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Chapter 1



You wouldn’t believe how good he is in bed,” exclaimed Brittany, gazing across the room at me as I sat in bed. I just nodded in agreement, but I was getting fed up with my roommate. Actually, I would believe it. You’ve been talking about him for the last hour.

“I’m absolutely exhausted. We didn’t sleep at all last night. He could just keep going and going!” Brittany was talking rapid fire, barely pausing to take a breath before describing her night in even more detail.

Does she really think I want to hear all about her love life?
She knows I haven’t had a boyfriend in months!

Brittany droned on, and I kept nodding. But I wasn’t really listening to my friend. I was thinking about my last—and only serious—relationship: Jeff. Did I make a mistake letting him go? It might not have been perfect, but we had fun.

I had dated him all through freshman and sophomore year. At the beginning of our junior year, he had told me he wanted to get the full college experience. In other words, he wanted to sleep around.

I didn’t really blame him. Our college was definitely a party school. Plenty of people date, but few relationships lasted all four years.

To tell the truth, I had been somewhat relieved when Jeff broke up with me. I had even been hoping for it by the end of our relationship. We were great friends when we were dating—inseparable really. But Jeff’s sex drive dwarfed mine. He had wanted to do it every day, and I just wasn’t that interested in sex.

I knew this set me apart from most women my age. Casual hookups were all the rage among my friends. Take Brittany; nearly every day she had a different exploit to tell me all about.

Am I getting the college experience? Maybe Jeff is right. Maybe I should take advantage of my freedom while I’m young.

But the idea of sleeping around with a bunch of fraternity brothers just didn’t interest me. Sex was always something I did to feel close to Jeff—not because it was all that pleasurable.

“Kate, are you listening?” Brittany’s words jolted me from my thoughts. “I said, I’m going back over to Mark’s apartment tonight. His roommates are throwing a party. Why don’t you come? You should live a little!”

“Yeah, I’ll think about it. I do have a calculus test on Monday though,” I said.

Brittany snorted. “Come on, Kate. No one studies as hard as you. You’ll do fine.”

I just smiled. “I better go to class now. Dr. Lee freaks out if we’re late,” I said, as I hurried toward the door. Our room was cluttered with dirty clothes and books spread out across the floor. It was difficult to make a quick escape.

Brittany shook her head, watching my clumsy attempt to flee. “You need to get laid. You’re really bringing me down.”

I closed the door behind me with a sigh of relief. Thank god, I thought I’d never hear the end of Mark and how amazing he is in bed.

Walking across campus just made me think more about what I was doing in college. It seemed like everyone around me was laughing and talking to each other as they walked to class. No one was stressed about their calculus test. I was pretty sure no one else was thinking about their ex they split with almost a year ago either.

Drinking and fucking—that’s all they ever talk about. Why did I even come to this school? I don’t fit in at all.

In the back of my mind, though, I wondered if I should just try harder. Maybe it was worth leaving my comfort zone. These were the last four years of my life that I could do whatever I wanted. Soon, I’d graduate, find a job, and maybe get married. Throw in a few kids, and I might really regret not going wild when I had the chance.

Before going away to college, my own parents had told me to enjoy myself and not just worry about studying. Even Mom and Dad know I don’t know how to have fun, I thought, feeling sorry for myself.

Before long, I arrived at the science building. It towered above the campus. Made of concrete and glass, it looked like something from a sci-fi movie. I was a math major, so I rarely had a reason to be there. But this semester I was getting my one science gen ed requirement out of the way: Chemistry 101.

Pushing through the heavy glass doors, I set off toward my lecture hall. It was on the first floor with all the other classrooms for introductory courses. The advanced labs were all held upstairs.

As I hurried to class, a flier hanging on the wall caught my eye. It didn’t have any pictures on it, just plain black letters reading, “Low sex drive? Come to room 3F to discuss taking part in a new drug trial!”

I stared at it a moment before walking past. Low sex drive… Is that really a problem?




Chapter 2



Sitting in class listening to Dr. Lee talk endlessly about the properties of atoms, I couldn’t stop thinking about the flier.

The trial is probably just for men anyway. I don’t think there are any drugs for female sex drive.

But I had to admit I was intrigued. What if a drug can solve all my problems? It would be a lot easier to find a new boyfriend if I really wanted to have sex with him.

After class, I decided to swing by room 3F. There’s no harm in trying. I tried to ignore the butterflies in my stomach, as I climbed the stairs to the third floor. It’s no big deal to talk to a researcher about sex drive¸ I reassured myself. They’re sure to be a professional, and we’re all adults.

Outside of 3F, I stopped, trying to gather the courage to knock. The door was slightly ajar, but I couldn’t hear anything from inside. After a moment, I took a deep breath. Just knock! It’s no big deal.

But before I could move, the door swung open from the inside. A tall, muscular man peered out at me. He looked to be about forty years old, and his dark eyes briefly flashed with annoyance. But when he saw me, the annoyance quickly turned to interest.

He took a moment to study me carefully, scanning every inch of me, from my golden blonde hair, pulled back in a ponytail, to my pedicured toenails.

“Hello!” he said enthusiastically, swinging the door open wide and waving me inside.

“Hi,” I meekly said, following him in.

“So, how can I help you?” he said, before adding, “I’m Dr. Hill.”

“I… I saw a flier… about a drug trial,” I said haltingly. I could feel myself flush, and I knew from experience that my face was probably bright pink.

“Ahh, yes,” he said quickly, trying to spare me my embarrassment. “I thought that was why you were here. You’re in luck. We are still looking for participants for the trial.”

He paused for a second, waiting for me to say something, but I stood there silently. I couldn’t even meet his dark eyes as he stared at me intently. I didn’t think he’d be so handsome¸ I thought despairingly.

“Let me tell you about the drug,” he continued confidently, and I felt a surge of gratitude. He could obviously tell I was uncomfortable, and he was doing his best to put me at ease.

“To tell you the truth, it’s a very interesting trial. Do you mind me asking if you’re studying science here?” I shook my head.

“Well, it’s quite fascinating at any rate. We originally developed the drug to help women who had problems breastfeeding. It didn’t quite work as we had hoped for that purpose, but it shows great promise in increasing female arousal.”

He paused expectantly, but then continued when I didn’t say anything.

“If you’re interested, I just need you to sign a medical release form, and we can get started right away. The drug is injected into the muscle, and it works quite rapidly. In fact, we can begin the trial today if you have time.”

Finally, I worked up the nerve to meet his eyes. They were warm and full of understanding. He must be used to nervous college girls. With how sexy he is, all his students probably melt around him.

“That sounds wonderful,” I said, my heart pounding in my chest. I wasn’t sure about taking part in the trial, but I felt like it was too late to back out now. I didn’t want to disappoint Dr. Hill, and I decided it must be completely safe. He was far too enthusiastic about this for it to be dangerous.

“I don’t have Multivariable Calculus for another forty-five minutes,” I said.

“That’s just enough time! Here, sign these papers while I get the drug ready,” he said, passing me a stack of forms.

I started to read the first page, but soon I just flipped to the end and began signing my name. It looked like they were just standard legal forms, saying that I agreed not to sue the university in case of unforeseen problems. There was also a non-disclosure agreement, stating I couldn’t talk about the drug trial. Weird.

As I finished signing the papers, I looked up to see Dr. Hill staring at me intently. He quickly looked down to the syringe he was holding.

“Here we are. But before we begin, I need to gather some data for the study. We’re going to do a quick test to measure your arousal while viewing some images before administering the drug. Later, we’ll repeat the test to see if there is improvement. Is that okay with you—” he looked down at the form where I’d written my name, “Kate?”

I nodded.

“Fantastic! Have a seat on this chair,” he motioned toward a metal chair that was surrounded by medical equipment.

“This will monitor your heart rate and oxygen levels in your blood,” he explained, as he clipped a device onto my fingertip.

“And this needs to be inserted into your vagina,” he said in a matter-of-fact way, holding up a slim metal rod with a ball on the end. “It measures secretions—wetness—that results from arousal. I will let you insert it, just make sure the tip is fully inside,” he said, handing me the rod with a glove-encased hand. “It is completely sterile.”

He lowered a tray over my lap and threw a paper sheet over it, hiding the lower half of my body from sight. Then, he turned around, “Just tell me when you’re ready to proceed.”

I sat there in shock. Does he really expect me to put this inside of me? I stared at the metal rod in horror. It was quite small. The tip was about the size of a golf ball.

Taking a deep breath, I unbuttoned my jeans and wriggled out of them until they fell around my knees. The metal of the chair was cold against my bare backside. My heart was pounding in my chest, as I reached down with the metal rod.

I slowly pushed it inside of me, grunting softly. It wasn’t easy to get it inside, but it wasn’t all that uncomfortable. It felt strange more than anything. The cold metal inside of my pussy was unlike anything I’d felt before. After what seemed like an eternity of pushing, the bulbous tip slipped fully inside of me.

“Okay,” I said quietly. Dr. Hill turned around, rubbing his hands together in excitement.

“Wonderful, Kate. You’re doing an amazing job!”

I felt my face flush from excitement at the compliment. I was happy to please this handsome doctor. His enthusiasm was contagious, and it didn’t hurt that he looked like he might be a male model on the side.

“Now, simply look at the pictures, and I’ll do the rest.”

Dr. Hill lowered a screen down in front of me. A few seconds later, a picture of a thick cock flashed onto the screen. I gasped in shock. I guess I should have seen that coming. He is measuring arousal after all.

The cock stood stiff over a pair of heavy, low-slung balls. It was completely hairless. I had barely looked it over when the picture changed to a pair of enormous tits. The breasts were encased in a gauzy red bra that pushed them together. It was obviously a picture from a porno or an erotic photoshoot.

Over the next few minutes, picture after picture flashed across the screen: a woman being fucked by three men, one in her pussy, one in her ass, and one in her mouth. A huge black cock disappearing into a woman’s mouth. Milk running from a woman’s nipples down her curving breasts and across her tight stomach. Two women kissing passionately as they caressed each other’s bodies.

It was far more pornography than I had ever seen in my life. But I didn’t feel any arousal at all. I was intrigued to see sex acts I had hardly even imagined before, but there was no desire at all inside of me. Do most women really find this stuff sexy?

Abruptly, Dr. Hill flicked the screen off. “Well done, Kate. That’s all the data we need for now. You can remove the device, and I’ll give you the injection,” he said, turning his back to me while he fiddled with the syringe.

I eased the metal rod out from my pussy and shimmied back into my jeans. Dr. Hill turned around, “This will only pinch a little bit.”

He took hold of the flesh of my upper arm and quickly gave me the injection. It didn’t sting any more than a typical shot.

“All done, Kate. Come back here after your class, so I can check up on you. You’ve been such a great participant in our trial. I look forward to working more with you,” he beamed down at me. His smile lit up his whole face, and I lost myself in his dark eyes and rugged good looks for a second.




Chapter 3



Walking to Multivariable Calculus, I finally had a second to think about what had happened. What the hell. What kind of study makes you stick something in your pussy and shows you porn?

But it did make a certain kind of sense. The whole point was to measure female arousal. How else was a doctor going to measure that?

I was more than a little worried that my feelings for Dr. Hill would screw up the data. Who thought it was a good idea to get a hot doctor to do this study? But I wasn’t really that physically attracted to him. Sure, he was good looking, but mostly I felt like I had a crush on him. I wanted his approval, and I liked his attention. But as always, my feelings weren’t very sexual.

As I took my seat in the classroom, I started to feel just a little off. The lights on the ceiling seemed brighter than usual. Scents were more powerful. The deodorant and cologne of the other students—there were no other women in the class—was almost overwhelming.

Is this supposed to happen? I need to ask Dr. Hill about this, I thought woozily.

As the professor began reviewing what would be on the test next Monday, I could barely focus my attention on his words. My mind felt hazy, and my thoughts wandered.

The feeling of my jeans tightly hugging my slim legs was oddly distracting. I wear skinny jeans every day. What is going on?

I shifted in my seat, trying to get comfortable, but that just made the rough denim rub against my skin more. The feeling was driving me absolutely wild. I wriggled helplessly in my chair, trying to ignore the feeling of the fabric rubbing against the tops of my thighs and the sheer panties that covered my pussy.

Taking a deep breath, I bit my lower lip and tried to sit perfectly still. It’s just a reaction to the drug. Everything is fine, I told myself.

A warm pulsing feeling was growing in my chest. My breasts felt strangely heavy and full. The lacy bra that I’d put on that morning felt tighter than it should. It was pressed against my sensitive nipples, which were now standing at attention.

Glancing down, I realized my nipples were showing right through my shirt! The heat throbbing in my breasts spread to face as I blushed. Shrugging my shoulders, I tried to tug my shirt forward so some loose fabric would cover my nipples, but the T-shirt I was wearing was too tight. There was no way to hide just how hard my nipples were.

I sat frozen in place. What should I do? I can’t walk out of class like this. But there’s no way I can sit here for another hour. Class just started!

To make matters worse, I felt a flood of wetness inside my panties. Thinking about everyone in class being able to see my nipples was turning me on. There was no denying it. My face flushed an even deeper shade of red.

I have to get the fuck out of here, I decided. Standing up unsteadily, I tossed my backpack over one shoulder and shuffled out of the row of desks I was in. I tried to keep my tits pointed to the professor—he had no doubt already seen my nipples pushing through my shirt. If I could keep from turning around maybe the rest of the class wouldn’t notice.

“Are you alright, Kate?” I heard Dr. White ask, his voice more than a little concerned.

“Um, yes, thank you, I just… I just need to get some air,” I said breathlessly, as I half-ran to the door. I didn’t wait for him to respond—I rushed outside and darted into the bathroom next door.

Leaning heavily against the wall, I tried to catch my breath. I looked at myself in the mirror. Sure enough, my face was beet red, and my T-shirt stretched tight around my nipples.

As I looked closer at my nipples, I gasped in shock. My breasts had doubled in size! How is that possible!

I had always had small breasts. It was my one physical feature that I wished was different. I had always been athletic, and my build was petite. My legs were long and toned, my belly flat, and my breasts smaller than average. It was the price of being so fit, I figured.

But now my breasts looked like they belonged on one of the porn stars Dr. Hill had shown me that morning, although they were mashed in my bra that was now far too small. It looked ridiculous. The tiny straps of the bra dug into the globes of flesh. Even with my shirt on, it was obvious my bra was comically undersized. With a sigh, I reached behind me and undid the clasp, slipping my bra off from under my shirt.

My new tits burst free from their lacy prison. They hung down heavy, and I felt like I was poised to tip forward from their weight. It was a novel feeling. This must be what Brittany feels like all the time, I mused, picturing her rack.

Without thinking, I grabbed my tits through my shirt, marveling at how big and weighty they seemed. The pressure from my hands made a small cry escape my mouth. Sexual desire flared deep inside of me. This drug is working too well! I can’t be this turned on all the time. I need to go see Dr. Hill.

Stepping out of the bathroom, I set off for the science building. I could feel my tits jiggle under my T-shirt with each step, but there was nothing I could do to stop it. I hadn’t thought to bring an oversized bra with me that morning.

Walking across campus, I turned more than a few heads. One freshman stopped dead in his tracks and stared at me slack-jawed as I walked past him. It’s just a pair of big tits, I thought, annoyed by all the attention. Hopefully, Dr. Hill will know how to fix this.




Chapter 4



I knocked on the door of room 3F, and Dr. Hill answered it immediately.

“Hello, Kate. I wasn’t expecting you until after your class.”

His eyes darted down to my huge breasts, which had grown even larger during my walk across campus. He doesn’t look surprised at all.

“Dr. Hill, I think the drug is having side effects,” I said, gesturing at my bosom as I walked into the room.

“Why, yes. It does appear you’re responding—err, reacting—to the medication.”

He waved me over to the metal chair, and I sat down.

“Okay, Kate, let’s begin the second half of the trial. I’m going to gather more data.”

“What do you mean? I need you to do something about these!” I said, panic filling my voice as I looked down at my chest.

“They don’t even fit in my shirt!”

Dr. Hill looked me over. “Yes, Kate, we will deal with those, I promise. I don’t want you to worry. We can certainly reverse this process,” he said as he patted my shoulder reassuringly.

“You might want to take your shirt off,” he suggested, eyeing the seams, which looked like they about to burst.

“I promise it’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” he said. I struggled out of the tiny shirt, peeling it painstakingly over my swollen breasts, as he walked over to his medical equipment. He snapped the heart rate monitor onto my index finger and handed me the metal probe again.

“Just like last time, Kate,” he said soothingly, positioning a sheet over my lower body to give me some privacy.

Sighing, I pulled down my jeans and pushed the bulbous metal end inside of me. It slipped in easily this time. My pussy was still wet from the surge of arousal I’d felt in class.

Dr. Hill slid the electronic screen in front of me. “Just look at the screen. It will only take a moment.”

Instantly, a video began to play. It was a young woman with oversized breasts, just like mine. She was naked on her hands and knees, and her tits jiggled below her. With a start, I realized her breasts were moving in time with the thrusts of a man behind her. He was ramming into her again and again, his cock glistening wetly as it slid in and out. The woman’s face was twisted with desire, and her screams of pleasure blared out of the speakers on either side of me.

I felt desire crackle though every inch of my body. My stomach tightened, and my hands rose to cup my breasts. A heard a low whimper, and it took a moment for me realize that I was the one making the sound.

“Don’t touch yourself,” Dr. Hill scolded me, swatting my hands away from my breasts.

A second man entered the video. He strode in front of the woman and pulled out the biggest cock I had ever seen from his pants. I stared, transfixed by the scene in front of me. I didn’t even notice Dr. Hill snapping metal restraints across my wrists on the armrests of the chair.

The woman began greedily sucking on the cock. Taking it into her mouth and licking up and down the shaft. The sight of the woman taking two cocks was filling me with desire. I tried to reach a hand down to my pussy, but it was held fast by the restraints.

My breasts were sore. They felt like they were ready to burst, and I could see my nipples were swollen and red.

“Please, Dr. Hill,” I said weakly. I wasn’t even sure what I was asking.

“You must continue watching the videos so we can gather data,” he said sternly.

I moaned and squirmed in the chair. Desire was coursing through me. I could feel wetness running down the inside of my thighs, and I was hyperaware of the metal probe nestled within me.

The soreness in my breasts had turned into a throbbing ache, and I arched my back trying to relieve the pressure building inside of me. As I twisted in my restraints, I felt drops of warm liquid rain down on my stomach and thighs. It was milk!

The pearly drops ran slowly across my twisting body. I stared in shock, following the arc of the drops to find the source. The milk was coming from my breasts!

I looked over at Dr. Hill to see him scribbling notes on his clipboard.

“What’s happening?” I squealed, staring down in horror.

“I’m sorry, Kate. This is a rare side effect,” he said, studying my breasts closely. He licked his lips, and I couldn’t be sure, but for a second I thought I saw a bulge in his pants before he quickly turned away.

“I’m afraid we’ll need to relieve the pressure,” he said. “You are producing milk at much too fast a rate.”

Too fast? Nothing is making any sense.

Dr. Hill rushed over to his medical devices and grabbed what looked like two massive suction cups. Plastic hoses trailed off the ends of them back to his tangle of equipment.

What the hell is going on?

“Hold still,” he ordered, as he took the two cups and positioned them over my breasts and flicked a switch attached to them. A mechanical hum filled the room for a second before the cups suddenly tightened around my tits with my nipples inside of them.

Oh god, they’re breast pumps, I realized as I felt the suction build inside the cups. The pressure was torturing my sensitive nipples, and I could see them slowly start to swell inside the transparent plastic.

It didn’t take long for a thick stream of milk to shoot from my breasts and hit the side of the plastic cups. A gasp of pleasure escaped my lips. The feeling of relief as the creamy milk spurted out of my nipples was better than any orgasm I’d had with Jeff. The intense aching pain in my chest began to subside as more and more cream squirted out, coating the inside of the plastic cups and running down the hoses away from me.

I moaned as pleasure washed over my body. Looking up, I saw porn was still playing on the screen in front of me. Now three different men were fucking the woman. It looked like ropes of cum were slowly dripping down from her back onto the floor.

I imagined what it must feel like to please so many cocks at once. To be used by multiple men for their pleasure. To be completely filled in every hole. The filthiness of the thoughts racing through my head was driving me wild.

I tried to reach down to touch my tingling pussy, but my hands were still restrained. Dr. Hill saw my predicament.

“Let us move on to the next part of the experiment,” he said. He was, once again, totally professional. Ignoring my writhing, sweaty form, the breast pumps attached to me, and the two plastic hoses that now transported my milk to a metal tank across the room, Dr. Hill talked like a professor lecturing to an entire auditorium of students.

“The drug has resulted in increased female arousal. However, it remains to be seen if it inhibits climax. Earlier formulations had this rather unfortunate side effect.”

Inhibits climax? I whimpered quietly at the thought of not being able to get off. I was more aroused than I’d ever been in my life. The desire to orgasm was overwhelming now that the pressure in my breasts was finally letting up.

Dr. Hill stepped over to a device and flicked a switch. The metal probe inside of me purred to life, vibrating gently at the entrance to my pussy. 

The sensation was exquisite. After being on edge since Multivariable Calculus, the light vibration was enough to make stars dance in front of my eyes. I moaned desperately, twisting and turning in the metal chair, as pure bliss washed over my milk-covered body.

The vibrations deep inside of me and the insistent suction of the pumps on my breasts blended together into a pure pleasure. It only took moments for the pent-up desire of the last hour to crest into an orgasm. I cried out, tossing my head from side to side, my blonde hair whipping around me, as I bucked helplessly against my restraints.

Dr. Hill switched off the vibrator and breast pump as my climax faded away. “Very good, Kate, it seems the new drug does not prevent female orgasm.”

He snapped the restraints off my wrists and handed me a towel to clean myself. The milk that had escaped my breasts before the pumps were applied had run down my body and pooled in my bellybutton. I tried to wipe away as much milk and sweat as I could before removing the probe and getting dressed. Thankfully, my shirt fit much better after my milking. But my bra was still far too small. My tits had shrunk, but they were still much too big for my slim form.

“You’ve done a fantastic job so far, Kate,” Dr. Hill gushed. “I’m sorry that you experienced some minor side effects, but this should prevent you from producing so much milk,” he said, giving me another injection.

“Now, I need to see you tomorrow morning to check that you don’t experience any more side effects.” He paused for a moment, and for the first time he seemed unsure of himself.

“This may seem unprofessional, but I assure you it is absolutely imperative for this research,” he finally said. “You need to abstain from any sexual activity or lactation until our appointment tomorrow. I’m very sorry if you have a boyfriend, but it is essential that you follow this instruction. It will invalidate all the data we have gathered thus far.”

I nodded. Does he really think that was unprofessional after what just happened?

“Okay, Dr. Hill, I understand. I actually don’t have a boyfriend,” I said.

“Very good; then I will see you tomorrow at your convenience. I’ll be here all day after 8 AM,” he said cheerfully, waving good-bye.

The walk back to my dorm room was a blur. Sinking into the soft comfort of my bed, I tried to process what had just happened.

My hands explored my new tits. It seemed like they had stopped growing since the second injection, but they were much larger than they’d been that morning.

My touch made them throb slightly, and I immediately stopped caressing them. I promised Dr. Hill I wouldn’t do anything, I resolved. It wouldn’t be hard if this drug weren’t so effective. My body tingled with yearning, even after the orgasm in Dr. Hill’s lab.

Completely exhausted by the strange events of the day, I drifted to sleep.




Chapter 5



I awoke to the sound of the door crashing into the wall, followed by a peal of laughter. Brittany staggered into the room, slamming the door shut behind her and sinking into the desk chair we shared.

Still half asleep, I looked at the clock: 11:26. Shit, I slept all day.

Brittany finally noticed that I was lying in bed. “Kate!” she shouted, playfully dragging the covers off me. “This is just sad,” she said, fake pity tinging her voice. “Get the fuck up. We’re going out.”

I groaned, tugging the covers back over me. My head still felt fuzzy, and even after sleeping so long I was tired. Maybe it’s the drug. Or maybe it’s just how weird my day was.

“I’m not taking no for an answer,” Brittany said, wrenching the sheets and blanket off the bed. “It’s eleven o’clock on a Friday. What kind of friend would I be if I let you stay here pouting in bed?” Her words slurred together. Obviously, she had already been out. There was no reasoning with her when she was like this.

“Okay, okay,” I muttered, sitting up. Brittany screamed, “What the fuck!” I turned to her in surprise and saw she has staring at my tits. They were covered by a white undershirt, but it was hard to miss just how big they’d grown.

“Did you get a fucking boob job?” she yelled, her forehead wrinkled with confusion. “They look fantastic.” She walked over and cupped my tits, lifting them up slightly to feel their weight. I just sighed: Brittany was a bit too touchy-feely under the best of circumstances—and she was far from her best right now.

Turning away from her, I walked over to my dresser. Thank god she’s too drunk to wonder how I had a boob job and recovered in a day.

Digging through my clothes, I realized it was going to be hard to find something to wear. Most of my blouses had been form fitting and tight. Now that my chest had nearly doubled in size, there was no way to squeeze into them.

Eventually, I settled on a yellow summer dress. The top was rather baggy to begin with. The only problem was the dress looked shorter now that it had to jut out over my tits. The hem of the dress rode up just above the bottom of my ass. I’ll fit right in, I thought wryly. There are some benefits to going to a party school.

“Come on, hurry up,” Brittany said, pacing unsteadily behind me. “Mark’s waiting for me.”

It didn’t take long to walk to Mark’s place. It was just off campus in a row of apartments that were only for students. This late at night, the parties were in full swing. Music blared up and down the block, and groups of college students spilled out of the houses onto the lawns.

Inside the apartment, it was dark. Pop music thundered out of a set of small speakers, and the living room was full of people dancing. The furniture had all been pushed up against the walls.

Brittany immediately ran upstairs, looking for Mark, no doubt. I sighed and went to the kitchen to grab a beer out of the fridge. I looked around to see who was there, but I didn’t recognize a single person. God dammit, Brittany. It was just like her to force me to go out and then run off.

I stood awkwardly in the kitchen, draining my beer before grabbing another one. I guess I’ll go dance and see if Brittany comes back soon.

Pushing through the groups of people, I went into the living room. I wasn’t the best dancer, but dancing alone was better than standing in a corner alone. Moving my hips to the music, I started to feel a bit more at ease.

A hand grabbed my shoulder and spun me around, “Hey, Kate!” Surprised, I looked up at the smiling face of a guy. He looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t quite place him.

“It’s Steve, from Multivariable Calculus,” he said, his face falling slightly.

“Oh, of course, hi Steve!” I said, feigning enthusiasm and trying to pretend I recognized him. There were at least forty students in that class, and no one ever got a chance to speak except Dr. White. I guess I stick out as the only girl.

“How’d you end up here?” he asked, moving a bit to the music.

“My friend Brittany knows Mark, but I’m not sure where she went.”

“Cool, Mark’s a real chill roommate,” Steve said.

It took me a moment to realize that meant he must live here, too.

“So, what did you learn in class today?” I said. God, why’d I say that? I must be the lamest person at this party.

Steve didn’t seem to mind, though. He shrugged, “I don’t even know. You didn’t miss much.”

I felt my face turn red. He must have noticed me leave.

Steve had started dancing in earnest now. “Loosen up, Kate,” he said playfully, putting his hands on my hips and moving me to the music.

I started to dance more, staring up into Steve’s eyes. One of his hands brushed against the top of my thigh as he let go of me. His touch sent a jolt through my body, and I bit my lip, trying to quash the feelings I knew were coming from Dr. Hill’s injections.

Steve noticed my reaction. He spun me around, grasping my hips more firmly. Rubbing against my body, his hands roamed over me. One brushed against my nipple, hidden beneath my billowing dress, and I moaned.

Steve leaned forward and whispered in my ear, “Let’s go upstairs.” Taking my hand, he led me to a bedroom. What am I doing? I never do stuff like this. But inside I was giddy. My heart pounded in my chest, and I felt like I could hardly breathe.

Inside the room, Steve kissed me passionately and slipped my dress over my head. My breasts bounced out—I hadn’t been able to find a bra that fit. He cupped them gently as he kissed me.

New sensations flooded through my body. My breasts were more sensitive than ever before. A pounding ache filled them again, just like it had in Dr. Hill’s chair. They felt full and heavy, as Steve’s rough hands massaged them. I whimpered and broke off kissing him, resting my head against his shoulder and moaning as he caressed my body.

Steve reached down and unzipped his pants. His cock was thick and hard as it stood up straight. I couldn’t take my eyes off it. Leaning over, I brushed my lips against the pulsing head, eliciting a groan from Steve. Licking it tenderly, I thought about Dr. Hill. He didn’t say I couldn’t blow someone.

I took the cock completely inside my mouth. It felt hot and musky against my tongue. I’d never blown anyone before. Jeff had asked me to give him a blowjob, but I’d always refused. Something about taking a cock in my mouth had seemed dirty at the time, but now it seemed sexy and hot.

I bobbed up and down, taking the rigid pole as deep inside of my mouth as I could. Steve reached under my dress and ran a hand over my pussy. It was wet and puffy with need. I moaned against his cock, trying to take it even deeper.

I started to feel light-headed as my body pulsed with sexual energy. I have to orgasm,
I thought desperately. Screw Dr. Hill. He’s the one who did this to me.

I pushed Steve down on the bed. Swinging one of my legs over him, I lowered myself onto his cock. As my pussy stretched around it, I moaned contentedly. A feeling of fullness replaced the aching emptiness inside of me.

I started to ride Steve’s cock, slowly at first and then faster as my pleasure began to build. My tits hung down over Steve, and he fondled them roughly. My tender nipples throbbed under his touch.

Steve’s bed was knocking into the wall rhythmically as I slammed up and down on top of him. I imagined all the people dancing downstairs listening to us fucking. The thought pushed me over the edge. An orgasm swept through me, and I shuddered on top of Steve. I could feel him stiffen underneath me. Cum flooded into my pussy, and I whimpered happily on top of him, moving my hips back and forth to milk his load out.

Rolling off him, I saw that the door to the bedroom had been open the whole time! There was a group of people staring into the room. They must have been watching! It only took a second for my shame to turn to excitement. I could see the guy in front had a bulge in his pants, and desire flooded through me again.

Turning to face the crowd of guys, I sat up in bed and seductively beckoned them to come in with my finger.

“Fuck me,” I ordered, pulling the guy in front toward me. Steve staggered up and out of the bed, while I got on my hands and knees. Just like the woman in the video, I thought, flushed with excitement.

Kneeling behind me, the man drove his cock all the way into my pussy in one hard thrust. It went in easily since I was so wet from fucking Steve. A cock appeared in front of my eyes, and I eagerly took it into my mouth. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the other college boys stroking their cocks as they watched me get fucked from both ends.

Man, this is hot, I thought, though I could barely think straight. The two cocks filling my mouth and pussy were making me drunk with lust. It didn’t take long for the guy in my mouth to lose it. I felt his cock swell, and cum flooded into my mouth. It doesn’t taste so bad, I decided, swallowing his load.

Immediately, another guy stepped forward and took his place, shoving his cock between my lips. The rest of the night, cock after cock filled my pussy and mouth as I knelt on the bed. I felt more satisfied than ever before. I lost count of the number of orgasms I had as the men used me for their pleasure.




Chapter 6



When I woke up the next morning, I was still in Steve’s bed. I couldn’t even remember falling asleep, and Steve was nowhere to be found. Looking at my phone, I saw it was already past noon.

Shit. I have to meet Dr. Hill. I panicked as I remembered that he had told me not to sleep with anyone. Well, I don’t have to tell him, I decided. Rushing downstairs and out of the apartment, I hurried straight to the science building.

Every time I passed a guy, I couldn’t help but wonder if they had been there last night. If they had come in my pussy while I bounced on their cock—or in my mouth while I greedily sucked them off. My pussy was wet and throbbing under my dress by the time I reached room 3F.

“Hello, Kate!” Dr. Hill greeted me merrily.

“Hi, Dr. Hill.”

“Were there any problems last night?” he asked.

“Oh, no, there were no problems,” I answered, maybe a bit too quickly.

“Well, good. Let’s begin,” he said, motioning me to sit down. He handed me the probe. It easily slipped inside of me, and I sighed happily as it filled me.

Dr. Hill pushed a button on the chair, and it reclined until I was lying flat on my back.

“Did you abstain from sexual activity and lactation?” he asked.

I froze. After a few seconds, I said “Yes.” But it was too late.

“It’s essential you answer truthfully, or you will ruin the entire drug trial,” he said, towering over me as I lay there exposed.

“I was… sexually active,” I said softly, not meeting his eyes.

Dr. Hill sighed heavily.

“I was afraid of that. The last test subject had the same problem. The little slut couldn’t control herself at all.”

What did he just say? I never imagined I’d hear Dr. Hill use a word like “slut.” He had always been professional.

“Well, we will still do what we can,” he said.

“Turn over on the table,” he ordered me briskly, his voice tinged with annoyance.

He released a clasp under the reclined chair and part of the metal swung open, creating a hole.

“Let your breasts hang down.”

I clumsily rolled over on the metal table, pulled down the top of my dress, and positioned my breasts so they went through the hole. The yellow dress I was wearing rode up slightly as I shifted, revealing my pussy and ass, but Dr. Hill ignored it.

The sensation of air tickling my most private parts in front of the professor was turning me on. The probe inside of me wasn’t helping matters.

Without warning, I felt Dr. Hill attach something to my breasts. He flicked a switch under the table, and a mechanical whirring noise started. I felt the familiar tug of suction on my nipples. It must be the breast pump.

But this time, the suction didn’t stay at the same low level. It gradually increased, getting stronger and stronger. I felt like my tits were in a vice. Pain streaked across my chest, and I cried out.

Dr. Hill shushed me. “I need to see how much milk you produced last night. We have to drain you completely.”

I could feel the creamy milk being drawn out of my tits. The pain slowly subsided, although the pressure of the machine remained. An intoxicating feeling of pleasure replaced the agony. I listened to the sound of my cream wetly hitting the plastic pump below me, and my body throbbed with desire. A breeze from the whirring machinery was caressing my exposed pussy and asshole, and I wiggled on the table trying—but failing—to pull my dress down as it bunched up under me.

“Look at you,” I heard Dr. Hill say. His voice sounded muted and far away through the fog that was clouding my mind.

The extreme pressure of the machine on my tits and the arousal coursing through me were preventing me from thinking clearly.

My mouth hanging open, I turned my head to look at Dr. Hill. Concentrating as hard as I could, I finally focused my eyes. He was standing next to me with his pants unzipped. His cock hovered in the air, just in front of my face.

“Suck it, Kate,” he said. “I know that’s what you want. A slut like you couldn’t go one night without fucking someone.”

I moaned at his words. He’s right. I am a filthy slut. I don’t even know how many people I let fuck me last night, and I loved it.

I moved my head forward, taking his cock into my mouth. Swirling my tongue around it, I felt the probe inside of me buzz to life. Waves of pleasure shot through me, and only Dr. Hill’s cock kept me from screaming.

Dr. Hill started thrusting into my mouth. Working his cock in and out, while I lost myself in bliss. With my mouth full of cock, the probe vibrating inside of me, and the pumps massaging my aching breasts, I couldn’t last long. An orgasm ripped through my body as I lay limply on the table, completely overwhelmed by the sensations enveloping me.

As I came back to my senses, Dr. Hill withdrew his cock from my mouth. Disappointment filled me. He hadn’t come yet.

“Have you ever been fucked in the ass, Kate?” he asked, looking down at me. I shook my head, weakly, still dazed by my orgasm.

“A slut like you should learn to take it in the ass. Don’t you agree?”

I stared at him silently while my mind tried to process what he was saying. He’s going to fuck me in the ass, I thought. A moment later, I felt a thrill pass through me. I remembered the women in the videos he had shown me, how satisfied they had looked while three guys used them at the same time.

Dr. Hill noticed the excitement flash across my face. “Yes, you responded most to the videos of women having all of their holes used, Kate.”

Even in my current state, my face blushed with embarrassment. He always knew I was a slut, I thought.

I felt a cool wetness on my exposed ass, and then something began to push insistently on my back entrance. No one had ever touched me there, and I shivered at the strange sensation.

Looking behind me, I saw Dr. Hill working a gloved finger inside of me. Without thinking, I arched my ass into the air, helping him push farther inside of me. He squeezed more lubricant onto me, before taking his finger out and climbing on top of the table.

“Are you ready, Kate?” he asked.

“Please, fuck me,” I begged him, imagining I was the woman taking three cocks. The probe continued to buzz inside of pussy, and the pumps hummed underneath me.

Dr. Hill slowly worked his cock inside of me; inch by inch it disappeared into my puckered ass. I sighed happily underneath him. For the first time, I felt completely and utterly full. I was in heaven.

The professor began ramming in and out of me. The force of his thrusts almost made me slide across the slick metal table, but my trapped breasts kept me from moving.

A sensation I had never felt before was slowly building inside of me. It felt like every nerve ending in my most sensitive region was on fire as the probe vibrated relentlessly, and Dr. Hill savagely fucked me.

With a scream, I orgasmed again. Bucking uncontrollably beneath Dr. Hill, I could feel my pussy spasm around the probe and my ass clench tight around Dr. Hill’s cock. It was enough to push him over the edge. I felt wetness deep inside of me, as Dr. Hill grunted and came before collapsing on top of me.

I relaxed under him. I never knew sex could feel this good. My whole body tingled with bliss.

Dr. Hill eventually stood up and turned off the pump and probe. I shakily fixed my dress, trying to catch my breath.

“Well, Kate, I’m sorry to say there’s no point in gathering further data. Our test subjects are forbidden from having sex—like you did last night.”

“Okay,” I said, hesitating for a second. “I’m sorry, Dr. Hill.”

“That’s quite alright, Kate,” he said comfortingly. “You will need to continue to come to my lab for your weekly milking. Otherwise, you may very well find the pressure unbearable.”

I stared at him for a second, waiting for a punch line. But he seemed completely serious.

“Wait, you’re saying I’ll keep producing milk?” I asked, incredulous.

“Why, yes, Kate, that side effect never goes away I’m afraid. But I am pleased to say your sex drive seems to have markedly improved. That too is permanent.”

I sat down heavily on the metal table, thunderstruck by his words.

“You’re saying I’ll always be like this? … A slut?”

“Well, I wouldn’t put it that way, but, yes, your sexual desire will stay elevated.”

I couldn’t believe what he was saying. To make things worse, my pussy was getting wet at the thought of being milked each week. I’d just had two orgasms, and I was still desperate for more.

“Isn’t this what you wanted?” Dr. Hill asked, gesturing for me to come close.

I thought back to my life before the injection. How bored I had been. How I’d never wanted to have sex or felt much arousal at all. I did want to get the real college experience. My stomach fluttered at the thought of how many more parties I would go to—how many more cocks would fill me.

“You’re right, Dr. Hill,” I finally admitted as I felt him begin to lick and suck on my nipples. My breasts were already filling with milk.
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Exposed as a Hucow: Milked and Used

“You’re drained now, but we need to spur further milk production so that you’re full by the time the machine comes tomorrow. Bend over the desk.”

“What?!” I said, hardly believing my ears.

“I’m going to fuck you now, Cynthia. Is that alright?”

I shivered with desire. There was no use denying how I felt. He could see how desperate I was, how much I wanted to be taken and used by him.

I nodded and bent down over the desk. The cool wood pressed against my sensitive nipples.

Dr. West unceremoniously flipped my skirt up, revealing my panties. They were soaked through. He pulled them down until they were bunched around my ankles. Unbuckling his pants, he took out his cock.

◆◆◆

Cynthia will do anything to be a paleontologist, but that means hiding her creamy secret. When she gets caught covered in milk on a dig, Cynthia finds out that sharing her secret is more fun than she could have imagined.

 

Milking the Milkmaid: A Hucow Tale

When nineteen-year-old Sarah goes to milk the family cow, things don’t go as planned. The tables are turned on the innocent, sexy milkmaid, who is full to the point of bursting. Sarah’s life will never be the same. You’re sure to enjoy this filthy, creamy tale!
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