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Content Warning

This is an extreme adult erotica novella containing the following themes:

• Lactation & breast expansion  

• Adult nursing / milk drinking  

• Breeding & creampies  

• Medical transformation & hormone play  

• Intense sexual obsession  

• Explicit consensual sex in front of a watching partner  

All characters are 18+ and all acts are consensual within the story. If any of these themes are triggering for you, please stop reading now.



Table of Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


I signed the contract with shaky fingers. The paper felt cool under my palm. I was twenty three and the bills at home had piled up so high I couldn’t breathe anymore. My husband had agreed when I told him about the program. Six months and we would be free of debt.

The doctor sat across from me. He looked early thirties with steady eyes and strong hands. “You made a good choice Sophie. The injections start today. Your body will change but every step is safe and reversible at first. You will feel more sensitive. That is normal.”

I followed him to the treatment room. He gave me two quick shots in my arms. Warmth spread through me almost right away.

“Rest tonight,” he said. “Come back in the morning.”

I drove home and tried to sleep but my chest burned. By midnight my breasts felt bigger and tighter. I touched them and gasped. The skin stretched. My nipples were hard and dark. I fell asleep holding them.

When I woke the sheets were wet. I pulled my shirt up and stared. My breasts had doubled in size. Heavy and round. Blue veins showed under the skin. White drops beaded at my nipples and ran down.

I tasted one drop. Sweet and warm. My whole body shivered.

The next morning I wore the loosest top I owned. It barely closed. The doctor waited in the treatment room. My breasts felt so full they ached.

He smiled when he saw me. “Your body is responding fast Sophie. Let me help you.”

He had me sit on the edge of the padded bench. He opened my top slowly and let my heavy breasts fall free. They swayed with every breath. Milk already leaked from both nipples.

He stared at them like he had never seen anything better. “Look at how full you are already. I need to taste you.”

He leaned down and took my left nipple into his mouth. The moment he sucked a thick stream of milk sprayed across his tongue. He groaned deep in his throat and drank like he was starving. His hands held my breast and squeezed while he sucked harder. Milk flowed straight into his mouth in steady pulses.

“Oh god,” I whispered. The pull felt so good it made my thighs wet.

He switched to my right breast and drank even more greedily. His cock pressed hard against my leg through his pants. He was obsessed. He couldn’t stop. He sucked and swallowed and moaned every time fresh milk hit his tongue.

“Sophie your milk tastes perfect,” he said between swallows. “I could drink from you all day.”

He stood up long enough to free his thick cock. Seven inches of real hard flesh. He rubbed the head along my soaked slit then pushed inside me while he went back to sucking my left nipple. He fucked me with slow deep strokes and drank at the same time. Milk sprayed into his mouth with every thrust.

I came hard around him. My body shook and more milk flooded his lips. He drank every drop and kept going. His obsession made him thrust faster. He groaned and filled me with thick hot cum while he still had my nipple deep in his mouth.

When he finally pulled back his lips were shiny with my milk. He licked them clean. “That was only the beginning Sophie. Tomorrow I will need even more.”

I left the farm with my breasts still leaking and his cum dripping down my thighs. The money felt far away. All I could think about was his mouth on me again.
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I woke up the next morning even fuller. My breasts had grown again overnight. They pressed heavy against the sheets and leaked freely. I squeezed one and a thick stream shot out. The relief made me wet between my legs.

I drove back early. The doctor met me at the door. His eyes went straight to my chest. “Sophie you are already leaking again. Come here.”

He took me to the treatment room and had me lie back on the bench. He pulled my top off completely. My breasts rested on my chest like two overfilled balloons. Milk dripped down the sides.

He couldn’t wait. He climbed between my legs and took my right nipple straight into his mouth. He sucked hard and drank like a man dying of thirst. His tongue circled while he swallowed every drop. His free hand squeezed my other breast and milk sprayed everywhere. He licked that up too.

“You are making so much for me,” he said between sucks. “I am addicted to your taste Sophie. No one else gets this. Only me.”

He pushed his thick cock inside me while he kept drinking. He fucked me steady and deep and never let go of my nipple. Milk kept flowing into his mouth the whole time. He moaned around my breast and drank faster. His obsession made him thrust harder.

I came again and again. Each time more milk poured out and he swallowed every bit. He finally groaned and filled me with another load of cum while he still sucked.

When he pulled his mouth away his lips were covered in my milk. He licked them slowly. “Your husband can watch tomorrow if he wants. But he will not drink. That is only for me.”

I drove home dripping and leaking. My husband touched my breasts that night. He was gentle but I kept thinking about the doctor’s hungry mouth. I guided my husband’s lips to one nipple anyway. He drank a little but it did not feel the same.

By morning my breasts were even heavier. I knew the doctor would be waiting. His obsession with drinking from me was only getting stronger and I loved it.
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I arrived at the farm the next morning with my breasts so full they hurt with every step. Overnight they had grown again and milk had already soaked through the thick pads I wore. The doctor met me at the door. His eyes locked on my chest right away and he licked his lips like a man who had not eaten in days.

“Sophie your body is producing faster than any woman I have ever treated. Come with me. Your husband is already here. He wants to watch today but remember this milk is mine.”

My husband sat quietly in the corner of the treatment room. He looked nervous but excited. The doctor ignored him completely. He pulled my top off in one quick motion and my heavy breasts bounced free. Milk dripped steadily from both nipples and ran down my stomach. The doctor stared at the streams with pure hunger.

“Look at all this milk you made for me. No one else gets to drink it. Not even him.”

He pushed me gently onto the padded bench so I lay on my back. My breasts rested huge on my chest. He climbed between my spread legs and took my left nipple straight into his mouth. The suction was immediate and strong. He drank in long greedy pulls. Milk flooded his tongue and he swallowed with loud wet sounds. His free hand squeezed my right breast hard and milk sprayed across the room in thick arcs. He caught every drop he could with his tongue and drank that too.

I moaned and arched my back. The feeling of him sucking so desperately while my husband watched made me wetter than ever. The doctor’s cock was already out and rock hard. He rubbed the thick head along my soaked slit then pushed all the way inside me in one smooth thrust. He never stopped drinking. His hips moved in steady deep strokes and his mouth stayed locked on my nipple the whole time. Milk poured into him with every thrust.

My husband shifted in his chair. I could hear his breathing get faster but he stayed silent. The doctor looked over at him for one second while still sucking. “Watch closely. This is how a real man uses her now. Her milk belongs to me.”

He switched to my right breast and drank even harder. His tongue flicked my nipple while he swallowed. The obsession in his eyes was stronger than yesterday. He fucked me faster and moaned around my breast. Milk leaked from the corners of his mouth and he licked it up greedily.

I came hard the first time. My whole body shook and fresh milk jetted straight into his throat. He drank every bit and kept going. He pulled his mouth off for only a moment to speak. “You taste sweeter every day Sophie. I need more. I need all of it.”

He went back to sucking and thrust deeper. My husband’s eyes never left us. The doctor filled me with his cum in thick hot spurts while he still drank. He stayed inside me and kept sucking until my breasts felt lighter. When he finally pulled his mouth away his lips and chin were shiny with my milk. He licked them slowly and smiled.

He looked at my husband again. “You can touch her breasts if you want but you will not drink. That is my rule.”

My husband stood up and came closer. He cupped my breasts gently and milk still leaked from the nipples. He wiped some away with his fingers but did not taste it. The doctor watched like a guard protecting his property.

After my husband sat back down the doctor turned to me. “We are not finished yet Sophie. Your body still has more for me.”

He helped me sit up then lay me on my stomach with my breasts hanging over the edge of the bench. He got behind me and slid his cock back inside my cum filled pussy. At the same time he reached under me and took both nipples into his hands. He squeezed and milk sprayed down into a small bowl he placed on the floor. Then he leaned down and drank straight from the stream while he fucked me again. His obsession made him thrust harder and drink faster. I came twice more before he filled me a second time.

When he finally pulled out I felt dizzy with pleasure. My breasts were softer but still large and sensitive. Milk still dripped slowly from my nipples. The doctor wiped his mouth and kissed the top of each breast softly.

“Tomorrow we do incremental sessions. Your husband can come again if he wants to watch but my mouth stays on you the entire time. Your milk is my addiction now Sophie. I can’t stop.”

I drove home with my husband beside me. He was quiet the whole way but I could tell he was turned on. My breasts leaked again in the car and I caught myself wishing the doctor was there to drink it. The program had only just begun but I already craved his hungry mouth more than anything else.

By the time we got home my breasts felt heavy again. I knew the next day would be even more intense and I couldn’t wait.
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I arrived at the farm early the next morning already leaking into my shirt. My breasts had grown even heavier overnight and the weight pulled at my shoulders with every step. Milk had soaked through the pads again and left wet spots on the fabric. The doctor was waiting at the door with that same hungry look in his eyes. My husband had come with me this time. He sat quietly in the corner chair just like yesterday. The doctor barely glanced at him. His attention was all on my chest.

“Sophie you are producing so much milk now. Four sessions today just like I promised. Your body needs it and I need it even more. Come here.”

He took me straight into the treatment room and pulled my shirt off before I could even speak. My breasts bounced free and milk dripped steadily from both nipples down my stomach. The doctor stared like he was looking at something holy. He licked his lips and his hands shook a little as he reached for me.

“I have been thinking about your taste all night. No one else gets this. Only me.”

He sat on the edge of the padded bench and pulled me onto his lap facing him. My legs straddled his thighs and my heavy breasts pressed right against his chest. He took my left nipple into his mouth immediately and sucked hard. The pull was deep and greedy. Thick streams of milk flooded his tongue and he swallowed with loud wet sounds. His hands held my breast and squeezed rhythmically to make even more come out. He drank like he couldn’t get enough. Milk leaked from the corners of his mouth and he licked it up without ever letting go.

I moaned and rocked my hips against him. His cock was already out and pressing hot against my soaked slit. He guided the head inside me while he kept sucking. I sank down slowly until he filled me completely. The doctor fucked up into me with steady thrusts and never stopped drinking. His tongue circled my nipple between swallows. Every time I came he drank faster like my pleasure made the milk taste sweeter to him.

My husband watched from the corner. I could hear his breathing but the doctor ignored him completely. He switched to my right breast and sucked even harder. “Your milk is better every day Sophie. I am addicted. I need this inside me all the time. Your husband can look but he will never know how perfect you taste.”

He kept me on his lap for a long time. I rode him slowly while he drank and drank. My breasts felt lighter but the craving between my legs only grew. I came three times before he finally groaned and filled me with his cum. Even then he stayed locked on my nipple and sucked the last drops until I was almost empty. When he finally pulled his mouth away his lips and chin were shiny and wet. He licked them slowly and smiled up at me.

“That was only session one. We have three more today. Your body is mine now.”

He let me rest for a few minutes then moved me onto the bench on my back. My legs were spread wide and he climbed between them again. This time he took both breasts in his hands and alternated sucking from one to the other. He drank greedily from each nipple while he fucked me deep and slow. Milk sprayed across his face when he squeezed too hard but he caught every drop with his tongue. His obsession was stronger than ever. He moaned around my breast and told me over and over how no other woman had ever tasted this good. How he would never let anyone else drink from me.

My husband shifted in his chair and I saw him adjust himself but he stayed silent. The doctor noticed and spoke without taking his mouth off me. “Watch how a real man takes her milk. This is what she needs now.”

He fucked me harder and drank faster. I came again and fresh milk poured straight down his throat. He swallowed every bit and kept going until he filled me a second time. When he finally finished the second session my breasts were softer but still sensitive and full. He wiped his mouth and kissed each nipple gently.

Session three came right after. He had me stand this time with my hands on the bench for support. He knelt in front of me and took my left nipple into his mouth while he reached up and squeezed the right one. Milk sprayed down onto his chest and he licked it off my skin. His cock slid into me from behind while he stayed on his knees drinking. The angle made everything feel deeper. He sucked and fucked and drank for what felt like forever. His obsession made him forget everything else. He told me between swallows that he would come back for more sessions even after the program ended because he couldn’t live without my milk now.

I came so many times my legs shook. He filled me again and still kept sucking until the flow slowed. Only then did he stand up and wipe his face. His eyes were glassy with need.

For the final session of the day he lay me on my side and curled behind me. He entered me slowly and reached around to hold both breasts. He sucked from the top one while he gently squeezed the bottom one. Milk flowed steadily into his mouth the whole time. This position felt intimate and slow. He fucked me with long deep strokes and drank like he was savoring every single drop. My husband watched the entire thing without saying a word. The doctor whispered against my skin how perfect I was and how my milk was now part of him.

When he finally came for the last time he stayed inside me and kept his mouth on my nipple until every last drop was gone. My breasts felt empty and tender. I was dizzy with pleasure and dripping everywhere.

The doctor helped me sit up and kissed my forehead softly. “Tomorrow we do have more sessions again, your husband can come if he wants but nothing changes. Your milk belongs to my mouth only.”

I dressed slowly and my husband drove us home. He was quiet the whole way but I could feel how turned on he was. At home I let him touch my breasts gently. Some milk still leaked but it was not the same. All I could think about was the doctor’s hungry mouth and how much I already needed him again.

By bedtime my breasts were starting to fill once more. I fell asleep with my hands on them dreaming of the next day at the farm. The program was changing everything and I no longer wanted it to stop.
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I woke up leaking again before the sun came up. My breasts felt even heavier than the day before and milk had already soaked the sheets in two big wet spots. The doctor had told me five sessions today and my body was ready for every one of them. My husband drove me to the farm without saying much. He knew the rules now. He could watch but the doctor owned my milk.

The doctor met us at the door with that same hungry stare. His eyes went straight to my chest and he licked his lips. “Sophie five times today. Your milk is all I can think about. Come inside.”

He took me straight to the treatment room and pulled my shirt off fast. My breasts bounced free and milk dripped down my stomach in thick lines. The doctor groaned the second he saw it. My husband sat in the corner chair again. The doctor ignored him completely.

“Session one starts now.”

He sat on the bench and pulled me onto his lap facing him like yesterday. My legs spread wide over his thighs. He took my left nipple into his mouth and sucked hard. Milk flooded his tongue and he swallowed with loud wet sounds. Then he did something new. He pulled his mouth off for one second lifted his face and crushed his lips against mine. His tongue pushed deep into my mouth still coated with my own milk. The kiss was filthy and messy. He swirled his tongue around mine and made me taste my sweet milk mixed with his spit. I moaned into his mouth while he drank more from my right breast at the same time.

He broke the kiss just long enough to speak. “Taste how good you are Sophie. Your milk belongs in my mouth and now in yours too.”

Then he kissed me again deeper. His tongue fucked my mouth while he squeezed my breast and milk sprayed between us. His cock was already out and he slid it inside me in one thrust. He fucked up into me hard while he kept kissing me sloppy and drinking from my tits between breaths. Milk leaked from the corners of our joined mouths and ran down my chin. He licked it all up and fed it back to me with his tongue. My husband watched every second but stayed silent.

I came hard the first time. My body shook and more milk poured straight into his mouth. He swallowed it then kissed me again pushing the warm milk back onto my tongue. His obsession felt stronger than ever. He fucked me faster and sucked my nipple harder while his tongue stayed busy in my mouth. He filled me with his cum while still kissing me deep and messy. When he finally pulled back his lips were shiny with milk and spit.

“Session one done. Four more to go.”

He gave me only a minute to breathe then moved me onto my back on the bench. My legs spread wide. He climbed between them and took my right nipple straight into his mouth. He drank greedily while he pushed his cock back inside me. Then he lifted his head and kissed me again. This kiss was even filthier. His tongue was thick with my milk and he made me swallow it while he fucked me slow and deep. Milk dripped from his chin onto my lips and he licked it off before pushing his tongue back in.

“You taste better every time Sophie. I need to share it with you like this. Your husband can only watch my mouth on yours.”

He kept the pattern for the whole session. Suck drink kiss fuck. Over and over. I came twice more and each time he caught my milk in his mouth then fed it to me with a long sloppy kiss. His cock stayed buried inside me the entire time. When he finally came again he held the kiss until my breasts felt lighter.

Session three he stood me up against the bench for support. He knelt behind me and entered me from behind while reaching around to suck my left breast. He drank deep then stood up turned my head and kissed me hard. His mouth was full of fresh milk and he pushed it all onto my tongue in one messy swirl. The taste of my own milk mixed with his spit made me drip down my thighs. He fucked me like that standing up while he kept kissing me filthy and drinking more. My husband’s eyes never left us.

Session four he lay me on my side and curled behind me. His cock slid in slow and deep. He reached around and took my top nipple in his mouth. He sucked and drank while he fucked me then pulled my face back and kissed me deep. This position made the kisses feel even nastier. Milk leaked from our joined mouths and ran down my neck. He licked it up and fed it back to me again and again. His obsession made him whisper between kisses how he would never stop needing my milk inside his body and now inside my mouth too. I came three times in that position alone.

For the final session he sat me on the edge of the bench facing him again. He entered me and took both breasts in his hands. He alternated sucking from one to the other drinking fast and greedy. Then he kissed me every time he switched. Each kiss was sloppy and wet with milk. His tongue explored my mouth like he owned it. He fucked me harder than all the other sessions combined. Milk sprayed everywhere and he caught it licked it and shared it with me in filthy open mouth kisses.

When he finally filled me for the fifth time he stayed inside me and kept kissing me slow and deep. His lips stayed on mine until my breasts felt completely empty. He pulled back only when every drop was gone. His face was covered in my milk and his eyes looked drunk on it.

“Tomorrow we do more sessions Sophie. I hope your husband would be accompanying you again?”

I dressed slowly. My body felt used and satisfied in the best way. My husband drove us home without a word but I could see how hard he was. At home he touched my breasts gently but I kept thinking about the doctor’s filthy tongue in my mouth.

By bedtime my breasts were already starting to fill again. I fell asleep dreaming of six more sessions and six more messy milk kisses. The program had turned me into exactly what the doctor needed and I loved every second of it.
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I woke up the next morning with my breasts so full they throbbed. Milk had leaked all night and left the sheets soaked again. The doctor had promised even more sessions today and my body already ached for his mouth. My husband drove me to the farm in silence. He knew the routine now. He could watch but everything else belonged to the doctor.

The doctor met us at the door. His eyes burned when he saw my wet shirt. “Sophie we have even more sessions today. Your milk is all I dreamed about last night. Get inside.”

He pulled my shirt off the second we reached the treatment room. My heavy breasts bounced free and milk ran down my skin in thick streams. The doctor groaned deep and my husband took his usual seat in the corner.

Session one started fast. He sat on the bench and pulled me onto his lap facing him. My legs spread wide over his thighs. He took my left nipple into his mouth and drank in long greedy pulls. Milk flooded his tongue. Then he lifted his face and slammed his lips against mine. His tongue pushed deep coated thick with my own milk. The kiss was sloppy and nasty. He swirled it around my tongue and made me swallow every drop while he squeezed more milk from my right breast.

“Taste yourself on me Sophie. This is what I need every day.”

He kissed me harder while he freed his cock and slid it inside me. He fucked up into me with deep thrusts and never broke the kiss for long. Milk leaked from our mouths and ran down my chin. He licked it up and fed it back to me again and again. I came hard the first time and he drank the fresh flow straight from my nipple then kissed me filthy so I could taste it too. My husband watched every messy second.

Session two he laid me on my back and climbed between my spread legs. He sucked my right breast hard while he pushed his cock deep inside me. Milk sprayed across his face. He caught it all then leaned up and kissed me deep. His tongue was dripping with my milk and he made me lick it clean while he fucked me slow and steady. The kiss stayed messy the whole time. He broke it only to drink more then fed it back to me. I came twice and each time he shared the warm milk in long open mouth kisses.

Session three he stood me against the bench. He entered me from behind and reached around to suck my left nipple. He drank fast and greedy then turned my head and kissed me hard. His mouth was full of fresh milk and he pushed it all onto my tongue in one wet swirl. The taste mixed with his spit made my knees weak. He fucked me like that standing up while he kept kissing me nasty and drinking more. Milk dripped everywhere and he licked it off my skin before feeding it back to me.

Session four he curled behind me on my side. His cock slid in slow and deep. He sucked my top breast while he fucked me then pulled my face back for another filthy kiss. This position let him share every drop easily. Milk leaked from our joined mouths and ran down my neck. He licked it up and pushed his tongue back in over and over. I came three times and he swallowed every new flow then kissed me so I could taste how sweet I was for him.

Session five he sat me on the edge of the bench again. He fucked me hard and alternated sucking from both breasts. Every time he switched he kissed me deep and sloppy. His tongue explored my mouth like he owned it. Milk sprayed across us and he caught it all licked it and shared it in the nastiest kisses yet. My husband’s breathing got louder but the doctor never looked at him. His obsession stayed locked on my milk and my mouth.

For the final session he kept me on his lap and slowed down. He drank from one breast while he fucked me gentle and deep. Then he kissed me for a long time. The kiss felt almost loving but still filthy. His tongue moved slow and he made sure I tasted every drop of my own milk mixed with his spit. He came inside me while the kiss stayed locked and I came with him. When he finally pulled back his face was covered in milk and spit.

“Tomorrow we have even more sessions Sophie. Your husband can keep watching. But never forget, your milk and these kisses are mine forever now.”

I dressed on shaky legs. My husband drove us home. He stayed quiet but I knew he was rock hard. At home he touched my breasts softly. Some milk still leaked but it felt nothing like the doctor’s mouth.

By bedtime my breasts were filling again. I fell asleep with my hands on them already craving even more sessions and even more messy milk kisses. The program had taken over my body and my mind and I did not want it to end.
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I arrived at the farm the next morning with my breasts aching from how full they were. Milk had already soaked through my shirt again and left dark wet patches right over my nipples. The doctor was waiting at the door. His eyes locked on those wet spots immediately and he licked his lips like he had been starving for me all night. My husband drove me and took his usual seat in the corner chair without a word.

The doctor pulled my shirt off the second we stepped into the treatment room. My heavy breasts bounced free and milk ran down my skin in thick warm streams. He groaned deep in his throat and stepped close. “Sophie we have even more sessions today. Your milk is everything to me now. I need it straight from you.”

The first session started right away. He sat on the edge of the padded bench and pulled me onto his lap facing him. My legs spread wide over his thighs. He took my left nipple into his mouth and sucked in long greedy pulls. Milk flooded his tongue and he swallowed with loud wet sounds. Then he lifted his face and crushed his lips against mine. His tongue pushed deep still thick with my own milk. The kiss was sloppy and nasty. He swirled it around my tongue and made me taste every sweet drop while he squeezed my right breast hard. Milk sprayed between our mouths and he licked it all up before feeding it back to me again.

He freed his thick cock and slid it inside me while the kiss stayed locked. He fucked up into me with deep steady strokes and never stopped sharing my milk. I came hard the first time and fresh milk jetted into his mouth. He drank it all then kissed me even filthier pushing the warm flow straight onto my tongue. My husband watched from the corner but the doctor never looked at him. His obsession stayed only on my leaking breasts and my mouth.

The next session he laid me on my back on the bench with my legs spread wide. He climbed between them and took my right nipple straight into his mouth. He drank fast and desperate while he pushed his cock deep inside me. Milk sprayed across his face but he caught every drop with his tongue. Then he leaned up and kissed me deep. His mouth was full of my milk and he made me swallow it while he fucked me slow and hard. The kiss stayed messy the whole time. He broke it only to suck more then fed it back to me in long open mouth swirls. I came twice more and each orgasm made him drink faster and kiss me nastier.

He moved me to the next position standing against the bench for support. He entered me from behind and reached around to suck my left breast. Milk flowed steadily into his mouth while he thrust deep. Then he turned my head and kissed me hard. His tongue was coated thick with fresh milk and he pushed it all onto my tongue in one wet filthy swirl. The taste mixed with his spit made my knees shake. He fucked me like that standing up while he kept drinking and kissing me over and over. Milk dripped down my neck and he licked it off my skin before feeding it back to me again.

For the following session he curled behind me on my side on the bench. His cock slid in slow and deep. He sucked my top breast while he fucked me then pulled my face back for another long sloppy kiss. This position let him share every drop so easily. Milk leaked from our joined mouths and ran down my chest. He licked it up greedily and pushed his tongue back in over and over. I came three times in that position alone and he swallowed every new flow then kissed me so I could taste how sweet and warm I was for him. His obsession made him whisper between kisses that he would never let anyone else have this.

He kept going without stopping for the next one. He sat me on the edge of the bench facing him again. He fucked me hard and alternated sucking from both breasts. Every time he switched nipples he kissed me deep and messy. His tongue explored my mouth like he owned it completely. Milk sprayed across our bodies and he caught it all licked it off my skin and shared it in the nastiest kisses yet. My husband’s breathing grew louder in the corner but the doctor stayed completely focused on me. He told me between kisses how my milk was now part of him and how he needed these filthy moments more than air.

For the final long session of the day he kept me on his lap and slowed everything down. He drank from one breast in deep steady pulls while he fucked me gentle and deep. Then he kissed me for what felt like forever. The kiss felt intense and possessive but still so filthy. His tongue moved slow and deliberate making sure I tasted every single drop of my own milk mixed with his spit. He came inside me while the kiss stayed locked and I came with him hard. When he finally pulled back his entire face was shiny with milk and spit. He licked his lips slowly and looked at me with pure addiction in his eyes.

I dressed on shaky legs. My body felt used and satisfied but my breasts were already starting to fill again. My husband drove us home in silence. He was rock hard the whole way but he stayed quiet. At home he touched my breasts gently and some milk still leaked but it felt nothing like the doctor’s hungry mouth and tongue.

By bedtime my chest was heavy once more. I fell asleep with my hands on my breasts already craving the next day and all the even more sessions the doctor had promised. The program had changed me completely and I craved his obsession more than anything else.
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I arrived at the farm the next morning barely able to contain the pressure in my breasts. They had swollen even larger overnight and felt incredibly heavy. Milk was already leaking steadily and had soaked through everything I wore. My shirt clung wet to my skin. My husband drove me again and took his usual place in the corner of the treatment room without saying anything. He knew his role now. He could only watch.

The doctor was waiting with pure hunger in his eyes. The second we walked in he stepped forward and ripped my shirt open. My massive breasts spilled out and milk ran down my body in thick warm rivers. He groaned loudly when he saw how full I was.

“Sophie we have even more sessions today. Your milk has become my addiction. I need it more than ever. I need you.”

He did not waste any time. He sat down and pulled me onto his lap facing him. My legs spread wide over his thighs. He took my left nipple deep into his mouth and sucked with desperate force. Thick streams of milk flooded his tongue and he swallowed greedily. Then he lifted his head and kissed me hard. His tongue pushed deep into my mouth coated thick with my own fresh milk. The kiss was incredibly sloppy and nasty. He swirled his tongue around mine and made me swallow every drop while he squeezed my right breast hard making more milk spray between us. He licked it up and fed it back to me over and over.

He freed his cock and thrust it inside me in one smooth motion. He fucked me deep while the filthy kiss continued. Milk leaked from the corners of our mouths and ran down my chin. He licked every bit and pushed it back onto my tongue. I came hard within minutes and fresh milk jetted into his mouth. He drank it all then kissed me even messier sharing the warm flow with me. My husband watched silently from the corner as the doctor used me completely.

The sessions blurred together after that. He moved me from position to position with growing obsession. In the second session he laid me on my back and alternated between sucking both breasts while he fucked me slow and deep. Every time he switched he kissed me filthy and made me taste my own milk mixed with his spit. He told me between kisses how no other woman could ever satisfy him like this.

In the next session he stood me against the bench and took me from behind. He reached around to drink from my breasts while he thrust hard. Then he turned my head and kissed me deep pushing fresh milk straight into my mouth. The taste and the feeling of him claiming me so completely made me cum again and again.

He kept going without pause. Session after session he drank from me drank more than ever before and shared every drop in the sloppiest kisses. His obsession had grown so strong that he barely spoke anymore. He just sucked drank kissed and fucked me like a man possessed. My breasts stayed in his mouth or in his hands almost the entire time. Milk covered both of us and he licked it off my skin before feeding it back to me with his tongue.

For the final long session he kept me on his lap and slowed down. He drank from one breast in long steady pulls while he fucked me deep and gentle. Then he kissed me for a very long time. The kiss felt possessive and intense. His tongue moved slow and deliberate making sure every single drop of milk passed between us. He came inside me while the kiss stayed locked and I came with him harder than any other time that day.

When he finally pulled back his face was completely covered in milk and spit. He looked at me with dark hungry eyes and spoke softly.

“You’re my addiction now, Sophie. I don’t see this arrangement changing anytime in the near future and this is only the beginning.”

I dressed slowly on shaky legs. My breasts felt emptier but I knew they would fill again soon. My husband drove us home in silence. He was clearly turned on but he never said a word about what he had seen. At home he touched my breasts gently. Some milk still leaked but it felt nothing like the doctor’s hungry mouth and filthy kisses.

That night as I lay in bed with my hands on my heavy breasts I realized something important. The money that started this whole thing no longer mattered to me. I was no longer doing this just for the debts. I was doing it because I needed the doctor to drink from me. I needed his obsession. I needed his mouth and his cock and his messy milk kisses every single day.

The program had changed me completely and I was ready for even more. I fell asleep already excited for the next day at the farm and everything the doctor would do to me.
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