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Chapter 1



Doctor Hayes was the sort of man that drove me wild. Tall, broad-shouldered, with dark brown hair flecked with gray, he always looked like he just stepped off a Hollywood set in a doctor’s costume.

To make matters worse, he always acted like I was completely invisible. I’d been going to him the last three years—ever since I came to this city for college—and he never bothered to make small talk or anything. He was all business.

Sweeping back into the exam room at the end of my check-up, he looked down at his tablet, not meeting my eyes. Still, I felt my heart skip a beat when I noticed his shirt sleeves rolled up around his sculpted, muscular forearms.

“Everything looks good…” Dr. Hayes said. He glanced down at his chart, not even trying to hide that he couldn’t remember. “…Amanda,” he finished, sounding a bit surprised for some reason. Maybe he was disappointed that such a common name didn’t stick in his mind.

What kind of doctor has to check their patient’s name every time they see them? I thought angrily. I’d certainly never forget his name. In fact, I was quite sure I never would. It wasn’t every day that a hot, rich, older man came into my life.

As Dr. Hayes turned to go, I repeated what my roommate Savannah had told me this morning. “You have to be more assertive. Stop asking permission and take what you want.”

After a deep breath to steady my nerves, I did just that.

“Why don’t you take me out later?” I said, trying my hardest to sound casual, like I’d asked out older men a million times before.

Dr. Hayes stopped walking away from me and slowly pivoted around to face me. The corners of his lips twitched upward in an amused smile, and embarrassment swept through me. I jutted my chin up defiantly, glaring at him as he tried not to laugh.

Crossing his arms, Dr. Hayes looked at me for what felt like the first time. His steely grey eyes moved down to bare feet. I was swinging them nervously back and forth in the air, kicking my flip flops on and off. I jerked my feet to a stop.

Cocking his head to the side, the doctor examined every inch of my body from my feet up to face. His eyes paused on my breasts, and I felt my face flush red with embarrassment. I’d never seen an older man drink in body so purposefully before. Excitement tingled through me as his eyes met mine, and Dr. Hayes pursed his lips.

“You’re not my type,” he said flatly, looking back down at his tablet.

“Excuse me?” I burst out, not quite believing my ears. From the way he admired my slender body and perky tits I thought for sure he was going to agree. “What’s your type then?”

Annoyance flashed across Dr. Hayes handsome face as he looked up at me. “I like women who have a more developed chest,” he said, sounding not at all apologetic.

I gasped. Did he really just say that to me? What an asshole. I opened by mouth to give him a piece of my mind, but then I thought better of it. I had pretended to be a confident, brazen woman—not the insecure college girl I actually felt like. I couldn’t blame him for being honest with me.

“It’s not like I can help that,” I finally muttered, feeling sorry for myself.

“Of course, you could. Medically speaking, there are all sorts of ways,” he responded. It sounded like he was talking to himself more than to me.

I snorted. “I’m not going to have surgery just to get bigger tits.”

Dr. Hayes looked up when I said “tits,” and I felt my face get ever redder. Shit, I thought. I probably should have just dropped it. He is my doctor after all. But he didn’t seem annoyed at my language.

“Surgery isn’t the only option,” he said. For the first time, his rich, deep voice was filled with interest and not just condescension.

“Really?” I winced at how hopefully my voice sounded. Let’s be honest, I wanted bigger tits. What college girl wouldn’t? I just didn’t want to have to have surgery to get them.

“There’s an experimental drug that helps women grow larger breasts naturally,” Dr. Hayes said. “But I have to warn you there are side effects.”

“What side effects?”

“Some women experience lactation and increased sex drive. Both are quite natural and nothing to be ashamed of, of course. But some young women aren’t comfortable with their bodies. They tend to stop the treatment when the side effects occur. Luckily, it’s completely reversible.”

I was hardly even listening by that point. Bigger tits without surgery? Sign me up. Dr. Hayes was right, lactation and sex drive were perfectly natural. I could always stop later if it was a problem.

“How do I get the drug?” I blurted out, not even trying to hide my eagerness. Dr. Hayes grinned at me.

“I can give it to you right now if you want.”

“Definitely,” I practically shouted. With a shrug, Dr. Hayes reached into the desk and pulled out an ampoule and a syringe. Drawing up the translucent liquid, he turned to me.

“Pull your pants down,” he instructed. “It is injected into your backside.”

Standing up, I dropped my skinny jeans to the floor. I was wearing a tiny thong, so I figured that wouldn’t get in the way.

A smirk appeared on the doctor’s face. “Around your thighs, not your ankles, would have worked just as well,” he said dryly. I blushed at his words and pretended to ignore them.

There was the lightest pinprick in my ass, and then Dr. Hayes said it was over. I pulled up my pants and sat back down.

“Call the office if the side effects are too much for you,” he said. “My assistant will give you the paperwork about the drug as you leave. It’s still in the trial phase.”

“Thank you, doctor,” I said as he turned to go. Just before he opened the door, Dr. Hayes turned around.

“I almost forgot. I’ll be at the bar in the Royal Hotel tonight at nine.” Not waiting for an answer, the handsome doctor strolled out of the room.

Holy shit! Savannah was right. All I had to do was ask, and I was going to get exactly what I wanted—a night alone with Dr. Hayes.




Chapter 2



You have to be fucking kidding me,” Savannah gushed. “You’re actually going on a date with the hot doctor?”

“His name is Brian,” I said, although I did wonder if I was supposed to call him that. It seemed weird to think of him as anything other than Dr. Hayes.

I pulled my T-shirt over my head and grabbed the only nice dress I had with me at school. Pulling the thin, black fabric over my head, I let out a gasp. It was too tight. The top couldn’t even slide down around my breasts.

“What the fuck,” I muttered.

“What?” Savannah asked.

“Oh, nothing,” I replied quickly, looking at myself in the long mirror in our dorm room. My breasts had to be twice as big as they were this morning! There was no way I was going to fit into my dress. I’d gone from an A cup to at least a C in a matter of hours.

A thrill of excitement shot through me. I’d hadn’t dared to hope that the medication Dr. Hayes gave me would be so effective. The only downside was I’d need a whole new wardrobe if this kept up.

“I hate this dress,” I said to Savannah, taking it off before she noticed that it didn’t fit me anymore. “Can I borrow one of yours?”

“I guess,” she answered. “I don’t think they’ll really fit you, though.” A nice way of saying I’m flat, I thought angrily. It was true, of course. Savannah’s clothes hadn’t fit me at all since she had much bigger tits before I got the miracle drug.

“I’ll just try one on.”

Rifling through her closet, I picked out a crimson gown with a narrow waist. I doubted Savannah could even fit in it anymore after her freshman twenty. But it would be perfect for me. My waist was just as narrow as this morning. The only thing that had grown was my breasts.

I put it on and admired myself in the mirror. My tits looked fantastic. The red fabric was stretched tight around them, lifting them up. For the first time in my life, I had cleavage. Admiring myself, I couldn’t stop smiling. This was exactly what I wanted.

I’d always been skinny with wide hips. Now I had tits to match my ass on my slender frame. “It looks great,” I said hurriedly, spinning around to leave before Savannah could see the changes in my body. I put my stiletto heels on and grabbed my purse.

“I’ll see you later!” I called over my shoulder as I ran out the door, leaving my confused roommate alone.




Chapter 3



I’d never been in the Royal Hotel before. As I walked up to the monumental facade, I felt a flicker on apprehension. “Madam,” the doorman said, opening a huge, gilded door for me.

“Thank you,” I blurted out, my voice wavering.

I’d never been anywhere that was half as fancy as this. Staff dressed in tuxedos bustled around the entranceway, carrying bags and leading guests around. I stopped for a second to steady my nerves.

My breasts felt strangely full, like there was a pressure from deep inside of them. It must just be a side effect of the drug, I told myself. My nipples tingled under the dress, and I shrugged my shoulders, trying to ignore the strange sensations in my body. Considering my tits had ballooned in a couple hours, it wasn’t all that bad.

There was a huge marble desk that looked like where people checked in. Off to the side, I saw a sign that said “Bar” with an arrow.

Okay, I thought. Just act like you belong here, and no one is going to say anything. Taking a deep breath, I walked into the bar.

Dr. Hayes was sitting at the bar with a group of men. My breath caught in my throat. He was wearing a tailored charcoal suit and looked far more handsome than he did in his scrubs.

Trying my best to walk in the high heels I wasn’t used to, I swayed over to him. “Hi… Dr. Hayes,” I said. I felt myself blush. “Brian” just felt too weird to say out loud.

Dr. Hayes turned to me and grinned. “Hi, Amanda,” he said. His voice was smooth and seductive, and it sent a shiver down my spine. He’d certainly never talked to me that way in the office.

“Have a seat,” he said, gesturing to the stool next to him. I sat down, watching Dr. Hayes as his gaze trailed down to my chest. My tits were practically bursting out of the dress, and pride welled inside of me. He couldn’t tell me I wasn’t busty enough for him now.

“It looks like the medication is working already,” he announced, licking his lips.

“It sure is,” I said. Without thinking, I raised my hands and adjusted myself in the dress, pushing my tits up so they looked even bigger. As I touched my tender breasts, I felt a strange tingling in my nipples. The pressure that had been building inside my tits faded for a few seconds before coming back.

To my horror, I saw that there was a wet spot on the front of my dress. I stared in shock for a few seconds before I realized what had happened. Milk was coming out of me!

I looked up to see that all the men at the bar were staring at my tits. The thin fabric of the dress clung to them wetly, leaving nothing to the imagination. My hard nipples were outlined for anyone to see.

A murmur swept through the crowded bar as every eye turned to me. I was mortified. I couldn’t believe that I was sitting there with milk spilling out of me, my tits practically on display for everyone to see.

A surge of arousal pulsed through my body. I’d never been the center of attention like this before. I wasn’t one of those party girls that took their top off for everyone to see. I was usually shy and quiet. But here in the crowded bar, everyone was staring at me. I felt like such a dirty slut. I could feel myself getting wet under Savannah’s dress.

“I’ll be right back,” I stammered, jumping up from the stool and stumbling toward the bathroom. I nearly fell in my heels before I caught myself and half-ran across the restaurant floor.

Skidding into the bathroom, I locked the door behind me. I can’t believe this is happening, I thought desperately. I didn’t think I was going to start lactating immediately.

Shrugging the straps off my shoulders, I let down the top of my dress. It’s not so bad, I decided, looking at the fabric. It was only a little damp with milk. My puffy nipples shone wetly, and I wiped away a budding drop of milk from the tip.

Drying my dress with a paper towel, I tried to slow my pounding heart. It’s fine. I just won’t put any pressure on my tits. Touching them must have released the milk.

Swallowing hard, I tried to pull the straps back up over my shoulders. They wouldn’t fit! I stared at myself in the mirror. My tits were at least a double D I realized. They were just too big for the dress.

Staring numbly at myself, my stomach sank. There was no way I could get my dress back on. Now I was stuck in the bathroom without any clothes that fit me. Tears trickled down my face as I cried quietly. I fished my phone out of my purse, wondering who I should call. It was just my luck that this happened on my date with Dr. Hayes. What must he think? That I just left? He’s going to think I’m so young and inexperienced I ran away in the middle of a date, I thought.

Before I could text Savannah to bring me something to wear, there was a knock on the bathroom door.

“Amanda?”

It was Dr. Hayes!

“Yes?” I answered, trying and failing to sound like I wasn’t crying.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, his voice full of concern.

“I—I can’t fit in my dress,” I sobbed, feeling completely humiliated.

“It’s okay, Amanda,” Dr. Hayes assured me. “Open the door. I’ll give you my jacket.”

My hand trembled as I unlocked the door and opened it just an inch. Dr. Hayes reached through and handed me his suit jacket. Pulling it around me, I managed to hide the fact that the top of my dress wasn’t even on.

“Thanks,” I whispered, edging out of the bathroom.

“What do you want to do now, Amanda?” Dr. Hayes asked. “I can take you home—or we can go up to my room.”

My jaw dropped at his words. I thought for sure my night was over. Who would want me like this? My make up was running down my face and milk was coming out of my tits.

“I—I” I said uncertainly. So much for acting like an experienced, confident woman. Shame flooded through me as I blinked back even more tears.

Dr. Hayes reached out a hand and brushed my face gently, wiping away a tear as it rolled down my cheek. His touch made my stomach tighten.

“Let’s go upstairs,” I whispered.




Chapter 4



Dr. Hayes led me to the elevator and into his hotel room. It was a huge suite with a balcony, but I hardly noticed. I was too focused on my massive breasts.  Even though I couldn’t see them under the suit jacket, I felt them jiggle with each step. The feeling of complete fullness had come back.

I sat down on Dr. Hayes’s bed and took off the jacket. My heavy breasts spilled out into the cool air. Looking up seductively at Dr. Hayes, I waited for him to take the lead. My heart was hammering in my chest. I’d never actually believed this was how the night would end—even if it was my fantasy.

“The drug is working faster than expected,” the doctor said, looking me over. His eyes lingered on my full breasts. I ran one of red fingernails over my breasts and bit my lip, gazing at him innocently.

“What are you going to do, Doctor Hayes?”

My words seemed to transform him. The usually restrained doctor crossed the room in a single bound. Pushing me to the bed, he roughly pulled my dress down from around the bottom of my tits down to my waist.

“I’m going to fuck you now, Amanda,” he growled. His words made me whimper with desire.

Lying on his bed, I could hardly wait as Dr. Hayes pulled off his clothes. His cock jumped up, hard and pulsing in the dim light of the hotel room.

“Please do it now,” I begged. Every inch of my body was throbbing with desire, and my nipples were still tingling in a way I’d never felt before. I needed to be fucked. More than anything, I needed him to completely dominate me.

I didn’t have to wait long. With one stroke, Dr. Hayes sank into my dripping wet pussy, claiming me completely. I let out a long moan as he began fucking me. Slamming in and out of me, he rutted me like I belonged to him.

“Oh, God,” I babbled helplessly under him. I’d been fucked before, but it never felt like this. Dr. Hayes certainly knew what he was doing, more than any of the college boys I’d slept with.

Waves of pleasure coursed through me body as I clung to him. I wrapped my slender legs around his back, pulling him deeper and deeper into me.

The tingling in my nipples grew stronger until it suddenly changed into a pulsing feeling of relief. I groaned weakly, looking down to see milk spurt out of my puffy nipples and run down my flat stomach.

Dr. Hayes saw as well. Without saying a word, he reached a hand up to cradle my tit and leaned down to take my nipple in his mouth. He sucked on it, sending a shockwave of bliss crashing through me.

I threw my head wildly from side to side, crying out. The feeling of relief was incredible. Spurt after spurt of hot milk flowed out of my tit into Dr. Hayes’s eager mouth. The pressure inside of me disappeared, replaced by ecstasy.

“Harder, Doctor Hayes,” I pleaded with him, grabbing his head and pushing it down onto my swollen tits. He fucked me mercilessly as he sucked on my tits, driving me wild.

I could feel my orgasm building inside of me, and in a matter of moments I came. With a wordless scream, I writhed under the doctor, clawing at his muscular back. The sight of my climax pushed Dr. Hayes over the edge.

I could feel his cock swell and pulse inside me, filling me up. Pleasure pulsed through my twisting body as I watched the older man come inside of me, completely satisfied.

Dr. Hayes’s steel-grey eyes looked into mine. “I’ve already added you to tomorrow’s schedule,” he said. “I think you need another appointment with your doctor.”


 

Sign up for my newsletter and never miss a new release!

 

Other Stories

 

Hucows to Share: A Collection of Hucow Tales

 

Made into a Hucow: Alice Transformed

 

Humiliated and Shared: XXX Bundle

 

Humiliated and Shared: Summer Bundle

 

A Cuckquean's Humiliation: The Complete Collection

 

Humiliated Cuckqueans: 4 Story Bundle

 

First-Time Cuckolds: XXX Bundle

 

Humiliated Husbands: Interracial Cuckold Bundle

 



images/calibre_cover.jpg
MILKED ILIATED





