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I squirmed on the chair trying to get free. I tried to pull back my head and scream past the large squashy ball that filled my mouth and the tape that covered it. I made a loud nasal noise but it could no way be called a scream and it wasn’t loud enough to carry far.  The walls of my flat were quite thick, it was in an old house and they built well in those days,
I remembered drinking the coffee, Judd Burn and I had just got comfortable on the sofa and I was in no doubt  that we were going to end up in bed, screwing each other’s brains out.  I had welcomed the drink to sober me up a little, not that I was drunk enough not to know precisely what I was about to do, I’d had enough Friday night stands after all. No, rather it was that I enjoyed sex and wanted to make sure I got the most out of it without falling asleep. I’ felt safe enough with this guy, it was the second time I had met him and one of my girlfriends knew him casually.  A little older than I usually went for but he’ made me laugh and what the hell, I wasn’t going to marry him, was I?
The ropes were wrapped around my tits and criss-crossed between them before pinning me to my own kitchen chair. My ankles had been pulled apart before being dragged back so far that when they had been tied to the back legs of the chair, the seat stopped me closing them. To tie me so caused my bottom to slide forward to the edge of the seat, my short little dress rucking up to virtually expose my stocking tops and pussy, he had only to pull my G string away to fuck me. 
Why? Why? I cried to myself. I was going to let him fuck me and if he’d asked, I wasn’t averse to a little role playing. I struggled as hard as I could but with my wrists tied high up my back all it did was make my swelling breasts shake and wobble. I stopped struggling; I was getting nowhere except to make my boobs threaten to spill from my dress. Tied as I was, my head naturally went forward as though I were about to slide off the seat but more ropes bound me to the chair so I couldn’t. When I gave in and relaxed against the ropes my breasts filled my vision. They seemed bigger than ever and were going a deep pink because of the ties. 
I saw a pair of male legs come into view.
‘Awake again!’ His voice wag smug and pleased.
‘Let me go!’ It came out.  ‘Et e ow!’ I struggled briefly again in my anger to get free but all I was doing was giving him a display of my hard swollen tits as they swung from side to side. I saw the edge of one deep red aureole appear in my eye line and stopped. The dresses I go clubbing in tend to be a bit skimpy, most girls wear them these days and I enjoy flaunting what I know is a good, if a bit more than model girl slim, body.
‘I will eventually.’ He understood Gag. It was a language I was to become very familiar with.
‘I ou oowin is!’ Why are you doing this?
‘Oh, that’s simple. Because I want to.’  I watched mesmerised as he pushed back the material to expose and frame my swollen tits.  ‘You know you really do have a delicious big pair of tits!’ 
I tried to struggle away from his fingers as they stroked my now hard swollen breasts and caressed my stretched  aureole and semi flattened nipple. The chair creaked but I was going nowhere.  
‘Eeeek!’ I tried to scream again as he pulled up a stool and pulled aside my G string. He seemed to like what he found and, had he not done this to me, I would have liked him finding it. I like to think my pussy lips are fat and fleshy without being too much so and my clit is large without being gross.  
‘Relax and soon I’ll let you free. Go with the flow and enjoy it.’ I felt as if I were going mad. Women often fancy being raped by the man of their dreams but reality is something else! Desperately I forced myself to relax, he wouldn’t hurt me so much if I was relaxed. 
His fingers were skilful and soon he had three of them inside me as he thumbed my hard clit from its hood.  I wanted to pass out to end the torment, as it was I tried to send my mind elsewhere but this only allowed my body to take over.  Eeek! Eeek! Eeek! The chair squeaked as I rolled my hips against my bondage.  I realised I was rocking to milk his manipulations and when his lips closed over my left teat I couldn’t hold back as G spot and clit were massaged to bring me to a noisy nasal, belly clenching, orgasm. Limp and spent I hung against the ropes like a rag doll.
‘That was good, wasn’t it?’
‘Ennhh!’ My breathy moan was half protest and half agreement.
‘You are a randy cow, aren’t you?’ His voice carried admiration. It hadn’t been randiness but the desire to survive that forced me to go with the flow. ‘Now I don’t want to be wicked so I’m going to tell you precisely what I’m going to do.’ 
I jerked back as much as my ties would allow, making the chair creek loudly in protest.  A hypodermic came into my line of vision and, as in all the medical series, he pressed the plunger, sending up a jet of light blue liquid as he cleared any air from it.  ‘This little concoction is of my own manufacture.’ He was wiping my tits with a swab, the alcohol bringing goose bumps up.  ‘It makes a woman lactate.’  Lactate! The word scorched across my mind as smoothly and efficiently he sunk the needle into one of my poor abused breasts. The sensation as he pushed the plunger was as if my boob had suddenly become pressurised. It was discomfort rather than outright pain but I definitely didn’t like it especially when he repeated the process with my other poor tit. I hadn’t dare struggle whilst the needle was going in but as he wiped the puncture sights with another swab I went mad trying to escape. My tits bounced and swung but it was to no purpose, he had tied me too tight and the gag restricted my breathing. Soon I was forced to stop; the sweat from my desperate exertions dripping off my nose. 
‘Now my little cow.’ His finger squirmed its way into my oiled slot and began a gentle stroking. I tried to pull away but you can guess how much success I had.  ‘As I said, the little cocktail I gave you will bring you rather quickly into lactation, it was specifically tailored to your DNA and I’m the only one who has the knowledge to reverse the process.’  He sounded very smug as he began loosening the ropes around my tits with one hand as he continued to finger fuck me with the other. In different circumstances it would have been more than pleasant and now, to my embarrassment, I still found it comforting and arousing. I wondered if some sort of relaxant or sedative had also been part of that cocktail. 
Against my will I was again moistening. No effort was made to free me from the chair but at least some of the ache in my boobs subsided. 
‘My plan is to keep you as a slave. If you fight your fated role and decide to go to the police I will deny everything but say the effect is natural. It does sometimes happen that woman come into milk without being pregnant, rarely, but sometimes. Anyway, if you’re believed I may end in jail but you will still end up as a permanent milk cow.’  He smiled as I tried not to flex against the third finger that had been insinuated into me.  ‘Over the next few days, whilst your body adapts, you’ll have time to consider whether a life as a wet nurse is balanced by seeing me in jail.’
He was kneeling in front of me now, easing his cock from his trousers. My eyes went round at the size of him. Not freakish but enough to satisfy any girl! I wondered bitterly why, with his charm and equipment, he had to resort to kidnap, rape and torture to get his pleasure. I tried to tighten against him but he had kept me too wet and slid home to the hilt with the slick slither of a sword in a sheath.  His tongue suckled and licked my teats and he fondled my generous flesh. I tried not to come but I couldn’t hold back. I wept with shame as I climaxed when his sperm spurted into me.
I suppose it could be said I was more comfortable but more comfortable was only relative to how I had been tied before. When he released me from the chair my limbs were weak and useless and he had no problem in manhandling my arms into a sort of leather bag that ensured I kept them folded behind my back. Wide soft leather straps that came over my shoulders further ensured I couldn’t shrug it off. He had fitted ankle chains and hobble cuffs with a long leash that was attached a ring he had screwed into the floor under my bed. 
‘That should be long enough for you to go to the bathroom or kitchen but not out the door. I don’t think you’;l pull the ring out of the floor, I made sure it screwed into the floor joist.’   
He stood on the tethering chain and snipped the dress off of me with a large sharp pair of scissors. I wanted to fight but sharp blades next to your skin do not inspire confidence in yourself especially when the use of your hands is denied you. 
‘There, that’s better.’  I was naked now save for my hold ups and shoes.  The hold ups had slipped a little with my struggles and he seemed to take pleasure in smoothing them up my legs again. I wanted to scream and kick him but the hobble took care of one and the gag the other so I just ground my teeth into the gag and endured. Thankfully my jaws had gone numb but I dreaded the thought when the ball was finally removed.
My breasts weren’t tied but a low ache had started and I felt my tummy do a flip flop as I wondered whether it was as a result of the tight ropes previously wound around them or the drug he had injected me with. Could the drug be working that quickly? I looked down at my boobies, they were flushed a warm pink and my nips were hard and erect. They felt as if they had started to glow! I was suddenly aware of the pressure in my bladder and hobbled quickly towards the bathroom. I’m no shy wallflower but even so the fact that I was being forced to pee in front of this brute made it difficult and made me blush with shame when eventually I managed it. As I stopped he calmly blotted my pussy with a tissue. I blushed deeper still at the thought of what he might have done if I’d had to do more than pee in front of him. It was a thought that made me immediately constipated. 
Now let’s have a nice little chat, my pretty cow!’ I wanted to hit him. He led me into the living room again and pushed me down on to the sofa. I thumped down, only the short hobble chain stopped me spreading my legs wildly but even so I flashed my pussy at him.  ‘I’ve told you what will happen to you physically because of the injection. I’m going to keep you tethered whilst I do the other little bits and pieces I want to do with you and until you accept the reality of what I’m telling you.’ He looked and sounded so sane but I knew he must be some sort of psychopath to be so calm and reasonable in these circumstances. 
‘Believe me when I say that I’m the only one that will be able to stop you lactating. Believe me when I say that if you’re a good little slave I will eventually give you your freedom and stop you giving milk’. He hefted my left tit.  ‘Heating up nicely.’  His lips took up my hard jutting nipple, never had they looked so big, and sucked hard. Then he repeated his actions with my right breast. ‘I’ll take your gag out for a while and we can talk if you promise not to scream.’ 
I nodded vigorously, I had no thought of honouring any promise to him but I needed to find out more about this mad bastard and I was desperate for a drink!I swallowed the last of the water he offered me, it tasted like nectar. I worked my jaw muscles, the pains of returning life shooting through them so that I could speak coherently. ‘Why me, why are you doing this to me?’
‘Because I can and because I want to. I’ve been checking you out for the last few weeks and you seem to fit my bill. Domination is my bag and doing what I want is my style.’
‘But this isn’t my style! You’re abusing me and denying me free will!’ 
‘Oh yes but then, how many of us have free will? Anyway, forcing and controlling the unwilling is part of mine. The day you comply and enjoy the scene is the day you’ll be free. Anyway I’m only borrowing a little bit of your life. Freedom, as I said, is enjoyment!’
‘You’re crazy! How do you think you’ll get away with this?’
‘Oh that’s simple. With your co-operation, unwilling or not.’ 
‘Never!’  I made as if to scream but he had been watching me and the still sodden ball was forced  back into my mouth and fresh tape applied. A tug on a nipple got me up and I was taken to bed but in a manner that I had not expected at the start of the evening.
 
It had been nearly six in the morning when he took me to bed. Gagged and bound or not, natural tiredness and stress ensured I slept fitfully until twelve. Then it wasn’t only the discomfort of a full bladder that forced me fully awake. I lay on my side, the bedclothes down at my waist. My twisting and turning had dislodged them and with my hands and arms ‘bagged’ I hadn’t been able to pull them up. It hadn’t helped either to be gagged; I couldn’t even pull the clothes up with my teeth! I lay on my side looking at my large breasts, mounded one atop the other. They looked swollen and stretched to a shiny fullness and their nipples were bigger than I had ever seen them before. I moaned in distress at what was happening to me, then rolled out of bed, almost falling over as my hobble chains caught in the sheets and blankets.  I made it to the bathroom with seconds to spare. Relieved, I sat and on the toilet, contemplating the reflection of my gagged and bound figure in the mirror backing the vanity unit. With my arms bagged neatly behind me it made my torso seem smaller and, to my eyes, made my normally generous bosoms now look the size of footballs. I sighed past the gag and tried to relax myself but my back harnessed arms did little to allow me to ease my shoulders or lower my jutting bust to a more comfortable position. 
I started as he came up behind me. 
‘Now, if you’re a good little girl I’ll take your gag out and I’ll feed you.’  Suddenly I was conscious of how hungry I was. Whatever was to happen to me I would get no advantage from starving to death. 
I sat on a low stool by his side and he fed me bacon, eggs and hot tea. Kidnapped and bound or not, a full belly helps your optimism. He made us change places after I had finished breakfast and as I sat sucking once more on that sodden ball he started to seriously suckle my tits. It felt almost painful and it left my nipples sore but fight or refusal was denied me. All I could do was endure and save my strength. When he led me to the sofa again and released the hobble I contemplated kicking him and running but I was still tethered by my left ankle to the long chain. I wouldn’t be able to get out of the flat, my hands were unavailable to me and I was still gagged. This time I managed to control myself and he got no pleasure from making me climax. Later, though, I wished I had attempted to cripple him and use whatever means I could to attract help.
‘There! I am quite a dab hand with the tattoo gun if I do say so myself.’  He had just finished tattooing the final piece of artwork in black ink on to my now hairless pudenda. ‘Master’s Cow’ The letters were in large and ornate but a bikini would have covered them. They were clear and precise and the ‘O’ of cow managed to encircle my clit. It had been uncomfortable and painful in the extreme to have the tattoos done. The pain built into a crescendo particularly when he worked around my clit but it was the prior removal of my pubic hair by waxing that had sent me into near shock.  I didn’t know what he’d tattooed on my buttock  but on the upper slope of one breast was the encircled approval ‘Cunt Slave’ and on the other, matching the arc of my large and growing aureole, a banner slogan, ‘To be milked twice a day.’  Subtlety wasn’t this man’s strong suit. He was intent on embarrassing and humiliating me physically and mentally.  All I could do was stare at my own reflection and weep. By the time he put a dressing on the final slogan I was hypnotised into passivity at this indelible marking of my creamy white skin. Numbly dumbstruck, I lay immobile, retaining my position as he untied me from the latest bonds that had kept me motionless as he tattooed and I continued to weep silently.
 
Three days in total he kept me tied. He was kind in as much he changed my bondage enough so that I didn’t seize up in one position. On the Monday morning he’d left the gag out most of the day , most if not all of the people in the other flats were at work but he kept the TV on quite loud and watched me like a hawk. I dare not cry out. My breasts began to leak by lunch time Monday and I began to accept that in this at least he had told the truth. He had taken me twice on Saturday and  Sunday and first thing Monday,  each time suckling me to a soreness that made me want to cry outright. When on Monday after the ache in my breasts had built to a near pain, at last my milk came. It was a blessed relief when he fucked and sucked me to an orgasm that left me weak and shaken. My nipples were as large as corks by then but when my milk began to flow, they had at least stopped being sore. 
Late afternoon Monday, after two more fuckings and massive orgasms, he released me and I was allowed the privacy of the bathroom to empty my bowels and bathe myself. I considered screaming from the window but he had told me he would be going shortly to leave me on my own to decide what I would do and curiously enough I believed him. He was waiting for me in the kitchen on my return, bathed and refreshed. For the first time since the Friday night, I was allowed to dress.  My pussy felt fat and swollen so I wore a long skirt rather than jeans. I wanted their security but  I was too tender to tolerate them. My breasts were too large for any of my old bras and my shirts wouldn’t meet around my chest without straining the buttons to breaking point so I wore an old sweat shirt instead.
‘I’m going now,’ he said. I looked at this hateful man and wanted to weep at what he had done to me. I thought of the shame in showing my milk-laden breasts and my coarsely tattooed body to another and shivered.  
‘Have you told me the truth about these?’ I gave my swollen boobies a gentle shake.
‘Oh yes. Eventually I will dry you up to continue life as you want, if you become my slave until then.’  He raised my left breast in his hand, feeling its weight. I wanted to pull away but I bit my lip and did nothing. I started to ask another question but he interrupted.  ‘And yes, only I can replicate the material that will cause you to dry up.’ He paused before adding: ‘I expect someone else could do it but it would take time and money, if they had both. If they were lucky, I estimate it would take a minimum of three years to go through all the combinations but probably nearer five.’ He paused again before adding: ‘If they had the time and money.’  I wanted to sob for by now I believed him, his confidence in leaving me and the calm manner of his delivery convinced me of that. Slavery or revenge. I would have to think long and hard. 
‘So I have to be your-’ my mind sought a bitter phrase, ‘Cunt Slave’ until you get tired of me and leave me with baggy floppy tits like some over milked cow!’
‘Oh no. The cocktail I gave you amongst other things has a little additive that will ensure no stretch marks or floppy boobs. Of course,’ he said, ‘that particular little chemical I’ve made has a limited life to keep you interested in being obedient.  I’ll have to give you regular jabs to make sure it doesn’t lose its effectiveness but it will only be needed every three months.’
I cried long and hard after he’d gone. Did I believe him? I had to answer yes. Did I want to punish him? Oh yes, oh yes! Did one outweigh the other? There I stuck. At last I cried again because I hadn’t reached a decision but I more than half believed him. It was in a state where I felt to act would to be to risk too much. I had to wait and endure until at least I was certain one way or the other.  I didn’t like having to wait but it was the only way I could be sure of ultimately achieve both my objectives.  I would have my revenge, he would be punished but it would have to wait until he had freed me from the slavery of my own body. Until then I would endure.
 
I went back to work on Wednesday. He had phoned in on Monday and reported I was running a fever and had lost my voice. I never take time off so they believed him. I couldn’t go back Tuesday I had no clothes that fitted. Tuesday therefore was shopping day. Nursing bras, that made me shudder and blush, and oversize jackets that might with a bit of luck conceal just how much larger lactation had made my breasts.
‘Belle! Are you sure you should be back yet?’ It was Jackie, my secretary and friend. I say my secretary, three of us shared her services but she spent more time working for me than the others. What could I say to that? ‘No, I’m in the clutches of a sex mad fiend who has turned me into a tattooed milk cow!’ Instead I simply said: ‘I’m fine but you know how these virus leave you washed out.’
‘You poor dear. I’ll get you a coffee.’ I wanted to cry at the kindness.
The days seemed long. I had a position with responsibility but now it was coming home to me that I had agreed to become a slut, a slavish whore, a man’s sexual plaything, a non-person and object and I wanted to scream. The strain showed on my face and concerned friends and colleagues kept asking after my welfare and I kept saying, ‘It was just the effects of the virus.’ Twice girlfriends came around for coffee and they were concerned.  Of course at this time, to conceal the sudden increase in the size of my boobs, I would wear my largest bulkiest sweat-shirt. But still they would add the comment: ‘And you seem to have put on weight, Belle.’ I managed to look rueful rather than tearful and reply: ‘I am and it seems to all be going to my tits!’ They would laugh and respond the same way. Little Jackie in particular with her tiny pointy tits that were all nipple looked at me almost hungrily. ‘I wish I was so lucky,’ she said. Lucky! Had they seen me in my desperate hurry to get home to ease the ache in my tits with the breast pump that he had left for me. 
By Wednesday night I was almost overwhelmed by the volume I was producing. I had tried to grit my teeth and bear the aching pain to see if I would dry up but it did no good. My breasts were stretched shiny and hard and the pain became unbearable. Eventually I gave in and by Wednesday was expressing nearly a pint twice a day per tit! The rush as I did so was almost orgasmic and I feared for my sanity.
At night I would lie awake looking at the big globes of flesh mounded on my chest. Under the surface of their swollen mass I could discern a dusting of faint blue veins that hadn’t been visible before, their colour deepening the more I filled. They felt satin smooth under my hands, taut filled and seeming to gleam, they were so stretched. As much as I hated what had been done to me I found it fascinating and arousing to caress and handle their rounded but still shapely mass. Once I tried the milk. I felt almost cannibalistic doing it but curiosity was too much. It was clear, astringent rather than milky, almost a mixture of coconut and lemon but even that only begins to hint at the taste. Thankfully I wasn’t surrounded by the aura of milk nursing mothers often are. Every night after expressing the milk I would look at the crude slogans tattooed on my body.  They took until Wednesday as well to heal sufficiently for me to leave the dressings off permanently. I stood looking at myself in the mirror, wondering whether I should cut my losses and go to the police. I blushed to think of standing in front of a stranger displaying my hugely swollen jugs. In my imagination they would be leaking and dripping and the thought of them reading the tattooed slogans aloud. ‘Cunt Slave’ and ‘To be milked twice a day’ was horrific.  Further, I wasn’t sure what was worse, for them to read ‘Master’s Cow’ or for to have them see the massive ornate whips and cuff motif that covered  over half my left buttock . Would they even believe it was possible to make by breasts lactate, as they did, artificially?  More horrific and embarrassing still was the thought that they would believe I had wanted to be tattooed like this!
 
Friday was the worst day for me. Outwardly at least I was able to make everything at work appear normal, that normality made what had been done to me seem like a bad dream.  The looser fitting jacket I had bought for my business suit masked to a degree my enlarged breasts. I was able to conceal my horror at what had been done to me and laugh and joke with everyone, though I couldn’t bring myself to flirt with my male colleagues as I normally did. Thankfully too, I have never been a small breasted girl so, though the increase was seriously significant, it was easier to mask. By the afternoon though the ache was building in my breasts and my nipples were hugely swollen. I didn’t stay late that day for I was literally aching to get home to use the breast pump. I noticed then that the milk expressed was considerably less than the previous night and my breasts retained a fullness that hadnt been there on the Thursday after using the pump. Briefly I wondered if after all I was drying up but the overfull ache started sooner than ever.
By Saturday the amount of milk I expressed each time had dropped by at least half of its Thursday maximum but the periods between being forced to express the milk because of the ache that rose to pain dropped by half. I was aching and desperate, so it was with relief I took the call from him late morning. 
‘Well, Mr Plod hasn’t felt my collar so I assume you’re agreeing to your new condition?’ 
‘Yes.’ I replied dully. I had only been able to express a small amount from each breast and already the low ache was building towards major discomfort. Whatever he had done to me I now believed he was the only one who could treat me and stop my breasts filling with milk.
‘Excellent!’ And yes, I thought, I’ll report you as soon as I think I can reverse this shitty position you’ve put me in. I had thought of just accepting what he had done and try to just live with my condition. On thinking that through, though, I had decided against that. I could have had the tattoos removed or covered by other tattoos less crude but the shame and embarrassment would still be there and if I believed him, (which, sod it, I did) I doubted that normal medicine would have the resources to cure me. No, I wanted the chance to be cured and I wanted my revenge. 
‘I’ll be around in half an hour. You should be ready for milking by then.’
I wanted to scream ‘Bastard!’ down the phone but knew it would achieve nothing. 
I let him in dressed in sweatshirt and long skirt. Not my sexiest outfit but it masked my swollen engorged breasts. His eyes examined me as soon as he stepped through the door. My boobies ached horribly they were so full and I was literally shaking with a mixture of fear and anger.
‘Remove that horrible top.’ I started to protest when a slap landed on the side of my right breast. Nursing bra and sweat shirt seemed to offer little protection and it took my breath away. 
‘Ooow!’
‘Remember, you’re my Milk Slave, cunt!’  He sat before me and pulled up my skirt, pulling me forward by my upper thighs so I was forced to straddle his lap. My knees gave way and I sat with a thump on his lap, feeling his hardness against my silk covered pussy. Shame filled me as I was complicit in my own rape but I ached so that the thought of relief seemed somehow more important than chastity. He suckled me long and hard. The sensation as the milk was drawn from me was unbelievable. I wanted to hurt him, to maim him in a way that matched how he had maimed me but though the hatred almost choked me it didn’t stop my arousal. It was as though I had grown two more clitorises. Soon my panties had gone, after tearing them away he slapped my left breast hard, leaving a red hand print on the soft flesh, saying. ‘I told you, you’re only to ever wear panties at your time of month or if I tell you to.’ 
But I was too far gone to scream loudly and then, against my will, the scream changed into a mew of impatience for his big prick to be slide inside me. It was easy to slide down on to it, my liquid tightness engulfed his rigid cock with a rapidity that made me blush fiercely. I didn’t stop until my clit was mashed against his hair covered pubic bone. My own hairlessness took the sensation to a new level, there was no comfort pad to stop or slow my arousal. He was devilish in his torment, slowing and stopping, then flexing his rigid cock so I could feel it stir my slick tight tube. It made me clench my pussy hard and try to bounce on him.  His lips and teeth on my teats limited my actions but deepened my need for completion. As my climax raced towards its peak I went wild, jerking his mouth from my tit and almost knocking him out with my wild gyrations. It took an age to drain my tits and I climaxed again and again before he had suckled me dry. For the first time in days the ache was completely gone. I was stripped and empty at last.
I slumped forward, completely spent, so that my big bare tits were mashed against his chest. Stripped or not they still maintained a large shapeliness that was bigger than I had ever been before. My rubbery thimbles still felt hard against his chest but a lot of the swelling had gone from them. I could feel his cock buried deep inside me. My hate was still there, as strong as ever, but he still felt wonderful inside m and the pressure and the ache was gone from my breasts. He pushed me to the side and, caught unprepared, I slid from his lap with a thump, into a sprawling heap on the floor, his cooling sperm running down my inner thigh.
‘That’ll do for the moment. Let’s see what sort of clothes you can wear instead of that terrible sweater.’ He walked into my bedroom and started pulling out drawers and throwing items that he approved of on to the bed.
‘I can’t go out wearing those, I’ll look like a tart!’ A slap to my bare breast made it bounce and swing and convinced me that I could go out dressed in the clothes he’d selected; clean hold-up stockings, a short tight skirt that I had worn whilst doing some serious clubbing with close friends. I’d only worn it that once, it was short even for me to go clubbing in and then thereafter my nerve had failed. I’d got such a strong reaction from the guys it had scared and embarrassed me. A white crop top that tied behind my neck and just managed to cover my tattoos.  It had just contained my big breasts before now it threatened to tear apart with the weight of their lactating mass. 
Lastly, he added the tallest heels from my shoe rack. 
It was the first time I realised that Judd Burn had money. The Lotus was low, sleek, this year’s model and a British racing green. It was also not a car to get in and out of in a short tight skirt that would reveal a hairless, naked pussy with the slightest careless move. As I made my way towards it my body seemed to take on a life of its own. I’ve never been anorexic and though I have a well rounded bottom, as well as being well fleshed, the exercise I take ensures it’s also firm. Now though the tight little skirt and the high heels on the pavement ensured my swollen boobs and full buttocks moved independent of any muscular control I had.  I looked round carefully as I slid into the low bucket seat to make sure there were no voyeurs around to see my shame.  I pulled the door shut with some relief as the car took of fast but keeping within the speed limits. Sitting, conscious of the hard ride that vibrated my practically unsupported breasts and the sensation of the smooth new leather against my swollen pussy, embarrassment flooded through me at every stop or halt. When other cars drew along side for any reason I would freeze afraid to meet the eyes of the driver. The thought that someone who knew me might see me in the car or worse, that when we reached our shopping destination, friends or relations might see us, kept me on the brink of screaming hysterics. 
We pulled into what must have been a converted mews stables, all red bricks and cobbles. I could see through racks of material through the top half of the windows. After a careful look around to make sure no one was watching me, I squirmed out of the Lotus, no doubt showing a considerable amount of bare thigh and buttock. Quickly I pulled the skirt back down my hips, covering pussy and butt and looked around again.  It was Saturday, so I was surprised to  see the tops of women’s heads through the windows. It was clear they were operating sewing machines. Obviously it was a busy operation.  He led me into a glass fronted reception area from which an open treaded staircase, in keeping with the age and original function of the building, led up to the first floor. A girl, all red lips and ‘tarty’ sophistication sat at a small reception desk tucked below them.  I scarcely had time to take her in, I was too busy trying to look inconspicuous and didn’t really want to meet her gaze.  Judd didn’t pause, just said to the girl, ‘I’m expected’ and virtually towed me up the stairs behind him. I hoped the girl wasn’t in a position to see up the skirt and glimpse my denuded pussy  winking at her.
‘Hi Brenda, this is my cow.’ I blushed at the introduction but felt I couldn’t say anything that wouldn’t make the whole situation worse. A small woman in her late thirties moved out from behind a work table. She was neat of body and confident in her movements, with a face made up in a manner that seemed to underline her hardness. She wore a tight red dress that seemed to be made of rubber. It had long sleeves and mandarin collar and fitted tightly over every inch it covered - from neck to just above her knee. There was only a small oval opened at breast height to reveal the firm sides of her small breasts. Black stockings and towering heels might have made another look helpless and  vulnerable. On her the thin heels just seemed like vicious weapons that highlighted her blatant aggression.  The woman tossed her head, thick black hair cut in a page boy style swung heavily around her small expressionless face. Her lips, colour co-ordinated with her dress, opened to reveal small even white teeth before she spoke. 
‘Jesus Judd, you did it then?’ 
‘I said I’d found her, Brenda.’
‘How big was the cow before you worked your voodoo?’
‘Pretty big, but as you can see the Cunt kept herself pretty trim.’ I blushed bright red at being referred to so crudely in front of another woman but it didn’t faze her. 
‘Let’s see her dugs then.’ With scarcely a pause she moved close to me, gripped my crop top and tore it from my body, making my big breasts jerk and jiggle in protest at this violent act.
‘Eeek!’ My arms flew to cover myself but just as quickly Judd picked up a rule and brought it down hard across my tight skirted bottom. The material offered no protection at all. I literally hopped around the loft studio, my modesty forgotten, breasts swinging and bouncing as I concentrated on rubbing the hot line of pain that cut across my buttocks. 
‘Stand still! Remember, from now on you have no modesty or freewill. If you’re stripped for display you just put your hands behind your back and pull your shoulders back to show those big udders off to their best advantage.’ 
Tears filled my eyes but I’m not stupid, this was not the time to show fight, my hands were already behind me comforting my poor bottom so I kept them there, stood still and pulled my shoulder back. The woman he called Brenda came up to me again and allowed her middle finger to come up below one of my nipples. It jutted big and fat from the generous crinkly disc of my aureole. 
‘Those used to be a light pink, since I brought her milk on they’ve gone almost dark purple.’ Her finger flicked up and I felt my nipple judder, sending a shock wave from nipple to clit. 
‘Hmmm! Has it all worked out as you planned?’
‘It would seem so. She’s intelligent enough too, to realise that being the good obedient little slave until I’ve done with her is the only way back to any sort of normality.’ Brenda’s head dropped and her hot mouth engulfed my left teat. I tried to jerk back but he was behind me and stopped me. A big hand gripped my wrists so I couldn’t fend her off or defend myself.  The sensation of being suckled engendered by her seemed the same as when he did it but it didn’t stop me being sick to my stomach to be used so by a woman.  
‘Hmmm! She tastes good!’  Her wet mouth released my tit and she stood back, considering me. I blushed, having never experienced such a look before. I felt like some piece of meat being judged as fit to eat or not. She picked up a phone from its cradle.  ‘Wendy, put the board on divert and get your sweet butt up the stairs.’
In what seemed like seconds the receptionist was up the stairs and in the studio. I wanted to die as the girl stared open mouthed at my breasts. I couldn’t move to cover myself, I wanted to but he still had my hands pinned and I felt weak with shame. I knew without doubt as well, had I been able to do so, it would only have attracted another swipe of the ruler across my already tender bottom. 
‘Suckle them, bitch.’  I stood frozen with horror as this girl, not much younger than I, bent to my bosom.  ‘Try the right, I’ve already used the left.’ Again the sensation, again the sick feeling in my stomach.  ‘You could make Wendy lactate like this one?’ I felt the girl's head jerk on my breasts at this but she kept suckling. I tried not to become aroused but my pussy and my stomach didn’t seem to be communicating. 
‘No problem.’ He released my hands but I didn’t move, it seemed pointless now. I watched over Wendy's head as he moved on Brenda and gripped her around the waist. Somehow I expected her to deny him, she seemed too strong a personality to allow such liberties from a man. ‘I think I’m ready for another fuck.’ Casually, brutally, he pulled up her tight rubber skirt then lifted her onto the work desk. Her legs spanned and I caught a sight of stocking tops, white flesh, a hairless pussy and the glint of gold. Suddenly he was covering her, I saw the seat of his pants loosen and his buttocks thrust, he was in her and she jerked and grunted. He was hard and fast but it was obvious that she was as aroused as he. 
‘Yes! Yes! Yes! Yeeeee!’  Suddenly he stepped back from her. She had collapsed on to the work surface. Her black nylon clad legs dangled over the edge and her pussy was revealed as a livid pink gash between her white thighs. It was slack and loose from its violent use, fat gold rings gathered inner and outer labia together, making it open even more than it would have normally and a fat bar pierced her clit.   
‘Clean your mistress up, bitch.’ The slap on the girl called Wendy pushed her face hard into my breasts and it was obvious the slap hurt but my breast muffled any sound of remonstrance she might have made. She almost scurried to the collapsed Brenda and I watched, round-eyed, as she began to tongue and lick the fluids leaking from the pouting slot with obvious relish, not stopping until those legs that dangled limp and relaxed seemed galvanised by another climax and gripped Wendy’s head in a fierce clamping embrace.
‘ÀAgggh!’  One climax seemed to have negated the other for though she looked shaken still, Brenda raised herself on her arms and slipped off the table, with difficulty shrugging her tight skirt down into place again. 
‘You are a wicked bastard Judd,’ she said but there was no vehemence in her voice; rather there was satisfaction or at the least, satiation. ‘Let’s see if we can get this cow suitably covered and her udders supported.’ 
I blushed again in anger and shame at this cruel way of referring to me and wanted to scream out,’ I’m not a cow, I’m a woman that this horrible man has abused and disfigured.’ But I said nothing and just stood, tits jutting and hands clasped behind my back, afraid to move and attract unwelcome attention. To my shame I’m not a physically brave woman and already I had become fearful at the attention I might attract. I had to endure if I ever wanted to get through this horrible nightmare and in enduring would have to accept that punishment and pain n would be part of compliant role.  I had to quickly become obedient and passive to minimise the level of punishment and pain to maintain my sanity.
Brenda and Wendy moved around me in a dance, taking measurements with great care and feeding them into a computer. They measured my chest and breasts in great detail. 
‘Don’t forget they increase significantly in size by the time she’s ready to be milked, Brenda,’ was his helpful, smug, remark.  They even took measurements of my pussy and anus. I had squirmed with embarrassment when the former’s depth had been checked, but the latter! That was the worst of all! They pinned me down over the desk and slipped a slim rod deep inside me. I screamed and fought but I had already gone so far down the road of obedience that after a swift double slap on my buttocks, I did as commanded and tried to relax and accept the probe. They seemed satisfied but I was shaking, for it was a hint of what was to come and I knew my determination to endure would be tested to the limit. They took pictures of me naked with a video camera too, laughing at my ‘Master’s Cow’ tattoo as they did so. I had to pose in so many different ways. To raise myself on tip-toe. To bend with my legs straight and spread. To grip my hands behind my head and throw my chest out. The worst was to bend and spread my own buttocks but by this time I had become an automaton. Eventually they were satisfied and Brenda tapped the keys for a minute or so after the pictures had been downloaded. Suddenly there I was. The figure was me in every detail and for the first time, as the little mannequin turned and twisted on the screen, I could myself as another might see me. 
My looks have always been of the  voluptuous type, I’ve had big breasts since I was twelve and as I matured my butt developed to balance their size. Full fleshy buttocks maybe but never out of proportion with the rest of me. My legs were long and I knew my bottom thrust out at the top of my strong thighs but on seeing it so blatantly displayed as the mannequin went through its posing routine I realised for the first time just how much it seemed to draw the eye. The whips and cuffs motif shown on my left buttock didn’t help either. My short cropped black hair might have made me look facially more like a pretty adolescent boy than a girl but my lactating breasts, and curvaceous figure left no doubt as to my sex.  Now with teats like corks on a beer mat, my breasts were larger than ever. They seemed to make the figure on the screen, working through its poses, computer engendered that made me blush, appear on the point of toppling over. Keep fit was a passion of mine as I feared that my curves would all to easily turn into fat.  So I was keen to keep my naturally small waist trim. Now that same small waist below my jutting breasts made me seem almost cartoon like and I wanted to weep and sob but I knew it would only add to the bastard’s pleasure if I did so and choked it back. 
The rest of my first visit to Brenda’s was all business. I was given a number of ready-made outfits that all seemed to be based around the same theme. High heels and stockings. Tight, short skirts of various materials that had a slit up the back or side that would ensure careless movements would reveal my private parts to all and sundry. Bustiers and corsets that whittled my waist even as they pushed up and displayed my breasts. Half a dozen blouses of various styles and translucence and finally and thankfully half a dozen long line bras so that I could control my figure with greater effect whilst I was at work. When, what they told me was to be my temporary wardrobe was packaged and ready to go, Brenda addressed Judd.
‘Well? What about Wendy?’
‘Strip, girl!’ 
Without even a sign of hesitation or protest she stripped. For the first time I looked at her properly. White gold hair in a thick pigtail. Full red lips that were the only colour in her pale face. Her eyes were a washed out blue that seemed to have no spark. Her body was as neat and well turned as Brenda’s but she was even smaller. Her nipples were tiny and a very pale pink that merged into her small pert breasts almost seamlessly.  Hairless as a new-born babe, she looked almost immature, her thick labial lips, though ,showed she was mature woman. I looked round-eyed at the gold metalwork that pierced her labia. One ring pierced one set of inner and outer and a second pierced the other. The two rings were linked together with a short gold chain from which hung a metal disc. It twisted and turned in the light as she shifted her stance, displaying an ornate motif similar to that tattooed on my buttock and on the other was some writing too small to discern but whose content I could guess at. It probably began ‘Property of’ or something similar. Judd was squeezing the girl’s small breasts now and thumbing her nipples quite brutally. I winced in sympathy but she didn’t even move, just bit her lip. Now though there was a spark of life in her eyes. 
‘I think we can do something with these.’ He looked into the girl’s eyes for the first time and addressed her directly. ‘Do you think you’ll like being a little ‘Lezzie Cow’ slut?’ 
À Her long pink tongue licked out before she spoke. ‘If it pleases my mistress, master.’
He pulled her on tip-toes with his left hand by her tag and chain and thrust his right index finger into her vagina but she made no effort to free herself, just adjusted her stance to allow easier access. ‘She’s wet and willing, Brenda. It’s a shame I don’t have time to try her.’ He let go of the girl’s pussy chain and ignored her as though she had ceased to exist. ‘Yes I think she’ll be fine, Brenda. She hasn’t got quite the equipage that this one has to start with but they should show a significant increase in size and give a satisfactory yield.’ He turned to me and indicated an outfit. ‘Put those on. We’re going.’ I too was then ignored as I thankfully scampered to dress in the skimpy outfit he’d indicated. ‘I’ll work on it tomorrow. I have her DNA sample.’
Mistress Brenda looked pleased and ushered us out. I followed close on behind, teetering on heels higher than I had ever worn before, not wanting to be left with the two women a moment longer.
The journey home with my new wardrobe in bags behind us was new episode in degradation. He pulled my head down into his lap even as he drove. The ripped crop top had been replaced by a white bustier under a black blouse that was held part closed by being tied around my waist. He had decided that my own ‘clubbing’ skirt met his standards.  There wasn’t much room, a taller girl couldn’t have done it for my buttocks were hard against the door and my breasts, almost spilling from the bustier, were mashed onto the seat edge and handbrake. I was held down as he forced me to suckle him clean of Brenda’s dried juices. I gagged several times and was almost sick when his cock jerked and filled my mouth. The only option open to me was swallow or choke. I swallowed. 
I climbed carefully from the car when we arrived back at my flat, dishevelled and exhausted. I could taste him still and dreaded what the evening had in store for me but even as I stood, holding all the bags containing my new wardrobe, he pulled the door of the car closed and simply said: ‘Try all the outfits on to confirm they fit properly. Phone Brenda, the number’s on the bags, if anything doesn’t. I’ll phone, or perhaps simply turn up-’ his smile was wicked,  ‘when next I want you. Make sure that if it’s outside working hours you’re wearing a suitable outfit. You won’t like the punishment if I don’t approve.’ With that warning he was gone, leaving me laden and alone on the doorstep. 
My breasts were filled to aching point when I expressed myself before going to bed. My yield was up to over a pint again and it was a blessed relief to release them.  I expressed a similar amount when I got up on the Sunday.  My friend Jackie turned up at about eleven. I had been convinced that Judd would call just so he could catch me unprepared for him. I had dressed in a shiny dark red skirt, tan stockings and a grey leather bustier that made my breasts seem like high round melons. When Jackie spoke on the security intercom asking to be let in, I pushed the door release button and dived for the bedroom.  Whilst she made her way up, I quickly ditched the towering shoes I was wearing for a pair of mules and slipped a dressing gown over my outfit. We sat drinking coffee and chatting for half an hour and by now, being paranoid, I was sure she was staring through my dressing gown at my high thrust breasts. Eventually I shook this feeling off and allowed her to convince me to dress and meet the other girls in the pub. 
I was to become adept at concealing my feelings. Perhaps that’s not the right thing to say. More apt was to say that I was learning to separate my life as a slave from work and friends.  Not so much a split personality as a split persona, even to the point where I could ignore the potential punishment that was the penalty for disobedience discovered. Already I had an inkling that pain would be the penalty for any degree of normality or autonomy and come to accept the fact for the sake of my self respect. On that first day, though, in my strike out for independence, I was sure that Judd would jump out from behind some car or see me in the pub and note that I wasn’t dressed as he commanded.  In jeans and sweatshirt with one of the long line bras underneath, Jackie and I strolled down to our normal watering hole. Thankfully the bra did a good job of controlling my wayward boobs, it supported and kept them under control without the straps cutting into my shoulders. It also stopped them being quite so - thrusting! It didn’t stop a passing man walking his dog almost trip over its lead as I ran up the steps of the pub. 
It was a lovely lunch time drink with friends and helped restore my personal balance and confidence in human beings. But even as the time passed and I strove for Dutch courage, I noticed that although friends came and went and I drank round for round with the changing scene, I managed to achieve no more than a mild glow but no more than that. 
‘You must have hollow legs.’ Jackie was more than a little drunk but I realised that she had stopped drinking at least four glasses back. I checked myself and though I felt that gentle warmth of comfort that is the first stage of significant alcohol intake, I could get no further than that in tying one on. The drink, though, had one significant effect - my breasts had started to ache again. I left Jackie with Clare who lived near her and would see her home safely and made my way back to the flat. By now the amount of liquid I’d drunk had pulled forward the time when I needed to express milk by a significant period. I dived for the breast pumps as soon as I was through the door. I’d bought a second when I first realised just how painful my breasts could get and I wanted them emptied quickly. The sweatshirt came off quickly and I shrugged down the straps of the bra and exposed my shiny swollen breasts. At least he didn’t seem to have lied about my breasts stretching out of shape, there wasn’t a hint of stretch marks. My nipples, though, large as they were, had also begun to look swollen again. I had expressed two thirds of a pint from each tit and carried on long after no more would come. My pussy moistened with the sensation. I wanted to touch myself but I had no hands free so I just carried on pumping and suddenly I came violently, my thighs awash with my juices. I calmed somewhat after that. 
There was an undertone to the smell of the liquid I had expressed. I sniffed deliberately then sipped the warm ‘milk’. It was only slightly cloudy and had the smooth astringency I recognised but the strength of some fortified wine. The bastard! I thought. Not only am I his whore and milk cow, I’m also his bloody brewery! The choice was to cry or laugh at fate. I chose to laugh until tears ran down my face. It didn’t change my future but it did make it a little easier to bear. Doctors tell nursing mothers not to drink too much or it will get in to their milk. The wicked bastard who had injected my tits had made me suitable for grown up babies so that instead of an overspill of alcohol being taken up by my body, I suspected most of it bypassed my liver and concentrated itself in my milk. I looked at the full pumps standing on the coffee table. What should I do with it? After all it seemed a shame to pour a perfectly manufactured and matured liqueur away. The ache had almost gone, but not quite. For the first time I began to have my suspicion of the cycle of events that I would have to endure. It was a suspicion that was confirmed when before bed my swollen teats had to surrender milk again and though the ache was as bad as earlier, I could express less than half a pint. The ache remained now, not bad but ever present.
 
Little Jackie still looked hung over when she came into my office with coffee. ‘How come you look so bright and cheerful?’ She rolled her eyes up towards the ceiling. ‘I gave up trying to keep up with you after the fifth drink!’
‘I think these absorb it.’ I was slightly manic, having come through the depression caused by what I’d had done to me and now I had decided to be in your face. 	
‘If they do, decant me a pint next time I want to get legless,’ she said and tossed her head, wincing as she did so before marching out the office. 
 
It was to be Wednesday again before he came to me again. I hadn’t realised that he had taken my spare key when last he’d called and he made no effort to warn me or even ring my door bell before letting himself in. It was about seven thirty and the ache in my breasts left me unable to settle. I hadn’t been able to read a book or watch TV. I moved from one thing to the next, from one task to another but nothing distracted me. I knew that as the days passed the likelihood of him coming to me increased.  So it was that I had ensured I was wearing one of his outfits. A bustier which was cut low enough to display the ‘Cunt Slave’ tattoo and which my swollen tits threatened to fall out of if I leaned forward too far. The skirt too was so tight and short that I could see in the mirrors the lower curve of my buttocks and sometimes even the pouting lips of my hairless quim when I moved carelessly. It didn’t have to be that careless either. My nerve broke just before seven because I was sure that one of my girl friends would come round unexpectedly, knocking on the door as they often did and the thought of flashing bare pussy and tattoos was just too much so I slipped a blouse over the bustier and pulled on a pair of panties. His voice behind me made me jump like a startled fish.
‘So you’ve still to accept that when I give an order it’s to be carried out to the letter!’ He gripped my wrist and pulled me to him. I’m no weakling but he had me over his lap in a trice and my panties were literally ripped from me.
Smack!  ‘One! Count and ask me politely for another, slut!’
Smack! My other buttock received the force of a further blow.
‘If you don’t hurry up I’ll just keep on and on.’
Smack! 
‘Thank you, can I have another?’ I spoke hurriedly and with desperation in weeping tones. It distracted me from my aching tits but it was not the way I wanted to be distracted.  
Smack!
‘You can do better than that, girl.’ My bottom felt on fire and though I was wriggling desperately I couldn’t escape. He had both my wrists pinned in the small of my back and my tits were jerking and swinging in front of my eyes, the bustier just hadn’t been able to contain them. Tears forgotten, my mind raced in a frantic effort to understand what he wanted from me. 
‘Two! Thank you - master, may I have another?’  
Smack! ‘Good! I’m always happy to give intelligent little whores what they want and need.’
I was given, at my request, a total of fifteen hard smacks. He’d only counted twelve smacks because of my tardiness and because I got confused half way through and not asked properly The word smack doesn’t give credit to the force of his blows or the fact that my bottom felt inflamed and bruised to a degree that made me stand up at last very gingerly.  My boobs dangling and swinging seemed to have made the ache in my tits worse and now upright and on two feet I needed release. 
‘Please, please - master, suckle my tits now!’ I had tried to ease the pressure in my swollen tits when I got home from the office but now they had virtually seized up and no milk at all flowed. I had come to suspect that when I got to this stage of aching fullness only he could ease me. I was almost hopping from foot to foot.
‘I would have done, my little slut, but now you’ve made us late for a dinner date so you’ll have to wait until later.’ I wanted to scream at him but I saw the look in his eyes and knew with a certainty that was just what he wanted of me so I said nothing. I massaged my bare and swollen tits, trying to ease their engorged ache and ease the swollen soreness of my teats. It did little good. 
Put the outfit on you’ll find in the bag by the door and be quick about it. Our table is reserved for eight fifteen.’ I looked at the clock, had only fifteen minutes passed? ‘Be a good obedient little slapper and I’ll  see your suckled dry before the evening’s out.’ The casual crudeness of his remarks to me had no effect, only the promise of ease had me rushing to obey. I started to take the bag to my bedroom but he stopped me. ‘Do it here.’ Tears filled my eyes at the realisation that privacy for me had ceased to be an option but I simply bit my lip and complied. 
The black skirt was thankfully longer, it actually overlapped my stocking tops fractionally. I would still have to be careful how I moved, though. Once I had wriggled the tight butt clenching tube of fabric smoothly into place I clipped the busks of a black corset around my waist, it came low at the front and finished just under my tits, quarter cups holding without covering my big globular tits, exposing my swollen teats for all to see.  Judd helped tighten the laces, pulling and jerking me like a rag doll until the corset was closed. 
‘I can’t go out like this!’ I thought, looking at my engorged white breasts sitting large and almost luminescent on the black cone that was my corseted waist. My teats were so erect and swollen that they looked almost as black as the material of the corset.  And the encircled ‘Cunt Slave’ on the upper side of my left breast  was showing but thankfully it just covered the  ‘To be milked twice a day’ under my right aureole.
Judd held up a short bolero jacket with tight sleeves for me to slip my arms into. I obeyed with a sigh of relief, pushing  the middle finger of each hand into a loop at the end of a V shaped cuff that kept the sleeves taut and unwrinkled as I did so.  I stood as still as a little girl being dressed by her daddy as he buttoned up the coat. My chasm- deep cleavage was still on display and the jacket only just contained my tits but it did, covering also the tattoos on my breasts.  ‘Now go find a suitable handbag and tidy your make up.’
I scurried into my bedroom and found a small black bag that matched the outfit. A quick tidy of eye liner and mascara, a neatening of my lipstick, a hand raking tidy of my short hair and I turned to scurry back to him. I caught my wasp waist reflection in the mirror and stopped. The skirt may have been longer but the stretchy material rode up easily with the slightest movement and my stocking tops were exposed again. I pulled it down, wriggling as I did so, before scurried back to him.
‘Mph!’ was his only comment but he must have been satisfied for he nodded and led me out. This time the car was a Bentley.  As I sat deep in the cream leather I felt as though my swollen tits were being pushed up to smother me but conversely the seat seemed to enfold and caress my rigid form. I was being smothered with lushness. He said nothing as we drove away and I simply sat, trying to calm my pounding pulse as I acclimatised to the wickedly tight corset.  I caught him glancing down at me. I looked down past my breasts to follow his gaze, leaned back in the seat as I was my skirt had ridden up again and now I could just glimpse the word  ‘cow’ in the ‘V’ of my thighs almost exposed for him to read. I blushed, clamping my thighs tighter together as I did so and wriggled like crazy to pull the skirt hem down to a more modest level. At best I could only get it to within an inch or so of my stocking tops. I tried wriggling more as I pulled and a hard slap came down on my stocking covered thigh.
‘Eoow!’ It stung like crazy and I could see the red palm print forming as I looked.
‘Keep still, you silly cow! You’re distracting me!’ I sat frozen, my thigh stinging and my tits aching, afraid to move. The gentle sway and movement making the over tight skirt start to ride up again so that was conscious of my pussy and the label that designated my status coming in to view again. 
‘Part those thighs, I want to see you.’ My face was aflame but I knew I must do as he said.  ‘I am pleased with my artwork.’ I said nothing just wishing the world would fold in on top of me. 
It was dark by the time we arrived at the restaurant and thankfully I was able to attain some modesty when I stepped out of the car. This time he made no remark as I wriggled the skirt back in place. I kept my pace to a quick short mincing stride that minimised the effect of my skirt riding up again, even thought it made my tits jiggle alarmingly. I could see the small smile as the bastard watched me. I got inside without my skirt passing my stocking tops and a quick surreptitious tug pulled it as low as it would go. Held rigid and erect by my corset I stood soldier straight by Judd as he chatted to the maitre ‘de. I felt eyes on me and tried to blank them out.
‘Belle! Is that you?’ The question was rhetorical and though I started I managed to conceal my dismay. It was Colin Dash, one of the company’s young executive directors. His eyes were welded to my up-swelling cleavage as though mesmerised. ‘I didn’t realise quite how big a little girl you are.’ This gauche comment was almost wrenched from him and I almost laughed to see his embarrassment. He was normally such a gentleman, I’ve had to handle my share of office gropers but he wasn’t one of them. 
‘I’m off duty now, Colin and I believe if you’ve got it, flaunt it.’ I gave a little swing to my bosom and his eyes followed my bosoms like a hypnotised snake. He was too embarrassed by his own reaction to note the shame I felt at my condition. 
‘Ugh, ugh. umm, yes, well, it isn’t the sort of outfit you could wear to the office, is it?’
‘I try to keep my business and private life separate. Colin.’  At this moment Judd became aware of my little scene and turned to look at Colin.
‘Mr Dash, what a surprise to see you here!’ I caught a tone in his voice and knew that he had set this whole thing up to show me off to one or more of my work colleagues.  The whole charade continued for another minute or so. Belle, I didn’t know you worked with Colin? But then I didn’t think to ask who you worked for.’
‘Judd is one of the company’s most important clients, Belle.’  
‘Oh I didn’t know!’ I said. What else could I say?   It was just another brick in my prison, if money was involved the company wouldn’t interfere on my behalf so long as Judd was happy. It made me realise just how wickedly intelligent and manipulative my bastard ’Master’ was.
‘Well, I’ll let you two get on with your meal. See you again, Judd, and see you at work tomorrow, Belle.’ And with a casual little wave he left me to get on with the horror that was my fate.
The dinner was purgatory. I knew I was showing white thigh above stocking tops but could do little about it except ensure I didn’t move and make it worse. All the waiters were overly attentive and most of the clientele managed to have some excuse for passing close to our table to stare covertly at me. Never was I so glad to finish a meal, although my corset stopped me eating much! As Judd waited for his bill he leaned forward and clasped one of my hands, which to anyone looking on would have seemed like loving gesture. 
‘When we get in the car and both inside, you’re to immediately open your jacket and go down on me.’ It was said in such a conversational voice. Nervously I looked around to see who might be listening.  ‘If you do a good job and you make me come before we get to our destination I’ll ease the pressure in those lovely dugs of yours before we go into the club.’
I almost sobbed at the thought of being free of the ache that was rising to a terrible level. I almost ran to the car, tits bouncing and jouncing. Had anyone been listening to and watching us I would have seemed frantic to suckle my lover’s cock. I suppose I was but knew it was the ache that was nearing a pain that I was no longer able to ignore that drove me.
My big swollen teats were sore against the warm leather and my engorged breasts felt hard beneath me. I almost jerked his cock from his trousers, I was so eager for release. It had ceased to worry me that I was acting like a slut. It wasn’t as if I hadn’t indulged in oral sex before, though in the past more as payment for like services rendered  than for true enjoyment. Judd’s hand came down on the back of my head, pushing me down. I was choking on his hard meat and I opened my mouth wider to protest and for the first time I deep throated a man. His hand kept up a rhythm of  release and press, release and press. I fought for breath the first time or so then adapted the same rhythm for my breathing. It didn’t take me long to get the idea of using my tongue to excite him further as it entered and exited my throat.  Suddenly I felt a change in the hard flesh filling me and before I had taken more than half a breath his hand pushed me down and held me. He was buried deep again and I felt him scream with pleasure and the car swerve. 
I had sent him out of control but somehow he’d managed to get the car to a halt in the side of a quiet road. I could taste him in my mouth as I was allowed to pull off him. For the first time I felt a feeling of pleasure at a sort of power. He wasn’t inhuman or omniscient after all, just another horny man who was led by his cock. 
‘Please Judd - Master!’ I couldn’t stop myself  offering my tits to him. The ache for release was so great and the excitement of the power over him I had just experienced, even though he was the source of my degradation, made me horny in the extreme. 
‘Come here and straddle me, my little cow.’ He had pushed his seat back as far as it would go and I could see by the dashboard lights he still sat with his semi hard prick exposed..  My tight stretchy skirt was around the tops of my hips by now and it didn’t hamper me at all as I almost leapt astride him.  ‘Work that hot little cunt until I’m hard again. I’ll suckle you until I do. If you try and draw it out by not trying hard enough I’ll make your arse glow when we reach our destination.’
Had I wanted to, the sensation as he suckled my swollen jugs and the need my arousal caused made slowing down impossible. I was wet wide and willing. I felt like a slut but my body was loving it. His cock was hard enough to enter my hot wetness with ease and immediately he begun to suckle I began to work my sex muscles hard. I wanted to hurt him, to engulf and swallow him. What I was feeling made no coherent sense. I was just a mass of raw need. I pulled back so he had to suck harder to retain my swollen teat in his mouth. I could feel the steering wheel against my back and could go no further. It was enough, though. He was hard as an iron bar again but he didn’t stop me squeezing and pussy sucking his cock, he just transferred his hot mouth to my other teat. I couldn’t hold back, it was too much and I needed it with desperation that was making my thighs tremble. 
‘Eeeeowww!’ My head went back and I was whipping  my tits back and forth in a frenzy. My big milk laden jugs were punching his face left and right and milk spurted from my nipples. wetting his face. Suddenly strong hands held me immobile and rigid. Rather it was the corset that held me rigid but his grip that held me immobile. Thighs straddled wide and impaled by his penis. I sat high on his lap looking down at him. Even in the poor light from the dashboard I could see his cheeks were red from my tit slapping, his hair awry and droplets of my special milk dripped down his face. I wanted to laugh. I tightened again around his fat cock. my belly muscles rolling in preparation to do so but controlled myself. I had won this battle, I had been in an ace of making him climax again and I had definitely been in command. I stifled my need to laugh and made a mask of my face, this after all was only the start of the war.
It was only minutes later that we pulled up at a large dark country house.  I got out of the car on legs that still trembled, fumbling in my little clutch bag for a handkerchief or tissue to wipe my wet thighs. 
‘Leave yourself alone, just pull your skirt down.’ He had smoothed his hair back and regained his composure though in the porch light I could see he still had a raging erection. I did the little tug and shimmy that got the skirt down again and went to button the jacket but he slapped my hand. ‘Leave that too. We’re among friends here.’ He clipped a collar around my neck and in a trice I became a domestic animal to be led around at his will. I felt my face flame. He gave a tug and I stumbled, my tall heels uncertain on the gravel.
The big solid oak door was opened by an apparition clad from top of the head to toes in tight rubber. Black, shiny and with huge tits, the only other colours on show were the girl’s red lips, held stretched open by a ring gag, blond hair that gushed in a spouting profusion through an opening in the top of her rubber helmet between two perky little cat ears and big bright blue eyes that blinked questioningly at us. 
‘Ah, Puss Cat, park the car for me.’ The apparition looked at me and glanced down at my jutting breasts, my eyes followed hers and I could see that my dark teats had yet to lose some of their swelling and that my tattooed ‘Cunt Slave’ was clearly visible. Her big eyes seemed to widen further still and I wondered if I could see sympathy as well as a little awe at my thrusting milk laden globes.  I watched as the apparition jiggled and wobbled away across the gravel, on heels as tall as mine, to Judd’s car. A tail that was obviously heavy, sprung from between her well rounded little buttocks and I wondered just how that springy little length was anchored to that thin tight latex. Perhaps more to the point, if its anchor was what I suspected it was, how would she cope with sitting on her tail and driving?
I knew it wasn’t a normal club when I entered it. Two maids waited to take coats or serve drinks. Both wore skimpy costumes that concealed nothing and offered everything. Cuffs and chains held them captive and hobbled their walk without allowing them to protect themselves against molestation. Like photo and negative they stood waiting any call on them. Both buxom, one black and one white.  
‘Can I get thir a drink?’ The lisp was caused by a fat ring that pierced  the white girl’s tongue and I could see clearly that it wasn’t the only ring piercing her body but I wasn’t allowed time to take it all in.
The entrance hall was high and wide and Victorian with panelled walls, red carpet runners on a black and white tiled floor and a wide staircase that curved up to a second floor. The lighting was subdued without being dim and doms and subs littered the place without it being crowded. Several other girls and the occasional man were dressed in various types of maids’ outfit and serving drinks. The one thing all the costumes had was that they all incorporated some form of bondage. The hall was obviously the centre of the action but people came and went through the various doors and up the stairs, in couples, triples and at one stage I saw four people heading up the stairs for what was to be a team fucking session. To my eyes the people there seemed to form and break then re-form into various combinations, often incorporating one of the maids. That night was the start of my true education into people and sex.
As Judd surveyed the scene I stood mesmerised and passive at the end of my leash, the embarrassment at my own jutting, tattooed and exposed tits forgotten . The profusion of near naked and displayed bodies was overwhelming. The girl Judd had referred to as Puss Cat had returned and he gestured her over. 
‘Puss, take my little slut, give her a long drink and tidy her up. Don’t let her wipe her cunt, though, she’s just been nicely lubricated. Then bring her back in a single glove. Oh and a ring.’ I ignored the latter remark but did blush scarlet even as I wondered why he would want me to wear just one glove. Puss took my leash and gave it a little jerk for me to follow. ‘Puss, if she tries to speak, slap her tits. And if you’re good I’ll let you have some milk.’ He pointed at my teats and I saw that since his suckling, the swelling of my big nipples had started to ease and now the pressure of my still over full breasts was causing them to leak. I watched as a fat bead of clear liquid dropped from one nipple and I wanted to cry.
The powder room was large, bright and modern with all the luxuries and briefly we were alone together. In this light I could see that Puss, under her shiny rubber was quite young, possibly even younger than me, some blondes seem to hover at eighteen until nearly their mid twenties.  She offered me a large glass of chilled water and I drank it thirstily. There were questions I wanted to ask her but something in her eyes made me realise that she was actually wanting to slap my tits! Perhaps it was also the way in which a long pink tongue licked catlike out through her ring gag to lick her lips in anticipation. The action showed how her tongue had been pierced. Three balls sat on her tongue in a triangular pattern, the ball at the tip of the triangle was only five mil or so back from the tip. A stray thought of how a tongue like that would feel lashing my clit made me blush with shame under her gaze. I was imagining sex with another woman!
As I drank I looked at Puss. She had one hand behind her, moving and manipulating her tail. It was the way in which as she did, her flat stomach rolled as though she were trying to hump something. There was a hint of something smooth covering her pussy for though the latex was thin and tight her pussy lips didn’t show through but whatever it was it sat close and tight to the skin. I drank the last of the drink slowly, I wanted to give myself time to compose myself. I guessed it was to be a long night.  Eventually I could delay it no longer and I put down the glass. Puss had been standing there, eyes unfocused she played but as the glass went down she released the springy tail. As it swished back and forth one last time I watched her crotch jerking in a frantic effort to work on something that was obviously filling her. Her tongue licked out once more and her eyes focused again on me. From a cupboard she pulled what looked like a bundle of soft black leather and straps. It was as she shook it out I realised just what a single glove was.  
‘No way are you put ...!’ The slap had me bouncing up and down and small, surprisingly strong hands turned me round.  I craned over my shoulder to look at her and opened my mouth to speak again. Her hand went up, I was in the perfect position for my other breast to be spanked. Over time I have come reluctantly to enjoy many things but from cold to have your tits slapped by rubber clad hands isn’t one of them.  I allowed her to pull the sheath up my arms and pull the straps over my shoulders so it wouldn’t slip down. She made no effort to take my bolero jacket off and the sleeve  loops around my middle fingers stopped them from ruckling. I was immediately helpless but she hadn’t finished. Soon my forearms were clamped together and she continued the lacing until my shoulders were strained back as far as they would go. With a final tighten of the shoulder straps and a tidy of my jacket so that its open sides neatly framed my breasts she was done. If before my breasts had been thrust out by the corset, now I felt as though I were about to fire torpedoes! And the ache! Judd had relieved some of the fullness before but now, bound as I was, the ache was past that which previously filled my boobies. Swiftly now she tidied my hair and makeup. Puss stood back at last and looked long and hard at me. 
Suddenly she bent forward and that long tongue snaked from her gaping mouth and licked ever so gently at the dribbling beads of liquid being expelled by the inner pressure of my breasts from my teats. She made no effort to suckle me, at that moment I would have welcomed it, but even so I felt a line of electricity run from tit to clit and I moistened unwillingly or perhaps not so unwillingly. I didn’t have any fight left in me when she offered a ring gag similar to her own up to my mouth. This one, though, had a full head harness and she made sure it was snug and tight around my short cropped head. Already I could feel the drool dripping on my poor tits. She pulled down my skirt again to a more respectable level from where it had ridden up again and gave a jerk on my leash and again I followed.
I couldn’t stop my ‘torpedoes’ from bouncing alarmingly as she led me on my leash back to Judd. He was standing to one side of the room talking to a thick set man in a dinner jacket.  As I followed reluctantly at the end of my leash, he turned a head that would have graced a Roman senator and sharp fierce eyes seemed to ex-ray me. 
‘Cunt Slave! How very appropriate. And she needs milking twice daily!’ There was laugher in his deep voice but I didn't find it amusing. I glanced in a nearby mirror and could see that my shoulder straining, tit thrusting bondage had exposed that second slogan under my teat. I was fast running out of blushes if not shame. 
‘Let me put her up first and you’ll see how worthwhile a piece of cunt she is, Ettore.’ I had known that something horrible was about to happen to me but I had been sustained by the hope that it would at least be bearable. Bearable! The word somehow assumes that you have freewill. I had forgotten I had no freewill. The bastard was Italian as well as looking it. He waved at someone behind me and I saw one of the feminine-looking male maids carrying a tubular metal cross of Lorraine. About six foot tall, the thick upper crosspiece was about two foot wide and the lower about three foot or so. I watched wide eyed as with the toe of one pointed shoe the nancy boy flipped up the metal flap that I had thought covered some electrical outlet or other. Into this he lowered the cross, it ‘Thunked!’ home with a loud noise and I realised I was about to be crucified!
The upper crosspiece was at about four foot and Judd and the ‘maid’lifted me with strong hands so that my sheathed arms were over it and quickly attached the strap at the tip of my arm sheath to something at the back of the pole. I heard a button pushed and now the pole rose in its mount and my toes were frantically scrabbling for the floor before it stopped and all my weight was ion my arms and shoulders. It hurt!  A wide belt welded me to the pole and though it crushed my already tight corseted waist it relieved some pressure from my arms. But they were a long way from being done. Even as I moaned through my ring gag and tossed my head in a vain attempt to get free or at least ease my terrible bondage, it got worse. They folded my right leg and pulled another leather sheath up it, they did the same with the other. The pain in my shoulders had grown again as I no longer had even a single toe to push myself up off that cross. Now, though, the pulled straps that dangled from the sides of those tight clamping leg sheaths to the ends of the lower crosspiece and pulled my thighs wide, wide, apart. 
I was in a blue funk of panic now but even though I was moaning and protesting , (a ring gag doesn’t silence you, unless plugged as well, it just make you hard to understand) I’d given up trying to verbalise: I was just straining at the leathers that held me until they creaked. Of course it did no good. At least the combination of straps held my body in an achingly uncomfortable manner and the sum of the support each strap gave ensured I wasn’t in actual pain. It was Puss Cat who strapped off the ring in my head harness to the top of the pole. She had been hovering so as not to lose out on her reward. 
‘Excellent, little Cow!’ There was no trace of accent in the Senator’s educated tones.  Shame filled me anew as I realised that my skirt must have ridden up to the point where not only was my pussy showing but my designation as ‘Master’s Cow’ and the tattooed brand was clearly visible to all who might look. Everyone was looking.  
‘You can take your reward now, Puss Cat.’ My eyes ached as I tried to stare down at Puss while as she sunk her ring spread mouth over my big teat. Suddenly I strained and writhed against my bonds. She had sealed her red lips to my breast and was suckling as best her wide spread jaws allowed. I could feel my milk flow slowly because she couldn’t grip my teat with lips or teeth, only suckle. Now I found out what those metal balls on her tongue would be like on my clit for I seemed to have acquired a second one and guessed a third was yet to be used.  Suddenly I jerked and floundered on my crucifix for a mouth was clamped over the original between my thighs. A hot suckling massage commenced and my eyes wept tears of anguish at the unwanted arousal that was causing my pussy to also weep. 
Degradation, humiliation, shame and arousal made me moan in protest. ‘Aaaaagh!’ The sound was low and throaty. I tried to see past Puss and saw enough to guess that it was the maid who was taking his/her reward for services rendered. ‘Eeeeeeoooow!’ I had climaxed. Puss may not have taken much from my taut skinned globes but they had worked me well.
‘OK Puss, you’ve had your cream. We must save the rest for the others to sample.’  Eyes seemed to be filling my view but I could concentrate on none of them.  ‘Ettore, would you like to try her?’
‘You are too kind, Judd.’ They sounded so polite and gentlemanly, the bastards. ‘May I make a suggestion about a little attachment to encourage her in the production of milk and pleasure?’ 
‘Ettore, you know your suggestions are always welcome.’
‘A little stimulation, then.’
I felt something being clamped to and slid up the pole. Suddenly my eyes bugged as it nuzzled my weeping slot, parting my tender labia with its blunt head.
‘No! No! Nooow!’ I managed to make the protest loud and clear ring gag or not. It did no good. A dildo the size and like I could not comprehend stretched and entered me fraction at a time. By the time it was half way home I was trying to squeeze and roll my stomach muscles to reject it. It did no good. 
‘Look at how it stretched her labia and makes her little man stand up so proud,’ Judd said admiringly. ‘But Ettore, you don’t think its a little extreme?’  They might have been discussing the Cow that I had been labelled. 
‘You said that because of your injection this little slut will take the stretching and just spring back with no stretch marks or side effects.’ Hands patted my swollen globes and I grunted. He wasn’t being careful of their swollen milk filled mass. 
‘Yes, but I was referring to her tits.’
‘But logically my friend it should apply to all tissue if it works. Let us try, shall we?’ Judd seemed to have accepted his premise for even as I writhed and squirmed, throwing my head about as much as I was able, it slid inexorably into my tight pussy.  I still carried on squeezing and rolling my muscles to reject it but it did no good, it was buried so deep inside me that I felt as though it were filling my throat.
‘Now Judd, let us see.’ Hot lips again took my teat but this time it wasn’t hampered by ring gag or restrictions. It bit hard with lip and teeth and suckled. 
‘Eeeoowwgh!’ I felt my milk gush into his mouth and as it did so the dildo filling me began to vibrate and thrust. In seconds I was lost and another massive orgasm took me.
‘Look how her cunt spurts!’ 
‘What a whore!’ 
‘What a cunt!’
‘What tits!’
I heard the comments in the haze of orgiastic arousal that was to surround me for the next hour or so. It was the next day as I tried not to think of the experience that the comments came back to me and my face flooded red with shame and humiliation. After Ettore was allowed to sup from the well of my milk, others did, all extending the experience for as long as they could. Each played with the rate of thrust and pitch of vibration of the dildo, their hands brushing my taut stretched labia and hard erect clit as those same lips were fluttered by the thrusting of the knobbly monster dildo. Oh how they worked me! It was a torment that seemed to last forever yet the hours passed in a flash.
Judd had one last surprise for me, though, when at one stage he used some sort of device to suck on my clit until it emerged hugely swollen from its hood. I have always had a well developed clit but now that wicked plastic suction tube made it swell hugely. I was frantic on my stand but I was going no where. Eventually he took the suction device off my clit and fitted a ring to its end before replacing it and re-commencing the sucking until my big clit began to ease through the clit collar. I saw all this in horrible detail in a nearby mirror through a veil of tears. The man sucking on my teat at this time ensured he didn’t block my view of this torture.  As soon as my clit had swollen through the ring or rather collar to his satisfaction, he removed the plastic suction device and slowly and deliberately pierced it. Then, even as I sobbed in pain and terror, he fitted a fat ring that not only helped keep my clit erect, it also prevented removal of the collar that kept it free of its hood. To this day my clit is collared and ringed and though it’s long healed, time seems to have added rather than diminished its sensitivity. The collar permanently holds it erect and clear of its hood.  None of the rings he so liberally adorned my body with seemed to have a beginning or end, they are all seamless and for me irremovable.  What was as hateful as the piercing was that, to my shame, the suckling, the dildo and the pain of the piercing all combined to set in motion an orgasm that overwhelmed me like a tidal wave. I was lost to the world, forgetting even to protest my mutilation. Even though my gagging didn’t hinder protest, the climax was to violent to allow for me to even think about it. 
Eventually of course they freed from my bondage but I hardly remember being taken down. I was drunk with sex and drained of milk by this time. I staggered as Judd led me back to his car, tender breasts still bare and exposed and my gaping sex chilled and wet. So weak and satiated was I that I could make no effort to resist as he forced me to go down on him again. Instead I lay across the wide seats, my juices staining his cream leather, and took him deep in my throat with a drunken sluttishness that was all desire and eagerness. My throat and mouth were scorched by his juices just as we drew up in front of my flat. He just pushed me out of the car with the casual cruelty you might treat any farm animal. I stood still, momentarily disorientated in the dim street lighting, bare bosomed and bare assed. Then that chill on damp bared pussy and hot breasts at last re-awoke my shame and I scuttled to the entranceway  to hide myself long enough to pull down my skirt and button my jacket. My tits, now well drained, were easier to enclose but not by much. I fumbled with my keys and made it into my flat without a soul seeing me and collapsed across my bed too tired to escape the bondage of my corset.
Of course I slept straight through my alarm and didn’t get into work before ten thirty. 
‘You look as though you had a good night!’ It was Colin Dash.  I smiled weakly at him, knowing that no make up could conceal the dark circles under my eyes but he said no more. After all I had been balling a valued customer of the company and that was good business so far as he was concerned. He didn’t even tell me off for being so late. I sat very carefully at my desk, my pussy felt swollen and puffy and my clit felt as though it were about to burst into flame, it was so tender. The concerned Jackie fluttering around me with coffee. I can’t even remember the excuses I gave. I was drained and relaxed in what seemed the first time for ages. My breasts didn’t ache and I was as quiescent as a nun. Only that sore, painful burn of my exposed, stretched and collared clit marred my composure.
 
My life got into a sort of routine. It revolved around my big milk laden tits. When they became overfull and painful, even the discomfort of my slowly healing clit became secondary, though it too fascinated and appalled me. It sat stretched and un-hooded, a violent pink bud, at the centre of the tattooed ‘O’ in cow, the ring and collar strangely making the botanic look even greater. It had become fleshy.  A snap dragon of a clit.  It was difficult for me to keep my investigating fingers away from it, even less so when it had healed fully. It was my breasts though that made me dance to his tune, without their condition I could have fought him, undone all he had done to me but it wasn’t to be. I call it milk and I suppose it is milk but Judd’s tinkering with my metabolism has definitely made it different from the normal stuff, being virtually clear and has an almost lemony rather than a milk smell. A fact that at times, especially when I’m leaking, I’m grateful for. Not that I leak much. Whatever sort of chemical cocktail he’s used on me, it causes my nipples to swell and eventually seize them up tighter than a duck’s ass. It has the side benefit that I rarely leak except on the days immediately after he’s used me but then if only if I’m delayed expressing.  The cycle is that he sucks my teats, my milk expresses freely. Then, if he doesn’t use me over the following three or four days, my nipples start to swell as I start express. The time to swell and seize shortens daily, eventually they are swollen most of the time so that as soon as I start to express I get no more that a drop or two before they are painfully engorged and seized. Until that is he again licked or sucked them. Then the swelling recedes until it starts to build again from expressing freely to total seizure. If I’m with him over a long weekend or longer and he suckles me well, then I do leak if he lets me get too full. Sometimes I felt as though I should have been fitted with a bloody fuel gauge! 
My secret weapon was a of course his own body. With the AIDs virus being no longer a threat he never uses any sort of contraceptive protection. None of the bastards he let use me did. With him, though, if the opportunity presented itself I would save whatever  of our mingled juices I could scavenge and put  them in the fridge. Even a droplet gently smeared on to my tits would contain enough of his DNA to unlock my seized teats. I didn’t use the trick too often or he would have become suspicious but it did save that awful pain if he left it too long before visits. It didn’t work every time either because it did only have a shelf life of ten to fourteen days. 
It sounds daft but in the first year a sort of relationship developed as that between jailer and condemned person.  He would come to the flat or I would be summoned to his house, to spend the night together.  He would talk about his work, I would be asked me about mine, sometimes he would have a rant about something or someone giving him grief, I became his listening post. He never demanded I move in with him or anything like that, he had a busy business life and I was too much of a distraction. My friends though got in to the habit of phoning before they came around but even then he would sometimes let me dress more or less normally, even if he often put me into concealed chastity belt or harnesses fitted with double dildoes. That gave him a kick seeing me struggling to appear normal when two fat dildoes were plugging me front and rear and bursting into silent sudden life. As far as they were concerned he was quite charming, in spite of appearing a bit possessive and not the best influence with regard to dress. Most of my outfits now, other than my work clothes flaunted my body, even if they completely covered me. My collared clit made it impossible for me to wear jeans or slacks. The rubbing of my sensitive bud on the material was too painful, or was it arousing? Probably both.  Taking exercise became a big problem. Tight leotards that pulled between my cheeks and cupped tight my sex were a definite no, no.  I did learn to accept some of what was forced on me. Even when doubly impaled under normal clothes, my control became fantastic. But that control was a masking of arousal, not a negation. At the more basic level the often painful torment continued to arouse. So it was that the pain didn’t stop the abuse slowly conditioning me. Regular sex, as hard and often as I could get it, became a necessity in my life. It was a slow change that had me crying myself asleep on many occasions. Even as I humped a fat dildo for release, I found it fascinating to play with the fat cherry until I fell into an exhausted sleep. It became routine to be leashed or tied to some degree or other.  Haltered and tied, constrained and bound. It rapidly got to the stage that restraint heightened sex, to a degree I found hateful as I found it exciting.   
Routine was bondage and torment, he liked to see me naked or semi-naked most of the time. Sometimes I would have to prepare him a meal, hobbled and tied in such a way as to be unable to get free but still carry out tasks after a fashion. Often he would use the rings that had begun to liberally adorn my body. This was often the easiest of bondage because there was nothing tight or brutal about it, in spite of the fact that all movements were restricted and had to be studied and careful.  One of his favourites was to sit me at his feet, chained in such a manner that I couldn’t lift myself off the ultra low stool. He chose to sit me on a stool not for kindness but because it would allow him to use a motorised dildo to doubly or singly fuck me whilst I was expected to pleasure him with my mouth. My costume would vary, the lighter the restriction the less he let me wear. Sometimes I would be totally naked with only a short chain locking my clit ring to the base of the dildo that filled me. At these times he expected me to be extra enthusiastic in my pleasuring and fondling of his seemingly ever ready cock.  Other times when I was strapped or roped, it would be full corset stockings and high heels.  I became expert at just using my mouth to give him pleasure.   
We talked most when the mood took him to chain me. One time in particular I wore a network of fine gold chains that sprung from a wide, gold plated, metal waspie that, because it only clamped my body below my ribs, could be pulled really tight.  Sitting impaled on the stool, I wore light gold elbow cuffs with a chain connecting them so my shoulders were pulled back. From the centre of their connecting chain another light chain dropped to a set of toe cuffs so I couldn’t rise from my forked seat. Perhaps with the gold chains so light I could have broken them and stood free but the toe cuffs were impossible to remove without the key. More to the point, my hands were pulled as far forward as they would go and rings on my index fingers were chained to my clit ring. It made movement, even shifting on the impaling dildo, a thing to done with care. At other times when Judd wanted silence he fitted a ring through the grommet in my septum and then pushed a heavy rubber clad metal ball into my mouth which connected to it by a short chain. I could have pushed it from my mouth but what idiot wants a pound or so of metal hanging from their nose. 
I hate being gagged in any way because within minutes my breasts would be covered in drool that dripped from my mouth. It was like sucking a stone, it actively encouraged saliva. One particular time we talked long and hard about what he was doing to me. I tried to convince him to give me the antidote to what had been done. We argued long and hard about the right of an individual to free will. Of course I never did change his mind about freeing me. Nonetheless I became quite good at debate and even he seemed to enjoy these session more than anything. I begun to understand his warped outlook on life but understanding never stopped me hating him.  Sometimes though his torment was more innovative and in a weird way I enjoyed them. It was always when he had me doubly filled, he would set those twin tormentors on a random cycle controlled by infra red connection to his computer. I was taxed with surviving for a period of time without climaxing. I could do or say anything to distract me from orgasm but if I didn’t last I would be punished with strap, crop cane or hand, as dictated by him before the timer started. As I said, I sort of enjoyed these session and was not unduly uncomfortable. I only won half the time though for the computer would recognise patterns and the dildo combinations of vibration and thrusting were tuned and re-tuned again and again as I got better at distracting myself from arousal. 
Of course his mood would swing, my torment would become more physical and Judd would set me trials of endurance. Thankfully the elasticity resulting from his quarterly injections didn’t seem to be limited to my tits. Otherwise, I’m sure I would have developed some severe strains or even torn ligaments.  I would be hogtied or body sheathed, (some of my bondage outfits for this torment were really way out!) only my breasts bare and I would be set to squirm my way around a pattern controlled by the computer. It had sensors that I couldn’t see but even so he would sometimes blindfold me to make it harder. Only soft pinging sounds told me if I was on course, either side of the right path and the rate of pings would increase. They never told me if I was going in the right direction though so I had to be  alert for signs that told me I’d been this way before.  He always tormented me in this way in one particular room. It had smooth wooden floor and when my breasts were especially full, (he always ensured they were when he played this game) I would leave a slick snail trial to show my progress. It was worse still when he made me shuffle around on folded thighs for then my trail would be a mixture of saliva and arousal. Sometimes it was how I knew I was going in the wrong direction. The wetness and that faint lemony smell from my breasts or the slicker sensation on the floor from my pussy juices would warn me I was re-tracing or crossing old trails.  I think I hated this as much as I came to enjoy the other game. The penalties were the same but almost inevitable. I think I only won ten to fifteen percent of the time. Humiliation always soured the day following one of these trials. He loved to refer to me as his little slug and I would feel a shame that really was not mine to bear. Yet the dildo that often filled me at these times, or the fucking after, or even the whippings or spanking would always make me climax. Somehow the pain of these paid for the enforced pleasure and allowed me to release the orgasm that hovered. 
 
It was my twenty fourth birthday.  I had been Judd’s slave for nearly eighteen months and was well trained. At times I almost forgot the debt of vengeance I owed the man, but never for long. Tonight was a night the desire to hurt him burnt bright.  I was dressed in a red satin dress with a shawl collar and tight bodice that displayed my wasp waist. The skirts, which for once came down to my knees, flared out with the aid of a profusion of petticoats. My waist seemed even smaller than the nineteen inches I knew it to be. Mum didn’t even suspect that under this fashionable retro look, a metal strap bit deep into a plump hairless mound. It held me doubly impaled and a strategically located hole in the strap ensured my collared clit protruded fat and proud. Not only that but her dear daughter’s breasts were also at an aching fullness. (It wasn’t the time to use my secret weapon, though, because Judd was taking my whole family out for a meal and I dare not leak.) 
‘That waspie isn’t a bit too tight is it, dear?’
‘It’s the fashion, Mum.’ I felt myself shift as I tried to make both the corset and my twin dildo a little more comfortable.  ‘Judd likes me like this. Anyway the flared skirt makes my waist look smaller than it is.’	
‘I suppose so.’ Mum didn’t sound convinced  but she knew better than to argue against what Judd liked or didn’t like. She was convinced I was madly in love with him instead of madly in hate!  ‘What’ Judd bought you for your birthday?’
‘It’s to be a surprise.’ His present that he would give in front of the family might be but his real one wasn’t. For my twenty third birthday he had bought me a course of laser treatment that ensured that other than on head and eyebrow I was as smooth and hairless as a new born babe. This birthday I had been given the latest of my piercings. This was in my pussy so that lines of small rings gathered each set of inner and outer labia. It was terrible! When I opened my legs I gaped wide and lewdly to ease the access for him. Or if he wanted to, he could use those same rings to lock me tight as a virgin nun. It had been done nearly three weeks ago now and I knew that before tonight was over I would be showing my newly acquired pussy jewellery to him or possibly the world and I couldn’t stop him. I had never agreed to any of the piercing but then refusal had not been an option, obedience like everything else can be a habit. It was far too late to cry rape now. 
The chained debating sessions  had at least taught me how to distract myself enough to ignore the workings of these particular dildo. Thankfully they didn’t reciprocate but the way my clit, isolated by being forced to protrude through that hole ensured  it vibrated and wobbled as the vibrations went up and down was almost as bad. I chatted with animation to my family, I teased Judd, just as though he was a real boyfriend. I got the best service from the waiter. I sparkled. It was late when we left the restaurant and Judd and I gaily waived off my family. I wanted to cry with frustration, my petticoats continually brushed against my hard swollen clit and anger and arousal filled me. Had my father and brother even had a hint of the truth of what Judd’s hold of me they would have beaten him up, had they seen what he’d actually done to me, they would have killed him. As it was, I was actually protecting the bastard from my family! Their car had hardly turned out from the car park when he had me back against him with my skirts and petticoats up. He almost ripped the chastity belt and its twin shafts from me, casting it on the ground carelessly. He fucked me hard in sex and ass, emptying first my left breast and then the right as he did so.  I was then forced to my knees to suckle him clean my bare breasts, rubbing against the cloth of his trousers. Tears drenched my face and the jism that ran from my pussy and bottom cooled on my thighs. I was in a state. Not for the degradation and humiliation he was keeping on me but because in that car park where anyone might see or here me I had screamed to orgasm after orgasm until only his hand muffling my mouth had prevented us being discovered. 
 
I saw Wendy to day for the first time in nearly three years. It was like a way point in my life to see her. The day was bright and pleasant and I was standing by the news stand, just up the street from my company offices, waiting to pay for a magazine. Though it was a no top coat day my bare flesh under the skirt felt a little chilly and goose pimply. My now numerous rings felt cooled and I stood shifting my feet trying to find a position where I could close my thighs on them to warm the metal yet not pull the that one that pierced my clit. My clit, sitting in its high collar, especially chilled. I reflected on my slavery, a lot had happened since I last saw her as a teenage receptionist pet for Madam Brenda. 
Six months ago I got married to Judd. Oh it wasn’t a change of attitude on my part. I still hated him and, like everything he did to me, it was enforced by pain, humiliation, degradation and shame. No one else knew, not Mum and Dad not anyone. I hadn’t even notified the company. I suspect someone in personnel knew but they came and went all the time. No, it was because it was useful to have a wife for business reasons. He wanted someone he could trust implicitly and my condition ensured that. Judd made me a non-executive director of almost every one of the companies that he was continually setting up and used my name and signature on countless documents to cover his involvement in dozens of questionable deals. My generous salaries for these was paid into accounts that I of course wasn’t allowed to touch except when he wanted some unrecorded cash. If ever there was a man whose right hand didn’t know what his left was doing! 
He had refused to suckle my breasts until I had agreed to sign all the application forms and go through with a registry office marriage. Each stage of compliance I delayed also won me a whipping that would leave my bottom red and striped for days. It took him several weeks to get the whole thing sorted. There was worse than any whipping, though. Several times I was almost writhing in agony with the pain in my breasts before I was forced to capitulate. The only changes marriage made to my life seemed to be that he bought me a large apartment. This in reality was so he had a second place where he stored ultra private documents in a safe and he could play his wicked games, with me as his toy. The large spare bedroom was turned into a combination home gym and bondage torture chamber. Every home should have one!
I shifted again, the paper man seemed to be involved interminably with the customers in front of me. Judd hadn’t put any more rings in my all ready over laden labia for some time but he had progressively increased the thickness of all of them. Last week he had rewarded my enthusiasm, whilst in a single glove strappado position, for the ass fucking he gave me. (He had maintained it for nearly an hour before he was forced to climax. Twice I almost dislocated my shoulders when my legs gave way when the rolling climax peaked profusely and noisily.)  He had replaced, for the third time, my premier ring. The one that pierced my clit.  It still stood perky and swollen in its collar but the ring piercing it was now about an eighth of an inch thick and, because of the enhanced elasticity of my flesh, I was finding it hard to become accustomed to it. It had been difficult to get it through my swollen engorged cherry of a clit and I had cried my protests and wriggled as much as my bent over position would allow. If my reward for compliant buggery was a painful ringed clit, my punishment for that little scene of remonstrance had been a sound whipping that left my bottom still striped and tenderised today.  Thinking of it made me conscious of it and all my other rings again, I hadn’t managed to warm any of them and it felt as though my body was being branded by their cold presence. Shifting my hips once more in another futile attempt to ease the weighty pull on my tender clit I continued to read the magazine whilst actually watching Wendy. She was deep in conversation with a young girl in a brown skirt and white blouse; they were a mismatched pair. Every so often they would glance towards me. I could almost smell mischief; it was in their body language. 
Though I met Wendy only briefly, it was under conditions that I was unlikely to forget. She was still with Madam Brenda but I knew no longer worked for her - in a capacity as receptionist anyway.  Madam Brenda still makes my clothes, though. Skimpy and ultra tight and revealing of course. Judd of course pays money for my outfits but I earn them. Every time I go there I have to allow myself to be fondled and fucked in ass or cunt by the harridan using a strap- on dildo, then of course I have to service the bitch dyke until my tongue brings her to climax. At least the three bar bells now adorning my tongue bring her to a quicker climax than I could before. He makes me keep the one in the tip of my tongue all the time and causes me put the rest of those horrible metal things in my mouth whenever I’m not working. I know he would have them made permanent if he could and the one at the tip of my tongue changed to a ring. When he last took me on holiday, he called it our honeymoon, he made me wear a ring there all the time. I had begun to feel like a pin cushion. Some time prior to our holiday too he’d had my teats ringed and collared to match my clit. He called them my wedding rings.  God, how those collars grip when my teats are swollen, but he has no pity.  He took me to small Caribbean island noted for nudity and swinging. I wore all my rings, collars and tattoos in public for the whole month. Too many people in the scene had seen my tattoos for me to be more than mildly embarrassed by them. It was that ring at the tip of my tongue, it was even more embarrassing than my new teat collars and rings.  I lisped every time I spoke! Men might find it sexy, I found it humiliating. But, as with everything he does to me, I hide my shame and endure with a bright smile. I was having a honeymoon after all. Wasn’t I?  
Quite a few girls on the island had pierced nipples or clit hoods, some even both. It was that sort of a crowd;  none of them though had collars or had jugs like mine. Eyes followed me everywhere and I was thankful that, for hygiene purposes, thongs were mandatory for all guests.  Supposed honeymoon or not, it helped a little with all the fondling and groping I had to endure. Other guests thought the nature of the hotel, combined with my tattoos, gave the men and some of the women licence.  Often to my shame, though, the skilful gropes and caresses would cause me to change the sopping thong at regular intervals or dive in sea or pool.  Only when I attended the fancy dress did anyone see all my rings. Then I was wearing the full outfit of hobbling chains and gag. The chains from earrings to collar made me keep my head still and my nose ring was the connection point for my leash. I don’t think anyone was surprised at my costume. After all, my tattooed slogans and brands displayed my supposed ultra sub-orientation. Naturally I won a prize. A monster thruster vibrator of a livid colour.  It was gross but Judd showed them how I appreciated it by bringing me to orgasm in front of them all. He told me he wouldn’t free me until I did. It wasn’t a matter of complying, though complying is a habit I’ve acquired even as I’ve lost my modesty if not my shame, it was that I had to actively seek an orgasm in front of all those people.  Bound in a network of fine chains that connected all my major erogenous zones I had little option but to let myself be dildo fucked. That and the various pulls and jerks on my rings soon had my trained libido howling. Anyway, I triggered a mini orgy. My only consolation of the holiday was the all over tan and the fact that Judd allowed me to keep the secret that my breasts gave milk, though I’m sure one or two of the women were suspicious. 
We were asked by a lot of people if we were coming back next year. ‘Lord,’ as the Jews pray, ‘Next year Jerusalem.’ My Jerusalem is freedom. I wondered if I would ever find a way out.
It was the red dress that had caught my eye. Wendy was wearing a pencil slim dress of the same shade that Madam Brenda had worn that first time I visited her. The dress with its pencil slim skirt and well corseted waist displayed all Madam Brenda’s taste in clothes for slaves. The dress also displayed, if my eyes didn’t deceive me, that she was now the proud owner of a pair of heavily laden boobs. Though not as large as mine, they were still sufficiently large to make her top heavy in the extreme. It had been the association of colour and silver blond hair made me recognise her instantaneously.  Big boobs or not. I realised that the young girl she was talking to was one I had seen around the offices, brunette where Wendy was blond, yet she looked of the same type as Wendy had been when I first met her at Brenda’s. Young, thin, gauche, brittle and vicious! Wendy, though, had changed a lot, visually at least! Still slim but not so thin, she looked good. Her hair was smart and well cut and she’d acquired a light tan that showed of her silver blond hair to its best advantage. She had also learnt to use makeup properly now, it had been artfully applied to give her the colour that she lacked naturally. Most of all, though, it was the way she stood proud and straight, thrusting out those, to my eye, milk laden tits. It was a stance that corsets and slave training make second nature to the average Cunt Slave.  I remembered the scene where Judd had ordered her to strip and the suggestion that she might like being a ‘lezzie cow’? I wondered what she thought of them now? Was she still as happy with reality as with fantasy?   
Both girls glanced in my direction and laughed then parted. Wendy walked past me, jiggling and giggling but avoided eye contact. That at least answered that question. The other girl just disappeared into the office. Just a sly look from under her eye lashes. Looks may have changed but I still felt Wendy was still vicious little slut.
I had a conference with Colin Dash that morning. I still liked Colin. Some of the other managers and directors were inclined to put me down and label me lightweight because I seemed to have hooked one of the companies most important clients as my ‘lover’.  If they had only known! My reputation hadn’t been helped because a number of my colleagues had seen me out and about in Judd’s/Madam Brenda’s tarty outfits. So, I’d been labelled slapper and slut in my private life. Colin was not one of those. What he thought at the time I don’t now but he always treated me as a lady. No, more important than that, as a person, a person he liked. I know he stood up for me at the various annual assessments and I know that at least for him he judged me on the quality of my work instead of the size of my breasts. It wasn’t only physically their large mass often got in my way. Why is it that only stick insect girls are supposed to be intelligent and sensitive? Sat on the hard chair in the conference taking notes, we discussed one of our developing clients. It was a quiet meeting, Colin had lost his wife in a car accident nearly a year ago, they were close and he still missed her. As always at that table the seat was a fraction too low for me and I had difficulty in writing without either crushing my big jugs against the table or resting them ostentatiously on it. I wasn’t helped by the hard seat that cupped my tender buttocks and no matter how I shifted, I felt my heavy pussy rings being moved and shifted. Sometimes it was pleasurable, other times my tender flesh would be nipped unexpectedly. I couldn’t relax. It was made worse by the thought of Wendy talking to the brunette; I had an uneasy feeling about them. 
‘You could always rest those lovely breasts on the table, Belle, you’ll find it more comfortable and I will find it marginally lest distracting than seeing you jiggle about trying to get comfortable to work properly.’  Colin blushed  with embarrassment at his boldness but it was said with admiration and kindness rather than chauvinism and lechery. I couldn’t take offence. ‘Next time you know we’re going to work in here you’ll have to bring a cushion to sit on or one of those chairs you can adjust the height of.’ 
I had thought of it but I didn’t want to bring attention to myself or make a fuss.
‘Belle, I don’t know of any red blooded man who’d not give you their undivided attention.’ I looked down at my big breasts as they jutted from between the lapels of my jacket and now gently mounded on the table. I was wearing a perfectly modest bustier with a slip and linen blouse over the top, I was inclined to wear more clothes than necessary at the office, but I felt almost as though my nipple collars and rings were clearly on show.  
‘I wish I could get a bust reduction.’  What I meant was, I wish I could stop lactating. 
‘Why don’t you ? The company would give you the money and you could repay it via our personal loan facility. I’d OK it. Though I for one think your bust is beautiful the way it is.’ He blushed again at his temerity in speaking of so personal a matter to me. 
‘Judd likes me like this.’ That definitely put a damper on the conversation.
‘Well, its your body.’  He seemed disappointed at my reason for not doing as I wanted and brought that avenue of conversation to an end. He seemed to realise that he sounded rather too disapproving and tried to change the subject. ‘My Ginny was of a similar build to you.’ He got a photograph from his wallet. It was a good one and showed a smiling voluptuous dark haired girl in a silver bikini. She was obviously trying to stop him taking the photograph  but she was laughing as she did so and you could see the life and love in her eyes. She was indeed a curvaceous woman. 
‘You still miss her.’ It wasn’t a question. 
‘All the time. There won’t be anyone to take her place.’
‘You won’t marry again?’
‘Oh I didn’t say that. I might find another girl who I love as much as Ginny but I’ll never find one I could love more. Ginny will always have her own special place in my heart that no one could dislodge.’  I felt my eyes moisten. It was so lovely that someone could care so much for another, lose them and yet get on with life.
‘I’m sure the right  girl will come along.’
‘Perhaps. Anyway I’ll wait until I’m sure. It wouldn’t do to take some one on I didn’t love as much as Ginny. It would be unfair to them. Unknowing they’d always be competing with someone who wasn’t there.’ He spoke as though she had just gone away but he would meet with again one day. I hoped he would. 
 
The morning passed quickly enough; I had a lot of work on. Judd always seemed to be doing something to me that would remind me of my sexuality or arousal and more often than not both. That heavier ring through my clit was just such an item and I could feels myself swollen and tender as my body came to terms with it. I squirmed on my seat to ease it, of course it did no good except to manipulate my clit through a whole series of movements that I shouldn’t have started. The injection that kept my body from becoming stretched and saggy also made it hard for my body to accommodate the change in rings, it learnt but it took longer than you might expect. My only recourse with my submissive trained body was to avoid excessive arousal by concentrating on my work. That worked until lunchtime when the little bitch made her move. I was on the point of eating a sandwich, having decided to work through lunch so I could get away sharp on time tonight. She came through the door and immediately shut the door behind her.
’What do you want?’
‘Oh that’s simple. You.’ I felt startled. Whatever I was expecting from the vicious little bitch it wasn’t that.
‘What do you mean by that!’
‘I want to see and suckle those nice big tits of yours. Wendy’s told me all about them’ I felt stunned but before I could even react she continued. ‘f course if you don’ let me I’ tell the whole world about what you are and what you get up to,’ she paused before continuing, ‘Cunt Slave. Or perhaps you prefer to let the whole office know you’re your, Master’s Cow.’ She was lingering lovingly over those words, a look of wicked enjoyment in her eyes. ‘It’s up to you. I think I should start dropping just a few words to Madge Curdsworth in accounts to get the rumours started, she loves a bit of gossip. You know Madge, don’t you?’ I knew her all right, I’d been the one responsible for the stupid woman getting a reprimand for nearly losing us major client over a silly error in payment. Whatever poison was dropped in that ear would go around the office like wildfire. She started to make her way to the door. ‘I think I’ll enjoy starting a few rumours going just to get up your snooty nose. I’ll start slow, of course, you can stop me at any time by complying.’
I knew that, initially she wouldn’t be believed but I also knew how some of the women and men love to dig dirt and the rumours and stories would grow until it became unbearable. I could of course set Madam Brenda and Judd on her, I’m sure they would know how to deal with her but it wouldnt stop the rumours already started running. Her hand was on the door handle now.
‘Wait!’ I swallowed hard. ‘But not here.’ The front of my office was frosted glass to just above head height but you could see over if you were tall enough and even through the frosted area you could see shapes.
‘I’m not stupid! I’ve done a little preparation for a nest in the archives upstairs. No one hardly ever goes in there. There’s even less chance now it’s lunch time.’ 
I had little option. I could see that this bitch wouldn’t stop at this once but at least I would buy time until I could get my master on the case.  Meekly I put my sandwiches away and followed her through the door. 
The room with its shelves smelled of dust and old print. Between one set of shelves against the world at the far end was an overflow from the shelves of archived files stacked in bundles so as to take up the shape of a large armchair, across which a dust sheet had been thrown. Becky had been a busy little bitch. I guessed she had prepared this since talking with Wendy. She indicated that there was where our little scene would take place. I could almost smell her excitement whereas I was dreading what was to happen. I had been forced many times to make love to women for Judd’s pleasure and to my shame been wildly orgasmic but this blackmail left me as cold as I had been at the very beginning of my torment.
‘Undo your blouse.’ I turned to her and the girl had the face of some evil cherub. I felt numb but my fingers obeyed. I had done this for women before and I started to unbutton the thick linen blouse I wore to ensure no secrets were visible to anyone. I had scarcely got the blouse undone to my breasts when she struck. She must have planned it but I played right into her hands and she was lucky.  Striking, she seized the moment, gripping the bunch of material that was my lapels, blouse and the straps of my slip, she pulled it open, up and over my shoulders so that my arms were pinned to my body by my own clothes and shoved me back. I thumped down on to my paper throne and she was on me. A hand tore down the front of my bustier and my boobs literally popped out. A hot mouth clamped over my left teat, ring and collar and all. Her teeth gripped just behind the collar and bit down and began to suckle. That sensation of the juice being drawn from my body and the electric connection between tit and clit undid me again and I felt myself, no matter how reluctantly, moisten fast. Her hand sneaked up my skirt and found my heavily ringed clit and I heard her mumbled, ‘Shit!’ as she discovered it and the rest of my rings. I come quickly these days and the orgasm rarely has a defined trough and high. Now humiliation and degradation was fuelling my arousal and I felt as though my stomach were liquefying. My pussy was clenching and I know I was drenching the bitch’s hand.
‘Keep quiet, you stupid cow!” she squawked around my teat, keeping her teeth nipping it as she did so. ‘You don’t want to attract attention, do you?’ I bit my lip and struggled to not make a sound. Eventually she had drained my breast as eagerly as a starving piglet at the teat. Now she stood on my throne, straddling my legs, pulling up her loose skirt to expose slim stocking clad thighs and a neat down covered pussy. In the dim light under her skirt her clit stood out like a small bud, pink and tender. 
‘Lick it you cow!’ I had no will of my own, it was as though thought had been replaced with a sexual force that was all submission. I could tell she had felt the hard metal ball at the end of my tongue striking her clit for she jerked and where there had been a trickle of arousal there was now a stream drenching her stocking tops.  ‘Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!’ She was jerking her little boy’s bottom, thrusting against my face as she came. If I had hoped this would satisfy her the little bitch soon disabused me. She got off me, letting her skirt fall to cover herself and stepping down back on to the floor. I struggled to get up so I could shrug my clothes back on to my shoulders to free my arms. I had barely begun before she was on me again.
‘I’ve another tit to empty, cow!’ she said vehemently in my ear. This time her lips clamped on my right nipple and her weight came down on me, pinning my arms again. If anything her orgasm gave her energy and she was suckling harder than ever on my poor dug. My legs had sprawled further apart in that abortive attempt to get up and away from her and now her hand had found its way to the top of my legs again. This time, though, she didn’t stop with playing with my ringed clit. To my shame I was wet hot and open and soon she had a bracelet of rings as she thrust the whole of her small slim hand inside me. The draining, sexual tide flowed through me again and my whole body jerked as she sucked and fisted me.
‘Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! ... Ugggghh!’ It was too much and emotion took over the sensations were just to extreme and all consciousness of where I was, was forgotten.  ‘No! No! Stop, I can’t take any more. No! No! Let me go!’ My voice was high and panic stricken now.
Suddenly the door flew open and my eyes widened to see Colin Dash framed in the door. The girl went into panic and shock. Her fist was withdrawn from me, still clenched. Thankfully even though I screamed, ‘Euuggh!’ he was unable to see me properly because her body shielded me from him.  She scrabbled from me and desperation helped me get at least one shoulder back inside my clothes and yank my bustier more or less over my tits and tattoos.
‘What the hell is going on here?’ The vicious little bitch was all fear and childishness now, she had been thrown from her role of dominant lesbian back to what she was in reality, a girl, not even a proper woman. The years between us were few enough but I had lived a life the like that she could only imagine and fantasise about. 
‘Nothing,’ she squeaked to Colin. Child, precocious and vicious or not, she still was.  Being in thrall to Judd because of my milk-laden breasts and conditioned by nearly thirty-six months of slavery and abuse, my conditioned sexuality had allowed her a brief ascendancy over me. Now I took over. 
‘Get out of here! If I hear one word about what has happened here, I’ll know where to come. You have no hold over me now, you little slag!’  Colin had effectively removed the blackmail option just by his presence. She almost scuttled out of the room in her eagerness to get away from Colin and me.  He looked at me in askance even as I was tidying my clothes. My mind was racing; I had to gain time to think, to consider my position and what I should do. 
‘Colin, I need to explain to you about this,’ I hesitated not sure how to continue, ‘and other things. But this isn’t the time or place. Be patient with me and come around to my apartment at about eight o’clock. I’ll tell everything.’ Did I mean everything? I wondered.
I left the office after that explaining that I wasn’t feeling well. Jackie, my secretary, accepted this. I did look white, sickly from shock. It felt funny to be home from the office so early. At least I thought, Judd won’t be around tonight, he’s in New York for a couple of days. 
I sat drinking a large gin and tonic, it only gave me a momentary boost but it was a comfort. Thankfully my breasts absorbed most of the alcohol that I drank, otherwise I might have become an alcoholic as a way out of my horrible situation. It was bad enough to have come to the realisation that I was a manufactured nymphomaniac cow, (There, I’ve said it, I thought.) without being a drunken, manufactured submissive nymphomaniac cow. I sat feeling more alone than I had for the last three years. I was surrounded by people I loved and I couldn’t share my troubles with any of them, it would only hurt them that there was nothing they could do to help. Could I tell Colin everything? Could I share my pain with another human being? 
I made my decision. At the best I would have a friend on my side. At worst I would ensure he had to much to keep secret to let my mine out. 
The rest of the afternoon and early evening was spent taking my time getting ready. First I stripped and went to the bathroom and prepared the enema set. I’d long got use to this and though I hated it I was as efficient as any nurse. I hung the bag full of warm water and, after greasing the plug, eased it in to my well used and receptive butt. I tried not to feel a frisson of pleasure run through me as I did this. I held it for ten minutes before pulling out the plug and letting my stomach empty. I repeated the process again but this time filled the enema bag with strong soapy water.  I held this for another ten minutes though my belly was swollen and I felt my stomach cramp and gurgle. Twice more I rinsed myself with warm clean water but this time though my stomach swelled again each time I was filled I didn’t hold them. By the time I eased the fat plug from my bottom for the last time the water ran from me as clear as clear could be and I was hot and sweaty from my exertions. It felt strange to carry out this process because I wanted to and not because of Judd. Showered and clean I looked at the clock, it was six thirty and I would need all of that to finish getting ready.
The outfit I’d decided to wear was one of Judd’s favourites, if not mine, but I felt as though I would need to go the whole way tonight. It took me until nearly eight to get into it but I did and it only left the final item for Colin’s arrival. I daren’t do that in case he didn’t come. 
Prompt at eight the security intercom buzzed. 
‘Belle? Colin.’ 
‘Come right up, I’m just finishing getting ready. The door’s open.’ I tried my hardest not to lisp, I had changed the pin in my tongue for a ring and replaced the other two pins. A few minutes later I heard someone come into the flat then Colin’s voice called out.
‘Belle?’ 
‘I’m in the bedroom; make yourself comfortable and I’ll be right out.’  I took a deep breath and pulled against my leash until my joints ached and there was a click as the latch made. I had to use my teeth to lift the strap from the hook. I felt myself hot and red that wasn’t all down to exertion. I drew a deep breath, kicked the bedroom door open and stepped into my living room.
‘Jesus Christ!’ His voice went high and breathless. ‘What the hell!’
‘I’m sorry to startle you, Colin, but I thought it better if from the start you realised that what I’m about to explain to you is going to be the absolute truth.’  I did a slow pirouette in my ultra high heeled button boots and let him take it all in with one slow view. A poem in black silk and leather; I was a bondage fetishist dream or rather Judd’s dream and my nightmare.
‘How the hell did you manage to cuff your own hands that high up your back?’ He said this even as he was staring at my huge, almost black, teats. These days the rings and nipple collars kept my three inch aureole permanently crinkled and tight.
‘The leassh, my ring added another ‘s’ to the word. ‘Pulls up my hands until a latch locks them up there in what they call a back prayer.’
‘I know what a back prayer is.’ Disregarding his evident knowledge of at least one type of bondage, I continued. ‘So it was eashy enough to put that ring over the over the hook that I usth to pull the corset laces closed, I swung the two thin straps from which hung a ring that should now be connected to a latch between my breasts on the corset, cuff my handths in these mittens,’ I twisted and showed him my leather covered hands, ‘then pull away until my handths were high enough up my back for the latch to lock to the harness around my shoulders.’ I looked down at the way my breasts, with their big ringed teats, jutted through the shoulder straps that was the other half of the of the tit constricting harness to make them engorge. I swung my body at him to make the free straps that swung loose instead of connecting to my corset between my breast. 
‘Latch the ring to the hook on my corset,’ I said. His fingers trembled as he did so and the straps now added to the pressure on my breasts the way Judd and Madam Brenda had designed them to. I felt myself moisten with the excitement of humiliation
‘The corset looks tight as well, how small is your waist?’
‘I think Judd’s got me down to about seventeen or eighteen inches now.
‘Jesus, I’ve never seen anything like you! I’ll have to stop saying that! Judd! So Judd’s at the bottom of all this?’
‘Judd and I are married, but he’s not my husband, he’s my master. I felt tears fill my eyes. I saw he was reading the tattoos now. The little leather skirt was more like panniers, the soft black was like silk flowing over my sharply delineated hips and left me naked at the front and back. It was simply to frame my tattooed crotch and branded ass and to swish back and forth to magnify the roll of my hips.
‘Master? What is all this?’
‘I’d better start at the beginning. It’s a long story.
‘You’d better sit down then or you’ll fall over in those heels.’
‘I’m well used to heels this high, I’ve had three years of wearing them whenever I’m not at work. Anyway, sitting with dildo in you pussy and bottom isn’t always easy to do.’ I opened my stocking clad legs wide and thrust my crotch at him. My belly, plump mound and sex was bisected by hard drawn metallic strap that stood out from the four suspenders that quartered each thigh and buttock.  His eyes widened to take in my sets of labia gathering rings that showed either side of the pussy cutting strap. Those and the ends of the special dildo that filled me back and front were threaded through the ends, locking them inescapably inside me. More still was to be seen for just above the dildo filling my pussy and stretching its lips, a ring had been let into the strap, just big enough so my clit with its fat ring would extrude through, hard erect and glinting with my arousal. 
‘These vibrate all the time,’ I said, and thrust my hips forward again. ‘Feel. The settings are only low but they never stop.’ I felt hot but that wasn’t why I wanted to encourage him. I wanted to draw him in and guarantee his silence. I had realised that it was my job was all that kept me sane. As though on automatic he reached out a finger and touched the end of the one filling my sex. As lightly as he did it I was aware of that light thrust it caused. Suddenly I felt powerful. Self bound so that I was as trussed and stuffed as a Christmas turkey, I was still in control. 
‘That thing that looks like a television remote controls the dildo as well as unlocking the cuffs and chastity belt. Try it.’ Colin took up the remote and pressed the red button before I could say anything. The pain shot through my pussy and butt like a lightning strike. ‘Ooof!’ I stood there, bent forward, knees clamped together, trying to contain the pain.  ‘Not that one! That shocks me when he wants to punish me!’ I didn’t mention that I also got shocked if I didn’t keep squeezing and clamping my pussy. I have pussy muscles that are unbelievable now! He checked the symbols on the remote properly now and suddenly even he could hear the vibration and suddenly I was coming.  ‘Ugh! Ugh! Yes! Yes! No, no, don’t slow it down!’ I screamed like a banshee! ‘Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!’  He looked shaken at the dramatic effect he’d had on me. I could have told him to my shame that my rapidity of my response was normal now. I got myself under control and new I must go on. I knelt before him. 
‘Lean back.’ His well cut trousers did nothing to hide the fact that he had a raging erection. He did as commanded but when my teeth sought his zip – ‘No!’ 
‘Please, it’s a long time since I’ve made love to a man because I want to.’ I think he would have been made of stone if he’d been able to resist me. I pulled the zipper down and eased his jockey short away from his penis. It sprung out hard and erect. It wasn’t the biggest cock I’d been forced to accommodate but few women would have been disappointed. It tasted glorious as I lapped it length and wrapped my tongue around its girth. Helpless and armless, I followed his wavering penis snake like until I could take his helmet into my mouth. My cheeks bulged at the size of him but I kept my studded tongue working, then when I had his cock coated with my saliva, with one eager swallow I took it down my throat. I swallowed him like a snake swallowing an egg. My lips were stretched as tight as my labia around the dildo.  I got into that familiar rhythm of breathing and taking him down, my teats brushing against the material of his trousers each time I deep throated him. It didn’t last long, I’m skilled, in fact for the first time I gloried in my unwanted expertise. He was hot and, even as my nose pushed into his pubic hair, his cum filled my throat. Even as the still gently buzzing dildo allowed me a mini climax, I withdrew and savoured the last drops from his helmet on my tongue.  I didn’t stop though and soon he was hard as ever for this time I wanted my vagina filled. I withdrew him again from my throat and looked up at him. 
‘Push the button marked ‘C’ master.’ It felt right to call this man master, even if only for one night. ‘I need to be used, master.’ He helped me remove the dildo, taking care not to pull on my heavily laden clit as he negotiated it through the strap’s ring.  I was still in control, though, for I straddled his lap and with time-learnt skills sought his hard shaft. My hotness enveloped him. 
‘God! How can you be so tight after wearing those two monsters?’ I looked down at the eight inch and seven inch dildo each two and one and half inches diameter respectively.
‘Practice!’ I giggled then with a sudden release even as I squeezed him and rolled my stomach muscles I laughed properly and whole heartedly for the first time in three years. Slowly as I posted up and down on his hard cock I told him my story. The kidnapping and rape, the injections and the effects on me, the reason why I had colluded with my own slavery. The need to retain my secret so that I could hold my job and what little self-worth I had left. I pushed my nipple to his mouth and teased him with the taste of me, left right, left right. I felt my milk fill his mouth and I the climax. How he held back as he stripped my breasts I don’t know. Eventually he had heard my whole story and I let him begin to suckle to the full, I could feel his tempo increase. Squeezing his cock harder still I ceased my posting and raised myself from his cock. I felt I would never come to its end. 
‘Fill my arse, I want to feel you filling me deep.’
He guided his cock that vital inch or so and I rested my well used sphincter on his bulbous cock head. A little bounce and he was through.  ‘Ughhh!’ It was a gentle whispery grunt. 
Slowly I impaled myself on its full length. ‘Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!’ All my breath was forced from my lungs. I leaned back and his hands held me at chest height, pushing my big jugs tighter together still. Most of my milk had been stripped from me but the straps connecting to my hands still held them engorged with blood and they ached beautifully. I looked down between my breasts to our joining. I was stretched to the extreme around his shaft but at that moment I wouldn’t have cared if my body hadn’t been enhanced to stretch and take him without damage. My bottom was so filled that my pussy was forced out like an open anemone. The rings gathered the darker pink edges of my flushed and swollen petals and my heavily ringed clit was like the lure of some exotic sea creature to capture passing prey. My inner lips were a bright slick pink that oozed arousal. His hands brushed my pressure extruded lips and I cried out with a pain that was so sweet arousal actually jetted from me in a little spurt. Suddenly we were jerking and bouncing and the sweet, sweet, orgasm, came hard and fierce and sharp.
He released me from my bonds and helped me from my constraining corset costume. With my tattoos and things it’s impossible to be naked but that night was the barest I’d been to bed with a man since before Judd ruined my life. We collapsed into my bed and fell into an exhausted sleep. It was wonderful to cuddle a man and know he wasnÀ__Àt about to treat you like an animal but as a person. I awoke at about five thirty, at this time of the year it was already getting light. I felt contented and terribly horny. We were only sleeping under a sheet and I could see that his erection had returned. I felt delightfully mischievous and slid from his arms and down his body. Never had I swallowed a penis so easily and willingly. 
‘Wh-what the hell! Oh two can play at that game!’ I was still sunk on his penis when he literally lifted me and straddled my legs either side of his face. I may not be a big girl nor am I fat but you can guess not a lot of bone shows through. Similarly in that position it took strength, he was no weak-kneed office wimp. 
‘Umph!’ He pivoted me on his cock until he could clamp his mouth over my heavily metalled pussy. The heat and sensation as his tongue went deep had me drenching his face and I would have screamed had he not filled my throat, as it was I almost jerked my head off his lovely cock. It was lap and suck for a long time before we were done. It was the only sort of war that’s worth fighting. The battle was to the one who could extend the other’s pleasure without coming themselves. His cock was hard with a morning erection and I knew it must be painful for him. My bladder was also full but the pain just made the sensations sweeter. 
‘Ye-o-o-o-owwww!’ He lost but only by a second or two. He couldn’t cheat for, he filled my mouth with cream even as I screamed. 
I let Colin use the shower first, he had to get back home to change and head for a business conference in France. I made sure he sucked my tits dry before I let him go though. But I wouldn’t let him fuck me, as much as I wanted him to. After all a girl should play hard to get at times. 
It was the following Monday before I saw Colin again. I’d had time during another weekend with Judd to consider my situation.  I’d been teased and tormented, had to act like a slut in front of various of his friends, I was tied and chained as his fancy took him and I was made to lick an old boot of a female friend of his to an orgasm. My reward was to have the pain that had grown in my breasts eased and a number of unwanted orgasms. The last of these was aided by another caning that kept fresh the weals on my bottom.  Eventually I had told Judd how the girl Mandy Reed, I’d found out that was her name, had blackmailed me. I was scared it would come out another way, say through Wendy and Madam Brenda. I didn’t tell him about Colin, though, other than that he had disturbed us. I told him that Colin actually hadn’t seen much and was too much of a gentleman to enquire further. In Judd’s book that made him a wimp. All to the good, I thought. As I suffered over the weekend and took warped pleasure from it, it had shown me that I must go for what I wanted if I was to have any life or pleasure of my own. I had decided that Colin was what I wanted. 
I shook with nerves as I knocked on his door. Would he see me as some warped and perverted slag? Would it sicken him to know all the details of what I did with and for Judd? Could I even tell him more? It was almost a let down, he too had secrets to tell and though those in my mind didn’t balance mine that I had to tell they made things easier. I saw the look of desire mixed with concern for me in his eyes and almost immediately felt at ease. He too had been thinking and before I had much more time than to say hello he brought out some photographs to show me.
‘Belle, you’re hooked and enslaved by some hideous monster of a man. And like you, I can’t see a way out for you. But if we’re to have any sort of relationship and I’d like us to. I want to be honest with you.’
I wondered what dark and sordid horror he was about to tell me. He pushed the photos towards me. They were pictures of his wife, Ginny. She was dressed in a variety of outfits but all showed her condition as being a sub to her dom husband.  ‘Ginny enjoyed her sexuality, she was naturally submissive in this area of our lives but no where else.’  He looked a little embarrassed.  ‘I’m worried that my natural sexual dominance - and I’m ashamed to admit, the fact that I find what’s been done to you arousing and exciting,’ his face was flame red now, ‘I want you to truly believe me when I say, I believe that submission should always be a matter of love and choice never coercion and force.’ 
‘Colin.’ I sat on his desk and let my skirt slide back to bare my ringed sex. ‘I don’t know if I would have become a natural submissive if Judd had never happened to me. What I do now know is that as much as I hate what he’s done to me I am now a sub and take pleasure in being so. What I find unbearable is being forced to receive pleasure from a man I loathe. It demeans me more mentally than he ever could physically.’ His hand caressed my heavy rings and for the first time I was able to admit the excitement and pleasure they engendered in me. Our conversation became disjointed but we reached and understanding that, to me, was better than any marriage. I was married to Judd but that meant nothing. He was my real and only, if secret, master. One day we would find our way free of Judd’s malign influence.
Three months passed and though my slavery was hard, now at least I had hope. Colin too found Judd’s use and ordering of my body almost unbearable. But he tried to conceal it from me as much as he could and was always supportive. It was as a Bank Holiday approached that Judd warned me he was taking me away for a long weekend to Scotland. Colin was definitely not best pleased but he appeared to accept it. Thankfully we flew up on Saturday morning. My voice has become husky with the amount of use my throat has to endure and if we’d had to drive I’m sure my jaws would have seized up too. Colin caressed and suckled my tits as he consoled me with his love. That at least will help me get through the weekend, I thought, for I had little doubt that I would be tormented to an inch of my sanity. 
It was as we sat on the jet that Judd told me that Mandy Reed would be there. He hadn’t seemed too put out by what she had done to me but I should have guessed that for Judd revenge is always a cold dish and he had almost infinite patience.  
I didn’t see the castle we were to stay at until I got out of the Range Rover; I had been too busy servicing Judd and our kilted host to notice the scenery.  It was as we drew up that Judd spoke. 
‘There’s your good lady wife waiting to greet us.  Oh, by the way, I have some business to transact in Glasgow in the morning. I should be back by lunch time if I might borrow a car.’  I heard the smile in his voice even as I suckled and throated Duncan’s root. I’m sure my Cunt Slave will make up for my absence.’
‘I’m sure she will. You had better take this car. You’ll have noticed some of the loch side roads are a bit uncertain.’ The hand brake went on and he pulled me off his cock. ‘She’s a braw hot little piece, Fiona,’ he said out of the window. His wife was a strongly built tweedy woman with rust coloured hair and a high coloured complexion, stern and unsmiling.  I was to get more than a hint of their fetish by noticing the number of pretty maids that they both delighted in ordering about. 
‘We’ll no doubt see just how braw later, Duncan.’ Her Scots tones were soft but cold. 
‘We’ve another guest joining in our fun, Judd. I think you know him, Colin Dash?’
I almost fainted at the surprise of Colin being hear to see my humiliation. How could he? I felt sick.  ‘His wife died a while back. She was a sweet sub and he is a nice man who needs to be taken out of himself.’
At least Fiona wasn’t all ice but it didn’t make me feel better. I was wearing my typical tart look. Thankfully a short green coat had concealed much of me during the flight. One of the silent maids though had taken that from me as we entered the castle.  Fiona was studying my breasts through the see -through white translucent blouse that tied under my breasts, seeming to barely hold them. The bustier I wore lifted and displayed but didn’t cover, my big dark teats and metalwork, not to mention the ‘Cunt Slave’ tattoo, which could be clearly seen. Fiona’s hand found my short skirt no barrier and she was up to my stocking tops in a flash, fondling and weighing my ring weighted labia. I knew better than to protest. I’m a slave, aren’t I? If Judd didn’t object I couldn’t. He noticed how white I’d gone though and thought it was because I would have to come out in front of Colin. 
‘At least with him here taking part in the jollities, even if he suspected what had happened between you and  Mandy, he wont be able to say anything, my little cow.’ He patted my cheek, ignoring the fact that like a good little slut I had parted my legs and thrust back my ass to meet Fiona thrusting, she virtually had her hand inside my well used sex and I had begun to grunt like a pig.
I spent the afternoon getting ready for the evening. The whole enema bit. At about six thirty one of the silent little maids brought me a light meal on a tray but I wasn’t hungry. It didn’t surprise me that I was to be part of the entertainment rather than a diner. She caught me standing at the mirror wearing just bootees and stockings. I was taking inventory of my condition, contemplating if I could go through with the evening.  Silly, I suppose. Colin had fucked me a lot since I took him as my secret master, he often bound and tormented me as badly as Judd did. But it was with love and complicity. He knew just what I was because I had told him but could I stand him seeing other men and women use me? I looked into her face and felt as though I could see my reflection there. I felt no embarrassment, she too had been prepared for the evening work, she was hobbled at wrist and ankles and a red ball gag filled her mouth. If before her uniform had been skimpy it was indecent now. I could see stocking tops and a hint of pussy and her pert little breasts now sat on a nest of lace, their small sharp nipples rouged a bright red. She was ready for what came, anyway. There was an innocence about her, the big brown eyes that blinked a lot or maybe it was the thick schoolgirl plait of brown hair that escaped from under a little piece of lace and hung to her tight little buttocks that peeped so coyly out from under her pelmet of a skirt.
‘Do you like what you ssee?’ I tried not to lisp but the ring was in my tongue again as was my nose ring. Anger filled me at the way she was goggling I did a slow pivot on the heels of my bootees with my hands on my head. My breasts don’ droop thanks to Judd’s concoction but neither does lifting my arms flatten them much. To her my nipples and aureoles must have looked almost pasted on, so dark and dense and big. Their collars were thick and heavy as were the rings. I could see the dusting of faint blue veins that hid under the rich white flesh and feel the ache building that would eventually have me begging for release any cost. Her eyes took in those gross tattoos, dropped down past my narrow waist and the almost mundane ring in my navel and focused on ‘Master’s Cow’. I think she already knew the significance of this statement and could see it was my perky ringed and collared clit, now the size of a small cherry that fascinated her, that and the profusion of fat rings that loaded and weighed in my tender lips. 
 ‘Whilst your here youth might ath well help me into my corthet.’  I couldn’t be bothered not to lisp. My outfit was the same one that I wore when Colin first saw me in my true state of slave. As I slipped my arms into the shoulder harness that would eventually be part of my bondage she seemed eager to help, her little hands were everywhere as she helped me prepare. Small and hobbled or not, she had me panting by the time she had finished lacing me in. It was a relief to stand there, my boobs already swelling out more from the constraint of the straps, as she connected my suspenders to my stockings and arranged the little leather skirt that flowed over my hips. I looked over at the case on top of which the crotch strap and two dildo lay. It was nearly twenty to eight, there was no point in delaying. I didn’t tell her to go, it would have seemed churlish after she had helped me and I knew she was fascinated by me. I greased the butt plug and my bottom accepted it easily. God, it filled me! But that of course wasn’t enough. The internal pressure of it forced my pussy to flower open, my trained subjugation ensured I didn’t need lubricant there.  ‘Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!’ It went home in stage until the monster had me stuffed and filled. She saw me struggling with the crotch strap and took over again, connecting it at the back of my corset and threading it through the base of the twin shafts. She was careful pulling my clit ring through the opening in the strap then gave the pull that allowed her to lock it to the front of the corset. I was snug and secure. Filled and loaded ready for firing. The rest would await Judd’s pleasure. I saw he looking again at my tits. 
‘Like them?’ I said. She gave a quick little nod then indicated her own pert tits and made a too small gesture with thumb and forefinger. ‘Don’t wish you were like me, it might come true. Her hand at the limit of her wrist chain reached up and caressed and pushed against my big rubbery teat, the ring moving under her ministrations. It wasn’t as exciting as being suckled but I still clenched and moistened.
‘What’s going on here?’ I feared trouble. 
‘I was having difficulty getting the corset laced, Master, and she helped me. She likes my breasts.’  He smiled at the maid.
‘Would you like breasts like these?’ The silly bitch nodded violently. ‘I’ll have to speak to Duncan and Fiona.’ He tweaked her nipple and slapped her bare butt. ‘Off you go, girl.’ 
I allowed Judd to fit my hands into the mittens and then connect them to the rear of my shoulder harness. He pulled on the ring to which my mittens were connected and slowly my hands went up behind my back until I was in a stringent back prayer. Then he latched the ring between my breasts to my corset. The mirror showed my wasp waist form armless and helpless as though they had been removed completely. The pressure of the straps around my jutting breasts had increased further and their pink colour deepened and the ache intensified a whole level. I endured and said nothing.
‘Now this, my sweet cow.’ He buckled a wide stiff collar that was almost a neck brace and we were done. 
He led me down the baronial stairs at the end of a clit leash and into the hall for all to admire. I felt as though I were walking back into the Middle Ages. Fancy was forgotten as I concentrated on walking down the stairs. The chain may have been light but it felt like an anchor cable to me. I walked with care fearful of tripping over or even just falling behind. A circle naturally opened around us and eyes like lasers scanned and mentally dissected me. 
I stood as passive and bovine as any other farm animal. All the men wore DJ’s or highland outfits. I saw Colin in the background drinking with Fiona. I wondered if he would end up screwing Fiona or one of the maids, perhaps the little one who helped me dress. Did I feel jealous? Did I have any right to be? 
‘Let’s set up our wet nurse then,’ said Duncan. Wet nurse! I felt, I don’t know what I felt, just degraded.
I was led to a pole on a wide floor plate to keep it rigidly upright. From it two slim metal arms stuck out about eight or nine inches long with open metal bands at their ends. They were both mounted on slides and one sat on the floor and the other against a stop about four feet off the floor. The first was slid up to neck height and I was tugged gently forward by my clit until I was in a position for someone to close the band snug around my wide collar. Next the lower arm was raised and the band on its end snapped shut tight around my heavily corseted waist. This lower one had a slide mechanism built into the joint allowing me to shift my hips ever so slightly. I soon found out why. The stops were to ensure I couldn’t stand up straight or drop to the floor. Movement to extreme even in that range was prescribed too so that I couldn’t actually rest on the lower stop because my clit leash was hooked to a fold out latch on the pole between the upper and lower stop. 
Judd stepped back at this stage and he, Duncan and Fiona watched as I began to go through a range of positions to try and find some ease. After a minute or so he zapped my crotch and the dildo under the crotch strap began to vibrate hard. Against my inclination I began a lascivious dance in an attempt to complete the orgasm that threatened like the thunder cloud heralding a storm that never arrives. My knees ached from trying to stand with bent legs in such tall heels. Then I tried parting my legs; I had to have them so wide to keep my legs straight that my hips began to ache. Next I brought them closer but less bent than when together. That lasted for a while but soon I had to shift again. So it went on with the three of them and sometimes others coming to stare.
‘Now my little cow, your role tonight is to ask anyone and everyone, except the maids and other subs of course, if they want to suck your tits or can you fuck them with your arse or cunt.’ He leaned down and gave a long lingering suckle to each of my teats in turn. He made no effort to draw on them but just enough saliva coated them so as to release my milk. ‘Of course, if I don’t hear you selling yourself strongly or willingly enough, I’ll encourage you with a little tit whipping.’ I felt some one behind me but the collar and clamp made it impossible for me to turn my head. There was a pressure at my back, my pussy cutting crotch strap was released and the twin devices slid casually from me. I wasn’t left bereft of filler for long, though. Something nudged between my ring heavy labia and an inch or so of shaft was eased into my pussy before I felt its brother hit my sphincter. 
‘Ugh! Ugh! Argh!’ That too gave way before the insistent pressure and I was filled to capacity. 
‘That’s to keep you occupied if they’re suckling instead of you fucking them.’ I was trying to find a position that would allow me some ease, only to be impaled to the point of discomfort when I sat on the stop built in to whatever I was sitting on.  A man with white hair leading a blond bimbo on nipple chains came down the stairs and though looking hard at me went to walk past. The switch whipped down on my breast and I jerked up on the twin shafts so that the collar arm hit against the stop and they came free of my body. The switch came down hard across my other breast.
‘Eeeeeeeek!’
‘That’s a no, no, Cunt! When not being fucked they are there for you to work on.’
I quickly if blindly sought the twin shafts and eased down as gently as my frantic desire to avoid the tit switch would allow and addressed the white haired man. 
‘Master, would you like to suckle my tits or fuck my-’ The tit switch was dragged over my nipple, catching and flicking the heavy ring.
‘No, no, Cunt Slaves have to do the fucking, Cow.’ 
I swallowed and saw how he intended to humiliate me. 
‘Master, would you like to suckle my tits or have me fuck you with my cunt or arse?’
‘A little more enthusiastic selling, Cow.’
‘Master, my breathh are so full of milk and my asth and cunt are hot to fuck your prick.’ My lisp was back with a vengeance. The white haired man smiled and leaned forward and suckled my right breast. ‘That’s right, master, get your teeth behind the collar and nip down lightly as you suck me.’
I felt the electric connection and used my thigh muscles to gently ease up and down the twin dildo. He didn’t suckle long as Judd said to him.
‘Treat it as an aperitif and sip lightly.’ The next man decided he wanted a fuck so the dildo was removed and a seat for him replaced them. I could see his legs stretched out either side of the post before me and I sank down on a meaty shaft and began to fuck up and down, squeezing my vaginal muscles and rolling my hips as hard as I could. I found out now why there was that movement allowed at the end of the lower arm. I fucked him well and in seconds I felt him spurt. 
‘A bit too quick!’ I heard him say in an aggrieved voice and the switch came down across my buttocks, not hard but still stinging. 
‘Listen and learn, Cunt Slave. No dildo stand to rest on until you show yourself in a better light.’
‘Master, would like to take your aperitif from my tits, or perhaps you’ll let me fuck you with my lovely hot cunt or my tight arse that you can fill.’ I was pleading now for the stinging in my tits and the ache in my legs was threatening to make me collapse. The thought of the pain that would result from such a collapse on my leashed clit was unthinkable.  The bastard just sucked on my nipples, drawing a controlled amount of milk. ‘And you, thir, would you like me to work your lovely cock with my arsth. I’m so tight and I do love butt thucking.’ My eyes weren’t focusing, I was just concentrating on not having my legs go.
‘I regret, Judd, not being able to use the cow but unfortunately I came here unaccompanied.’
‘But Colin, how could I refuse you when you look after my money so well? And of course it will ensure my lovely Cunt Slave doesn’t have to worry about people alking about her round the office.’ I looked at Colin and blinked in surprise, I just hadn’t thought that he would want to use me in front of everyone. Judd turned to me and said: ‘I really think you ought to encourage your nice boss to use you, slut.’ Over his shoulder I saw Colin’s mouth move in a silent  ‘I love you.’
‘My cunt is alwayth wet and ready, Mr Dath and I can work that big prick of yours so hard and slick. I can do it fast or slow. And if you want my tight arthe I’m so good with that and I’m well lubricated and will work you so nithly. If you play with my big rubbery teatth and fat juithy clit it makth me tighten up tho beautifully ath well.’ 
Colin took the seat behind me and guided my hips down so his big cock slid into my quim. ‘Now, nice and slow, slut.’ It was such a pleasure rest my aching thighs on his hard muscular ones. He was buried deep in me and it felt beautiful because he loved me. ‘Nice and slow, bitch. Show me how well trained that cunt of yours is.’ It was such a relief to stay still with all my weight on him but even so I began to work his prick with my well trained pussy. It took a time but could feel his climax approaching and when his hands began to play with all my collars and rings I too was lost and the slides shunted up and down the pole vigorously. I came monumentally and Judd had to set me on my dildo stand just to give me time to recover. I had still to ask all and sundry to suckle my tits in my best and most lascivious manner, it’s amazing how a dose of tit switch brings you down rapidly but I still had to physically recover before my pussy was of use to another. 
Colin returned and managed to use my body twice more. Judd was more than happy to extend what he saw as my humiliation by allowing Colin to use me. The rest, even though in each case we had mind blasting orgasms, enabled me to survive my ordeal with all the others who would use my body. The worst were the Dom women who made me fuck a dildo they wore, once a double dildo, as they played with my tits and clit, they were expert at dragging out the ordeal and played me like a fish. It was this last session that eventually made me pass out. I came to, slumped, as much as my bands holding me to the pole would allow, hearing Judd talking to the woman Fiona. I didn’t move, afraid I might attract more torment from them. It was obvious that he was drunk. There was a mirror nearby and though it didn’t show me or the people using me it showed them. 
How do you like the little slag, Mandy, I sent you?’
‘Fantastic, Judd, she tastes delicious, we can keep her so submissive. She plays our games beautifully. Her tits really start to pain her if we don’t suckle her. I don’t want you missing those quarterly injections though, I don’t want her stretched and all out of shape.’ Judd had moved Fiona back against a low table and was lifting her dress to show stockings held up by garters around full, strong, muscular thighs and no panties. They were both eager and I saw him drive his cock into her hairy snatch with a vicious hardness but she was all fire to meet him.
‘Umph!’ I could hear the slap of their thighs as they smacked together. 
‘No worry there. The original injection permanently takes care of that. The injection I give is the one that makes you the key to the lock on her teats. It can’t be made permanent because yours is a foreign DNA to hers.’
‘Yes! Yes! Yeees!’ 
‘Aggghh!’ And they went quiet, both thinking I had fainted with exhaustion and neither realising in their joint drunkenness that I was close enough to hear them. 
As it was Duncan and Colin freed me and carried my inert body upstairs and put me to bed. Fiona and Duncan woke me at around ten next morning by joining me in bed and making a sandwich of me whilst forcing a ball gagged Mandy, dressed as a maid and wearing a single glove that made her freshly burgeoning breasts thrust out, to watch. 
 
The police came knocking at the door at about twelve. Judd had taken the Range Rover over a cliff at the loch side. It had only been about thirty foot high but that was high enough, on impact on the rocks and with a nearly full tank of petrol it had burst into flames, too. 
‘We thought it was you in the Range Rover, sir.’ 
‘No, officer, it was my guest Judd Burn.’ I started to cry. The officer looked at me in askance, I was wrapped in a silk robe through which a lot was hinted at whilst my nose and tongue rings were blatantly visible. 
‘I’m Mrs Burn.’ And I carried on crying.
 
The weekend ended there. I went and got dressed in my office clothes, Judd had intended we catch the early morning shuttle on Tuesday and for me to go straight to work. There were a lot of questions but with my obvious distress the police were gentle with me. Colin took me home to London and in weeks my life took up the course it follows now. I am of course a very wealthy woman. Judd hadn’t made a will. A curious oversight but then I think he thought himself immortal. Even now his dealings are still coming to light. Pain-killers got me through the four weeks until the effect of the teat lock chemical wore off, in the mean time we investigated Judd’s secrets. We found a small quantity of the various constituent liquids that make up the injections he gave me and the other girls. I poured those away but gave Colin the one for elasticity, I don’t want my Master’s body to lose its elasticity. We found the amount needed in Judd’s papers. I had to get a firm of locksmiths to break into Judd’s safe in the lab at his house. He’d injected himself with some, too. Not that it did him much good, he might be elastic but he didn’t bounce. 
 
I still go in to the office and work, I want to be with my master as much as possible. I haven’t taken out any of my rings or had my tattoos removed by lasers, now they’re for Colin I can enjoy them. It is after all what I’ve been conditioned to enjoy and with Colin as my master I do enjoy them. The other day as I leaned over his desk, my skirt up over my bottom, leaning on my elbows, my bared teats with their rings scratching the desk top, he said., It seems funny that someone as intelligent as Judd should be so stupid as to drive himself off a cliff. If it hadn’t been for his wickedness I could have admired him as a modern day renaissance man.’
I parted my legs a little further to allow him easier access to my ringed pussy as he filled my ass. His fingers had me making those soft grunting noises I can’t seem to stop.
‘Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!’ I felt his thick cock working my butt as his fingers did the same in my sheath, my stomach clenched and rolled with satisfaction .
‘We are so lucky, my little slave,’ he said as he rolled my teats between thumb and forefinger, making a bead of milk show there
‘Uh! Uh! Uh! Uhhhh!’  Lucky, I thought. Luck has nothing to do with it. The house was full of exhausted fuckers but I wasn’t so exhausted that I couldn’t go down to the garage and drain his brake fluid and replace it with the white spirit I found on a shelf. Judd always drove fast, as soon as he got the brakes hot he lost all braking power. I admit I was lucky that it caught fire and the evidence was destroyed, so they didn’t look too hard at an obvious accident. It pays to have an older brother who you watched for hours fixing old cars.
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