadn’t proved herself worthy of that privilege yet. She came back to Nicole’s original statement about the tension not being related to her work.

“So, what is it then?” she said.

“You really need to be milked,” said Nicole. “All the tension in your neck and back is because of a build-up of milk.”

Amber snorted a laugh. The trainee and her alternative training didn’t know what she was talking about. She didn’t have any milk. Sure, she had a very generous bust, but she’d never been pregnant. How could she when she didn’t even have time to find a lover to have sex?

A defamation of character lawsuit was looking good, especially if Helga had been talking about her behind her back. That made good sense, as Helga did all her work behind people’s backs.

“I can tell you don’t believe me,” said Nicole. “Roll over so I can start on your front.”

Amber turned over. Yes, a lawsuit was looking really good right now. The trainee hadn’t shifted an ounce of tension from her muscles. All hope lay in the near-scalding water of the mineral hot pools.

“For someone who doesn’t have any time for dating, you certainly groom yourself well,” said Nicole. Her pretty blue eyes lingered on Amber’s naked body.

Amber assumed she was referring to her smooth, hairless pussy. She’d removed it by laser years ago, more for the convenience of not having to maintain herself than to please a lover. The reminder of her broken sex life made her ready to tell Nicole to forget about the rest of the session.

Nicole oiled up her hands and ran them from Amber’s flat stomach to her breasts.

“What we need to do is shift all that tension where it belongs,” she said, gently circling Amber’s breasts. She ran one hand back down her stomach to graze her pussy with her fingertips. It sent a shiver down Amber’s spine and gave her an unfamiliar tingling throughout her body.

“And all that tension belongs here, between your thighs,” said Nicole. She didn’t allow Amber to break away from her mesmerising sapphire gaze. “You ordered a full body massage, so I’m going to give you the massage your body has been craving since you started to make milk.”

“I—I don’t have any milk,” she said, her voice ragged from the new sensations gripping her body.

Nicole’s lips pressed together in a knowing smile. “You’re near to bursting, you’re so full. If I was your lover, I would have milked you long ago.”

She poured more warm oil over Amber’s breasts, a generous amount that made them slick and pliable. Then she put her strong fingers to work, squeezing her breasts in long sensuous pulls, finishing each stroke with a tweak to her nipples.

Amber gasped as her body filled with soothing, tingling pleasure, but unlike a massage it wasn’t relaxing. It was exhilarating. Like magic, she felt the knots in her back loosen with each pull on her breasts.

“They’re so soft and deliciously milky,” said Nicole. “I promise you won’t get charged extra for this. I’d milk you for free, any day of the week.”

Amber was too overwhelmed to argue the point. She was in raptures of delight with each stroke of Nicole’s hands on her breasts and nipples. Whatever Nicole was doing, it was shifting all the tension from her neck, shoulders and back to her pussy, which was now clenching with each stroke. But it was aching in the most delicious way, the ache that came with the need to cum.

Then she realised what was about to happen. Whatever alternative training Nicole had received, she was about to cum right now, on a massage table. She couldn’t stop it. It was like someone had sabotaged the brakes on her ability to control her pleasure. She was going to cum whether she wanted to or not.

“Ooh!” she moaned, as hot juices flooded between her thighs.

At the same time, she felt more oily fluid lubricate Nicole’s hands as she worked her breasts. She was cumming from her breasts and her pussy. Nicole paused briefly to lick thick, white milk from her fingers.

“Mm… virgin cream is the best. So sweet!” she said, returning to work.

Amber had so many questions, but she couldn’t speak. Every time Nicole drew the milk from her breasts, the tension in her back became pleasure in her nipples and pussy. It was like she had three clitorises being teased all at once.

“There… I knew you’d like having your big titties milked,” said Nicole, with a satisfied smile on her ruby lips. “I can feel all the tension slipping away, becoming lovely orgasms.”

Amber gasped as she gushed again, her orgasm making her hips buck beyond her control. After the long drought, this bonanza of pleasure felt like Nicole had taken possession of her body. She was making her cum like she enjoyed her position of power. Amber wasn’t used to being in a submissive position or to having no control.

“Please… stop…” she managed to say between ragged breaths.

Nicole shook her head. “We need to get all the tension out. That means I have to milk these sweet titties until it has all been released. You’re going to cum many more times yet.”

She increased the pressure she applied with her fingers, drawing out Amber’s milk so it shot out in jets. Her pussy followed, squirting many times as her orgasm became one continuous experience. Nicole giggled as she made her cum again and again, answering every plea to stop with a small shake of her head.

Finally, Nicole released her nipples, leaving her panting and exhausted. She helped her from the massage table, supporting her wobbly legs as she led her from the therapy room out to a hot pool. For such a petite girl, Nicole had no problem easing her into the soothing water, splashing it across her breasts to wash away the milk.

“Now, relax and unwind,” she said. “Make sure you drink plenty of water and get a good night’s sleep. You’ll feel like a different person in the morning.”

Amber tried to thank her, but she was beyond forming an intelligible sentence.

Nicole put a card and a pen at the edge of the pool. “If you could fill out the customer feedback survey, we’d be most grateful. As I’m a trainee, it all helps.”

Amber nodded as she watched Nicole’s cute ass sway back and forth as she went to attend to the next client. After this session with Nicole, she wasn’t going to fill out some customer feedback form. She was going to hire Nicole as her personal masseuse.


A Serious Crush

Jackson was reading the world news on his tablet when his new bride finally emerged from their bedroom. Serena had slept late. They’d only been home from their honeymoon for three days, but she’d already lost the golden glow from lying on tropical beaches for two weeks.

He watched her drag her feet as she crossed the lounge, heading toward the kitchen, no doubt still half-asleep. Damn, she looked beautiful in the short pink robe he’d bought her as one of his many wedding gifts. The satin clung to her body, showing her gorgeous curves, full round breasts and the points of her nipples beneath. From the first moment he had seen her, he’d developed one hell of a serious crush. Now she was his wife. How lucky could a man get?

She swept her long mahogany hair from her face and slumped into a chair at the table opposite him. Her usually sparkling green eyes looked dull.

“Doll? Are you feeling okay?” he said, resting his coffee cup on the table.

“Huh?” she replied, as she yawned.

He repeated his question, speaking slowly this time.

“Oh… I dunno. I think I must have slept funny,” she said, massaging her neck. “Maybe I should check my pillow.”

Jackson nodded as he watched her rub her neck. Although most men would admire her beauty for her breasts, tiny waist and gorgeous round ass, he’d always loved her neck. It was long and slender. And she loved it when he kissed her there. Women had many more erogenous zones than men. For Serena, her weakness had always been the sensitivity of her neck. Giving her a tight diamond choker as a wedding gift had satisfied them both, in different ways.

“Well, can I get you anything? Paracetamol?”

She shook her head. “Just a cup of green tea… with a little honey,” she said.

He frowned. “Green tea?”

“With honey,” she said.

He got up to boil a kettle. When had Serena started the day without a cup of strong black coffee? He supposed there had to be a first time for everything. He made the tea and set it in front of her. She absentmindedly massaged one of her breasts.

“Are you sure I can’t get you anything?” he said.

“What? No, but thank you, darling. My breasts are a little tender. That’s all.”

He gave her a slow nod. “Oh, time of the month?”

She pressed her lips together in an attempt to smile. “No, it’s not that either. I think all the excitement of the wedding and then two weeks of non-stop partying on our honeymoon has finally caught up with me.”

Jackson returned her smile. “Do you want me to take you to the doctor? Just in case? Always better to be safe than sorry.”

She shook her head, then put one hand to her neck as if she’d felt a twinge of discomfort. “No. I think I’ll just drink my tea and then catch a few more hours of sleep,” she said. “I feel like I’ve been up all night.”

He nodded and patted her hand. “Good idea. Sleep is always best.”

He watched her sip her tea, then pick herself up to shuffle back the way she’d come. It was hard not to stare at her beautiful, heart-shaped ass. He could happily have a piece of it right now, but she needed her sleep.

Closing the news app on his tablet, he opened a secure document. It was the one requiring a 20 digit password, a combination of letters, numbers and symbols no one could ever guess or crack. He brought up the keyboard and started to type with one finger, taking his time to compose his entry.

Day one: Preliminary results. I admit to being surprised by the impact of one treatment. It appears to be highly effective in forcing a rapid transformation. I was skeptical at first, especially after reading so much material about the human mind being the key to unlocking a woman’s potential. Yet, all the time, the key to a reliable transformation appears to be in the human body, not the mind. I’ll continue to observe the results throughout the day to see if there is a lasting effect.

Serena emerged from the bedroom a few hours later. He knew she’d taken a shower, as her hair was still wet. She’d done little more than drag a comb through her mahogany locks. She shuffled straight to the lounge and flopped onto the couch, leaning on an armrest as she tucked her legs up beside her.

Jackson tried not to think about her lovely, long legs, and the treasure between her thighs, as he asked her if she was feeling better. They were in the honeymoon period of their relationship in more ways than one, and it was driving his cock crazy.

“Hmm?” she said, looking at him with the dreamy eyes of a person who is still half-asleep.

“I said, are you feeling better? You must be hungry after all that sleep.”

She gave him a non-committal nod. “Just a bowl of fruit is fine,” she said. “I think I’ll take it easy, watch some television.”

He prepared the meal as requested, grateful that he’d just filled the crisper with a selection of fruit that was suitable for a salad. He made sure there was a variety of colour in the bowl, so it looked attractive to the eye as well as the palate.

She gave him a dreamy smile as he handed it to her. “Thank you, darling. You’re so kind to me,” she said.

He took the diamond choker he’d brought her as a wedding present from his pocket and put it around her neck, fastening the clasp so it had a firm grip.

“There, you look perfect now,” he said, taking a seat in an armchair off to her side. She smiled at him and touched the jewel at her throat.

He pretended to watch television, taking more notice of her than the programs. She cycled through the channels until she found a feel-good romantic comedy. Then she picked at her fruit as she watched, savouring each piece as if she’d never sampled such wonderful flavours before.

Day one: Long-term results. The effects of the first treatment don’t appear to have diminished throughout the day. Serena is now exhibiting the desired traits that go with the transformation, such as dietary choices and a desire for entertainment that makes her feel happy. She also has a distracted state of mind like she’s wandering around in a dream. I’m curious to see if there have been any changes to her body. However, that will have to wait until she has gone to sleep.

Jackson helped Serena into bed. She was still not quite herself. She was usually a bubbly girl, with lots of energy and enthusiasm for life. It was peculiar to see her distracted and lethargic.

“Don’t forget your medication,” he said, offering her a small white pill and a glass of water.

“Oh… of course,” she said, taking the pill and swallowing it. She looked at him and he saw a brief sparkle in her large, green eyes. “Why am I taking medication?”

“To help you sleep,” he said. “You remember… you have trouble sleeping sometimes.”

“Oh… yes…” she said. The smallest frown creased her porcelain brow.

He knelt beside her and kissed her softly on the lips. She tasted sweet and floral, like the fruit she’d been eating all day. He swept her thick, brown locks aside so he could kiss her neck.

She drew a shuddering breath as his lips grazed her skin. “Please, Jackson, not now. I need to sleep.”

“Of course,” he said, withdrawing.

He turned off the bedside light and made his way to the armchair beside the wardrobe, allowing his eyes to adjust to the dark. Serena used the chair to put on her thigh-high stockings. He loved to watch her dress, especially when she put on her stockings, pulling the sheer fabric up her long, slender legs.

Now he enjoyed watching her in the silver luminescence of the full moon. With the aid of the medication, she quickly fell into a deep sleep. He listened to her breathing slow, until it seemed an age between each breath.

His heart thumped in his chest as the moment drew near. He’d been nervous about administering the first treatment last night. Now he felt thrilled as adrenaline gripped his body. He limbered his powerful arms and turned on the light. Serena didn’t react, remaining in a deep sleep.

Pulling the duvet from her body, he admired her feminine curves beneath the thin satin of her nightdress. He’d left her clothed last night, but tonight he wanted to see her naked. He carefully slid the straps of her nightdress down her shoulders, so he could peel it away from her body. Then he took two steps back to admire every inch of her nubile figure, from her small, delicate feet to her thick, glossy hair. She was perfect in so many ways, especially with such large, round breasts.

He retrieved his tablet from the top of the dresser and opened his secure document. There were more observations to make before he gave her the next treatment. He leaned between her legs and inhaled deeply, noting the changing subtleties in the scent of her sex. She now smelled more like ripe peaches than butterscotch. It made his mouth water with the desire to taste her sweet juices.

His cock swelled in his pants at the thought of being inside her again, feeling the tight clench of her pussy gripping his cock as he drove it in and out of her. That would have to wait. The instructions were quite specific about not disturbing the transformation until it was complete. He noted the changing scents of her sex on his tablet.

Next, he wafted the scent of her breasts to his nose with his fingers. She had smelled sweetly floral last night. Now there was a hint of cream in her perfume. She had a splendid bust, but her breasts looked larger than normal. They’d filled out and were more rounded and firm than before.

He grinned. It was hard to believe the treatments could be so effective in such a short time. People practicing the dark arts that focused on the mind took weeks, months, or even years to affect a complete transformation. He’d been able to do it in just one night.

But Serena required more to make it permanent. Five more, to be exact. That was the established number for the best result. With too few, the transformation could reverse itself. With too many, there was a risk of undesirable side effects.

He sat her up. She asked him what he was doing with a distant, slurred voice. While her subconscious was aware she was being handled in her sleep, the drugs kept her subdued. He removed the diamond choker from her neck and slipped it into his pocket. Then he sat behind her, so her back was pressed to his chest. He looped his arm around her long, slender neck so her head was poised in the crook of his arm. This was the moment. He pressed his other hand to the side of her head.

There were only seven vertebrae in the human neck, but the sickening crunch from the short, violent twist far outnumbered them. Then he laid her onto the bed, waiting for the signs that would show he’d performed the technique correctly.

Serena’s eyes were open, even though she was asleep. Her beautiful jade irises rolled to the back of her head, so only the whites were showing. Then her body bucked as the convulsions began.

Jackson had been told to expect this reaction, but nothing could prepare him for seeing it the first time last night. It had been frightening and incredibly exciting at the same time.

But now, seeing her naked body convulse like she was being electrocuted made his cock ache with the need to cum. He freed it from his pants and began jacking it hard. She was utterly helpless, no longer in control of her own body or mind, entirely at his mercy. This was true domination, and he found it intoxicating.

People claimed a woman looked her most beautiful on her wedding day. Jackson disagreed, having already seen her in her white dress from the privileged position of being the groom. She looked infinitely more lovely now, reduced to a shuddering rag doll from one violent twist to her vulnerable neck.

Damn, he wanted to throat her, pound her pussy, or slam her ass while he watched her flop about like a fish out of water. Instead, he had to settle for a wad of tissues to absorb his cum. The instructions were specific. There was to be no sex during the transformation to ensure its success.

And that success depended entirely on him applying six traumatic twists for six nights in a row, stopping just short of breaking her neck. It was a difficult technique to learn, requiring months of practice. He’d used a crash test dummy until his trainer was satisfied he could perform it safely on a living woman.

Executed properly, it induced a catatonic state, stifling the flow of blood to the brain. While she was vulnerable, he could manipulate her body as he pleased without her having any knowledge he’d done so.

As the effect became permanent, she would become docile, submissive and forgetful, all qualities a man desired in a milkmaid. He chuckled as he watched the convulsions subside. All the fools who were trying to train milkmaids by breaking their minds didn’t know the secret lay in breaking their necks.

Serena lay still. Her irises returned to their normal position. She stared blankly at the ceiling. If not for her chest rising and falling, she might appear to be dead. Jackson carefully closed her eyelids with a brush of his palm. She would have a sore neck in the morning. There was no need to add dry eyes to her discomfort.

He fastened a restraining collar to her neck. It was a wide, soft leather belt, which he buckled tight to her throat, one notch from stifling her breath. It reinforced the effect of the trauma to her neck, as well as preventing further injury in her vulnerable state by providing support.

“Doll, you are going to make such a perfect milkmaid,” he said, kissing her lightly on the forehead.

The final part of the evening’s treatments was to attach a press to her breasts. He kept it in a suitcase under the bed. Fitting the boards above and below her breasts, he tightened the screws until they applied firm pressure, squeezing her lovely breasts flat. Each board had a vibration plate. He plugged in the power and let them go to work, stimulating her milk production.

He’d also been feeding her prolactin hormones for many months, not that she’d been aware. They were tasteless, and so were easy to slip into her food or drinks. Some girls needed more encouragement than others to artificially induce their milk. Serena had a tremendous bust, but needed encouragement, and she was responding well.

Now, all he had to do was wait. Four more days. Then he could indulge in the sweet pleasure of milking her for the first time.

Day two: Continuing observations. The second treatment seems to have reinforced Serena’s continuing transformation. She now exhibits behaviour more typical of a milkmaid. Instead of being sleepy like day one, she has more energy and bounce in her step. She’s eager to please and seeks any activity that makes her feel happy. Although she has complained about having a stiff neck, she has accepted painkillers.

I’m having trouble keeping my hands off her. This has been the most testing part of the process. The more she becomes a milkmaid, the more she activates my sexual desires and lust for the forbidden. Four more days is a long time to wait, especially for a man of my needs. I’ve long since tired of being an equal in our lovemaking. I thirst for total domination.

Jackson’s cock was hard as hell and throbbing as he positioned Serena’s neck in his arms. He was so excited to deliver the third treatment he was close to bursting. It was enough to make him want to cum without any other stimulation. Why hadn’t he considered doing this before? The pleasure of rendering a girl senseless and watching her helpless body convulse was far greater than spanking her ass, or thrashing her with a whip.

The sweet crackle of her neck snapping pushed him close to the edge. He had to hurry to get his cock out of his pants and grab a handful of tissues, as the sight of her convulsing body made him explode. He grunted with raw animal pleasure as he emptied his balls, shooting jets of cum into the soft tissues.

It was a pity it was over so fast. If only there was a way to prolong the process. He could imagine himself snapping girl’s necks for fun, not to make them into milkmaids. Then he could take his pleasure with their helpless, quivering bodies, without even needing to tie them up.

He stroked Serena’s cheek with his fingertips. More to the pity, she only had to endure the trauma to her neck three more times, then it would be over. While he wasn’t allowed to have sex with her during these treatments, there was nothing wrong with a kiss. He pressed his mouth to her quivering lips. She now tasted like milk and honey. The transformation was accelerating. Soon she would be his perfect wife, a submissive milkmaid who wanted to please him in any way he desired.

Three more days. It had been such a long wait. So many girls had slipped through his fingers. All he had to do was administer three more treatments and Serena would belong to him as his wife, milkmaid and slave. What more could a man desire in life?

Day six: Observations. After receiving the final treatment, Serena appears to be fully transformed. She emerged this morning looking like a glamour model ready for a sexy photo shoot. She’s taken to wearing her most daring lingerie and making herself up before she’ll allow me to see her in the morning.

The sight of her this morning stole my breath from my body. She may have endured severe treatments, despite her knowledge, but I’ve been tortured by having to keep my hands off her. I dare any man to prove he has the same resolve in the presence of a gorgeous milkmaid with such huge, beautiful breasts. The transformation is enough to make a man weep with longing for the forbidden pleasures she now embodies.

All that’s left is to release her milk. Tonight. My resolve continues to be tested as I wait for this sweet moment to arrive.

Jackson handed Serena her pill, which she now took without question, not even to enquire why she needed it. He sat in the dark while it took effect, watching her greatly expanded breasts rising and falling under the sheet.

He could have milked her while she was awake, but the first time was often painful with the need to forcibly loosen her ducts. He wanted it to be a purely indulgent pleasure for himself, as he finally got her addictive cream.

Once she was asleep, he turned on the lights and removed the duvet from her body. Her brown hair had fallen to one side, exposing her lovely, slender neck. The desire to snap it one more time gripped his body, making his blood boil with lust. What was the harm? He could listen to the sweet crackle of the twist, then milk her while she flopped about, stunned and helpless.

Before he thought twice, he had her neck in his arms, positioning it for one last violent crush. The sound was ever more thrilling each time he did it. And the sight of her writhing in a convulsive, catatonic state made his cock go hard as a steel bar. This time, he didn’t need to keep his hands off her. He’d administered all the treatments.

He ripped open her nightdress while she flopped about in the first stages of having her neck crushed. He climbed over her, positioning his cock at the entrance to her sex, while he took her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. Now he could milk her as roughly as he liked, while he slammed her pussy with his cock. The sight of her convulsing only made the experience all the sweeter.

He grunted with pleasure as he buried his cock into her tight passage. He was drunk with desire, not caring that he was handling her breasts harder than she could tolerate if she was awake. His fingers were leaving red blotches where he squeezed, forcing her to release her milk.

She was so full, it didn’t take long for the thick cream to gush from her nipples. He pumped her pussy harder and licked the sweet cream from his fingers like a starving man. Then he went back for more, milking her harder, reddening her breasts in his savage desire to taste her white nectar.

As the milk gushed over her breasts, running down her stomach to her sex, he felt the glorious lubrication as he thrust in and out of her. The combination of milking and pounding her as hard as he liked was perfect. All the while, she lay quivering on their bed, powerless to stop him from using her body for his ultimate pleasure.

His orgasm struck him like a bolt of lightning. Every muscle stiffened as he pumped his cum deep into her womb, squirting hot jets that felt like they had no end. As he collapsed onto her, they both lay still, both bodies fully spent.

Day seven: Observations. I had to leave the house today to attend to some business and got quite a surprise on my return. Even though Serena appeared to be fully transformed into a milkmaid, it appears I underestimated her, or made a mistake. She was all sweetness and smiles before I left to go to town, yet when I returned home in the evening, a simple note awaited me on the kitchen table.

It read: Monster! Don’t come after me. I never want to see you again. I hope you burn in hell!

Naturally, this came as a surprise, as like most milkmaids, she’d lost her ability to read and write by day four of the treatments. But it was definitely her handwriting. She’d packed one suitcase, the one I used to store the vibrating breast press under the bed. Naturally, she hadn’t taken it with her. Oh, the irony.

The man who trained me in the dark arts of using a woman’s body against her will believes the seventh treatment was a mistake. When a woman has her milk awakened, she feels it deeply through every part of her being, mind, body and soul. He says milking her breasts while she was vulnerable, likely reversed all my hard work.

I know in my heart that he’s right. I allowed my animal passion to overwhelm all rational thought. Such is the curse of tasting the forbidden. It gives a man an insatiable hunger for more, to find out if there is a limit to the darkness that resides in his soul.

To conclude, I’ve let yet another woman slip through my fingers. There have been too many. But frustration and failure have only fueled my desire to tame my perfect milkmaid. I won’t make the same mistake again.


Mad For Milk

Jared paused to wipe his brow on his sleeve. It was hot, hard work trimming two kilometres of hedges by hand. But as the groundskeeper for Aldric Adir, the billionaire business tycoon, it was his job to keep the property immaculate. And Mr Adir insisted every aspect of his multi-million dollar estate was perfect. The poor hedge wasn’t allowed even one errant leaf.

As he caught his breath, he felt the hairs prickle on the back of his neck. Instinctively turning to face his watcher, he looked up at the third floor of the mansion. At her bedroom window, Mr Adir’s daughter, Bella, was looking down at him.

Mr Adir insisted all his possessions were perfect, including his trophy daughter. He spared no expense to ensure she was the most beautiful girl in the world. Now of marriageable age, she was a prize sought after by the most eligible suitors. She was also the sole heir to the estate. Bella was no mere businessman’s daughter. She was a princess.

A lump hardened in Jared’s throat, even though he couldn’t see her in detail. He didn’t need to, as he could picture her in his mind’s eye, even when he hadn’t seen her for days. Her beauty was burned into his mind like a tattoo. No matter how much he tried to avoid thinking about her, she always lingered in his thoughts.

How could he escape her haunting beauty? Her blond hair was always immaculate, looking like strands of spun gold. It framed her heart-shaped face, with her pert nose and full, kissable lips. But her eyes left him speechless. They were large and upturned, with pale blue-green irises that shone like moonstones.

And she had the body of a goddess, enhanced by the daily care of her personal beautician. As well as flawless skin, she had the nubile figure of a young woman, with generous round breasts that seemed to defy gravity despite their size.

Transfixed by the sight of her looking down at him, he felt like she could see into his mind and soul. No doubt she knew he jerked off every night thinking about her. No doubt she knew his cock had a constant uncontrollable ache, yearning to experience the pleasure of her body, if only once.

But men like him didn’t get to take perfect princesses to bed. Men like him could only look at her with longing, tortured by the desire for pleasures he could never experience. Eventually, she would be married off to some rich idiot who wouldn’t worship her as he did, leaving him with nothing but bitter regret.

He forced himself to return to trimming the hedge, so he didn’t have to suffer the sight of her unattainable beauty.

For the rest of the afternoon, he felt sure she remained at her window, watching him work, but he refused to look up to see if she was there. He avoided the temptation for the rest of the day. It would take a miracle for anything to happen between them, even if she wanted him too.

He packed up his tools and returned to the workingmen’s cottages on the far side of the estate, away from the mansion. He showered and cooked himself a simple meal of beans and rice. Then he sat down to watch television, hoping the fantasies playing out on the flat screen would distract him from thinking about Bella.

His phone vibrated in his pocket with an incoming text message. He paused the program and pulled out his phone to unlock the screen. There was one new message.

Private number: Please! I need you to milk me!

He blinked several times, wondering who the message was from and what it meant. Perhaps it had been sent to him by mistake, a carelessly miskeyed number with a message its intended recipient would understand. His phone buzzed again in his hand.

Private number: You know you want to milk me, Jared. Do it! Please!

His eyes widened at the sight of his name. The messages were for him after all, but what did they mean? He thumbed his reply and hit send.

Jared: Who is this?

He swallowed hard as he waited for the answer. It arrived seconds later.

Private number: You don’t need to ask. You know. I’m desperate to be milked! I need your strong hands on my big breasts. Milk me, Jared! Milk me until I can’t cum anymore!

Jared broke into a cold sweat and developed an aching erection at the same time. It wasn’t a happy erection that made him feel good. It hurt like his cock was gripped in a vice. It was a confusing collision of sensations. Although his cock hurt, he needed to free it from his pants, so he unzipped his fly and stroked himself as he reread the texts.

A mysterious woman with big breasts wanted him to milk her for pleasure. While she hadn’t disclosed her identity, he knew it could only be the beautiful Bella, at the top of her mansion, desperate to be worshipped as only he could. As his aching cock erupted with cum, the only thought on his mind was how he could make this forbidden tryst happen.

The following afternoon, he confirmed the identity of the mysterious woman. He was tidying the lawns with an edging iron, when Bella passed by. Her governess, an elegant but fearsome older woman who wasn’t to be crossed, attended her. Bella gave him a brief smile as she passed, her moonstone eyes lingering on his chiselled body for longer than a lady should look.

He knew he returned her look of hunger. His eyes dwelling on her bust for much longer than any man should look, regardless of class, familiarity or position in society. But it was the twinkle in her eyes that reiterated the text messages of the previous evening. Milk me! Milk me, Jared!

The moment of passing was fleeting, but his desire to have his hands on her breasts grew ever more ravenous. The conversation she was having with the governess about social etiquette was as meaningless as the birds chirping in the trees. It was the singular moment of eye contact that filled him with mounting lust. They lived worlds apart in social standing, but they needed one another to satisfy their lust. It made his cock sore again, the straining, squeezing ache that felt like it was wedged in a vice.

He was sure of it now. The text messages. The desperate look in her eyes. The swelling of her breasts as she passed. She wanted him to milk her as soon as he could, anyway he could. Who was he to let a princess down?

Despite the endless list of tasks required to maintain Mr Adir’s grounds, Jared spent the rest of the day preparing for their forbidden tryst. As a member of staff, the security guards patrolling the grounds paid him no attention. More often than not, they stopped to see if he needed any help. They had little to do patrolling a property so well-protected. It was a fortress for people on the outside. But Jared had the freedom to move about the grounds without question.

He took his ladder to the east wing of the house, where viburnums grew under the windows, filling the air with a subtle, sweet floral scent. The dense shrubs, dotted with small white flowers, made a good hiding place for his ladder. He laid it against the wall, taking care not to damage the shrubs.

Then he slipped through the side entrance to the laundry. The maids would have once used the door to take the washing out to dry, but large industrial dryers now handled that chore. He worked quickly, not wanting any of the maids to catch him inside. The interior was the one place he had no liberty to move about.

He opened the sash window and sabotaged the lock by slipping a thick piece of cardboard over the catch. Pulling the window shut again, the card held it closed, giving it the appearance of being locked. Now prepared, all he had to do was wait for darkness to fall.

Knowing the grounds as well as he did, he could move about in the dark, with only the light of the moon and stars to guide his way. He circled the mansion, moving beyond the light spilling from the windows and away from the security sensors.

As night wore on, the mansion descended into darkness as people went to bed. There was only one illuminated window he cared about though, the one where his princess watched him work during the day. Finally, it fell into darkness too.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. He pulled it out, shielding the screen to hide the light.

Private number: I’m so full, my breasts are bursting. Are you coming? I’m desperate to be milked. Now! Milk me now, Jared!

The text erased any reason to hesitate. He propped his ladder against the wall below the laundry window, eased it open and made his way inside. He sealed the window with the card again, so he could slip out the same way once he’d emptied Bella’s breasts of her milk. His cock was twitching in his pants in anticipation. Finally, his fantasy would be fulfilled.

Removing his shoes so he could walk silently, he moved through the house like a ghost, passing through the servant’s quarters into the main foyer. There was a security guard on duty, but he was snoring in his chair. No one expected a threat from within.

Tiptoeing up the grand staircase, Jared made his way to the third floor. While he’d never been this far inside the house, he knew it well enough from the outside to work out which room Bella occupied.

There was no light visible under her door, so he turned the handle as quietly as he could, slipped through and closed it behind him. She lay on her side, facing away from him, the silver light of the moon tracing the curves of her gorgeous figure.

He crossed the room, the plush carpet silencing his footfalls. Hovering over her, he whispered her name. She stirred, so he spoke her name again, a little louder this time.

“It’s Jared. I’m here to milk you,” he said, as she returned from a deep sleep to the land of the waking.

Instead of greeting him with a loving smile as he expected, she opened her mouth to scream. He quickly clamped his hand over her mouth and restrained her against his body as she fought to raise the alarm. This wasn’t the reaction he’d expected. Perhaps he had given her a scare. He waited for her to calm down, but she fought on, trying to bite his hand and escape his hold.

He tried to reassure her he meant her no harm, but she wouldn’t calm down. He forced her onto the bed, pinning her arms between his thighs. When she continued to resist, he closed her petite nostrils with a pinch to stifle her breath. She struggled harder now he was depriving her of air, desperate to escape. But without oxygen, she couldn’t fight him for long. Her desperate eyes glistened in the moonlight until her eyelids closed and her body slumped.

He released her and put his hand to her neck to check her pulse. It was strong. She’d only passed out. Turning on the lights, he looked about the room. Bella had the finest of everything, including a walk-in wardrobe the size of a room filled with dresses and shoes. Her make-up table looked like it belonged in a salon. Everywhere he looked, she had every luxury imaginable.

Jared searched the wardrobe and found her stockings. Grabbing a handful, he returned to the bed, rolled her over and tied her hands together behind her back. She was wearing a sheer white nightdress that hinted at her delectable curves beneath. He raised the short skirt to slide her white satin panties over her hips and down her legs.

Her pussy was perfect, just as he’d imagined. No doubt she was so smooth because all her hair had been removed by laser. Putting her panties to his nose, he inhaled the orange blossom scent of her sex. He couldn’t wait to experience the sweet clench of her pussy, but he wanted her milk more. He had to have that first.

He stuffed her panties into her mouth and secured the gag with another stocking to hold it in place. She looked incredibly sexy, tied up and gagged. All girls looked lovely this way, completely vulnerable, their tight bodies helpless to resist whatever he wanted to do to them. And what better way to bind a girl than with her own lingerie?

He slid the straps of her nightdress down her arms to expose her breasts. They were magnificent, better than he’d hoped for or dreamed, huge, soft and full of milk. He couldn’t get his cock out of his pants fast enough. It was already rock hard and throbbing, ready to cum as he experienced the pleasure of milking her breasts.

He took her nipples in his powerful hands, squeezing and kneading them to release her milk. When it didn’t flow straight away, he realised she’d never been milked before. She would need firm handling to encourage her cream to flow for the first time.

As he squeezed her roughly, eager to release her milk, she returned to consciousness, staring at him with her dazzling moonstone eyes. She tried to scream again, but the gag muffled the sound.

“Shh… you wanted this,” he said. “I know those texts came from you.”

She struggled, but couldn’t escape him with her hands tied and her body pinned to the bed under his weight. She shook her head at him, demanding he take his hands off her. He pumped her breasts harder, desperate to get her milk flowing.

Handling her this way clearly hurt, as she started to cry, but it was making him more aroused by the minute. When her cream finally gushed from her nipples, his cock was throbbing with the need to cum. He worked out more milk, getting her breasts slick with it, licking his fingers whenever he could. Now her milk was flowing, she looked at him with defiance in her eyes. She took no pleasure from being forced this way, from having her virgin cream stolen without permission.

He milked her harder. If she refused to enjoy it, she would have to suffer. He pressed her breasts together to make a tight passage and rammed his cock between them. The milk made the passage slick, allowing him to hammer her breasts as hard as he liked. They were soft and warm as he dug his fingers in hard, forcing more milk to flow with each stroke of his cock.

The more she whimpered, the more he enjoyed it, slamming his cock into her big, beautiful breasts until he reached his peak. He had to suppress the animal howl that accompanied his orgasm as he emptied himself between her breasts. It felt amazing. He pumped out his cum, enjoying every moment of the forbidden pleasure he was never meant to experience.

He looked at her as his orgasm subsided. “This was what you wanted,” he said, answering the accusation in her eyes.

He pulled his phone from his pocket and opened his text messages. As he scanned the list, his eyes widened. There were no messages from a private number.

He considered the situation for a moment, accepting the truth about what had just happened. He had been so desperate to milk her, he’d imagined the texts. Some force had driven him to madness, all for a taste of Bella’s sweet breast milk.

He bit his lip. What the hell was he going to do now? He’d just milked Mr Adir’s daughter against her will and used her body for his own gratification. He swallowed hard. He could never let her tell anyone about this. Mr Adir would have his head on a silver platter for abusing his daughter this way.

He picked up another stocking and wound it around each of his knuckles. Then he wrapped it around her neck, looping the sheer fabric twice before pulling with all his might.

She bucked and kicked, fighting him with the last of her strength as he closed her windpipe, stealing her breath. As her eyes rolled to the back of her head, she slumped, limp as a rag doll. He held on for a good minute longer, making sure her sleep lasted forever this time. It was such a pity. Her milk was heavenly, a rare gift. He didn’t want to share it with anyone else. Ever.

* * *

“And so you strangled her?”

Jared nodded. “I had no choice.” This wasn’t the first time he’d fantasized about milking Bella’s breasts. He’d lost count of how many situations he’d imagined them being in together. During the delirium between sips of her milk, it was a recurring curse.

“Your fantasies are becoming more twisted each time.”

Jared looked into the moonstone eyes of his owner, knowing what was coming next. He pulled at the shackles binding his wrists and ankles to the bondage frame. It was futile. He wasn’t going anywhere.

Mistress Bella Adir smiled at him. There was nothing kind about it. “I’m going to have to punish you severely for such a twisted fantasy. Twenty-five lashes of the whip. The bullwhip to be precise. It leaves such pretty red stripes. And I know how much it hurts, even a man as strong as you.”

Mistress Bella had just finished expressing a cup of milk from her breast with a hand pump. Jared had forced himself not to watch her do it, as it only aroused his cock. She had such beautiful round breasts, bursting with creamy milk. If he got aroused, the chastity cage clamped to his manhood made his cock hurt like it was being pressed in a vice.

“Twenty-five. Front and back,” she said. “I want to see you striped red for having such wicked fantasies about me.”

She crossed the room, looking like an angel in her sheer white nightdress. It was torture to look upon such beauty and know he could never have her, not even once. But that was how she liked to conduct their relationship, torturing him with endless, unfulfilled desire.

She put the cup of milk to his lips. “Drink!”

He took a mouthful and swallowed. He knew he should spit it out, as the sweet cream only made him more her prisoner each time he drank it. He couldn’t remember when she’d first made him an addict to her milk. Now, she’d driven him past the edge of sanity with his desperation for his daily sip.

And with this endless desire, he let her do whatever she liked to him, as long as there was a sip of milk to satisfy his craving.

He heard the crack of the whip as she loosened her arm. His fantasies about getting her milk were getting worse, and with them, so were the severity of her punishments.

But that had been her goal all along. Bella had made him an addict to her cream for one reason alone. She enjoyed tormenting him, body and mind, for her own wicked pleasure.


Pastoral Care

Jessie hadn’t been sleeping well for many nights. It had started the day she’d turned eighteen. Overnight, like someone had flipped a switch in her head, her sleeping patterns had become as disrupted as a crime scene. Her sense of calm and well-being had been turned upside-down. Now, she tossed and turned like she was having terrible nightmares, yet she couldn’t remember any of them when she woke up. For a young girl with no cares in the world, it made no sense.

The transition from life as a teenager to becoming a woman was also having an unusual effect on her body. Although she’d always been busty, her breasts had been getting steadily larger day by day. She had filled out a DD bra by the age of sixteen, which made her very popular with the boys at school, but very unpopular with the flat-chested girls. Now, her EE bras were feeling too tight. Perhaps her expanding breasts were keeping her awake at night. But she couldn’t see how her age and bust size could be related.

Thankfully, her dear, sweet daddy was always there to look after her when anything was amiss. She felt awful after her fifth restless sleep in a row. Her daddy was sitting on the couch watching the morning news on television. She sat on his knee without asking permission. She really needed a special cuddle to make her feel better, but was too tired to ask.

Looping one arm over his shoulder, she tucked her head into his neck, just as she’d done when she was a small girl. Her daddy was so handsome and strong. He always made her feel better as soon as she was in his embrace.

“Hey, baby girl, what’s the matter?” he said, sweeping her blond locks away from her face.

“I haven’t been sleeping well, Daddy,” she said, with a sniffle.

“Are you feeling unwell?” he said, stroking her cheek with his powerful hands.

“No… but…” She paused, wondering if she should tell him about her swelling breasts. If only her mother was still around. As a female concern, it probably required a woman to explain what was happening to her body. “My body feels different,” she said, deciding to leave out the details.

“Oh, well, that’s natural, baby girl. You’re a grown woman now. Changes happen to us all the time in life. I’m sure there’s nothing to worry about.”

She sighed. “Thank you, Daddy. I knew you’d have the answer.” She enjoyed the heat of his body against her own.

“I’ve got a special meditation tape that might help you sleep. Do you want to try it tonight?”

She looked deep into his dark-brown eyes. “What kind of tape, Daddy?”

“Oh, it’s pleasant noises to help calm the mind… birds and wind in the trees. That sort of thing.”

She sniffed. “Okay, if you think it’ll help.”

He kissed the top of her head. “I know it will, baby girl.”

That night, when she was ready for bed, her daddy came to kiss her goodnight. She was already tucked up in bed. He was carrying an old cassette player and set it on her bedside table to plug it into a spare electrical socket. Then he took a small plastic case from his pocket, handling the obsolete audio tape like it was a revered artifact. Her daddy was funny about some of his old possessions, as if they were beyond replacement by newer technology.

He opened the case and took out the tape, carefully tensioning the reels with a gentle twist of his little finger. Then he inserted the tape into the cassette player like he was making an offering to a divine being. He started the playback, adjusted the volume and kissed her on the forehead.

“Sleep well, baby girl,” he said, letting himself out of her room.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said with a yawn.

Closing her eyes, she listened to the sounds of birdsong and wind in the trees as she drifted off to sleep. A soothing voice started to tell her about the wonderful journey she was about to take.

She opened her eyes, but she wasn’t in her room anymore. She was in the middle of a large, lush field of grass that went as far as the eye could see. The sky was solid blue, and the sun was warm on her back. She realised she was on all fours, wandering around the field, trying to find the pretty yellow flowers hidden amongst the grass.

She loved those yellow flowers. They had a subtle, sweet scent, and if you rubbed one on your chin, it showed you if you liked butter or not. She wanted to find one because she knew it would leave a lovely shiny patch on her chin because she loved butter and milk and cream.

She giggled, realising what she had become in this pastoral paradise. She was Buttercup, a cow who loved to make milk. She could feel her heavy udders swinging beneath her as she moved through the grass looking for the elusive yellow flowers.

Looking down at herself, she saw she wasn’t actually a cow. She was still a girl, with her long honey-blond hair hanging down, brushing the grass as she crawled on all fours. But she felt like a cow, without a care in the world. She only had to enjoy the sunshine and fresh air, while she looked for pretty yellow flowers as her breasts filled with milk.

Yes, she could feel them filling with delicious white nectar, ready to bring happiness to all the people who needed her milk. They were heavy with it, ready for her to go to the milking shed to have it teased from her sensitive nipples. The voice told her she would feel wonderful when she was being milked. It told her that no matter what was happening to her, she would feel amazing at milking time.

She let out a contented sigh, which sounded rather like a soft moo. She was so lucky. What a wonderful purpose to have in life, to make and share milk, bringing pleasure to herself and others. Now she could sleep. Now she could rest easy knowing that she’d found herself at last, and with it, a deep sense of inner calm.

Jessie awoke feeling better than she had in many days. One fabulous night’s sleep had undone all the awful ones, erasing them like they’d never happened at all. It was all thanks to her wonderful daddy and his magical meditation tape. He really deserved a special cuddle and a smattering of sweet kisses to dot his cheeks, so she didn’t bother to get dressed and sought him out.

He smiled at her as she sat on his knee to pull him close.

“Looks like someone slept well last night,” he said, pressing her nose like a button.

“I feel like a new girl, Daddy,” she said, puckering up to give him the first of many kisses.

He always scrunched up his face like he didn’t enjoy it when she kissed him, which only made her want to kiss him more. She knew deep down that he loved it when she was affectionate, as his hand always tightened around her waist, like he didn’t want to let her escape his grasp.

“I had the loveliest dream last night, Daddy,” she said.

“Oh? What was it about?” he said, craning his head to see her face.

She pressed her cheek to his, not wanting to lose the warmth of his body against her own. “Oh, flowers and sunshine and happiness,” she said. “I don’t really remember. But it was a good dream, filled with… buttercups.”

“Buttercups?” he said, as if asking a question to which he already knew the answer.

“Yes! If you rub them on your chin, they tell you if you like butter and milk and cream. Do you like butter and milk and cream, Daddy?”

“Sure I do, baby girl. Milk is one of the best things in life.”

“I’d like some warm milk right now, with a little honey to make it sweet,” she said, snuggling into his warm body.

“That makes two of us, baby girl,” he replied, kissing the top of her head.

Jessie felt blissful throughout the rest of the day. She was also looking forward to going to bed to have more happy dreams.

As she was getting undressed for the day, she looked at herself in the mirror. Her breasts were bulging out of her bra. It was much too small for her. As she took it off, she saw the deep creases across each breast where the edge of the cup had dug into her skin. She’d have to loosen the hooks at her back until she could buy some new ones. Discomfort aside, she got into bed and buried her head into her pillow.

Her daddy came in a few minutes later. He pulled the tape from his pocket. With the same reverence as before, he put it into the cassette player to begin the playback. She smiled up at him as he stroked her cheek with the back of his fingers.

“Sleep well, baby girl,” he said.

She blew him a special kiss from her fingertips and closed her eyes.

In what felt like a few moments, she was back in the meadow, wandering around on all fours searching for buttercups. Her breasts felt wonderfully heavy as they swayed back and forth. They were so full of milk, she would need to be milked soon and for quite some time to get it all out.

As she enjoyed the sun on her back and the sound of the birds frolicking in the sky above, she finally stumbled on one of the elusive flowers. She sat down, picked the stem and rubbed the petals on her chin. Then she put it to her nose and inhaled its subtle perfume. According to her reaction, she didn’t just like milk, she loved it. She wanted to make more in her breasts so she could share it with people and make them happy too.

“Moo,” she said softly, feeling more content than she ever had before.

The voice told her she deserved to feel good. It told her she deserved to have lots of milk to make people happy. It told her she should dress like she wanted to share her milk, in pretty dresses and lovely lingerie. She liked that idea too.

In the morning, she felt wonderfully refreshed. All the nights of disturbed sleep now felt like a distant memory. Although her breasts felt tight and full, they were aching. She found her favourite summer dress. It had small blue and white checks and a very short skirt. She didn’t bother to put on a bra, knowing it would feel too tight and would only add to her discomfort. Instead, she unbuttoned the neckline to give her swollen breasts some relief from the tight clothes.

She also put on some make-up as if she were going out. She wasn’t planning to go anywhere, she simply wanted to look as pretty as she felt. There was nothing better than lots of eye make-up and lip gloss to make a girl feel adorably kissable.

Then she went downstairs and wiggled her fingers at her daddy as she passed through the lounge on her way to the master bathroom. He looked up and smiled. She could tell he thought she was the most beautiful girl in the world, and that made her feel even happier. There was only the matter of soothing her two aching breasts and life would be perfect.

She opened the medicine cabinet to see if there were any creams or painkillers. There were lots of bottles of pills, so she searched about for some aspirin. As she was reading the labels on the small, brown plastic tubes, she found a bottle that read: Take one pill per day to boost the production of breast milk.

She put the bottle down and chewed a fingernail, trying to work out why they had such unusual medicine in the cabinet. The bottle had a recent date of issue, a few days before her eighteenth birthday. That meant it couldn’t be a leftover from her mother. Her daddy must have ordered them.

Underneath the label was a list of side effects. She gasped when she read the list, her eyes locking onto the words ‘disturbed sleep.’ In a panic, she noted the number of tablets in the tube. It said there were eighty. She opened it and emptied the remaining pills onto the vanity. There were ten remaining. It was basic arithmetic to work out that seventy had been consumed. That was ten each day since her eighteenth birthday, when she’d started to have terrible, disturbed sleeps.

She quickly rifled through the other bottles of pills. There were five more tubes of the same drug, another 400 tablets. Feeling stricken with shock, she carried a bottle out to the lounge.

Her daddy looked up and went white, seeing the look on her face and the bottle in her hand. He got to his feet, spreading his palms to calm her before she uttered a word.

“Daddy? What have you been doing to me?” she said, holding up the bottle of incriminating pills. “I don’t need these, yet you’ve fed me ten times the daily dose.”

Her daddy started to offer excuses and explanations. He clearly hadn’t thought she would find the pills in the cabinet. After all, she had her own ensuite and never used the master bathroom at all.

“Daddy, have you been forcing me to make milk?” she said, approaching him slowly.

He swallowed, drew a deep breath and uttered a single word. “Buttercup!”

The world changed before Jessie’s eyes. She could still see the lounge, but could now see the endless meadow too. She fell to her knees and got on all fours, forgetting all about the pills. She was Buttercup, and when she was making milk, she was happy. She didn’t need to worry about anything else.

She felt her daddy’s powerful hands on her body, rolling her over to lay her down on the carpet of grass.

“I wanted to leave this for a few more days, to get you bursting with milk. But you’ve forced my hand. Lucky for me you were always weak-willed,” he said, as he unbuttoned her dress to expose her breasts.

It made her happy to see him eagerly trying to get to her breasts. He just wanted all the milk she’d been making for seven days now. And sharing her lovely cream would make everyone happy. She was so ready to be milked. It had to be the reason her breasts ached so much.

He freed her breasts from the dress. It was a relief to have them out at last, not trapped in the tight fabric of her dress.

“Get on all fours, Buttercup,” he said.

She did as he asked, eagerly awaiting the magical moment when her milk flowed at last. He returned with a wide, flat bowl and positioned it under her breasts. Then, just like a farmer milking a cow, he tugged on her nipples, stretching them to loosen her ducts.

The ache intensified, spreading from her breasts right through her chest, making her desperate to release her milk.

“Any moment now, Buttercup,” he said, working like a man obsessed.

Then she heard the first drips of milk plink into the bowl. Her daddy let out a hungry sigh of satisfaction. He put his fingers to his mouth and greedily licked the thick cream from his fingers.

“The first few drops of virgin cream are always the best,” he said, smacking his lips and putting his fingers back to work.

Once the thick cream had passed, her milk flowed freely. Jessie let out a long sigh of pleasure as she felt the release of the pressure in her chest.

“Moo,” she said, feeling blissfully content. It was a beautiful day, the meadow was perfect and she was finally getting milked at last.

“Good… good,” said her daddy. His voice was deep and gravelly, like he had a raw hunger that was still unsatisfied.

He milked her until her breasts ran dry, leaving her light-headed with joy. She was already looking forward to the next milking and hoped she would have more, so it would last longer.

Her daddy collected the bowl and the bottle of pills and sat in front of her. “Good, Buttercup. Now you can have your reward.” He took a pill from the bottle. “Open wide and I’ll let you have a spoonful of milk to swallow it down.”

She gasped. He was going to let her taste her milk too? She opened her mouth and accepted the pill without a second thought. Then he gave her a spoonful of milk. It was rich and sweet, tasting like it had nectar from the flowers in the field.

“Another,” he said, offering her a pill. She opened her mouth to accept it.

He fed her all ten pills, each followed by a spoonful of her milk. She swallowed them all and wished for more, so she could keep tasting the divine cream of her breasts.

“When I say your name, you’re going to stand up, throw the empty bottle into the rubbish and forget all about the pills. If you see them again, you won’t take any notice of them. You won’t remember taking the pills, or getting milked, or anything else while you’re Buttercup, except that it makes you happy,” he said.

She smiled at him. How did she ever get to be so lucky to have such a kind and caring daddy?

“Jessie!” he whispered.

Jessie stood up, walked to the kitchen and threw the bottle in the trash. She couldn’t remember why she was holding it. Clearly, it wasn’t important. But she remembered she was in the middle of asking her daddy about something important. She returned to the lounge but couldn’t recall what she wanted to ask him.

He was going through his wallet, sorting out his cash. “Hey, baby girl,” he said, pulling out some bills. “Why don’t you go into town and buy yourself some new clothes.”

He handed her the money. She counted it. “Daddy, this is five hundred dollars,” she said.

“Call it a late birthday present.”

“But, Daddy, you already gave me this pretty ring,” she said, holding up her hand. She adored her new ring. It had five round yellow garnets surrounding one central stone. It looked like a buttercup, her favourite flower.

“I’ve got a sixth sense that you might need some new lingerie. Buy something that looks pretty.”

“Well… thank you, Daddy,” she said, feeling quite overwhelmed by this sudden and unexpected act of generosity.

She did just that and went to her favourite lingerie store, Panties For Princesses. She spent a lot of money on new bra and panty sets. At the fitting, she discovered she was two full bra sizes larger. She also bought some pretty nightdresses that were a better fit for her bust.

When she got home, she saw her daddy had two of his friends over for drinks. She’d never liked the two men as they looked at her like they were taking her clothes off. She made brief, polite conversation, then excused herself to go to her room.

As she was walking up the stairs, her daddy stopped her. “Why don’t you put on one of those pretty nightdresses… Buttercup.”

Jessie’s vision filled with the scene of the meadow. It was stronger than before, entirely replacing the lounge, although she could still see her daddy and the two men. The compulsion to go and make herself look more attractive was overwhelming. She didn’t recall what she did, but when she returned, she knew she looked stunning in her flimsy, sheer nightdress.

“Now, Buttercup, these old bulls need to breed you,” said her daddy. “I’ll hurt a bit, but they’re going to milk you too, so you’ll enjoy yourself while you’re getting bred.”

Each of the men handed her daddy a wad of cash. Then they led her to the couch, leaning her over an armrest on her stomach.

“You can enjoy the ass, not the pussy,” said her daddy, as he counted the money.

The first man pulled down her panties. She could feel the head of his cock was already slick with pre-cum as he tried to force it into her forbidden entrance. The second man wanted her mouth. He unzipped his pants, took out his hard cock and pinched her cheeks to force her to open her mouth.

While he ground his cock down her throat, he grabbed her breasts and squeezed them roughly, making her nipples drip with milk. The other man broke through the tight rosette of her ass to find entrance. The cock in her throat was making it hard to breathe, and the cock in her ass hurt as the man slammed it in and out of her as hard as he could.

All the while, her daddy laid out the hundred dollar bills on the coffee table. The men had paid him a lot of money to breed her. Still, old bulls needed to breed, and she needed to be milked. As long as they milked her breasts, she could take their cocks and cum. The man in her ass came first, shooting his hot jets deep inside her, grunting as he emptied his balls.

The man in her throat came soon after. He choked her, throbbing and pulsing in her throat as he made her drink every last drop of his cum. When they were finished, they zipped up their pants and returned to their beers as if nothing had happened.

“Good, Buttercup,” said her daddy. “There are going to be lots more old bulls who are going to breed you, so make sure you get used to it. Now, you’re going to go to your room, get cleaned up and change into another pretty dress. You’ll forget any of this ever happened. Go now… Jessie.”

Jessie blinked, wondering why she was standing in the lounge wearing one of her sexiest new nightdresses. The three men were sitting around drinking beers, not taking much notice of her. For some reason, her bottom felt sore and she had an unusual, salty taste in her mouth. She decided she probably needed to take a shower and brush her teeth.

That night, when she was tucked up in bed, waiting for her daddy to bring her meditation tape, she wondered why she had gaps in her memory from the day. It was so odd, not being able to remember what had happened between one event and another. She supposed she’d simply forgotten, as it can’t have been important.

Finally, her daddy arrived, much to her relief. She was feeling unusually tired and really wanted to get to sleep. He performed the usual ritual of removing the tape from the case to put it in the cassette player.

“You never told me the name of the meditation tape, Daddy,” she said.

He held it up so she could see the yellow label. “It’s called… Buttercup,” he said.

As he spoke the word, she returned to the meadow again, feeling the sun on her back, listening to the birds chirping in the trees. Her daddy was with her too.

“There’s one more old bull who is going to breed you,” he said. “And I’m the only old bull that gets to enjoy your tight, little pussy.”

She smiled up at him as he unzipped his pants, opened her legs and took her virginity. She felt complete now. This was what the voice on the tape had been telling her throughout the night. She was Buttercup, who brought happiness to all the old bulls with her milk, while they bred her with their long, thick cocks.

“Moo,” she said, feeling dreamy and happy as her daddy pumped hot, creamy spunk into her womb.


Performance Review

Larissa opened the file on her desk. She hated doing performance reviews. No matter how high she climbed on the corporate ladder, this one task filled her with dread. Companies didn’t care that they were dealing with a person’s life. To the people at the top of the ladder, every person below them was either an income or an expense on the balance sheet.

For Wyatt Hughes, this performance review could make or break his career. For him, this meeting could be the difference between a stable income, a good career and a comfortable lifestyle, or floundering from one job to another trying to make ends meet. And he was only eighteen. He was just at the start of his life.

To make matters worse, he was rather cute, not that a woman twelve years his senior should be having such thoughts, let alone the woman who was his direct report.

That was the other aspect of the corporate world she found frustrating. No doubt many other people found it frustrating too. She wasn’t a robot. She couldn’t switch off her feelings because ‘certain relationships weren’t allowed in the workplace.’ Try telling her pussy it wasn’t allowed to fantasize about young Wyatt’s cock filling her up, or having his tongue teasing her clitoris, or having his soft hands teasing her breasts. Pussies had one set of KPIs: Keep Pussy Intimately Satisfied.

She tried to focus on the job at hand, and not the fact that he made her clitoris ache, or that her panties got damp whenever he was in the same room.

Eighteen-year-old Wyatt Hughes was an intern on a short-term contract. Fresh out of school, this was his chance to secure a career or join the pool of interns who weren’t good enough to make the cut.

Subsequent employers would ask him why he didn’t have a good reference to show for his time at the company. It wouldn’t matter if he told them the truth or not, the result would be the same. That gap in his resume would make it difficult to secure a similar job.

It was cruel. Others argued it was life. So how in the hell was she going to tell him she had to let him go? His numbers were satisfactory. But these days, satisfactory was the new mediocre. Satisfactory was middle of the pack. Young people had to excel at their jobs or exit the building.

There was a knock at the door. She glanced up at the clock. It was five past two. He was late, or she’d kept him waiting. It was hard to know without having windows to the offices outside. Either way, it wasn’t a good start.

“Come,” she said.

Her pussy tingled, liking that she’d used that word to open the meeting. Why was her body hell-bent on betraying her managerial responsibilities? She’d never had this problem with any other colleague in her entire career, even the ones she found attractive.

It was unique to Wyatt. There was something about him that drove her wild. If her pussy had control of her voice, it would make her tell him she’d masturbated last night, thinking about him. It would happily confess that she’d wet the sheets as she’d gushed, thinking about having his innocent young cock firmly lodged between her thighs.

She fanned her face with her fingers as he entered the office, closing the door behind him. Her pussy got properly hot and bothered as she saw him standing before her. What was it about him that excited her this way? It wasn’t like he fulfilled her fantasies of an ideal lover in appearance. It was something more elusive.

She looked him up and down, wondering if her cheeks were as flushed as the swollen lips between her thighs. He was attractive in an unusual way. He was somewhere between cute and good-looking, with walnut-brown hair and large matching eyes. The way he looked at her suggested he had an innocent soul, that he was yet to experience the pleasure of being with a woman, or indeed, an older woman.

“Take a seat,” she said.

He thanked her and sat down with feline grace. He had an athletic build, but he moved with precision, not the awkward bumbling of most young men. Perhaps that was the reason she found him so captivating, like she imagined he would take to being her lover as if he was her Casanova in waiting. Perhaps she was his Henriette.

It was also possible he was still a virgin. Her pussy stirred again at the thought of training him to be her perfect lover. She could show him all the bedroom activities she craved the most and teach him to pleasure her body like an artist. Damn, she should have worn a sanitary pad in her panties! She’d never been alone with him before and it was driving her pussy wild.

She drew a slow breath, realising she was making a mess of his performance appraisal and a mess of her panties. How could she tell him he was no longer required when all she wanted to do was grab him and never let go?

“This meeting is to review your time with us,” she said, beginning the customary preamble for the review. Why was it necessary to go through all the pomp and ceremony? She wished she could just give him the bad news and then suffer the wrath of her pussy when it found out he was no longer around.

“I’ve enjoyed my internship,” he said, with a soft, measured tone. It had an unusual effect on her, making her body relax like she’d slipped into a hot bath. “I’m looking forward to the challenge of what comes next.”

Her pussy liked that he was looking forward to ‘what cums next.’ It wanted to be first in the queue. She wanted to spank herself between her legs to make it shut up. Drawing a deep breath to calm her excitement, she readied herself to give him the bad news.

“Your performance hasn’t achieved the desired results,” she said, hating each word as it left her mouth.

Why couldn’t the corporate bean-counters get their hands dirty, rather than passing the buck to her and other managers? She explained how the system evaluated his work and why he hadn’t hit his targets. He sat and looked at her with a composed face, as if the news didn’t bother him in the slightest.

“Well, I am new to the job. I haven’t had enough practice to achieve those results,” he said, giving her a reassuring smile as if she was the one who had failed to perform her duty.

“Practice?” she said, feeling her groomed eyebrows briefly knit together. “It’s simply a matter of doing the work. The results follow.” Why did he have to make it harder than it already was to let him go?

“No, practice is everything. Once you’ve practiced a task enough, you become good at it. Then you can get results far beyond other people’s expectations,” he said.

She had to respect his attitude, even though it wasn’t enough to save his job.

“I know if I practice one task enough, I become very good at it,” he continued. “Because practice makes perfect, as the old saying goes.”

He smiled at her, and she drew a sharp breath as her body responded with a will of its own, tingling with pleasure at the way he was looking at her. She felt her nipples harden, sending sparks of pleasure through her breasts. As she adjusted herself in her chair, the silky fabric of her bra rubbed them, making them desperate for attention.

“I can prove it,” he said. “I’ve already mastered one skill from regular practice. I’m sure I can master this job too.”

“And what skill would that be?” she said, swallowing hard. She wanted to hear his answer, and she was afraid of it too.

“I think you already know, Larissa. I’ve had an obsession with beautiful busty women like you since I got my first proper erection.”

While he’d crossed the line from professional to personal in one sentence, she didn’t challenge it. Her breasts joined her pussy in aching with longing.

“Why?” she said, breathing out the word like a moan.

“Ever since my sexuality awakened, I’ve had a passion for milk,” he said, not allowing her to escape his eyes. “Who knows why? Maybe my mother breast fed me too much. Maybe she didn’t feed me enough. Maybe it has nothing to do with her at all. But my obsession remains. All I can think about is milking as many women as possible.”

Larissa stared into his radiant brown eyes and fought back her desire to unbutton her blouse. He was explaining how he had mastered a skill through practice, not giving her a practical demonstration. Damn, her pussy wanted the latter. She could smell the sweet musk rising from her lap with every breath. Perhaps Wyatt could too.

“Go on,” she whispered.

“Well, my apprenticeship began when I was sixteen. Back then, the only access I had to girls were the ones at school. So, I took them behind the gymnasium and tied them up so I could learn to milk their breasts.”

Larissa felt her eyes widen. “You tied them up?”

“Of course. They thought we were going to kiss and perhaps indulge in a little petting. No girl expected I wanted to milk her blossoming titties. It really is lucky women mature faster than men. All those girls had such firm, ripe breasts. I adored pinching their nipples.”

Larissa cleared her throat. She didn’t know if she was shocked or aroused. Perhaps it was both. “How does this prove that practice makes perfect?”

“As I say, you can’t become skilled at a task until you’ve done it many times. What’s the benchmark? Ten thousand hours? I wish! But I’ve put in the time all the same.” He composed himself like he was attending confession. “I honestly wasn’t good at milking girls at the start. But I enjoyed the sound of their squeals as I pulled and twisted their nipples. I also didn’t know then that most girls don’t have any milk until they get pregnant. It’s only a few special girls that come into their milk straight away. The art to mastering the skill is being able to pick which girls are ready to be milked. They usually have a distinct perfume. It’s floral with a hint of sweet cream, just like your scent, Larissa.”

As he said her name, her breasts developed such a strong ache, it made her desperate to free them from the constraints of her bra. But this was still a performance review, no matter the subject being discussed.

“Once I had learned this skill, there was no need to tie up girls anymore. I could hold them against the side of the wall while I teased the cream from their nipples. A girl becomes quite helpless when you milk her. And once I’d practiced my technique enough, I could make any girl cum within minutes of getting her milk flowing. That’s the true mastery of the skill, making a girl cum against her will, making her wet her panties so her juices are running down her legs. And when they beg you to stop because they can’t take another orgasm, you know you’ve perfected your technique.”

Larissa’s pussy was on fire listening to him describe it. Her cheeks were burning and her breathing was rapid. She thought she must look like she had a fever. She did, but it was all lust.

“But I could be making this up,” said Wyatt. “I could tell you I’m the world’s next Casanova, the answer to every woman’s desires. But they’re only words, empty promises without proof.”

He stood up and made his way around her desk. The sudden flash of hunger in his eyes made her gasp, and she pulled herself out of her chair on wobbly legs like she’d had a little too much to drink. Her body wasn’t entirely in her control, and nor were her pussy or breasts.

He stood before her, entering her personal space, an area reserved for intimacy, which only a lover could enter without permission. He didn’t ask for her permission.

“So, how about a practical demonstration?” he said.

She backed away, frightened of what he might do to her, but more of how much she wanted it.

“I—I don’t think that’s necessary,” she said, feeling her back bump against the wall. Now, there was nowhere to go.

“Oh, but it is,” he said. “You were preparing me for a big let-down. I need to prove I’m much more than an asset on your balance sheet. I need to show you I’m the most valuable member of your team.”

He reached for her top button and flipped it open like a magic trick. More followed and in seconds her blouse was open at the front.

“Y—you shouldn’t be doing this,” she said, her voice breathy from the raw lust surging through her bloodstream.

“Why not?” he said, caressing her breasts through the lace of her bra.

She drew a sharp breath as his fingers excited her breasts, sending waves of tingling pleasure through her chest. “Somebody… might… come in,” she said, forcing the words from her mouth. She was holding back her desire to moan.

“We’re in a performance review,” he said. “It’s personal, private. Nobody will come in unless the building is on fire. But there’s only one thing on fire right now, and that’s the treasure between your thighs.”

“Please, don’t make me cum here… not when there are people right outside.” Her voice sounded thin and weak, like she didn’t believe herself either.

With deft flicks of his wrist, he had her bra straps over her shoulders and her breasts out of the cups of her bra.

“Shh… we won’t make a noise. Nobody will know.”

She whimpered as he circled her nipples with the back of his fingers, grazing the edges of her areolae, elevating her need to cum to a torturous ache.

“You have gorgeous breasts, Larissa. They’re so round and full, pert as an eighteen-year-old girl because they’re so full of milk.” He was clearly aware of the agony he was putting her through from the wicked glint in his eye. “I adore older women, especially the ones who don’t know they are ready to be milked. I smelled it on you the first day we met. Your perfume was heavy with cream. Your milk has been locked up for too long. It’s desperate for release.”

“Wyatt… you can’t—” she said, her voice echoing the ache in her chest.

He silenced her by taking one nipple between his thumb and forefinger. “Mm… virgin cream… from an older woman. Is there anything better? I’m looking forward to making you wet your panties.”

He kneaded and stretched her nipple, loosening the skin that wanted to tighten to a hard bud. She whimpered as he handled her, unable to control the inferno between her legs. He’d barely touched her for more than a few moments, yet her orgasm was already swelling inside her like a boiler ready to explode.

He was right about not needing to restrain her. She was bound by her inability to respond. No matter how hard she resisted, she couldn’t break away from his touch. He realised she was now powerless and put both his hands to work, massaging her nipples with masterful technique.

“Ooh!” she whimpered, as she felt the moisture building between her legs.

“That’s it,” he said, inhaling deeply. “Mm… your pussy smells like a ripe peach. Peaches and cream! Delicious!”

“Please don’t make me wet my panties,” she said, between ragged breaths.

“But it feels so good, doesn’t it?” His smile told her he wouldn’t stop until she was so spent, she wouldn’t be able to stand up.

She felt a bright flash of pain in her nipples, like a brief electric shock. He clamped his hand over her mouth as she cried out. Holding it there, he continued to work one nipple.

“Soon… it’s almost ready to flow,” he said.

Her knees buckled as the pain abruptly became overwhelming pleasure, like she was having an orgasm with her breasts. His fingers became slick as cream oozed from her nipple, dripping onto the carpet.

“Mmph! Mmph!” she cried out as her orgasm shuddered through her body.

He laughed softly, enjoying seeing her lose control. She squirted in her panties and felt her hot juices running down her thighs.

“You’ll have lovely wet panties all afternoon,” he said. “Let’s make your other breast cum too.”

She did her best to shake her head, but with his hand over her mouth, all she could do was look at him piteously while she switched to her other nipple. With a little more encouragement, she felt another pang of pain, then the incredible pleasure of her milk flowing. He licked some from his fingers, then went back to work, milking her thoroughly.

Her muffled cries were lost in his hand as she came again, just as hard as the first time. She wet her panties and her skirt as she gushed with the cream of her sex. There was cream everywhere, flowing from her breasts and her pussy. She was a mess, physically and emotionally, as he tortured her with pleasures she couldn’t resist.

Once he saw she was beyond crying out anymore, he removed his hand from her mouth so he could milk both breasts at once. Her cream flowed freely, running down her stomach to join the juices of her pussy soaking through her skirt.

“You look so beautiful when you cum, Larissa,” he said. “I want to see you do it again.”

“No, please,” she whispered, barely able to speak.

“One more big cum to make those panties dripping wet all afternoon,” he said.

He took long draws on her breasts, making her milk gush with each pull. She whimpered as she felt her next orgasm surging through her body with unstoppable velocity.

“Cum, Larissa! Cum!” he said, urging it on.

Her orgasm hit her so hard, it knocked the breath from her body. She shuddered and convulsed, bucking against the wall in the grip of overwhelming pleasure. He made it last as long as she could take it, working her nipples to sustain her orgasm. She couldn’t stop shaking, or regain her breath, like she was going to pass out.

“Beautiful!” he said, finally letting her go.

She gasped for air and slid down the wall, landing on her bottom in the puddle of milk and cum. She sat panting for several long moments, while Wyatt licked the cream from his fingers. He knelt down beside her and smiled.

“So, how do my KPIs look now?” he said.

She took a moment to gather her breath. “You can forget about keeping your internship,” she said. “I need a personal assistant. And you’re the only candidate.”


Insatiable Thirst

Jewel knew what she was about to do was wrong. But every part of her body told her it was right. She also knew she would get into big trouble if she got caught, but she couldn’t resist the temptation. She pulled the duvet over her head and reached down to cup her breast on her hand, raising her nipple to her lips. The advantage of being a milkmaid with huge breasts was she didn’t need to arch her neck too far to suckle her own nipple.

As her hardened bud filled her mouth, her milk flowed, thick, creamy and sweet. She suckled at it, experiencing the joy of her milk and the pleasure that came with expressing it. Her pussy became hot and wet, clenching with each suck, needing to cum. For all these years, she’d wondered why people craved her milk so much. Now she knew. It was utterly addictive.

But the river of pleasure sweeping through her body also had an undercurrent of fear. What if Mistress found out she was doing this? Mistress had forbidden any form of expression that wasn’t at her hand. Mistress didn’t allow her to pump her breasts, or use her own hands to tease out her cream. It was a pleasure that was strictly prohibited to anyone but Mistress alone.

But her milk was irresistible. For a week now, since she’d taken that first impulsive suck at her nipple, she couldn’t stop herself. Just a little from each breast was enough to satisfy her craving. She never took so much that she wouldn’t have enough if Mistress appeared with the desire to milk her before bed.

As she started on her second breast, savouring the sweet vanilla and rich creamy flavour of her milk, she felt her orgasm surge between her thighs. With her free hand, she reached into her panties, enjoying the smooth skin of her pussy as she found the hard pleasure button at the opening to her sex. It was as slick as her tongue on her nipple, aching with the need to cum.

A quick rub with the tip of her finger was all she needed to set off a shuddering, clenching orgasm. She came so hard her entire body bucked beneath the sheets. She bit her nipple with the need for a little pain to offset her desire to cry out with joy.

As her orgasm subsided, she heard the door handle rattle. She tore the sheets from her face and tucked them under her neck, holding onto them tight. Mistress entered her room, appearing to float across the floor in her diaphanous green dress. It matched the colour of her eyes, which sparkled against the frame of her jet-black hair.

“Jewel, darling. I wanted to wish you goodnight,” she said. Her eyes widened with concern. “Are you all right, darling? You look a little flushed.” She sat on the bed and put her hand on Jewel’s forehead.

“I’m fine. I might have had too much dessert tonight,” she said. It was true, even if she neglected to mention which particular sweet treat she’d overindulged. “I think it’s a sugar rush.”

Mistress peered at her for a long moment, then her expression softened. “You’ve always had a weakness for anything sweet. Goodnight, darling. I hope all that sugar results in very sweet dreams.”

She leaned down to kiss Jewel on the lips. As their mouths came together, Jewel felt her kiss change from a tender goodnight peck to an exploratory tasting with her tongue. After a moment, she broke the kiss and sat up, licking her lips with the tip of her tongue.

“Mm, you taste particularly creamy tonight, darling.”

Jewel’s heart raced. Did Mistress know what she’d been doing? Was her guilty secret out at last? What would become of her if she broke this most important rule?

Mistress kissed her again, probing her mouth with her tongue. As she tasted her mouth, her hand slipped under the sheets to pull up Jewel’s nightdress. She felt herself tense as Mistress’s fingers grazed her smooth pussy, finding the opening to her sex. She slipped a finger inside her, filling Jewel with pleasure and dread.

As she broke the kiss, she withdrew her finger and raised it to her nose. Then she tasted her fingertip with the point of her tongue.

“Fresh cum,” she said, fixing Jewel with her emerald gaze. “What have you been doing, darling? Have you been touching yourself?”

Jewel couldn’t lie. It wasn’t in her character. She couldn’t convince Mistress even if she could lie. This time, the look on her face was confession enough.

Mistress pulled the duvet from her body and pulled her nightdress roughly from her breasts. She grabbed one of Jewel’s nipples and gave it a squeeze. Milk ran freely over her hand and down Jewel’s breast. It only flowed freely once she was well into a milking session.

“So, you’ve broken the only rule that applies to you,” said Mistress, with a voice as cold as ice.

She grabbed Jewel by her luscious, long brown hair and threw her face down onto the bed. In moments, she had Jewel’s hands tied behind her back with tight, cruel knots, making the rope cut into her flesh. Jewel sobbed and told her she was sorry, but her pleas fell on deaf ears.

“So, I’ll have to teach you a lesson,” said Mistress, grabbing a handful of her hair again.

She pulled Jewel over her knee and hiked up her nightdress to expose her bare bottom. The first blow of her hand stung like a snakebite, knocking the wind from Jewel’s chest. Her eyes watered as her bottom burned. Mistress had never spanked her before. Now she understood why the maids all waddled like ducks after she’d given them a spanking for failing to perform their duties. Their poor bottoms must have been smarting for days.

But Mistress wasn’t stopping at one spank. She rained more blows onto Jewel’s ass, making her squeal and cry from the horrible stinging pain. She sobbed endless apologies and told Mistress she wouldn’t drink her own milk again. It was to no avail. Mistress was hell-bent on teaching her a lesson she would never forget.

“This hurts me much more than it hurts you,” said Mistress, peppering her ass with her hand. “You’ve betrayed me, Jewel. You’ve taken me for granted after all the love and care I’ve given you. You live in luxury, without responsibility, and this is the gratitude I get?”

Jewel didn’t know how the spanking could hurt Mistress more. Her bottom was on fire. The pain was so intense she struggled to breathe. She had tears streaming down her face, leaving mascara-stained spots on her sheets.

“Please… I’ll never do it again,” she said.

“You’d better not,” said Mistress, giving her one final lash of her hand.

She rolled Jewel onto the bed, tied her ankles together and anchored the loose ends of the rope to the frame. She wasn’t completely heartless in her punishment, covering Jewel with the duvet when she had finished binding her to the bed.

“We’ll talk about the consequences of your actions in the morning,” she said, turning off the light to leave Jewel in darkness.

The sound of her bedroom door closing was like a judge’s gavel pronouncing her sentence. She’d gone from the heights of pleasure to the depths of despair in a few minutes. With a burning, stinging ass and her world fallen apart, she wept herself to sleep.

* * *

As Jewel awoke, she realised she was tied up. The events of the previous night came back to her piece by piece. As she was a milkmaid, her memory wasn’t very good. Some days, she couldn’t remember what she’d done the previous day at all. Mistress had reassured her it was typical for a milkmaid to be forgetful. This time, her tender ass brought back vivid memories of the severe spanking Mistress had given her.

But through the guilt and anguish, she felt the desire grip her body that had landed her in trouble in the first place. Her craving for a taste of her morning milk swept aside all the bad memories. She wriggled onto her side, maneuvering her pillow against her breast to lift it toward her mouth. After a few moments, she secured her nipple between her lips. She sucked at the hard bud and soon she had a mouthful of her cream.

The sweet nectar washed away her pain, bringing her pleasure and comfort as she suckled her teat. She wished her hands were free so she could give herself a naughty fingering too. Drinking her milk set her pussy on fire. Why wasn’t she allowed to drink her own milk and experience such pleasure? What was wrong with it? Mistress had never offered her any explanation for her rule. So, she drank until her pussy ached to cum and she had satisfied her need for her cream.

A maid arrived later in the morning. She untied Jewel’s ankles and helped her from the bed. She told Jewel that Mistress had ordered her to leave her hands bound. Removing the restraints would get her spanked too.

The maid helped her to go to the toilet and wash. She was very kind as she washed Jewel’s tender bottom, as she probably knew how much it hurt after a hard spanking. She rubbed a soothing cream into both of Jewel’s cheeks before helping her dress. As her hands were tied, the maid helped her into a sleeveless, tight-fitting tube dress. She finished by doing Jewel’s make-up. It was a milkmaid’s duty to look pretty, regardless of the circumstances.

Jewel winced as she sat at the dining table for breakfast. She usually ate with Mistress, but she was nowhere to be seen, much to Jewel’s relief. She didn’t know if she could face her wrath if she was still in a spanking mood.

The maid returned with her fruit salad and spoon fed her like an infant. Once the morning repast was over, the maid took her to one of the small lounges to watch television. Jewel couldn’t do much else, considering she was being kept in bondage. The maid put on her favourite channel, which played romantic comedies. But she couldn’t concentrate as she waited for Mistress to pronounce her judgement.

Finally, Mistress appeared, looking ravishing in a sheer black dress that hinted at her delectable curves beneath. Her emerald eyes sparkled as her gaze fell on Jewel. Mistress took her by the arm and helped her stand. Then she kissed her full on the mouth, probing her with her long tongue. It was a delightful, sensual kiss, but Jewel knew it had another purpose. And she had betrayed herself again by drinking her own milk.

Mistress broke the kiss. She held Jewel’s face in her hands to keep their eyes locked. “You’re of no value to me if you’ve become addicted to your own milk,” she said. “I can’t sell milkmaids who have become broken goods. All new owners want the milk for themselves. They don’t like to share. So, you have a choice to make, darling. Come!”

She took Jewel by the arm and led her across the house to a wing of the mansion she’d never been to before. The room in question was on the ground floor and had a sturdy lock. Mistress opened it and led Jewel inside.

They entered a large room, decorated in playful, pastel shades of pink. Mistress’s taste in decor had a distinctly girlish quality, yet the furnishings were quite the opposite. The room was filled with bondage frames for tying people in various poses, both enjoyable and otherwise. There was a rack of whips, paddles and crops for delivering various degrees of punishment and pain. Everywhere Jewel looked, she saw machines, tools and devices for pleasure or pain, but one item stood out above all others. Dangling from the rafters was a long, white rope tied into a hangman’s noose.

“Jewel, darling, now you’re a milkmaid, I can’t allow you to remember your former life. I can’t sell you either if you’re addicted to your own milk.”

“I have a former life?” said Jewel. She couldn’t recall anything about her life other than her time living at the mansion under Mistress’s care.

“You do,” said Mistress. “It took me many months to break your mind and erase all traces of Penny. But if I let you go, you’ll eventually regain your memories. I can’t have that happening.”

“Why ever not, Mistress?” said Jewel. If she couldn’t serve as a milkmaid, then she could live by herself, where she could enjoy her own milk without breaking anyone’s rules.

Mistress shook her head. “Because what I’ve done to you is quite illegal, darling. And there have been many others too. I have a lifestyle to maintain, which I’d rather do in luxury than a cold prison cell.”

“Why are you telling me this?” said Jewel. She felt certain something very bad was about to happen.

“Because I’ve corrupted your mind so well, you’ll have forgotten everything I’ve said in a few hours. But I still need you to understand the importance of the decision you’re about to make.”

Mistress led her to the centre of the room, where the noose awaited its next victim. She looped it over Jewel’s head and tightened the rope around her neck.

“No, Mistress, please…” whimpered Jewel. She was on the verge of tears.

Mistress took the loose end of the rope, attached it to a hand crank and tightened the slack. The pull forced Jewel to stand on tiptoes to avoid having her breath stolen.

“We have to cure you of this addiction so you’re fit for sale or…”

Mistress allowed her actions to finish her sentence. She cranked the rope tighter so it closed Jewel’s windpipe. She tried to arch her toes higher to escape the pull on her throat. But she couldn’t get high enough and struggled for breath. Desperation gripped her body. Surely Mistress didn’t hang girls who couldn’t serve as milkmaids. She wasn’t really going to go through with this, was she?

As her toes left the ground, she lost what remained of her breath. She searched for the ground with her toes as the rope tightened around her neck, closing her windpipe. Mistress stood still as a statue, watching her kick the air. She begged for mercy, pleaded for her life, but with no breath, she couldn’t make a sound.

She was so terrified she was going to die, she lost control of her bladder. Warm pee soaked her panties and ran down her legs, dripping from her toes onto the tiled floor.

As her vision darkened and the fight left her body, Mistress loosened the crank, lowering her to the floor so she could breathe again. She gasped for air as her heels touched the ground.

Mistress came to stand in front of her. She pulled down Jewel’s tube dress to expose her breasts.

“Believe me, watching you kick in the noose is the last thing I want,” said Mistress. “I’ve never had such a beautiful milkmaid in my care. Such lovely chocolate-brown hair. Such a pretty face. It’s no accident I named you Jewel. Your eyes are like blue diamonds and your breasts are beyond compare. Such a beautiful shape, so round and full. But your milk is so sweet, it makes you a jewel amongst milkmaids. I understand how you’ve developed an addiction to it. But I can’t tolerate it.” She looked deep into Jewel’s eyes. “Listen to my voice. Remember this lesson. If you feel the urge to drink your milk, remember the feeling of the noose stealing your breath.”

Mistress held her gaze until Jewel nodded. Then she presented Jewel with a bra made from metal plates. “I want to help you get better. So, we’ll start with this and put your milk in chastity. I hope if we can break your need for it, life can return to normal.”

She fitted the bra over Jewel’s breasts, locking the metal straps into place over her shoulders and around her back. It was cold and tight against her skin, completely covering her breasts like a knight’s armour.

“If not…” Mistress pulled the rope at her neck, reminding her of the horrific feeling of losing her breath. “If not… well… let’s see how you get on breaking the habit.”

Jewel cried with relief. “I’ll try, Mistress, really I will. I’ll do my very best. I promise.”

Mistress stroked her cheek with the back of her fingers. “Then I will give you my trust,” she said. She removed the noose and untied Jewel’s hands. “Don’t let me down.”

* * *

Jewel was so relieved to have everything back to normal, regardless of having to wear the tight metal bra. The day played out like the incident with the noose had never happened, although she wondered what would happen when she was due to be milked. Mistress didn’t seem inclined to perform the daily ritual, even though she enjoyed it as much as Jewel. Perhaps she wouldn’t milk her for days, or weeks, to help her recover from her need to taste her own cream.

As she pondered the thought, she felt the craving take hold again. It gripped her body and mind, giving her the insatiable thirst that only her sweet milk could quench.

As the afternoon became evening, she forgot everything that had happened during the day. She only remembered that Mistress didn’t like her drinking her own milk. But she couldn’t shake the craving. She needed to taste her succulent cream, to pleasure her hard nipple in her warm, wet mouth and to finger her clitoris so she could cum. She needed to cum so badly, her entire body ached for it.

As she undressed for the evening, she looked at the bra locked to her chest in the mirror. She tested its hold on her body. There was just enough give in the shoulder strap to force her arm through. Her arm hurt as she wrestled with it. Eventually, she freed her arm to the elbow. Then it was easy to slip the rest of her arm through.

At last, with the shoulder strap gone, she could pull one breast free from the metal cup. She greedily raised her breast on her palm to her mouth, feeling the joy of her hot tongue on her hardened nipple. Her cream flowed easily as she sucked, as she had gone a full day without a proper milking. It tasted wonderful, making her pussy ache in all the right ways.

She lay back on the bed, drinking her sweet nectar and putting her finger to her clitoris, now slick with her juices. She couldn’t suppress her moans as her orgasm shuddered through her body, filling her with an ache that was as delicious as her cream.

As her orgasm subsided, she realised what she’d done. She climbed off the bed and tried to get her arm back through the shoulder strap. But as hard as she tried, with the strap at her back, she couldn’t make her arm bend the right way to get it through.

Her heart thudded in her chest. She had to get the bra back into place or there would be dire consequences. Fear gripped her body, making it hard for her to draw breath. She put her hand to her throat, remembering the nature of the punishment Mistress had threatened her with if she continued to drink her own milk.

As her door opened, she knew it was too late. Mistress’s warm smile turned to icy rage as she looked Jewel up and down, seeing her naked, half out of her bra, with milk on her face and breast.

“Mistress, I—”

Mistress wasn’t interested in talking. She crossed the room in three strides, grabbed Jewel by the hair and threw her onto the bed. Jewel was sobbing with fear and remorse as Mistress tied her hands behind her back once more. Jewel pleaded with her for mercy as she rolled her over to unlock and refasten the chastity bra.

“You want mercy?” said Mistress, with a tone colder than a glacier. “Here’s your mercy!”

She slapped Jewel hard across the cheek. The force of the blow made her head snap to the side. She saw purple spots before her eyes before the pain of the blow even registered. When it did, her face felt like Mistress had lashed her with stinging nettles.

Mistress backhanded her across the other cheek, making her face burn. She slapped her again and again, lashing each cheek with a parade of blows. She slapped Jewel senseless, so she was near catatonic.

She barely understood what Mistress said when she finally stopped slapping her face. Mistress looked at her for a long moment, then shook her head.

“Even with flaming cheeks, you are gorgeous and utterly irresistible,” she said. “What am I going to do with you, Penny?”

Penny? Through the fog of her bludgeoned senses, she remembered Mistress had said she was once called Penny and that she’d lived another life. But that was all she could remember after being thoroughly slapped around. She let the drunken fog take her completely, so she could drift away to the blessed expanse of her unconscious mind.

* * *

The next day, there were no maids to help her wash, dress and get made up. Instead, Mistress appeared, looking glamorous in a white figure-hugging dress. Mistress escorted her straight to the torture chamber and fitted the noose around her neck. She cried and pleaded for her life, but Mistress didn’t answer her once.

She took Jewel by the jaw, examining her cheeks, which were still smarting from the severe slapping.

“Please…” she sobbed.

“I told you I’d see you kicking in the noose as a last resort. You’re much too valuable to throw away, so I have another idea. I’m going to deprogram you, Penny, so I can start all over again. I’ve put too much time, effort and money into producing the best milkmaid I’ve ever had in my care, and I want her back.”

Mistress fetched a machine from her rack of implements and devices. It was a large box-like machine with canisters and tubes attached to the sides, mounted on a dolly so she could wheel it around.

Mistress removed the chastity bra, took two tubes from the machine and fixed each of them to Jewel’s nipples. She started the machine and it savagely pumped her breasts. Although she was long overdue for a milking, there was nothing pleasant about the way the machine emptied her breasts. It was hard and fast, drawing out her milk faster than it should be done.

Jewel groaned from the stabbing pain as the machine sucked out all her precious nectar. It felt like it could tear her nipples from her breasts. She cried and begged for mercy. Mistress had none.

“You will take no pleasure from milking until I’ve cured you of your addiction,” she said.

Mistress plucked a whip from the rack, and Jewel heard the crack as she loosened her arm. While the machine emptied her breasts in the cruelest way possible, Mistress whipped her back using the full force of her arm. Jewel squealed every time she felt the stinging lash. The torture was unbearable, the pain so intense she lost her voice. She endured it in silence, praying she could survive it to the end, focusing only on remaining on her feet. If she fell, the noose would tighten around her throat.

Once the machine had emptied her breasts, Mistress put the whip away. Jewel’s entire body ached from the milking and her back was stinging and raw. Mistress took the canister of milk from the machine and unscrewed the lid. She took one sip and licked her lips.

“Truly, the finest cream I’ve ever tasted from a milkmaid,” she said.

Then she went to the bench on the far side of the room and poured the milk down the sink. Jewel didn’t know what felt worse, the pain from the torture, or the agony of seeing her milk thrown away. Despite the cruel punishment, she wanted to taste her milk more than ever.

Mistress ensured she didn’t get to taste her milk again. She put Jewel on the milking machine three times a day, emptying her breasts until they were dry. Every time, she used a different method of torture to prevent her from taking any pleasure from the milking at all. She paddled her bottom, wired her pussy to a shock machine, and other cruel punishments.

But the greatest torment was her craving for her milk, which grew by the hour. Mistress made her suffer the most by taking one sip and then pouring it down the sink.

“Believe me, this is for your own good,” said Mistress. “Do you know what would happen to you if I sold you while you were addicted to your milk? Aside from the buyer requesting a full refund, they would use you as their personal whipping toy instead of a pleasure slave. Your life would be an endless parade of torture until you were reduced to a broken shell. This way, you have a chance of realising your potential as a milkmaid. This way, we’ll both get what we want.”

By the third day, Jewel had no milk left. Mistress watched as the machine sucked at her nipples, but no milk came out. The machine had milked her dry. Her once wonderful, firm round breasts felt flat and empty.

“This is the only way,” said Mistress. “Breasts aren’t meant to be milked so hard. I hope I haven’t damaged you beyond repair, but either way, your milk will be gone long enough for you to recover from your addiction. Unfortunately, this will also mean you’ll regain your memories.”

She stroked Jewel’s cheek. “I hated to treat you this way, darling. You have always been so precious to me. I’ll miss you while you’re gone.”

Jewel was shuddering with withdrawal, but she had enough awareness to take in what Mistress had said. “Gone? Where?”

* * *

Penny woke up feeling foggy in the head. She always felt foggy from the medication the doctors made her take. The doctors told her it would help to cure her amnesia. She was missing three years of her life. No one knew why.

Why they forced her to wear a straightjacket and live in a padded cell was beyond her comprehension though. She was no harm to herself or others. She sat up in bed and stared at the walls. She also didn’t know how long they would hold her at this clinic. She wasn’t good at keeping track of time as one day was much like another, but the doctors had told her she’d been at the clinic for two months.

While she didn’t know what had happened to her mind, she also discovered her body had changed during the experiences she’d been through. The previous evening, as she’d showered under the supervision of two security guards, she’d seen milk leak from her nipples as she’d washed her breasts. There was no doubt about it. They were filling out, becoming more rounded and firm by the day. It was all milk. Lots of milk.

She couldn’t do much about it in a straight jacket, but she was curious to find out what it tasted like. It looked so thick and creamy, making her mouth water at the thought of drinking it warm and fresh from her breast.

As she pondered the possibility, her doctor entered her cell. The middle-aged man had another doctor in tow, a very beautiful woman with raven-black hair and bright green eyes. Penny had never seen her before, but she felt familiar, like they’d met in another life.

“Penny, this is Doctor Jade Ashby. She’s an amnesia specialist, so we’re passing you into her care. She’s going to treat you at her private clinic. We know you’ll make good progress and be very happy there.”

He invited the new doctor to take over and left them alone.

“Hello, Penny,” said Doctor Ashby. “I’m looking forward to helping you make a full recovery.”

She knelt down in front of Penny so they were eye to eye. Penny was drawn into her emerald gaze. It was magnetic, seductive and so beautiful she couldn’t look away. Doctor Ashby took a deep breath through her nose and then sighed like she’d smelled the most wonderful perfume in the world.

“It’s back,” she whispered, holding Penny in her gaze. “Now, I want you to look deep into my eyes. Take a deep breath. Relax. Everything is going to be fine. I’m going to count down from ten. By the time I reach one, we’ll unlock the beautiful jewel that exists in your mind.”


Ice Cream, You Scream

The art to solving crimes was the ability to see patterns in seemingly unrelated or random events. It was equal parts luck, instinct and hard graft. So, when a string of beautiful young women were abducted in close succession, Detective Adriana Hart wanted to connect the faces pinned to her idea board.

To date, she hadn’t been able to tie a single piece of string between the pins to form the spider web of links that would connect the case. Her instincts told her there was no way they could be unrelated, even though none of the girls allegedly knew one another. She’d interviewed family and friends, traced their movements, examined various probable abduction sites and turned up nothing. It was like the girls had been plucked from existence.

While she was staring at the board, Sergeant Jake Tempest walked into her office. She started, so deep in thought that she didn’t hear him enter.

He raised his hands as a peace offering. “Sorry, Detective. Didn’t mean to startle you.”

She drew a deep breath to calm her nerves. “What do you want, Jake?”

He looked at the board. “I don’t mean to second guess you, Detective, but I see a pattern, even if you don’t.”

She squinted at him. “Meaning?”

He walked up to the board. “These young women have nothing in common except that they’re all hot as hell and packing double D boobs, at the very least. Probably bigger.” He looked at her and raised his eyebrows. “With all due respect, Detective, I don’t think you’ve made the connection because you fit that description too. You see yourself every day, so these girls look normal to you, rather than being special beauties.”

Adriana scanned the faces on the board. Although factual, it was a tenuous link. And it had nothing to do with her. Or the size of her bust. Was he flirting with her? She’d often seen him looking at her as a man, not a colleague.

“Pretty girls with big tits isn’t the kind of connection that makes a case in court,” she said.

“All I’m saying is perhaps you need to work with that idea to connect the strings. Then figure out what’s happened since the first and the last girl disappeared. Twelve girls go missing in one week and then it stops cold. If we were dealing with some kind of sex offender, we’d have more girls going missing. It has been three weeks now without another abduction. So, we’re dealing with a suspect who has a very specific purpose for these girls. If I’m right of course.”

“That’s a big ‘if,’ Jake. I hope you’re not resting your reputation on it.”

Jake handed her a Manilla folder. “I’ve been working on a list of everything that happened in town during the week the girls went missing. It’s not much, but any lead is a start.”

Adriana cocked an eyebrow. The folder wasn’t thick. In fact, it felt empty. She flipped it open. There was one sheet of paper inside with a brief list. She snorted a laugh under her breath as she scanned it.

“Two car accidents, same driver, different days. Martha Willis claimed she can talk to the Virgin Mary through her fridge. Old Mac Peterson has been mowing crop circles again and claiming the girls were abducted by aliens. There was a petition to the mayor to change the town’s name to Hotdog. A new ice cream shop opened on the high street. And a horse walked into a bar. Literally, not like the start of a joke.”

She pursed her lips, trying not to laugh and tossed the folder onto her desk.

“That’s some damned fine police work, Jake. I guess that’s why I got promoted to detective and you’re still a sergeant.”

He shrugged. “What can I say? Not much happens in small towns most of the time.” He turned to leave. “Leads or otherwise, stop in and try the new ice cream place. They only do one flavour, but it tastes like…” He paused, looking at his feet as if he’d revealed some forbidden secret.

“Like what?” she said, urging him to finish his sentence.

“Like… sex,” he said. He shook his head and blew out his breath as if he had no way to describe how good the ice cream tasted. “The flavor is vanilla cream and butterscotch musk. I’ve been getting a tub every day, sometimes two. The damned stuff is addictive.”

Adriana shrugged. “Okay, I’ll check it out.”

She decided it was better to get some air than stare at the board all day hoping for a miracle. Getting a tub of ice cream was a good way to take a break. She drove to the small parlour, which was called Boom Boom Ice Cream, where a very busty girl was serving a long line of customers.

Adriana eyed her up and down while she waited in the queue. The girl had the same looks and figure as the girls that had gone missing. Although, judging from the high-crown profile of her boobs, they weren’t god-given.

Eventually, she reached the counter and ordered a tub of the highly recommended ice cream. The place certainly was popular. Perhaps it was the novelty of having a new store in town. Everyone wanted to try it out.

She returned to her car, opened the tub of ice cream and took a mouthful with the small plastic spoon provided. Her eyes widened as she swirled the ice cream around her mouth. It was incredible! Easily the best ice cream she’d ever eaten. It was hard to put her finger on what was subtly different about the flavour, but it worked to perfection. She ate two more spoonfuls in quick succession. The flavour was so good it made her feel very hot and bothered between the legs. Jake had been right. It was sex in a small, red and white striped cardboard tub.

The more she scooped the delicious treat into her mouth, the wetter her pussy became, but she couldn’t stop eating. As she neared the end of the tub, she realised she was going to cum. She had to clamp her hand over her mouth as she flooded the driver’s seat with pussy juice. As she caught her breath, she praised the maker she had tinted windows.

“Damn!” she whispered, feeling quite overwhelmed.

She gave herself a moment to gather her wits before starting the engine. She’d have to go home, get changed and clean the upholstery. As she drove, her mind went in circles, trying to figure out why the ice cream was so delicious it had made her cum with no other stimulation at all. It was otherwise exactly what the label promised: vanilla cream and butterscotch musk.

She got home and dashed inside to get changed. Her skirt and panties were wet through. She climbed out of her skirt and peeled her panties down her legs. Cupping them in her hand, she raised them to her nose to inhale the delicious scent of her cum. It was the same butterscotch musk as the ice cream.

The puzzle took shape in her mind. She unbuttoned her shirt, took off her bra and teased her nipples. After a few moments, her milk flowed. She cupped one of her large breasts on her palm and raised it to her mouth, suckling the sweet milk from her hardened bud.

It was the same flavour as the ice cream. Someone had developed a recipe that tasted exactly like a girl’s wet pussy and sweet breast milk. No wonder it was so heavenly. To hell with oysters and chocolate, this ice cream was the ultimate aphrodisiac. No wonder it had made her cum.

Now she was suckling her milk, her pussy was ready to go again. She lay on her bed, opened her legs and fingered her clit while she milked herself. She imagined having a lover’s hot tongue licking the ice cream from her pussy, then from her nipples while she added her own cream to the delicious mess.

She groaned, releasing another aching orgasm, bucking her hips as she gushed for the second time in an hour. Now in the privacy of her own home, she let it all out of her system, moaning with joy as she wet the sheets with her milk and cum.

“Damn, now I have to change the bed too,” she said breathlessly, in the aftermath of the sweet pleasure.

Returning to the office, she got on the phone to start asking awkward questions. She grilled friends, family, and most importantly, each of the missing girl’s lovers. Getting the information out of them proved a challenge, but she had ways of making people talk. Sometimes she used her badge and a loosely veiled threat. Most times, she only had to flutter her long eyelashes and show a little cleavage to get what she wanted.

All the missing girls were being milked by their lovers. She finally had the link that connected the case. Without doubt, the abducted girls were being milked to make ice cream. Heading back to Boom Boom Ice Cream, she used her badge to jump to the head of the queue.

“Back for more?” said the serving girl with a knowing smile.

Adriana took a closer look at her now she was hunting for clues. Yes, her boobs were definitely fake. There was no milk in her chest, only a lot of silicone. She couldn’t make the ice cream without that one essential ingredient.

“I want to take a look out the back,” she said.

The serving girl let her behind the counter and out to the back of the store. There wasn’t much to it, a few chillers to store stock, a kitchen and a bathroom.

“Where does the ice cream get made?” she said.

The girl shuffled her feet. “I’m not supposed to say,” she said. “The owner agreed to pay for my boob job if I kept it a secret.”

Adriana showed the girl her badge again. “And I can make sure those pretty tits get spanked hard by all the other inmates while you do time,” she replied.

Minutes later, she was on her way out of town, heading for an old factory that had once made furniture. It had been vacant for years now, but apparently, Boom Boom Ice Cream was now in residence.

The old concrete and steel building looked like a relic from the last century. It had graffiti on the walls and many of the ground floor windows had been boarded shut. Adriana made a circuit of the building, but it looked locked up and empty. She felt sure the missing girls were inside, being used as human cows to make the world’s most decadent ice cream.

There was no time to get a search warrant. She picked the padlock on the gate to the vehicle loading bay and pushed the heavy steel door aside far enough to slip through. The warehouse was run down on the inside too. She looked about for the lights to dispel the gloom. Finding the main switchboard at the entrance to the loading bay, she flooded the warehouse with cold, white light.

Most of the workshop bays were dusty and disused, but someone had cleaned and installed industrial ice cream churns and a packaging line. The machines were busy churning another batch of Boom Boom. Even in the stale air, she caught a hint of its titillating scent, sending warm tingles through her pussy.

“Get yourself together, Detective Hart,” she said. “You’re acting like a horny teenager, not a cop.”

Searching the warehouse, she discovered the door to the offices was locked. Putting her lock pick to work again, she had the door open a few moments later. Inside, the large windowless room had been converted into twelve cells, each containing one of the missing girls.

She gasped as she looked at the nearest girl. She was tied up and wore a manacle on her ankle, which was chained to the leg of her steel-framed bed. She was also naked and her poor breasts had bright red rings around the nipples where she’d been repeatedly milked too hard.

The girl stirred as Adriana called out her name. She was dopey, like she’d been drugged, but it was more likely the effect of being over-milked. A little milking was a good thing. Too much could mess with a girl’s mind.

“Are you okay?” she said.

The girl nodded wearily.

“My name is Detective Hart. I’m going to get you all out of here. Can you tell me who did this or give me a description?”

The girl nodded again. Her speech was slurred. “He’s standing behind you.”

Adriana gasped as a powerful man grabbed her from behind. He wrapped a damp cloth over her face and she breathed in the sweet alcohol scent of chloroform. In two breaths, her world went dark.

As she regained consciousness, she blinked to bring her vision back into focus. She was in another part of the factory, completely naked and handcuffed to a steel-framed chair. There was a large industrial pump for milking cows, with modified milk lines which had teat cups designed for human breasts. The machine whirred and pulsed as someone turned on the power.

A man emerged from behind the pump. She sighed with relief, seeing it was Jake Tempest.

“Jake! Get me out of this chair. There’s a nut job on the loose.”

Jake shook his head. “No way, Detective. I had to go to a lot of trouble to get you here. Why would I let you go?”

Her eyes widened. “You did all this? You kidnapped those girls?”

“For a detective, you ask a lot of obvious questions. Let me explain. The crime scenes were clean because only a cop knows how to hide the evidence. Yours truly. I thought you’d figure it out, but I never expected I’d have to leave a trail of breadcrumbs for you to follow. I don’t know how you got promoted ahead of me to detective. But then again, that should be obvious too. You were always good at using your… feminine assets to your advantage.”

He picked up two milking lines and approached her.

“I’m going to see you rot in a cell for a long time,” she said through clenched teeth.

“I don’t think you’re in a position to make threats,” he said, bringing the hungry teat cups to her nipples. “After a few hard milkings, you’ll be as docile and dopey as the other girls. I’ll take charge of the investigation in your absence and it’ll never get solved. Meanwhile, Boom Boom Ice Cream is going to make a fortune.”

He clamped the teat cups onto her nipples. The suction was so strong it felt like he’d stuck two pins into her breasts. She screamed as the pain ripped through her chest.

“Ice cream and you scream,” he said, with a cruel chuckle.

As she was already with milk, the pump started to empty her breasts, stealing her cream with each savage suck.

“I think the rough milking actually improves the flavour,” said Jake. “Ah, but I’ve never tried to milk those girls gently. They make such a lovely sound while they’re on the pump. Unlike you, they don’t scream anymore. They just whimper pitifully. It’s music to my ears.”

Adriana grabbed her thumb with her other hand and dislocated it. The trick was quite painful, but not nearly as bad as what the pump was doing to her breasts. Once she’d slipped her hand out of the cuffs, she popped her thumb back in.

Through her tears, she looked up at Jake, who was leaning against the milk vat with a grin on his face.

“Why don’t you do what you really want?” she said, forcing herself to cope with the pain. “Why settle for milking me on this machine? I’ve seen the way you look at me. You want to milk these sweet titties yourself as you grind your cock into my tight pussy. So what are you waiting for?”

She saw his face change. She had been right about the fact he fancied her. Now all she had to do was make him act on it.

He licked his lips, then switched off the pump. The cruel teat cups fell from her swollen nipples, leaving a trail of milk down her body.

“I’ve always wanted a milkmaid of my own,” he said. “And what could be better than milking you senseless twice a day?”

She fluttered her eyelashes at him and stuck out her breasts. He reached out with greedy fingers to tease the milk from her nipples. His eyes were fixed on her breasts, right where she wanted them. It didn’t matter how big or strong a man was, they all fell to a rake of long fingernails to the eyes. And they never saw it coming when their attention was fixed elsewhere.

He cried out in agony, but she didn’t give him one second to press his hands to his face, kicking him hard in the balls. He fell to the concrete, rubbing his eyes. She got herself completely out of the cuffs and rolled him over to lock them onto his wrists. Then she rolled him onto his front so she could knee him in the balls again.

“Jake Tempest, you are under arrest,” she said. “You have the right to remain silent, but I reserve the right to give you a pair of blue balls.”

The look on his face as she rearranged his manhood was most satisfying, so she did it once more for good measure. Damn, it would have to hurt!

* * *

Former Detective Adriana Hart looked around the large oval table in the executive boardroom. There was no time for police work now she ran one of the fastest growing companies in the country. The plans to go global were already in motion.

Twelve gorgeous, busty girls in designer suits looked back at her. It was important to dress appropriately as shareholders of the company. When they performed their much more important duty, they all had to dress quite inappropriately.

“So, profits have doubled in the last quarter. We’ll have to go on another recruitment drive to keep up with demand,” she said. “So it’s essentially a case of keeping up the good work, ladies. Any questions?”

They all shook their heads. Adriana looked up at the logo on the boardroom wall. They’d designed a new one for the change of ownership, but had kept the original name. As well as being the best ice cream on the planet, Boom Boom Ice Cream had a nice ring to it.

“Well then, ladies. Let’s get our gorgeous titties out of our suits and head down to the milking room. Orders are backing up.”
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