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The Doctor's Human Cow (Lactation Erotica)



Melissa didn’t want to watch so she closed her eyes tightly. She knew the importance of her annual pelvic exam, but lying totally exposed with her ankles in the stirrups was an uncomfortable experience that she just wanted over as quickly as possible. This was doubly so since it was a new doctor doing the examination. She’d met Dr. Morgan only once previously when she joined his medical practice and while there was no denying that he was pleasant natured and good looking, it was still embarrassing to be in the position that she was. The touches between her thighs made her shiver and she closed her eyes tighter still.

“OK, I think that we're finished,” Dr. Morgan said as he moved back.

Opening her eyes as she dragged her feet from the stirrups, Melissa pulled the medical gown back into place to cover herself. It brought a sense of relief and she let out a quiet sigh.

“You can get dressed again,” the doctor went on.

Melissa swung her legs around and dropped down to the floor. Walking across to the screen in the corner of the room, she moved behind it and pulled the gown off so that she could get dressed. When she stepped back out from behind the screen she followed Dr. Morgan out of the examination room and along to his office. As they passed the waiting room she saw that it was empty and a quick glance at her watch showed her it was now after six.

Dr. Morgan led the way inside his office and when he moved to sit at his desk, Melissa followed suit and took the seat opposite him. She waited patiently as he looked through the notes in front of him, but started to wish that he would hurry up. In the end she couldn’t wait for him to finish and had to ask.

“Is everything OK?”

Dr. Morgan looked without saying anything and reached for a jug of orange juice sitting on his desk. He poured a couple of glasses and reached out to put one in front of Melissa.

“Just give me a couple of more minutes,” he said as he looked down at the notes again.

Melissa held in the sigh and with nothing better to do, picked up the glass and started to sip at the contents. She glanced around the neat office as she drank then brought her gaze back to the man sitting opposite. His attention was still focused on the notes he was reading and it gave her the chance to study him. He definitely had the looks that she liked in a man. 

On the first occasion she met him Melissa was aware of the flicker of attraction that took hold in her mind and it welled up again as she stared at him. The blonde fringe hung almost in his eyes, but not quite and she could see the deep blue color. The almost chiseled looks were strong and she could imagine that plenty of his female patients, including her, would develop a bit of a crush on him. She glanced away quickly as he looked up, but suspected she’d been caught staring and a flush of heat spread across her cheeks.

“Everything appears fine,” he said. “There are still some tests I need to run and I should have the results of those in around a week.”

The relief spread through Melissa, but she was still aware of the heat on her cheeks. She lifted the glass to her lips and slowly drank the rest of the orange juice as she tried to calm herself then put the empty glass down without even noticing that Dr. Morgan hadn’t touched his drink.

“Do I need to come back here for the test results?” she asked.

“You can if you want or I can send them to you,” the doctor replied. “It’s up to you.”

“I work not too far from here,” Melissa went on. “So I can easily come in.”

“OK, then I’ll give you a call when the results are ready.”

Melissa nodded her head. “Is there anything else?” she asked.

Dr. Morgan shook his head as he stood. “No that is everything for now,” he assured her. “I’ll see you out.”

She stood and followed him as he led the way and said goodbye as she left the building.

“Thank goodness that’s over,” she let out quietly as she made her way to the bus stop at the end of the street.

The memory of the examination remained with her for the rest of the night, but by the next morning it was something else that was on her mind. After showering she went to get dressed and felt the slight irritation when she put on her bra. She brought her hands up to try and get herself comfortable, but the adjustments she made didn’t seem to help.

In the end there was no choice but to carry on dressing to get ready for work, but the irritation remained and she was all too aware of it as she rode the bus to work. It grew worse during the day and when she got home that evening, she quickly undressed to take off her bra and enjoyed the relief as her breasts were freed from their constraints. Her brow furrowed when she glanced at her reflection and she could swear that they looked bigger. Moving closer to the mirror, she lifted her hands to cup her breasts and there seemed no doubt that they were fuller than the day before.

“Shit, did you get pregnant?” she asked her reflection as she brought up her gaze, but she knew that was pretty much impossible. 

She was on the pill and the last time she had sex was almost three months previously, with the man wearing a condom. That double protection seemed to rule out the possibility of her being pregnant and the change in her breasts seemed to have happened overnight. Still, something seemed to be going on with her body and she couldn’t figure it out.

She eventually tried to put it out of her mind when she put on a top and went to relax by reading a book and then watching a movie. She took another look at her breasts before showering that night and a slight panic took hold. They seemed even more engorged and were tender when she touched them.

“What the fuck is going on,” she cursed as she looked at herself.

Sleep that night wasn’t easy as the discomfort in her breasts grew worse and the panic really set in the next morning when she woke to see the damp patches on the front of her nightdress. She stood and pulled it off to see a little drop of white forming on her nipple.

“Milk,” she said in an incredulous tone as she took the drop on her finger.

The pregnancy idea came back to her and she knew that she needed to check. Phoning her boss, she asked for the day off and then immediately got dressed to go and buy a pregnancy test kit at the pharmacy. The test came back negative and she got the same result when she tried a second time.

Melissa’s panic grew as the day progressed and her breasts started to swell beyond recognition. None of her bras fitted and she could feel the weight as her engorged mounds hung down under her t-shirt. The leaking got worse to the point that her tops were damp almost as soon as she put them on. There was no question that something was wrong and that she needed to go to her doctor to find out what. It was almost five in the evening when she decided to go and see Dr. Morgan. When she got there she walked inside and up to the receptionist.

“Hi,” she started. “I really need to see Dr. Morgan.”

“Do you have an appointment?” the woman asked.

Melissa shook her head. “It’s kind of urgent,” she went on. “Is he available?”

The receptionist looked down at the book in front of her. “He has two more patients to see,” she replied. “If you take a seat I’ll go and ask if he can see you after. What’s the problem?”

“Umm..., I would rather just discuss that with him,” Melissa answered.

“OK,” the receptionist replied as she got up.

She was gone for a couple of minutes and when she came back gave the assurance that Dr. Morgan would see her. Melissa let out a sigh of relief, but shuddered at the thought of baring her body for him to see again. The flicker of attraction came back, but she pushed it aside immediately as the concern over just what was happening to her body filled her mind. It was after six when the doctor finally came through to the waiting room.

“Do you need me for anything else this evening?” the receptionist asked.

Dr. Morgan shook his head. “You can get going if you want,” he replied.

The woman put on her coat and chatted with her employer as they walked along to the front door. Melissa realized she was alone with Dr. Morgan when he came back.

“Come on through to my office,” he said.

Melissa got up to follow him and took a seat when she got to the desk.

“So what is the problem?” Dr. Morgan asked as he looked at her.

“Well...,” Melissa started and her nerves took hold. “It’s my breasts.”

The doctor nodded his head encouragingly in a sign for her to go on.

“They have, umm..., sort of grown over the last couple of days and are leaking.”

“Leaking?” he queried.

“Yeah..., leaking milk,” she replied.

“Have you considered the possibility that you might be pregnant?” he asked.

Melissa nodded her head. “I can’t really see how though because I am on the pill. I checked a couple of times this morning with a pregnancy test kit and the results came back negative.”

“OK,” he went on. “Then I guess I should have a look. Could you just come along to the examination room with me please?”

Nerves gripped hold of Melissa as she stood to follow. When they got to the examination room she moved across to the exam table and sat on it. A shiver rippled down her spine as she took off her coat and it wasn’t just to do with her nerves. She was aware of the doctor’s intense gaze and her cheeks flushed. Looking down she saw how damp her top was.

“It’s been this way since this morning,” she said as way of explanation. “My breasts are becoming so engorged that I can’t wear my bras and the leaking soaks my top.”

“Let me see them,” he said.

Melissa looked up from her breasts to glance towards Dr. Morgan. The tone of his voice sounded less than professional and she could swear there was a note of excitement in it. She shrugged it off as she reached for her top to pull it up.

“Oh yes...,” he said. “I see what you mean.”

Melissa again detected the hint of excitement in the sound of his voice and watched nervously when he closed in on her.

“Do they feel tender?” he asked.

She nodded her head and held in the soft gasp as he reached out to cup her breasts. Like his voice, his touch seemed less than professional and more like the caress of a lover than an examination. It added to her apprehension and the touch brought trembles to her body that she tried to disguise.

“Is this sore?” he asked as he squeezed a rougher touch on her breasts.

“A little,” she confessed.

“But it feels nice too doesn’t it,” he went on.

Melissa’s forehead creased and she wondered if she heard right. “What did you say?” she asked.

Dr. Morgan ignored the question as he stroked fingers to her nipples. His touch took a white drop from the end and he lifted it to his mouth to suck it clean.

“Oh hey, what the fuck is going on?” she exclaimed.

Again the question was ignored as the doctor let out a satisfied groan.

“That tastes so good,” he said.

Melissa was struck dumb and didn’t stop him as he reached out to take another drop of creamy liquid with his fingertip, which he then sucked in his mouth. The slight flicker of heat took her by surprise and she let out another soft gasp as she watched.

“You can’t do that,” she said quietly.

The grin grew on Dr. Morgan’s face. “They are so beautiful,” he said.

He reached out to grip hold of the soft mounds again and Melissa took in the rush of pleasure that rippled through her body. She felt embarrassed by the sensation and tried to shrug it off, but she squirmed on the exam table at the tingle that flushed between her thighs.

“I know what’s wrong,” he said.

“What?” she asked.

Releasing her tits from his hands, he reached into the pocket of his coat and took out a small bottle. He held it up.

“What is that?” she asked hesitantly as confusion spread across her face.

“The antidote,” he said with a grin, “to the serum I put in the orange juice you drank the other day.”

“You...?” Melissa gasped. “You did this to me?”

Dr. Morgan nodded. “I’ve been looking for a candidate to test it on for a while and when you came in my office I knew you would be perfect.”

“But why...” she went on.

“I’ve fantasized about having a human cow for so long,” he went on. “I couldn’t stop myself.”

Melissa let out a gasp. She was furious that she’d been used, but the flush of heat was still growing between her thighs and making her squirm.

“So the antidote will reverse the process?’ she asked.

Dr. Morgan nodded his head. “I’ll give it to you after...”

His words trailed off, but Melissa could see the expression of lust on his face and there was no doubt what he wanted. She hadn’t been mistaken in thinking his voice sounded excited and that his caress on her tits had been a lover’s touch, or that of someone who was hoping to fuck her. What was happening seemed completely weird and exhilarating at the same time and she gasped as his hands touched on her breasts again.

She didn’t protest as he squeezed to increase the flow of milk from her nipples and shuddered as he leaned in closer. His tongue touched on the trickle of white that was running down her smooth skin and traced it back up to the source. Melissa’s shudders grew stronger as a rough lick rasped across her nipple. She looked down to watch as Dr. Morgan kissed the erect bud and slowly wrapped his lips around it.

The sucking sensation was a thrill that made her gasp louder and a strong flow started to pump from her breasts. Dr. Morgan latched eagerly onto her nipple and suckled to take his fill, and the room filled with the squelching sound of him drinking. The sweet white flooded his mouth until it overflowed and ran down his chin to drip back on her body.

Melissa took hold of his head as he moved across to her other breast. She knew she was being used as the doctor’s human cow, knew that she should stop this humiliation and get out, but she remained in place as the delicious sensation of her breast being milked brought her a rush of pleasure. Her panties were getting moist as the tingle between her thighs grew and she shuddered when the doctor finally moved back.

Looking down she saw just how turned on the experience of using her engorged, lactating breasts was getting him. It obviously was his fetish and his pants did little to conceal the rampant erection that was straining to be released. Dr. Morgan saw where she was looking and grinned as his hands reached towards his zipper.

Melissa couldn’t pull her gaze away as the zipper was eased lower. It was followed by the button at Dr. Morgan’s waist being loosened so that his pants slipped down his legs. She could clearly make out the throbbing and twitching of his cock through his underwear and her eyes opened wide as he eased the material lower to bring his solid erection into sight.

“Cover it with your milk,” he said and the excitement shone through in his voice.

“Fuck...,” Melissa cursed as she contemplated the request, but she found herself eager to do it as much as Dr. Morgan seemed to want it.

She jumped down from the table and watched as he moved to sit on it. Moving closer, she grabbed her breasts and brought them close to the tip of his erection. She brushed her nipples back and forth over the head and the drops of white made his skin slick.

“More,” he urged.

Melissa planted a nipple right on the very tip of his erection and squeezed. Shudders gripped her as she milked herself on him and a flood of creamy wetness soaked his hard cock. Dr. Morgan grabbed hold to stroke himself and groaned as the warmth continued to pour down his cock. He frantically jacked himself off as Melissa switched breasts and continued to soak him. His head rocked back as he was engulfed in the pure enjoyment of what he was doing, but he wanted more.

Pulling Melissa up he latched on to a nipple and sucked eagerly to fill his mouth. When he lifted his head he grabbed hold of her hair and pulled her into a kiss. She shuddered as the flood of white surged in her mouth and almost coughed as she swallowed some.

When their lips broke her head was pulled down to the doctor’s erection and she knew what he wanted. She parted her lips quickly to take his erection in her mouth and heard his groan as her milk-filled mouth surrounded him. Melissa closed her eyes as she bobbed her head to stroke her lips along his throbbing hardness. There was a thrill to what she was doing that was unlike anything before and she threw herself into a frantic blowjob. The contents of her mouth spilled out as she rasped her lips along the full erect length and she finally pulled back as she gasped for breath.

She was under the doctor’s control and he dragged her onto the exam table. Forced onto her back, she could do nothing but watch as he straddled her chest and lowered himself to her breasts. His cock settled in her cleavage and her hands were grabbed and brought to her tits. As she squeezed her engorged mounds around the solid erection more white seeped from her tits to run in her cleavage.

Dr. Morgan started to rock his body so that he could fuck his erection into milk-soaked tits. Melissa groaned as his efforts became more forceful. Her breasts were shaking as he thrust between them and she placed her hands so that her fingers rubbed on the slick head each time it popped out of the top of her cleavage. She was losing herself to the kinky delight of what was happening and groaned as her tits were fucked with a furious abandon. She could see the lust in the doctor’s eyes as he went crazy on her. 

He finally pulled his cock free and knocked her hands away. Leaning down he suckled her tits again and then started kissing down her body. As his touch moved lower he released the sweet white from his mouth so that it ran across Melissa’s smooth midriff. She groaned as her skin fluttered under the touch and shuddered as it got to the waistband of her skirt.

Dr. Morgan emptied his mouth on Melissa’s skin and jumped down from the table. He grabbed at the buttons at her hip and loosened them so that he could drag the skirt down her legs. It left her panties exposed and as she was ordered to keep squeezing her breasts, more trickles ran down her body to soak the silky material.

Dr. Morgan moved to the bottom of the table and dragged her legs apart to get between. He kissed on the wet skin of Melissa’s thigh and moved higher until his lips brushed on the wet material. The taste of pussy and milk mixed to make him groan and he eagerly licked along the obvious pussy crease in the panties.

Melissa squirmed as the rush of pleasure took hold.  She lifted her butt and the grip on her panties ripped them lower down her legs and off. Her gasp sounded out loud as her feet were lifted to the stirrups to spread her wide. It brought to mind her examination of a few days ago, but this time she was ripe to be used. She let out another groan as Dr. Morgan’s tongue pushed back between her thighs. He lapped at the wetness coating her skin and encouraged her to give him more.

Squeezing her breasts kept the white flowing down between her thighs and she groaned as she was opened up. The doctor’s tongue snaked inside to take milk in her pussy and she arched up from the table. The sensation of being licked out was delicious and she pushed herself towards it. When she came to the surgery earlier that evening she never imagined it would end with her being a slut cow for the doctor, but there was no stopping as her excitement mounted towards a climax.

She let out a cry as Dr. Morgan’s tongue found a sweet spot in her cunt and the touches on it brought her desire to the boil. She shuddered as his tongue pulled out and moved to her clit and it made her arch up from the table even more. The heat of the moment was starting to overwhelm her and her cries got louder.

As Dr. Morgan tongued her clit, his fingers found his willing victim’s slick opening and he thrust them in forcefully. He stroked touches into her pussy in a fast rhythm that made Melissa writhe around and the heat built between her thighs until it burned out of control. She let out a scream as her orgasm erupted to life. 

The initial tensing of her muscles caused her back to arch almost painfully, but it gave way to shudders that sent her climbing to a high that was one of the best of her life. She writhed around on the penetration of the fingers as her pussy tightened around them and her screams got louder still. Tension returned to her body as the high of the orgasm wrapped around her, but it gave way to more shudders as she came back down from the peak of her pleasure.

Dr. Morgan was quick to pull his fingers out and Melissa felt the touch of the hardness pushing against her slick entrance.

“More,” he urged.

The breath rasped from her as she sent more white flowing down her body and between her thighs. The tip of the doctor’s erection was quickly soaked and he thrust inside. He groaned as he buried himself to the hilt in milk-soaked pussy and grabbed hold of Melissa’s naked thighs.

She winced as his grip tightened and suddenly he was throwing himself at her. The squelching sound of his cock fucking in her creamy cunt filled the room and she could also hear his naked skin slapping against hers. Her body shook under the furious onslaught as Dr. Morgan’s fetish for her breast milk came to a peak. He struggled to hold himself back to try and make the experience last, but his thrusts became even more frantic as the pressure grew in his balls.

Finally there was no holding back the inevitable and he let out a loud curse as he fucked his cock deep. His body shook as he let loose with a powerful stream of cum that splashed deep in her cunt. He held deep as more cum spurted out before pulling back and aiming the rest at Melissa’s pussy and belly. The white streaks splashed down on her and stuck to her skin and she groaned as Dr. Morgan worked to empty his balls on her.

When there was nothing more to give he staggered back and reached out to the table to steady himself. The disheveled sight of Melissa made him gasp and he looked at the milk and cum that was trickling out of her pussy to slide down her thighs.

“I better give you the antidote now,” he said as he recovered from the exertion of the sex.

Picking up a glass from a nearby table, he emptied the contents of the little medicine bottle into it. Melissa sat up to drink it and looked down at her body.

“I could get you in trouble for this,” she said.

“It was worth it,” he replied.

“On the other hand maybe I will keep this our secret,” Melissa went on.

“And come back for more?” Dr. Morgan asked.

“That’s for me to know,” she said. Jumping down from the table she moved to pick up her clothes. “Show me where the bathroom is.”

When she locked herself inside there was no holding in the rush of breath and she leaned on the sink. The thought of letting herself be used as a human cow again was both weird and exhilarating, but when she looked in the mirror a grin spread across her face. She knew she would be back. As she turned on the water to wash the sex from her body she wondered just how long it would be before the temptation got too much to resist and she let her kinky doctor use her again.
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