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Summary: Erika Ahlstrand-Sandborn is a 28-year-old, blue-eyed, blonde, married mother of 2. She suffers from Hyperlactation Syndrome to an extraordinary degree. A typical nursing mother makes about 23 to 27 ounces of milk daily. A woman suffering from Hyperlactation Syndrome might make 33 to 40 ounces. Erika produces a record-breaking 168 to 225 ounces, which is 1.3 to 1.75 gallons daily! When the owner of Blonde Cunt Magazine finds out about Erika, he quickly decides he needs her for his own purposes.






Chapter 1


	
I produce too much breast milk. I have something called Hyperlactation Syndrome. A typical mother of a 6-month-old baby would produce about 23 to 27 ounces of milk per day. A woman suffering from Hyperlactation Syndrome might produce a little more than that; like 33 to 40 ounces per day. I produce much, much more than that: my breasts regularly produce from 168 to 225 ounces of milk per day. That’s 1.3 to 1.75 gallons of milk daily!

My name is Erika Ahlstrand-Sandborn. I’m a 28-year-old blue-eyed blonde of Scandinavian descent. I’ve been married to husband Lars Sandborn for 8 years. We live in the town of Bendoverton, Oregon, where I was born and raised. We have two young children, Elsa and Nora.

I wasn’t always a major milk producer. When my first daughter Elsa was born, I nursed her normally. Then I began using a breast pump to try and produce a few extra ounces of milk each day that I could donate to a breast milk bank. I wanted to help the babies who weren’t getting enough milk from their mothers. To my surprise, my daily breast pumping began to yield more and more milk. My milk production doubled almost every other day. Soon I was making 1.3 gallons per day.

My breasts were filling up with milk so quickly that I had to pump them 5 times each day. Every pumping session took nearly an hour. Pumping milk out of my breasts was practically a full-time job. Add in the time required to put the milk into sanitized packages and freeze them, and it was a full-time job.

I had to buy an extra freezer to hold all my milk output, until it could be shipped to the breast milk bank. And then a second freezer, because the milk bank couldn’t accept new donations as fast as I could make them. I kept this up all through my second pregnancy. By the time my second daughter, Nora, came along, my milk output increased to 1.75 gallons per day.

Several doctors have examined me, to see if I had a pituitary tumor or some other medical issue that could explain my prodigious milk production. They all gave me a clean bill of health. I am perfectly fine. My breasts just have the capacity to make an extraordinary amount of milk. Nobody knows why.

So that’s how I became a major milk producer. I then became a minor media sensation when my story appeared on a tv news show and in the newspapers. My husband Lars and I posed for photos with little Elsa and baby Nora. I gave a short interview. And I thought that was that; I had had my 15 minutes of fame. Now I’ll just go back to being an ordinary mom who happens to have extraordinarily productive breasts, and who donates her excess milk to a charity and gets reimbursed $1 per ounce (which is a fully taxable income that barely covers my costs for buying extra freezers and other materials).

But my fame outran me. Pretty soon all kinds of weirdo men (and a few women) tracked me down and began offering to buy my milk. Or even worse, get me to let them nurse at my breasts. At first, I tried to ignore those people. But then I became scared. Lars told me that I should report them to the police. When I declined, he said that if I didn’t report them, he would. So I did. Then I got a nice visit from two police officers, a man and a woman. They helped as much as they could. But since the messages I received were not threatening or harassing, there was little the law could do for me.

So I let it go. I tried to forget about it. Until the day the FBI came calling. They just showed up at my door one morning. My husband was at work and our daughters were spending the morning with their paternal grandparents, so I was home alone. An FBI man and two women came knocking at my door. They showed me their government identifications. FBI Supervisor James Trowbridge introduced himself and FBI Agent Lena Muller. The other woman was a consulting scientist, Dr. Vendela Vit. Mr. Trowbridge said that the FBI had learned about the disturbing emails and phone calls I had gotten. He said that the FBI had also discovered some material online that might concern me. Dr. Vit had been brought in to learn more about my Hyperlactation Syndrome. They all seemed like nice people. Although Supervisor Trowbridge seemed a trifle nervous. He quickly turned the discussion over to FBI Agent Muller and she did most of the talking from then on, along with Dr. Vit.

Lena Muller and Vendela Vit were both blonde and blue-eyed, like me. But they were exceptionally beautiful. And their breasts were much larger than mine. I am not flat-chested by any means. But even though my breasts produce gallons of milk per day, my breasts are not huge. I have seen photos of women with macromastic breasts that hang half-way down their chests, and others with giganomastic breasts that hang down to their knees. My breasts are nothing like that. Nor were the breasts of Lena Muller and Vendela Vit. Their breasts were more in the size range of the 40-plus inches and large cup sizes. I’m sure men found the breasts of Lena and Vendela extremely attractive. Also, I’ve put a few pounds since I got married and had children. My Hyperlactation Syndrome also makes me so hungry. My breasts use up so many calories to produce all that milk that I have to eat a lot. But not all of those extra calories go into milk production. I’ve gotten a little thick in the middle. And, well, my ass has gotten really large. So when I look at beautiful, curvy women like Lena Muller and Vendela Vit, I sigh. Frankly, I’m a bit jealous.

Anyway, FBI Agent Muller told me about an online porn site called Blonde Cunt Magazine. She said it featured naked blonde women and girls in the most compromising positions. The website advertised videos, still photos, and paid encounters with these women and some extremely young girls. FBI agents, using fake identities, had tried to buy access to the website. They could get videos and photos, but had no luck getting into the prostitution part. Recently, Agent Muller said, they had found my name and photos at Blonde Cunt Magazine! These had been taken from the news articles about me. The owner of Blonde Cunt Magazine had put out a call for members of the site to share any information they had about me. The FBI believes this is why I had been getting many of those emails and phone calls.

I was shocked! I felt woozy. Dr. Vendela came to my side and checked my pulse. She assured me that I was fine. I was simply having a normal reaction to disturbing news, she said. (I later found out that Dr. Vendela Vit was not a physician. She’s a PhD in neuroscience, not an MD.) Then Lena Muller came over and sat on my other side. She signaled to Supervisor Trowbridge and he left the room.

Agent Lena Muller said “Erika, Vendela and I are here to help you. We know how to protect you and your family against any threats. We know someone who is very powerful, and very good. He authorized us to come to you. This man is very interested in helping you deal with your Hyperlactation Syndrome. He wants to study it. If you agree, we will put you in touch with him. I promise, he will not harm you in any way. He only wants to help you, and to understand how and why your breasts are super-productive. Will you agree? Just say Yes, and we’ll take it from there.”

I didn’t know what to think. I said “Who is this man? What can he do for me? I don’t understand.”

Vendela said “You can call him Mr. M. He will explain everything. Trust me, and Lena. We know him well. We trust him completely. You don’t have to do anything but say Yes. He’ll take care of the rest. And we’ll help him.”

“I can’t leave and go see some man” I protested. “I have to be here for my children and my husband.”

Lena and Vendela nodded their heads knowingly. “You don’t have to leave your husband or children” said Lena.

“Mr. M will come here” said Vendela.

“Everything will be taken care of before your daughters and husband come home” Lena said.

“Look at the clock” Vendela said, pointing to the clock on the wall. “It’s 9:30. Mr. M can be here in a minute if we call him. Everything that needs to be done would be over before 10.”

I was still unsure. “I don’t know. This all seems awful strange” I said.

Lena said “You’re a kind, generous person, Erika. You do so much for others by sharing your breastmilk. Wouldn’t it be good if we could figure out how your breasts can be so productive? If we did, then we might be able to help other women who can’t produce enough milk.”

“That’s right” said Vendela. “If you’ll give Mr. M just a half hour of your time, he’s confident that he can learn enough to understand your Hyperlactation Syndrome. Then we can use that scientific knowledge to do so much good. And you would be the one deserving all the credit.”

“Yes” said Lena. “You’re so kind and generous that I almost didn’t want to bring this up. But we know that you don’t get paid very much for your precious milk. $1 per ounce hardly covers the expenses you incur to package and store it. Mr. M is will to pay you $20,000 in cash for the half hour of your time he needs to study your condition.”

“How much? Did you say $20,000?” I asked excitedly.

“That’s right” said Lena. She reached into her purse and pulled out a thick envelope. She handed it to me. I opened it. It was filled with $100 bills.

Vendela said “This is clean, legitimate money. Nothing illegal.”

I clutched the envelope. Lars and I had so many bills. Our credit card balance was growing month to month. We tried to make at least the minimum payment. Sometimes even that was hard. $20,000 would make a huge difference to us.

Lena and Vendela must have noticed my eagerness now. They took turns telling me that there were many completely legal ways for me to earn even more money, without doing much else than I was already doing.

“All you have to do right now, Erika, is say Yes to meeting with Mr. M for a half hour” said Lena.

“Just 30 minutes of your time” said Vendela.

“Will you two ladies stay with me while Mr. M is here?” I asked.

“Of course!” said Lena.

“Absolutely!” said Vendela.

I took a deep breath and nodded my head in the affirmative. “OK” I said. “Yes. I’ll meet him now for one half hour.”

Both women smiled. Lena took out a device that looked almost like smart phone and pressed one button. I expected to hear a knock at the front door in a couple of minutes, because I had assumed that Mr. M was waiting outside in the car. Instead, a man walked into the living room from the side room where Supervisor Trowbridge had gone. I was startled!

Lena and Vendela stood up as soon as Mr. M walked in. They bowed to him from the waist. Mr. M. was a dark-haired Caucasian. His looks were neither handsome nor ugly. He was almost nondescript. And yet he exuded a subtle yet powerful sense of presence that commanded attention. He was the very embodiment of authority. Mr. M. looked me up and down. He smiled. He offered me his hand. I grasped it. His hand was warm, his grip firm, but not hard or vice-like. He smiled at me. Then he bent over and kissed my hand. I blushed. Then I shut my eyes for a moment.

And ... that’s all I remember of that moment. There is a gap in my memory. When I opened my eyes again, I was in a different place altogether. Mr. M and Lena and Vendela were there, but we weren’t in my house any longer. We were in a large, well-appointed office.

Mr. M said “Welcome to Blonde Cunt Magazine, Erika. You’ll be serving me from now on. Don’t worry: You’ll be going back to your husband and children soon enough. Only a half hour will have passed on Earth, just as Lena and Vendela promised. But about two years will transpire here, in My World. During that time, you will be completely in my service. You can call me Mr. M for now. But soon you’ll be calling me Master.”

	
	
	

Chapter 2


	
I was shocked and frightened. “What do you mean, I’ll be calling you Master?” I asked in a trembling voice.

Mr. M touched my forearm with his fingertips. Although his touch was light, when I tried to pull away I found that I couldn’t move. More frightened than ever, I looked into his face and prepared to plead for my life. But then, quite suddenly and mysteriously, I calmed down. His eyes peered into mine with such comforting reassurance that I no longer feared him. In an instant, he had changed my entire outlook. I felt his power. I felt his concern for my well-being. And I felt him entering my mind and examining its contents. It was almost as if my mind were a mansion full of furniture, books, and other things, and Mr. M was going from room to room, cataloging everything, reading all the books of my memories, tagging some things that interested him in particular, and then re-arranging things to suit him. He was making himself at home inside me, changing things to suit his needs and desires. And there was nothing I could do to stop him. He had already changed enough of my essential mental furnishings that I no longer had any desire to stop him. As the seconds ticked by, I was becoming steadily less and less of who the Old Erika I used to be, and more and more of the New Erika he wanted me to be. I was finding that I even liked the New Erika better than the old one. She was more at ease and more fun. She was more open to experience and alive in all her parts. And she dearly loved Master more than anyone else in the world! In the blink of an eye, I had become the New Erika, with the relic of Old Erika a mere shadow presence of little importance. And I loved Master with all my body and soul. My only desire was to serve him and please him in any way I could. My only wish was to be exploited and used by him for his pleasure, no matter what it might cost me. No pain or degradation was too severe to stop me from serving Master. Whatever he told me to do, I would do it. If felt that Master was everything, and I was nothing, and that’s the right and true way to be. I love, worship, and adore Master. I want to be his exclusive property forever and ever.

Finally, I felt the urge to speak. “Master” I said in a voice that was newly submissive and devotional “please let me serve you. Please accept me as your slave. I’ll do anything you want if you’ll just enslave me. Please Master?”

He stepped closer, took me into his powerful arms, and kissed me. I melted into him. It was sheer bliss! The kiss was a timeless eternity that flew by in seconds. When Master’s lips finally departed from mine, I felt as if I had been united with him at some profound, cosmic depth that was unfathomable. I was more deeply in love with Master than I had ever been with anyone in my life.

Master said “Very good, slave Erika. I accept you.”

I was overjoyed! I fell to my knees, bent low, and began kissing his feet inside their fine leather shoes. He quickly bent down and grabbed me by the hair. He gave a gentle tug and I took the hint to rise to my feet and face him again. My face was beaming with love. His face was full of tenderness and some amusement.

“Your devotion is admirable, bitch. But a slave must learn what her Master wants and how to give it to him properly. Don’t you agree?” he said.

“Oh, yes Master!” I declared fervently. “Your slightest wish is my command. Please tell me — please show me — what I am to do for you. How I may serve you.”

Master smiled at me. Then he gestured towards Lena Muller and Vendela Vit, who were standing nearby. “My slaves Lena and Vendela will help orient you to your new life in my harem. As I said before, you will be here for about two years while only a half hour or less will have passed on Earth. You’ll be back in plenty of time for your daughters and husband.”

I was horrified. “No, no Master! I don’t want to go back. Ever! I want to stay here with you, forever.” I began to weep.

Master embraced me and held me tight. He kissed my cheek and rubbed my back as I sobbed. “Don’t worry, Erika. I won’t make you stay away from me for long. Before I return you to Earth, I will assign you a very important mission to complete there. When you mission is done, then I’ll bring you back here to serve me. And I’ll keep you forever and ever.”

“Thank you, Master!” I said between my tearful sobs. “I want to stay with you forever and ever.”

Master held me tightly again. I felt him inside my mind. He showed me the remnants of the Old Erika while he embraced me as the New Erika. He explained who I really am, and my relationship to him. He showed me how much he loved me and needed me to help him bring about a better world on Earth for everyone. I felt a great sense of purpose flowing from him into me. It was like a river of liquid gold that flowed from his heart into my ... breasts! Master’s mission for me was tied up with my breasts and my Hyperlactation Syndrome. Now I knew why I was special and important to him. I felt so proud!

Master released me from his embrace. He kissed me on the lips and I returned his kiss with great passion. He said “So you see, Erika, your magnificently productive mammaries have a very important part to play in my great plan. Your Hyperlactation Syndrome is so extreme, and so utterly unique in its magnitude, that I must understand it so I can reproduce it in other women. Your tits can help me save the world!”

I beamed with pride and joy. I was so happy to be of value to Master! I couldn’t wait to do whatever I needed to for him. I was so happy that I was his slave and my breasts were his property to use as he saw fit. I had never felt a greater sense of purpose before in my life.

Master put his arm around my shoulder and walked me over to a large couch set in front of the panoramic window in his magnificent office. We sat down together, then he put his arm around me. I lay my head on his shoulder and sighed with pleasure. I looked out the large window which extended across the entire wall. The view overlooked a lovely, restful scene of rolling hills, grass and trees, with a small river wending its way throughout. Lena and Vendela sat in chairs before the window, facing the couch. They smiled at me with sisterly concern. Master nodded towards Vendela. She nodded back, and then began to speak.

“Erika, you were brought here by Master using his advanced technology. He has the capacity to control time and space that are beyond anything our Earthly science has yet achieved, or even understood in principle. During the moment it took to transport you here, Master’s technology scanned your entire body, right down to the DNA in every one of your cells. Master now has all the data he needs to replicate your extraordinary Hyperlactation Syndrome in other women. So don’t worry about having to undergo any invasive medical testing or anything like that” Vendela said. Then she turned to look at Lena, who picked up where Vendela had left off.

“Master’s tech scanned you for any harmful medical conditions also. Things that may not trouble you now, but would affect your health as you grew older. His devices repaired all of those things. They also installed improved immune system capacities and a better microbiome. You are now immune to most contagious diseases, as well as an diseases caused by the ingestion of bodily wastes. That will come in handy later” Lena said, without explaining exactly what she meant by that last remark. She turned to Vendela, who continued the talk.

“Erika, I want you to understand that Lena and I are just like you: we are Master’s property. We are among the many hundreds of women and young girls in Master’s harem. Life here is incredibly wonderful, as you’ll soon see. Our work burdens are light, and our joys are many. We all live in the lap of luxury. Master provides for our every need and want. We eat the best food, wear the finest clothes, dwell in the nicest houses and apartments, and enjoy the safest, sanest society anyone could imagine. This is, truly, paradise!” Vendela exclaimed.

Without missing a beat, Lena said “And by paradise, Vendela also means to say that we all have sex with Master and he is absolutely, positively, without-a-doubt the most amazing lover EVER!”

Vendela and Lena both giggled and laughed and clapped their hands like schoolgirls. Sitting next to Master as I was, with my head on his shoulder and his comforting arm around me, I was sure that they must be completely right!

Vendela took her turn to talk again. “There’s so much to show you and tell you about. Master assigned Lena and me to be your ‘big sisters’ during this leaning period. The one thing he wants you to understand right now is that your tits and very, very special to him. He is going to induce hyperlactation in some of his other women, and he wants you to teach them how to deal with having such a massive daily milk output.”

Then Master spoke. “The moment has come for me to finally take full possession of your breasts, Erika, just as I’ve taken full possession of the rest of you. Stand up and let Lena and Vendela help you to undress.”

I smiled at him. “Yes, Master!” I said. I was eager to stand naked before my Master, my Owner, my Lord.

Lena and Vendela helped me to remove my dress, my shoes, my bra, and my panties. During my undressing, I felt Master inside my mind. He indicated that he understood how I was not equally proud of all parts of my body. He told me not to worry. When I was fully naked, Master stood up.

“Very nice” he said. “Turn around slowly so I can see you from all sides.”

I did as Master commanded. Inside my mind he told me not to be concerned about being somewhat fat in the middle. Even more comforting to me, Master said that my fat ass was quite attractive to him, and he promised to use it well. Then, having made a full turn, I was facing Master again. He stood up and took each of my breasts into his two hands. He hefted their weight up and down. Then he bent his face toward them and kissed each breast. Standing up again, he began slowly stepping backward while gently tugging me along by my breasts. Master sat down on the couch again. I stood naked before him. And then he really went to town on my tits!

Master began sucking, squeezing, mauling, mashing, and biting my tits. He was alternately gentle and rough in how he handled them. I didn’t mind. Whatever Master did felt good to me. And I was now his property after all. My tits belonged to him. Master owned my breasts completely. He has every right to use them any way he wished.

Master’s rough handling of his property on my chest soon stimulated my milk to let down. Drop after drop of breastmilk began leaking from my tits. As soon as Master saw this, he smiled. Then he started sucking my breasts like mad. It felt absolutely MARVELOUS! Master shoved as much of one breast into his mouth as he could. Then he alternately licked and sucked at my nipple. If you have never given milk, you have no idea how good it feels to suckle someone you love. Master sucked one breast for a half-minute or so, then switched to the other. Since both breasts were leaking milk, his hand played with the breast he wasn’t sucking, squeezing milk from it all the while. By the time he started sucking that tit, it was already dripping heavily.

Master and I enjoyed our mutual roles in milky bliss: he sucked me, and I suckled him. We went on and on like this for several minutes. We were two lovers, doing only what lovers could do when one was lactating.

I noticed that Lena and Vendela had begun undressing Master while he sucked me. Soon he was as naked as I was. Then Vendela and Lena undressed themselves. I suddenly realized that I was about to experience my first group sex!

I heard a faint sound of rumbling machinery. I turned my head to see a panel on the wall slide away and a very large bed emerge into the room. The bed was quite big enough to hold four people or more. As soon as the bed had stopped moving, we all walked over to it.

Master directed me to lay down on my back and spread my legs. “I want to taste your cunt, Erika” he said. He then started kissing my thighs as he worked his was up to my pussy. I felt tingles and thrills as my Master approached my most intimate place. Looking down at his head, I noticed that Lena and Vendela were busy taking turns pleasuring Master’s penis with their mouths. When Master’s mouth reached my vagina and clitoris, his tongue began moving with the most exquisite skill and grace. I was moaning with pleasure as my Master pleasured me. I lay one hand atop his head and stroked his hair, while I fondled my own breasts with the other hand.

Vendela moved up beside me, putting her face near mine. She said “I have the fragrant odor of Master’s penis in my mouth. Do you want to taste it?”

“Yes!” I said. “I’ve never kissed a woman on the mouth before. But I want to taste Master in yours. Kiss me! Put your tongue in my mouth!”

Vendela did as I requested. The beautiful, big-breasted blonde kissed me passionately, and I returned her passion with equal ardor. The smell and taste of Master’s penis in her mouth was intoxicating. I couldn’t wait to suck him myself. The forbidden kissing of another woman, which was against all my moral and religious training, was naughty but nice. I’d never had a bisexual encounter before. Life in Master’s harem was clearly a lot different than my middle-class life back in Oregon!

Master stopped lapping at my pussy and clit. He said, “Lena is doing to lick you now, Erika, while Vendela goes back to sucking my dick.” The girls did as Master said. He positioned himself next to me and we began kissing. His mouth smelled of my pussy. I’d never tasted my own vaginal flavor before at all, much less doing so from a man’s mouth. It was another new experience for me. As Master and I kissed, I felt Lena’s tongue in my twat and around my clit. She licked and sucked with skill, but she still did it without anything like our Master’s amazing erotic power. She was like a candle compared to his forest fire.

After a while, Master said “Now I am going to fuck your cunt. I’ll lay on my back and you mount me. I want your tits hanging down in my face, so I can suck milk from them while I fuck you.”

I had already had this experience many times with my husband. Yet as soon as I mounted Master and felt his magnificent dick inside me, I felt like I had never really known a man before. Master’s power was unbelievable! And when he starting sucking my tit milk while fucking me, I swiftly reached the highest state of sexual arousal I’d ever felt. An oceanic tsunami wave of orgasmic power rose up and overwhelmed me. I lost all sense of time and space while drifting in complete ecstasy. After that wave had crested and receded, another orgasmic tsunami hit me and sent me back into ecstasy. And then the process repeated again. And again! Master was the source of this ocean of erotic bless now overwhelming me. He made my body feel exquisite and launched my mind into joyful heights unknown!

In the afterglow of our lovemaking, I cuddled with Master and engaged in silly pillow talk. He was so sweet and funny. I absolutely adored him. I was head over heals in love like I’d never been before in my whole life. Lena and Vendela serviced Master in various ways while he and I lay side by side. I didn’t mind sharing Master with them. After all, we were now like sisters belonging to the same Owner. I could feel how much Master loved all of us. This was the best feeling in the world.

Master had made me a part of his world, and I never wanted to be anyplace else.
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Chapter 3


	
I love being a human cow!

Producing prodigious amounts of breast milk turns out to be my most outstanding talent. My hyperlactating breasts fill up with milk so frequently they must be pumped 5 times per day. On a good day, they yield more than a gallon and a half worth of milk. On a bad day, they still give over a gallon.

But there’s a lot more to giving breast milk than just the sheer production numbers. Nursing mothers know that giving milk feels wonderful. Sure, you get tired after a while, especially when you produce as much milk as I do. But when you suckle a baby—or a man—at your breasts, there is an amazing feeling of connectedness. You are feeding them. You are their source of life energy. And if you are suckling a man while he is having sex with you, the combination of the erotic and the nurturing is mind-blowing!

That’s what my life is like now, as Master’s sex slave and major milk producer. I have two roles combined into one: serving Master’s sexual needs and his nutritional needs at the same time. I’ve only been here a few days, but a daily pattern of life has already emerged. When it comes time for me to be milked, and when Master is otherwise engaged and so not interested in nursing at my breasts, a team of his sex slaves would bring the breast pumps and attach them to me. We always do this in plain sight of Master, so he can see his property. And by his property, I mean me and my breasts and all the milk they produce.

One of the first things I learned here is that I now I belong to Master in a special way. Master distinguishes between all the parts of his property associated with me. Master owns me, Erika, body and soul. He also owns my breasts in a way that I do not. I am responsible for taking care of my breasts, but Master owns them. When I take care of my breasts, I am taking care of Master’s property. It’s the same with all the milk my breasts ever produce: every single drop of this milk belongs to Master. I only handle it for him.

Master has many women and girls in his harem. They live in various apartments and houses all over his domain. I thought he might make me live in one of those places. But Master had other plans for me. On my first day here, Master said: “Erika, your tits are too precious to ever let out of my sight. During the two years you’re here before I return you to Earth temporarily on a mission, I want you with me at all times. I want to be able to suck your milky tits any time, day or night. And when I’m not sucking them or fondling them, I want to have your bare tits in view. So even when I’m having sex with other women and girls, I want you in the room. I want to see your tits hanging out. When you’ve got breast pumps attached, I want to see you getting milked. You are my hyperlactating whore. You are my sacred tit cow.”

I am Master’s sacred tit cow! I love it!

So now my pattern of life is to accompany my Master everywhere he goes. I sleep in his enormous bed at night along with the 4 to 6 other women and girls he takes to bed on any given night. First thing in the morning, when my breasts are bulging with milk, Master sucks my tits while getting his morning blowjob. And that’s not all. Master usually has sex of one kind or another with several of his women and girls before getting out of bed. This involves moving around quite a bit. My task is to move in parallel with Master, so he always has easy access to my tits. Sometimes his hands are so busy with other women or girls that I must hold a tit up to his mouth so he can suck it. Other times he’s lying on his back, so I get on my hands and knees so my tits hang down to his face like big cow udders. Master really enjoys that.

Master told me that he was using his advanced biotechnology to give a half dozen of his women the same Hyperlactation Syndrome I suffer from. No, wait. I mean, the same Hyperlactation Syndrome I enjoy. Master told me that if he wanted me to suffer, he had ways to do that. But I should never, ever describe my massive milk production, and all the aches and pains and bother it causes me, as suffering. Master said I should be extremely grateful that I have this wonderful Syndrome, because it brought me to his attention. And he’s sure right about that! If I was not a major milk producer, I would probably never have become a valued piece of property in my Master’s harem.

One thing about being one of Master’ sex slaves that I forgot to mention is the clothing. All of his women dress to the nines! And now I do, too. But while they wear all sorts of expensive designer clothing and sexy uniforms that he provides for them, Master created a special wardrobe for me. He consulted me about the kinds of clothing I like. He rejected some of my preferences, but he endorsed others. Master likes me to wear dresses, or blouses with skirts. No more t-shirts or sweaters for me. And never, ever any pants, unless they are extremely skimpy short-shorts. I told Master that my ass is too fat for that. He said that my fat ass was beautiful, and at some point in time he would put me in shorts. All I could say was “Yes, Master.”

Master had his clothing designers and seamstresses create special dresses, blouses, and bras for me. All of them were made so that my breasts could quickly exit from the clothing and be attached to breast pumps, or sucked directly by Master. He demanded instant access to my udders, with minimal hassle. The special clothes allowed that.

My type of clothing was also needed by the half dozen women Master had given Hyperlactation Syndrome. As soon as these women were in full hyperlactation mode, they had to be milked five times per day, just like me. Master ordered special furniture to be built for us and installed in many convenient spots throughout his estate. The chairs were comfortable and had special attachments to hold breast pumps and milk containers. The chairs were arranged near one another in a half circle. Master called this arrangement our milking parlor. He had these milking parlors set up all over the place.

I once asked Master why he had ordered so many of these milking parlors set up, when the other girls and I spent most of our time using just a few of them. Master replied “You are only the first wave of hyperlactaters in my harem. There will be many, many more to follow.”

I was so honored to be the very first hyperlactater in Master’s harem!

Oh, I almost forgot the other features of these special chairs. They had many movable segments that could fold down or separate in two. It’s kind of hard to explain what these looked like, and how they worked. The best I can do is to tell you that these chairs allowed us girls to have our pussies and asses available to Master while our breasts were being pumped. And, of course, our mouths were always open for anything Master wanted to put in them!

Now that I’ve given you some background, in the next chapter I will describe what it feels like, day to day, to be living my life as Master’s first Hyperlactation Syndrome whore sex slave piece of property.

	
	
	

Chapter 4


	
The two years I spent in Master’s harem were by far the best years of my life. They seemed to fly by. I never wanted them to end. I could talk about all my wonderful experiences there for hours and hours. But I won’t do that. Instead, I’ll just tell you about a more or less typical day.

The sun had barely risen over the horizon. My breasts were already aching from the superabundance of milk waiting to be released. I lay in bed with my Master and five of his other sex slaves: three beautiful young women in their early twenties and two very young girls—all of them blondes, like me. I felt motion in the bed and heard the soft grunts and whimpering of one young girl. I opened my eyes to see Master sodomizing her. As usual, Master often began his day by having anal sex with the youngest girl he had taken to bed the night before.

Not wishing to disturb our Owner, I asked softly, “Master, my breasts are practically bursting with milk. Would you like to suck your property, or should I pump them?”

Master turned and smiled at me, as the young girl squirmed beneath him. “Give me my tits, slave!” he said. “I need some refreshment while I buttfuck this little bitch.”

I was delighted to be of service. I moved into position at Master’s left side. I grasped my breasts and held them towards his mouth. Master latched onto one breast and began sucking hard. I was overjoyed at the feeling of the man I love, worship, and adore suckling at my breast. The feeling is so wonderful, it’s practically beyond description. I felt all warm and happy and grateful to have my milk sucked this way.

Master switched from one breast to the other, keeping both my tits busy. While he sucked one, he grabbed the other and squeezed it, sending a spray of milk shooting out in multiple streams. I would never waste my milk this way. But it’s not my milk any longer: it belongs to Master. He can do whatever he likes with his property. And his property includes my milk, my tits, and me.

There were only a few things in this world that I liked better than having Master use my tits for his pleasure. And those things I liked better also involved Master. I liked it when he fucked my pussy while sucking my tits. I liked it when he fucked me up the ass while squeezing my tits. And most of all I loved it when he allowed me to suck him off and swallow his cum while he yanked on my tits. That was my absolute favorite pleasure in the whole universe!

Lucky me, Master did all those things to me this day before we got out of bed. I couldn’t have asked for a better way to start the day!

At the breakfast table, I used special breast pumps to express my milk directly into Master’s cereal bowl. Then I sat next to him while we ate. He frequently reached over to play with my breasts. I loved when he did that!

After breakfast, Master went about his business, which often included having sex with any number of women and girls in his harem. He sent me off to be about my business, which was the training of newly hyperlactating women in how to deal with the burden and joy of producing over a gallon of breastmilk every day. I taught more than one hundred women and teenaged girls in my hyperlactation classes during my two wonderful years inside Master’s harem. I was so grateful to be able to serve my Owner this way, by helping his other female properties to make the most of the bountiful breasts our Master had endowed them with.

Mid-afternoon was always naptime ... and sex time. Master usually took 4 to 8 women and girls to bed for his nap, while the rest of the harem took their own naps elsewhere. I was privileged to be in Master’s nap group almost every day that I lived in his harem. Master really liked having my breasts nearby to suck and play with while having his mid-afternoon sex before taking a nap.

After the nap, we each went back to our own business until dinner time. Most days, Master dined with his entire harem in one of the large banquet halls. Again, I was privileged to sit at Master’s table—or under it, with his dick in my mouth. Being under Master’s table was even better than sitting at it!

Following dinner Master would set out on a stroll around the grounds or through the local neighborhood. He would allow a small party of females to walk with him, while others either strolled in small groups of friends, or prepared the evening’s entertainment. That entertainment often consisted of singing, dancing, theatrical performances, and so forth. These usually had a strong sexual component or theme. After the entertainment, Master would lead us into a nearby room for some orgiastic sex play. Sometimes we would all spend the night there with him. Other times he would send us off, by groups, to have our own little sex party sleep-in, while Master took his own selected women and girls for the evening and retired to his Master bedroom. More often than not, Master selected me to sleep with his group. He told me he liked to keep my breasts nearby so he could chow down on their milk, or just chomp down on them for fun.

My two years inside Master’s harem seemed to fly by so fast. All too soon I had to go home to my husband and daughters, whom I’d almost completely forgotten about during my years of living with Master. I was so sad to leave him. Master comforted me, by telling me that I had an obligation to bring my husband all the new sexual techniques Master had taught me.

He was right, I suppose, because when I did get back (and my husband never knew I had even been gone), I was a much better lover than ever before. Before Master took me, I was a reluctant cocksucker who refused to swallow, and would never have dreamed of allowing my husband to fuck me up the ass. Now I gave my husband cum-swallowing blowjobs all the time, whenever he asked or whenever I asked if he’s like one and he allowed me to do it. And I invited him to buttfuck me at least once per week, or more often if he liked. My husband was amazed and grateful. When he asked what had changed my attitude, I made up a lie. I told him I had been watching internet porn, and it had change me. He encouraged me to watch lots and lots more porn after that! I promised him I would. In fact, we watched porn together. Whenever he saw anything he liked, I offered to do it for him. He was over the moon with gratitude!

Even more importantly, as Master told me on the day he abducted me from Earth, my return to my husband and children would only be temporary. He said “I won’t make you stay away from me for long. Before I return you to Earth, I will assign you a very important mission to complete there. When you mission is done, then I’ll bring you back here to serve me. And I’ll keep you forever and ever.”

So what was my mission? To gather more beautiful young women for Master to abduct and enslave. He would modify their breasts to induce hyperlactation. After using these women for a couple of years, he would also return them to Earth without any time seeming to have elapsed.

This was an important mission. It quickly became the focus of my life. I aimed to bring Master at least a few new women or young girls every month. I didn’t know how long I would have to do this before Master brought me back to my true home in his heavenly harem. My children grew up and left home while I was still serving as Master’s procurer on Earth. Then, finally, after almost two decades, Master showed up in my home one day. He brought with him a woman who was my exact double. Master told me that she was a clone of me. He created her to replace me as wife and mother, and no one would know the difference. I could then return with him to his heavenly harem paradise.

I was overjoyed! I prostrated myself before Master and kissed his feet. He acknowledged my act of worship and all my years of good service. Then he took me by the hand and led me back to paradise.

And, yes, we did live happily ever after!

	
		
