

Milked by My Master

By DeeDee Cupps

I was never really very big, up top. By the time I turned eighteen, I wasn’t even an AA cup. I didn’t mind, but a lot of guys seemed to think it made me look younger than I really was. I didn’t mind playing that up to get what I wanted out of them, namely, domination. When I first went to a fetish club (for my twenty first birthday), then I found out they’d just been assholes who liked it rough. My first real dom taught me how to be a proper sub.

I still remember when I met Adam. He was tall, lean, dark haired, green eyes. He had that four days of stubble look that always seems sloppy on some guys and hella hot on others. I’d been at the club for about an hour, dressed in my schoolgirl outfit - blonde hair in braided pigtails, shirt tails tied in a knot under my tiny tits to show off my flat stomach and pierced belly button, skirt short enough to flash my ass every time I moved, white knee socks and black platform mary janes. Normally when I wore this outfit, I got action inside five minutes. For whatever reason, I hadn’t attracted any attention. Slow night, I guess.

Then Adam walked in. He was wearing a black silk shirt unbuttoned to show off his pecs and tight, tight black jeans. Everything about him said “dom” - and a dom with money, based on the gold watch on his wrist. He walked in like he owned the place, glanced around the room, and headed straight for the bar. I decided to watch and wait. I wanted to get laid but I didn’t want to seem desperate.

He ordered a top-shelf Scotch and bantered with the bartender, another dom named Lady Maria. She was done up all in leather, showing off all her piercings. What wasn’t pierced was covered in tattoos. Her fiery red hair was pulled into a tight single braid, and her makeup was heavily into darks - purple, black, and just the slightest hint of blue. She’d dommed me once, and while hot, it had been just a little too intense for me. They chatted while she poured his drink, then she was off to help another customer. Adam turned his back to the bar and sipped his drink, surveying the room.

I was standing just near the dance pit, nursing my drink and playing with one pigtail, really playing up the “Lost Innocent Schoolgirl in the Big Bad Fetish Club”. Some doms were protectors, and got off on rescuing me. 

Adam spotted me right away. He looked at me, standing out like a bit of a sore thumb in a club full of leather-clad writhing bodies, and took a sip of his drink. He set it down and locked eyes with me, making sure I knew he wanted my attention. I looked at him and gave him my wide-eyed innocent ‘who me?’ look. He beckoned me over with one finger. Even that silent command from the other side of the room was enough to get me wet. I licked my lips and pointed at myself. He raised an eyebrow and nodded, pointing at the floor in front of him. I smiled shyly and walked across the room.

“Hi,” I said when I was close enough to be heard over the thumping music.

“I’m Adam,” he said, holding out one hand.

“I’m Kitten,” I said, using my club name. I didn’t want some random dude knowing my real name.

“How old are you, Kitten?” he asked, lifting his drink to his lips.

“How old do I look?” I asked, sipping my own drink. It was a subtle hint that I was obviously old enough to be in the club, even though I looked a lot younger.

“Too young to be in here.”

“Did you want to take me somewhere else?” Normally I wasn’t so obvious, but fuck it, I wasn’t getting any younger. Despite the outfit I was wearing.

He smirked. “And if I did, what would you say?”

“I dunno,” I teased. “Maybe I don’t wanna go.”

“No, I think this is no place for you, young lady,” he said.

I pursed my lips into a pout and stamped my foot. “But I wanna party!”

“I know where there’s a party you might like.”

“Yeah?”

“Do you want to go?”

“Well…” I tossed back my drink. “Okay.”

We went back to his place, of course. It was a gorgeous penthouse not far from the club. Me, I’d never had any furniture that wasn’t hand-me-down or yard sale special. Everything he owned was stunning, new, elegant. Open concept main area with a gorgeous view of the city through floor-to-ceiling windows.

Now, normally I wouldn’t have gone back to his place right away. But people in the fetish life tend to be better vetted than your usual club scene douchebags, so if there were any chance of me getting into trouble, Adam wouldn’t have been let in at all. Word spreads fast in small communities.

And I needed to get off and I knew the usual fanfic-and-vibrator combo wouldn’t do it. And he seemed like the dom for the job.

“Rules?” he asked once the door was closed behind him.

“Safe word’s ‘orange’,” I said. “No choking, no biting, nothing anal.”

“Hair pulling?”

“Love it.”

“Spanking?” 

“Go for it.”

“Names?”

“God, yes.”

He nodded slowly, thinking it over. “Kitten, come here.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so, you little brat.”

I felt my heartbeat pick up and warmth bloom in my pussy. I sauntered over to him, sullen and reluctant.

Fast as a whip, his hand shot out and grabbed me by the back of my head, pulling me close to him. “When I say come here, I mean now, Kitten.”

Holy shit, talk about instantly horny. Like, beyond horny. “What should I call you?” 

“Master.”

Fuck me I thought I couldn’t get hornier. “Yes Master,” I answered, husky with lust.

He wasn’t doing anything, just holding me by the back of my neck, pressed against his body. I could feel his erection through his pants, pressing into my bare belly.

“On your knees, Kitten,” he said, low and slow and quiet and menacing, and the trembling I felt wasn’t from fear, but from the rush of adrenaline shooting through my body.

“Yes Master,” I whispered, dropping to the floor. I licked my lips and opened my mouth, expecting a face full of his hard cock, but he just walked away. I whined my disappointment.

“Quiet, slut,” he said as he walked into another room - his bedroom, I’d soon find out.

Yes Master, I thought, feeling the shivering thrill of being properly dominated. This guy was good.

When he came out of the bedroom, naked, his lean body just muscular enough to be hot but not so muscular that it showed he spent all his time in the gym, a tiger tattoo on one hip, a good amount of chest hair, and a gorgeous, thick, eight inch fully erect cock bouncing and swaying hypnotically as he walked toward me, I just about creamed myself. Dear god, what did I do to deserve this epic fucking I was about to receive?

“You like looking at my dick, bitch?” he asked, swaying it in front of my face. I couldn’t help myself and I opened my mouth and leaned towards it.

He stopped me with one finger to my forehead. “Not so fast, slut. I asked you a question.”

“Yes Master.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I love looking at your dick, Master.”

“What do you want me to do with it, I wonder?”

“Whatever you like, Master.”

His hard cock spasmed and I knew I’d answered the right way. If I’d told him what I wanted, that wasn’t being a good sub. I had no wants but his wants, no desires but to please him.

He reached down and grabbed one pigtail. “You think you’re so smart,” he said, but I could see he wasn’t really angry. “On your feet, bitch, we’ll see how smart you are face down in my bed.”

“Ow ow ow!” I complained as he pulled my hair, lifting me up. It hurt, but a good hurt. I followed along behind him as he dragged me into the bedroom, pulling my braid so perfectly. 

He threw me on the bed and pulled my clothes off will I pretended to fight him off unsuccessfully, and when I was completely naked he flipped me over and pressed me down into his sheets - maroon satin, I remember thinking they were so utterly a man’s choice - holding me in place with his chest as his hands held my wrists and his knees forced my legs apart.

“Tell me, Kitten, what were the rules again?” he growled into my ear.

“No choking, no biting, no anal,” I said.

“And if I chose to ignore the last one?” he asked, trailing the head of his rock-hard cock down the cleavage of my ass cheeks, pressing into them.

“Orange,” I said, and he got off me right away, pulled away so fast it made me dizzy. 

I looked over my shoulder at him. He was standing a good three feet from the bed.  “Thank you… Master.”

“Good girl,” he said. “Shall we continue?”

“Yes please, Master.”

What followed was a fucking unlike anything I’d ever experienced. The power, the control, the trust that was so necessary in a dom/sub relationship was so utterly obvious between us. He spanked my tight ass, fucked my pussy raw, had me begging to let me come, and when it was over, when he’d come all over my face, and I’d had six or seven mind-blowing orgasms that left me shivering and spent, weak and dizzy, panting and sweaty, he carried me to his huge shower, washed me down, kissed and caressed every inch of me, the best aftercare I’d ever had.

“Did you want to spend the night?” he asked, sipping from a glass of water.

“I’d really like that,” I said, drying my hair. “But I have to work in the morning.”

“Let me call you an uber, then.”

“Thanks.” I hung up the towel and sent the ‘everything’s ok’ text to my bestie, Alicia. She was in the scene too, and we always kept tabs on each other. “So uh... Do you want my number or something?”

And that’s when I knew there was something special going on, because the look of surprise and genuine pleasure on his face told me he hadn’t expected that.

“I’d really like that, Kitten,” he said. 

“It’s Kate, actually,” I said, offering to shake hands, which seemed a little silly after he’d fucked my brains out. He took it, seriously, and kissed the back of my hand.

And that’s how I met the best dom - the best man - I’d ever met in my life. We got together a couple more times that month, each time better than the last, and after that we were seeing each other about once a week. Sometimes we’d just go out to dinner or a movie. Sometimes we’d go to the club. After a couple of months of that it started to be obvious that we were dating.

Adam was an exec at one of the bigger banks downtown. I worked in a call center doing customer service. You’d think we wouldn’t have much in common, but surprisingly, we did. Beyond the fetish scene, that is. We both liked dramatic films and thought action movies were fun but dumb. We both enjoyed asian cuisine. We both supported the same kinds of politics and were both fans of the same sports teams. Even our vanilla sex was good. Great, even. Just not as fulfilling as our dom/sub play.

There was only one thing that bothered me about us, and I finally brought it up one night after a particularly intense fet sex session. My wrists were sore from the handcuffs I’d been wearing so I guess I was in a bit of a cranky mood.

“How come you never play with my tits?” I asked him. 

He’d been drifting off to sleep and his eyes opened. “Hmm?”

“My tits,” I said again. “You’ve done everything to every other part of my body but them.”

He blinked himself awake, and frowned in concentration. “I guess… I didn’t want to make you self-conscious.”

“What? Why?”

“Because they’re so small,” he said. “It’s not like I can titfuck you.”

It was such a stupid thing to get upset about, because literally everything else between us was so amazing, but it hurt to hear him say that. “Oh.”

“Kate, listen,” he started.

“Just ‘cause we can’t titfuck?” I said, and felt stupid that there were tears in my eyes. “That’s why you never kiss my tits, or lick my tits, or bite my tits?”

“No biting, you said.”

“Fuck,” I said, rolling away from him and curling into a ball. “I’m sorry, this is so stupid.”

“Hey, no,” he said, putting a hand on my shoulder. “It isn’t. I didn’t realize it upset you. I’m not disinterested in your breasts, it’s just… I’ve never been with anyone as small as you are. All my techniques and ideas and experiences are with bigger tits. I don’t know how to handle yours.”

“I hate being flat-chested,” I admitted, the words spilling out of me as fast as the tears staining his satin sheets. “I wish I weren’t. But I can’t afford implants and they always look fake anyway and I’ve been teased my whole life and I fucking hate it.”

“Okay,” he said, not really knowing what to say. He just held me and let me cry. When I was done, he suggested, “Why don’t you tell me what you like about your breasts?”

“Not much,” I confessed.

“No, I mean, what do you like done to your breasts,” he explained. “Touching, sucking, um… whatever.”

“My nipples are super sensitive,” I told him, rolling onto my back to show him. He reached out and touched one, and it hardened to his touch. “All the nerves are there, just like a girl with massive boobs.”

He chuckled. “See, with past partners I’d be able to cup under their breast and play with their nipples with my thumb.” He turned his hand sideways on my belly, spreading his hand to demonstrate. Imagining my tits that big made me unexpectedly horny.

“Would… would you like that?” I asked. “If I had bigger tits?”

He looked into my face, trying to figure out what the right answer was, but I saw his cock move, starting to fill up, starting to harden.

“You would, right?” I asked, my heart beating faster. “If I had great big titties for you to fuck and suck?”

“Yes,” he admitted, and his cock stood up, proud and erect.

“I want that too, Master,” I said, pushing his shoulder to lay him down, then straddling his legs. “I want great big tits for you, Master. Only for you. Please can I have huge boobs, Master? Please?”

I raised myself over his hard cock, holding myself there, my pussy so hot and wet and ready for him.

“Is that what you really want, Kitten?” he asked, putting his hands on my hips and putting just enough pressure to pull me onto his cock that I had to fight to stay above him, pushing down onto his stomach with my hands.

“Yes Master, yes, oh please, yes, yes!” I screamed, impaling myself on his rock hard cock. I rode him harder than I ever had, came hard right away, imagining massive tits bouncing and jiggling on my chest as I fucked him.

I came at least twice more. That’s all I really remember because I am pretty sure I passed out.

The next morning at breakfast, while I fixed his coffee with cream just how he liked it, Adam asked me, “Last night… did you mean what you said? Or was that just Kitten playing?”

“About what?” I asked, bringing our coffee mugs over to the table. 

“Wanting to be bigger,” he said, taking a sip. He smiled at me, letting me know I’d gotten it perfect. “Your breasts.”

“Oh! I mean… yeah,” I admitted, blowing on my coffee to cool it. “But I can’t afford implants and they always look fake anyway.”

“I could pay for them,” he said, as easily as if he’d offered to buy me lunch from the food truck outside my job.

“Adam, that’s super generous, but…”

“But they always look fake anyway?”

“Yeah,” I said with a shrug. “I don’t want surgery.”

“Maybe there’s another solution,” he said, but he didn’t push the conversation. 

A week later though, we were on our way home from the club when he said, “Oh! I meant to tell you. I found something you might want to try.”

“What are we talking about?” Under my coat my outfit - composed entirely of leather straps - had started to chafe, and I wasn’t really paying attention.

“A hormonal supplement to increase breast size,” he explained. “It’s a daily injection into each breast, but it promises results in days.”

“That sounds… experimental.”

“It’s been approved for human trials in Europe,” he said. “A guy I know in one of our Swiss offices recommended it to me, his wife swears by it.”

“But we can’t get it here?”

“Sometimes it pays to have a boyfriend with international buddies,” he grinned.

“We can get some?” I asked, a sudden nervous flutter of excitement starting in my belly.

“He sent me some already.”

“Oh Master, Kitten is so happy,” I laughed, hugging him.

It was a small bottle filled with a clear liquid, and a disposable syringe. The label on the outside was in German or something but I recognized the words estrogen, progesterone, and prolactin.

“Seems legit,” I said, handing Adam the bottle.

He filled the syringe and injected half into one breast and half into the other. “Now we wait,” he said. I didn’t feel anything.

Until a week or so later. We’d done everything by the book, right down to the recommended dosage, 5 mg per breast. I hadn’t noticed any changes at all. But one night during sex, I was on all fours and Master was behind me, and when Master spanked me, something that had never happened to me in my life happened.

I jiggled.

“Orange!” I said. Adam got off me right away.

“What is it?” he asked. “What’s wrong?”

“I don’t…” I said. I reached up and touched my tit. First off all, it felt amazing. Secondly, it moved. It was squeezable. “Holy shit Adam, I think my tits are bigger!”

“Oh geez,” he said, “I thought something was wrong.”

“No, no!” I laughed. “Spank me again Master, please? Oh please spank me!”

He climbed back onto the bed and slid into my wet pussy, and every time he thrust into me, every time he spanked my red ass, I felt my itty bitty titties jiggle. Just an itty bitty bit.

We doubled the dosage the next day. The only thing I noticed immediately was I seemed to be hungry all the time, and my breasts were super sensitive. By the end of the month, though, my bras were too tight. I mean, they were barely more than training bras, really, which was a bit embarrassing for a woman in her mid-twenties to be shopping for. But going bra shopping, real bra shopping, for the first time, was so exciting and nerve-wracking I needed my bestie Alicia to come with me.

“You sure you’re okay with this?” she asked for maybe the millionth time. “I know you want to be bigger but… experimental drugs?”

She had no worries in that department. She’d been a D cup since junior year. Combined with red hair and freckles, she’d been super popular with the boys.

“I know you don’t know what it’s like, being small,” I said, holding a sweet little hot pink lacey bra up in front of me in the mirror and checking myself out. It looked hot, so I tossed it in the basket Alicia was holding.

She raised one red eyebrow at me. “And you don’t know what it’s like, hauling these massive puppies around all day, all night.”

“Thing is, I want to know,” I said. “I never realized how much I wanted it until the possibility was right here in front of me.”

After another month though, I’d gone up another cup size to a full B, and we were out of the serum. Adam asked his friend for more - a lot more.

“How big do you want me to get, Master?” I asked, playfully.

“Until you use the safe word, Kitten,” he answered, injecting me. I grinned.

I still wasn’t big enough to be properly tittyfucked, though, so one night once Adam had fallen asleep I went into the bathroom and injected myself with a second dose of the day. Twice as much would mean twice as fast, right? I couldn’t do it every night, of course, because Adam insisted on keeping it at his place. My building didn’t have adequate security, apparently, and if the serum was stolen and traced back to Adam he could lose his job. But whenever I stayed over at his place, I’d double down on the dose. I’d say it was probably three or four nights a week.

At that rate, though, my boobs were growing pretty fast. I outgrew all my B-cup bras inside two weeks, and started shopping for new bras in different parts of the city so the lingerie store girls wouldn’t recognize me. I was getting fitted for my new C-cups, excited and thinking about getting titfucked that night, when the sales clerk said “Whoops! I’ll get some tissues.”

“What?” I asked, coming out of my fantasy. The girl pointed to the mirror. 

Which was covered in some kind of white liquid. “What the?” 

Then I saw what had happened. When she’d asked me to raise my arms so she could measure me, milk had shot out of my nipples all over the mirror. It was still dripping out of me. 

“Holy shit,” I said, trying to catch the milk and cover my nipples and figure out what to do about it when the girl handed me some tissues. 

“We also sell maternity bras and nursing pads,” she said, trying to be helpful.

“I’m not… um…” I said, embarrassed.

“Oh, sorry!” she replied. “But don’t worry, lactation happens more often than you might think. It’s a hormonal imbalance, I think. Maybe talk to your doctor?”

I promised I would, then bought about five or six bras and some of the leak-protector nursing pads, “just in case”. And that night, Master tittyfucked me for the first time. 

It felt so amazing, having his big, beautiful cock between my big, soft titties, thrusting between them. I was so close to coming right then, when suddenly my nipples started spraying milk again.

Master stopped fucking me and stared at my leaking boobs. 

“Sorry Master,” I said, reaching for the box of tissues.

“Is that... milk?” he asked, his voice different from either his regular voice or his Master voice. 

“Yeah, it started happening today,” I said, wiping the mess of milk off his stomach and thighs. He took my hands and stopped me.

“Master?”

He bent down and kissed me, hard, on the mouth, then dove down onto my nipple and sucked hard, drinking my milk. It felt so fucking good I moaned with pleasure. His hand slipped between my thighs and his dexterous fingers began finger-fucking my slick, wet pussy.

“Oh Master, yes, oh please yes, suck my big titties,” I begged. His mouth left my nipple wet and warm and clamped onto the other one, sucking the milk from me there, too. 

He sucked me dry and fucked me wet and I came and came and came. In the morning, my tits were big and hard and needed to be milked. Adam was more than willing to suck away all the milk. And the sex was so good we barely needed the dom/sub play any more. Of course it didn’t stop after I began lactating, it just wasn’t as… necessary, I guess?

After a month of lactating, twice-daily titfucking, and amazing sex, Adam invited me to move in. I basically only went back to my apartment for a change of clothes, any more, anyway, so the change wasn’t that big. The big change was how much bigger my tits were. I skipped right over a D cup to a DD. I ate almost all the time, especially anything dairy - milk, ice cream, cheese, all of it, I couldn’t get enough. I was eating more than Adam by that point, though I hadn’t gained very much weight. Or at least, nowhere but my massive boobs.

I had to admit, I loved having huge melons on my chest. It made me feel so sexy and powerful to feel them bouncing and jiggling under my shirts, watching men - and women - eyeing me as I walked past. I noticed that a flash of cleavage got me better seats at restaurants, nicer attitudes from store clerks and baristas. When I’d been flat-chested - not even a year ago! - I’d been mostly ignored. Now, no one could ignore me, wherever I went. I was a goddess, and my Master was my greatest pleasure.

Adam began taking me to company parties and get-togethers, taking me on business trips with him so we could see the sights together. I bought a breast pump for the times he couldn’t bring me with him, storing up my milk so he could drink it all. I didn’t want to waste a single drop. He sucked my huge tits every morning and every night, licking the delicious creamy goodness off my gigantic breasts, then fucked me until I passed out. I especially loved it when he fucked me from behind, my great big titties hanging heavy under me, swaying back and forth with every thrust into my soaking wet hot pussy. I loved the feeling of having my huge hangers slap me in the face as my Master pumped into me.

By the time we ran out of serum again, I was shopping for bras at specialty shops online because there wasn’t any place in the city that carried my size - 34FF. It was such a fucking turn on knowing I had the biggest tits in the whole city. And thank goodness Adam was so rich, because even the basic white bras with nothing fancy were nearly two hundred dollars a pair. I wound up contacting a lot of huge-boobed porn stars for bra advice. They were sweethearts, and I got a lot of great tips for dealing with my giant breasts. And where to find fetishwear for them, too.

We didn’t stop the dom/sub life, of course. It was fantastic. I loved being dominated. It was the second best thing about our sex life. Because nothing could compare to being milked by my Master.
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