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About The Author

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

Or: Fair warning before you buy this book







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

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

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




Otherwise, enjoy!

Vx




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




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


Guilty Pleasures

After a delightful morning shoplifting lingerie, Katie wanted to celebrate in style. It wasn’t like Panties For Princesses couldn’t afford the loss. They were a huge chain store with branches in every mall across the country. She worked in one of the larger ones, which spread across two floors of the inner city mall.

Katie knew every blind spot in the security system, making it easy to stuff lingerie into the secret pocket sewed into the waistband of her skirt. Plus, she had access to the tools to remove the security tags.

The store even had an accepted margin of loss for shoplifting, so she made sure she kept it up to quota. Everyone won. The owners claimed the losses as tax breaks. And she worked part time, supplementing her income selling the lingerie as one of her many side hustles. The difference was she made more money than the store manager, and she knew he was on a six-figure salary.

Nobody suspected a thing. Even if the manager figured out it was an inside job, he would never suspect Katie was the thief. First, because Katie had the best sales record in the store, even though she only worked two days a week. He was always begging her to work more hours. And second, he fancied the hell out of her, like so many other dirty old men, because she was a gorgeous blue-eyed brunette with big tits.

She had such a good system going, she didn’t bother to finish college. She sold the lingerie she didn’t want on auction sites or to her friends. And she kept the best pieces for herself to wear in photos and videos for her Glamour Girls page. Dirty old men happily shelled out plenty of money to see her in pretty bras, panties and other lingerie. She had next to no overheads and was making a killing. Why work a lousy nine to five? She was already living the dream.

She didn’t even need to get naked. All she had to do was tease the hell out of her subscribers with the promise that she might one day slip a nipple or bare her pussy. They were all suckers and deserved to get scammed for every penny she could milk out of them.

The money aside, there was nothing better than scamming dirty old men. They deserved everything they got. She suspected most of them actually enjoyed getting conned by a pretty young girl with big tits.

The third perk of Katie’s setup was a very pretty and curvaceous blond named Rebecca, one of her girlfriends. She showered Rebecca with gifts of designer lingerie and then had her wicked way with her.

She bought a bottle of wine with her fake identification and messaged Rebecca to find out if she was free to catch up. Rebecca was stuck at college, living at home, and had no money for a good time. Once Katie got Rebecca loosened up with a glass of wine, she was putty in her hands.

Plus, she preferred girls over boys at present. Boys had clumsy hands and no stamina. They got so excited about making out with a pretty girl that they shot their load too soon. Girls knew how to take their time and make it last. They had lovely soft breasts to tease, and sweet, tight pussies to lick. But Rebecca was special, and her gorgeous round tits were a cash cow. Literally.

“Oh, hey,” said Rebecca, as she opened the door. She batted her big hazel eyes. “What’s happening, babe?”

Katie raised the lingerie bag in one hand and the bottle of wine in the other. “I’ve got presents for my favourite girl.”

“What are we celebrating?” said Rebecca, leading Katie inside.

“You, dollface,” said Katie. “I don’t get to see you enough.”

“But you sure spoil me enough. It’s not fair. I don’t get to give you anything in return.”

“Oh, you give me much more than you know,” said Katie, with a wink. It wasn’t a lie, even though she would never tell Rebecca the details. “Grab some glasses and meet me in your bedroom.”

Rebecca blushed. “Oh, okay.”

Katie made her way to Rebecca’s room, carefully positioned her handbag on top of the dresser, and got comfortable on the bed. She pulled out her phone, switched on the bluetooth, and checked the camera hidden in the side pocket of her handbag was ready to roll. The lens was so small, only a careful observer would see it through the small hole in the pocket. And Rebecca’s dresser was exactly the right height to get the best view of the bed.

Rebecca appeared with the glasses, and Katie didn’t hesitate to crack open the wine to fill them to the rim. They had a silent toast, punctuated only by the clink of their glasses. Rebecca was a typical, hopeless young drinker who swallowed her wine like it was lemonade. Katie refilled Rebecca’s glass, making sure she only took small sips herself to keep a clear head.

“Here, this is for you,” she said, presenting Rebecca with the gift bag.

“Katie, you shouldn’t! You spoil me rotten!”

“A gorgeous girl like you deserves to get spoiled rotten. Open it.”

Rebecca bit her lower bit as she pulled the bow. She drew a deep breath and pulled out a pearl-coloured bra and panty set. It had a lustrous sheen, making the bra cups catch the light. Katie had chosen a front-opening bra, as she always did for Rebecca. This one fastened with a pearl clip. The gift bag also contained a pair of sheer, white thigh-high stockings. All Rebecca needed was a pair of glossy white pumps to look like a glamour model. Katie knew she had a pair hidden in her wardrobe. She’d bought them for Rebecca for an occasion like this.

Rebecca swallowed her wine the way people do when they need to calm their nerves. In a few minutes, she would be tipsy. Katie tried not to look pleased.

“Put them on. I want to see you wearing the outfit,” she said. “I promise I won’t peek until you’re changed.”

She didn’t need to peek anyway. If she wanted to watch Rebecca undress, she could review the camera footage later. Two minutes later, Rebecca told her she was ready.

Katie drew a genuine gasp of wonder as she looked at Rebecca. In the lingerie set, the girl looked too gorgeous for her own safety. Her bulging breasts strained against the bra, looking like they would tear it apart if she took too deep a breath.

“Oh, Rebecca! It makes me horny seeing you all dolled-up,” she said. It wasn’t a lie either. She was feeling delightful tingles between the thighs and her panties were getting damp. She refilled Rebecca’s wine glass. “All I can think about now is how much I want to cream your sweet tits and pussy.”

Katie positioned herself at the edge of the bed where the camera would capture her in mid-shot. She opened her legs and patted the sheets between them. Rebecca knew what to do. They’d done this before many times, and mostly on camera, not that Rebecca knew.

Rebecca let out a breathy giggle in excitement. Then she sat between Katie’s legs so they were spooning in a seated position.

“I’m so damned wet, I want to tie you up and keep you all for myself,” said Katie, as she dragged her fingernails up Rebecca’s thighs.

Rebecca took a shuddering breath as Katie eased her legs open. She swept back Rebecca’s long blond hair to expose her shoulder and the side of her neck, and reached under her arms to fondle her breasts. They felt wonderfully firm. Katie knew that meant more tips and more subscribers once she released the video online. Rebecca’s breasts aside, there was no better way to generate revenue than a video of a brunette and a blond getting it on.

She planted soft kisses along Rebecca’s shoulder and neck, as she reached for the pearl clip between her huge, heavy breasts. Rebecca went limp in her arms. The girl was so submissive, it was a wonder she could get through the day without anyone taking advantage of her sexually.

The bra clip made a delightful click as she released it, allowing Rebecca’s breasts to burst free. Damn, she was going to make a lot of money with this video. And all she had to pay the model was a set of stolen lingerie and a few glasses of wine.

She kissed Rebecca’s neck as she found her nipples. They were already hard, so she rolled them between her thumbs and forefingers to loosen them up. Rebecca moaned. With two and a half glasses of wine in her system, she was already relaxed and ready to cum. It wouldn’t take long, so Katie knew she needed to draw it out for as long as she could. The longer the video, the more she could charge per view.

She ran her hands over Rebecca’s flat stomach down to her panties. The shiny fabric was slippery, already damp with Rebecca’s juices. Katie carefully pulled them aside, knowing just how far to go to expose the bare mound of Rebecca’s pussy without showing her lips. It had been a smart move to pay for Rebecca to get laser hair removal. It guaranteed she always looked spectacular between the legs whenever Katie wanted to shoot a new video.

She could imagine the collective sound of thousands of men beating off as they caught the first glimpse of Rebecca’s pretty pussy. She made sure they would get a good look before releasing the panties to return to Rebecca’s breasts. Now she had freed her milky puppies from the bra cups, she gave them a good squeeze to check for firmness. She tried not to smile as she felt the resistance. She was performing for the camera too and had to play the part of Rebecca’s naughty lesbian lover. And now it was time to get the money shot.

Firmly gripping Rebecca’s nipples, she squeezed her breasts to hasten the flow of milk. Rebecca had spectacular milky tits. Katie didn’t know how she made so much milk. She was overflowing with luscious cream. Katie assumed some boy had knocked her up at some point, but that made little sense as Rebecca said she only dated girls.

Either way, it didn’t matter how Rebecca had come to be so lucky, as that luck rubbed off onto Katie every time she rubbed the cream from Rebecca’s breasts. Her milking videos always got the most views, and those views meant more cash in the bank.

Rebecca moaned loudly as the thick white cream flowed from her nipples. Katie imagined it must feel heavenly. Rebecca always moaned like she was having one orgasm after another. Her body shuddered as warm milk ran over Katie’s fingers and down Rebecca’s stomach to mingle with the juices of her sex.

Katie adored the way Rebecca smelled when she was cumming. She breathed deeply as she kissed her neck to enjoy Rebecca’s vanilla and honey scent. If Katie didn’t have to give her viewers a clear view of the milk flowing from Rebecca’s breasts, she would get on her knees, lick the cream from her pussy and suck her tits until she was dry.

Rebecca moaned louder, which was perfect for the video. It sounded like her orgasms were getting stronger by the minute. Katie continued to tease the milk out of her tits, even though her hands were now slippery. But the messier they got the better. Now all she needed was for Rebecca to beg her to stop and say she couldn’t handle another orgasm. Then she could move to the role of the dominant lover, forcing her submissive to cum again and again against her will. She could already hear the tip notifications ringing like a cash register. She was going to make a killing!

Then, totally ruining the moment, there was a sharp knock at Rebecca’s bedroom door.

“Rebecca, are you okay in there?”

Rebecca jerked out of Katie’s grasp. “Oh, hell! It’s Victor, my daddy. Why is he home so early?” she said.

She hurried off the bed to grab her dressing gown.

“Rebecca?” said Victor again. He sounded insistent, like he wasn’t about to back off anytime soon.

Rebecca didn’t answer as she struggled to pull on her gown. Katie panicked and froze, not knowing what to do. The wine and glasses were sitting on the dresser, and the bed was wet with milk and Rebecca’s creamy cum. The air smelled deliciously of sex. There was no way to hide what they’d been up to together.

When Victor didn’t get a response, he let himself into the room. It was clear by the way he frowned that it hadn’t taken him more than a second to see what had been happening. He was a tall, powerfully built blond man with icy blue eyes like his daughter. Katie had no doubt where Rebecca got her good looks.

“Daddy, we were just—”

He crossed the room in three strides and grabbed the wine bottle. “I can see what you were doing,” he said, glaring at Katie.

Katie broke through the panic holding her hostage and sprang to her feet. In desperation, she snatched her handbag from the dresser, but her hands were shaking and slippery with milk, so she knocked it to the floor. Her camera fell from the front pocket and landed at Victor’s feet.

“What’s this?” he said, snatching it up.

Katie cringed as he looked at the display and listened to the thin sound of Rebecca’s moaning coming from the tiny speaker.

He grabbed her by the arm. “Getting my daughter drunk so you could milk her tits, eh? What did you plan to do with this?”

Rebecca looked at her with utter disbelief. “Katie? What the hell?”

“Let me go!” said Katie, trying to pull free, but Victor’s grip on her arm was too strong.

“Put some clothes on,” he said to Rebecca. “I’ll deal with you later. And just wait until I tell your mother about this!”

He dragged Katie from the bedroom and down the stairs. She struggled, but he was much too powerful for her to break free.

“You’re in big trouble, young woman,” he said.

She glared at him, determined to defy him to the end. “Why? We’re both eighteen. We’re allowed to drink wine and have sex. Everyone has a few guilty pleasures.”

He held her with both hands once they reached the lounge. “I doubt Rebecca knows you’re making porn videos with her and posting them on the internet.”

“How would you know what I do with them?”

“What else would you do with them? It’s big money these days.”

Katie huffed. “I suppose you’re one of the dirty old men that likes to watch those videos too,” she said, still struggling. “I bet you like watching girls young enough to be your daughter having sex.”

He shook his head. “I should—”

Katie eyeballed him defiantly. “What? Spank me like a little girl?”

He snorted a small laugh through his nose. Before Katie knew what was happening, she was over his knee on the couch. Victor pulled up her skirt and pulled down her panties. She kicked and tried to get free, so he twisted her arm behind her back to hold her in place.

It hurt, but not as much as his hand. Each spank on her butt cheeks felt like a burning, stinging branding iron. She squealed and kicked, but he held her in place, marking her cheeks with his hand until they were bright red and felt like they were on fire.

Through the pain, she felt his cock harden and press into her stomach. It felt like a truncheon. And the more he spanked her cheeks, the harder he got. It was humiliating enough to get her butt spanked raw, but knowing he took pleasure from it made it much worse.

He spanked her until she broke and stopped struggling. She was beyond pleading for mercy. Her butt cheeks were so sore she had no choice but to sob and endure the pain until he stopped. He seemed to sense that he’d broken her spirit, so he gave her a final lash of his hand and pulled her to her feet.

She was shaking and could barely stand on her own, but he didn’t seem to care. He only grinned as he marched her to the door, opened it and pushed her onto the street.

“Thank your lucky stars I was in a generous mood and didn’t punish you the way you deserve it,” he said, closing the door in her face.

Without her handbag, Katie had no choice but to walk home. It was agony with her flaming bottom. She could only take small steps and was painfully aware she was walking like a duck. The smirks she got from passers-by only added to her humiliation.

Mercifully, she didn’t live far from Rebecca’s house. She found the spare key and let herself into her small villa, relishing the sanctuary. Running herself a hot bath to soothe her stinging bottom, she wondered how everything had gone so wrong. There was no way she could shoot a video with Rebecca ever again, and her milking videos were her biggest draw card.

She poured a glass of wine and took the bottle to the bath. Easing her sore bottom into the water, she felt the sting of his hand again with the heat. He’d marked her, branded her and ruined her best way to take money from dirty old men.

As the hot water soothed her spanked bottom, she remembered how much he had enjoyed it, with his big erection pressing into her stomach. The thought of him using her that way made her pussy tingle. She wondered what he meant about punishing her properly. No doubt he was referring to his cock. And it was so big it would split her poor pussy apart.

To her surprise, the more she thought about it, the more it excited her. She reached between her legs to find the pleasure button at the entrance to her sex. As she imagined him spanking her again, then punishing her pussy with his huge cock, it didn’t take her long to cum.

“Damn!” she said, once she’d caught her breath. “I really need to screw him badly.”

She licked her lips and smiled as a plan formed in her mind. She wanted to screw him in both senses. If she couldn’t shoot videos of Rebecca for her Glamour Girls page, she would shoot videos of her having sex with dirty old men, starting with him. If her subscribers saw her screwing men like them, her income would shoot through the roof.

She reached between her legs as her pussy tingled with excitement again. Katie the homewrecker. It had a nice ring to it. All she had to do was provoke Victor into having sex with her and capture it on video. Then she could exact the perfect revenge. The first person to get a copy would be his wife. She lay back and fingered her pussy slowly, taking her time to reach another shuddering orgasm.

* * *

Katie wasn’t normally a nervous girl. It took steady nerves to steal lingerie right from under her boss’s nose. It took courage to parade herself in next to nothing on the internet for thousands of horny old men. But taking revenge on Victor made her heart flutter with excitement and apprehension of the unknown.

She started by mending her relationship with Rebecca. Fortunately, despite having lots of milk in her tits, Rebecca had little between the ears. Katie messaged her later that evening.

Katie: Babe, I’m so sorry about what happened. I was only making a little keepsake for all those lonely nights when I can’t be with my favourite girl. I miss you already.

Rebecca: It’s okay, babe. My daddy had no right to burst in on us like that. He’s so protective of me, it’s a wonder I have any girlfriends at all.

Katie: Send me his cell number. I’ll make things right. Then we can get back together to finish what we started.

Rebecca forwarded Victor’s number along with lots of kissy emojis and a jug of milk. The girl sure got a kick out of getting her tits milked. Katie wondered what it felt like. She loved having her nipples teased, but nobody had ever made her lactate before.

Pushing that sweet thought aside, she went to work on her plan. The first step was to send Victor a picture of her in a very skimpy baby-blue bra and panty set that matched her eyes. Then he would know exactly who she was when she messaged him again.

Katie: I enjoyed my spanking. It made me cum twice. Not much of a punishment, old man.

He didn’t reply, not that she expected he would so soon. He would need a lot of provocation. Katie hadn’t learned many skills in her life, but she had mastered the ability to flirt with men online and drive them wild with desire. Getting a rise out of Victor, in more ways than one, was only a matter of time.

Throughout the week, she pursued her plan with relentless determination. She took lots of photos of herself in various outfits, showing as much skin as she could. If her panties hid too much, she pulled them down far enough to show off her bare, smooth pubic mound without revealing her pretty lips. Then she sent him the picture along with a text.

Katie: I doubt you could punish this perfect pussy like a real man. Does your cock even get hard any more?

Between the teasing and taunting, she set up her studio in her loft. She normally used it as her retreat. She had furnished it with comfortable couches, cushions and chairs, but not a single scrap of technology to connect her to the outside world. That had to change, as the loft had superb natural light and many places to hide cameras to capture the action from all the juicy angles. The soft furnishings were great for the acoustics, letting her capture every sound clearly. Once she had lured Victor into the loft, he would be a fly in her web with nowhere to hide.

She pulled out her most daring lingerie, an outfit she wouldn’t even pose in for her Glamour Girls page. It was a pink lace crop top and skirt. The top had short sleeves and two skimpy wraps that she tied over her breasts to form a bra with a pink ribbon. It showed a generous amount of cleavage, more than enough to excite poor Victor. Any man who saw her wearing it would desperately want to pull the small bow and free her breasts.

The skirt was little more than a wide lace belt that clung to her hips. It didn’t have panties, so it revealed her pussy lips unless she posed in a way to hide them. She took several shots until she was happy she had one that Victor couldn’t resist. With her long brown locks hanging loose and a generous application of mascara for her baby-blue eyes, she looked like a feast of lust.

Katie: I know why you haven’t replied. You’re too busy jerking off over what you’ll never get.

Her phone buzzed in her hand with a reply. She smiled, knowing she finally snared him in her web.

Victor: Be careful what you wish for. You might just get it.

Katie: Then prove it… if you’re man enough. I’m at home right now, wearing this outfit. I left the back door unlocked. You can let yourself in. Not that you will, because you don’t have the balls.

When Katie’s phone flashed up an alert letting her know someone had passed through the back door, she started the cameras recording. Then she tucked her phone into the side of the couch and sat down with her legs crossed. She was going to make him work hard to get them open.

Moments later, Victor entered the loft. His blue eyes looked wild, like a savage animal stalking its prey. She smiled and looked him up and down. He had a very good body and looked appetising in a tight white T-shirt and jeans. She could see the lines of his pectoral muscles and his rippling abs. He also looked like he was semi-erect. If not, he was packing one hell of a huge cock in his jeans. It was a pity this would only happen once. When his wife saw the tape, he would have worse problems to worry about than punishing her.

She rose to meet him, careful not to reveal too much skin in her skimpy outfit. “Are you here to punish me, or do you really want me to pussy whip you instead?”

Aside from revenge, it was a beautiful setup for a video. She could already hear the tip alert going off as her subscribers got their cocks out of their pants and parted with their money.

He looked at her without moving, like he was sizing her up or considering whether he could go through with whatever was on his mind.

She took a few steps closer, closing the gap between them. “I am a very bad girl, you know. I lie. I steal. I cheat people out of their money. And I especially enjoy leading your daughter astray. You won’t be able to protect her from me forever.”

Before Katie knew what was happening, he grabbed her and spun her about, twisting her arms behind her back.

“We’ll see about that,” he growled, pushing her face down onto the couch.

She decided not to struggle too hard. This was working better than she imagined. If he pulled out his cock and took her from behind, she would enjoy a good pounding and get paid a lot of money when her subscribers watched her first sex tape. And if he was rough with her, that would be even better.

He didn’t try to get to her pussy though. She felt him slip a fine cord around her wrists and pull them together tight. The situation got serious fast now she realised he was tying her up. She started struggling for real, but the cord was as strong as steel wire. He bound her wrists so there was no chance of escape. Then he grabbed her ankles and did the same, immobilising her completely.

Her heart raced with panic. She told herself to go with it. With bondage added to the mix, she could set a higher price for the video. Victor pulled her to her feet like she weighed nothing. Then he gathered a footstool, placed it at the centre of the loft, and hoisted her onto it. She teetered as she steadied her balance.

He looked her in the eye with an icy gaze. It differed from the last time. When he had spanked her, he had been full of fire. Now his actions were deliberate, like he had planned this from the start.

She felt her sense of calm slipping out of her control. “What are you going to do to me?” she said, hearing the tremble in her own voice.

He pulled another coil of cord from his pocket. She could see it now. It was the fine plaited rope used to secure a lot of weight. She had no chance of getting her wrists and ankles free until he had finished with her.

He made a loop at one end of the cord and tied a knot. “Do you know what used to happen to liars, thieves and cheats not so long ago?”

“N—no,” she said, dreading the answer. Fear crept into her body like icy needles penetrating her flesh.

He tossed the unknotted end of the cord over the rafters. Then he fitted the loop around her neck. “They used to hang men… and women… for much less,” he said, tightening the noose around her neck.

“P—please,” she said, wondering how this had turned so sour so fast. He wouldn’t go through with it and hang her… would he?

He looped the loose end around the leg of the couch and pulled it tight, so the cord bit into her neck. Checking his knots were secure, he stood up and smiled for the first time, but there was no warmth in it. It was full of cruelty. She realised he was enjoying doing this to her.

“Stay steady on your feet,” he said. “There are no second chances this time.”

She gasped as he reached behind his back and pulled a whip from his belt. It had many broad leather tails, the kind used to cause redness, swelling and pain without tearing flesh.

“Please let me go. I was only trying to work you up. It was a mistake. I’m sorry,” she said, realising she was babbling like a frightened schoolgirl.

“It’s too late for apologies,” he said, loosening his arm. “You wanted punishment. Now you’re going to get it.”

Like a brute, he reached out and yanked the bow, opening her lace top and baring her breasts. He stood still for a moment and enjoyed the sight of them heaving with each fearful breath. Without warning, he flexed his arm and lashed her across the chest with the whip. She cried out and recoiled, only managing to keep her balance as the cord pulled at her throat, threatening to steal her breath.

He lashed her again, the tails slapping against her breasts like a bare hand on flesh. Her knees buckled beneath her as the pain shot through her body from her nipples to her toes. He grabbed her arm to steady her on the stool.

“That wasn’t mercy,” he said. “I want to whip your breasts red before I watch you kicking in the noose.”

He did so, whipping her with relish, lashing her again and again, not listening to her cries of pain or pleas for mercy. He whipped her like he was tenderising her body, wanting to reduce her to a quivering mess before the noose took her breath. Time lost all meaning. The whip cracked, she squealed as she felt the sting, and then it happened all over again.

He paused to run his hands over each of her breasts, as if he were checking to see whether he had punished them enough. They were red and burning like they were on fire. He had marked her shoulders and stomach red too. She was beyond words, pouring all her energy and remaining willpower into maintaining her balance.

“Now you’re ready for proper punishment,” he said, tucking the whip back into his belt.

He walked behind her and pulled the lace skirt down her legs. She heard him unzip his jeans. As she felt the thick, hard head of his cock pressing between her butt cheeks, she knew exactly what he had in mind. He gripped her hips so he could push his cock in harder, breaking the seal to her forbidden entrance.

“Please, not my butt,” she whimpered.

As before, he was deaf to her pleas. He worked his cock in harder, pushing past the tight seal. Her butt burned as he drove his cock inside her without mercy. It was so big, she felt like it was going to split her apart from the inside. She’d never felt so full and still he drove it in deeper. Her breasts were sore from the whipping, but this was a different kind of pain. It gave her a dull ache through her hips, down her thighs and up through her stomach.

“I can’t take it,” she whimpered.

She felt his hands travel up her waist, over her stomach to her breasts. Despite his massive truncheon planted in her butt, he was gentle. He cupped each burning breast for a moment, soothing the sting with his touch. Then he found her tender nipples and tweaked them between his thumb and forefingers. She flinched, feeling the sting flow through her body like an electric shock.

In a heartbeat, everything changed. She felt his lips on her shoulder, kissing her tenderly as he made his way up to her neck. His hands worked like an artist, gently rolling and kneading her nipples, as he settled into a slow, even rhythm sliding his cock in and out of her butt.

She didn’t know what to make of it all. She hurt all over, the noose still pulled at her neck, and his massive cock was plundering her poor bottom. But through all the fear and pain, his kisses, caresses and cock felt incredible. The feeling of fullness inside was like he had penetrated her butt and her pussy at the same time. She wished she had a free hand to rub her clitoris as it was aching with the growing need to cum. And his hands on her nipples were driving her crazy with pleasure, stripping away all the pain of the cruel whipping with each tug and squeeze.

Then he pinched them hard and held them in a vice-like grip, making her body seize with blinding, maddening pain. It was too much for her to endure after everything he’d put her through, and she felt her knees buckle. The rope bit into her neck, closing tight and stealing her breath. She gasped for air, but it was unrelenting in its choking hold.

She felt his fingers relax as her vision darkened from the lack of air, and he went back to kneading and pulling her nipples. This time, they were slick with thick liquid. He straightened her up, allowing her to breathe again, and returned to kissing her neck. While he pounded her butt, he teased the thick virgin cream from her breasts.

In a heartbeat, she flipped on a dial, thinking she was about to die, to having incredible orgasms, one after another in each of her nipples. They were as sensitive as her clitoris and gave her just as much pleasure, if not more. Warm milk ran down her breasts, over his hands and kept flowing. She felt the cream of her sex flow between her thighs as the sublime ache through her body hit new heights of pleasure. He grunted and she felt him cum inside her, filling her butt with hot cum.

“Don’t stop!” she said, her voice hoarse from the pleasure.

He milked her until she had nothing left, leaving her a quivering, milk covered mess on the end of a rope. Then he kicked the stool from under her feet, letting the noose do its work at last.

* * *

Katie had once thought that men were predictable. She believed this was true, as they were generally slaves to their cocks. The video certainly supported that theory. It blew the record for the most profitable video on Glamour Girls to date, and the tips and subscriptions were still rolling in. However, she cut the part at the end where the knot around her neck came free under her full weight.

Victor never intended to hang her at all. He did it to scare her, the pain and the fear leading to a wonderful outcome. He’d punished her by bringing in her milk, and now she was a slave to the desires of her own body. Now she understood exactly why Rebecca loved getting milked so much. It was beyond any ordinary orgasm. Getting her tits milked felt like her entire body was having one big, creamy orgasm at once.

Everyone harboured at least one guilty pleasure. No doubt Victor hadn’t been able to resist bringing in his own daughter’s milk too. She would have to ask Rebecca about it the next time she had her nipples in her fingers, making her cum as she teased out the cream.

Katie never sent the video to Victor’s wife either. It wasn’t out of some sense of gratitude for the way he had introduced her to this new guilty pleasure. There was simply no point. Victor was divorced and had been for some time.

But after everything that had happened, Katie still had one huge problem on her plate: how to top a record-breaking video. She had an idea and picked up her phone.

Katie: There are thousands of men jerking off over a video of you and me on my Glamour Girls page. I guess that makes me a very bad girl. Do you think I deserve to be punished?

Victor: I’ll be right over.


Paper-Thin Walls

Upon first inspection, everything about Rylee’s new apartment was perfect. The building was in one of the better parts of the city, close to the park, shops, cafes and nightlife. It came fully furnished, and the landlord had recently renovated the kitchen, bathroom and lounge. As if it needed a cherry on top, the rent was also very affordable. For a girl with a compulsive desire to attain the unattainable, she felt like she had hit the jackpot. That was until she found out the apartment had paper-thin walls.

She could handle some noise from her neighbours once in a while, people talking in the hallway, the chime of the elevator, footsteps above and so forth. Ambient noise, like the constant hum of traffic day and night, came with the territory for those wanting the inner-city lifestyle. But her bedroom backed onto the bedroom of the apartment next door. She hadn’t met her neighbours yet, husband and wife, Ivan and Kelly, but she already knew a lot about them. Namely, that they had loud sex. Every night. Without fail.

What bothered Rylee the most was the noise she made. He was all but inaudible. And it wasn’t that she was a screamer or a drama queen of any kind. There was no…

Harder, harder, harder!

Yeah, pound it into me, baby!

Right there! Right there! Oh, I’m going to cum!

No, there was none of that. It was quite the opposite. The noises she made sounded incredible. She whimpered, squealed and moaned like she was having the most powerful orgasms on the planet. And always more than one. Rylee often lost count of how many orgasms Kelly had each night.

At first, whenever they had sex, Rylee got so hot and bothered between the thighs, she had the uncontrollable urge to masturbate. It felt voyeuristic and naughty, rubbing her sweet peach to a juicy orgasm while she listened to Kelly make those delicious sounds.

After a week, Rylee stopped enjoying herself as the silent, unseen partner in their ménage à trois. Kelly was having a much better time than she could ever have with only her index finger massaging her clit. She became jealous. Fast. She felt like the lady with the famous line in When Harry Met Sally, in the scene where Meg Ryan fakes an orgasm in the middle of a crowded restaurant.

I’ll have what she’s having.

Rylee always wanted what other women were having, especially if it wasn’t on the menu. So, her jealousy quickly became resentment. Kelly’s orgasmic moans tortured her ears each night. She had to buy earplugs, but even they wouldn’t drown out the noise. Kelly’s orgasms sounded so damned amazing, nothing on earth could screen out the sound.

So when Rylee received a card in her mailbox with an invitation to join her neighbours for drinks, a very naughty idea popped into her head. She sent her RSVP without a second thought. Tomorrow night, she would try to discover what Ivan and Kelly did in the bedroom to make Kelly produce such enviable moans.

She laboured over her wardrobe throughout the day. After trying on every combination of clothes she owned, she settled for tight blue jeans and a white lace crop top with a satin camisole underneath. It showed some skin around her stomach, arms and shoulders without being too provocative.

Mussing her raven-black hair, so she had the casual, ‘fresh out of bed’ look, she took the ten second trip to her neighbour’s apartment and rang the doorbell.

Kelly, the girl who got treated to the most amazing orgasms every night, greeted her at the door. “Hey, I’m Kelly,” she said, with a wide smile and bounce in her step.

Rylee forced a smile. Kelly was a bubbly redhead with a lithe figure, which added to her jealousy. And why the hell did she have to be so goddamned nice too?

The gathering was already lively with conversation, no doubt aided by a few drinks. Kelly and Ivan had a larger open-plan apartment, which could accommodate many guests in the kitchen and lounge.

Kelly invited her inside and started pointing out faces and names. Rylee ignored them all until Kelly pointed out Ivan. He was a sandy-haired hunk with big brown eyes and a smile that made her pussy tingle. How had Kelly snagged such a beautiful man? Sure, she was pretty enough, but she wasn’t in Rylee’s league.

Rylee had the looks to play a sexy witch in the movies, and haunt teenage boys with feverish dreams of her cleavage, wide hips and delicious round bottom. After her breasts, she knew a man’s gaze travelled to the cock-hardening gap between her thighs whenever she wore tight jeans. It was the reason she had settled for wearing a pair tonight. It spoke of the tight, juicy treasure that lay there, the subject of their desires. And with her raven-black hair, enhanced with a little dye, as was a woman’s prerogative, and bright emerald eyes, she could stop men in their tracks.

Just never the right men. Not that there was a lack of men available. With her looks, Rylee had a massive oversupply. But no matter how much she tried, she couldn’t get turned on by single men at all. They were too needy, too desperate, too eager to commit to a regular relationship. She wanted the men she couldn’t have, men with wives, men with experience, men who knew how to make a girl cum like a fountain.

“So glad you could make it,” said Kelly. “Let me get you some wine and introduce you to some people who live on our floor.”

Rylee went through the motions of talking to the other guests, biding her time until she got round the room to Ivan. It was the usual idle chit-chat people discussed when they had nothing in common other than living close to one another. Work. Hobbies. Pets. Yawn.

She didn’t take in any of their names or faces, and likely wouldn’t remember them again if they crossed paths in the hallway. She only had eyes for the man who could make Kelly moan like she was on her way to heaven.

Eventually, she separated Ivan from some dull loser who wanted to talk about football all night. Ivan looked somewhat relieved about the change in conversation, but happier about having it with her.

They shook hands. He was clearly fit and powerful, but could temper his strength with a feather touch. She looked him straight in the eyes as they exchanged names, not allowing him to look away for a moment, as she began to weave her spell over his mind. The beauty of attraction was that each person felt the indefinable chemistry of desire in a split second. Who hadn’t passed a stranger in the street and seen their lives together flash before their eyes?

Rylee held Ivan’s hand and gaze for a moment longer than she should. He didn’t pull his hand free or look away. If she wasn’t trying to exert her feminine charms, she could accuse him of being a naughty boy for holding her gaze. But all men were naughty boys inside their heads, where their girlfriends, partners or wives couldn’t hear their thoughts. A true naughty boy acted on those thoughts, but she didn’t intend to give him a choice about it. And she didn’t plan to kick off their conversation with idle chit-chat either.

“I live next door,” she said, finally letting go of his hand. “Our bedrooms back onto each other.”

He took a guilty sip of wine and nodded slowly. “I… never knew.”

Rylee smiled sweetly. “Kelly is quite vocal.”

His face sank. “Oh, hell, I’m so sorry. I’ve heard other people say the apartments have paper-thin walls, but I’ve never really noticed myself. We have more space than most.”

In half a dozen sentences, they were talking like old friends… or perhaps star-crossed lovers. He tapped his wedding ring nervously against his wine glass. Rylee enjoyed the tell. She was making him nervous, because he found her attractive and knew he shouldn’t feel sexual desire for any woman other than his wife. She wondered what was happening below his belt. There was a very tidy package down there.

She pressed her advantage. “I’ll forgive you… if you tell me what you do to her to get her to make that sound.”

He took a gulp of wine. “Really?”

“Yes. I want to know. Considering I hear you both going at it every night, perhaps I have a right to know.”

“I… er… milk her,” he said.

Rylee took a slow breath. He… milked her? It wasn’t the response she had expected.

“Hmm,” she said, feeling at a loss for words.

She looked about for clues, wondering how the tiny redhead could possibly have milk. Hell, as if she needed another reason to feel jealous of Kelly!

“Do you have kids? I wouldn’t have thought apartment life was good for raising a family.”

“No, we don’t have kids,” he replied. “Everyone has a different kink that gets them off. That’s hers. She doesn’t have much, only a few drops, but it makes her cum hard.”

Rylee was enjoying herself now, watching him squirm, reading his thoughts, slowly controlling his mind. It was his kink too. He had a lust for milk and the few drops he could squeeze out of Kelly’s tiny tits didn’t satisfy his craving.

He put on a brave smile. “You know what they say… happy wife, happy life.” His smile morphed into a sheepish grin.

Rylee felt the moment approaching to make a more risky advance.

“I understand,” she said with a conspiratorial whisper. “She has rather small breasts. What is she… an A cup?”

She stopped there, inferring the unspoken part of her remark in case he took offence. Plus, she didn’t need to spell it out. He may have been her husband, but he was also a man. He would have already made the comparison between Kelly’s flat cupcakes and her ripe milk-melons. She could see it in his eyes. He was a breast man and liked what he saw, but knew he couldn’t do anything about it.

She had already won half the battle. Complete victory required using the Jedi mind trick, or whatever power she possessed to influence men’s minds. In truth, she didn’t know how she could influence some men. It wasn’t because they fell for a pretty face and a sexy body. That was different, a kind of giddy lust.

When she used her power, she could actually control their minds. Perhaps every woman had this power, and some just didn’t know it. She had used it to make strangers pay for her groceries, to hand off work to her male colleagues, and once on a policeman to make him let her off a speeding fine. Even though the power was mysterious, it was time to try it on Ivan.

As before, when she had influenced other men, she needed him to smell her perfume and look into her eyes at the right moment. It was like casting a spell and creating an opening to plant a seed in his subconscious.

She leaned across his muscular frame to collect a bottle of wine from the table. Their bodies touched as her breast grazed his arm. This too, was part of the trick. With one casual brush, he knew they were warm, firm and full. It would stimulate his imagination, make him wonder what it was like to touch them, or press his cock between her cleavage, or have her nipple in his mouth.

“More wine?” she said, topping up his glass anyway.

“Please,” he replied, with a ragged voice.

She rested the bottle on the table and locked him in her gaze, hoping her kryptonite irises would break down the defences of his mind. Her heart fluttered. She had never tried this before in such an overt way. But what did she have to lose? She wasn’t getting treated to orgasms like Kelly. And if she didn’t try, she wouldn’t get any either.

She waited for a moment, hoping to see the crack in his willpower, the open corridor to the back of his mind, where she could speak to his subconscious. His eyes glazed over as he stared back at her, lost in wonder.

She kept her tone even and her commands measured. “Tomorrow night, you’re going to stop by my apartment on your way home from work. You’ll show me how you milk a girl’s breasts.”

He had a stony face. A cone of silence descended on them both, screening out the sound of the other guests. For a moment, it felt like they were the only two people in the room. Rylee tried to keep her composure. She couldn’t crack or she would lose everything she had gained. She swallowed, expecting the worst, as he opened his mouth to respond.

“Tomorrow night,” he said, his voice sounding distant.

Hope swelled in her chest. She had him! “Yes. You’ll feel the need to see me like an irresistible force drawing you to my apartment. You won’t say anything about it to Kelly. She wouldn’t understand.”

“She wouldn’t understand,” he said, parroting her instructions in monotone.

“You will think it’s perfectly normal. And while you’re with me, you won’t spare a thought for Kelly. And when we’re finished, you’ll forget everything that happened, as if it never did.”

“I’ll bring the oil,” he said.

Before Rylee could find out anything about why he needed to bring oil, Kelly cut in on the conversation like a jealous lover at a dance. She sounded as bubbly as ever, but Rylee heard a tremor of concern in her voice.

“Hey, you guys. What are we talking about?”

Rylee froze, unable to speak. Had Kelly overheard? She wanted to crawl into a corner and die.

Ivan looked at her with a dreamy expression and smiled. “Rylee was just saying we’re lucky to have such a big apartment.”

Kelly let out a coy laugh. “Yes, we are very lucky,” she said. “People keep telling us the building has paper-thin walls.”

Rylee let out the breath she had been holding. “Like you wouldn’t believe!”

* * *

Rylee watched the clock as she paced back and forth like she wanted to leave her mark on the new carpet. Ivan usually came home between six and six-thirty. It was already twenty-five minutes past the hour. Perhaps her suggestion had failed to stick. Perhaps it hadn’t worked at all. Last night, he might have been humouring her if he didn’t want to cause a scene.

She had filled her small apartment with candles to set the mood, and scented the air with rose and geranium from the oil burner. The atmosphere invited sex, but that was fast looking like a non-event without Ivan. She had also gone to the trouble to brush her hair until it was glossy, and make herself up with daring bedroom eyes and kissable, glossy peach lipstick. Wrapped in her diaphanous dressing gown, no man could mistake her intentions for the evening.

When she was about to give up, she heard a tentative knock at her door. She adjusted her robe, displaying the two half-moons of her cleavage, not that he needed to see more bare flesh. She was completely naked under the sheer fabric.

Looking through the peephole, she saw Ivan standing outside. He had a pained, confused expression on his face, like he was trying to resolve a problem in his mind. Rylee’s heart leapt into her throat. Her suggestion had been simple, nothing his conscious mind would find too challenging. After all, she had only asked him over to enlighten her about milking a woman’s breasts. Now she had proved she could control his mind with simple suggestions, did she have the influence to make him betray his wedding vows?

She didn’t think it through and opened the door. Ivan looked up and gave her his pussy tingling smile again. His eyes raked her body, as if he had expected to see her dressed this way. She locked him in her gaze again, reasserting her control. He blinked under the weight of her black-framed, sparkling emerald eyes.

“I—I don’t know why I’m—”

“You’re here because I invited you. Remember?”

He nodded. She stepped aside, and he walked into her apartment as if he were coming home. She felt the thrill of her control surging through her body, filling her with anticipation for forbidden pleasures to come. Her previous forays into suggestion had been child’s play compared to this, and it was exciting to discover the extent of her power.

She took his briefcase, set it on the floor and loosened his tie.

“You look beautiful tonight,” he said, with a distant voice.

She let him drown in her gaze as she removed his tie and opened his shirt. Running her hands over his bare chest, she enjoyed his hard muscles. His body was exactly as she had imagined.

“Kiss me,” she said.

He leaned forward, then hesitated, as if something or someone was calling him back. She leaned in closer, so he could smell her perfume, and opened her mouth to receive his kiss. His will crumbled as their lips met. She drank from his mouth, pleasuring him with her tongue, stealing his will to fight back, making him a slave to her control.

Like a helpless child, she removed his clothes a piece at a time as she devoured his mouth with kisses. By the time she had stripped him naked, he was glassy eyed and delirious with desire, with his magnificent cock standing to attention. She undid the belt at her waist and let her robe slip from her shoulders to join the pile of clothes on the carpet.

“Now, show me how you milk a woman’s breasts and make me cum like a goddess!”

She took him by the hand to lead him to the bedroom and felt resistance as he hesitated.

“Wait!” he said.

She turned, expecting he had escaped her hold on his mind. It had all been too good to last.

He picked up his briefcase. “I need this,” he said, and followed her into the bedroom.

She had also illuminated her bedroom with candles, so their bodies came together in the flickering light. He wrapped her in his arms and lowered her onto the bed, kissing her lips, neck and shoulders as they buried themselves in the sheets. She felt wonderful as he lavished her body with fervent kisses, tasting her as if she were the sweetest, most desirable woman on the planet. But it felt better knowing he was another man’s wife, and that Kelly was waiting for him on the other side of the paper-thin wall.

He parted her legs, bringing her close to his body as he worked his way down to her breasts. She felt his long, hard cock brush against her pussy lips in his eagerness as his tongue found her nipples. He nipped them with his teeth, wet them with his lips and teased them with his hot tongue.

Just as the fire of her orgasm swelled between her thighs, he pulled away. She watched him lean over and reach into his briefcase to remove a bottle of what looked like massage oil. Then he pulled out a coil of rope.

“It’s better if I tie you up,” he said.

She drew a sharp breath, wondering if she should allow him to put her in bondage. She was in control of the situation. How could she maintain her hold on his will if she took the role of the submissive? She read his mind through his eyes. He could only give her the divine pleasure she sought if she surrendered her body to his ministrations.

She held out her hands, submitting her body, but said nothing, in case she lost control of his mind. He knotted the rope to her wrist, looped it around the headboard, and tied it to her other wrist. Doing the same to her ankles, he secured her like a starfish to the centre of the bed. She tested the ropes. His knots were tight. If she lost control, she would be completely at his mercy.

He took the oil from the bedside table and drizzled some onto her pussy. At first, she felt the heat on her skin as a pleasurable, soothing warmth. As he worked more into the entrance to her sex, she felt the burn. It was chilli oil, with the same intense heat as if she were eating them raw.

She cried out as the burn became more than she could bear. He ignored her and drizzled the oil onto her breasts, so they were slick with it, making her skin glossy in the candlelight. She soon forgot the searing pain in her sex as the burn penetrated her breasts, warming her chest and igniting a fire in her nipples.

As the burn spread, she wondered if he had been humouring her all along, so he could torture her for daring to test his loyalty to his wife. But he still had the same glazed look in his eyes as he took her breasts in his powerful hands to massage the oil into her flesh. His hands were large enough to knead both her breasts at once. He mercilessly worked the stinging oil in deep, making her breasts feel like they were on fire.

She wanted to order him to stop, but could feel the deep heat influencing her body, exciting it in ways she hadn’t felt before. Even the explosive heat in her pussy was making her wetter than she had thought possible.

When he had finished massaging her breasts, he had a crazed look on his face, like he was ravenous. She felt sure she still had control of his mind, but another force was at work, giving him a primal hunger.

Like a medieval torturer, he grabbed a large candle and poured hot wax onto her pussy. She squealed as the wax renewed the burn of the oil. She watched the flame flicker in his eyes as he encased her pussy in wax, covering her mound and sealing her lips with a translucent white shell.

The pain faded, becoming a soothing warmth once more, but a new sensation developed deep in her sex. As if he had sealed access to her pussy with a chastity belt, she felt a growing frustration with her desperate need to cum. She prepared to give him the order to stop before she lost control altogether.

He clamped his free hand over her mouth. “Shh!” he whispered, determined not to have his work interrupted.

She fought him, but with her hands restrained, she was at his mercy, as she had expected. Next, he waxed breasts, encasing them in a burning shell, until she looked like a South Seas tropical girl dressed in wax instead of coconut shells. The heat was as intense as a sauna set too high, but focused on her breasts and her sex.

He held his hand over her mouth, suppressing her squeals and moans, as the potent burn ravaged her most sensitive feminine body parts. When she thought she couldn’t take any more, he blew out the candle and wielded it like a short truncheon, striking her pussy and breasts with short, sharp blows to crack the wax.

As he gave the punishing heat release, her body followed. She orgasmed immediately, feeling hot juices flood her inner thighs. Milk flowed from the cracks in the wax at her nipples. She heard herself make the same sound Kelly made night after night.

Ivan latched onto her like a madman, not caring that he was swallowing wax along with her cream. He drank from her with greedy mouthfuls, squeezing her breasts to make her milk gush into his mouth. She couldn’t stop cumming, couldn’t stop herself from making those incredible moans and squeals at the top of her voice.

When Ivan thrust his cock into her juicy sex, the pleasure intensified again. He pumped her hard with piston-like strokes, while he drained her breasts with his mouth. And adding to her overwhelming joy, she heard Kelly place a glass against the wall, listening to her moan like a voyeur. Between orgasms, all Rylee could think about was that Kelly didn’t need the glass to listen. The walls were too thin.

Soon after, Ivan climaxed himself, drunk on her cream and delirious from the clench of her pussy. He filled her with hot spunk, bringing her own orgasms to a grand finale that left her breathless and spent.

They lay still for a while, catching their breath. Rylee heard the delicate scrape as Kelly carefully removed her glass from the wall. She smiled. The sex had been great. The milking had been better. And cuckolding Kelly had been the cherry on top. She sighed. If only Kelly knew who had made her moan like a goddess.

Then Ivan sat bolt upright. His eyes fell on her. They were wide with shock and disbelief.

“What the hell am I doing here?” he said.

It only took him a split second to work out what had transpired between them. Rylee grimaced, realising she had lost control of his mind. It was a wonder she’d been able to maintain it for this long. At least it proved one point. She wasn’t a Jedi after all. The power came from his lust for her milk, and now he’d satisfied his craving, she’d lost her hold. She remembered the ropes at her ankles and wrists. It was time to think fast.

Ivan stood up. He had fire in his eyes. “You… you…”

“Gave you what you’ve been craving,” she said, looking him straight in the eye. It was no good. He had free will again. “I saw your milk lust when you confessed to only getting a few drops from Kelly’s tiny tits.”

In her present predicament, an onlooker might think she was reckless to challenge him this way. But even though she wasn’t a Jedi, blackmail was an equally effective tool for controlling a man’s mind, if not more so.

“So if you don’t want me to tell Kelly what an incredible orgasm you gave me tonight, you’ll do everything I say. Okay?”

Every muscle in his body tensed up at once. He gave her a curt nod.

“Good,” she said. “Now untie me!”

He did so. She rubbed her wrists to help the circulation return to her hands.

“And if you want my continued silence, you’ll come to my apartment every night after work and milk my sweet tits for as long as I please. Okay?”

He drew a pained breath and nodded again.

“Now, get dressed and leave,” she said. “I need to take a shower and change the sheets.”

She waited for him to go, wondering what lies he would concoct to explain why he was late. Even better, she wondered how he would avoid kissing Kelly until he had removed the scent of milk from his breath.

For a girl with a compulsive desire to attain the unattainable, Rylee thought she was doing a pretty solid job of having her cake and eating it too.

She knew this fling with Ivan wouldn’t last. Without any doubt, they would soon find a new apartment and leave the building. It was his only way out. While it lasted, the milking sex and cuckolding would be fun. And if she could wear Ivan out, he wouldn’t have the energy or desire to milk his wife, meaning Rylee would get a good night’s sleep out of it too.

It wasn’t the end, only the beginning of more wicked pleasures to come. Another couple would move into the apartment in their place. She hoped it would be another married couple, with a hunky husband who had a weak mind. While his wife listened through the paper-thin walls, Rylee would teach him the art of milking her breasts.


From Breast Friends To Bitter Mammaries

Hazel felt well out of her comfort zone. It was strange to be clubbing again after such a long hiatus. The lights, music and hectic action on the dance floor were quite overwhelming. She shuffled uneasily in the booth seat while she waited for her best friend, Stella, to return with more drinks. She tried to figure out how long it had been since she’d last been to a club. It would have been years, well before she ever met Gary. Sitting alone made her feel vulnerable. What if a guy hit on her? What would she say? What would she do?

There was an important gap in her love life, but it wasn’t a lack of male companionship. It wasn’t the half-year dry spell in her sex life since her breakup with Gary. She felt like she was searching for a part of herself she hadn’t discovered yet, and that when she found it, everything would make sense.

Stella was also single and had been for some time. It had been her idea to go clubbing. She insisted they both needed to get out there again, to have a good time and perhaps meet someone. Stella said it was a therapeutic way to move on from a failed relationship. Hazel thought Stella’s reasoning was just as much about herself as her own situation.

Hazel supposed it didn’t help that she was still stuck in limbo while she was Stella’s roommate. She probably needed to move out and find a place of her own. Perhaps she should have done it months ago, but Stella continued to insist that she stayed for as long as she liked. And Hazel loved her like a sister. They still got on like a house on fire, the same as when they had been kids.

“Here you go, babe,” said Stella, plonking two glasses of wine onto the table. “Drink up. It’ll help to get you in the mood.”

Stella drank half her wine in one mouthful. Hazel shook her head in disbelief. Stella was gorgeous. Why didn’t she have a boyfriend? She looked like a South American beauty, with bronze skin, dark eyes and long glossy black hair. Her black sequin dancing dress left little to the imagination with her fabulous curves. But with her prim and proper English accent, she came across as quite an enigma. She also had an English girl’s constitution for holding her liquor and was already two glasses of wine ahead of Hazel without showing the effects.

“I took my time getting the drinks in case some guy asked you to dance,” she said, giving Hazel a nudge with her elbow. “But even though they’re looking, it seems you lucked out.”

“I’m over guys in the meantime,” said Hazel, as she sipped her wine. “Look, this was a fun idea, but I don’t know if I’m ready for a new relationship.”

Stella leaned across the table. “Who said anything about a relationship, babe? I dragged you here to find yourself a casual fling.”

“I don’t need a casual fling.”

“Oh, you definitely need to get your pussy pumped.”

Hazel shuffled out of the booth seat. “No, I need to pee. Right now, the only part of my body craving some action is my bladder.”

She made her way through the mass of bodies dancing to the music, past the bar with its pink and purple neon lights, and out to the serenity of the bathrooms. Once she had herself locked in a stall, she felt much better about life.

Although she didn’t want to admit it, Stella was right. She needed sexual satisfaction more than ever. There was a mass of frustration bottled up inside her that needed release. If only she understood what she should do about it, as she felt certain there was more to it than having a cock pumping her pussy.

She wondered if her frustration was the effect of living with another woman. As they were both single, there was too much oestrogen in the atmosphere with no outlet. But the yearning ache in her body wasn’t for a one-night stand. It was something else, still elusive.

As she listened to the cute tinkle of her pee hitting the bowl, she ran her fingers over her smooth, waxed pussy. Why had she let Stella talk her into going to the salon for a Brazilian, and then shopping for sexy lingerie and a figure-hugging dress? Some guy after a one-night stand wouldn’t appreciate the effort she had made to look this good. He would only look for what he could get out of a quick roll between the sheets.

Hazel was continuing to find it hard to get excited about men again after Gary. Two weeks after he had proposed and given her a diamond solitaire ring, she had walked in on him banging another girl in the butt.

Life had many sliding door moments, some more obvious than others. That moment was the reason she was now in a nightclub examining her life, not walking down the aisle on her father’s arm to The Wedding March.

She cleaned up and checked her make-up in the mirror. Even though she felt many years older than her actual age of twenty-five, she knew she still looked stunning. Guys used to go nuts for her golden hair, hazel eyes and hourglass figure. Now she knew she radiated ‘needy’ and ‘getting over a bad relationship.’ For all that men were slaves to their cocks, guys also had a sixth sense for girls who were carrying emotional baggage.

Returning to the club, she saw a man had moved in on Stella. He was dark-haired with chiselled features like a statue, but his demeanour was pure sleaze. He had his arm draped over the booth like he owned it. Despite his looks, Hazel took an immediate dislike to him.

For some absurd reason, Stella was fluttering her eyelashes at him like she had an instant schoolgirl crush. Hazel felt the attraction as she approached. He was a bad boy, with the animal magnetism women found inexplicably irresistible. Gary had also proved to be a bad boy, although he was a liar and a cheat. This man wasn’t afraid to show the world his true nature.

She slid into the booth, pinning the man between them. He looked at her and flashed two rows of perfect white teeth.

“Hazel, this is Doran,” said Stella. Her cheeks were rosy and not from the wine.

“A pleasure,” said Doran, taking Hazel’s hand and planting a soft kiss on her fingers.

She pulled them free and wiped her hand on the seat under the table.

“I was just telling Stella it’s rare to see two very beautiful and well-endowed girls sitting alone without company,” he said.

Hazel couldn’t make out his accent. It sounded European, or like he’d spent time in another country and picked up an exotic twang.

“‘Well-endowed’... that’s your opening line?” said Hazel. “I’m sure you must score a lot of girls after you tell them you’ve been staring at their tits.”

Stella shot her a baleful stare, but Hazel wasn’t about to let some sleaze ruin their evening.

“I suppose you want to know if they’re real too?” she said, fixing him with a searing gaze.

“Hazel…” he said, unperturbed by her sass. “What’s wrong with a man appreciating a woman’s beauty?”

His question was as smooth as if he had delivered it coated with honey. And the way he held her gaze gave her pause. He flashed her a smile again, and with no sense of shame, allowed his eyes to wander down her face to her breasts. It sent a shiver down her spine. At the same time, she felt her nipples tingle, the same way her pussy sparked into life when she was becoming aroused. How the hell did these men have the power to turn women on while acting like utter jerks?

He looked her in the eyes again. “Magnificent,” he said. “And why shouldn’t I tell you how beautiful you look?” He turned to Stella. “Both of you. Without doubt, the most beautiful women in the city tonight.”

Stella giggled like a schoolgirl. He kissed her hand, then did the same with Hazel. She felt stunned. Why was her body reacting to this strange man this way? He excused himself and slid past her on his way out of the booth.

They sat in silence for a few moments. Hazel sipped her wine. Stella finished her glass in a mouthful. They both watched him disappear into the crowd.

Hazel scoffed. “Well-endowed… pfft! Some guys have a nerve.”

“Uh, yeah,” said Stella, although she didn’t sound convinced.

“I mean… does he really think girls fall for that kind of sleaze?”

Stella took Hazel’s glass and finished her wine too. “I dunno… he was quite charming, in a weird kind of way.”

Hazel cocked an eyebrow. “Charming?”

“Forget I said it,” said Stella. “You had enough for the night, babe?”

Hazel sighed. “Absolutely.”

They made their way out of the nightclub and waved down a taxi. Sitting in the back on the way home, they both caught the appreciative gaze of the driver in the rear-view mirror. Like Doran, he was obviously ogling their breasts.

Stella pursed her lips, looked Hazel in the eye, and then at her cleavage in the same shameless manner. “You do have amazing tits, babe. Are they real?”

* * *

Hazel got home early after taking half a day off from work. She realised in her haste to leave the office that she’d left her keys in her desk drawer. There was always a spare around the back underneath a garden gnome. She retrieved it and went to the back door, only to find it was already open.

As she passed through the laundry, she was about to call out to Stella when she heard the most strange noises coming from the lounge. They were Stella’s muffled cries, sounding like she was having wonderful sex or in distress. Hazel couldn’t tell which, so she crept along the corridor until she reached the twin sliders leading to the lounge.

Opening them a crack to peep through, she saw Stella and Doran, their bodies locked together against the opposite wall. It took Hazel a moment to realise what was happening. Doran had evidently tied Stella’s hands behind her back. He had opened her blouse to bare her breasts and had her pinned against the wall with one hand over her mouth. She was wide-eyed, locked in his gaze, as her body shook from whatever he was doing to her.

At first, Hazel thought he was hurting her. She was about to storm into the room and challenge him when she realised what he was actually doing. Doran held one of Stella’s nipples in his free hand and was tugging on it enthusiastically. Thick, white cream was spilling from her golden-brown breast and running down her stomach. He was milking her tits and making her cum! Hazel had never seen so much milk flow from a woman’s breast.

She felt her own breasts tingle again as she watched in a stunned state of arousal and awe. Doran was making Stella cum again and again without pause, working her breast to drain it of milk. Hazel couldn’t stop the fire that had ignited in her pussy as she watched Stella climax so many times. She reached under her skirt to touch herself through her damp panties.

As Doran shifted to Stella’s other breast, Hazel saw Stella had drenched her panties with cum. Hazel had to put her own hand over her mouth to muffle her involuntary moans. Even though he looked like he was forcing Stella to cum against her will, Hazel imagined it must have felt amazing. And since when did Stella lactate? Having lived with her for over six months, Hazel felt sure she would have known about something so significant by now.

Doran milked Stella’s other breast dry, leaving her a shuddering wreck after so many orgasms. As he released his hold over her mouth, she fell into his arms, completely spent. He lowered her to the floor behind the couch, beyond Hazel’s view. As he grunted with pleasure, Hazel realised he was now using her body for his pleasure.

She felt close to an orgasm herself, but didn’t want to get caught peeping, so she crept back down the hall and let herself out of the house. Feeling hot, bothered and frustrated between the legs, she returned to work to fetch her keys, leaving them alone to finish.

When she returned home, she came in through the front door and made plenty of noise to announce her entrance. She found Stella in the lounge. Stella was wearing her bathrobe and her hair was wet. She had a dreamy, vacant expression, like she was still bathing in the afterglow of so many orgasms. There was no sign of Doran anywhere.

“Hey,” said Hazel.

Stella blinked and looked at her. “Oh, hey, babe.”

Hazel pointed at some towels spread across the carpet where Doran had milked Stella’s breasts. “Oh, wow! What happened there?”

Stella sounded distant. “Ah… it’s nothing to worry about. I spilled a drink. I’ll clean it up later.”

Stella had never been one to shy away from talking about her intimate encounters. If anything, she loved to brag about them as often as she could, especially if they were good. Hazel wondered why Stella now felt the need to lie about her milky tryst with Doran.

“You have ‘the glow’,” said Hazel, wanting to push the subject.

“The glow?”

“Yeah, y’know… that special glow women have after ‘you know what’.”

Stella shrugged. “Must be from the facial I had before my shower.”

Hazel suppressed an ironic laugh at Stella’s choice of words. Doran could well have given her one of those in the state she had been in after getting her breasts milked.

“Well, if having a facial gives you ‘the glow,’ I must try it myself sometime,” she replied.

They didn’t mention it again for the rest of the day, going about their business like two people with guilty secrets. Hazel waited up so she wasn’t the last one to go to bed. Fortunately, Doran had worn Stella out earlier in the day and her eyelids were drooping well before her usual bedtime.

Once Stella had gone to her room, Hazel went to the foyer and rifled through Stella’s handbag until she found her phone. She unlocked it, opened the contacts list and scrolled through the names. Finding Doran’s details there, it appeared they had swapped numbers at the nightclub while Hazel had been taking a pee. She tapped the link to dial his number.

“Hey, beautiful. How are those sensitive nipples of yours?” said Doran, as he answered his phone.

Hazel took a deep breath. “It’s Hazel, not Stella.”

There was a long pause. The breath caught in Hazel’s throat. What was she doing going behind her best friend’s back, using her phone to call a strange man in the middle of the night? It was the behaviour of a jealous, jilted lover, not a friend. She tried to think of a reason to talk her way out of the situation.

Doran laughed softly. “I was wondering when you would call. Why don’t you tell me what you really wanted to say the other night at the club when I was looking at your beautiful breasts?”

Hazel’s breasts tingled again as he reminded her of that moment. They felt tight and needy again, just like her pussy when she was becoming aroused.

“They’re real,” she said.

“Oh, I knew that already,” Doran replied. “But that isn’t what you really wanted to say, was it?”

Hazel swallowed hard. “No,” she whispered.

“Well, why don’t you and your well-endowed chest look up my address and come pay me a visit, so you can tell me in person?” he said. “Come over now. You know you want to. I’ll leave the front door unlocked.”

She was about to object, some part of her still wanting to hold on to the idea she was a wronged woman, a victim of bad boys, but Doran hung up.

She stared at the screen for a long moment, wondering what she should do. But it was too late. She had already gone too far to turn back now. Thumbing through his details, she memorised the address and returned Stella’s phone to her bag. Then she grabbed her own handbag and stepped out the front door into the night.

* * *

As Hazel walked up to Doran’s front door, she wondered what madness had possessed her mind, visiting a man she barely knew in the middle of the night. Even though he had snared her with his animal magnetism, she knew he was the kind of man that was bad for her.

But she didn’t know who was right for her either. At this moment, all she wanted to know was how he had milked Stella’s breasts. She had to know how he had made Stella cum so many times she had looked like she would pass out from the pleasure. It spoke to the part of her body and soul that Gary had never satisfied.

She tried the door handle. True to his word, Doran had left the door unlocked. She pushed it open, walked inside and closed it behind her. The hallway was dimly lit by a single light in the lounge beyond. It was dark upstairs. She gasped as she turned to see a wild, horned creature staring back at her, its big bright eyes reflecting the light. Realising it was only a sculpture, she took a shuddering breath to calm her nerves.

Moving toward the light in the lounge, she called out for Doran. Her voice echoed in reply.

“What am I doing here?” she whispered to herself.

In the dim light, she could see Doran had more statues and curiosities decorating his lounge, all with the same savage tribal style. It was like she had walked into an exotic house of horrors. She wondered if the macabre decor had anything to do with his unusual accent. How could he relax with so many devilish eyes looking at him without blinking? She shivered and decided she didn’t want to find out.

As she turned to leave, a powerful man grabbed her from behind and pushed her up against the wall. She cried out and struggled, but he was too strong. In moments, he had her in handcuffs, restraining her hands behind her back so she couldn’t resist him.

Hazel saw it was Doran as he turned her about. He had a wild hunger in his dark eyes. She opened her mouth to speak, but he clamped his hand over it and pinned her against the wall. Without speaking, he looked into her eyes like he wanted to visualise her fear.

“Mmph! Mmph!” she cried, as she fought to get free.

He reached for the lapel of her blouse and ripped it open, spraying buttons across the floor. Her heart raced as she wondered what he was going to do to her. She couldn’t knee him in the balls as he had pressed himself too close to her body. Taking shuddering breaths through her nose, she smelled him as he scrutinised her. His scent had notes of sandalwood, leather and gunpowder. It was as close to the scent of danger as she could imagine.

The icy grip of fear seized her body as she heard the unmistakable sound of him opening a switchblade. He held up the knife so she could see the light glinting along the razor-sharp edge. She shook her head and tried to plead for mercy, but with his hand over her mouth, she could only make muffled sobs.

He pressed the blade to her neck and ran it over her collarbone, down between her breasts. She waited for the pain from the cut and the warm rush of blood spilling down her chest. When it didn’t come, she realised he held the flat edge of the blade against her skin. Once he reached the base of her bra, he slid the blade underneath and sliced the bridge between the cups, allowing her breasts to burst free. Then, as if he didn’t value his artefacts, he stuck the knife into the head of a wooden sculpture.

She flinched at his display of ferocity and whimpered, wondering what he was capable of doing to her vulnerable body. He made a fist, with his middle finger raised to extend his knuckle, and placed it against her solar plexus. Looking like he wanted to see her suffer, he drove his pointed knuckle into the cleft of her ribcage, applying pressure to the sensitive nerves.

She sobbed and tried to break free as the dull ache grew in intensity, becoming more painful by the second. It felt like he was punching her in the stomach in slow motion. The pressure from his knuckle had the same effect, stealing her breath and shocking her system with dull, jarring pain. He ground his knuckle in deep, holding it there for an unbearable length of time, making her tremble from the cruel punishment.

Finally, he let go. She felt like he’d knocked the wind, rain and snow out of her system. But she could tell from the look in his eye that he had much more in store for her tonight. He flexed his fingers and gripped her breast. They felt like pistons driving into her tender flesh. He seemed to know exactly where to push to hurt her the most. She cried out, but he kept his hand firmly locked over her mouth, reducing her screams to muffled groans.

This man wasn’t a sleaze. He was a monster. Why was he hurting her this way? And more to the point, when was he going to stop? He shifted his grip, finding another pocket of nerves in her breast, and squeezed hard. Her knees buckled from the pain, but he held her against the wall to prevent her from falling. When he let go, her breast felt hot from the pressure, burning at each point where he had driven his fingers.

Shifting position, he repeated the punishment on her other breast. It sapped her of strength. All she could do was try to endure the pain as he mauled her breast, inflaming it like the other. She felt his fingers soften as he let out a sigh. Then a small smile formed at the corners of his lips.

“It’s very rare to find one milkmaid alone at a nightclub. People rarely let them out of their sight. But to find two milkmaids together, their secret still hidden, their breasts still unmilked… well, that’s a truly rare gift indeed.”

He caressed both her breasts, soothing the pain and stimulating her nipples. She felt them harden involuntarily as he grazed the back of his fingers over them like a lover.

“It usually takes months to bring in the special, sweet milk that so many people crave. I can’t wait that long, so I studied with an Indian doctor who practises the ancient Ayurvedic pressure technique for stimulating nodes in the human body. The technique is most effective when the recipient has adrenaline and endorphins flooding their system. Fear is the perfect catalyst to induce that chemical rush. And pain. But by the end, you’ll agree, Milkmaid, that it was worth it.”

Like flicking a switch, he grabbed her nipple and pulled, releasing a gush of thick white cream. The sensation was the polar opposite of the pain his fingers had inflicted into her flesh. She orgasmed immediately, feeling a flood of hot juice between her legs as her pussy clenched. But the same was happening in her breast. It was hot and tight, and gushing cream like it was cum.

He switched to her other breast, releasing more cream and making her orgasm again. She couldn’t think straight, couldn’t remember where she was or how she had arrived at this point.

It was another sliding door moment, filled with waves of pleasure and so much cream pouring out of her body as she peaked again and again. He milked her breasts until she had nothing left and laid her on the carpet like a rag doll. Then he unzipped his pants, pulled out his hard cock and squeezed it between her softened, emptied breasts to make a tight passage.

While he took his pleasure, sliding his cock back and forth between her breasts, coating it with her sweet milk, she finally understood what she had been missing for so long in her life. Doran grunted as he peaked, mixing his cream with her own. It had been a hell of a way to discover what lay inside her, but he had been right. It had been worth it to have that answer at last.

* * *

Hazel got up and realised it was already well into the afternoon. She smiled, not feeling guilty about wasting half the day lying in bed. It had been a long night. She put on her pink satin robe and went downstairs. Stella was sitting at the dining table sipping coffee and reading a magazine. She gave Hazel a quizzical look as she came into the kitchen.

“Late night, babe?” she said.

Hazel poured herself a cup of coffee from the pot. “Something like that.”

Stella continued to stare. “You said I had ‘the glow,’ but now you’re radiating it.”

Hazel gave her a tight-lipped smile. “I saw what you were doing with Doran yesterday.”

Stella banged her cup on the table. “You spied on us?”

“You weren’t exactly enjoying yourselves in private,” Hazel replied. “Anyway, what he did to you looked good, so I decided to try it out for myself.”

Stella rose slowly to her feet. She had fire in her eyes. “You met up with Doran?”

Hazel gave her a nonchalant shrug.

Stella had a distinct hiss in her voice. “Just because you have a hole in your love life where you once had a man, doesn’t mean you can steal one from me!”

“You didn’t lay claim to him when I asked. In fact, you didn’t even mention you had been together.”

Stella’s eyes narrowed. “Did he milk you?”

“Like he couldn’t get enough of it.”

Stella slapped Hazel hard across the cheek. “Bitch!”

Hazel felt the stinging burn, but quickly threw a viscous slap of her own. Stella’s head snapped to one side. They both pressed their hands to their burning cheeks and looked daggers at each other. Then the fight was on as they came together, burying their hands in each other’s hair, swaying back and forth as they tried to pull it out a fistful at a time.

Their bodies collided as they both squealed from the stinging pain, with hips and breasts bumping and grinding. Hazel drove Stella out of the kitchen into the lounge wall. Stella pushed her away. They landed in a heap on the couch, still pulling at each other’s hair, trying to gain dominance in the fight.

Hazel rolled Stella over so she was on top and gave her a sharp backhand across her cheek. Stella pulled open Hazel’s robe and grabbed one of her breasts, driving her long nails into her tender flesh. Hazel ripped open Stella’s blouse and did the same. They locked their nails into each other like two wildcats fighting for their lives.

Hazel forced Stella’s legs open with her hips, aiming to drive her thigh into Stella’s pussy. But their pussies came together instead. At that moment, Hazel felt her hold slip on Stella’s big, round breasts. Stella was also struggling to keep hold of Hazel’s swaying melons. She realised they were both leaking milk.

She grabbed Stella’s hair again, arching her neck and back, while she found a nipple to pull. Stella groaned and fought back, but as Hazel loosened her nipple to free the flow of milk, Stella’s groans of pain became moans of pleasure. Stella fumbled about until she had Hazel’s nipples in each hand to give her the same treatment.

Hazel felt the flood of pleasure as her milk flowed again. She pulled Stella’s panties aside so she could bring their pussy lips together as they milked each other. In moments, the catfight had become desperate, ravenous sex. They ground their hips together, combining the juices of their sexes as their orgasms came on in waves, while their milk mixed on each other’s breasts. Hazel gave into her savage desire and pressed her mouth to Stella’s lips. Their kisses were frantic while their hands worked like pistons to squeeze out every drop of milk. Like never before, their orgasms were wild and carefree.

They milked each other until they had nothing left, finally collapsing in a heap, twisted together as one flesh. They lay panting for some time without moving. Hazel slowly came to her senses. She reached out and touched Stella’s burning cheek.

“I’m… sorry for slapping you,” she whispered.

Stella reached out and stroked her hair. “I’m sorry too,” she said.

There was a long moment of silence as they both came to terms with what had just happened. As a sliding doors moment, this one felt bigger than a castle portcullis.

Hazel drew a sharp breath as she prepared herself to ask the question that must have been on both their minds. “Does this mean we’re still friends?”

“No, we can’t be friends ever again…” said Stella. “We’ve both changed, and we’re so much more than friends now.”

She giggled softly. Hazel snuggled against her body, enjoying her soft, feminine curves against her own. “I told you I was over guys,” she said. “So you can’t blame me for falling for the hottest girl I know.”

Stella stroked her cheek. “What do we do about Doran? This all happened because of him.”

Hazel sighed. “Men come and go for a reason. He’s handsome, but he’s not my type. Too rough. You can have him.”

Stella scoffed. “No way. Not interested. He has the worst taste in decor.”

Hazel laughed and looked into Stella’s big brown eyes, seeing her for the first time entirely differently. Perhaps it was the release of their milk. Maybe she had been in love with her best friend all along. But either way, damn, she looked beautiful!

“Then I guess we’ll have to settle for each other,” she said, bringing their lips together again for a long, tender kiss.


Milkmaid Lust

Tabitha checked her make-up in the bathroom mirror and wondered why she felt so worried. Modesty aside, she knew she was gorgeous from head to toe, the answer to any man’s dreams. But she was nervous and agitated anyway. If she told Ashby her secret, he would see her in a different light, even though he was the most kind and accepting man she had ever met. It was human nature to make judgements. Everyone who had ever discovered her secret developed a different opinion about her, for better or worse.

While she was afraid of rejection, she had to tell him. Her secret was impossible to hide if they moved their relationship onto the next stage. After weeks of getting to know one another, fast becoming friends, and now becoming romantic, it was make or break time.

She removed a smudge of lipstick from the corner of her mouth and checked the rest of her make-up was perfect. Her appearance had to be just right, so she made a positive impression when she told him. If she wore too much make-up and looked cheap, he would definitely think the worst.

The sudden rush of nerves had come at the crucial moment. They had been talking about ‘where to from here,’ when she had suddenly worried about her appearance. She was at his house, so there was little she could do to change it. As a single man, he didn’t have the supplies a woman needed to maintain herself, so moderating her make-up would have to do. She had just enough eyeshadow and mascara to highlight her deep green eyes, peach lip gloss, and her chestnut hair tied back in a French plait.

She adjusted her compression bra under her blouse. It was feeling especially uncomfortable, echoing her mood. But if all went well, she wouldn’t have to wear it again when they were together. Taking a deep breath, she returned to the lounge, where she had left their conversation hanging before her bout of nerves.

She smiled at Ashby as she sat beside him on the couch. Dear, sweet Ashby Hill wasn’t concerned about his looks. He knew he wasn’t the most handsome man in the world with his wild, unkempt hair and weathered face. But she adored him all the same, especially his big brown eyes, which she could lose herself in for hours.

“So…” he said. “You were going to say something… about us.”

She heard the slight tremor in his voice. He was nervous too, but much better at hiding it.

“I like you so much, Ashby,” she said, realising she sounded like she was about to let him down. “We’re such good friends and we have so much fun together.”

His face sank. “There’s a ‘but’ coming, isn’t there?”

“Well, I really want us to move our relationship onto the next stage… you know, the romantic stage—”

“But,” he said, anticipating what she was about to say next.

She sighed. “I don’t want to ruin what we have together. You see… I have a secret. And I’m afraid to tell you about it, in case you don’t want to be with me anymore.”

He relaxed his shoulders. She didn’t realise how tense he had been too.

“It’s okay, Tabitha. You know how much I care about you. Everyone has a secret or two.”

“Not like my secret,” she said.

His eyes widened as his brain sifted through the possibilities. “How bad can it be? You’re not a guy… are you?”

She laughed. “With this figure? No, I am most definitely not a guy!”

He smiled. “That’s a relief. Not that I would mind if you were, but I’m definitely into girls… you know… sexually.” He cleared his throat. “Sorry, that was too forward of me.”

She put her hand on his thigh to reassure him, sat up straight and drew a deep breath.

“So… what is it then?” he said, urging her to speak.

“I’ve got really big boobs,” she said, deciding that it was best to come clean.

Now she had planted that particular seed in his mind, she could see he was trying to keep his eyes locked on hers, and not on her chest.

“I’d… noticed,” he said.

“No, they’re really big. I’ve been wearing a compression bra every time we’ve been together. It squashes them down and hides their true size.”

He shrugged. “So, what part of this were you concerned about me not liking? Most guys like big boobs. Myself included.”

She swallowed hard. “They’re big because they’re full of milk.”

He nodded slowly. “Oh… I see! You’ve got a child. That’s why you didn’t want to tell me, in case I didn’t want the commitment and responsibility.”

She shook her head. “No, it’s not that at all. I’ve never been pregnant. I’m what some people call a ‘milkmaid’.”

She waited for his reaction. There was a sparkle of recognition in his chocolate-brown irises. While he kept a straight face, he obviously knew about milkmaids. It was hardly surprising. As they were highly prized as sex slaves, milkmaids had an infamous reputation, hence her nerves.

“Some women are naturally milky, and some get their breast milk induced,” she continued. “I know most milkmaids become pleasure slaves, one way or another, but we aren’t all the same. I was afraid you would think I was trying to seduce you so I could take something from you. That’s why I kept it a secret, because what I want more than anything is to share my milk with the right man.”

She lowered her eyelids. A milkmaid’s submissive nature was a hard habit to break, especially in moments of desire. She forced herself to finish.

“And… I think that man is you.”

She felt his hand at her chin, urging him to look him in the eyes again. “So… were you worried I was lactose intolerant?”

She bit her lip, trying not to laugh or cry as both emotions swept through her body at once.

“How much do you know about my milk? People lust after a milkmaid’s cream because it’s an aphrodisiac. It brings out the best… and sometimes the very worst in people.”

He grinned. “An aphrodisiac sounds fine to me.”

She felt hope swell in her chest, relieved by his acceptance and the knowledge their relationship could move forward now that her secret was out.

“Can… can I sit on your lap?” she said, with a quivering voice. “Right now, I really want to kiss you.”

She didn’t wait for him to answer and climbed onto his lap, feeling his hard, warm body take her weight with ease. She laced her fingers behind his neck and brought the tips of the noses together. He wrapped his arms around her, accepting her intimate embrace.

“My very own milkmaid, huh?” he said with a ragged whisper.

“Shut up and kiss me,” she replied, bringing their lips together for the first time.

She hungrily devoured his mouth. He tasted grassy, salty and sweet, and she wanted more of him straight away. The sudden release of tension from her nervous longing made her breasts more uncomfortable in the compression bra. She wanted his hands on them, and his mouth, to feel the slow, delicious burn as he encouraged her to release her milk.

As she kissed him, she felt like their mouths belonged together. She probed his mouth with her tongue, and he responded, circling her lips, sliding it over her teeth, and diving deep as if he could already taste her milk.

She broke the kiss to catch her breath, resting her forehead against his. His hands circled her waist, eager to explore her body through her blouse, but he was being a gentleman. She didn’t want a gentleman at this moment. She wanted her nipple in his mouth.

“How about you unbutton my blouse?” she whispered. “It’s a front-fastening bra. You could let them out… taste some of my milk…”

She felt him tense up. He didn’t respond for a moment, and she began to worry again. Was she being too forward, advancing their relationship too soon? If the kiss was anything to go by, he was ready to taste her milk too.

“I… I need to tell you something,” he said. “You were honest with me about your secret. I need to be honest with you too.”

She felt the doubt rise in her stomach again. He couldn’t be gay. He’d already told her he preferred girls. And he also had a boner in his pants, now pitching a sizeable tent.

“There’s no easy way to say it, so I’ll just come out with it.” He cleared his throat. “I’m not an accountant. I torture people for a living.”

She gasped, feeling a pang of shock grip her body. Then she laughed. A torturer? He had to be joking. She nuzzled his cheek.

“No, you’re a kind, sweet man who works as a senior accountant for a big firm in the city. But it also turns out that you’re an amateur comedian too. I think you’re hot, Ashby Hill, but you need to work on your material.”

He gently pulled her away so she could see the sincerity in his eyes. “All those times you met me for lunch and after work for a drink… didn’t you wonder why I was always waiting for you outside the office? It was because I didn’t actually work there. If you’d gone into the foyer, you wouldn’t have found my name on any of the business cards at reception.”

She looked at him for a long moment, waiting to see his face crack into a smile. It didn’t.

“You’re… serious… aren’t you?” she said in a breathy whisper.

He nodded.

She swallowed. “So, you’re telling me that you hurt people for money?”

Suddenly, she felt very uncomfortable about sitting on his lap.

“Well, of course, for money… but also because I enjoy it. No one can do that type of work unless they enjoy it. But I only torture bad people to help solve crimes. Officially, my title is ‘Special Agent Interrogation Specialist.’ But basically, that means I’m a torturer. I’m sorry. I can’t tell you any more than that.”

She let out a slow breath. “Wow…” she whispered. “Is that why the curtains are always closed on the ground floor of your house, why you’ve never shown me around downstairs?”

“You noticed? Nobody else ever has.” He blew out a breath. “Wow, you’ve got it all… beauty, brains and—”

“Boobs. Yes.” She slid off his knee, took his hand and urged him to his feet. “Can you show me?”

“Only because what I have down there is my personal work, but I’d rather not.”

She fixed him with her deep-green gaze. “If we’re going to make things work between us, we should both share our secrets. You’ve accepted me for who I am, and I want to accept you for who you are too.”

He thought for a long moment, then nodded and led her to the narrow staircase leading away from his lounge. He held her hand as he led her down the stairs like they were two lovers about to explore a haunted house together. Now she had an idea about what was behind the locked door on the ground floor, she felt a surreal mix of excitement and fear. She had never asked him about it until now, assuming he simply had more space than a single man needed in a big house.

He unlocked the door and led her inside. At first glance, the large open-plan room looked like a hobby enthusiast had converted their lounge into a workshop. There were benches, tools and half-finished contraptions littering the space. Once she looked at the rows of finished devices, her knees gave way. He caught her, supporting her weight until she had gathered herself again.

There were large wooden frames for tying people in painful poses, racks of whips and other weapons of pain. What scared her the most were the devilish contraptions of unfathomable cruelty. She paused at a chair, as it was an oddity in the collection. Aside from manacles for the wrists and ankles, it looked like a comfortable straight-backed chair. Then she noticed the hard headrest, shaped to fit snugly against the nape of the neck.

Her voice was thin with fear. “What’s that for?” she said.

He pointed at two holes on either side of the headrest. “After you’ve restrained the subject, you feed a rope, leather strap or wire around their neck and through these holes. You tie the ends to this hand crank, which tightens the loop, allowing you to take away the subject’s breath, a click at a time.”

“I—I imagined spikes and hammer and knives, like a medieval dungeon,” she said.

“No, the art of torturing a subject is to cause pain, fear and distress, but without doing serious physical harm. Dead men don’t speak, as the old saying goes.”

“Indeed,” she whispered, feeling drawn to the chair.

She sat down, feeling the cold leather against her back through her satin blouse. As she rested her wrists and ankles in the manacles, the fear swelled in her chest, but she found it unexpectedly exciting too. Along with her tight, aching breasts, she felt a slow burn ignite between her legs. She could imagine him looping a strap around her neck, making her feel every turn of the crank, as it closed her windpipe and stole her breath.

“Show me,” she said. “Milk me while you torture me. Make me suffer and then make me cum.”

It was his turn to look shocked. “I could never do that to you. Never.”

“Why not? It excites me. I want to feel it for myself, so I can understand you better.”

He looked down, hooding his eyes. “I… have feelings for you, Tabitha. I couldn’t bring myself to hurt you, not even in play.”

She stood up, ran her hands over his chest, and raised his chin on her fingertips to meet his gaze. “Then how about I torture you instead? Your chair and my sweet milk… that sounds like the most amazing torture a man could ever get.”

He shook his head in disbelief, but she could see the desire in his eyes. Regardless of his motivations, he craved the excitement of danger, the thrill of the chase, and pushing his limits to find his breaking point.

“You are quite incredible, Tabitha. Unlike any woman I’ve ever met.”

“I’m a milkmaid, remember?”

“How could I forget?” He swallowed hard as he looked at his contraption built for slow asphyxiation. “It’s a dangerous device. I’ll need a safe word. If I say it, flick this catch to release the tension on the crank.”

“Of course,” she said, feeling the pressure in her chest and the heat between her thighs.

He looked at her again. “My safe word is ‘mercy’,” he said.

She unbuttoned his shirt, slipped it over his shoulders and let it fall to the floor. He had a magnificent lean, chiselled and muscular body. She could imagine herself grinding her pussy on his abs and enjoying it just as much as his cock. He took a sharp breath as she ran her hands over his smooth chest. He waxed too. Damn, it was sexy!

He let her continue to undress him without resistance. It was an incredible turn on to have such a powerful man submit to her in this way. She unbuckled his belt, loosened his zip, feeling the huge bulge in his pants, and pulled them free.

He waxed everywhere. She took a shuddering breath. Most men waxed their pubis if they had a small cock to make it look bigger. He was a stallion, with two large, heavy balls. In different circumstances, she would submit to her desire as a milkmaid, sink to her knees and take his splendid manhood in her mouth to pleasure him. But he had gifted her the authority to pleasure him in other ways, and she wanted to experience the danger too.

She pushed him backwards, so his shins met the edge of the chair. He slumped onto it, unable to take his eyes from her, as she placed his wrists and ankles in the manacles and locked them tight. Then she went to the rack beside the chair, which had a selection of silk ropes, leather straps and wires. She found a thick leather strap. It was manly and would look incredibly erotic, pressing against his windpipe.

He watched her in silence as she fed the strap through the eyelets on either side of the headrest and fastened them to the hand crank. It was a devilishly ingenious device. The handle turned in tiny increments, like the dial on a safe, locking the strap tighter around his neck with each turn. She listened to the clicks as she turned the handle until she felt resistance.

Coming to face him again, she shocked herself with how aroused she’d become from seeing him looking so vulnerable. Special Agent Ashby Hill, naked, bound and with a tight leather strap around his neck. Yet his cock was hard as hell and twitched with excitement.

She unbuttoned her blouse, giving him a slow striptease that would make his cock desperate with the need to cum. She made him wait for each glimpse of her body, adding to the sweet torture of the moment. As she lost each item of clothing, she turned the handle another click, applying more pressure to his windpipe, making him work for each breath. His excitement swelled, making him breathe harder with the need for more oxygen. As she deprived him of it, he would feel the danger to his core.

After her thigh-high stockings, she removed her skirt, so she stood before him in only her bra and panties. She turned away to remove her panties, sliding them down her legs to step out of them. They were damp and delicious. She looked back over her shoulder and raised them to her nose, so he could see how much she enjoyed the perfume of her pulsing sex.

Still facing away from him, she unclipped her bra and felt the enormous relief as her breasts burst free from their restraints. She let it fall to the floor beside her wet panties. Like a cat stalking a mouse, she turned and lithely walked toward the chair to climb onto it and straddle him.

He was breathing hard, feeling the pressure of the strap around his neck, but his eyes widened at the sight of her naked breasts. He could see them now, smell her milk, feel the animal lust swelling inside him as her gift drove him wild with desire.

She reached behind the chair, bringing her breasts close to his face, and tightened the strap another few clicks.

“How do you like having a milkmaid torture you?” she said, tweaking her nipple to loosen her milk ducts.

He grunted a reply, now lost for words. She gripped his cock. It was so hard and thick, her fingers weren’t long enough to circle his shaft. It throbbed and pulsed in her hand. She stroked him as she turned the handle with her free hand, making him fight for oxygen with each gasp.

“You have Angel Lust,” she said. “I’m sure you know all about it from your work, the uncontrollable, raging erection men develop when they’re deprived of air.”

He nodded as best he could in his restraints. His eyes were wild with desperation, both for air and the need to cum.

“I’m going to treat you to Milkmaid Lust,” she said, lifting one breast on her palm.

She put her nipple to his open mouth. As he was already working hard to draw air, her nipple disappeared inside his hot mouth. With her huge breast over his face, he couldn’t breathe at all. He stopped struggling as her milk flowed. She made sure he had a good suck before she gave him the chance to draw air again.

“Sweet, isn’t it?” she said.

Milk trickled from his lips as he gasped for air. She turned the handle another click and put her other nipple to his mouth, forcing him to swallow mouthfuls of thick, sweet cream. She waited for him to weaken, the sign he needed oxygen, before she allowed him to breathe again.

His cock was now so swollen, it looked like it had grown an inch in length and girth. While he gasped for air, she put the tip to her sex. It was so big, there was no way she could fit it inside her tight pussy, but she only needed the tip. She forced it into her sex, so he felt her wet heat. Now he would experience the full extent of a milkmaid’s power to torture a man.

She let him feel her juicy pussy without speaking, rolling her hips, driving his sensitive tip wild with the delicious friction of her tight sex. At the same time, she tightened the strap and fed him more milk from her breasts. Whenever she felt him get close to his orgasm, she withdrew, keeping him locked at the edge of release.

His eyes glazed over, stupefied with oxygen deprivation. He was losing control of his mind. She had him right where she wanted him, deep in the throes of Milkmaid Lust, desperate for air and aching to cum. She continued to deny him both.

His voice was hoarse as he forced out a word. “Mercy!”

She pressed her nipple to his mouth again, feeling the joy of him sucking the milk from her breasts. He wasn’t the only one close to an orgasm. There was no greater pleasure than a lover’s desperate mouth at her nipple. She held her breast against his face until he was close to passing out.

“How do you know so much about milkmaids?” she said.

He shook his head as best he could. “Mercy!” he said again, with a rasping voice.

She made him drink more milk, then repeated her question. He looked at her with renewed desperation, realising this was no longer a game between lovers.

“Tell me and I’ll give you the release you desire,” she said.

He chose his words carefully, speaking between ragged gasps. “My team… trying to stop… people selling milkmaids.”

She rolled her hips, tormenting his over-engorged cock, and fed him more milk. Even though he was now aware the danger was real, he couldn’t resist her addictive cream.

“More! Tell me everything!” she said.

“We… have a buyer… knows names… won’t talk.”

“And that’s where you come in, right? To make him talk. But if you can’t get any names, he’ll walk free. And that will put you right back at the start, without a clue to go on.”

He nodded as best he could. She fed her nipple into his mouth and tightened the handle all the way.

“That’s two secrets you’ve shared,” she said. “It’s only fair that I tell you my other secret too. I also have the information you need, such as the name of the country’s foremost milkmaid slave trader. She’s a very wealthy woman called Mistress Amber O’Shea. Now you know her name, I should tell you she knows all about you, and how good you are at making people talk. She sent me to make sure that didn’t happen.”

It felt good to have all their secrets out in the open at last. Immersing herself deep in her role was always frustrating. She relaxed into the moment, enjoying his engorged cock in her sex as he drank her milk against his will while he struggled to breathe. Her orgasm was long, deep and sustained. It felt like she was floating in a sea of warm bliss. When it finally subsided, he was no longer drawing milk from her breast.

She checked his breath and pulse, and gently closed his eyes with a brush of her fingertips. It was a pity. He really was a sweet, kind man with a good heart, even if he tortured people for a living.

But there would be more men like Ashby Hill for as long as the investigation had any scrap of information to make a case. It was true. Mistress Amber O’Shea bought and sold milkmaids as pleasure slaves, to serve the people who could afford them.

Tabitha climbed off Ashby and dressed. But not all milkmaids were the same. A few, like her, used their milk and seductive talents to protect their owners from men like Special Agent Ashby Hill. After playing ‘Little Miss Sweet and Innocent’ to gain his trust, she only had to work her way into his heart to make her mistress’s problems go away. Even with his special agent training, he was a man, and couldn’t resist his desire for her cream.

She kissed him on the forehead. When they found him, bound to his chair, with a belt around his neck and covered in her milk, they would understand how far Amber O’Shea could go to protect her secrets too.


Treasure Chest

It was a perfect day for a walk on the beach. The sky was solid blue, the sun was warm, and a refreshing sea breeze carried the scent of tropical flowers from the grove beyond the sand dunes. Amelia breathed in the sweet perfume. The atmosphere always enhanced her mood, bringing on the aching need between her thighs, which found release in this special place.

Ever since she had found the two logs, hidden away in a secluded nook in the sand dunes, she visited them as often as she could. One lay half-buried in the sand, and the other sat across it, making it look like a seesaw made from driftwood. The sea had polished each log smooth, but there was a special little knot just below a horn-shaped remnant of a branch.

Amelia had discovered the pleasure of sitting on the log quite by accident. During a whimsical moment, while imagining the log was a giant seesaw, she had straddled it. Once she had grabbed the horn-shaped handle, she realised the hard little knot was in the perfect position to grind against her clitoris. With the tropical flowers, refreshing iodine scent of the sea, and the pulsing roar of the waves, she could indulge her pirate fantasy.

She felt certain that everyone harboured a forbidden fantasy or two, wicked desires which they would never act out in real life. Those fantasies needed an outlet. While Amelia rode the knot, grinding it into her pussy, she got as close as she could to making her fantasy come to life.

Pirates had been a lifelong fascination for her ever since she had been a small girl. As she got older, she became more fascinated with their brazen cruelty. She loved how they took what they wanted, including raping and pillaging for their own selfish pleasure. As the fantasy grew in her mind, she imagined herself as one of their conquests, and it lit a raging fire between her thighs.

In her fantasy, she was the daughter of a rich, successful merchant. She imagined herself a voluminous crushed silk dress of the seventeenth century, with the finest embroidery and lace trim. She always wore green, as it went with her emerald eyes. And her maids would spend hours arranging her strawberry blond hair in an elaborate plaited bun, with a short tail of adorably cute ringlets. She was the daughter of a businessman, with all the majesty and allure of a princess.

In reality, she wore a tight green cashmere sweater and a pair of cotton boy shorts. Underneath, she wore her favourite white satin panties, as the slippery fabric felt wonderful against her pussy as she ground it on the knot. To increase her pleasure, she always waxed her pussy smooth, so she felt the delicious friction across every inch of her mound.

Under her sweater, she wore silver stick-on pasties on each nipple, round as Pieces of Eight. As well as making her feel very sexy, they absorbed the heat of the sun, channelling the sensual warmth through her nipples into her breasts.

Once on the log, she allowed her fantasy to sweep her away to another time, where Captain Long John Silver abducted her from under her father’s nose. His methods changed, according to her mood. Sometimes he stole her directly from her father, threatening to run him through with his cutlass if he tried to resist. Other times, he crept into her room in the middle of the night, tied her up and carried her away, kicking and squealing over his shoulder.

As she was very beautiful, he wanted to have her more than once, so he took her aboard his ship and tied her to his bed to serve as his sex slave. She loved the idea that a man would have such a powerful lust for her, that he would take her by force to fulfil his wicked desires. She could always imagine the raw lust in his pale grey eyes, a look she one day longed to see in the eyes of a lover.

The fantasy changed depending on her mood. Sometimes the Captain let his crew take turns on her, using her pussy for wanton pleasure. One after another, they filled her with cum until it was pouring out of her like rivers of cream. In this version of the fantasy, they forced her to orgasm again and again, but she never found full release until the Captain had his turn.

It was her favourite part of the fantasy, when he entered the cabin and showed her how he had earned his name. His ‘John’ was not only long, it was also very thick, and much too big for her tight little sex.

Often, she leapt to the part where he tore open her dress to manhandle her breasts, before driving his massive cock into her pussy, plundering it like stolen treasure. With the knot grinding into her clitoris and the sun heating her nipples, her fantasy of her wicked pirate lover came to life in her mind.

“Yes! Oh, yes!” she moaned, as her orgasm surged through her body.

When she orgasmed, a delicious ache always filled her chest, swelling in her breasts as if they were two overfilled balloons. Like a wave crashing onto the shore, it found release between her thighs as she gushed the sweet cream of her sex into her panties, shorts and over the log. She shuddered, enjoying the lingering pleasure surging through her body, until she slumped onto the log, panting for breath.

She opened her eyes. “Damn, I’ve done it again,” she said, as she looked between her thighs.

She had drenched her cotton shorts as if she had lost control of her bladder. It wasn’t an insurmountable problem. She wouldn’t have to suffer the humiliation of anyone seeing her with wet shorts. Whenever she had a gushing orgasm, she took a dip in the sea, wading waist deep into the water, so she looked like she had cooled off before heading home.

As she basked in the radiant afterglow of her orgasm, she saw a man passing by. At first, she thought he was old or that he had difficulty walking, as he used a stick for support. When she saw his cane catch the sunlight, her heart leapt into her throat. It was metal and looked like a slender cutlass.

As he approached, she realised all her assumptions were wrong. He was mature, but not old, with sandy-brown hair and sharp chiselled features. He wore dark glasses, a white linen shirt and lightweight cotton pants. Amelia could tell at a glance that he had a lean, muscular body, as his stride was as smooth as the surface of a calm ocean.

She wished she had thought to bring a towel, so she could wrap it around her waist to hide the evidence of her beach frolics. Instead, she adjusted her position, sitting sideways on the log with her legs crossed. It would have to do if he engaged her in conversation. She hoped any chit-chat would be short and sweet, so she could take a dip and head home.

“Lovely day,” he said, as he drew near.

When he was only a few feet away, she saw he had a stubble beard and a long white scar down one cheek, which gave him a rugged, lawless look. He gave her a lopsided smile, which was difficult to interpret without being able to see his eyes.

“Yes,” she replied, wanting to keep her response brief, so he moved on.

He planted his sleek metal cane in the sand and leaned on it with both hands. “You must like this spot,” he said, before clearing his throat. “I’ve seen you… come here often.”

Amelia’s breath caught in her chest. He’d seen her? She’d assumed the nook hid her from view. What if he had seen her grinding herself on the log to an orgasm? His comment was too deliberate to think otherwise, especially in the way he had emphasised ‘come’ as if he were using the other meaning of the word.

“I enjoy the privacy,” she said, adding a touch of ice to her tone. She hoped he would take the hint and move on.

“Yes, it is private here. And the scent on the air is quite magnificent… sweet flowers with a tang of salt from the sea. The perfume is just like…”

He let his sentence trail off, but she didn’t need him to finish to understand what he was alluding to. The olfactory combination was like the delicious scent of a girl’s pussy when her juices were flowing. It was another reason Amelia found her secret spot on the beach so arousing. There was ‘sex’ in the air.

“I’m Juan,” he said.

She smiled politely and gave him a curt nod, but didn’t offer her own name.

He looked at her for a long moment. “Well, lovely to meet you. Perhaps we’ll see each other again.”

“And you,” she said.

Juan moved on, continuing toward the topical grove with a free stride. She watched him from the corner of her eye for as long as she dared. Before he disappeared from view, he twirled his cane like a circus conductor as if he knew she was looking.

Why on earth did he carry a cane? He didn’t need one. She wanted to continue watching him, but would have to turn around to do so. And if he looked back, he would know she was watching him, which he might take as an invitation to speak to her again.

She cursed under her breath. How dare he intrude on her? This was her special spot, the only place she could immerse herself in her fantasy and feel it come to life. Now he had ruined it. If she returned to this spot, she would always feel like he was watching her. That would ruin any chance of her imagination taking her aboard Long John Silver’s pirate ship for forbidden pleasures.

She prepared to leave and take her dip in the shallows, when the hairs prickled on the back of her neck. As she turned toward her unseen watcher, a man wrapped his powerful arm around her, trapping her in place. Then he pressed a cloth over her nose and mouth. It smelled of sweet alcohol and the fumes immediately made her head swim. She fought to free herself from the man’s hold, but with every breath, she felt her mind and body become dizzier and weaker. In moments, darkness filled her vision, dimming the bright sun, white sand and blue sea to absolute black.

* * *

Amelia woke up feeling groggy, but it soon passed as she realised her predicament. Juan had tied her to a coconut palm with her arms wrapped around the trunk behind her back, thrusting out her breasts.

He had also lit a bonfire, which was much too close for her liking, as the searing heat was almost unbearable against her bare flesh. He had stripped her from the waist down, leaving her only with her cashmere sweater for what remained of her dignity. That too, was becoming uncomfortably hot. A raging fire was much more intense than the warmth of the sun.

She struggled with her bonds, but he had fastened them too tight. Her only reward was to feel the rough bark of the tree rubbing against her bare bottom. She saw Juan emerge from behind the fire. He had her panties in his hand and had removed his sunglasses. She could see his grey eyes, as menacing as a shark’s death stare.

“Let me go,” she pleaded, already knowing it would fall on deaf ears.

“Not until I get your treasure,” he said, coming closer.

His cane made dull thuds as he drove it into the sand. This man was a real pirate, a modern day buccaneer. She shuddered as the fear gripped her body. What if he was capable of doing terrible things to her, like a pirate of old? She remembered a story about a pirate that stripped a woman naked and put her on a hot stove until she told him where she had hidden her treasure. With the raging bonfire searing her bare flesh, she understood how that woman had felt. Other pirates had done worse to their victims. Much worse.

“I don’t have any treasure,” she said.

“Oh, but you do,” he replied, raising her panties to his nose. He inhaled deeply, taking in her scent like a ravenous perfumer. “I can smell it.”

He came close and put her damp panties to her nose. The scent was creamy and sweet, like vanilla, milk and honey. But she already knew her panties smelled delicious after she’d drenched them with cum. She always kept a pair under her pillow, so she could hold them to her nose when she masturbated before going to sleep.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said, trying to sound defiant.

He scented her panties again. “Treasure maps usually have a large X marking the spot. Your panties only have a tiny bow, but they’re a treasure map all the same.”

He pinched her cheeks, forcing her mouth open so he could push her panties inside. They were damp and sweet with her cum, but as much as they gave her pleasure, she tried to spit them out. He gave her no choice, using a short length of rope as a gag to secure them inside her mouth.

“There are other ways to find buried treasure,” he said, raising his cane.

The firelight reflected off the shiny surface. It was a sleek rod, tapering to a slender point, with a round pommel as a handhold. He placed it between her legs, so she felt the hard metal against her clitoris, and rubbed it back and forth.

“You like rubbing your pretty pussy on the log. How does it feel to have someone rub it for you instead?”

She shook her head, as if disgusted. In truth, the hard, smooth head excited her against her will, making her pussy hot and wet. The pommel was as good as the log or any sex toy, and her needy pussy could never get enough attention. He stared into her eyes while he rubbed her pussy until she was whimpering with the need to cum.

He paused to lick her juices from the pommel with a swipe of his tongue. “Mm… sweet treasure… but it’s not the treasure I want.”

He rubbed the pommel into her pussy again until her legs were shuddering from the ache between her thighs. Pausing to use the tip of the cane to roll a log from the fire, he positioned it between her feet. She felt the heat of the flames licking against her inner thighs. Then he pushed the cane inside her, forcing her open, making her take the fat head deep in her womb. She groaned from the stretch, wondering how long she could stand it.

Instead of working the pommel in and out, he rested the tip of the cane on the burning log. The metal was already warm, but she knew what would happen now he was heating it in the flames. The question was how much she could take until the burn became unbearable. At the moment, it felt pleasurable, even with the hard metal stretching her open, but it would soon turn to pain.

He gave her a cruel smile as he pulled his belt from his pants and folded it in half to form a makeshift flogger. She shook her head, begging for mercy the only way she knew how. With her pussy impaled on his cane, she was already near her breaking point.

He raised his arm and lashed her across the breasts. The belt struck her cashmere sweater with a dull thud, but the pain shot through her breasts like a hornet sting.

“Normally, you have to dig for treasure. But sometimes you need to use different methods of persuasion to make it appear.”

He flogged her breasts again with the belt, making her knees buckle from the pain. It drove the cane hard into her cervix as the metal grew ever hotter. He took his time punishing her breasts, so the cane heated past the point of pleasure. Each stroke of his belt was a lesson in the cruelty of pirates, and their absolute lack of mercy. Every moment the scorching cane was inside her was a testament to their lust for torture. He appeared to enjoy hurting her, as if her whimpers and sobs were moans of pleasure, not pain.

Finally, when his lust had become a savage hunger, he dropped the belt and pulled up her sweater to admire his work. His eyes widened with glee as he gazed at her reddened breasts, with the silver pasties still stuck in place.

“I’m not looking for silver,” he said, peeling the pasties away from her burning, sensitive nipples. “And there’s a buried treasure men crave much more than gold. That treasure is priceless… white gold, not from a dead man’s chest, but fresh from a living woman’s breast.”

She drew a sharp breath as she saw white droplets bead on her hardened nipples. He took her tender, punished breast in his hands and drove her nipple into his mouth. First pleasure, then pain, and now he was pleasuring her again with his lips, teeth and tongue. With the searing cane impaled in her pussy, all the suffering became pure joy as he greedily drank her milk as if it were rum.

She didn’t know how he had made her lactate. She had never been pregnant, but he had done it all the same. Now the wicked pirate was going to force her to cum while he stole her milk. He was relentless in his thirst, swapping from one breast to the other to drain her of her once hidden cream. She orgasmed again and again, adding her own heat to the hard, searing cane lodged in the tight passage of her sex.

“Give me more!” he said, squeezing her breasts as her milk dried up.

He looked at her with savage lust in his eyes, realising she had nothing left to give. He had stolen her treasure, milked her dry.

“A pirate never shares his treasure,” he said, with icy menace.

She understood what he meant when he clamped one hand over her mouth and pinched her nostrils closed with the other, cutting off her air supply. She struggled and fought to break his hold, but his hands were as hard as the metal cane between her legs.

Her vision blurred and the sound of the sea faded to silence as he stifled the breath from her body. As she made one final and desperate attempt to breathe, her body gave up the fight.

* * *

Amelia stirred, feeling a chill as the sun lowered in the sky. She blinked and realised she was still on the beach, straddling the log. Looking herself over as best as she could, she appeared to be as she was before, dressed in her sweater and boy shorts.

She took a deep breath of the invigorating sea air and tried to work out what had happened. She guessed she must have let her fantasy run wild, imagining Juan and his silver cane as if pirates still abducted women for their wicked pleasure. The experience had felt utterly real and had been so intense, she now felt exhausted.

When the sun went down in the tropics, it quickly became dark, so she gathered her wits and headed home before she ran out of light. By the time she reached her front door, she was hot and bothered and desperately wanted a shower to freshen up.

She pulled off her boy shorts and gasped. Her panties were missing. There was no mistake. She always made a point of wearing the satin pair, as she loved the feeling of the fabric on her pussy as she ground it into the log. Her heart raced as she peeled off her sweater.

She stared at herself in the mirror, her green eyes wide with wonder, shock and disbelief. The silver pasties she stuck to her nipples to absorb the sun’s heat were gone. And her normally full, firm breasts were now reddened, flattened and tender from having a man milk them too hard.

Her fantasy had indeed come to life, and her wicked pirate had shown her what unspeakable acts he was capable of doing. But as she recalled his searing cane deep in her pussy, and his hungry mouth draining the milk from her breasts, she yearned to return to the beach, so he could steal from her treasure chest again.


Honest Milk

Most young people went to extraordinary lengths to avoid a summer holiday with their parents. But Tasha looked forward to the annual sojourn to the family beach house more and more as the years passed. It differed from when she and her brother were kids. Back then, the family had roughed it on the road trip, taking fewer supplies. Tasha and her brother, Kyle, had to sit in the back of the car squashed in amongst all the supplies her parents couldn’t fit into the boot. Her mother and her stepfather, Mason, rode up front.

Now they were older, they all wanted more creature comforts and that meant having to take two cars. Tasha made sure she got to ride with her stepfather, so Kyle had to make the trip with their mother.

Riding up front with Mason made her feel very grown up, like she had earned the right to take her mother’s place beside him in the car. She wondered if she should have dressed more like her mother, so people would think they were a couple, not stepfather and daughter. But then she would have to wear one of her mother’s ankle-length dresses and a pair of sensible shoes. She was much happier in her pink miniskirt, tight top and high heels. She had always been a girly girl, but she also thought pink contrasted well with her dark-brown hair, deep blue eyes and rosy complexion.

Plus, she leapt at any opportunity to get some alone time with Mason. She loved him to bits. He was a handsome, sophisticated man, unlike her real daddy, who was a lousy scumbag who had disappeared long ago. And that made Mason even more special in her eyes.

She made sure she didn’t distract him too much by staring at him as they drove through the city, making their way to the open roads leading north to the beach. It was an eight-hour drive and he didn’t need the distraction. But she couldn’t help herself from taking sneaky peeks now and then, especially at the large bulge in his pants. She had spied on him several times when he had got out of the shower. He had a magnificent cock, even though she had never seen it erect. Seeing him naked always sent shivers down her spine and made her pussy tingle in such a delicious way.

Mason seemed to get more handsome with every passing day. She loved his icy-blue eyes, strong jaw and solid, masculine body. And now he was grey, she thought he looked like a movie star. She could imagine him sweeping women off their feet so he could romance them in steamy sex scenes with soft music. After, the woman would get that dreamy look in her eyes as she lay on his chest. And he would have that adorable sly smile that a man only gives a woman when he has made her cum hard and more than once.

“Daddy, can ask you about a personal matter?” she said.

He glanced at her before turning his attention back to the road. “Of course. What’s on your mind, Tash?”

She missed the time when he used to call her ‘baby girl,’ but ‘Tash’ was fine. It was still a pet name and only he used it. Her mother always called her ‘Tasha’ like she was in trouble for something. It was wonderful to have the chance to have him all to herself, even if it was only for eight hours on the road together.

“Now I’m eighteen, I was thinking about losing my virginity. All my girlfriends at college are already having sex, so I feel like it’s hanging over my head because I’m the odd one out.”

He glanced at her again, this time with an amused smile at one corner of his lips. “You don’t have to rush into it because of peer pressure,” he said.

“Oh, it’s not that at all. I’m totally ready to have sex. I want to have sex. Jeez, I’m grown up now and my body is telling me to hurry up and get on with it. It’s just…”

“Yes?”

“Guys are so into themselves. I’ve made out with a few guys and they always seem to be in a hurry, like they need to…”

Mason suppressed a chuckle. “Cum as fast as possible?”

She felt her cheeks flush and sniffed a small laugh through her pert nose.

“It’s okay, Tash. You can talk openly and honestly with me. Honesty is the best policy.”

“You always say that, Daddy.”

“Because it’s true.”

“Oh, I agree. And I love how I can be myself when I’m with you. That’s why you’re the best daddy ever!” She wanted to throw her arms around him and dot his cheeks with kisses, but he really needed to focus on driving. “Anyway, the point I was making is I don’t want my first time to be disappointing. The first time should be good, right? It should be special and not rushed at all. So, should I just get it over and done with, or should I wait for the right man who can romance me properly, like those steamy sex scenes in the movies?”

“Young men take a long time to grow up. When they do, they’re much better lovers.”

“And that’s the problem. I’m ready now. I don’t want to wait and I don’t want to be disappointed. It feels like there’s no right answer.”

He sighed. “I wish I could be more helpful, Tash. But ultimately, it’s your choice, whatever you decide to do.”

They sat in silence for a while, watching the cityscape transform into countryside as the houses gave way to forest, fields and farms. Tasha couldn’t let the subject go though. It burned away in her mind, as well as lighting a fire between her thighs.

“I know you’re really good at sex, Daddy. I sometimes hear Mommy when you’re doing her,” she said.

He took a sharp breath. “Really? Oh hell, I’m sorry. I didn’t realise we made so much noise.”

“Not you, Daddy, only Mommy. Years ago, when I was much younger, she made so much noise, I thought you were hurting her, but when I saw her afterwards, she was so dreamy and happy. It made me jealous to see her looking so blissful. That’s why I want to lose my virginity, so I can feel dreamy and happy like that too. But she hasn’t made those noises in years. She’s much more subdued now. What’s changed?”

Mason tensed up. She could tell he wanted to explain, to reassure her about having sex, but it was awkward now the subject included his sex life. As he opened his mouth to speak, Tasha’s phone rang.

“It’s Mom,” she said, answering the call. “Hey, Mom. Are you on the road yet?”

She talked with her mother for a few minutes and hung up.

“Mom has had a problem with the car. The engine has overheated, so she’s called for a pickup to take it to the garage. They’re going to be delayed, but she’s hoping to get back on the road soon. She said to keep going and that she’d phone again when she has an update.”

Mason nodded. “If she’s sure. We haven’t gone too far yet to turn back.”

“She said to keep going. And besides, this is fun. I don’t get many chances anymore to have some alone time with the best daddy a girl could ever want.”

They drove on toward the beach. Tasha didn’t feel the need to talk anymore, as her imagination was on fire thinking about what Mason used to do to her mother to make her cum so much. Plus, all the talk about sex had given the lovely bulge in his pants a little more mass, and she wanted to enjoy looking at it. She wondered if he was also getting turned on by the sight of her lovely long legs or her full breasts in her tight top, his only view other than the road ahead. It had been smart to wear a pair of thick cotton panties instead of a tiny G-string, as they were getting quite damp. Whoever said road trips were boring didn’t know what they were talking about.

They arrived at the beach house well after dark, unloaded the car and carried everything inside. Tasha loved arriving at night and hearing the roar of the ocean, illuminated only by a rippling sliver of moonlight across the water. It was so romantic.

She took her suitcase to her room and unpacked, thinking she had gone rather overboard with how many bikinis she had brought for the trip. There were enough to wear three different bikinis every day.

When she went out to the small, but comfortable lounge, she saw Mason on the phone talking to her mom. He sounded concerned, but she was evidently reassuring him there was nothing to worry about. He hung up and tucked his phone into his pocket.

“What is it, Daddy?”

Mason grimaced. “The radiator in your mother’s car is a wreck. The garage has to replace it, but they can’t get the parts till Monday. I told her we could head back tomorrow, but she insisted we stay. Family tradition and all. So they won’t get here until Monday night at the earliest. Damn it, I reminded her to check the radiator and top it up before we left.”

“Oh, she was really busy getting everything organised, so I did it for her, Daddy. I topped it up, just like you showed me. Promise.”

He smiled. “Don’t blame yourself. Accidents happen and there’s nothing we can do about it now. So… it’s just you and me for a couple of days. Think you can handle the company of the old man for that long?”

Tasha giggled. “Do you want my honest answer, Daddy?”

He scratched his chin. “This time… maybe not.”

Tasha clasped her hands together behind her back. She had Mason all to herself for at least two days… and two nights. And what better way to start off the holiday than spend the evening snuggled up with him on the couch while they watched television. Then she would yawn, tell him she was feeling sleepy and enjoy cuddles and kisses before bed. She wondered if she could make that bulge in his pants swell again, and if she could make him cross his legs to hide it. It was shaping up to be the best trip to the beach house ever.

* * *

The next day, the weather was perfect for the beach, with hot sun and a soothing sea breeze. Tasha poked her head out of her bedroom. Mason was relaxing on the couch, reading a book.

“Daddy, can I ask your opinion about something?”

He looked up at her with a squint, no doubt remembering their conversation in the car the day before. He put on a brave face and smiled. “Always!”

She smiled back. “I packed too many bikinis, so I was hoping you could tell me which ones look best on me.”

He blushed. “Oh, I’m sure they all look great on you.”

“That doesn’t help me choose which ones to wear, Daddy. Can I give you a bikini show? And I want you to give me your honest opinion about each one I try on. Okay?”

He blew out a breath. “Okay.”

She opened her bedroom door, walked out and did a slow twirl so he could see her from every angle. She was wearing her white bikini with little red love hearts. It had a strapless bow top, which covered her breasts, and boy shorts. She thought it was definitely one of her more modest bikinis.

“Well, what do you think?” she said, when he said nothing.

“Um… were you planning to wear those high heels to the beach too?”

She huffed. “No, silly. But I can’t model bikinis in bare feet. It wouldn’t look right.”

She did another twirl.

“It’s nice,” he said, after a moment.

“Nice? Well, that’s a definite ‘no’ then. Sit tight, I’ll change into another one.”

She returned wearing a pink twisted bandeau top with tie-side bottoms. It was a little more revealing than the first, showing more cleavage and butt cheeks. She twirled and fluttered her long eyelashes at him.

“Hmm, yes… that one is nice too,” he said.

“Daddy, you’re supposed to encourage my self-esteem. When you say ‘nice,’ it sounds like you don’t think I look pretty.”

He swallowed. “It’s not that… it’s…”

She spread her arms, waiting for him to spit out whatever he was about to say. “Open and honest. Remember, Daddy?”

“Well… you aren’t a little girl anymore, Tash. You’re a young woman. And you’re just as pretty as your mother when she was your age, if not more so.”

She sniffed. “Well, that’s a start. Wait there. I’ll put on another.”

This time she returned in a classic triangle top with high cut bottoms. It was sky blue and matched her eyes. The top looked like it was a few sizes too small for her swelling breasts, and the bottoms had a thin scrunch butt, which showed off her firm, round cheeks.

Mason was speechless.

“Oh, I know it’s quite revealing, Daddy. But when a girl has big boobs and a great butt, why not show them off? And I need to look my best, especially if I want to lose my virginity. How else can I reel in the right man?”

She observed him as she approached. He had the wide-eyed look of a guilty man who couldn’t keep his secret desires hidden any longer. She pressed her advantage, easing herself onto his lap, as she had done so many times throughout her life. Now she was a woman, her breasts sat close to his face. She watched his nostrils flare, taking in her scent. Rubbing her thigh against his crotch, she could feel his cock swelling by the second.

“I think the right man should be just like you, Daddy,” she said.

“Tash, you shouldn’t sit on me like this anymore,” he said.

“Why not, Daddy? Is it uncomfortable?”

He swallowed. “No… you… remind me too much of your mother when she was young.”

She nuzzled his cheek. “Is that why you have a lump in your pants?” He stuttered an excuse, but she cut him off. “C’mon, Daddy. We’ve always been open and honest with each other, haven’t we?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Well, I honestly think the man who takes my virginity shouldn’t be like you, Daddy. I think he should be you.”

“You mustn’t tempt me like that, Tash.”

She kissed him at the corner of his mouth. “Why not?”

He didn’t return her kiss, but he didn’t pull away either. “I love your mother. And I may not be your real father, but I love you like one.”

“Well, now I’m grown up, you can love me the same way you love her,” she said, giving him more insistent kisses. “Who says you aren’t allowed to love two women at once? I need it, Daddy. I need you to make me moan the same way Mommy used to when you had sex.”

He looked stunned, trapped between the force of his desire and his guilty conscience about acting on those desires.

“You’re still a man with needs. Whatever she can’t give you anymore, take it from me. Tell me… honestly… that you don’t want me and I’ll say nothing about it again.”

His lip quivered. She could tell he didn’t want to tell her the truth, but he didn’t want to lie either, as they had always been honest with one another.

“Your mother used to have lots of milk. She said all the women in her family were blessed with big, milky breasts.”

Tasha allowed him to evade her question without challenging him about it. She knew about his craving for milk, as her mother had mentioned it once when she had been drinking and had developed a loose tongue. Even though Mason wouldn’t confess he wanted her as a woman, she had him right where she wanted him.

“Mommy ‘used to have lots of milk’… so you’re saying she doesn’t have her milk anymore.” Tasha eased her bikini top aside, baring one ripe, round breast. “My milk is coming in now. It’s warm, fresh and sweet. If you want some, all you have to do is suck.”

She tweaked her nipple, urging it to release a drop of thick, sweet cream. She never got much, but she could always squeeze one bead of white nectar from her breast. He watched without blinking, unable to take his eyes away from the white droplet.

In a frantic heartbeat, he grabbed her breast and sucked her nipple into his mouth. Tasha felt a warm wave of desire wash over her as he excited her nipple with his tongue. He kneaded her breast and loosened her nipple between his teeth, taking nibbling bites to free up her milk ducts.

She gasped at the unexpected pleasure of his bite. It sent sparks of joy through her body, making her stiffen and grow tight between the legs. The more he sucked, licked and chewed, the more intense the feeling became, spreading down her inner thighs and up into her stomach.

She had to see his cock. It was making such a big bulge in his pants, it was only right to set it free. She unzipped him and pulled away his briefs, letting it rise without restraint.

“Look at that cock!” she moaned.

It looked so big, it was hard to imagine any woman could take it inside her. She gripped it in her fist, unable to wrap her fingers all the way around it because it was so thick. It was hot, hard and pulsing with the need to cum. All these years, her mommy had enjoyed his cock all to herself. The bitch hadn’t even thought to share!

She gently jacked him, wondering how he liked it best: hard and fast, or slow and gentle? Perhaps he liked a little of both.

At that moment he bit her hard, making her squeal, but the pain was momentary as a fresh wave of pleasure flooded through her body. Milk appeared at the corners of his mouth as he sucked her nipple forcefully. She knew she was right to let her daddy be her first love. No boy would have the technique and experience to milk her so well.

The tight ache spread through her entire body, making her muscles clench. His hot mouth, teeth and tongue felt like they were everywhere, nibbling, sucking and licking her nipple to drive her crazy with the need for release. She gripped him tight, feeling like she would lose control at any moment.

“Oh, yes, Daddy! That’s it! You’re going to make me cum!”

Her climax hit her like an immense wave, washing through her body with intense, bright bursts of pleasure. She moaned and whimpered, feeling a hot flood between her legs as she gushed creamy cum. Her orgasm lingered as he drank her milk. Once she had control of her senses again, she pumped his cock in her fist.

“Yes, Daddy! Drink from my breast while I milk your cock. You’ve been such a wonderful daddy, you deserve to feel good.”

In moments, she felt his cock pulse in her hand as he shot his load. He groaned with relief, like he hadn’t cum this hard in a very long time. She let him finish, holding him tight with his head pressed between her breasts.

After a long moment, he spoke, his voice racked with guilt. “Tash, we shouldn’t have done—”

“Shh, Daddy. We should have done that sooner. I knew something was missing that made you happy. Now you’ve released my milk, you can have it again… whenever you want.”

“Damn, it tastes so sweet! Your mother never tasted that good.”

She pressed her hands to his cheeks and stared him in the eyes. “But you need to finish what you’ve started,” she said. “You need to release the milk from my other breast… and break my hymen to make me a woman.”

He scooped her into his arms, stood up like she weighed nothing, and took her to his bedroom. He gently laid her on the bed like she was a priceless object. She smiled back at him, feeling like a woman at last. First, she had taken her mother’s place in the car. Now she had taken her place as his lover in their bed.

He pulled the ties of her bikini top and bottom, leaving her completely naked apart from her pink high heels. His hungry eyes roved over her body, admiring every inch before coming to the perfect pink lips between her legs. She imagined it must have been some time since he’d seen a smooth, hairless pussy.

“A girl has to do a lot of waxing if she wants to wear a bikini,” she whispered, with her heart fluttering in anticipation.

He peeled off his T-shirt and removed his pants, so he was also naked. She admired his body with the same unbridled lust. He had a strong triangular upper body, a tight butt and powerful, muscular legs. As his cock hardened in readiness again, she again wondered how something so long and thick would fit inside her.

He fell onto her, kissing her lips with ravenous hunger. She tasted her own sweet milk on his lips, like vanilla, honey and cream. He made his way down her neck to her other milky breast. She drew a sharp gasp as the fiery pleasure returned, surging through her body. But this time, it was stronger and more intense as he brought his cock to the entrance of her sex. She felt him hesitate as he probed between her lips, feeling the resistance of her virgin seal.

“It’s okay, Daddy. I’m ready for you to break me open. It’ll hurt and I’ll be tight, but I can take it. Mommy isn’t tight like this anymore. Not after she pushed out two kids. Why settle for her pussy when you teach me how to take a big cock like a good girl?”

He gave into his lust, pressing the head of his cock into her hymen. Massaging her breast with his strong fingers, he positioned her nipple between his teeth. She held her breath, waiting for the moment she had been looking forward to for so long.

He bit down hard on her nipple and thrusted with his hips. She yelped as his teeth loosened her milk ducts and his cock tore through her hymen. But the pain was momentary and immediately gave way to new, glorious pleasures. He sucked the milk flowing from her breast as he worked his cock into her tiny, tight passage. It was so big, it spread her pussy as wide as it could go, feeling like it was splitting her apart from the inside.

As he filled her with his cock, she let go of her breath and allowed herself to drown in the ocean of joy. His cock rammed into her cervix, giving him the measure of his thrust. She felt him withdraw, leaving her pussy needy for more. Then he filled her up again, stretching her open, making her squeal with the indistinguishable mix of pleasure and pain. It made her head spin, and even though each thrust hurt, she couldn’t get enough. Once he settled into his rhythm, he returned to her breast, drawing out her milk in long, hungry pulls.

She shook, losing control of her body, as her orgasms pulsed through her as hard and fast as his thrusting cock. The pleasure that usually centred on her clitoris sparked throughout her body, making her whimper with pure joy.

He sucked the milk from her breast and made her pussy overflow with creamy cum until she was beside herself with ecstasy. Her pussy tightened around him, clenching and squeezing his cock, wanting to milk his balls in return. He grunted and stiffened, thrusting deep into her womb as he pumped himself dry. The heat of her orgasm washed over her body, leaving her feeling completely satisfied like never before. No boy could have down this to her, only her perfect daddy, a man experienced in making a woman feel like a sexual goddess.

In the shuddering peak of his orgasm, he wrapped his arms around her and rolled her over so she was on top while he caught his breath. They lay together for a blissful, dreamy eternity in each other’s arms.

“Was that the sound Mommy used to make when you milked her, Daddy?”

“Near enough,” he said.

She smiled. She had squealed, whimpered and moaned throughout, but had been too overcome with pleasure to know if the sounds were the same.

“Ah, Tash, after this, I’d feel more comfortable if you called me by my name, not daddy,” he said.

She propped herself up on one arm. “Oh no, I could never do that, Daddy! Plus, it makes it even naughtier, which is so much better. And you should start calling me ‘baby girl’ again, especially when you’re inside me, pounding my little pussy with your big daddy cock.”

“Uh… let me think that over,” he said.

“And while we’re talking honestly, I wasn’t exactly telling you the truth when I said you could love two women at once,” she said. “I don’t mind if you love my mommy, but I don’t want you to have sex with her anymore. When she goes to bed each night, I want you to come to my room instead. Okay?”

He hesitated for a long moment, then spoke with a raw whisper. “Okay.”

The women in Tasha’s family had been blessed with ample breast milk, but only after becoming pregnant. Tasha had induced her milk with an intense course of contraceptive drugs and prolactin hormones, tricking her body into lactating before her time. She was armed with virgin cream, the milkmaid’s blessing, so much richer, sweeter and sexually addictive than any mother’s milk. Men found it irresistible, especially Mason, who had already tasted milk from her mother’s breast. Now she had him hooked on her nipple and tiny, tight pussy, he could never go back to her mommy for sex.

She rested her head on his broad chest. He wrapped his arm around her and she basked in the tender warmth of his touch. They only had one more day together before her mommy and Kyle arrived, and she wanted to enjoy every moment, preferably in bed.

“Isn’t it funny how things work out? Just think, Daddy. If Mommy’s car hadn’t broken down, this would never have happened. And we’d still be living a lie, hiding our true feelings for each other, rather than expressing them honestly like we always do otherwise.”

“Well, honesty is the best policy,” he said.

“You always say that, Daddy,” she said, with a giggle.

“Well, it’s true.”

Tasha sighed, allowing herself to enjoy this wonderful, happy moment while it lasted. Honesty was the best policy, but not as an absolute rule. Mason didn’t need to know that she had drilled a small hole in her mommy’s radiator and plugged it with wax, sabotaging the car. Once her mommy had started the engine, the wax would have melted, draining the radiator and making the car overheat.

Her plan had worked to perfection. She had got him alone at the beach house and with her not-so-honest breast milk, corrupted his loyalty and love forever. Now she had him hooked on her cream, it wouldn’t be long before she took her mother’s place in the car, in his bed and as his only love.


Implants

Nurse Mindy looked at Sophia as if she were trying to see into the back of her mind, rather than examining and measuring the size of her boobs. It was a curious expression, and Sophia couldn’t tell if Nurse Mindy was lost in thought or daring her into an unplanned staring contest. Mindy’s eyes were pale-blue and sparkled as if they were electrically charged. It was mesmerising against her jet-black hair and crisp white nurse’s uniform.

She held a stethoscope to one of Sophia’s breasts. Sophia didn’t know why, but she wasn’t about to question a medical professional. The clinic had told her she would have to go through various tests before they could approve her for implants. And she really wanted breasts like a glamour model that sat up pert and proud, as if she were wearing a bra, even when she was completely naked.

Nurse Mindy broke eye contact and smiled briefly, like she had returned from a daydream. It left Sophia feeling a little addled. She had expected she would feel excited about starting the journey to getting bigger breasts. Instead, she was feeling lightheaded and dazed in the nurse’s hypnotic gaze.

“So, why do you want a boob job?” said Nurse Mindy. She had a soft, silky voice, which was equally spellbinding. “You have a lovely set of natural C cups. It’s not like you’re lacking a good bustline.”

Sophia blinked and tried to clear her head. “I’ve always wanted bigger boobs. I mean, every girl can have a great bust these days. And if there’s one thing that never goes out of fashion, it’s big boobs.”

Mindy blinked slowly, making Sophia feel sleepy again. “Did you know what size and shape you’d like?”

She heard herself reply in a dreamy voice. “Oh, I think I’d look great with double Ds,” she said. “Perfectly round, with an upright profile and high nipple placement.”

Mindy gave her a devilish smile. “You have the figure to go much bigger if you like… slim waist… lovely wide hips. I can see you with F cups. And given you’re already a knockout blond, if you go that big, you’ll cause car accidents every time you step out onto the street.”

Sophia’s cheeks flushed at the compliment. “You think so?”

Mindy nodded. “I know so. But it’s your body and your choice. Why don’t we do the tests, then I can talk you through your options. Roll up your sleeve.”

Sophia pulled up the short sleeve of her blouse, while Mindy prepared a sterile swab and a small needle to take blood. She felt the cold dab of the alcohol swab and waited for the bright flash of pain from the needle.

“There you go, all done,” said Mindy, as she put a plaster on Sophia’s arm.

“I didn’t feel a thing,” she said.

“We’re very good at what we do,” said Mindy.

She pressed a few drops of blood into a test kit and set it to one side of her desk. Then she wheeled a machine over to Sophia’s chair. It looked like a slimline version of an X-ray machine for performing mammograms. It had two wide metal plates on a robotic frame that came together like a breast press. Mindy swivelled and adjusted the plates to the right height for Sophia’s bust.

“Pop the girls on the bottom plate and we’ll have a closer look at them,” said Mindy.

Sophia lifted her breasts on her palms and rested them on the plate as instructed. These machines were usually cold, hard unpleasant devices, but this one had warm plates. The dimpled surface was like a man’s rough fingers grazing her sensitive flesh, and she shivered with unexpected arousal.

One by one, Mindy took Sophia’s arms and placed her wrists in padded manacles on either side of the frame. She closed them, and Sophia heard the locks click into place.

“What are those for?” she said.

“You need to stay still during the tests. They’re just for comfort,” said Mindy, with breezy lightness.

Mindy closed the plates, compressing Sophia’s breasts between, with her nipples poking out the other side. The pressure was uncomfortable, but not painful. The machine hummed and vibrated as Mindy performed the scan. She looked at her computer screen with wonder in her bright blue eyes. Sophia wondered how long it would take to complete the scan. She was feeling vulnerable. It felt unnerving to have both her wrists and breasts restrained, but she said nothing, accepting it was all part of the examination.

Mindy looked at her. “Have you been pregnant before?”

Sophia shook her head. “I don’t think so. And it’s not something a girl doesn’t notice.”

“Hmm…” said Mindy.

Sophia couldn’t make out the meaning of Mindy’s thoughtful sigh as she watched the nurse’s eyes return to her screen. Mindy tapped her keyboard without saying a word as she analysed the scans.

“Well, the girls are in very good health. I can’t see anything that would be a cause for concern.” Still sitting, she wheeled herself over to Sophia and smiled briefly as she took Sophia’s nipples between her latex-gloved fingers. “Do you have sensitive nipples?”

“Um… yes,” said Sophia, as Mindy tweaked and pulled them.

Mindy’s technique was unexpectedly arousing, despite having her breasts pressed in the machine. She loved lots of nipple play when masturbating or having sex. It always gave her a warm tingle between the thighs. No doubt, she was rapidly getting damp panties right now. Despite the distraction, she wondered what sensitive nipples had to do with getting breast implants. She didn’t question Mindy about it. The nurse was only doing her job.

Mindy stopped after a few moments, without explaining the spontaneous nipple tease. “Well, it’s all looking good. I’ll check the allergy test so we can tick the last box and turn you into a busty fox.”

She wheeled back to her desk and picked up the tester. Sophia wondered why Mindy hadn’t let her out of the machine yet. Her breasts were aching from the long pressing. And the manacles seemed to serve no purpose now either.

Mindy let out a long sigh. “Oh, dear… I’m so sorry, Sophia,” she said, giving Sophia a sympathetic smile. “The test is positive.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means we can’t give you implants. Your body will reject them and we’ll have to take them out again.”

Sophia’s mood sank. After all the anticipation, saving up enough money for the procedure and taking the tests, it was a huge disappointment.

“But… there is another option,” said Mindy. “It’s experimental, but I believe you would be an excellent candidate, as you have splendid alveoli and milk ducts. That’s why I asked if you had ever been pregnant.”

Sophia felt a glimmer of hope at hearing her words. “Anything,” she said.

“It’s a natural alternative to saline or silicone implants. We trick your body into thinking it’s pregnant to bring in your milk. You know how fabulous women look when they’re getting their milk. Their breasts swell, growing several sizes larger and becoming more firm and upright. We could certainly get you up to a double D if your body cooperates.”

Sophia felt hope swell in her chest, just the way Mindy had described her boobs swelling with milk. It sounded wonderful. But it sounded too good to be true, which probably meant there was a catch. She asked Mindy about it, and why they didn’t offer it to other women.

“Just as you can’t have implants, most women don’t make milk until they get pregnant. But you have the gift. All you need is a little push in the right direction. About the catch, well, that’s all down to your point of view. You will need regular milking, or they’ll get rather sore if they get too full. You can do that yourself, or you can get a helping hand… or a helping mouth from a lover.”

Sophia shuddered in all the right ways at the thought of having a lover slowly sucking the milk from her breasts, or teasing it out with his fingers. The warm rush of arousal returned, making her ache between the thighs like she really needed to cum.

“How much does it cost?” she said. It sounded so good, something had to go horribly wrong.

“As it’s an experimental augmentation, we’ll subsidise the initial treatments. If we don’t get any results, it won’t cost anything.”

Sophia nodded furiously. “When can we start?”

Mindy gave her the sweetest smile. “Right now, if you like.”

She got up and went to the medicine cabinet. Fetching some supplies, she returned and sat opposite Sophia.

“More needles, sorry,” said Mindy, as she primed two syringes, one for each breast. “First, you need prolactin hormones, which stimulate your milk production.”

Sophia closed her eyes as Mindy injected the syringe into her compressed breasts. As before, she waited for the sting of the needle as it pierced her flesh.

“There you go. All done,” said Mindy.

As before, Sophia hadn’t felt a thing. Mindy had said they were good at their job, and she continued to be true to her word.

Mindy’s blue eyes sparkled. “Now, if you could spread your legs for me, I’ll need to measure you for a vaginal douche.”

Sophia opened her legs, and Mindy pulled her panties aside. She was grateful Mindy was wearing latex gloves, as her panties were definitely damp with pussy cream.

Mindy leaned down, looked between her legs and inserted her latex covered finger into Sophia’s pussy. “Hmm… I’d better use our smallest speculum to measure your size.” She looked up and winked. “I bet the boys like you when they get you into bed.”

“Um… why is this necessary?” said Sophia. She pulled at the manacles, still wondering why Mindy had her restrained.

“Well, the douche needs to be tight, so it doesn’t come out at night. It’s a special cleansing pad saturated with hormones. I’m sure a girl like you knows all about the birds and the bees. If we want to make your body think you’re pregnant, it all starts down there.”

“Oh, right. Of course,” said Sophia.

Mindy prepared a small speculum, closing the blades before pushing it deep into Sophia’s pussy.

“Good girl…” said Mindy. She raised her pitch as she spoke, making the two words ring in Sophia’s mind like a chime. “You’re a good girl… doing so well.”

Sophia felt lightheaded as Mindy gripped the handle to open the blades. She opened it a notch at a time until she felt resistance. Sophia looked into her eyes, feeling lost in her sapphire gaze.

“Yes, you’re a good girl… such a good girl.”

Mindy held the speculum inside her, stretching her open as if it were a cock, then slowly pulled it free. When Mindy broke eye contact, Sophia felt empty and lost, like she was missing a piece of her soul.

“Oh my, you are very tight down there,” said Mindy, returning to her computer to note the numbers on Sophia’s records. “I guess you don’t go for a man with anything bigger than average.”

“No…” said Sophia. Her voice sounded distant, like she was listening to someone else speak.

Mindy wheeled herself back to sit in front of Sophia again. She peeled off her gloves, took Sophia’s nipples between her fingers and thumbs, and gently kneaded them. Sophia looked into her eyes and felt complete again.

“Yes, you’re a good girl and you’ll do everything I say so you develop big milky breasts. Listen carefully now…”

Sophia drew a shuddering breath as the pleasure of Mindy’s touch spread through her sensitive breasts.

“Yes… anything…” she said, feeling the desperate need to cum burn between her thighs again.

The rest of the appointment was a blur, but the warm, excited tingle remained deep in Sophia’s pussy. She went straight home and ran herself a hot bath to relieve her tension. She felt oddly disconnected, like she was observing herself outside her own body.

As she lowered herself into the steaming water, she felt the same sleepy daze wash over her as when she had been in the surgery with Nurse Mindy. She allowed her eyelids to droop and close. Mindy appeared in her mind’s eye, with her penetrating, hypnotic gaze, like starlight mirrored on a flat lake.

You want to look pretty… you deserve to look pretty… because you’re a good girl…

“Yes,” she answered.

That’s my good girl… now remember what you have to do…

Sophia nodded. She washed herself from head to foot, taking her time to preen every inch of her body like a cat taking a leisurely bath in front of a fire on a cold winter’s night. The hot water soothed her breasts, which were tender after the injections and pressing between the vibrating plates. She dried off, didn’t bother to dress and took herself to bed.

The douche was on her bedside table, where she had left it. Unwrapping the plug, she ran her finger through the soft blond curls covering her pubic mound. She would have to do something about those if she wanted to look super sexy from head to foot. Finding the moist opening to her sex, she positioned the saturated plug to her lips and pushed it inside.

All the way in… nice and deep… good girl!

She pushed the plug deeper so she could feel it pressing into her cervix. It gave her the same feeling as having a thick cock deep in her pussy, stretching her open and filling her up. But instead of feeling wonderful, it burned. It started as a pleasing warmth, which steadily grew until she was gasping with discomfort.

She felt the onset of panic. From the back of her mind, a voice was screaming at her, trying to make her understand that this wasn’t normal. But what could be more normal than naturally bringing in her milk? Another voice broke through the confusion in her mind. She heard Mindy again, as clearly as if she were in the same room.

Touch your nipples… forget the plug… you deserve to look pretty…

Sophia took her tender nipples between her fingers and rolled and kneaded them as gently as she could. As bright sparks of pleasure flashed through her breasts, the painful burn of the douche faded away.

Soon, she was gasping from pleasure, reviving the aching need to cum. Her nipples were as sensitive as her clitoris, and the more she teased them, the waves of pleasure intensified. She moaned at a feverish pitch as her first orgasm swept through her body. It was quite unlike any other, filling her body with the same sweet euphoria as having an orgasm deep in her womb.

Good girl… that’s my good girl… you deserve to cum, then sleep…

By the time Sophia heard Mindy count her down from ten to one, she was fast asleep.

* * *

Nurse Mindy finished measuring Sophia’s bust and band line. “Good girl! You’re up to a D cup already!”

“In only a week?”

“I told you we were good at what we do.”

Sophia had certainly noticed the increase. None of her bras fitted her properly anymore and her breasts felt firmer than normal, but to swell a whole cup size in a week seemed miraculous.

“Let’s get the girls into the press and examine your progress,” said Mindy, wheeling over the scanning machine.

She swivelled and adjusted the plates, and eased Sophia’s tender breasts onto the bottom one. Then she placed her wrists in the manacles and locked them in place.

“I don’t think I need those this time,” said Sophia.

The little voice in her mind still came and went, and now it was screaming out again, telling her this was wrong.

“Oh, they’re purely for comfort,” said Mindy. “You don’t really want me to take them off, do you?”

“Um… no,” said Sophia. She heard the lack of conviction in her own voice.

“Good girl!”

Mindy closed the plates, pressing Sophia’s breasts between them again, flattening them with her nipples poking out the other side. Then she switched on the power, starting the gentle vibrations. As before, they soothed the stress of the pressing and helped her to relax.

She watched the corners of Mindy’s full lips curl in a suppressed smile as she viewed the scan. Instinctively, Sophia pulled at her restraints, wondering why she needed manacles for a breast exam. At that moment, the voice rang loud and clear through her clouded mind, telling her to stop the treatment before it went any further.

It is your body and your choice, but she’s taking that choice away. Get out! Now! Before it’s too late.

“Nurse, I’ve decided—”

Her voice caught in her throat as Mindy looked up with her mesmerising gaze.

“Yes?”

Sophia’s voice became weaker with each word. “I’ve decided…”

Mindy wheeled herself over to sit in front of Sophia. She peeled off her latex gloves and gently took Sophia’s nipples in her fingertips. Her touch sent shivers through Sophia’s body, reminding her of the hot, throbbing plug jammed deep inside her pussy.

“Let me guess,” said Mindy. “You’ve decided you want to go much bigger than a D cup. You want your lovely tits overflowing with sweet milk. Am I right?”

Sophia couldn’t form words. She let out a moan of pleasure as Mindy teased her nipples. Mindy smiled and raised her hands, so Sophia could see her fingers above the press. The tips were white with thick cream.

She returned to teasing Sophia’s nipples. “When anyone does this to you, you’ll feel the greatest pleasure you’ve ever felt in your life,” said Mindy. “And you will give them any pleasure they desire in return, just like a good girl should…”

Sophia lost control of her mind. The pleasure was too great, burning hotter through her chest than the infernal douche pressing into her cervix. The voice in her head faded to silence. As it disappeared, she realised why it sounded so familiar. The voice was her own.

“Now, look deep into my eyes and enjoy yourself,” said Mindy.

Sophia moaned and whimpered as Mindy teased out her cream. Her mind became a silent prison of pleasure. The only sound she was aware of, apart from Mindy’s voice, was the sound of her milk dripping onto the linoleum floor.

“That’s a good girl…”

* * *

Life became a blur, a series of meaningless events between treatments. Sophia couldn’t wait to put her swelling breasts into the press, so Nurse Mindy could play with her nipples and call her a good girl as she teased out the cream.

She forgot to set her alarm and didn’t go to work. When they phoned, she ignored the calls. It didn’t matter. They would forget about her and hire someone else. She only wanted to sleep, pamper her body so she looked beautiful, and get to her next treatment with Mindy.

She dutifully changed her douche each day, disregarding the burn, as her breasts swelled by the day. When she wanted to go out, it was only to visit the salon for beauty treatments. The burn of the laser on her pubic mound felt like the douche inside her, as the therapist removed her blond curls forever. They had to go. She had to look as glamorous as possible to please anyone who wanted to milk her breasts.

She looked up at the therapist, feeling the need to hear the familiar, affirming words that accompanied the burn.

“Please tell me I’m a good girl,” she said.

The therapist paused the laser treatment and frowned. “Is everything okay?”

“Please… just say it.”

The therapist shrugged. “Um… you’re a good girl.”

Sophia smiled, closed her eyes and imagined a lover’s lips on her breasts, slowly suckling her milk.

The days slipped by without meaning. Sophia couldn’t remember anything that had happened between treatments with Mindy. Her breasts were now FF cups and bursting with milk. Aside from the pleasure of having Mindy milk her, she was desperate for her treatments to get relief from the pressure.

Mindy positioned the machine in front of her and adjusted the plates to the right height. Sophia eagerly lifted her breasts onto the base to begin her milking. Then she placed her wrists in the manacles.

Mindy looked at her for a long moment. “If you don’t want to, you don’t have to wear those anymore.”

Sophia closed and locked one manacle around her wrist, then returned her free hand to the other restraint. Mindy locked it with a deep, satisfied sigh.

“Good girl… do you know what this means?”

Sophia shook her head. Distantly, she noticed that Mindy didn’t change her pitch as she said ‘good girl,’ but she didn’t care as long as Mindy milked her breasts.

“It means the first stage of your treatment is complete. Do you want to hear what comes next? I’m happy to tell you while I milk you.”

Sophia took a shuddering breath and nodded. She would agree to anything as long as Mindy teased out her milk and made her cum.

Mindy got comfortable, closed the vibrating plates around Sophia’s breasts and took her nipples in her fingers.

“Soon, we’ll send our cleaner to your apartment. He’s not a normal cleaner. He’s the kind that cleans away your existence. Once he’s finished, it will be like you simply vanished from the face of the earth. I told you we were very good at what we do.”

Sophia moaned as her milk dripped onto the floor.

“I couldn’t believe our luck when you came in for implants. A virgin milkmaid, utterly gorgeous and ready to have her milk released, willing to do anything for bigger breasts. You aren’t actually allergic to saline or silicone at all. We just didn’t want to let you slip through our fingers.”

Somewhere, at the back of Sophia’s mind, she knew Mindy was confessing to a crime. But as creamy cum oozed from her nipples and pussy, she couldn’t care less.

“Oh, we do very good plastic surgery here too, but there’s much more money in helping milkmaids to blossom and then selling them as pleasure slaves. You’ll need a new name once all your treatments are complete. I want to call you ‘Lucky’.”

Some last remnant of the voice at the back of Sophia’s mind managed to speak.

“What have you done to me?” she said.

“Activated your milk, as you wanted. But the douche had nothing to do with that. The douche has temporarily sterilised you. We can’t ever allow you to become pregnant, otherwise your precious cream will become ordinary mother’s milk.”

Sophia stared vacantly at Mindy. The nurse smiled, but it wasn’t as warm and friendly as before. She had a cruel, mischievous curl at the corner of her lips. In the depths of her mind, Sophia knew she should try to flee, but the pleasure of having her milk drip from her nipples overwhelmed any sense of danger.

“Yes, you’re ready now,” said Mindy. “You see, as well as the douche, we gave you another set of implants… the ones in your mind. I’ve taken control of it. You’ll fetch a very good price as a milkmaid.”

Sophia heard the tiny voice at the back of her mind fading from existence. It was screaming out, telling her to wake up and get out of the clinic as fast as possible. Mindy pulled harder, drawing more cream from her breast. The voice faded to silence, lost in the mindless joy of feeling her milk flow in orgasmic waves.

“Your milk is quite wonderful. You’ll have two splendid oversized udders for your new owner,” continued Mindy. “We’ll do a few nips and tucks to turn you into a living sex doll… not that you need much. Fuller lips, so he wants to put his cock down your throat, and some rather unethical vaginal tightening. Oh, I know you have a lovely tight pussy now, but we’ll make it tighter than a sixteen-year-old virgin. Your new master is going to love pounding it every night. And it’s going to hurt being so tight, but you won’t care as long as he continues to give you the addictive pleasure of milking your lovely tits. And for all this, we haven’t charged you a cent. So, Lucky, what do you say?”

Sophia let out a shuddering moan. Yes, she was incredibly lucky to feel this wonderful pleasure. Everything else didn’t matter as long as anyone made her breasts cum this hard.

“Thank you,” she said.

Mindy smiled. “That’s my good girl.”


White Wedding

Logan’s married friends had warned him about what to expect on his wedding day. They’d told him he would have to work the room at the reception, thanking everyone for the gifts and for making it such a special day. Without exception, they told him he would be so dog-tired at the end of it all, he wouldn’t have the energy to consummate the marriage with his newly wed wife.

Hannah, his blushing bride, had made him wait for this moment, and he wasn’t about to miss out or wait until the honeymoon. The courtship had been three long years of kissing, cuddling and the occasional heavy petting, but absolutely no sex. So, he had popped a few pills earlier in the day to make sure he had the stamina and the staying power to plunder her pussy at long last.

First, he had taken a little blue pill to guarantee he was hard and stayed that way when the time was right. Afterwards, he took a handful of various stimulants to keep him awake and alert throughout the day, plus vitamins and minerals to help boost his libido.

When the Viagra started to kick in, he knew it was time to leave the reception before it hit him full force. Not knowing the effectiveness of the cocktail of drugs, he felt his boner swelling beyond his control. Once he had a full-blown erection, there would be no way to calm it down without a long ride inside Hannah’s sweet pussy. But she was stuck with another group of guests. He grimaced, knowing he would have to resort to Plan B to get her out of the ballroom and away from the reception.

He escaped to the hotel bathrooms in the lobby for privacy, got out his phone and sent a text message to Hannah’s maid of honour. It was pointless sending a message to Hannah. Her phone was on the bedside table in the hotel suite. Dressmakers didn’t design wedding dresses with pockets for smartphones.

Hannah’s maid of honour was Amy, her lifelong best friend. He didn’t want to speak to her in person, because she was an ex-girlfriend and they hadn’t parted on good terms. He couldn’t blame her, as he’d dumped her at the first chance to go out with Hannah instead.

It wasn’t that he didn’t care for her. Hell, she was a Latin beauty with hair like midnight and hips built for sex. None of his other girlfriends had come close to taking her crown in bed. He still remembered the way she clamped his cock in her pussy and rolled her gorgeous round butt. It felt like he was getting a blow job from her hot, wet peach. And if the rumours were true, she still carried a torch for him.

In Amy’s case, dumping her was nothing to do with her feminine gifts. It was what she didn’t have. That was the reason Hannah was such a catch. She was a glamorous redhead any man would be proud to call his wife, and the only daughter of a rich businessman. Marrying Hannah meant Logan would have an easy job with a substantial income for life, and inherit a fortune when the old man passed. It was as good as getting the girl and winning the lottery.

He thumbed his phone, bringing up Amy’s contact details, and typed a message.

Logan: Hey, Amy. Great job as the bridesmaid. Any chance you can do the groom a favour too?

Amy: Depends.

Logan: Can you make an excuse to get Hannah out of the reception? I want to give her my wedding present before we wrap up for the night.

It wasn’t a lie, even if it wasn’t exactly the truth either. There was a pause in the flow of messages. Amy was obviously thinking about it. His phone buzzed in his hand.

Amy: What’s in it for me?

Logan: You’ll make Hannah really happy. Please? For her sake?

Another partial truth. Amy didn’t need to know that either.

Amy: Where do you want to meet her?

Logan: At our hotel suite.

There was a long pause. Logan bit his lip, wishing Amy would hurry up and decide one way or the other. His erection had put him on the clock. Finally, she came back to him.

Amy: Give me ten minutes to make the arrangements.

Logan thanked her profusely. He waited impatiently while his cock got harder by the minute. When it started to throb, he knew he had to make a break for it, or risk running into a stray wedding guest with a crane in his pants. Dashing across the hotel foyer, he snatched a bunch of flowers from a vase and held it across his crotch to conceal his chemically induced arousal.

Reaching the reception without incident, he asked the young man at the desk for his key to the suite. The young man informed him that Hannah had collected the other key. He let out a small sigh of relief. It meant she had escaped the reception and was on her way to their suite.

Trying not to look like he was in a hurry, he marched to the elevator tower and thumbed the button. The tightness spread through his crotch, making his balls feel heavy. He tapped his foot, wondering if the elevator was taking detours to every floor other than the foyer.

Eventually, it arrived, and he huffed with pent up frustration. Once on board, he thumbed the button to the penthouse suite several times, urging the elevator to hurry up. His cock was now making a tent in his pants, straining against the fabric, like a prisoner desperate to escape his jail cell.

Dashing from the elevator to the bridal suite, Logan swiped the keycard and pushed the door open. He reminded himself to take it slow and easy, not to rush into it. While he was hornier than a hormone-fuelled teenager, it was still their wedding night.

He took two deep breaths to calm his excitement and scanned the room. It was sleek, modern and luxurious, with a super king bed that looked perfect for sex. While the room was clean and bright, decorated in shades of off-white with ebony trim, Hannah had dimmed the lighting to set a romantic mood.

Behind the door, in a relaxed, reclined pose, he saw two white shoes. He eased himself past the door by degrees, allowing himself time to take in every detail as he followed the view of his bride up her shoes to her dress. The wedding and reception felt like a blur. He realised he had only looked into her eyes at the ceremony and at each opportunity afterwards, and had taken little notice of her dress.

He followed her shoes up her slender ankles, over the crisp white folds of her dress, lingering on her generous bust and up to… his breath caught in his chest. It wasn’t his redhead bride at all, but her raven-haired maid of honour… Amy.

The hotel door closed behind him and locked itself. He remembered his predicament and covered his crotch with the flowers. He hadn’t seen her in years and had deliberately avoided looking at her through the ceremony and afterwards, making sure he only had eyes for Hannah. Looking at her now, she wasn’t quite as he remembered.

She had improved with age, blossoming with her Italian heritage into a sultry beauty. She had the same thick black locks, eyes like pools of caramel, a heart-shaped face and an hourglass figure. But she must have had a boob job, as her breasts were two or three times larger than he remembered. And he had spent a lot of time playing with them when they had been a couple. As she breathed, they looked like they would pop out of her strapless dress at any moment.

He tried not to stare at her chest as he spoke. “What are you doing here?” he said. “Where’s Hannah?”

Amy rose to her feet. “Waiting for you. What does it look like?”

“You have to go. Hannah has just collected her key. She’ll be here any minute.”

Her dark eyes twinkled as she let out a soft giggle. “How are you still so gullible? Hotel receptionists don’t ask for ID after you’ve already checked in.” She held the other key aloft, then tossed it over her shoulder like a bride throwing her bouquet. “And Hannah is going to be tied up for some time. I’ve already seen to that.”

She approached him. He backed away, colliding with the door. She reached for the bouquet, took it from his trembling fingers, and raised the flowers to her pert nose.

“Did you bring flowers for old times’ sake?”

She tossed the bouquet aside, leaving him feeling very vulnerable with an uncontrollable erection in his pants. She grabbed his cock through the fabric and fixed him with her inky gaze.

“Or are you just happy to see me?”

He didn’t want to be rough and push her away, but it seemed she was giving him no choice. He drew a sharp breath, readying himself, but with that breath, her perfume filled his senses. Even though her scent was subtle, she smelled creamy and sweet. His head spun, but he couldn’t resist drinking it in. It left him feeling intoxicated, and he forgot about pushing her away. He tried to fight it, to take back control, but it left him feeling stunned and powerless.

Amy’s eyes sparkled as she unzipped his pants, reached through his fly, and pulled his throbbing cock free.

“You were always a slave to your cock. It’s a wonder you’ve lasted so long with Hannah without sex.”

“You… should go,” he said, fighting to get the words out.

Her touch was soft and sensual, elevating his mounting need to cum. She stroked him, making his heart race and his body tremble. Why couldn’t he push her away? He felt like his cock was a joystick, and now that she had it in her hand, she had full control of his body. He guessed it must be all the drugs in his system, making him crazy with lust. But why did she smell so good?

“You need to know a few things about Hannah,” said Amy, while she pumped his cock in her fist.

“She’s not a good, chaste girl, like you probably think. She has been testing you, seeing if you can behave yourself and not fool around. The irony of the situation is she has been fooling around while you’ve been desperate to get your cock into her pussy. The difference is she is part of a wealthy family and knows how to silence her lovers.”

Logan tried to pull away, but with each breath, he was becoming more intoxicated by her creamy scent. “You’re lying,” he said, with a ragged voice.

“I’ll send you the photographs,” she replied. “Hannah always remembers to silence her lovers, but she always forgets about her loyal friend, the one who is always there to cover for her.”

She pulled him by his cock, using it as a leash, and led him to the oversized bed. Then she pushed him onto it. For a moment, he escaped her intoxicating perfume and felt his control return. But she knelt beside him and her creamy scent filled his senses again, making him powerless. She took his cock in her hand and continued to pump his shaft, bringing on the agonising need to cum.

“Oh, I know she’s a catch, but you’re not marrying her for love. The marriage is political for her too. The queen needs a reliable consort, someone who won’t cause a scandal and sully her name. That’s why she has put you through the celibacy test, to find out if you can remain loyal and true.”

Logan fought to regain his wits. She had never had this effect on him before, no matter how much of a fox she was in bed. She was driving him mad with lust and desire, and there was nothing he could do about it. His limbs were limp and useless, like she had tied him up. He fought back the only way he could.

“I… do love her,” he said.

Amy giggled. “Says the groom, on his wedding night, with his rock-hard cock in another woman’s hand. If you love her, do something about it.”

He struggled to find a response, which was impossible with his raging need to cum. She continued to torture him, bringing him close to orgasm, then denying him the chance to finish.

“That’s what I thought,” she said. “You see, you’ve only ever truly loved me. So tonight, I’m going to make you remember how much, so you never forget it for the rest of your life.”

She put her finger to her cleavage and with a gentle pull, popped out both breasts. Logan’s eyes widened. She was much larger, fuller and firmer than he remembered, but he couldn’t see any telltale scars from an augmentation. Taking a nipple between her thumb and forefinger, she loosened it with a tug. Thick, white milk beaded on the brown point, and his head swam as his nose filled with its creamy scent.

“I’ve always had a little milk,” she said, working more cream onto her fingers. “Now I have lots… and it’s all virgin cream… all for pleasure.”

Once her hand was slick with her milk, she gripped his cock, using the white nectar for lubrication as she stroked him again.

“A milkmaid’s gift is the greatest aphrodisiac,” she said, working her nipple again with her free hand. “Nothing tastes sweeter or better. Open wide, Logan! I’m going to make you into an addict… an addict with no cure.”

He fought to regain his wits, but her creamy scent was irresistible, and her silken touch was making his balls tighten so much he felt ready to explode. As she put her nipple close to his lips, he opened his mouth to receive the first few drops of her milk. It was sweeter than any ambrosia. As each white droplet fell onto his tongue, he felt his thirst grow for more. She fed him a drop at a time, making him desperate for the next taste, while she worked his cock to an agonising ache.

“Your wife has already lost you. She just doesn’t know it yet,” said Amy. “But she’ll find out soon, after I’ve drained your balls. I’ll give you five more drops of milk. Then you’ll cum.”

She counted each drop as she teased her milk into his open mouth. As she neared one, he felt his balls tighten and his body clench. The last drop fell onto his tongue and his cock erupted, shooting jet after jet of hot cum onto his shirt. He groaned. The pleasure was so intense he couldn’t see straight. But through it all, he tasted her sweet milk. It left him a shuddering wreck, desperate for more.

She waited for him to catch his breath, then resumed stroking his cock again. As she held her other nipple above his mouth, he eagerly opened it, no longer having the will to resist. She drip fed him more milk while she readied his cock to cum again. He felt like a slave in shackles, with his mistress tormenting him, making him more addicted to her milk with every drop. She counted him down again, and he emptied his balls on command.

His second orgasm also felt wonderful, but it left him with a lingering ache.

“Good, Logan. Very good. Now we’re going to do that again and again until you don’t have a drop of cum left in your body,” she said.

She made good on her promise, drip-feeding him her sweet cream and making him cum until he was so dry, he took no pleasure from his orgasms. Then she made him cum again, so pain shot through his body as his balls tightened. Finally, when he couldn’t take any more, she let go of his softening cock.

Slipping her huge, beautiful breasts back into her dress, she looked at him and smiled. “And that was only my hand. Imagine how hard I could make you cum with my mouth… or my tight little pussy. I know you remember how I could make you cum before I became a milkmaid. It’s so much better now. But you’ll never find out or get another taste of my cream. Enjoy your wedding night, Logan. I’d love to stay, but your blushing bride won’t be far away.”

She paused at the door, taking a final piteous look at him, sprawled out on the bed, covered in his own cum and utterly spent.

“I would like to stay. It would be fun to listen to you trying to explain why your cock is limp and your balls are empty. And when you kiss her, what will you say when she asks why you taste of milk?”

With a mischievous giggle, Amy disappeared from Logan’s life. As his control returned, he pulled himself together, preparing for Hannah’s arrival. It should have been the happiest night of his life. Now, all he could think about was how much he needed another taste of Amy’s incredible cream.


Taken For A Joy Ride

It was getting dark when Poppy left the office. She had worked late to get her current project under control. It wasn’t cold for the time of year, but she shivered as she locked the office door behind her. Looking up and down the street, there didn’t appear to be anyone else about.

More to the point, he couldn’t be about.

Ever since she had heard about The Milkman, she got nervous and jumpy whenever she felt vulnerable. The Milkman, who was still at large, had a penchant for slowly suffocating women to death. More specifically, his victims were always milkmaids. He used them for his pleasure and then deprived them of breath. Some men and women took drastic measures to enjoy the unique pleasures of a milkmaid, but The Milkman was in a league of his own.

She told herself she was tired, unsettled and needed to get home. She needed a glass of wine, a warm meal and to snuggle up next to her daddy. Perhaps he would treat her like a princess and pamper her with kisses. She loved it when he started at her neck and worked his way down her body until he reached the treasure between her thighs. After the buildup, it only took him a few minutes to make her cum as he teased her clitoris with the tip of his tongue.

For once, she even wanted to hear him say ‘made you cum,’ as he always did in his goofy way, as she lay in the afterglow of a powerful orgasm. She hoped he was in the mood. It had been too many days since she had felt his tender touch and she needed complete release.

The hairs prickled on the back of her neck as she walked to the parking building to collect her car. She couldn’t resist the urge to look over her shoulder to find the unseen watcher. They said he could smell the cream in a milkmaid’s breasts because it differed from mother’s milk. A milkmaid’s cream was an aphrodisiac, giving pure sexual pleasure in both the giving and the receiving.

Poppy knew only too well about the subtle difference. Although she didn’t serve as a pleasure slave, she was a milkmaid, blessed with the gift of generous milky breasts before having a child. Her daddy had brought in her milk, training her lovely, full breasts to make and release an ample amount of sweet, white nectar.

She told herself she was anxious and had allowed her mind to play tricks on her after too many hours at work. The only people she met along the street didn’t give her a second look. They were also determined to get home. And most importantly, The Milkman operated on the other side of the country, in the big cities along the coast. He wouldn’t know she even existed.

Poppy’s car was the only one remaining on the level where she’d parked. Her high heels clicked loudly on the concrete as she made her way from the lift to her car. Her neck felt tight with tension, but she didn’t want to give in to the urge to pick up her pace. She told herself that her sense of panic was all in her head.

With all the other cars gone, she could see the entire level. There was no one about. Plus, there were security cameras all over the parking building. Anyone acting suspicious would have already alerted security.

She let out a sigh of relief as she reached her car. She climbed into the driver’s seat and stowed her handbag on the passenger seat. As she started the engine, there was a flicker of movement before her eyes, a white rope passing over her head. Before she could react, she felt it against her neck as someone pulled it tight. Her heart skipped a beat and she sucked in a breath to scream.

“Don’t make a sound, or you’ll die.”

Shock and adrenaline saved Poppy from disobeying the order that would surely end her life. She instinctively grabbed at the rope as her assailant tightened his grip, making it difficult for her to breathe. He had the deep, gravelly voice of a mature man and was strong, holding the rope in a controlled, unbreakable manner around her throat. He didn’t deprive her of air altogether, but let her know how easily her predicament could change for the worse.

She looked at him in the rear-view mirror. He wore a white coat, a peaked cap and a plain, full-face masquerade mask. She gasped from fear and from the rope around her neck. This man was surely The Milkman and there was nobody around to help.

He leaned over the headrest and inhaled deeply through his nose. “Mm… you’re full of cream. No one has milked you for days, but then again, they probably don’t know what you are, milkmaid.”

“P—please…” she wheezed. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“If you continue to lie to me, milkmaid, I’ll make your suffering last longer. Now drive!” he said. “I’ll give you directions. Do anything other than follow them and you’ll take your last breath.”

He loosened the rope at her neck to allow her to breathe freely, but held it firmly enough to remind her how easily he could tighten it again. She tried to control her nerves and started the engine, but her heart was racing like a mad drummer trying to settle on a steady beat.

She followed his instructions to the letter, taking the car onto the street, where the lights were coming on as darkness fell. It would be impossible for anyone to see what was happening in the car. In a city filled with hundreds of thousands of people, Poppy had never felt more alone.

He directed her through the back streets, avoiding the main roads, until they were out of the city centre. She didn’t know the roads well, but she knew where they were going, toward the city limits, a place once busy with people. But since most of the factories had closed, it was now a ghost town. Miles from anywhere or anyone, no one would hear her scream. That was if The Milkman let her scream at all. It would be impossible to make any noise louder than a gasp with a rope around her neck.

After driving through the concrete wilderness for many miles, he directed her to pull into an old workshop. In the headlights, it looked run down and abandoned. She felt cold metal against her neck as he released the rope, then heard the unmistakable grinding click as he primed the hammer of a gun.

“Leave the keys in the ignition. Get out of the car and don’t do anything stupid,” he said.

Once she was out of the car, she raised her hands above her shoulders. He kept the gun trained on her and ushered her to the door. As he lowered the weapon momentarily to remove the padlock and chain holding the door shut, she considered making an escape attempt. But where would she go? Once she headed into the darkness, she would be just as helpless as she was now, if not more so.

He pushed open the door, grabbed her by the arm and pulled her through. In the absolute darkness, all she could hear was them breathing. She was panting from panic. His breath was calm, even and steady.

He flicked a switch, and cold, white neon light illuminated the space. The abandoned workshop had a concrete floor and sheet metal walls, but was otherwise empty, with only a few benches remaining. He grabbed her by the chin and made her look into his dark eyes, hidden behind the mask.

“Look at you, milkmaid. Such pretty green eyes… a slender figure… and those incredible tits. You could have lived a life of luxury, serving your mistress or master without a care in the world. Instead, you’re pretending to be an ordinary girl, working a nine to five like everyone else. But you can’t escape what you are, milkmaid. The sweet cream constantly filling your tits is only for pleasure. And as the pressure builds, you can’t escape the need for release… the aching need to cum.”

“W—what are you going to do to me?” she whispered, afraid to say the words too loud.

Behind the mask, she saw a glint in his eyes as if he were smiling. “I’m going to enjoy myself.” He brushed her long brown hair aside to bare her neck. “Yes, you have it all, including the most perfect neck for my rope. So long and slender.”

He pushed her to her knees, unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. Too focused on his eyes twinkling behind the mask, she took little notice of his cock, which was big and already rock hard. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pressed the gun to her head as he drove his cock into her mouth.

It entirely filled her mouth, stretching out her jaw to accommodate its girth. He wasn’t kind or careful about it either, pushing his shaft deep into her throat, forcing her to take his entire length. It was like he knew she could handle it without coughing or choking.

If he knew milkmaids as well as he claimed, he was right about the fact that she couldn’t escape her nature whenever she had sex. Perhaps it was the reason she tried so hard to appear normal like everyone else. Even though she feared for her life, as soon as she tasted his cock, she felt the warm rush of tingling pleasure course through her body.

It still amazed her how her body had changed after the premature onset of her milk. It had heightened her senses of sexual awareness, exciting every erogenous zone in her body with the need to cum. In turn, she wanted to make her lovers feel the same heights of pleasure that she did when her milk flowed from her breasts. So she learned how to take a cock down her throat, how to squeeze it with her pussy, and other ways to give a man a powerful orgasm.

The Milkman grunted with pleasure, and she tasted the first drops of his pre-cum. The salty-sweet treats made her tremble with desire, so she used her mouth, lips and tongue to milk more from his balls. He widened his stance so he could control his thrusts, plunging his cock all the way down her throat so his balls slapped against her chin.

She moaned and whimpered as she felt a tight, pleasurable ache spread through her chest, and a fire igniting deep in her pussy. She knew she should try to escape, to get away from this dangerous man as soon as she could, but the taste of his cock overwhelmed her rational thought. Yes, he was right about her. Milkmaids were addicted to giving and receiving pleasure, and even now, she couldn’t overcome her need for it.

He stiffened, shuddered and grunted from deep in his chest, unable to prevent his orgasm. Her talented mouth was too much for him. She could milk the cum from his balls the same way a lover could tease the cream from her breasts. She sucked every drop out of him, relishing the deep savoury flavour she adored so much. It was the flavour of pure, masculine pleasure.

He bucked his hips in the final throes of his orgasm and swore like he hated how much he had enjoyed her mouth. He looked down at her. She could see the wild glint in his eyes beyond the mask. Gripping her by the chin, he pulled her to her feet.

“Yes, you’re one of the special ones,” he said between ragged breaths. “Made for pleasure… it’s a pity I can’t let you live.”

“Please… I’ll do anything,” she said. “I’ll come with you, be your milkmaid and pleasure you every day.”

He gave her a bitter chuckle in response. “That’s what they all say, especially when they have my rope around their neck.”

He manhandled her across the concrete floor to a wooden post supporting the ceiling. It had a winch with a hand crank mounted on one side to lift heavy objects off the ground. He pushed her against the post and forced her arms behind her back. She felt him secure them together at the wrists with a strong rope.

Then he faced her again, with another length of white rope in his hand. It was the soft, shiny plaited cord used for bondage.

“Look at you,” he said, in a cruel mocking tone. “You know you’re about to die, yet you can’t stop the milk leaking from your breasts.”

She broke his gaze for a moment. Her blouse was wet at each nipple where the milk was already beginning to flow against her will or better judgement. And she couldn’t escape the aching need to cum.

She looked up again as he let out another cruel chuckle. He looped the rope around her neck, fed it around the post and tied the loose ends to the winch.

“They don’t make tools like this anymore,” he said. “It’s decades old and still works like the day it was new. Allow me to give you a demonstration.”

He cranked the handle, and the rope tightened around her neck, locking in an unbreakable hold.

“Because you’re special, I’m going to make this last,” he said.

He turned the crank another notch, so she felt the pressure on her windpipe. She pleaded for mercy, so he turned the crank another notch, applying enough pressure to reduce her ability to draw air.

Chuckling with devilish glee, he unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor around her ankles. Taking a small knife from his coat, he sliced her panties at the waistbands and pulled them free, leaving her naked from the waist down.

He raised her panties to his nose as he looked at her pretty, bare pussy. “Mm… you just can’t help yourself. Even now, they’re wet with your sweet juices.”

He put her panties to her face so she could smell the scent of her aroused sex on them. Then he prised open her jaw and pushed her panties into her mouth. She had wet them through with her butterscotch juices, but as much as they tasted wonderful, she was struggling to breathe and tried to spit them out. He held her mouth closed while he fetched a roll of duct tape from his pocket. Tearing off a strip, he taped her mouth shut with her panties inside.

With the rope at her neck and her mouth taped shut, it was even harder to breathe. He seemed to sense her discomfort and tightened his makeshift garotte another notch. As the rope closed her windpipe, she was powerless to do anything but struggle for air.

While she drew gasping breaths through her nose, he unbuttoned her blouse like a lover in the first stages of foreplay. He took his time, opening each one with soft caresses between her breasts to excite her. Once he had her blouse open, he took a step back to admire her naked body.

“Magnificent!” he said. “You’re so beautiful, I’m tempted to change my mind.”

Then he stepped up to her again and tightened the garotte another notch.

“But only tempted,” he said. “I can’t let you live, but I will let you cum one last time before I tighten the rope all the way.”

He drew his gun again, inverting his hold so his thumb rested on the trigger and the barrel pointed upright. He positioned it at the entrance to her sex. She shook her head at him, hoping he might have a tiny shred of mercy. He didn’t and pushed the cold metal barrel into her pussy. It had the girth of a thick cock and stretched her open.

Then he cranked the hammer into the firing position and rammed it into her as deep as he could. Even though she knew it would only take the smallest press of his thumb to end her life, she couldn’t turn off her need to cum.

The barrel soon warmed up inside her as she coated it with her slick juices. He rammed it in and out of her pussy, grinding the tip of the barrel into her cervix with each thrust. She whimpered and moaned between desperate, gasping breaths, unable to stop her orgasm swelling from deep in her womb.

He let out a self-satisfied sigh as more milk flowed from her nipples. He cupped one breast with his free hand and circled her areolae with the tip of his finger, wetting her skin with the thick cream.

“That’s what you want the most, isn’t it, milkmaid? Even now, with a gun in your pussy and a rope around your throat, all you can think about is getting the milk teased from your breasts.”

He gripped her nipple and pulled, releasing her milk in a rich, creamy gush. Her knees buckled, and she started shaking as her orgasms sparked in her breasts and spread through her body. He slid the gun in and out of her pussy, and she felt her juices running down her legs as one mind-blowing orgasm followed another without pause.

All she could do was try to breathe as she endured the unrelenting pleasure. He milked each of her breasts in turn, making her cum again and again until she was dry.

“Spectacular!” he said, admiring her milk-drenched body. “It has indeed been a pleasure. What a pity it now has to end.”

He grabbed the handle, ready to crank the rope so tight she wouldn’t be able to breathe at all. He did so, closing her throat, while he held the gun deep in her pussy. As she fought for air, he let out a monstrous laugh and pulled the trigger.

Poppy waited for an explosion of sound and for her life to end. Instead, all she felt was the gun jolt inside her. At the same moment, he released the winch, freeing her neck. She sucked in frightened lungfuls of air as she tried to work out what was happening.

He pulled the gun from her pussy and blew the end of the barrel like a cowboy in a Western, even though there was no smoke. Then he laughed. It wasn’t cruel as before, but filled with mirth. He carefully peeled the tape from her mouth and pulled out her panties, allowing her to breathe freely again.

His voice wasn’t guttural and gravely as before when he spoke. It was now deep, rich and familiar.

“Made you cum!” he said.

She felt like her eyes were about to pop out of her head. “Daddy?!”

He pulled off the mask, revealing his handsome smiling face.

“Oh my God, Daddy! You scared me to death!”

“I needed to make it feel real to make you cum that hard,” he said. “You know I would never let anyone harm a hair on your head.”

She slumped with joy and relief, as all the fear faded to a distant memory in a heartbeat. Now she could wallow in the sleepy afterglow of powerful orgasms.

“Oh, Daddy, take me home. I want a warm bath and a massage. I’m completely spent.”

He untied her hands, scooped her into his arms and held her close. “And afterwards, you can lie back on the bed like a princess while I lick your pussy,” he said. “Do you know how difficult that was for me to see you cum that hard and not get any milk for myself?”

She nuzzled her head against his neck. “No more joy rides, Daddy.”

He carried her to the door. “Never again?”

She thought about it for a moment. Like the day he had first released her cream, he’d again shown her the special part of herself she had hidden away inside. This time, he had allowed her to experience it without the constraints she placed on herself. If she hadn’t feared for her life, the pleasure would never have been so powerful.

“We’ll see,” she said. “But for now, I just want to accept and enjoy what I am… your milkmaid.”

He kissed the top of her head, held her close and carried her out to the car to take her home.

* * *

From the shadows, behind an old workbench, a man watched them go. The girl was very beautiful and her milk was exceptional. The scent of it alone had given him an aching erection. He would have to live with the frustrated torment of unfulfilled desire until he could have the satisfaction of release. Jerking his cock wouldn’t do it. The only way he could get that release was to enjoy her like the man with her had done just now.

That man clearly knew nothing about The Milkman though. The Milkman didn’t wear a mask or an absurd costume, and he didn’t carry a gun. All he needed was a length of soft, silky rope. He reached into his pocket, feeling the coil that would remain unused this particular night.

The milkmaid didn’t know how close she had come to meeting him. He had smelled her milk from across the street earlier in the day. It had come as quite a surprise when she hadn’t driven home after work, choosing instead to head to an industrial graveyard.

Following the car through the darkness with his headlights off had only added to the mystery. It wasn’t until he had crept inside the old workshop that he realised what had happened. An imposter was treating his milkmaid lover to a scare and a thrill. Oh, how she had cum! He wiped a trickle of her milk from the post and put it to his lips. The finest French wine was nothing compared to her white nectar.

If the imposter hadn’t got to her first, she would now have his rope around her neck, while he squeezed the milk and the breath from her body.

“Lucky girl,” he said.

Milkmaids were too desirable for their own good. If he couldn’t have a milkmaid of his own, he would make sure nobody enjoyed that pleasure either.

This milkmaid had escaped his grasp this time. But now he had the addictive scent of her cream lodged in his senses, there was no escaping the maddening desire to loop his rope around her neck and squeeze her dry.


Creamy Negotiations

Brody had three big problems after winning the lottery. First, he had to keep quiet about it, otherwise everyone he knew would ask him for a handout. It had been two weeks since the surprise windfall, and he still couldn’t think of an excuse to quit his job without making people suspicious. So, even though he was a million dollars richer, he was still working five days a week as a trolley boy at the local supermarket.

Next, it was impossible to withdraw his winnings in cash in one go. He had staggered it over the two weeks. But cash was essential, as it would help to make his greatest dream come true. Some people would use such a windfall to pay off their debts, or ferret it away for a rainy day. But all Brody wanted to do was spend one night with his fantasy girl, Charley Button, the virgin milkmaid. He’d made the booking, paid the deposit, and now she was due to arrive in less than an hour.

Which led him to his third and final problem, the matter of how much it would cost for her to agree to part with her virginity. To date, no man had named the right price. And as beautiful as she was, Charley Button also had a reputation for being a tough negotiator.

Brody laid out his money on the coffee table. In one thousand dollar bills, bundled into fifty thousand dollar stacks, a million dollars didn’t look like very much money at all. But she had made it clear from the start that she wouldn’t negotiate the price of her virginity in bids of less than fifty thousand. He carefully placed the money in a small duffel bag so she wouldn’t see how much he had to offer once the negotiations began.

Satisfied he was ready, he pulled up her picture on his phone. It was just one of many, as he had been an avid collector from the day he had first seen her pictures on the internet. He wondered if someone had doctored them or if she really was as beautiful as a goddess.

She had thick, wavy brown-gold hair that finished in cute ringlets at the tips. Her eyes were large, pale-blue gems. Below her button nose, she had an adorable overbite, which made her pouty lips look like she was always ready to receive a kiss. And her figure was the shape of a streamlined hourglass. ‘Top heavy’ was a poor description for her breasts, as they were two gravity defying balloons. He couldn’t imagine how they sat upright filled with so much milk. He imagined they must be incredibly heavy. At that size, she would carry litres of milk on her chest when she was full.

His cock throbbed at the prospect of meeting her in person. If he won the negotiation, he wondered how long he would last once he felt the grip of her virgin pussy and tasted the sweet flavour of her cream in his mouth. To have the pleasure of a milkmaid’s nipple would be amazing, but to take her virginity as well would give him bragging rights for the rest of his life.

As the moment approached, he showered, styled his hair and made himself presentable. According to her very specific instructions, he put on a shirt and wrapped a towel around his waist. She didn’t say why she wanted him to wear a towel, and he didn’t ask. Anything that gave either of them easier access to his cock was fine by him.

As the seconds ticked away, the first pang of nerves gripped his body, and his mind ran wild with the idea his fantasy was about to come true. He wondered if she would enjoy it too. And if she did, would they have sex again? What if she fell in love with him, and he could spend the rest of his life with his dream girl?

He felt dreamy at the thought of waking up and seeing her lying next to him every morning. She would smile, roll over and kiss him, before slipping one breast from her nightdress to feed him his morning milk.

The sound of a limousine pulling up outside the house broke his reverie. Brody rushed to the bathroom to double-check he looked presentable. He also didn’t want to appear too eager once she rang the doorbell. He would make her wait for a moment, as if he was otherwise occupied, not waiting at the door like a lovesick fanboy. It was all part of the negotiation game.

He heard the doorbell sound and counted to twenty before crossing through the house at a steady pace to answer it. Opening the door, he saw her at last. She was wearing sunglasses and a long white coat with a fur trim, and carrying two handbags on her arm. Even through the thick folds of her coat, he could tell there had been no trickery in any photo published online. Her figure was mouthwatering.

He tried to keep calm, but he felt like his heart had stopped after meeting her at last.

“Charley, please come in,” he said, stepping aside to allow her entrance.

She answered him with a small sniff and stepped inside. Without saying a word, she walked through the foyer and into the lounge like she owned the house. She looked around for a moment, then turned to face him, planting one hand on the lovely curve of her hip.

“Every man who has wanted to buy my virginity has had the means,” she said.

Her voice was soft and breathy, and the sound of it alone made his loins ache.

“This is the first time I’ve been with a man so young… and in this part of town,” she continued.

The inference wasn’t lost on him. She doubted he had the money.

“I may not look it, but I’m good for it,” he said.

She sniffed again. “Show me.”

He reached into his duffel bag, pulled out a wad of bills and handed it to her. She took it and fanned through the bundle.

“Hmm,” she said, as she walked to the coffee table.

He couldn’t work out if she sounded impressed or not. She placed both of her handbags on the coffee table next to the duffel bag. The first made a heavy thunk as it met the wood. The second rested silently on the table, evidently empty. She deposited the fifty thousand dollar bundle into it.

As she removed her sunglasses, he saw her pale-blue eyes at last and felt his mouth go dry. He didn’t think it was possible, but she was even more beautiful in the flesh. His cock throbbed in anticipation.

“It’s lucky you’re cute,” she said. “Otherwise I would’ve returned to my limo already.”

He shrugged. “I don’t understand.”

“It’ll take much more than money for this girl to part with her virginity. That’s why no man has bought it yet. The man and the price have to be right. And I want it to be so special, I’ll remember it for the rest of my life.”

Brody’s heart thumped in his chest as she spoke, reminding him of his fantasy of winning her love. The way she was talking, she was looking for Mr Right, and all these negotiations were her way of finding him. It was certainly unconventional, but why not? She was a famous milkmaid, with untold thousands of men and women lusting after her goddess-like body and heavenly milk. He tried not to smile, knowing he was in with a chance, because she had said he was ‘cute.’

“So, we’ll see if you can impress me,” she said. “Here’s how it’ll work. We’ll fool around and have a little fun together to find out if I like you enough. Everything costs. You tell me how many bundles of cash you’re willing to pay, and if I agree, you’ll get it. Impress me, and I’ll let you make the ultimate offer for my virginity.”

He swallowed hard and nodded. She opened the handbag that was full and rustled around, making metallic clinks as she searched. He wondered what she had in there. It certainly didn’t sound like make-up, perfume or hand cream.

“I brought a few of my favourite toys so we can play,” she said, raising a set of handcuffs. “Now, do you want to wear these or have Big Jack?”

“What’s Big Jack?” he said.

“You mean ‘who is Big Jack’,” she replied, walking over to the window.

She swept the nets aside and wiggled her fingers in a cute wave. Brody walked over and looked outside. A huge man in a tuxedo was leaning against the limousine with folded arms.

“That’s Big Jack,” she said. “As I’m sure you understand, a man could take advantage of me while we’re alone. Men have tried it before. Big Jack turned the last one into a human pretzel. It looked quite painful. So you can let me put these cuffs on you, or we can also enjoy Big Jack’s company while we negotiate.”

“I’ll go with the handcuffs,” he said.

“Good,” she said, giving Big Jack a wink before closing the curtains. She fitted the cuffs to Brody’s wrists, securing his hands behind his back. “Now take a seat on the couch.”

He did so, careful not to lose the towel around his waist. Wearing handcuffs made him feel vulnerable, and his fat, happy cock had gone limp. He wanted her to see it engorged and ready for action, doubting it would impress her in its present state.

She gathered two more sets of handcuffs from her bag, fitted one to each of his ankles, and then to the legs of the couch, spreading his legs. Now, he could do little else than let her drive the action. If he tried to stand, he would fall flat on his face.

“You get two freebies,” she said. “The cuffs are the first freebie. The second is proof of my virginity. After that, everything costs.”

He watched in awe as she removed her coat and hung it over the back of a chair. Underneath, she was wearing a white form-fitting dress with a plunging neckline and a very short skirt. It gave him a splendid view of her magnificent cleavage and long, slender legs.

She perched on the coffee table in front of him and opened her legs. His mouth fell open. She wasn’t wearing panties. As his brain shut down from pure lust, his cock recovered from its moment of insecurity. It sprung up and hardened as his eyes fell on the glorious sight of her pussy.

It was perfectly smooth and bare, completely exposed, without a hair to conceal her sex. He’d never seen a more beautiful pussy. She had tiny, tight lips that parted as she opened her legs to reveal her watermelon-pink entrance.

“Here… look closely,” she said, pulling her lips open further with her fingers. “My hymen is still intact.”

Brody felt a powerful, lust-filled ache surge through his loins as he looked at her hymen. Unlike other women, her hymen didn’t have a hole or perforation of any kind. It was like a shiny pink shield, completely blocking the passage to her womb. There was no way she had ever had a finger inside her, let alone a hard, throbbing cock.

“Do you think it’s pretty?” she said, running her fingertip over her unbroken seal. “I love to touch it and wonder what it will feel like when a man pushes his cock into me, breaking me open, hurting me and making me bleed.”

His erection was also hurting from his growing need to cum, as well as making a tent in his towel. He lurched forward, overcome with desire, and was awkwardly reminded of the handcuffs on his wrists and ankles, as he nearly fell on his face.

“Time to start thinking about the price you’d pay to break it,” she said, closing her legs.

He swallowed hard with regret as her perfect pussy vanished from view. His cock twitched, demanding satisfaction.

She ran her fingertips over his duffel bag. “But I need you to warm me up first. How many bundles of cash would you offer for a taste of my pussy?”

After seeing her virgin seal, his mouth was dry as a desert and he found it difficult to think straight. “One?”

She fluttered her long eyelashes, giggled and fixed him with her penetrating azure gaze. “One! Oh, I like you, Brody. You’re cute… and funny!”

Brody tried to snap out of his daze. The negotiations had begun, and he was off to a terrible start. “Three?”

“I would have thought five was a fair offer, but because you’re cute, three will do.”

She collected three bundles of cash from Brody’s bag and deposited them in her handbag. Then she climbed onto the couch, resting her knees on either side of his shoulders to bring her pussy to his mouth. He smelled her perfume for the first time. It was like vanilla, honey and cream and made his head swim with desire.

“Taste me,” she said, bringing her pussy to his lips.

He parted her opening with his tongue, finding the slippery wall of her hymen. She tasted like orange candy and he desperately wanted to sink his tongue deep inside her, but her hymen refused him entry.

“Oh, yes! Lick it! Lick it hard!” she moaned. “The only way you’ll break it is with your thick, hard cock.”

As he licked, she ground her pussy into his mouth, circling her hips to force his tongue against her hymen as hard as she could. Soon, he tasted the sweet cream of her sex, as her cum seeped through her permeable virgin shield. She tasted incredible, but it occurred to him he’d paid her a hundred and fifty thousand dollars to give her all the pleasure in this exchange. It made his cock throb with the desire to plunge it deep into her pussy and deflower her once and for all.

She moaned and whimpered as she enjoyed what seemed to be a continuous series of orgasms. It was hard to tell with her cum only seeping through her hymen. He imagined if he could pierce it with his tongue, there would be a flood of sweet cream waiting to burst into his mouth.

“Oh, you’re good,” she said, pulling away. “I could do that for hours.”

He could see the cum slowly weeping from her pussy. There was a lot trapped inside her, waiting for his cock to set it free. She eased herself onto his lap, which didn’t help matters, as his cock was twitching with the need for some attention.

“How many bundles will you pay me for a kiss? I want to taste myself on you.”

Brody wondered how long it would be before they negotiated the price of her virginity. She was chipping away at his stash and he wasn’t getting much in return. He tried to keep calm and reminded himself there was still plenty of cash in his bag.

“Ah, two?”

She smiled, collected the bundles and dropped them into her handbag. Wrapping her arms around his neck, she drew him to her lips for a kiss. Her tongue was everywhere, lapping up the cream of her sex from his face, probing his mouth for more, and dancing across his lips.

For a virgin, she knew how to kiss a man and leave him powerless from the pleasure of her mouth, lips and tongue. He felt like a man with two left feet trying to keep up with a world-class tango dancer. Once she had lapped up every trace of her creamy cum from his mouth, she broke the kiss. His cock throbbed, reminding him again that it wasn’t getting any satisfaction.

As if she could read his mind, she deftly stroked it as she got up, torturing him with the need for release and giving him none.

“Now, let’s see what you have to offer downstairs,” she said, opening his towel. She inspected his cock for a moment. “Not bad, Brody. Not bad at all. But you’ll need a shave. If you’re going to put it inside me, I want you as lovely and smooth as I am.”

She rubbed her thumb and forefingers together, indicating he needed to make an offer for the privilege of her giving him a shave.

“I can do it myself,” he said.

“You’re a bit tied up,” she replied.

“Can’t you let me out for five minutes?”

She shook her head.

He thought about it for a moment. “A shave… okay… how about one bundle?”

“With or without extras,” she said.

“Um, without?”

“I only shave a man if I can give him the extras, and they’re well worth it.”

He swallowed. “Two?”

She wiggled her fingers, indicating he needed to go up.

“Three?”

She looked decidedly unimpressed.

“Isn’t there a cheaper option?” he said.

“Yes. Big Jack can do it for free,” she said, holding up four fingers to name her price.

Brody winced as he imagined Big Jack turning his cock into a pretzel. He drew a sharp breath. “Okay. Four.”

She took the bundles, put them in her handbag and went to the bathroom. She returned with shaving foam, a razor and a bowl of warm water. At least he was going to get his cock handled for the fee, but every bundle she took felt like a step further away from the chance to take her virginity.

She lathered him up and set about scraping the hair away from his groin, expertly shaving him smooth with no nicks or cuts. While she worked, he enjoyed the view of her spectacular cleavage. After tasting the cream of her sex, he couldn’t wait to drink from her nipples.

As she handled his cock, pre-cum beaded at the head. She paused to deftly lick it clean with the tip of her tongue. He gasped as it sent jolts of pleasure through his body, but instead of going any further, she resumed shaving him.

“Mm… I enjoy getting delicious treats while I shave a man,” she said.

“That’s all I get for ‘extras’?”

“If you want me to suck the cum from your balls, start negotiating,” she replied.

He clenched his jaw and let her finish. It was a superb shave and he looked great, but he could have bought his own salon for the fee. He reminded himself these were all short-term losses for a long-term gain. If he didn’t impress her enough, there would be no negotiation for her virginity.

She cleaned him off with the towel, put the shaving equipment aside, and took her place on his lap again, stroking his shaft with the side of her leg.

“Now, we’re getting close to a deal,” she said. “I like you, you’re cute and funny, and your cock is easily big enough for my tight virgin pussy. But I won’t have sex with you unless you milk me at the same time.”

Brody’s mood brightened. Now they were heading in the right direction.

“Sure!” he said, trying not to sound too enthusiastic about it.

She smiled and pressed her nose against his. “Fabulous. But first, you’ll have to warm me up to get my milk flowing.”

She leaned back and pulled her dress open, allowing one beautiful round breast to burst free. It was the size of a melon and firm with milk. Her tiny pink nipple was already hard, ready for his hot mouth.

“Okay, I’m ready,” he said, when she didn’t offer it to him.

“I already told you what you get for free, and this wasn’t on the list,” she said.

Brody tried to remember how much money he had left. The entire experience had been intoxicating, and he’d lost track of it. “Um… three?”

She pressed his nose like a button. “Keep going.”

“Five?”

She pursed her lips and considered his offer for a moment. “Okay. Five will do.”

She leaned over to collect the money and make the exchange. Then she wiggled her bottom to get comfortable on his lap, raised her breast on her hand and put it to his lips.

“Suck… use that talented tongue of yours to tease my nipple. We already know what magic you can do with it.”

Her milky scent filled his senses as he worked her nipple into his mouth and gently loosened it between his teeth. She drew a sharp breath, and he felt more cream from her pussy wet his lap. In moments, he tasted the first drops of thick, sweet milk flow from her breast. He sucked harder, drawing it out of her. She panted and moaned, and massaged her breast to encourage a stronger flow.

In a heartbeat, he understood the power of a milkmaid’s blessing. Her milk was divine, addictive and sexually intoxicating. Each mouthful made his cock ache with the need to cum. Her soft, whimpering moans of pleasure made him desperate to plunge it into her pussy. While he couldn’t stop drinking, he was also acutely aware that his own pleasure had no means of release.

“Oh, yes, that’s wonderful!” she said, removing her nipple from his mouth. “You’re a keeper, Brody. If I had my way, I’d have you tied up and ready to milk me every day. And afterwards, I’d make you lick the creamy cum from my hymen. Ready for my other breast?”

He nodded like a man obsessed, desperate to taste more of her milk.

“Then I’ll accept another five bundles for the privilege,” she said, leaning over to swap the cash from his bag to hers.

Taking her other breast from her dress, she put her nipple in his mouth to start over again. In moments, he was gulping mouthfuls of sweet milk and trying hard not to spill a drop. There was so much he could feel it trickling from the corners of his mouth.

She panted and moaned, having more orgasms, wetting his lap with her pussy cream. The milk overwhelmed his mind, making him focus on his singular need to cum. She fed him enough milk to leave him desperate for more, then removed her nipple from his mouth.

“I think you’re a little overexcited,” she said. “A milkmaid’s cream will do that to a person’s mind. I have just the thing to help you calm down.”

She collected a jar of ointment from her handbag and applied it to his cock and balls. Her touch sent one last spark of pleasure through his body before the ointment went to work, numbing his cock. She looped her arm over his shoulder, so her breasts were tantalisingly close to his mouth, but just out of reach.

“Now, it’s time for the big negotiation. Have you been thinking about it? Have you considered how much you’re willing to pay to push your cock through my hymen and into my tiny virgin pussy?” she said. “What value would you place on letting me ride you while I feed you more milk?”

“Anything,” he said, with a ragged voice. “Whatever’s left in my bag. It’s yours.”

She squeezed more milk onto her fingers and painted his lips with it. He licked it off like a man dying of thirst, while she gathered his bag and turned it upside-down.

“Oh, there’s nothing left!” she said.

He didn’t think her surprise sounded particularly genuine.

She gave him a sad pout. “And you came so close to claiming my virginity. It’s such a pity. After all that buildup, I really need one big orgasm to finish me off.”

She opened the jar again and applied more ointment to his cock, making it go completely numb. As it lost all feeling, it softened and went limp. Charley smiled as she reached into her bag and pulled out a small metal chastity cage. She fitted it to his cock, clamping the metal ring underneath his balls and locking it tight.

Brody came to his senses. “What are you—”

She pressed her finger over his lips. “You’ve been very generous, and I like you a lot, Brody. So, I’m going to let you have some more milk. But I can’t let you break my hymen, so I have to lock your cock away in a cage.”

She shifted position, straddling him between her thighs, as she lowered her pussy to his caged cock. Then she let him drink from both breasts, as she rubbed her pussy back and forth on the cage. He lost count of how many times she orgasmed. Her moans were glorious, her shuddering body was magnificent, and the taste of her milk was maddening. She let him drink both breasts dry while she soaked his caged cock with pussy cream.

When she had finished, she collapsed onto him, breathing hard as she recovered from her sublime release.

“Wow, what an orgasm! I’ll have cum seeping into my panties for hours. You were fantastic,” she said. “It’s a pity you have no money left. I’d love to negotiate with you again.”

She got off him and raised one leg on the armrest of the couch to bare her pussy to him once again. Parting her lips, he could see her hymen was still intact and weeping creamy cum. Before he could regain his wits, she collected her coat and bags, planted a soft kiss on his cheek and left.

He sat in a daze as he heard the limousine’s engine roar to life and his dream girl drive away. Despite everything, he wondered how many men had been lucky enough to drink Charley Button’s divine milk. He realised the price of her virginity had never truly been open for negotiation. With milk that incredible, she could dictate terms. And why part with her virginity when so many men were willing to part with their money? And like all the other men, she had teased, tortured and tricked him out of his money with her milk.

He wrestled with his bonds, still tasting her sweet, addictive milk on his lips. He was right back where he had started two weeks ago. At least he still had a job, even though she had played him for a fool and left him with a numb, caged and unsatisfied cock. But if he could get another chance to taste her milk, he would do it all over again. So, the first thing he planned to do once he got himself free was head down to the grocery store to buy another lottery ticket.


Acupleasure

Evelyn was on her fifth business trip to Japan this year, and she still had two more scheduled before she could take a break. She badly needed a holiday, as the trips were physically and emotionally taxing. Each trip was three weeks of non-stop business meetings. That meant long days, a different hotel and bed each night, and no time for herself. In all the time she had spent in Japan, it occurred to her how little she had seen or experienced the people, country or culture.

If she wasn’t paid so well, she would have asked her boss to share the trips between the other Business Development Managers. But that was why he paid her so well. The others didn’t get the same results. She had the edge in experience, qualifications and looks.

Naturally, nobody ever mentioned her looks when praising her achievements, but it was naïve to think they had no influence. She had all three of the magic feminine Bs: blond hair, blue eyes and big boobs. As well as her secret weapon, the one nobody knew about.

Just as many Japanese people had a fascination with Western culture, the men found her Amazonian beauty captivating because it differed from Japanese women. But she wasn’t the only blue-eyed blond these men had ever met. It was her milkmaid pheromones that made them go stupid in the head and hard below the belt. Although her gift lay dormant, she still effused a natural scent like the freshest, sweetest milk.

If she still had it, the men at her business meetings would have boners under the boardroom table and a raging urge to jerk off immediately afterward. But enough remained to boost her other feminine charms.

The gift of milk was the sole reason for her spectacular rise from sales assistant to international BDM in only a few short years. At the start of her career, she had naively believed there was now equality in the workplace, but she never got the breaks of her male counterparts. She had been just as ambitious and capable back then as she was now, if not more so. And she had seen how other women weren’t afraid to flaunt their feminine virtues for success.

Back then, she had been adamant in her determination not to sleep her way to the top. Meddling with hearts and cocks was a risky business, and could propel her straight to the bottom as fast as she could rise to the top.

The solution had happened one night when she had been masturbating to ease the tension of the day. She had pinched her nipples during orgasm and had experienced a second wave of pleasure as droplets of milk had flowed from her breast.

Men and women, straight or gay, no one was immune to the addictive allure of a milkmaid’s cream. So Evelyn decided to become a living aphrodisiac. She took drugs and hormones, and used oils and creams to encourage her milk. She tried anything and everything to gain a competitive edge.

But her milk didn’t blossom until she met a young Asian masseuse. The girl had fingers that worked like magic, stimulating her breasts until they were bursting with cream. Looking back, it felt like she had made a deal with the devil. Or perhaps a she-devil. All the same, her body changed as her breasts swelled with milk, releasing her milkmaid pheromones.

With her secret weapon active, Evelyn soon passed her manager in quarterly sales figures. The company promoted her. She soon surpassed the national sales team, so they moved her to international sales.

Now in Japan, a country with a business culture based on trust and reputation, the company’s Japanese clients wouldn’t deal with anyone but her. If she still had her milk and didn’t care about making good deals, she could fleece them for a fortune.

It had been a curious journey. Her milk had skyrocketed her to incredible success. Now she had that success, she had no time to nurture her milk, and had to work her butt off like everyone else. While she had always wanted people to recognise her for her business acumen, her continuing success came at a price. She was overworked, lonely and strung out, much like the frustrated girl she had been at the start.

The taxi deposited her at her latest hotel. Her heels clicked on the tile floor as she made her way to the reception to check in. She barely took any notice of her surroundings, as she felt so drained. It was hard to force a smile after smiling all day, but she managed one for the receptionist, who was polite and accommodating.

“I’ll need room service too,” she said.

Glancing across the foyer, she saw the restaurant was full of people dining, laughing and enjoying one another’s company. It had a cosy atmosphere, with ferns for a fresh touch and soft, warm light from the large, green paper lantern lampshades. It looked so inviting, but dining alone was always a sombre experience, which was why she usually ate in her room.

“Cancel that,” she said, swallowing her pride. “I’ll eat in the restaurant tonight. Look, this might sound like a bit of an odd request, but I don’t suppose you could organise someone to join me for dinner.”

The receptionist nodded, as if people made this request all the time. “Would you care for a gentleman or a lady?”

Evelyn laughed uncomfortably. She realised she had asked for an escort, which people usually interpreted as a request for sex. All she actually wanted was company. After weeks of non-stop meetings with men, she needed a few hours with a woman to talk about anything but business.

“A lady,” she said.

The receptionist looked at her with an even expression. “Do you want me to charge the expenses to your room?”

Evelyn quickly handed the woman her personal credit card, but didn’t offer an explanation. The receptionist didn’t ask for one.

“What time will you be dining?”

“Eight o’clock,” said Evelyn.

The receptionist tapped her keyboard. “I’ve reserved you a private table for two. You’ll be joined by Mika this evening. She speaks very good English. Can I help you with anything else?”

Evelyn felt her cheeks burning from the exchange, so she thanked the receptionist and made a quick exit. As she made her way to her room, she wondered why she felt so guilty about requesting company. Having such a busy career had left a big hole in her life, more specifically, her love life.

And the adoration of countless besotted men didn’t compensate for it either. If only they knew the truth: that she no longer had her milk. It was a gift that needed care, attention and constant nurturing. She never knew how much she loved having it until it was gone.

With little to do after freshening up, she decided to head down to the restaurant. She could have a few drinks while she waited for Mika to arrive. The restaurant atmosphere was warm and inviting. She adored the way they had arranged the tables, so each set of diners had privacy, but shared the buoyant sounds of laughter and merriment.

She was surprised when the Maître D said her guest had already arrived. He took her coat and led her to a table on the far side of the restaurant away from the other guests. An elegant Japanese woman dressed as a geisha stood to greet her as they approached. She wore her shimmering black hair in a comb-wrapped bun, an informal version of the traditional wig, as it was clearly her own hair. Her face was round, with large almond-shaped hazel eyes and full cherry-red lips. She also wore heavy white foundation, making her look very much like a living doll.

For a moment, Evelyn thought she recognised the girl. She shook off the idea. With a fatigued mind, they all seemed familiar. The mind had a bad habit of seeing patterns where they rarely existed.

But Mika’s kimono grabbed her attention. The girl had a slender figure and pert breasts, and filled out the silk robe in a very seductive way. It was solid blue, like the sky on a fine autumn day, with intricate silver embroidery. Where the robe folded across her breasts, there was a curious pattern, like an elongated V sitting on top of a small diamond.

Mika pressed her palms together at her breast and bowed. The Maître D seated them both, poured sparkling water and allowed them a moment to get comfortable.

“Mika, I presume,” said Evelyn. She wondered if she should offer her hand, then thought better of it. Japanese culture wasn’t touchy-feely and handshakes were rare outside the business world. “My name is Evelyn.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” said Mika. She had the soft, high-pitched voice of a Japanese girl, but spoke very good English, like she had lived overseas for many years.

“Mika is a beautiful name. What does it mean?” said Evelyn.

“Mi means ‘beautiful’ and ka means ‘fragrance’,” she replied.

“Beautiful fragrance… how lovely,” said Evelyn. She remembered how she had possessed a beautiful fragrance too, when her breasts had been full of milk. She couldn’t shake the idea that she’d met Mika before, but she couldn’t place where or when. Again, she disregarded the idea, putting it down to fatigue and a frustrated imagination.

“Are you visiting for business or pleasure?” said Mika, breaking the ice.

“Business, business and more business,” said Evelyn. “I can’t remember the last time I travelled for pleasure.”

The Maître D returned and took their order. Evelyn was at a loss, so Mika volunteered to order for them both. She spoke to the Maître D in Japanese, and while Evelyn was learning the language, she had trouble keeping up. There was definitely mention of saki though.

Mika proved to be an expert conversationalist. While Evelyn didn’t want to talk business, she had little else to discuss, and Mika hung on her words as if they were highly entertaining stories. They drank warm, sweet saki, which helped loosen Evelyn’s tongue and inhibitions, and before long they were trading jokes like a pair of old friends. The food was exceptional, prepared simply with the best ingredients in small bites.

“You’re very successful for such a young woman,” said Mika. “You must be very good at your job.”

Evelyn winced inside. Yes, she was good at her job, but she would never have come so far without her milk. And now she didn’t have it, she missed it. The irony was she now did more work than anyone else on her team to keep up with her success. It was unsustainable, slowly wearing her down. Was this the price she had to pay for making a deal with the devil?

“I was lucky… in the right place at the right time,” she replied.

From the corner of her eye, Evelyn noticed the receptionist speaking with the Maître D at the entrance. The young woman kept looking in their direction as if concerned. The Maître D said something to reassure her, so she returned to her desk in the foyer. Glancing at her watch, Evelyn saw it was now eight o’clock. She suddenly felt embarrassed, as if everyone knew she had requested an escort for the evening.

Mika seemed to sense her discomfort. She held up a small pickled cucumber between her chopsticks. “What’s the difference between hungry and horny?” she said.

Evelyn’s unease immediately evaporated. She snorted a laugh and shrugged.

“Where you stick the cucumber,” Mika replied.

Evelyn bit her lip, remembering how the receptionist had asked her how she wanted to pay for Mika’s services. The girl didn’t deserve to have other people getting a slice of her fee.

“I wish I could pay you in cash,” she said. “I’m enjoying your company, but the hotel insisted I pay for your time with a credit card.”

Mika bit her cucumber in two. “That’s not what the slot is used for,” she said with a wry smile.

It took Evelyn a moment to work out the joke. She laughed, embarrassed that it had taken her so long to get it. Then it struck her. Mika was warming her up for sex. Everyone had assumed this was the purpose of Evelyn asking for company. She looked inside herself for a moment. Was it true? Would sex fill the gaping void in her life? If not, what would?

“You’re very good at keeping me talking about myself,” she said. “What about you? What do you do when you’re not entertaining lonely foreign visitors?”

Mika pursed her cherry-red lips. “I practise the art of acupleasure,” she said, lowering her eyelids.

“Acu-pleasure,” parroted Evelyn, sounding out the unfamiliar word. It sounded mysterious… and exciting.

“I’m sure you’ve heard of acupuncture, inserting needles into the body for pain relief,” said Mika. Evelyn nodded. “And acupressure, massage for channelling the life energy which flows through the meridians in the body?”

“Of course,” said Evelyn.

“Acupleasure is similar. But instead of pain, it’s performed for pleasure. And always by a woman for another woman.” Mika gestured to the symbol on her robe. “This represents the seven points of greatest pleasure for a woman, her sacred G-spots. Our practice honours the divine feminine, her rich and complex sexuality. No boys allowed.”

Evelyn looked at the shape, counting the points. As the elongated V intersected the diamond, she could only count six. She decided not to ask about the seventh point, not wanting to look foolish.

“So, what do you use? Needles or pressure?”

“Neither,” said Mika. She winked. “How does a lesbian communicate love?”

Evelyn shook her head and smiled, enamoured with this enchanting Asian beauty.

Mika leaned across the table and answered in a conspiratorial whisper, not that any other diners could hear. “By speaking in tongues.”

She waited for Evelyn to stop laughing before continuing. “And if you’ll forgive me for being direct, you look like a woman who needs my services.”

The situation became deadly serious in a heartbeat. Evelyn didn’t want to admit it, but Mika was right, as if the girl could see her need for whatever was missing in her life.

Before she knew it, they were heading back to her room, walking a short distance apart like two lovers hiding their secret from the rest of the world. Wordlessly, they stole into Evelyn’s room. She expected Mika would want to take her over to the bed, but instead, she guided her to the bathroom.

It was a luxury hotel, and the bathroom was as large as a standard hotel room by itself. It had floor to ceiling glass walls, leading to marble tiles, and elegant tap ware and fittings in the open-plan design.

Mika paused at the door, with her arms outstretched. As if she undressed Evelyn every day, she went about removing her clothes. Evelyn closed her eyes and focused on breathing. She felt strange about this intimate encounter with another woman, and how comfortable and natural it felt. She had never felt this way about another woman before. Why was Mika different?

When she opened them again, she saw Mika had stripped her naked. The glamorous geisha had folded each item of clothing and arranged them on the dresser as if they had just come from the laundry. Then she undid the belt at her waist, removed her kimono and hung it on a hook. She was also naked underneath.

Evelyn marvelled at her slender body, with her burnished golden skin, in stark contrast to her pale make-up. Her breasts were pert and upright, with dark, appetising nipples. Her sex was smooth and hairless. She looked like a doll, a fantasy of a beautiful woman given perfect form.

Mika led her into the bathroom and turned on the shower, filling the room with steam. She guided Evelyn to the hot spray to wet her down.

“Let me lead,” said Mika. “In this practice, there is as much pleasure for the giver as the receiver.”

Evelyn’s voice caught in her throat. She closed her eyes and allowed Mika to wash her. She was gentle as she worked the mint and lime soap over Evelyn’s body, her fingers seeming to know every curve as if she’d handled them before. The scent of the soap was cleansing, refreshing and invigorating. Allowing Mika to wash her felt familiar and natural, not like two strangers who had never seen one another naked together before.

Mika was very thorough, washing every part of Evelyn’s body, lingering to massage the soap into the crease of her bottom, down her legs and between her toes. It felt like a massage with hot water and soap. Even the way Mika tweaked her nipples as she washed her breasts was relaxing and exciting.

Mika turned her around, so they were face to face. She had a serious look in her eye. “We’d better do something about that bush,” she said.

Evelyn giggled. Mika seemed to know exactly when to put her at ease. “I don’t get much time for personal grooming,” she said. “And lovers have been few and far between recently. Or rather… nonexistent.”

Mika sat her on the edge of the toilet. She fetched shaving cream and a cutthroat razor. Evelyn felt the excitement swell in her pussy as Mika lathered cream over her mound. She felt the blade scraping across her skin, removing the hair and leaving it perfectly smooth in its wake. Mika shaved her like an expert, needing only one stroke of the razor each time, without giving her the smallest nick or cut.

“The pleasure is much greater if you are bare and sensitive,” said Mika.

They returned to the shower, where Mika washed away the remains of the soap and shaving cream. Then she combed Evelyn’s hair, turned off the hot water, and arranged folded towels on the tiled floor as a makeshift bed.

Evelyn lay down and rested her head on the soft towel. Mika arranged others to support Evelyn’s knees with her legs spread, and under the small of her back. Mika knelt between Evelyn’s legs, licking her cherry lips and breathing evenly.

She lowered her head to Evelyn’s stomach, extended her long tongue and delved into Evelyn’s belly button. At first, it felt odd to have Mika’s hot, slippery tongue circling her navel, but as it excited her senses, she longed to discover what else Mika could do.

Mika paused. “The stomach is the centre.”

She traced her finger from Evelyn’s navel to each breast. Evelyn understood. This was the elongated V in the symbol on Mika’s kimono. Mika leaned forward and took one of Evelyn’s nipples between her teeth. She flicked the sensitive bud with the tip of her tongue, sending sparks of pleasure through Evelyn’s breast. The tingling lingered as she moved to the other nipple and back again.

Evelyn heard herself moan as she surrendered to the pinpoint pleasure of Mika’s tongue. Mika teased her relentlessly, until every nerve in her chest pulsed with excitement. Mika worked her way back to Evelyn’s navel, reigniting the spark with her tongue. It felt like she was slowly flicking switches, exciting one part of Evelyn’s body at a time, leaving them stimulated and aching for more.

Mika revealed the second shape in her symbol, the lower half of the diamond, three more points of pleasure. First, she sent spasms of pleasure through Evelyn’s hips, finding the soft flesh and cluster of nerves in the crease between her pubic mound and thigh. She moved to the other side, making the tension build deep in Evelyn’s sex. Mika was so close to her clitoris, yet so far away.

The final point of pleasure was the rosette of her forbidden entrance. Mika probed the tight ring with her tongue, loosening the seal, sending spasms of joy through Evelyn’s body. It increased the ache in her chest, the tension deep in her sex, adding to her growing need to cum.

Mika circled the six points, keeping each one tingling, sparking and popping with pleasure. Evelyn searched for her release, but it was like she couldn’t reach it without Mika providing the trigger. The strain spread through her thighs and chest, tightening her stomach, and turning her pussy into a hot well of aching desire.

She wanted to beg for release, but couldn’t form the words. If bliss could become agony, she was fast reaching that point. Mika continued to tease and torture each point of her body with her hot, wet tongue. It drove Evelyn past the point of conscious awareness until she was floating in a void of desperate need for release.

Out of the blue, Mika stopped cold, leaving Evelyn a quivering mess of pent up desire and unresolved tension. She heard Mika draw a deep breath. She exhaled slowly, using a single breath to pass over all six points again, before finishing at Evelyn’s pussy. The last wisp of her hot breath on Evelyn’s clitoris triggered her release.

Her body awakened, feeling sublime as her orgasm hit her full force. Milk flooded from her nipples. It was back. She was awash with it, flowing from each breast with every breath. It ran over her breasts and down her stomach to mix with the molten cream flowing from her sex. She lay motionless in a milk bath of her own creation, experiencing her orgasm as if time had come to a stop.

As Mika’s lips touched her own, she drew breath again, as if she had departed her body for a time, only to return to experience Mika’s sweet cherry kiss. She lay helpless as Mika washed her again, tenderly cleaning away her precious milk and the nectar of her sex. She felt lightheaded and needed Mika’s support as she helped her to bed. Mika smoothed Evelyn’s hair from her face and planted a soft kiss on her forehead.

“Sleep. Your gift has returned. Nurture it,” she said.

Evelyn watched Mika put on her kimono in a state of dazed awe. “How will I find you again?” she said.

Mika turned off the lights. “I’ll find you.”

Evelyn heard the soft click as the hotel door locked itself, before falling into a deep, divine and dreamless sleep.

* * *

The next morning, Evelyn felt like she was floating on a cloud of pure happiness. She went to reception to pay the bill, ready to face the day and whatever challenges it threw her way. And whatever Mika had charged her for the extras, she was more than happy to pay. The evening had been priceless. The receptionist presented her with a printout of the bill. Evelyn ran through the items on the list, but she couldn’t find a single line for Mika’s expenses, or the meal at the restaurant.

“There’s been a mistake,” she said. “You’re missing the expenses for my company last night. And I was hoping you could give me Mika’s contact details so I can book her again.”

The receptionist checked the bill. “There’s no mistake,” she said. “Mika cancelled at the last minute.”

Evelyn blinked, trying to understand what had happened, and why no one had said anything about it until now.

“I was on my way to apologise, but the Maître D said you already had company,” said the receptionist. “Your meal is complimentary for the inconvenience. Did you enjoy your stay with us?”

Evelyn nodded and paid the bill. She walked across the foyer feeling disconnected from reality. If Mika had cancelled, who had she spent the evening with and what did the mysterious woman want? Was she Evelyn’s milk-inducing fairy godmother? Was it blind luck? Or an accident of fate?

The breath caught in her throat as she realised the truth. Now she was rested, she remembered why Mika seemed so familiar. It was all in the eyes, and why she was so comfortable in her presence.

She remembered the young, pretty Japanese girl who had appeared at just the right time in her life to bring out her milk. Back then, her name had been Jade, or Jasmine, or something. All those massages had felt so natural at the time, manipulating her breasts to make them produce a milkmaid’s white nectar. Mika may not have worn a geisha’s make-up or kimono back then, but her eyes hadn’t changed.

If there was one universal truth in the business world, you got nothing for nothing.

Evelyn had woken up wondering how she could find Mika. Now she felt certain their paths would cross again. And if this was a deal with a she-devil, when they did meet, how would Mika exact her dues? What fee would she charge for the precious gift she had bestowed upon Evelyn of wealth, success and priceless milk? Evelyn shivered. The next time, she felt certain she would recognise her, which meant she would have to ask.


Long-Lost Daughter

Quentin examined the supermarket shelves like a man possessed. There were no walnuts, not even residual crumbs. This was a crisis, as no other nut would do. Walnuts looked like miniature brains, so they weren’t hard to pick out from the other nuts on the shelves. There were also studies that said they were good for the human brain, in particular memory, which was why he needed them so much.

He scratched his chin, wondering what he could use as a suitable substitute for the precious brain food. At the same moment, there was a loud metallic crash, and his trolley jarred in his hand.

His mother had once said, before she’d lost her short-term memory, that changes in life often felt like car crashes. One moment you’re driving down the road of life without a care in the world, and the next, you’re wondering how the world suddenly got turned upside down. From the way he was feeling about the lack of walnuts, a trolley crash felt much the same.

“Jeez! I’m so sorry, Mister!”

Quentin looked up. The owner of the ridiculously cute girly voice smiled at him. It took a moment for him to realise what had happened. Somehow, in an empty supermarket aisle, she had T-boned him clean in the middle of his trolley like a major car crash.

He forgot his concerns about finding walnuts, as the sight of her stole his breath. She looked about eighteen, with light-brown hair tied in pigtails, hazel eyes, and a smattering of freckles across her tiny, pert nose. He swallowed. She was very beautiful, with a slender, nubile figure that she wasn’t embarrassed to show off in a tight pink sweater and a matching short skirt.

Her smile evaporated with concern. “Are you okay? Can you speak?” she said.

“Uh… yes. I’m fine.”

She bounced on her toes, making her pigtails flap. “Oh, good! This place is so busy, it’s impossible to avoid crashing into people sometimes.”

Quentin looked up and down the aisle. They were the only two people in the bulk foods section. And his trolley was parallel to the shelf, tucked in close to allow people to get past. It was a miracle of trolley manoeuvrability that she’d been able to collide with him at all, let alone T-bone him at a right angle.

She peered into his trolley. “You can tell a lot about a man by his groceries, so that makes you very mysterious. I like a man of mystery. So far, you have lots of greens, berries, fresh salmon, tea and coffee. Wow! What are you planning to cook with all that?”

“Walnuts,” he said, feeling completely confused. Why was this beautiful young girl trying to make conversation with an old fool like him?

She looked at him with her big hazel eyes, unperturbed by his unusual response. Some men found women difficult to understand, no matter how much wisdom they accrued with age. He included himself in that group.

“I mean, I’m also looking for walnuts,” he said. “This is all brain food, or so I’m told.”

“Wow! That’s cool,” she said. She curtsied, lifting her short skirt, and extended her hand. “Hi, I’m Macy. What’s your name?”

Quentin blinked repeatedly, trying to make sense of his eyes. If he wasn’t mistaken, she had just flashed her panties at him. There was no doubt about it. She was wearing a white pair with a big red love heart on the front.

He accepted her hand and gave it a gentle shake. “Quentin,” he said.

“Quentin,” she said, fluttering her eyelashes. “That’s a sexy name. I can tell you’re strong too. You know what they say about strong, older men…”

He waited for her to tell him. She didn’t.

“Er… no?” he said.

“That they have… you know…”

She raised a finger on each hand like two antennas about a foot apart. He was still completely lost.

“Well, nice to meet you, Macy. I’d better get back to my shopping,” he said, making his escape.

He didn’t want to be rude, but she was having an unusual effect on him and he wanted to get away as soon as he could. His temperature had gone up, his heart was beating fast and he couldn’t think straight. All the blood in his brain had rushed below his belt, making his cock ache from the image of her flashing her panties at him.

He did his breathing exercises to calm his nerves and continued shopping, hoping he wouldn’t run into her again down another aisle. Forgetting the walnuts, he paid for his groceries and headed for the car park, wondering why he felt strange about the chance encounter.

As he was loading his groceries into his car, he heard a second crash as two trolleys collided. He looked up and saw Macy again. She gave him a sheepish smile.

“Oh, jeez! I’m so sorry, Quentin. I was just heading to my car. I’m so clumsy.”

“Where’s your car?” he said, wondering how this could happen twice in quick succession.

She pointed to the far side of the car park. His car wasn’t even on her route.

“I take it this wasn’t an accident then,” he said.

She looked pleased by his response. “No. It sure wasn’t. I’m hitting on you. Can’t you tell?”

“Quite literally, it seems.” He paused as he processed what she’d said. Hitting on him? Like he was attractive to a hot, young girl? She had to be playing a practical joke on him.

“Me?!”

She bit her lip and shuffled her feet. “Why not? You’re handsome. You have the lean, triangular frame of a man who works out, with a tight butt and long, muscular legs. I’d sure like to find out which leg is best though. I bet it’s the one I could suck like a lollipop.”

He struggled for a response. There had to be something wrong with her. Why on earth was she talking about sucking his legs?

“Look, I’m flattered, but I’m old enough to be your father. Shouldn’t you be dating boys your own age?”

“I like older men, so you qualify. How old are you?”

“Forty-four,” he said.

She bounced on her toes. “Yummy!”

“And how old are you? You don’t look a day over eighteen.”

“Oh, no. I’m way older than that. I’m nineteen and a quarter.”

“Nineteen?”

“And a quarter… in a few weeks. But who’s counting? And why does age matter if two people like each other?”

“Like each other? I barely know anything about you except that you enjoy a demolition derby with supermarket trolleys.”

“Oh, I’ve never rammed anyone before. Only you. I got your attention, right? So what do you say? You want to date me?”

He closed his car door and pushed his trolley to the curb. “Look, I’m flattered. Honestly. You’re a lovely young woman, Macy, but I don’t do dates.”

She pouted and her lower lip quivered. He climbed into his car, feeling awful, but it was better for them both. She should be dating boys her own age, and he had responsibilities that didn’t give him room for relationships.

He started the engine, waved goodbye and drove off. Glancing in the rear-view mirror, he saw her watching him as he drove away, not moving an inch, like he’d left her with a broken heart. It hit him like he had a block of ice lodged in his stomach. He told himself to forget it had ever happened, but it lingered with him all the way home.

Once he had unpacked the groceries, he set about planning what he would cook for dinner. The walnuts made a wonderful pesto if blended with spinach, olive oil, garlic and parmesan cheese, but that was off the menu.

While he scratched his head and tried to work out what he could cook instead, he heard the doorbell chime. He realised he had forgotten the sound it made, as he never heard it. They didn’t get visitors. He passed through the lounge to the foyer and pulled the front door open. This time, the sight before his eyes didn’t surprise him.

“Macy? What are you doing here?”

She gave him a nonchalant sigh. “Oh, I was just in the neighbourhood, so I thought I’d stop in and say hello.”

“You were in the neighbourhood? I never told you where I lived.”

She pursed her glossy pink lips. “Okay, I followed you home. But you should take that as a compliment. I’m not a stalker. Quite the opposite. I prefer having someone stalk me. You can stalk me if you like. Just as long as you do it properly, grabbing me by surprise, tying me up and forcing yourself on me.”

Before he could respond, he heard his mother stir. She had been asleep in the lounge and he wanted her to remain that way until dinner was ready.

“Quentin? Is somebody there?” she called out.

Macy tried to push past him and get into the lounge. “Who’s that? Are you married? You’re not wearing a ring. I checked.”

“That’s my mother,” he said, trying to usher her back to the front door.

“You’re forty-four and you still live with your mother?”

His mother sounded more urgent. “Quentin? Who’s at the door? Do we have visitors?”

He held Macy back, feeling very uncomfortable about putting his hands on her. “Yes, I still live with my mother. Her name is Valory. She has severe amnesia and I have to look after her. There’s nobody else. Is that okay with you?”

“Oh, that is so sweet, it gives me happy tingles. I knew you were a catch. Can I meet her?”

Macy wriggled past him again. It seemed he didn’t have a choice in the matter. She had obviously noticed he was nervous about body contact, and used his discomfort to manoeuvre him aside. She bounced into the lounge, coming face to face with Valory. They looked at one another for a long moment. Macy smiled. Valory looked like she had seen a ghost.

Quentin raised his hands before she erupted into one of her confused tirades. “Mum, this is—”

“I know who she is, Quentin.”

Quentin watched in awe as Valory planted her hands on the armrests of her chair and pulled herself to her feet. He blinked, unable to believe his eyes. She was standing by herself, after all these years. Her eyes focused, becoming steely blue, the way he remembered her when she was younger.

Valory raised her finger and pointed at Macy. He cringed as he waited for her outburst.

“She’s your daughter, my granddaughter. I would recognise her anywhere,” said Valory with absolute certainty in her voice.

He felt Macy’s soft, warm hand take his own, lacing her fingers through his and holding him tight.

“That’s right, Grandma. I’m his long-lost daughter. And he’s my daddy.”

Valory held out her arms. “Come here, child. Let me look at you.”

Macy let go of Quentin’s hand, much to his relief, and stepped up to meet his mother.

Valory gripped her by the shoulders and looked deep into her eyes. “Ah, you’re more beautiful than I ever imagined.”

Macy threw her arms around Valory and pulled her close. “Oh, Grandma, I’m so happy! Now we can be a family again!”

Valory accepted the embrace, then sat down again. The familiar unfocused gaze returned to her face.

Macy was suppressing a huge smile, but Quentin could see the light of excitement in her hazel eyes.

She stood on her tiptoes to whisper in his ear. “Yes, I like that. You can be my daddy. And I’ll be your naughty baby girl. Then you can put me over your knee and spank me until I cum.”

Quentin was feeling quite delirious about how the situation had gone from a trolley crash to a full-blown crisis. He wished she didn’t smell like raspberries. He needed something to dislike about her, and every reason he could think of was coming up short.

“You are not my daughter,” he said.

She fixed him with a wide-eyed gaze. “How do you know? I could be.”

“Oh, I’m sure.”

“How sure? Ninety-nine percent?”

He planted his hands on his hips. “Try one hundred.”

Macy poked him in the shoulder. “You can’t say one hundred without proof. We should get a DNA test.”

“I’m not getting a DNA test,” he said, backing away. The intimate contact was stirring feelings in him he would rather avoid, feelings he’d sacrificed to care for his mother.

Macy bounced on her toes. “Oh, no. We should definitely get a test. It’ll be fun. We can make a day of it. I’ll pack us a picnic, so after we’ve had our test we can go to the park. I’ll tell everyone who asks that you’re my long-lost daddy. And after we’ve eaten, we can go for a walk. Then you can take me behind a tree and molest me.”

Quentin’s jaw dropped. “Molest you? I would never do that. You’ve got the wrong impression about me. I’m not some middle-aged pervert.”

“Oh, I know people say you can’t teach an old dog new tricks, but I know I could teach you a few things. C’mon, it’ll be fun. You could hold me against a tree with your hand over my mouth and put your other hand up my skirt to touch my pussy.” She put her hand over her mouth and looked at him wide-eyed with fear as she acted out the fantasy, complete with her struggling cries for help.

He shook his head. “I’m not getting a DNA test.”

She giggled. “That’s okay. We can skip it. And we don’t have to go on a picnic either if you don’t want to, but I really want you to take me behind a tree and molest me.”

Quentin sighed with disbelief. This madness had to stop. He took Macy by the shoulders, marched her to the front door, herded her through and closed it behind her.

She opened the mail flap. “Tomorrow? After lunch?”

“Goodbye, Macy!” he said, and marched away.

* * *

Quentin got home from work, hung up his coat and put his briefcase on the foyer table. He heard voices coming from the lounge and checked his watch. The carer who looked after his mother during the day should have gone home a half hour ago. He marched into the lounge to find Macy sitting beside Valory on the couch. There was a big, colourful bunch of flowers arranged in a vase on the coffee table, and they were looking through brochures together. He hadn’t seen his mother looking so animated in years.

“Mum. Macy. Good evening,” he said, with a deliberate tone.

They both looked up. Macy beamed at him. Valory frowned.

“Shh, Quentin,” said Valory. “We’re busy.”

“Busy doing what?” he said.

“Choosing colours for my bedroom,” said Macy.

Quentin felt his shoulder muscles tense in ways they weren’t meant to knit together. “Your bedroom?”

“Yes, Quentin. She’s moving in with us. I won’t have my granddaughter living away from our family for a single day ever again,” said Valory.

Quentin cleared his throat. “Macy, can I have a word in the kitchen?”

He took her into the kitchen and closed the sliding doors behind them. Macy flung her arms around his shoulders and gave him a big, wet kiss on the cheek.

“I’m so happy!” she said.

He grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her away. “You can’t just move in!” he said.

“Oh, yes! That’s wonderful! Treat me rough, daddy. That’s how I like it. Slap me around like a bad girl and then punish me with your big daddy cock. Then I can be your dirty secret, your incest toy. And you can breed me every night so I get big milky breasts. I’ve always wanted breasts like a milkmaid.”

“Incest?! What the hell are you talking about? Until you crashed into me with a supermarket trolley, I didn’t even know you existed.”

She bounced on her toes. “Well, now you do, we have to make up for lost time. Don’t lie to me, Daddy. I know you want me too. I can see the bulge in your pants.”

Quentin paused for a moment. She was right, as his erection was showing. He’d neglected his sexual desires for so long, he often forgot he had them at all. She moved into his personal space and he smelled her sweet raspberry scent. She was adorably cute, but she was half his age. It wasn’t right.

She put her hand on his cock and it twitched. Despite the confused thoughts spiralling around his mind, his cock was clear about what it thought about the situation. He felt Macy’s hot breath on his neck as she whispered into his ear.

“Oh, yes! That’s what I want. I want your big daddy cock breeding me every night, so I get pregnant with big milky tits. And every day you can suck all the milk out so I make more. And when I’m all knocked up, we can go out together. People will ask about the baby, and we’ll have to tell them a bad man raped me. It’s only a little white lie, because you’ll be raping me every night.”

Quentin swallowed hard. The situation was so unfamiliar, the fear and excitement flowing through his veins felt paralysing.

“I could never do that to you,” he said.

Macy leaned closer and her lips parted, ready to receive a kiss. “Why not? Is there something wrong with me?”

Quentin backed away and hit the pantry door. Macy closed the gap between them, putting her small, warm hand on his swelling cock again.

“It would be wrong to force myself on you,” he said.

He heard the lack of conviction in his voice. Now she had planted the seed of desire in his mind, there was nothing to stop it from blossoming into full-blown lust.

“Listen, you’re a lovely girl, but I’m not relationship material. This can’t happen.”

She pressed her body close, and he felt her firm, perky breasts against his chest.

“But what about my needs, Daddy? After all the years we’ve been apart, I need you to claim me, to mark me with your seed.”

He tried to get away, but there was nowhere to go. “Macy, I’m not going to rape you!”

She pouted. “Not even just a little bit?”

“No!” He escaped her clutches, no matter how tempting he found her, and put the dining table between them. “And you’re not living here either. Please don’t take advantage of my mother.”

“It was her idea,” said Macy. “I just popped over to bring her flowers. If you cheer her up, she gets very chatty.”

Quentin blinked at her. Chatty? His mother hadn’t been chatty for nearly two decades. As if to prove the point, he heard Valory call out for Macy from the lounge.

“Coming, Grandma!” Macy opened the sliding doors, slipped through and looked back at him. “You could both do with a little cheering up,” she said.

He threw himself into his routine, wanting normality back in his life, but Macy’s comment lingered with him as he prepared the evening meal. And he couldn’t shake the fact that his mother responded so well to Macy too. She was a different person around Macy, or rather, more like the woman she had once been before her amnesia.

“Isn’t she just as pretty as a button?” said Valory, as she held Macy’s hand.

It was the fifth time she had made the comment, but reminding a person with amnesia that they were repeating themselves wasn’t helpful. Macy’s cheeks were rosy from blushing. She gave Valory a kiss on the cheek.

“And so are you, Grandma,” she said. “I bet you have hundreds of admirers. And I bet they all think about you when they are… y’know… jerkin’ the gherkin.”

Quentin nearly dropped the pot of bolognaise he was serving onto the spaghetti. He would never talk about that subject with his mother, even if it was a polite euphemism. To his surprise, his mother giggled. How could she bring out the best in Valory where so many other people had failed?

She had been right about changes in life feeling like car crashes. In a little over a day, Macy had changed both their lives forever. But he couldn’t possibly flirt with the idea that she could stay. Valory’s new lease of energy would only be temporary. One day soon, she would forget who Macy was, just as she forgot the names of the carers who came during the day. And she would find it traumatic to have a stranger living in her house. He would have to find a way to make Macy leave, regardless of the feelings she stirred in him too.

He busied himself with chores until everyone was ready to retire for the night. Valory insisted on having Macy help her to bed. Quentin checked on her after Macy had gone to the spare room. Macy had done a good job of tucking Valory in for the night. She looked peaceful and was snoring softly. He hadn’t seen her looking this way in many years.

When he went to his room, he looked at himself in the mirror with a fresh perspective. He’d neglected his own needs for so many years, he’d given up on the idea of having a relationship. Macy had been right. He worked out, looked after his body well and was in excellent shape. Why wouldn’t a woman find him attractive?

He slumped onto his bed. A woman… any woman… but not Macy. She was young enough to be his daughter. As soon as she matured, she would tire of him and look for a man her own age. Whichever way he looked at the situation, it could only come to an unhappy end.

There was a soft knock at the door, and Macy let herself into his room. She was wearing a tiny pink babydoll nightdress. He could see the full length of her shapely legs and far too much of her perky round breasts.

“I came to say goodnight, Daddy,” she said.

“Please don’t call me that,” he said, averting his gaze. The nightdress left so little to the imagination, he was fast developing an erection again. “My name is Quentin, and I’m not your father.”

“You don’t have to be my father to be my daddy,” she replied, sitting beside him on the bed. “A girl’s daddy makes her feel like a princess. He loves her passionately and ravishes her in bed. He’s always there to help her when she has a problem, or to correct her when she’s done something wrong. That’s what it means to be my daddy.”

“You know next to nothing about me,” he said. “What makes you so sure I can be any of those things?”

She put her hand on his thigh, much too close to his cock for his liking, but he didn’t want to be rude or cause a scene now his mother was asleep.

“People say there’s no such thing as love at first sight,” she said. “I used to think so too. But they are wrong. I was wrong. If you don’t believe in love at first sight, it’s because you’ve never felt it before. When I saw you in the bulk foods aisle, looking for walnuts, I knew you were the one for me.”

He looked her in the eyes for the first time since she’d come into his room. There was a light in her pale brown irises he’d never seen in anyone before.

“You… knew I was the one because I was looking for walnuts?” he said, feeling utterly dumbfounded by the situation.

She giggled. “No, silly. It was the way you were looking for walnuts. You were so intent on finding them, like it was a matter of life or death. You cared. In that moment, I knew you, like I could see your soul. And you have a beautiful soul which any woman could love.”

“That’s really… sweet,” he said.

Macy clapped her hands. “Good. Can I suck your cock now?”

He stood up, pulled her to her feet and ushered her to the door.

“Hell—Macy—no! We can’t be together like that. Look, you can stay the night, but in the morning, I want you to tell Valory that you have to leave. This could never work out well for any of us.”

“All right, Daddy. If you insist,” she replied.

He breathed a sigh of relief, expecting she would argue the point again.

“But if your big, throbbing daddy cock changes its mind, you know where to find me.”

“Goodnight, Macy,” he said, closing his door.

He leaned against it for a long moment, expecting she would try to make her way into his room again. She didn’t, so he quickly changed and went to bed.

Sleep eluded him for many hours. Against his will, better judgement, and the needs of his heart, she had somehow worked her way into his life. She made his cock and his heart ache, and he knew he would miss her terribly when she was gone. But it was for the best, and he knew he could learn to live with regret. There had been so much of it in his life. What did it matter if he lost her too?

* * *

Quentin arrived home with trepidation in his heart. It was going to feel strange to never see Macy again. The feeling evaporated as soon as he saw a moving truck parked on the drive. Two burly men in uniform were unloading the last boxes and carrying them inside.

As he walked into the foyer, he caught the sharp scent of fresh paint. Macy was directing the men where to place the boxes.

“Macy? What are you still doing here?” he said.

Macy squirmed with excitement. “I’ve moved in. I told Grandma that I had to leave and she said—”

“Over my dead body!” said Valory, coming to the foyer.

Quentin knew his mother could walk unassisted, but she did it so little, it was a shock to see her looking more capable by the day.

“You cut her loose once already. I won’t let it happen again.”

She had fire in her eyes, like she was going to give him a strong lecture about his responsibilities as a father. How could he tell her Macy wasn’t really her granddaughter? And how the hell had this become his fault?

He followed Macy upstairs, trying to figure out how he could get life back to normal. The smell of fresh paint was coming from the spare room, which was now clearly marked as her room with a large sign on the door.

Macy’s Room

KEEP OUT!

Unless you’re Macy

Or Daddy xxx

Peeking through the door, he saw the room now had pink walls. Macy was busy planning where she would put her belongings, which appeared to consist of too many clothes and fluffy toys.

“Macy, this is a disaster!” he said.

She threw her arms around him and hugged him like she hadn’t seen him for years.

“No, it’s perfect,” she whispered in his ear. “Destiny has brought us together at last. Now you can sneak into my room in the middle of the night and rape me. I’ll struggle and tell you it’s wrong, but I’ll always let you because I secretly want you to breed me with your big daddy cock. Doesn’t that sound wonderful? You can rape me all you like and make me pregnant. Then I’ll get big, milky breasts. Oh, Daddy, I want my tits overflowing with milk, so you can milk me every day like a milkmaid.”

Quentin felt quite addled by the overload of information. He didn’t understand half of what she said, but what made him more uncomfortable was how she could arouse him with her dirty talk.

“I’ll let you unpack,” he said, wriggling out of her grasp.

He felt stunned throughout the rest of the evening, especially after he found out his mother had also dismissed the day carers. She wanted Macy looking after her and no one else. But she needed proper care from a trained professional, not a young girl obsessed with sex, so she could get milky breasts.

After dinner, they went to the lounge to watch television before going to bed. He didn’t absorb any of the program. He felt like his mother, staring at the images flashing across the screen. In contrast, she actually appeared to be watching the program, as she had a wry grin on her lips.

Macy joined them after she had cleaned up the evening meal. Without asking his permission, she sat on his lap and hooked her arm over his shoulder. She was soft, warm and smelled so sweet. The intimate contact immediately made his cock go plump with desire.

“The washing up is all done, so now it’s daddy time,” she said, planting a kiss on his cheek.

“Um… Macy, I don’t think you should sit on my knee. You’re a grown woman, not a little girl anymore.”

It annoyed him that he was now talking and behaving as if he were her real father. Somehow the charade was becoming real.

“Oh, it’s fine, Daddy. Why don’t you pass me a cushion? I’ll put it on my lap, then you can put your hand up my skirt and molest me. I’ll be very quiet, even when you make me cum. Grandma will never know.”

“I… I can’t do that…” he said.

She leaned close to whisper in his ear. “Yes, you can! I’m not wearing any panties. My pussy is bare and smooth. It feels lovely with no hair. Don’t you want to touch it?” She planted more wet kisses on his cheek and at the corner of his lips. “And it’s so very tight. Imagine putting your big daddy cock in it, night after night, as you use me as your incest sex slave.”

He lifted her off his knee and put her on the couch beside him, needing to escape before he gave in to the wild cocktail of desire she evoked in him.

“I have to go to bed,” he said, using the first excuse that came to mind.

He fled to his room, changed and got into bed. He supposed he would just have to tolerate Macy until the inevitable happened, that his mother forgot who she was, or she changed her mind about him. As he considered the last part, he realised that was what scared him the most, having an intimate relationship and then losing her.

When he finally dozed off to sleep, he woke up again, realising Macy was climbing into bed with him.

“I’ve put Grandma to bed,” she said, snuggling into his back. “Now you don’t have any excuse not to take advantage of me.”

“Macy, you should sleep in your own room.”

“Oh, I can’t tonight. It smells of fresh paint. If you make me go back to my room, I’ll cry all night and then you’ll have to explain to Grandma why I have red, puffy eyes.”

No matter what he did, he realised there was no way he could avoid her. But he had to keep the key to his heart locked away, otherwise he would never get over the hurt of her leaving.

“I need to sleep. I have work tomorrow,” he said.

He felt her hand sliding around his waist, making its way to the vertical fly of his pyjama bottoms.

“I want to touch it,” she whispered. “I know it’s big. I can give you a nice hand job to help you sleep.”

He pulled her hand away. “You can stay in my room, but only tonight and only to sleep,” he said.

She wriggled into his back, and he felt the hardened points of her nipples grazing his skin through their nightclothes. “Okay. Goodnight, Daddy,” she whispered.

“Goodnight, Macy.”

Eventually he drifted off to sleep, with her scent filling his senses, and her warm, soft body pressed against his own. As much as she teased and tormented him, the torture of his aching erection was much worse.

* * *

Quentin woke up in the middle of the strangest dream. He’d been dreaming that a small, fluffy animal was crawling up his legs. As he woke up, he realised Macy was under the sheets, working her way up to his cock. He pulled off the sheets.

“Macy? What are you doing?”

“Getting my fix of daddy juice,” she said, as if the explanation were obvious. “That’s why men have cocks, so a girl has a big straw to suck all the yummy juice out of her daddy’s balls. That’s why I wear pigtails, so you have something to grab if you want to force your cock down my throat. I call them my blow job handles.”

He rolled away, escaping her eager hands. “I have to get ready for work.”

“What’s wrong? Don’t you want your daughter to suck your cock?”

He grabbed his work clothes. “Macy, you’re not my daughter! And one day, you’ll realise you didn’t fall in love at first sight. You’ve got a schoolgirl crush. I am not the man you think I am.”

She pouted in a way that made his heart ache as much as his swelling cock.

“Listen, I think you’re an amazing, smart and incredibly beautiful girl. You’re also very wise for a young woman of nineteen—”

“Nineteen and a quarter.”

He sighed. “Okay, nineteen and a quarter. But either way, you need someone your own age… someone better than me.”

He left her with that thought and went to the bathroom to shower and change. It was better to get the hurt out of the way as soon as possible. The longer this went on, the harder it would hit them both.

He buried himself in his work throughout the day, trying to push her as far as he could from his thoughts. But every time he paused, she was the first thing that came to his mind. He hoped she would consider his words and tell him it was over. As much as it hurt, it would be better when she had gone. His mother would forget her, even if she was angry about it for a while.

When he got home, he heard them both in the lounge. They were chatting and giggling like old friends sharing secrets and dirty jokes. He hung up his jacket and watched them both from the foyer. He hadn’t seen his mother looking so animated for many years, or a girl more beautiful than Macy in his entire life.

She looked up at him as she became aware he was in the room. Then she got up and went to the kitchen without saying a word. He kissed his mother on the cheek and followed her into the kitchen.

Macy was holding a tray. She walked up to him, put it on the floor and stepped onto it.

“Here, I’m offering myself to you on a silver platter,” she said.

He looked at her feet. “That’s plastic, not silver.”

She huffed. “Okay, I’m offering myself to you on a platter.”

“It’s actually a tray, and it’s green,” he said.

She rolled her eyes at him. “Oh, for heaven’s sake, Daddy! I’m offering myself to you on a green plastic tray. Look, it’s symbolic. Why do you always have an excuse? Why are you so scared of letting me into your life?”

He opened his mouth but couldn’t form the words he wanted to say. She answered the question for him.

“Because you’ve never given yourself the chance to have a relationship because you’ve had to look after your mother. So you built walls around your heart. And now, the fact you’re not willing to take a risk on love is depriving everyone of happiness.”

He shuffled his feet, lost for words.

She stepped closer, looking up at him with her big hazel eyes. “Oh! I see now!” she said. “I know the reason you’re one hundred percent certain that I can’t be your daughter. It’s why you’re afraid to touch me, and why you’re scared when I touch you.”

He looked at his feet, knowing she’d worked it out at last. He waited for her to say it, not wanting to offer the explanation himself.

“You’re a virgin,” she said. “And the more the years pass by, the more you’re afraid of what that means.”

He swallowed hard and nodded. “Macy, I meant what I said this morning. You’re incredible. I’ll only disappoint you. I’m a middle-aged man and I don’t deserve you, so it’s easier for me to push you away than let you into my life.”

She flung her arms around his neck and pulled him to her for a kiss. Her lips were soft and sweet, and she blew his mind with the expertise of her tongue. She pulled away and looked him deep in the eyes, not letting him escape her gaze.

“Oh, Daddy. I’m going to be your first and your last! Because you’re stuck with me for the rest of your life.”

He cracked a smile, realising there was no way he could ever escape the feelings he had for her now. As much as he wanted to hold on to the key to his heart, she’d stolen it from him anyway.

“But I’m still going to teach you how to be a dirty old man,” she said. “I have needs too you know.” She wiped the gloss from his lips with her thumb. “Now, I’ll go and look after Grandma while you get dinner ready. After I’ve put her to bed, I want you in my bedroom. No more excuses, Daddy.”

He nodded, even though the thought of having sex shot his nerves to pieces. There was no going back now. The car crash along the road of life had happened. He had to face it. And more to the point, he had to face the part of himself he’d kept repressed since he was a young man no older than Macy.

He couldn’t look at her throughout the evening meal. He felt too exposed, too vulnerable to the unconditional love in her eyes.

Finally, the moment arrived. He changed into his pyjamas and went to her room. The door was ajar and the light was on. He pushed it open to see pictures on the pink walls, shelves stuffed full of soft toys, a make-up table and a dresser. It was like she had lived with them for years, not a few days. He realised what she had meant about falling in love at first sight. It gave him the sense that he’d known her forever.

Macy sat on the edge of her bed wearing a tiny sheer pink nightdress that was so see through, she was almost naked. She stood up as he entered the room.

He drew a deep breath. “Okay. What do we do?”

She pressed her finger to his lips. “A lot less talking with our mouths,” she said. “Let your body do the talking.”

She unbuttoned his pyjama top and ran her hands across his broad chest. Then she pulled down his pyjama bottoms, leaving him naked as the day he was born. He felt exposed, scared and excited, and shivered under her touch.

She led him to the bed, sat him down and knelt between his legs. “Don’t worry, Daddy. I’ll take good care of you,” she said, as she reached for his cock. She drew a sharp breath as it swelled in her hand, becoming hard and erect. “Oh, I knew you had a big cock, but this is magnificent. And to think I’ll be the first and last girl ever to enjoy it. I am so lucky!”

She looked up at him and smiled. He gritted his teeth and wondered how long he could last. The simple feeling of her small, soft hands on his shaft made him want to explode. She cupped his balls on her palm and massaged them through her fingers. Then she lowered her lips to his cock and planted small, soft kisses along the length from the base to the tip.

He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to push his orgasm away. He was going to cum so fast he knew he would be a huge disappointment to her, but she skillfully avoided any trigger that would set him off. Her kisses were soft, avoiding the tip of his cock as she played with his balls. Her pigtails tickled his inner thighs as she expertly worked her way around his cock with her moist lips.

“It’s okay, Daddy. I know you need to cum. I want you to look at me when you do.”

He opened his eyes to see her looking back up at him, her warm gaze filled with love as she opened her mouth to take the head of his cock inside. He froze, overwhelmed by the flood of emotions and the incredible pleasure of her warm, wet mouth. She held his gaze as she sucked and flicked the head of his cock with her tongue, enjoying the look on his face as he experienced his first orgasm with a woman.

His balls tightened with the onset of his release. It felt like he’d experienced an electric shock, but a pleasurable one. His body shuddered as she sucked the first load of cum from his balls, without spilling a drop, or letting him escape her gaze. She moaned softly as he emptied himself into her mouth, like tasting each jet of cum gave her just as much pleasure.

She licked her lips and swallowed. “Mm… that was yummy. And now we’ve relieved the pressure, you’ll be good to go for a while longer.”

She eased him back onto the bed, so he was resting against the pile of pillows. Slipping the spaghetti straps of her nightdress over her shoulders, it fell to the floor. It was the first time he had seen a woman naked in the flesh. She looked so beautiful, he knew he would never forget the moment as long as he lived. She pulled the ties from her pigtails, letting her light brown hair spill over her shoulders and down her back. He gazed at her with wonder and awe, appreciating every curve of her body, from her pert, round breasts to her feet.

She climbed onto the bed and straddled him between her thighs. “There’s no need to worry, Daddy. Just do what comes naturally.”

She nursed his cock back to hardness and eased the head into her pussy. He felt the wetness, heat and the tight grip as she worked him inside. It felt amazing, and he couldn’t escape the thought that he’d missed out on this amazing pleasure all his life. As he looked into her beautiful eyes smiling back at him, he realised he hadn’t missed out. In the mysterious way destiny worked, he knew Macy was meant to be his first. She was the lover he’d never had as a young man, sent to save him before he was lost to love altogether.

“Oh, you’re so big,” she said, as she eased herself onto his cock. “It feels so good, I want your fat daddy cock splitting me open every day.”

He reached out and took her by the waist, wanting to feel her soft skin and gorgeous curves, giving in to his desire. He understood now. Macy enjoyed talking dirty, because she wanted him to be as obsessed with her as much as she was obsessed with him. She wanted to make him desperate to have her as often as he could. Now he was buried balls deep in her pussy, there was no going back.

“You fill me up so much, there’s no room left,” she said with an aching sigh.

As she rolled her hips, he felt the incredible joy of sliding in and out of her sex. There was intense pleasurable friction with each penetration, and the desire for more as he came out. If she hadn’t made him cum once already, there was no way he would have lasted more than a few thrusts.

He slid his hands up her slender waist, and over her flat stomach to her firm, full breasts. She had told him to do whatever came naturally, so he took her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. They were hard, so he teased them, pinching, pulling and stretching them in time with each roll of her hips.

“Oh, Daddy, it hurts!” she moaned.

He paused, worried he had hurt her.

“No, don’t stop! The hurt feels so good!”

He understood exactly what she meant. The pleasure was so intense, it was indistinguishable from pain, building as an ache that demanded explosive release.

She squealed, and he worried he had actually hurt her, but it morphed into a shuddering moan of pure pleasure. He felt warm liquid on his fingertips. Thick white cream was flowing from her nipples, running over his hands and down her breasts.

“Oh, Daddy! You’re milking me!” she groaned, freeing herself from his grasp to put her nipple to his lips.

He took her nipple in his mouth and sucked at her cream. It was warm, sweet and fragrant, like vanilla and honey. She rode him harder, and he felt her grow hotter and wetter inside. He worked her other nipple with his hand while he drank her milk, keeping it flowing from her breast. Then he swapped, enjoying the fresh flood of white nectar filling his mouth.

“Oh, I can’t stop cumming!” she moaned.

She bucked her hips, and he felt a flood of hot pussy cream drench his cock as she hit the peak of her orgasms. It triggered his release and he pumped himself dry inside her. Their moans became one as they wallowed in the pleasure of sweet release until they were breathless and spent.

She collapsed onto him like a rag doll, and he wrapped his arms around her to hold her tight. They lay together, still joined at the hips for a long while. Then she wrapped her arms around his neck and held him tight.

“See how perfect we are together, Daddy? We lost our virginity together, you as a man, and me as a milkmaid. I thought I needed to get pregnant, but all I needed was you. All it took for my milk to flow was a perfect moment of happiness. And I’m perfectly happy right now, right here with you.”

She pressed her nose against his and stared deep into his eyes. “Are you okay? Can you speak?”

It was the first thing she had said to him when she’d hit him with her trolley only a few days ago. Then, the shock of the crash had bemused him. Now, he felt more certain of himself than he ever had in his life.

“I feel like a man half my age,” he replied.

And it was true. He felt vibrant, full of energy, ready to embrace this new chapter of his life with his whole heart. He realised exactly what these strange, but wonderful emotions meant.

“I… I love you, Macy,” he said.

“You’re just saying that because you have your cock inside me,” she said with a breathy giggle. “But I love you too, Daddy. Now, are you too tired? Or can you get it up and milk me again?”

He rolled her over so he was on top as his cock swelled to hardness again. Then he took her nipple in his mouth and listened to the sweet sound of her moans as he excited her toward another milky orgasm.
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