
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: ]



Doctor’s Rough Tight Collection:

3 Milky Hucow Patient Stories

3 stories with juicy, heavy-titted hucows begging to be milked.
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Ready for more milking action?


Prologue

I smiled with triumph, noting with extreme pride that my newest treatment had finally been approved by the necessary federal agencies for the treatment of back pain.

I was a doctor at the peak of my career.

It was far from the first treatment I’d had approved, but it was certainly the latest and greatest.

It had taken a lot of experimentation, but I was finally at the apex of my field, renowned for the way that I used lactation and milking treatments to relieve chronic and consistent back pain.

Countless women had already flocked to my office, letting my strong, masculine hands take away all of their cares and pains.

It was only the next step to start accepting new patients. I would treat those in pain, those who needed help, and the rewards that I was able to reap were just a side effect of only treating the bustiest, fertile women.

I couldn’t have been more enthused about the prospect.

Chapter 1

I accepted my new patient as a referral from a college, and she was already waiting in the exam room when I first saw her.

Before I walked in, one of my nurses told me that I was going to like what I saw.

“Really?” I said, lifting an amused eyebrow.

The nurse, Cynthia, said, “You’ll see what I’m talking about. Her chest is larger than anyone that I’ve ever seen before.”

My curiosity was instantly piqued.

What kinds of treatments could I use on her?

What types of pain would I be able to soothe for her, using her big, enormous breasts?

But I was getting ahead of myself.

When I entered the room, I knew that my concerns were completely warranted.

The woman that stood in front of me was one of the bustiest, big-titted women that I’d ever seen.

Her tits were stretching across her sweater, the perfect big, round orbs pushing out the thicker fabric.

Her profile was like a giant ball sticking out of her otherwise thin, yet perfectly curvy figure.

She was the picture of fertility, and the picture of my ideal type of patient to treat.

I caught my composure before it broke.

“Laurel?” I said. “Please confirm your date of birth.”

The woman looked up, her crystal blue eyes seeming almost innocent as she confirmed her date of birth.

She was twenty-two years old, a recent birthday having occurred.

I sat down on my office chair, ogling her breasts openly.

It was part of my job, of course.

“Laurel, I hate to make you repeat what you’ve already told the nurse and your primary care specialist, but please tell me, in as much detail as you can, what brings you in today.”

Laurel looked up at me with those pretty blue eyes, a concerned, almost worried look on her face.

As she described her issues to me, I noticed all of the aspects about her body that I could use to combat her chronic pain issues.

Her tits were poking and pushing away from her body so much, it was throwing her weight and center of gravity far, far off balance.

That explained the stumbling and lack of coordination she was describing.

Meanwhile, she was also having recurring back pain, which was worse after standing up for long periods of time.

I knew instantly the cause for it, but I’d need more time to explain that to Laurel.

And finally, because she was so fertile and in shape, her massive tits were a burden when exercising, flopping and bouncing around everywhere.

Of course, she didn’t use that language, and she blushed like a good little innocent girl, but I knew what she was saying.

She was a burgeoning, fertile hucow and I was going to help her with that.

Laurel finished speaking, and I nodded encouragingly.

It was important to make her feel safe, and secure and understood.

“Thank you,” I said. “Now, there are a number of things that I feel that my treatment would help you with. First of all, there is your back pain. That seems to be the main issue, yes?”

Laurel nodded, and her tits shook up and down in her sweater while she did so.

I felt my cock give a jump in my pants, completely covered by my white doctor’s coat.

That was a good sign, usually meaning that the woman was fertile.

“For your back pain, the lact-treatment that I cover should help significantly. Not only that, but it will help you with your balance, because it is your significant, large chest that is affecting you in a negative way. And finally,” I started to say, but then the woman interrupted me.

“Oh, that sounds wonderful, doctor! It’s been such a huge problem my whole life, I can’t wait to get started.”

I nodded serenely and smiled at her.

“Very well then,” I said. “If you could please undress, I’ll leave the room and when I come back I’d like you to be only in your underwear.”

Laurel nodded, looking a little shy.

 

“I have a husband,” she said. “But he supports me doing this, so I know that he wouldn’t mind.”

I looked at her, almost with confusion, my brow furrowing.

“It’s just a doctor’s checkup Laurel. If you have any concerns, feel free to come back another time, but I thought that you wanted the treatment today. There’s nothing nefarious I promise.”

Laurel stood up suddenly, her big tits shaking in that slutty sweater she was wearing.

“No, doctor! I want the treatment. You’re right, I was just being silly. My boyfriend should understand that it’s just a doctor’s appointment!” She laughed, a little trill.

“I’ll leave the room now,” I said, tucking my coat to cover my erection as I looked forward to what would happen when I returned to the room.

Chapter 2

I filled out the paperwork for Laurel’s new treatment, having it all ready for her to sign when I knocked on the door of the exam room.

“Come in,” Laurel called from inside.

I opened the door and walked in.

Instantly, I felt my large cock go completely erect in my pants.

I saw that Laurel had obeyed my instructions perfectly, and she was clad only in her sexy underwear.

She was wearing only a small, tiny little bra that barely held up her enormous tits - no wonder that she had back pain!

And a pair of silky panties.

Both of them were white and a little bit lacy, like she was only a little bit slutty, or at least wanted to give off that impression.

Lots of women wore sexy lingerie to go to the doctor’s office, and I couldn’t help but think about how naturally fertile and slutty most of them were, that they couldn’t resist dressing up for an older, intelligent male doctor like myself.

Her big tits were like perfectly shaped orbs, shaking up and down as Laurel shifted in her seat.

Her long, brown hair fell down her shoulders, perfectly framing that kittenish, slutty looking face that she had, despite those innocent blue eyes.

“Here is the paperwork for the treatment,” I said. “With your signature and permission, I’ll be happy to begin immediately, if that’s what you would prefer.”

Laurel looked at the stack of papers for a second and started signing all of them.

“I’m sure that the doctor knows best,” She said cheerfully, a smile flirting over those pretty pink lips as she performed her signature.

I waited for her to finish signing, a little surprised but not worried that she hadn’t read most of the paperwork.

After all, she was the ideal patient for this treatment, with her huge, round tits spilling out of her tiny white bra as she signed and moved on the exam table.

“Now let’s get started,” I said. “First, I’m going to come over to you and feel out your body to sense where the pressure points are, and to confirm that the sources of stress are your large breasts.”

Laurel shivered, a smile passing over her slutty lips for a second before disappearing.

She gave a small laugh and said, “Go ahead!”

I snapped on my blue latex doctor’s gloves for hygienic purposes, and reached out to those massive mountains of tits that burst out from her chest.

I started by moving my hands over her bra and back, telling her to breathe in and out deeply.

“Good job,” I said, and I felt her do the same shiver.

Like she was begging to be touched more and more.

“Your breasts are very full,” I told her, speaking in a low voice. “It’s absolutely not surprising that you’re having considerable back pain from them.”

“Ah,” said Laurel. “It feels good…”

I needed to feel more, to know more about how her body worked.

I could feel the tension of her back, in the muscles there, and I could feel it spreading to her neck as well.

“Headaches are a problem?” I asked her, as I slipped my gloved, latex hands into her bra.

“Y-y-yes,” she said. “You’re so smart, doctor!”

She ended on almost a yelp as my latex hands started to massage and feel around her big, heavy swinging breasts.

Damn. It was so fucking good, her breasts had the most wondrous consistency, feeling so soft and malleable in my gloves.

I only had the thin layer between us, so I could feel almost everything.

“What I will recommend to you,” I said in the same low, deep, rough voice, “Is a thorough regular milking. Shall we embark on our first one, today?”

Her tits were so full and overflowing, it was clear what would resolve the problem.

She was so fertile that her tits were swelling up with creamy milk every single day, and her body couldn’t handle the weight.

Also, it was simply a waste for her tits to be caged and unmilked.

Those creamy, delicious looking jugs needed a rough doctor’s touch to cure her of her pain.

“Yes,” Laurel breathed out, looking up at me rapturously. “Please, ah! Go ahead, doctor. Use my breasts however you want!”

I smiled.

“Let us begin.”

Chapter 3

I ripped her bra from her body in a smooth motion, using my gloved hands.

Her tits sprang forth from her slutty white bra, round and firm and juicy.

They were perfect orbs that hung down only slightly from her torso, feminine and showing off her perfect fertility.

I needed to have her, to help her in more ways than one.

In my white doctor’s coat, I approached her at the table, my cock hard as a rock and almost rubbing against her smooth, bare leg.

I started to massage and milk her breasts using my expert techniques.

“Oh, doctor,” said Laurel, her eyes rolling back into her head.

That was the expected results. All women that came to me ended up experiencing wild pleasure from my techniques, in the healing process.

“You like it?” I asked her. “It will help to release the pressure you have inside of you, that your boyfriend has no clue how to satisfy.”

Laurel just moaned, her pretty pink lips parting in a slutty O.

I knew it was coming soon.

“Just relax,” I said, encouraging her to do exactly what I wanted and she needed. “Just relax, and let the feelings take over, as I massage these huge tits…”

It was starting to happen.

The milk was about to flow.

As I continued massaging the large, juicy flesh of her tits I felt the milk moving around inside them, and I knew I had found a fertile little slut.

“That’s it,” I said, almost crooning in a dark voice to my patient. I massaged her with my gloved hands, feeling all of her titflesh in a wide expanse.

“Here it comes,” I said to Laurel, watching as she moaned and her cheeks flushed, setting off her pretty, slutty face.

All at once, her big tits started to leak with creamy white milk.

Small droplets of clean white milk came at first, and then it started to flow.

Her tits were so big that I could press the nipples together, moving those big breasts into a mountain of juicy hucow peaks.

I started to put my mouth on her tits, knowing that using my lips and tongue and teeth would be the best way to entice more milk to flow.

“That feels really, like, good,” Laurel almost whispered. “Doctor, thank you… I can feel the pain leaving my body.”

“That’s right,” I said.

I lifted my head for only a second to speak before returning to mouthing at those big, supple tits.

Her breasts in my mouth were some of the largest and juiciest that I’d ever experienced from any of my big-titted hucow patients.

My cock was rock hard in my pants, and I knew that I couldn’t resist her for very long.

Her pain needed to be relieved, and I had the hard, long, thick tool to do it with.

Those big tits needed even more stimulation.

“Lie down on your back,” I said, hurriedly. In my lowest, roughest voice I told the patient to lie on her back and push her big tits together.

With wide eyes and a smile on her face, Laurel did as I asked.

I unzipped my pants, leaving my gloves on, and pulled my cock out from my underwear.

I easily got onto the exam table with her, having done this many times before.

I straddled the hucow patient’s big, heavy chest, putting my cock in between those massive tits.

“Now,” I panted, as I started to thrust my hard, thick cock between her big tits. “I’m stimulating the milk production with my cock, the testosterone and the preseminal fluid is what produces this effect.”

I thrusted as Laurel just laid back and moaned, her face looking slightly confused at first but soon in ecstasy as she discovered the incredible pleasure of getting titfucked.

“Fuck,” I said. “Your tits are so big and juicy, I know that you’re a fertile little bitch, aren’t you?”

Laurel looked up at me with those ice blue innocent eyes, while she held those big fat tits around my hard cock.

“Yes, doctor,” she said. “You’re right! I love having your cock stimulation between my tits, it’s helping with my pain like nothing else! Even my boyfriend couldn’t do this, his cock is way too small!”

I grinned hearing this. It wasn’t the first time that I’d been compared favorably to a female patient’s boyfriend, although it was hardly relevant at all to her treatment in my medical office.

I felt the stimulation starting to take over my body, the prolonged excruciating pressure of having to look at, then touch, and now use my cock on the patient’s huge breasts almost too much for me to take.

Luckily, I was qualified to do my job as a doctor here.

I kept up the pace, even when I initially felt the pull to end prematurely, fucking my big, thick cock between the patient’s juicy, milky jugs.

The milk leaked out through her nipples as she and I both used our hands, hers bare and mine gloved, to push those big tits together around my cock.

The cream leaked all over the exam table and its protective covering, which was there for a reason, and it leaked onto the floor.

I’d have the nurses do a thorough mopping up later, of course.

My cock felt so good between her tits, it was like the ultimate tease.

As the milk kept leaking out, I questioned the patient about her pain levels, watching her face change from surprised to pleasured and carefree.

Finally, once I massaged her tits over my cock and deemed that she was almost done with treatment, I sped up my pace.

Like a madman doctor I shoved her big tits around my cock without any thought, operating on my practiced techniques as I started to make myself cum using only the hucow’s massive, juicy jugs.

Her tits were so heavy and stimulating around my cock.

Finally, I couldn’t handle it anymore and I let myself go right when I knew it would be of maximum impact to the patient, all of the milk had come out of her tits and onto my cock, and I let out my own stream of milky white cum all over her tits, neck and face.

Laurel’s pretty lips and cheeks were covered in my sperm, and one rope of semen shot out over her forehead as well.

She looked like she’d just been bukkaked like a true slut.

But she was my patient, and I needed to care for her even as my breathing got heavy and my response time slowed infinitesimally.

Laurel stuck her tongue out and licked her lips, and well, maybe that did make her a slut though.

She licked up the cream from her tits and the semen from my cock and smiled at me.

“Thank you doctor, I feel better already!”

I smiled back at her, already tucking my cock back into my pants and standing up to make notes on my clipboard.

“You responded very well to treatment,” I said. “We’ll proceed in two weeks’ time with the next installment.”

As I looked down at the pretty, cum-splattered brunette with huge, juicy jugs again, I took in the sight of my cum and the milk dripped all over her.

“Next time,” I added. “Feel free to bring your boyfriend, so he can assess the treatment for himself, too.”
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Like naughty medical milking stories?


Prologue

Sarabeth needed money, and fast.

She had the rent due in less than a week, and checking her bank account was a truly disappointing sight. She was in college, and sure, she had a part-time job, but between her loans and her bills, she was barely managing to keep up.

She started searching online job boards, scouring the listings for any way to get cash fast.

That was when she found the job posting that would change her life.

Seeking women with certain attributes for a clinical study, run by a qualified doctor. Must be 18 or older to apply. Read on for more details.

Fascinated, Sarabeth kept reading.

There were a few qualifications that the study was looking for, and she immediately knew that she could fit them all, feeling a rush of joy.

They were looking for women who had the bra cup size of at least DD, in good health. Bonus for college-aged women.

Sarabeth looked down at her chest, aware of how much her cleavage showed between the low-cut top she was wearing and her push-up bra.

She often noticed men staring at her ample chest, especially when she was dressed up for a night out with her friends to go clubbing.

Her bra size was 32DDD. She was nineteen years old, having just passed her birthday a month ago.

That made her more than qualified, right?

She would soon find out exactly what the medical treatment for the study was comprised up, but her journey was just beginning.

As she dialed the phone and set up her appointment for the next day, she squealed with barely concealed relief.

Her troubles were over, but her pleasure was just about to begin…

Chapter 1

Sarabeth drove herself to the clinical trials with only a little trepidation.

The woman she’d spoken to on the phone had been so kind, and she’d told Sarabeth all about the competent, older male doctor that she’d be seeing: Dr. Freeman.

When Sarabeth arrived at the location, she was a little surprised to see that it was set outdoors.

Luckily, the weather was very nice out today, a blue sky shining down over the grounds. She only shivered a little bit in her low-cut top showing off her pushed-up breasts.

She was wearing a thin, spaghetti strap top and a small, white skirt. She hadn’t had any idea what to wear, and the woman on the phone had only said to wear something “with easy access.”

Sarabeth knew what that meant, of course. Something that was easy to take on and off, for the doctor’s access to her treatment for the clinical trials!

She checked in at what seemed to be the front of a giant tent, similar to how a blood drive was run.

They took her name, and a woman who seemed to be the receptionist for the makeshift location told Sarabeth that she needed to verify that she qualified for the study.

“Here you go,” said Sarabeth, passing the lady her ID so they could verify that she was nineteen years old.

The woman took her card with a business-like manner.

“And of course we need to verify your bra size as well. Only busty women are qualified for this study.”

“Oh- Um. Okay. Go ahead?” Sarabeth said, not sure exactly how to do that.

The woman walked around her, and Sarabeth suddenly noticed that the receptionist - whose name tag read “Sandy” - was incredibly busty herself.

In fact, her breasts were almost hanging out of her shirt, just like Sarabeth’s.

She almost felt jealous, but not for long when Sandy came around behind her and put her hand down the back of Sarabeth’s shirt, searching for the tag of her bra.

“32 Triple D,” Sandy read off. “Thank you, Sarabeth. The doctor will be ready for you in a few minutes. If you will have a seat, and you can read over the contract and fill in your payment details.”

Sarabeth felt a rush of excitement at being touched under her bra, and then a small twinge of adrenaline when she realized that she had gotten just a teensy bit turned on from the touch of the older, female receptionist, Sandy.

“Sure!” Sarabeth said with a smile, wanting to make a good impression.

She walked over to the folding chairs that were set up in front of a large curtain that blocked off most of the tent from her field of vision.

Reading over the contract, she didn’t understand some of the details, but she guessed that the doctor would explain all of that to her.

Besides, the amount of money they were offering was substantial!

She signed her name, feeling her breasts jiggling around in her small, tight white tank top.

Maybe it was because it was outside, but she felt her nipples start to harden, almost visible through her bra and tight tank top.

She shivered.

Maybe it was silly, but she’d always had a little bit of a thing for doctors, and she hoped that the older man she was about to meet had nice hands.

Suddenly, she heard what almost sounded like a female moan, or two or three women moaning from behind the curtain.

The sound was quiet, but she felt it was unmistakable.

It wasn’t a moan of pain.

They were female moans of pleasure.

As Sarabeth contemplated what that meant, squeezing her breasts together thoughtfully, the doctor arrived, pulling back the curtain of the tent.

“Sarabeth?” He said, and oh yes he certainly was handsome.

Sarabeth gulped and said, “That’s me,” with a sigh.

The doctor, his face becoming even more attractive as he smiled, his tall, rugged body visible through his opened doctor’s coat, pulled back the curtain and Sarabeth went through.

Chapter 2

Sarabeth was quickly led to lie down on a medical table, before she could see the other women around her clearly.

The room was also a little dark, the doctor said it was to reduce external variables affecting the study.

She was laid down on an exam table, and the doctor told her a little more about the study.

His face was certainly good-looking, with thick hair and a rakish look about him.

His clothes showed off a muscular, tough build that was almost surprising, visible as his doctor’s coat was unbuttoned at the front.

His hands, as he started to explain the procedures she was about to undergo, also looked large and masculine, competent and proud.

Sarabeth laid back with a little trepidation, but total trust in the medical professional standing beside her exam table.

“We’re surveying the incidence of milk production amongst women,” the doctor said. “Certain women seem more inclined to produce breast milk than others, and we’ve been able to narrow down the incidence to only women with larger busts such as yours, in previous studies. However, this lactation needs further study in order to assess the milk’s quality, and what causes some women with larger breasts to produce milk while others do not.”

Sarabeth nodded to show that she understood, feeling and seeing her huge, luscious breasts jiggling up and down.

She was almost embarrassed for a second at the tiny strappy top she’d worn and the little white skirt - The doctor could probably see straight up her skirt and look at her panties!

His muscular body moved as he kept explaining, but Sarabeth found herself barely listening.

Instead she watched his veined hands and thick neck, those broad shoulders as he gesticulated. He was so attractive when explaining all of these concepts that she had no idea what they meant.

After all, she was only nineteen! She still had a lot of studying to do.

The doctor said, “Sarabeth? Please remove your shirt and bra.”

Sarabeth came back to reality, her fantasies of the doctor suddenly coming down to earth.

“Oh, yes, sir, I mean doctor! Right away.”

Obediently, she started to strip away her tight, white top from her body, noticing with pleasure that despite the doctor’s composed exterior, his eyes still stuck to her big tits.

His gaze on her made her feel hot, so hot she was almost on fire as she pulled the tight white top over her head, leaving herself clad in only her bra.

Her long, blonde hair cascaded down her back.

She felt almost shy as she pushed out her chest, wanting his attention while simultaneously feeling like a naughty slut for showing off her big, juicy tits in her white bra.

“Your bra, as well.” The doctor ordered, seemingly nonchalant.

Sarabeth bit her lip and tried to look up at him coquettishly as she removed her bra.

Unhooking it in the back, she felt the weight of her own large tits start to spill out as her bra came loose.

Her tits immediately reminded her of their large, round shape as they pulled her forward, almost falling over due to their huge, juicy heaviness.

The doctor’s eyes were on her, and Sarabeth wanted to perform as well as she could in the trials.

Never mind that it wasn’t a competition - she wanted to impress!

Dr. Freeman’s eyes were resting on her tits as well as her innocent pretty face.

Sarabeth was suddenly aware of the effect that she might have been having on the older, intelligent doctor.

She returned to lying on her back, her big tits bare and jutting out from her chest like two giant, fleshy orbs.

“Thank you,” the doctor said. “Now, I’m about to hook up these sensors to your tits- I mean, breasts. You’ll feel the cold metal for a second, but it will soon go away.”

As he stepped away for a second, Sarabeth could have sworn that she saw a gigantic bulge tenting out the doctor’s pants beneath his white coat.

The machine was quickly hooked up to Sarabeth’s giant tits, and she gasped with the sensation.

Chapter 3

Sarabeth had been hooked up to the machine - the milking machine - for over 45 minutes now, not that she was aware of time.

No, all that she knew now was the pleasure of her own tits.

The machine was hooked up to her, and it had been squeezing her nipples and her large breasts with equal pressure.

The metal had been cold at first, but like the doctor said it was shortly a relief when her chest started to heat up from the treatment.

For this clinical trial, Sarabeth knew that she was being tested for milk production - the doctor had been able to explain that much, to get it through her young, nineteen-year-old mind.

And so it was a great, welcome surprise when they discovered that Sarabeth was a prime specimen for milk production.

Yes, for the past 45 minutes, Sarabeth had shown some of the highest milk production of any woman enrolled in the clinical trials.

Dr. Freeman was monitoring her personally, in fact, his handsome face occasionally looking over her chest, coming very close to touching her tits with his mouth as he inspected her fertile, female body up close.

Sarabeth was barely aware of anything, experiencing an unexpected, new and wonderful pleasure from the milking procedure.

Her tits felt like they were imbued with the essence of sexual pleasure, every touch of the milking machine an ecstasy that she had never known before.

The machine’s tubes were clear, and openly showed the milk that was flowing in a steady stream.

It came from her wide, pink nipples and flowed down to the collection station.

Sarabeth didn’t know it, but the medical staff were testing her milk for nutrients and vitamins. They were running all of the standard tests for milk quality on her breast milk, and they would find out in a few days that it was of the highest, best quality.

Sarabeth smiled as she watched her bare, gigantic tits being milked by the machine, with the older male doctor’s wanting eyes on her.

“Am I doing well?” She asked the doctor, suddenly struck by a worry that she wasn’t living up to expectations.

She remembered that the doctor had told her that some women just weren’t able to produce milk no matter how big their tits were, if they weren’t pregnant yet.

Dr. Freeman looked down at her, his lips creasing together like he was straining to reply.

The bulge in his pants looked like an iron hard rod.

“You are doing splendidly,” the doctor said. “I hope that you will return for future treatments, and I am certain that I speak on behalf of my entire research team when I say that.”

Sarabeth sighed with relief.

Her milk production rate suddenly sped up.

The doctor pressed his lips together again and walked over to the sensors, reading out the electronic chart to himself that gave minute by minute updates on the patient’s statistics.

He then walked back over to Sarabeth, noticing how her pert, perky yet still enormous breasts lay on her chest.

“Sarabeth, we will proceed immediately to the next stage of your treatment, because you have progressed much further than expected.”

Sarabeth said, “Mmm,” groaning in pleasure at the erotic stimulation of her big, fat tits.

She was only aware of the doctor removing her skirt, and she happily lifted her hips to allow him access to it.

She knew that it was just part of the clinical trial, and that the hot older doctor was going to take care of her.

Her tiny white skirt was taken off her body after long last, and her small, white thong was visible to the doctor now.

Sarabeth smiled happily when she saw that the doctor was staring down at her thong.

She knew it was a slutty choice she’d made earlier that morning, but she couldn’t help it!

She needed to wear underwear that was consistent with her choice of skirt, and she just couldn’t bear to have a visible panty line underneath such a cute, white skirt.

The doctor sighed, and Sarabeth’s eyes widened when she saw that he was unzipping his pants.

Finally!

It was like her entire body was crying out, begging to be taken and used by the older man.

The feeling of pleasure in her tits intensified, and she was totally aware of how the milk was just flowing out, her creamy pleasure leeching over to be studied for its high proportions of nutrients.

The doctor’s hard, rigid cock was suddenly visible to Sarabeth.

Audibly, she inhaled a huge breath, making her tits jiggle even as they were clamped by the metal machines.

He was huge.

He was thick.

He was everything that she’d wanted, and whatever he was going to do with his massive, hard tool, she wanted to see it and feel it happen.

Dr. Freeman climbed up onto the table with Sarabeth, and she was wearing only that slutty white thong.

The white color was the picture of innocence on her, she knew, belying the sluttiness of her huge tits, small waist and fertile hips.

The doctor said, “Now, because you have such high production of milk, we need to test you further.”

He took his cock, and without even bothering to remove her panties, he pushed aside her thong and started to spear Sarabeth’s tight little cunt on his big, thick cock.

“Your milk production is comparable to women who are already pregnant,” He said, slightly short of breath as he tried to force his cock into her.

Sarabeth was so wet that only her tightness was what made his cock push slowly in.

She moaned, loving the sensation.

The doctor said, “What we need next for data is a sample, or really, as many samples as possible, of milk that you produce when you are fertile and bred, pregnant from a big- Thick - Cock.”

His last words were punctuated with rough thrusts.

His cock was finally inside her, and Sarabeth was immediately flooded with new endorphins.

Her pussy was so tight and fertile, it felt like the doctor’s cock was everywhere inside her.

Spearing her, the doctor kept thrusting and thrusting, taking the new, fertile hucow patient’s slutty cunt.

Her white, tight thong was just pushed to the side as he started to fuck into her with new vigor.

Sarabeth moaned, her big tits shaking and spitting out even more white, creamy delicious milk as the doctor started to fuck her even harder.

She loved the sensation, and the doctor even started to squeeze her tits between his large, masculine hands.

He was close already, she could tell from the way that his words and explanations started to come in brusque words and grunts.

Her cunt was seizing up around him suddenly, before she could even predict her own orgasm she was coming around him.

Her tight little nineteen-year-old cunt squeezed him like a vice, and while Sarabeth started convulsing with pleasure, the doctor started to cum as well.

“Fuck, you are so tight- Need to breed you, ever since you first walked into this clinic,” he panted. “Going to impregnate you, you little slut - Come on now girl, take that cock and cum inside you!”

With a grunt, Sarabeth felt the explosion from the doctor’s big, older cock inside her.

It was like a creamy white firework shooting off into her fertile cunt.

She squeezed around him with her tiny cunt as much as she could, feeling the pleasure from her pussy and her tits and the doctor’s hard, muscular body as he came inside her.

She knew that she had to be bred by him.

There was no other man that she wanted inside her fertile, innocent body, defiling her as the hucow that she was meant to be.

The doctor pulled out only after a few minutes of his cock twitching inside her, trying as hard as possible to make sure all of that hot cum stayed as far inside her as possible.

Impregnating her.

The machine milking her tits slowed a little, the pace winding down.

Sarabeth wished that her visit would never come to an end.

She couldn’t believe that she had experienced such wild pleasure from the clinical trials here today, and that she was going to be able to pay her rent besides that.

Her next visit couldn’t come sooner, and she was still lying down, getting milked on the exam table while the doctor withdrew from her used, slutty cunt.

Sarabeth could not have been happier.

Even without taking the money into account, her cunt was plugged full of an older male doctor’s cum, and her tits were thoroughly milked.

She loved all of it.

Life was wonderful.
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Prologue

When I first agreed to accept a college exchange student into my home, I had no idea that I’d end up with a woman who looked like Mandie.

She was 21 years old, over a decade younger than I was, and astonishingly hot and busty.

Her silhouette looked like it could be on a lingerie modeling campaign, with the way that her big, milky tits popped out of those slutty shirts and skimpy shorts that she wore around the house.

Her face was cute, but she had an air about her that just seemed naughty.

For example, I could never get her to wash her dishes after I’d already cooked a nice meal for us to eat together.

She borrowed my car sometimes without asking, even though I’d told her that all she needed to do was ask.

But the most infuriating thing was how she knew she could get away with it all, because of how hot and slutty she was.

She was a total tease around the house. Sometimes I’d wake up in the morning and she’d be showering with the door open, or walking downstairs in only her panties and a T-shirt.

No bra, of course.

Yeah, she was a naughty, slutty tease all right.

A true brat.

Oh, and there was one other thing that I hadn’t known when I agreed to accept this budding, slutty tease into my home:

Mandie was pregnant.

I found her even more irresistible when I discovered this fact, about a few months after she’d started living with me.

Her innocent blue eyes had blinked up at me while her long, caramel hair flowed down her back.

“I thought you knew, mister,” She’d said to me, crossing her arms in front of her chest to make those big, milky tits pop out even more.

Something about knowing exactly how fertile this little slutty brat was overcame all of my better judgement, at least when Mandie was in my presence.

My cock was throbbing in my pants most of the time when she was around.

Her panties, those tight skirts and pants, and her overflowing, busty cleavage combined with that teasing, bratty face--

It was only a matter of time.

Chapter 1

It was early on a Saturday morning when I went downstairs to make coffee and read the paper.

What I found, or really, who I found there, was utterly surprising to me.

Mandie was sitting at the table already, her face deep in thought - except it wasn’t her face that caught my attention.

Not at first. Her incredibly sexy body caught my attention.

Because she was only wearing a light, robin’s egg blue lacy bra and panties, barely covered up by a bright pink cardigan.

The sweater was so thin it was almost see-through.

Her big, massive slutty tits were bursting out of her bra.

Her legs were crossed, and her feet were bare at the table.

I felt my morning wood surge again with full force, hardening in my sleeping pants.

“Good morning,” I said to her, barely containing my reaction to her sexy display of nubile flesh.

“Hi,” Mandie said, looking up at me.

Her tits bounced when she shifted on her chair.

My cock was so hard when I saw how her slutty face was looking at me that morning.

It was then that I noticed something different about Mandie:

That look on her face. It was different, something had changed.

Mandie’s pert lips and sexy bedroom eyes were looking at me with some intense, undefinable emotion.

I was taken aback.

I tried not to show it, of course, especially because my hard cock was threatening to poke out through my boxers.

All that I said was, “How are you?”

I shuffled past her to start a pot of coffee, trying to be discreet about my large boner staring at her perky tits.

I was caught off guard when I felt a hand on my arm as I tried to step past the dirty little tease sitting at my kitchen table.

Mandie had grabbed my arm.

She was looking up at me with fire in her eyes, her short stature and sitting position making her seem almost tiny in comparison to my tall, muscled body.

“Look, I don’t know how to say this…” She trailed off.

Her pregnant belly was just starting to show beneath her tight tank top.

“Is something wrong?” I asked her in a deep, authoritative voice.

“Yes. No. Like, I don’t know.” She said with a sigh.

Her small hand was still clinging to my arm.

“Mandie, you are a guest in my house, but you know that I’d do anything to help you. What’s going on?”

She may be a bratty little tease, but I still wanted to treat her and help her out.

Particularly if she kept showing off those long legs and slutty tits all over the place.

Mandie bit her lip, drawing my attention to her hot mouth.

But what she said was about to utterly surprise me.

“I need your help, sir… with my body.”

Chapter 2

There was a silence as I replayed what this little brat had just said to me.

I need your help with my body.

I knew there had to be some logical, un-sexual explanation for this.

But my mind immediately drifted to other, more perverted fantasies.

Like Mandie’s slutty lips on my cock.

Or her tight, pregnant pussy bouncing up and down on my thick, hard cock while she moaned.

I tried to bring my mind back to reality, almost stuttering for a second.

I regained my composure and asked her to clarify.

“What do you mean?” I said, sounding aloof, just like I wanted to.

Mandie pursed her lips together.

“I just feel this, like, pressure building up inside me… I thought maybe you could help me out.”

I just looked at her, trying to figure out what her game was.

This sexy brat had never done anything without wanting something for it.

“Well, Mandie, I might be able to do that, but I think you need to tell me exactly what’s going on with your… body, first.”

Mandie blinked those wide eyes up at me.

Sitting at my kitchen table, still in just her slutty bedtime clothes and big, sexy tits, she was irresistible.

“It’s my chest, sir… it feels so large and bursting. It feels like there’s so much pressure inside it. And then there’s a tingling too, like, down below… you know what I mean.”

Mandie was clearly a little embarrassed at having to ask for help.

I couldn’t believe that a 21-year-old was asking me for help like this, it turned me on like nothing else.

“Your chest.” I repeated.

Now, I had permission to look like I’d been doing all along.

Mandie thrust her chest out at me, making her boobs almost pop out of that light blue, sexy top and bra that she was wearing.

I felt my boner swell up again, almost poking out of my boxers visibly for Mandie, the tight little tease, to see.

Her boobs, now that I could lean in and peer at them intensely, did look swollen and big.

“You know, Mandie, I’m not a doctor,” I added as a disclaimer.

“I know,” she said.

“Are you sure you don’t want to see a doctor about this?”

Mandie pouted, making her boobs stick out even more.

I couldn’t stop staring at them now, and my hand almost came up to grope before I realized what I was doing.

“No, I trust you,” she said. “I don’t want to see some doctor that I don’t know yet… and you’ve been around pregnant women before, so I trust you to help me. I don’t know.”

Satisfied enough with her shoddy reasoning, I assumed it made sense in her bimboish brain.

I looked away for a minute, aware of the tension and pressure that had suddenly mounted in my ordinary kitchen.

“Maybe what you need to do is, like, touch them? To examine them or whatever?” Mandie said in her high-pitched, annoying voice.

I couldn't even stop and think before my large, masculine hand was reaching out to touch her massive breasts.

I immediately realized what the problem was.

But I wasn’t about to give up that prized information so easily.

Not when I was groping those big, milky tits.

Mandie closed her eyes and moaned, turning me on like nothing else in my life ever had.

This slutty, young tease had overfilled, milky tits and I was touching their bouncy, supple flesh.

My hands easily slipped down her top to feel those pregnant, inflated boobs.

Her pregnancy was obviously going well, because her tits swelled up more and more every day, and now I was allowed to, encouraged to touch them.

It felt so good to finally be touching this hot tease who had been annoying me and frustrating me around my house for so long.

“Take off your sweater,” I told Mandie.

She easily, slowly slipped off that tight pink, light cardigan from her shoulders.

Her boobs were almost falling out of her bra and top now, so I slid those spaghetti straps down her shoulders.

And with both hands now down her top, so skimpy and flimsy, I pulled those big, fertile tits out of her top.

“I know exactly what you need,” I said. “Don’t worry, there is no problem that I can’t fix here.”

Mandie’s eyes were big and innocent looking, despite her teasing ways, when she asked me what I meant.

“Your pregnant tits need something that only I can give you.”

Mandie blinked and licked her lips.

“What do you mean, sir?” She asked, her teasing tongue almost hanging out of her mouth.

I looked down at this exchange student, who had been flirting with me and teasing that pregnant, fertile body around my house for too damn long for any red-blooded man to handle.

I told her exactly what she needed:

“Your tits are filled up so full, it must be causing you pain. To relieve that, what you need is a good, hard milking.”

Mandie’s eyelashes fluttered, her pert pink lips smiling a little nervously as she happily agreed with my expert assessment.

“Please, help me sir!”

Chapter 3

It was my pleasure to rip the flimsy clothes from Mandie’s body, leaving her huge breasts exposed to the kitchen air.

I immediately reached out my strong, firm hands to grip those big tits.

Mandie moaned with pleasure as I did so, pushing her chest closer to me, begging for it.

It felt so good and rewarding to watch this little tease, who had been flirting with me in my own home, for so long, finally get what she needed.

She was pregnant and the father was nowhere to be seen, so I was happy to fill in as the older man of the house she lived in.

It didn’t matter that we were not related by blood, because I was going to take care of this slutty, fertile brat, today.

Here and now, Mandie was my own personal hucow to use.

These were all the thoughts drifting through my mind as I squeezed and groped at her big milkers.

“You like that, don’t you, baby?” I asked her in a deep, low voice.

Mandie gripped the kitchen chair like she was holding onto a lifeline.

Her tits were perfect.

“You’re so ripe and fertile,” I said, almost crooning to the sexy brat in front of me, whose tits I had in my strong grip.

“Yes, please help me, sir,” she gasped in her high, feminine voice.

“Let’s see that milk come out, baby,” I said.

I watched in arousal and amazement. My cock hardened until I couldn’t bear not to touch myself any longer, as I watched as a droplet of white, creamy milk escaped from each of her nipples.

The pregnant brat was so creamy and deliciously juicy.

I tasted her tits with my tongue, greedily slurping up those drops of milk as they came out.

It was her first time, and I was going to make sure that the virginal milking that took place was going exactly how I wanted it, as the master of the house that this brat lived in.

I knew that she was loving it from the movements of her slutty ass on the chair.

She was squirming around and moaning and the milk just kept flowing out in spurts and waves of creamy whiteness.

She was so tasty, all of that white cream just spilling into my mouth.

My hands didn’t stop pumping her huge breasts, the milk being led right onto my tongue.

The little brat, Mandie, moaned and I could almost smell how ripe and wet she was, with that fertile, pregnant belly bulging out almost as much as those luscious tits in my mouth.

My cock was throbbing so fucking hard, it felt like I might burst.

“Mandie,” I said, managing to control my rough voice. “You love this, you little slut.”

“Yes?” She moaned. “Sir, it feels so good when you milk my creamy, pregnant tits like the slut that I am!”

“That’s right,” I grunted out, managing to loosen my grip on one of her tits while I pulled my cock out. “Come sit in my lap, you little brat, I’m going to cum inside you while I milk those huge udders you’re calling your tits.”

Mandie squealed with enthusiasm, and she practically vaulted into my lap.

There we were, at the kitchen table where we usually ate breakfast every day, and yet this time, the pregnant brat I’d hosted on this exchange for months was finally to get what she deserved.

My rock hard cock easily slid inside the pregnant, milky brat.

It felt like heaven enveloping my cock.

Her tits dribbled milk down her round, pregnant stomach as she bounced up and down on my cock at the kitchen table.

More correctly, I bounced her
 up and down, using my raw strength to lift the pregnant brat up and down, forcing my cock inside that wet, tight passage that she called a cunt.

This was where she’d been bred already, but I was going to breed this hucow brat ten times, no, a hundred times harder than she’d ever been bred before.

“You little tease,” I said, almost panting as I paid attention to Mandie’s tits, her pregnant belly, her luscious, tight cunt. “You’re going to make me cum, is that you wanted all along? You need to get bred again, don’t you?”

“Yes!” Mandie cried out.

Her pink lips parted like a whore as she moaned and begged for my cock in her tight, already pregnant cunt.

“Gonna breed you so hard,” I said. “Going to knock you up again and again, make those tits keep squeezing milk out, fuck!”

I lifted one of her huge, round pregnant tits to suck on the nipple and as soon as I tasted the creamy milk coming out, spreading its sweetness onto my tongue, I started to cum.

“Take it- take it, slut-” I grunted out, barely, as I dumped a huge fucking load into the fertile, slutty brat that lived in my house.

“Thank you, sir!” Mandie could hardly talk, I managed to notice as I continued to spurt inside her.

It felt so fucking amazing to spill my seed inside this brat after I’d lusted after her for so long.

All of her days and nights that she’d spent teasing a rough, older man had finally paid off, as I bred the pregnant brat on my cock for good.

Mandie gasped.

“Yeah?” I said, dazed from how hard I’d just cum inside her.

I could feel my cum sloshing around inside the pregnant brat’s stomach, filling her up just like her tits were full of milk.

“I’m going to be late to my college classes,” She said with a wink.

That wink was enough to make my cock start to harden again.

“Too bad, slut,” I said, not without any affection. “You’re mine now, and I say that you’re going to stay here and bounce on my cock for another round.”

Mandie squealed with joy, and I grinned as I began what would be the first of many horny, fulfilling days in my house with the fertile, pregnant brat on my dick.
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Milked at the Doctor: First Time Hucow

Chapter 1

When I walked into the room, I saw the patient sitting on the exam table, waiting for me.

Her tits were bulging out of her white top. Her long, dark shiny hair streamed down her shoulders, covering up just a little of her cleavage.

She had one of the prettiest faces I’d ever seen her face heart-shaped and almost heartbreakingly innocent.

Her long legs swung over the edges of the exam table.

Her feet pointed together, I almost couldn’t believe that she was already twenty years old.

Just looking at her, it was plain to anyone’s eye that the problem was her big, juicy, overfilled, milky tits.

I was going to solve her problem and cure her pain.

The secret was all in her tits.
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