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Erica switched the vacuum cleaner off before
it sucked up the piece of colorful paper lying on the floor outside
Dr. Hardy’s study. She bent down to pick it up and saw it was a
brochure. The temptation to have a look was too much for her to
resist and her eyes opened wide as she started to read.

“So weird,” she let out under her breath as
she contemplated what she was looking at.

The brochure set out the details of a study
that was designed to promote lactating breasts in women as a way of
obtaining and storing milk for use by mothers that struggled to
produce their own after childbirth. Erica shook her head as she
glanced through the brochure and wondered why on earth someone
would want to get involved. Her eyes opened wider still as she got
to the last page and saw the answer to her question.

The financial incentive of seven hundred and
fifty dollars to get involved with the study was something she
could definitely do with. She couldn’t exactly complain about the
pay she received from Dr. Hardy for the cleaning work she did at
his home, but it was still usually a struggle to get to the end of
the month with money in her pocket. Adding seven hundred and fifty
dollars to her bank account would help and she glanced down at the
front of her T-shirt.

She’d been blessed with some nice curves and
knew that her full breasts were an attraction for men. The thought
of intentionally making them bigger wasn’t an idea that had ever
entered her head and at 21 she’d never been pregnant so could only
imagine what it would be like to have engorged, lactating
breasts.

The lure of seven hundred and fifty dollars
played on her mind though, and she put the brochure in her pocket
rather than back on the table at the door of the study where she
guessed it had fallen from. Dr. Hardy’s work kept him in his
examination room most of the week and she knew that it would be the
weekend before she was likely to see him. It gave her a few days to
consider whether she should approach him about the study and she
tried to put it to the back of her mind as she carried on with her
work.

As the weekend approached, Erica thought
about the study more and more. It was coming towards the end of the
month and the dwindling funds in her bank account brought the money
available for doing it into focus. By the time she arrived at Dr.
Hardy’s home on the Saturday morning she knew she was going to ask
him for more details and waited for her chance. It came when she
found her boss in the kitchen making himself a cup of tea.

“Oh…, hi Dr. Hardy,” Erica started as she
walked in the room. “How are you today?”

“I’m fine,” he replied as he turned to look
in her direction. “Is everything going OK?”

Erica nodded her head. “I was just about to
start cleaning in here, but I’ll wait until you finish.” She moved
to walk out of the door, then turned back as if something had just
occurred to her. “While I remember, I found this on the floor the
other day and thought you might need it.”

She took the brochure from her pocket and
moved across the room to hand it over. Dr. Hardy took a sip of his
tea as he looked at it, then raised his gaze and smiled.

“Thanks,” he said, but didn’t go on.

Erica knew that she would need to make the
effort to move things forward and feigned curiosity.

“It looks like an interesting study?” she
remarked.

Dr. Hardy nodded his head. “It will be when
we have all the volunteers in place,” he replied.

Erica was aware of the jump in her heartbeat
and knew she had to ask the question that was on the tip of her
tongue.

“You’re still looking for people then?”

Dr. Hardy moved across the kitchen to the
table and put his cup down before he went on talking.

“We need one more to fill the quota and get
going.”

Erica hesitated. “Would I be able to take
part?” she finally blurted out.

Dr. Hardy glanced across at her. “You would
be interested?”

Erica nodded her head. “I looked through the
brochure,” she went on. “What exactly is involved?”

Dr. Hardy motioned to a seat at the kitchen
table and Erica moved to join him and listen.

“A medical research company has developed a
serum that can induce lactation in a woman that is not pregnant.
They’re looking to put it to clinical trials to investigate its
effect and whether the milk produced is suitable for use by new
mothers. It’s designed to be temporary and will induce lactation
for around a week before the effects wear off. The study will look
at how the serum works on a group of women.”

“So it would be a case of taking the serum
and then submitting to tests once it has taken effect?” Erica
queried.

Dr. Hardy nodded his head. “There would be
tests during the period of lactation and then a questionnaire to
fill in once the effects have worn off.”

Erica hesitated, but couldn’t stop herself
asking.

“And…, is the money for getting involved
still $750?”

Dr. Hardy nodded again. “You get half up
front and half on submission of the questionnaire.”

The lure of the money played on Erica’s mind.
“Can I do it then?” she asked.

“You’re sure you want to?” her boss
asked.

Erica nodded her head quickly. She suspected
it was going to be a weird experience, but she needed the money and
decided to go for it.

“OK,” the doctor said as he stood from the
table. “Come to my office at six on Monday evening and you can sign
the agreement. I’ll also administer the serum if you definitely
decide to go ahead and be part of the study.”

“Sure,” Erica agreed and followed suit by
standing.

When Dr. Hardy left the kitchen, she got on
with cleaning it and heard the sound of his study door closing. She
suspected that she wouldn’t see him for the rest of the time she
was there and hurried to get her work finished.

The rest of the weekend seemed to rush by and
Erica hurried through her work again on the Monday then went home.
Rather than passing quickly after she finished, time seemed to drag
and she sat nervously in her bedroom as she waited for the minutes
and hours to tick past.

She finally couldn’t bear waiting any longer
when the hands of the clock hit five and grabbed her bag to leave
her home. The doubts started to surface on the bus ride into town
and she wondered if she was doing the right thing. She concentrated
her mind on the money she would receive and comforted herself that
the effects were only temporary.

“This time next week it will be all over…,”
she let out slowly as she looked out the bus window, “…and you’ll
be $750 richer.”

Erica clung on to those thoughts as she got
off the bus. It was still too early to go to the doctor’s office so
she did some window shopping as she walked to try and waste some
time. Her nervousness increased as she approached her destination
and it took a few deep breaths to calm her racing pulse a little
before she walked in the door.

The receptionist was already wearing her coat
and left the building after calling Dr. Hardy to let him know that
Erica was there. It was a couple of minutes before he came through
to the reception area.

“Hi,” he started and smiled. “Come on
through.”

Erica stood to follow him to his office and
sat down in the seat on the opposite side of his desk. She looked
down at the form that was pushed across the wooden surface towards
her.

“Just take a few moments to read it,” Dr.
Hardy encouraged.

Erica glanced through the papers and saw that
it basically set out the terms of the study along with a few
disclaimers that she was willing to take on the risk of being a
volunteer. She saw the dotted line marked with an X on the last
page and looked up.

“Is this where I sign?” she asked.

Dr. Hardy nodded his head, then picked up a
pen and held it out. Erica was aware that her hand was shaking and
she suddenly wondered why she was the only one there.

“Where are the other study volunteers?” she
asked.

“I prefer to see them one at a time,” the
answer came back quickly. “So they can have my undivided attention
to ask any questions. Do you have any?”

Erica thought for a few seconds, but nothing
particularly came to mind so she shook her head, signed the form
and pushed it back across the table. Dr. Hardy stood and moved
across to a cabinet. He came back with a small medicine bottle and
a syringe.

“Could just roll up your sleeve please?”

Being confronted with the serum brought the
doubts flooding back to Erica’s mind. She hesitated for a moment
before finally doing as she was asked and watched as the syringe
was filled. She turned her head away as cotton wool was rubbed on
her arm and felt the pin prick as she was injected. It brought a
question to mind.

“How long does it take for the serum to take
effect?” she asked.

“You should start to notice it working by
tomorrow morning,” Dr. Hardy explained. “And by Wednesday it should
have taken full effect. So I’d like you to come back at six on
Wednesday evening.”

Erica agreed and was about to ask about the
money, but was beaten to it. Dr. Hardy took $375 from his pocket
and handed it to her. The elation of easy money took hold, but it
was tempered by the thought of what exactly was about to happen to
her body.

It was all too apparent the next morning when
she cupped her breasts in the shower and winced at the tenderness.
There was no doubt that they were growing in size and when she
gingerly squeezed, the shock of seeing the drops of white appearing
hit her. She looked on in fascination as the milked rolled down her
curves and dripped to the floor.

“What have I fucking done,” she let out
quietly.

The constricting feeling of her bra as her
work day progressed was more evidence that her breasts were
becoming engorged with milk and she felt the relief of taking it
off when she got home. As the day passed by there was no stopping
the leak of milk from her nipples and she woke on the Wednesday
morning with the front of her nightgown soaked.

The tenderness seemed to have gone from her
breasts when she cupped them in the shower. It was replaced by a
sensitivity that made her shiver as her nipples pressed against the
palms of her hand. She squeezed herself in a bra to go to work, but
took it off when she got home again and could see the red marks
cutting into her skin. When the time came to leave for her
appointment in Dr. Hardy’s office, she decided to go without a bra,
but taped some tissue over her nipples to keep her top dry.

She timed the bus ride to town right on this
occasion and didn’t need to waste any time as she walked to the
office. The door was locked when she tried to enter and she was
surprised to see that it was Dr. Hardy that opened it when she
knocked.

“Has your receptionist gone?” she asked.

Dr. Hardy didn’t answer as his gaze lingered
on her chest, but he eventually raised his eyes and smiled.

“She needed to go,” was all he said in reply.
“Come on in.”

Nervousness flooded Erica’s mind at being
alone with her boss, but she finally stepped over the threshold.
The door was closed and she followed the doctor in his office.

 

“It seems to have worked then,” he said when
she was sitting.

Erica could sense her pulse racing as she
nodded her head.

“Are your breasts tender to the touch?” Dr.
Hardy asked.

“They were yesterday,” she answered, “but not
any more.”

“OK,” her boss went on. “If you could just
get undressed and let me see.”

There was an embarrassment to taking off her
jacket and top and she was aware of how intently her breasts were
being stared at.

“Are you making a lot of milk?” Dr. Hardy
asked.

Erica nodded her head. “I needed to tape the
tissue on to keep myself dry because my bras are now too small to
be comfortable.”

“Take the tissue off.”

Erica’s eyes narrowed at the sound of the
doctor’s voice. There seemed to be a note of excitement to it that
sounded less than professional. Her heartbeat thumped as she
removed the tissue to reveal her naked nipples.

“So perfect,” Dr. Hardy said.

There was no mistaking the excitement in his
words this time and Erica’s nerves shot up as he got up and moved
around the desk to stand beside her. She pulled back as he stroked
a finger across her nipple and caught a droplet of white. It didn’t
feel right and a slight panic took hold.

“What are you doing?’ she asked.

“What I’ve dreamed about since you first
started working for me,” Dr. Hardy replied.

Erica’s panic grew. “What?” she asked
slowly.

“I’ve dreamed about taking the milk from your
beautiful breasts so many times,” he went on and reached out
again.

The shock registered in Erica’s mind. What
was happening wasn’t right and she pushed the doctor’s hand away as
he reached out to her breast again.

“Stop it,” she complained as she tried to
move back in the seat.

“I’ll pay whatever you want,” Dr. Hardy
said.

The words stopped Erica in her tracks and she
looked up. The lust showed on her boss’s face as he ogled her naked
breasts and she put an arm across them to cover them up.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“There is no study,” the doctor confessed.
“Or rather there was, but it was finished long ago. The serum I
used on you was some that was left over.”

“Fuck…”Erica cursed quietly as the
realization dawned on her that she’d been tricked into…, to what
she wasn’t exactly sure. She stood up and grabbed her top.

“One thousand dollars,” Dr. Hardy said.

Erica stopped again, but the reluctance to
get involved in whatever the doctor wanted made her hesitate.

“One thousand five hundred,” Dr. Hardy went
on.

Erica backed away and shook her head.

“Two thousand,” Dr. Hardy said quickly.

Erica let out a slow breath. It was more
money than she’d ever had in her life and the flicker of temptation
came to life.

“For what exactly?” she asked slowly.

“So I can milk your beautiful breasts…, and
fuck you,” he replied.

The instant shudder of reluctance rippled
through Erica, but the lure of the money remained on her mind. She
was about to speak, but didn’t get the chance as Dr. Hardy went
on.

“And…, I want to watch you being used,” he
said loudly.

The words acted as a trigger and her shock
returned as the door of the examination room opened to reveal
another two men. Her way out was suddenly blocked and the panic
returned. She backed away as the men approached, but as she bumped
against the wall there was nowhere else to go.

“I don’t want…” she started.

“Two thousand five hundred,” Dr. Hardy cut
in.

Erica closed her eyes. The thought of what
was being asked made her want to run, to get out, but it was so
much money. When her arm was pulled from across her chest, she
wanted to protest, but she remained quiet. The shame swept over her
as she let touches play on her breasts and it increased as a ripple
of pleasure took hold. Her breathing became ragged and the thought
to get out filled her mind. She pushed against the men, but their
hunger for her milk was too strong and they pinned her against the
wall.

Erica shuddered and opened her eyes to look
down as two mouths wrapped around her nipples and started to suckle
her. There was no stopping the sense of exhilaration that spread
through her and her shame grew that she was getting enjoyment from
what was happening. The men sucked hard and milk spilled from their
mouths to run down her body. She lifted her gaze to see Dr. Hardy
watching her, but she averted her gaze quickly.

“Get her naked,” the doctor ordered.

The two men moved back and dragged Erica away
from the wall. She gasped as they did as they were told and grabbed
at the zipper of her jeans. The urge to try and stop them came over
her, but even as the thought entered her mind she knew she wasn’t
going to. She wanted the money on offer and couldn’t stop her body
from responding to the touches playing on it. Her jeans were ripped
down and she was made to step out of them. Her panties were pulled
down next and she tried to cover herself, but her hands were pulled
away as she was groped. There was no stopping the shudders as her
legs were pushed apart so that touches could play on her ass and
pussy.

It wasn’t what the men wanted though, and the
touches pulled away as she was dragged to the middle of the room
and pushed to her hands and knees. Dr. Hardy handed the two men
glass beakers.

“Fill them,” he said.

Erica closed her eyes as the men dropped to
their knees. Her engorged breasts were hanging down towards the
floor and she winced as they were roughly grabbed and milked. The
shame, embarrassment, and exhilaration were a heady cocktail and
there was no stopping her body responding to what was happening.
The beakers filled quickly and she looked up to see the men taking
drinks.

“Maybe she would like some,” Dr. Hardy said
and laughed.

The excitement was there in his voice, but he
seemed content for the moment to watch as the two men used her.

Erica couldn’t hold in a whimper as one of
the men dropped in front of her and grabbed her chin. She was made
to open her mouth and gagged as it filled with milk. It sent sticky
white running down her chin and the sight of it was too much for
the man. He grabbed at his zipper and dragged it down to pull out a
fully erect cock.

Erica tried to back off, but was stopped as
the second man dropped behind her. There was no doubt his erection
was already exposed as it pressed against her naked skin and she
was trapped in place and knew she was about to be used. It sent a
shudder racing through her and there was no escape.

“Give me the beakers,” Dr. Hardy said.

Erica could do nothing as her boss milked her
tits like she was a cow to be used. When he handed them back to the
men she knew what was about to happen. She became aware of the warm
touch of liquid spilling on her lower back and shuddered as it ran
down to soak her asshole then between her legs to wet her pussy
lips. Hard cock pressed against her and she could hear the rough
gasps of the man behind as he rubbed himself against her
milk-coated skin.

The man in front grabbed her chin again, but
this time she was made to watch as he dribbled milk on the tip of
his cock. She wanted to look away, but fascination kept her
watching as the sticky white ran down his erect length. He kept
pouring until his cock was soaked then tipped the rest in Erica’s
mouth. He let go of her chin to grab her hair and thrust
forward.

Erica gagged as the cock pushed right to the
back of her throat. The milk spilled from her mouth as the man
grunted and held her on him. As he started to rock his hips, his
erection plunged deep in her mouth again and again. It pushed her
back against the man behind and he soaked his cock before pressing
the tip on her pussy lips and easily sliding inside.

The animal lust of the two men came out as
their lactation fantasies came to life and Erica was rocked as her
mouth and cunt were roughly fucked. The shame suddenly burned in
her mind and it was made all the worse because of the build up of
pleasure she was getting from being used.

Dr. Hardy grabbed the beakers from the men to
fill them again from her engorged tits and her body was soaked when
milk rained down on her as she was used like a slut.

“Use her tits,” Dr. Hardy ordered the
men.

They seemed reluctant to give up fucking her,
but finally pulled back and dragged her over to the seat beside the
doctor’s desk. They fought to get in front of her and Erica’s tits
were groped and mauled until one man finally won the battle. As the
man pushed forward, he grabbed her breasts and squeezed them around
his cock. The sound of his grunt filled the room, but he was forced
to wait as Dr. Hardy filled one of the beakers yet again.

Erica shuddered as milk was dribbled on her
upper chest. The man started to thrust into her cleavage as the
liquid soaked it and his desire was quick to run out of control as
he enjoyed his cock sliding between lactating breasts. He threw
himself forward to a rougher tit fuck and his grunts got louder
until there was no doubt what they meant.

The man pulled back and grabbed his cock to
stroke it furiously until a shower of cum rained down across
Erica’s exposed tits. She squealed and turned her face away as the
sticky white splashed her skin. The man was barely finished before
her tits were being milked again and the second man took his place.
He seemed unconcerned that he was fucking a pair of engorged
cum-covered tits and if anything this seemed to bring out his lust
even more.

Erica’s body shook as her tits were used as
the man’s fuck toy. Her body was soaked in milk and it lubricated
the way for the cock to plunge frantically between her curves. She
was in the middle of a lactation frenzy and there was no stopping
her own excitement mounting. It brought back the reluctant shame of
letting herself be used, but there was no stopping things as the
men used her.

She knew what was coming as the man’s
breathing became ever more ragged and his thrusts more furious. He
fucked his cock into the cleavage forcefully so that the tip popped
out of the top and the rush of cum splattered across Erica’s chin
and mouth. The man convulsed as he let loose with string after
string of sticky white until he finally staggered back. He laughed
as he saw his cum sliding down Erica’s chest to her tits.

“Get her on the examination table,” Dr. Hardy
said and it was obvious that he was about to do more than just
watch.

Erica struggled against the rough grip on her
arms, but she was manhandled across the room and pushed down on the
table. Her ankles were dragged to the stirrups and strapped in
place and the table tilted so that her head was higher than her
feet.

She watched as Dr. Hardy dropped his pants
and underwear and stepped between her spread open thighs. He moved
forward and shuddered as his erect cock pressed against her soaked
pussy lips. Leaning forward, he grabbed at her breasts and squeezed
them so that milk started to flow from Erica’s nipples. The warm
liquid rolled slowly down her body and between her thighs to wet
her pussy and his cock. He seemed to revel in the sensation and
threw his head back as he stroked his erection on wet skin.

“Oh fuck…, I want more,” he groaned.

The two men moved either side of Erica and
took over squeezing her engorged tits. There seemed no end to the
milk being produced and it flooded down her body and between her
thighs.

Dr. Hardy moved back and leaned down to lick
at wet skin and Erica groaned as the rough touch of his tongue
rasped against her pussy lips and clit. The surge of delight took
her by surprise and she arched up as the heat really blossomed
between her thighs. The touch on her tits only served to build her
excitement and she squirmed as Dr. Hardy let his tongue coat with
milk before thrusting it inside her cunt.

Erica writhed around as three men had their
fun with her naked body. Her muscles tightened as Dr. Hardy’s
tongue pushed deep inside her and licked her out. The milk running
between her thighs soaked his mouth and he drank his fill as he
played with pussy before finally straightening up again.

He watched as milk streamed across her pussy
lips, but finally moved forward to press the tip of his stiff shaft
against them. Erica groaned as her pussy slowly filled with hard
cock. The doctor ground himself against her then started to fuck
the wet pussy. He seemed to be struggling to control himself as the
thrill of the lactation play drove him crazy. His thrusts were slow
and deep at first, but as his exhilaration took hold he started to
throw himself forward.

Erica’s body shook as he crashed against her.
His fingers dug agonizingly in her thighs as he grabbed hold to
pull himself forward and fuck deep in her cunt with a growing
passion. The mauling of her tits sent more milk spilling down her
body between her thighs and it splashed as hard thrusts plunged
cock deep in her cunt again and again until the kinky sex started
to overwhelm her.

Erica writhed around as the arousal swept her
up towards a climax that seemed unstoppable. Her body tensed as she
closed in on the moment and her back arched up. An intense burst of
pure delight shook her as the orgasm erupted to life and shudders
wracked her body as her pussy tightened around a thrusting,
milk-soaked cock.

Dr. Hardy was too immersed in his own
pleasure and he continued to fuck his cock in her cunt as Erica’s
climax rushed to a high that left her gasping for breath. Her body
shook under the ferocity of the sensual onslaught and as her orgasm
stretched out she felt her boss lose control. He threw himself
forward to bury his cock deep in milk-soaked pussy as he lost
control. The powerful rush of cum made him convulse and he arched
his back as the pure ecstasy of the moment flooded every inch of
his body.

Erica was held down as her pussy was filled
and her shudders continued as Dr. Hardy emptied every last drop of
his cum in her before finally pulling back. He was breathing
heavily as he looked down to see the white trickling from Erica’s
pussy to run down her thighs. The men moved back, but left her
strapped down and she needed to sit up and release her ankles from
the straps to get down from the examination table. She didn’t make
eye contact with anyone, but knew she was being watched by all
three men and the shame of what she had done returned to her
mind.

“I need to get cleaned up,” she mumbled and
moved to pick up her clothes.

Dr. Hardy led her to a bathroom and she felt
the relief of standing under the showerhead until her body was
clean again. She got dressed and when she returned saw that only
Dr. Hardy was there.

“You’ll be working at my house tomorrow?” he
asked.

Erica knew she couldn’t afford to give up her
cleaning job and nodded her head.

“I’ll give you the money then,” Dr. Hardy
went on. “And maybe we…”

Erica rushed out the room and left before she
heard any more. She closed her jacket to hide the wet on her
T-shirt as she left the building. The thought of the money made her
smile, but she suspected that the doctor would be at his home the
following day and would want more before he handed it over. The
slight shiver of anticipation took her by surprise, but there was
no brushing it off. She knew that if she was forced into more
lactation fetish play that she would let it happen and take delight
in the orgasm she was certain it would give her.

*******
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		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



