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Part Two

Chapter Four

 


Angelica found herself looking at her image in the
mirror more than she liked. She had never been a vain person,
certainly not the type of vain person who stared at herself in the
bathroom mirror and posed in all sorts of postures just too see
what her best side and angle was.

But she was doing it now. Her tits were definitely
bigger. And heavier. Her nipples were darker, that was certain.
Growing up she wished she had light pink nipples, but her genes
cursed her with bright red ones…but now they were a much darker
red. They looked bigger as well.

While it was strange to see the changes in her body,
overall she liked the changes. It wasn’t perfect. Perfection was an
impossible goal. Pleasing Cameron was an obtainable goal.

Cameron was nearly doting on her. While he was still
a strict dom, giving her proper spankings and time outs in the
corner when she misbehaved, he was more than happy to reward her
when she behaved properly and pleased him. The first bit of
pleasure came from providing him with plenty of breast milk. That
was easy. Once it had come in, her breasts outdid themselves by
pumping out an impressive amount of milk. In one pumping session
she could easily fill the two five ounce bottles that came with her
pump. It was impossible to know how much Cameron actually drank
directly from her, but it was always a relief when he did so. His
mouth was much more adept at nursing than the pump. The pump was a
wonderful relief when their schedules didn’t mesh, but it wasn’t
nearly as satisfying.

And as much as she loved getting off with her
vibrator and breast pump, they couldn’t compare to Cameron’s mouth
and cock when he nursed from her and then fucked her.

After one more inspection of her boobs, Angelica
dressed, putting on a fresh bra that supported her new, heavier,
bigger breasts much better than anything she had previously owned.
It was another gift from Cameron. On the way over to Cameron’s
place she stopped and picked up take out Chinese for dinner along
with a bottle of wine. Traffic was bad and the service at the
restaurant was slow. She was only fifteen minutes later than he had
told her to be at his house.

Once she stepped inside she realized her mistake but
said nothing.

“Put the food on the table first,”
he ordered her. He had been waiting in the entry hall. That wasn’t
a good sign either. She placed the food on the dining room table
and quickly retreated back to the hall where she started
undressing. That was when she realized her second mistake. She had
worn a giant sweater over a loose blouse and a roomy skirt. It
would have been extremely easy to take off her panties and remove
her bra inside the shirt and sweater…but she had
forgotten.

Angelica tried not to cry but she could feel tears
welling up in her eyes. Cameron said nothing. They were both
hungry. Her clothes came off and were immediately followed by her
panties and bra. The pink collar she always wore at Cameron’s house
was in the basket next to the door. When he was happy with her, he
would put it on. Today she was forced to buckle it in place. They
went silently to the dining room where she ate in the nude across
the table from him. He kept the conversation light and on
inconsequential topics, but she knew what was coming. It wasn’t
going to be good.

As was their habit, Angelica cleared the table and
took care of the leftovers. She met him in the guest room where
here milking post stood proudly. He was waiting with a leather belt
folded in half in his hand.

“Have you ever been beaten with a
belt before?” he asked.

She started to shake her head, but then remembered
an old incident with a terrible boyfriend. “Once. He was awful and
didn’t know how to use it.”

“Tell me if it hurts too much. Turn
and face the corner.”

It was his right as her dom to use and abuse her as
he saw fit. She had made two cardinal mistakes: she was late for
their date and she entered his house wearing panties and a bra.

She waited for the crack of leather against her
flesh. She waited patiently in the corner, sniffing a bit as she
held back her tears. She kept her arms folded behind her back,
above her buttocks. She knew she could stop herself from begging
for mercy but she hated the waiting. It was more punishment that
she wanted.

The room was silent and she was certain he had
stepped out for a moment while she was sniveling in the corner.
Then the air was broken by a faint whistle and her skin burst into
a crimson blossom of pain. He had shown mercy by landing the blow
on her ass, but it still hurt and the pain made her cry out and
allowed the tears to slide down her cheeks.

“One,” she said.

Angelica made it up to a count of five before he
stopped. She was sobbing uncontrollably.

“Have you learned your lesson?”
Cameron asked her softly.

Knowing that turning around was exactly the wrong
thing to do, Angelica only nodded and replied, just as softly,
“Yes.”

“I trust I won’t have to repeat
this reminder?”

“No.” She sniffled back another
tear. Her ass was on fire. The stripes that Cameron had left on her
skin weren’t loving and tender reminders of what was expected of
her. They were cruelly inflicted wounds designed to keep her in
order and under his thumb.

“Why were you
wearing lingerie in my house without my permission?” he asked. In
her experience that was unusual. Always before her doms had simply
laid down rules and punishments; they weren’t interested in
why she had made a
transgression.

“I was hurrying,” she sniffed. “I
put on my bra and panties because I was going to be out in public
and my breasts—because they’re full of milk now—they feel more
comfortable in a bra. I was going to take them off in my car when I
got to your house…but I forgot.”

“That’s no excuse,” he reminded
her.

Angelica nodded. “I know. I’m sorry.”

“I’m not interested in your
apology,” he told her. “I’ve punished you and that’s
enough.”

She nodded once more and, still too afraid to turn
around, she kept her eyes on the beige paint that filled the corner
of the bedroom.

“I think you need a bit more in the
way of reminders of what is expected of you.”

“Yes. Of course. You’re right.” Her
words were too quick, too eager and she knew that once she had
spoken them her utterance had been a mistake.

Cameron was silent a long minute and then he finally
spoke. “No bra or panties at all for the next week. Even at work.
It’s winter. You can wear a heavy sweater to hide your tits if you
feel that necessary.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you,
sir.”

“That’s not all. You’ll be spending
all of your free time here, in my house, for the next week as well.
You are obviously in need of some more training and reminders. If
I’m here to help you maybe we can get past this little
problem.”

To Angelica’s ears that sounded more like fun than a
punishment. He would be free to use her, fuck her, nurse from her
whenever he wanted. The idea caused a thrill of excitement to run
through her body and moisten her cunt. “I’ll do as you wish.”

“This will not be a treat,” he told
her. “You’ll find living with me more stressful than being by
yourself. Keep your hands behind your back. I’m going to cuff
them.”

That was easy enough to do and once her hands were
restrained Cameron hooked her leash to her collar and led her to
the living room. What followed was the blandest, most suburban
beige evening Angelica had experienced since junior high school.
Cameron watched television from the couch; she was allowed to watch
with him as long as she remained seated on the floor. Her ass was
still aflame with pain, but she endured it like a good
submissive.

He took a couple of phone calls; one from a friend
and one from his brother. Nothing of importance was discussed.
Angelica was disappointed that Cameron didn’t fuck her right away
after spanking her, but that was to be expected; she was being
punished. She wouldn’t have minded giving him a blowjob to show she
was contrite for her actions and to give him some relief, but he
didn’t ask or intimate that he wanted oral sex.

After a few hours two things occurred to Angelica.
First, her desire to have sex steadily rose. This was all a long
tease to her from the lashing with his belt to her subservient
position on the floor next to him. Now would be the perfect time to
prove she was completely under his thumb. He had but to ask
anything from her. Second, her tits were becoming more and more
uncomfortable. They had already been full of milk when she arrived
at Cameron’s house and she had been expecting him to nurse from her
shortly after dinner or to be put onto the milking post so that he
could see the breast pump bring her to orgasm. Neither of these
things happened.

“Time for bed,” he told her when
the television finally bored him. Upon hearing the words Angelica
was glad for the respite from blandness. She happily followed him
to the bedroom and waited expectantly for her hands to be released
while he changed into a pair of sleep pants. Once he was changed
Cameron looked at her and frowned. Using just the slightest of
wiggles to her torso, making her tits bounce and sway slightly,
Angelica tried to entice him to nurse from her heavy, full breasts.
She wasn’t expecting him to please her—that was crazy—but she
wanted to show she
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