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Content Warning

This boxset contains extreme adult erotica with the following themes across all three books:

	Extreme permanent breast expansion to massive udder proportions 

	Hyper-lactation and constant heavy milk production 

	Medical transformation and hormone play 

	Adult nursing and milk drinking 

	Breeding pregnancy and birth 

	Milking harnesses and equipment 

	Public display and observation 

	Intense cuckold watching and cleanup duties 

	Complete obsessive ownership and total surrender


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.
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    To every reader who has ever wondered what it would feel like to completely let go and surrender to a desire bigger than themselves.

      

    

FIRST SWELL

HUCOW FARM – BOOK 1
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Chapter 1
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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.

The End of Book 1

THE DOCTOR’S MILK COW

HUCOW FARM - BOOK 2

Chapter 1

I signed the new consent form with trembling hands. The paper felt warm this time instead of cool. My husband sat right beside me in the small office and gave me a quiet nod when I told him I only wanted one final check-up. Six months of debt relief had already wiped our bills clean yet something inside me still ached for this place. The doctor watched me from across the desk with that steady hungry stare.

“You made the right choice coming back Sophie,” he said softly. “This shot will make everything permanent. Your body will never go back to the way it was before. Are you ready?”

I nodded. He stood up and led me to the side room where he gave me one quick injection straight into my hip. The warmth spread faster than any of the old shots. It burned deep in my bones and made my skin tingle everywhere.

“Rest tonight,” he told me as he wiped the spot with a cotton pad. “Come back first thing tomorrow morning. Your husband can drive you if he wants to watch again.”

I drove home feeling the heat already building in my chest. By midnight my breasts felt tighter and heavier than ever. I lay in bed touching them and gasped at how fast the skin was stretching. My nipples darkened and stood out thick and stiff. Milk started beading at the tips without any squeezing. I caught a drop on my finger and licked it. The sweetness made my pussy throb instantly.

Sleep came in short restless bursts. Every time I woke up the weight on my chest had doubled. By three in the morning my breasts had swollen so huge they lifted the blanket completely off my body. I sat up and stared down in shock. They were easily three cup sizes bigger overnight and still growing. The skin looked shiny and tight. Thick blue veins pulsed across the massive curves. Milk didn’t just leak anymore. It sprayed in thin forceful jets every time I breathed too hard. The sheets were already soaked through in a wide circle around me.

I cupped one heavy globe and squeezed gently. A thick white stream shot out and hit the headboard with a wet splat. The relief was so intense my thighs clenched together and fresh wetness dripped from my pussy. I kept squeezing until both breasts felt a little lighter but the pressure came right back. By the time the sun rose I could barely stand up straight. The weight pulled my shoulders forward and made my back ache. My shirt wouldn’t close at all. The fabric stretched tight across my new udders and dark wet patches spread instantly over both nipples.

My husband stared wide eyed when he saw me in the kitchen but he said nothing. He just grabbed the keys and helped me waddle to the car. Driving was torture. My breasts rested on my lap like two overfilled sacks and every bump in the road made milk spray against the inside of my shirt.

The doctor was waiting at the clinic door when we pulled up. His eyes locked onto my soaked chest immediately and his tongue ran slowly across his bottom lip. He didn’t  even say hello. He simply took my arm and led me straight into the overnight room instead of the usual treatment area. My husband followed and took the chair in the corner without being told.

The doctor closed the door and turned to me with pure possession in his gaze. “Your body accepted the permanent formula I gave you last week Sophie,” he said. “There is no going back now. These are your new udders. They will keep growing and leaking for the rest of your life and I will be the only one who drinks from them.”

He didn’t  wait for an answer. He pulled my ruined shirt over my head and let my enormous breasts fall free. They swung heavily and immediately began spraying milk in wide arcs across the bed. He stripped off his own clothes until his thick cock stood rock hard and leaking pre cum. Then he climbed onto the wide bed behind me.

“Lie on your side,” he ordered.

I obeyed. He lifted my top leg high and hooked it over his arm in a full nelson hold that spread me wide open. His cock pressed against my dripping entrance and slid all the way inside in one slow powerful thrust. At the same time he leaned forward and locked his mouth onto my right nipple. The suction was brutal and perfect. Thick streams of milk flooded straight down his throat while he started fucking me with deep steady strokes.

“Oh god,” I moaned as the pleasure hit me. Every pull of his lips sent electric shocks straight to my clit. Milk sprayed from my left breast in rhythmic jets that soaked the sheets and his shoulder. He groaned around my nipple and drank even harder. His free hand reached around and squeezed the other breast in time with his thrusts forcing even more milk to hose out.

My husband watched silently from the corner. I could hear his breathing get faster but he never moved. The doctor never looked at him once. His entire focus stayed on my swollen udders and the tight heat of my pussy. He switched nipples without missing a beat and drank from the left one just as greedily. Fresh milk pulsed across his tongue with every deep plunge of his cock.

Between swallows he spoke against my wet skin. “I am going to measure you every single day Sophie. These udders are mine now. They will keep getting bigger and you will keep producing more milk for me alone.”

He reached for the soft tape measure on the nightstand and wrapped it around my expanding chest while still buried inside me. The numbers made him groan with satisfaction. He tossed the tape aside and fucked me harder. His balls slapped wetly against me and his mouth never left my nipple. I came hard around his cock my walls squeezing him tight while fresh milk jetted straight into his throat. He swallowed every drop and kept drinking.

Only after my third orgasm did he finally groan deep and flood my womb with thick hot cum. He stayed locked inside me and kept sucking until both breasts felt softer but still massively swollen. When he finally pulled his mouth away his lips and chin shone with my milk. He licked them clean and smiled.

“Tomorrow we start the real routine,” he said quietly. “Your husband can keep watching but nothing changes. These udders belong to my mouth and my cock forever.”

I lay there panting with his cum leaking out of me and my breasts still dripping slowly onto the bed. They had grown another full cup size during the session. The weight felt right. The leaking felt right. For the first time I knew with absolute certainty that I would never leave this clinic again. The money the debts none of it mattered anymore. I was exactly where I belonged.

The Doctor’s Milk Cow. Permanently.

Chapter 2

The next morning my breasts had grown so heavy I could not stand straight without bracing against the wall. They swung low and pendulous, brushing the tops of my thighs with every tiny movement. Milk leaked constantly now in slow thick trails that ran down my belly and soaked the fresh shirt my husband had helped me pull on. The fabric clung wetly to my skin and the dark circles over my nipples spread wider by the minute.

My husband drove me back to the clinic without a word. His eyes kept flicking to my lap where the massive globes rested and jiggled with every bump in the road. When we arrived the doctor was already waiting at the door with a new piece of equipment beside him.

“Good morning Sophie,” he said as he guided me inside. “Your udders have responded perfectly to the permanent formula. Today we begin collecting what you produce. Come with me.”

He led us straight to the main treatment room where a wide leather harness hung from sturdy ceiling hooks. Thick padded straps circled the shoulders and waist while two wide slings waited underneath to cradle my breasts. A large metal basin sat on the floor directly beneath the harness. The doctor stripped my shirt off without asking and helped me step into the rig. He buckled every strap tight so my enormous tits hung completely free and heavy inside the slings. They dangled inches above the empty basin and already began spraying fine mists of milk into it.

“Legs apart,” he ordered quietly.

I spread my stance wide. The position left my pussy fully exposed and dripping down my inner thighs. My husband took his usual chair in the corner and stayed silent. The doctor walked behind me and ran his hands over the hanging weight of my udders for a moment before freeing his thick cock. It slapped hot and heavy against my ass cheek.

“Today you will not feed me directly from the source,” he told me as he lined himself up. “I want to drink your milk the way it pools for me.”

He pushed inside my soaked entrance in one long steady slide until his hips pressed flush against my ass. The stretch felt deeper than yesterday and I moaned as he began to thrust slow and powerful. Each forward drive made my harnessed breasts swing forward and back like heavy pendulums. Milk sprayed out in thick rhythmic arcs that splashed loudly into the basin below. The sound of it hitting the metal grew wetter and louder with every stroke.

The doctor kept one hand on my hip to steady me while the other reached down and scooped warm milk from the rising pool in the basin. He brought his cupped palm to his mouth and drank straight from it while still fucking me from behind. His throat worked visibly as he swallowed gulp after gulp of my fresh milk.

“Fuck you taste even sweeter like this,” he groaned between swallows. “Look at how fast you are filling the basin for me Sophie. This is all mine.”

He never once touched my nipples with his lips. Instead he kept scooping and drinking from the growing puddle while his cock drove deeper and harder. The basin filled quickly. Milk overflowed the edges and spread across the tiled floor in wide white rivers. The doctor dropped to one knee mid thrust so he could lap directly from the floor like a thirsty animal. His tongue swept through the warm puddles while his hips never stopped pumping into me.

I came hard the first time watching him degrade himself for my milk. My walls clenched around his cock and fresh jets sprayed out so forcefully they splattered his face and hair. He laughed low and hungry then licked every drop off his own skin before rising again to thrust even faster.

My husband shifted in his chair. I heard the soft sound of him adjusting himself but he remained exactly where he was told to stay. The doctor ignored him completely. His entire obsession stayed locked on the overflowing basin and the way my udders kept producing more for him.

He measured the depth of the milk with a simple ruler between thrusts and read the number out loud. “Two gallons already and we have not even reached noon. Your body is perfect Sophie. Built only for this.”

The praise sent me over again. I shook in the harness and milk hosed out in thick continuous streams that overflowed the basin completely. The doctor groaned deep in his chest and finally flooded my pussy with pulse after pulse of hot cum. He stayed buried inside me until the last spurt and kept scooping milk from the floor to drink while his cock softened slowly.

When he finally pulled out he stepped back and admired the mess. Milk and cum dripped down my thighs and pooled around my feet.

“Clean the floor,” he told my husband calmly. “Use your hands and a cloth. You may touch the milk but you will not taste any of it. That belongs only to me.”

My husband knelt without protest and began wiping up the spills. The doctor watched for a moment then turned back to me and unbuckled the harness. My breasts swung free and still leaked steadily onto his chest as he pulled me close for one brief kiss.

“Tomorrow we add the machine,” he whispered against my lips. “Your production is only going to increase. These udders are going to earn every drop I take from them.”

I stood there on shaky legs feeling his cum leak out of me and my breasts already starting to refill with pressure. The weight felt even heavier than when I arrived. I knew the routine had only just begun and I could not wait to come back tomorrow.

I was learning exactly how much I could give.

Chapter 3

The following morning my breasts had swollen so massively that I could no longer see my own feet. Each one was larger than my head and hung heavily past my waist even when I stood perfectly still. The skin was stretched drum tight and glistened with a constant sheen of milk that seeped from every pore. My nipples had grown thick and rubbery and pointed straight down like two fat teats ready to be drained.

My husband helped me into the passenger seat again. The drive to the clinic was pure torture. Every small movement sent fresh sprays of milk shooting against the dashboard and soaking the seat beneath me. By the time we arrived the entire front of my shirt was plastered to my chest like a second skin.

The doctor opened the door before we even knocked. His eyes widened with raw hunger when he saw how much bigger I had grown overnight.

“Jesus Sophie,” he breathed. “Your udders are becoming exactly what I designed them to be. Come inside. Today you meet the machine.”

He led us into the main treatment room where a brand new industrial milking station now dominated the center of the space. It was a heavy steel frame with a wide padded chair that tilted backward and forced the sitter’s legs wide apart. Two thick clear hoses ran from a powerful chrome pump unit to a pair of oversized transparent suction cups lined with soft silicone. A large collection tank already waited on the floor beside it.

The doctor stripped my soaked shirt off and helped me lower myself onto the chair. The padded seat cradled my ass perfectly while the backrest tilted me at a sharp angle so my enormous breasts thrust straight up and outward. He locked my ankles into the stirrups that spread my thighs obscenely wide. My dripping pussy was completely exposed and on full display. My husband took his chair in the corner and stared without blinking.

The doctor adjusted the machine with practiced hands. “This pump is set to the maximum setting Sophie. It will empty you faster and harder than my mouth ever could. You will ride me the entire time.”

He freed his thick cock and sat down on the low stool directly beneath me. His shaft stood straight up like a pole. He gripped my wide hips and guided me down until every inch of him sank into my soaked pussy in one smooth motion. The stretch made me cry out. Once I was fully seated on his cock he reached up and pressed the first suction cup over my right nipple. The machine roared to life instantly.

The pull was savage. My entire breast was yanked deep into the cup and milk exploded through the clear hose in a thick white torrent. The second cup latched onto my left nipple and the flow doubled. Milk rocketed down both hoses and hammered into the collection tank with loud rhythmic splashes. The suction was so powerful my udders visibly pulsed and shrank with every cycle.

“Ride me,” the doctor growled up at me.

I began to move. Every upward lift of my hips dragged my walls along his cock while the machine sucked even harder. Every downward slam drove him balls deep and made my breasts bounce violently inside the cups. Milk sprayed in continuous heavy jets inside the transparent tubes. The sight of my own milk racing away from my body while his cock stretched me open made me lose control.

He handed me one of the spare clear tubes that branched off the main line. The end was still warm and dripping.

“Open your mouth Sophie. Taste what your udders are giving me.”

I wrapped my lips around the tube and sucked. Thick sweet milk flooded straight onto my tongue. I swallowed greedily while the machine kept draining me and his cock kept fucking me. The taste of my own hyper lactation mixed with the filthy wet sounds of my pussy sliding up and down his shaft sent me spiraling. I came hard the first time with the tube still in my mouth. Milk shot out of the hoses even faster and I drank more of myself while my walls milked his cock.

The doctor groaned and thrust up harder. “That’s it. Drink every drop while I fill this greedy little womb.”

He came deep inside me on my second orgasm. Thick ropes of cum pumped straight against my cervix while the machine continued its merciless suction. He never let me stop riding. The collection tank filled rapidly and overflowed into a second container. Still the pump roared on.

I lost count of how many times I came. Each orgasm made the milk flow thicker and sweeter. The doctor fed me the tube again and again between his own climaxes until my belly felt warm and full of my own milk and his cum. By the time the machine finally clicked off my breasts hung softer and emptier than they had been in days yet they still looked enormous.

The doctor stood up slowly. Cum and milk ran down my thighs in rivers. He kissed me once deep and possessive then stepped back to admire his work.

“Tomorrow we add the ovulation shot,” he said quietly. “Your body is ready to carry my child now Sophie. These udders are going to keep growing while your belly swells with me.”

I sat there panting and leaking and already aching for whatever came next. I had just discovered how much more I had.

Chapter 4

The next morning my breasts had ballooned even larger overnight. They hung past my knees now and swayed so heavily that I had to lean backward just to keep my balance. The skin was shiny and hot and every vein stood out like thick ropes under the surface. Milk no longer leaked. It pulsed out in steady warm waves that ran down my legs and left shiny trails all the way to my ankles.

My husband helped me into the car once more. The short drive felt endless because every pothole sent fresh gushes of milk spraying against the windshield. When we reached the clinic the doctor was already holding a small syringe in his gloved hand.

“Perfect timing Sophie,” he said as he took my arm and led me inside. “Your udders have grown exactly as planned. Today I give you the ovulation injection. In less than an hour your womb will be at its most fertile and I will breed you until it takes.”

He brought us into the exam room where the steel table waited with its stirrups already raised high. He stripped my clothes off and helped me lie back. My massive breasts spilled over my sides and rested against my upper arms like two living weights. He took soft medical ropes and carefully looped them around both globes pulling them upward until they sat high on my collarbone. Then he knotted the ropes together so my nipples touched in the center right above my face.

“Feet in the stirrups,” he ordered calmly.

I lifted my legs and he locked my ankles into place spreading me wide open. My soaked pussy glistened and my clit throbbed visibly. My husband sat in the corner chair his eyes fixed on the scene. The doctor cleaned a spot on my lower belly and slid the needle in deep. The liquid burned for only a second then a hot wave of need flooded straight to my core.

“Feel that?” he asked while he watched my face. “Your body is releasing eggs right now. You are ready for me.”

He stepped between my raised legs and pressed my bound breasts even tighter together until both thick nipples lined up perfectly. He opened his mouth and took them both at once. The suction was stronger than anything I had felt before. Milk exploded from both nipples straight down his throat in twin powerful streams. He groaned loudly around them and the vibration made my clit jump.

At the same time he lined up his thick cock and drove straight into my dripping entrance. The angle from the stirrups let him sink all the way to my cervix in one thrust. He held the mating press position with my knees pinned to my shoulders and fucked me in short brutal strokes that slammed against my womb. Milk kept pouring into his mouth while he bred me and the wet sounds of swallowing mixed with the slap of his balls against my ass.

I came within the first minute. My walls clamped down hard and fresh milk jetted faster into his throat. He never broke suction. He drank through my orgasm and kept pounding deeper. The ovulation heat made every stroke feel like fire and pleasure at once. My husband breathed heavier in the corner but stayed exactly where he was.

The doctor switched to slower grinding circles while still latched on both nipples. “This is how I put my baby in you Sophie,” he said around my flesh. “Every drop of milk you make will feed our child while I keep filling this womb.”

He came hard the first time. Thick heavy spurts flooded directly against my cervix and I felt my body pull them deeper. He stayed locked inside me and kept sucking until my breasts felt slightly softer. Then he started thrusting again without ever pulling out. A second load followed and then a third. Each time he drank more milk and each time my orgasms grew stronger. By the fourth creampie my belly felt warm and full and my mind floated in pure bliss.

When he finally released my nipples his lips were coated in white and his eyes burned with satisfaction. He stayed buried inside me while he gently untied the ropes letting my breasts settle back into their natural heavy hang.

“Tomorrow you move in permanently,” he told me quietly. “Your husband can visit to watch but you will sleep here every night with my cock inside you and my mouth on these growing udders.”

I lay there leaking his cum in slow rivers while my breasts already began to refill with pressure. The ovulation shot had done its job. I could feel it. I was no longer just producing. I was being bred.

Chapter 5

The following morning my breasts had expanded so far that walking had become almost impossible. They swung down to my shins now and each step made them slap heavily against my calves sending fresh waves of milk cascading down my legs. My nipples had thickened into wide rubbery spouts that dripped nonstop. The pressure inside them felt constant and urgent like two overfilled balloons ready to burst at any second.

My husband helped me out of the car at the clinic but the doctor met us at the door with a serious expression.

“Today everything changes Sophie,” he said as he took my arm and led me inside. “I have dismissed every other patient. The clinic is closed to the world. You live here now permanently with me. Your husband may visit to watch whenever he wishes but you sleep in my bed every night from this moment on.”

He guided me straight to the private suite at the back of the building. The room had been transformed. A king size bed dominated the center with no sheets or blankets just a single fitted waterproof mattress cover that already glistened from previous leaks. Medical hooks lined the walls and a small rolling table held fresh towels and lubricant. My husband took a seat in the new observation chair placed beside the bed.

The doctor peeled away what remained of my clothes and laid me on my back in the center of the mattress. My enormous udders spread out to either side of me resting on the bed like two living pillows. He climbed between my spread thighs and pushed my knees up toward my shoulders exposing my dripping pussy completely.

“No machine today,” he whispered as he lowered his face. “I want to drink from you while I taste this fertile cunt.”

His mouth sealed over my swollen clit and his tongue began slow deliberate circles. The sensation hit me instantly. I moaned loudly and my hips bucked up against his face. At the same moment he reached up with both hands and squeezed my breasts in firm rhythmic pulses. Milk erupted from my nipples in powerful twin fountains that sprayed straight upward and rained back down across my belly and his shoulders. The warm liquid soaked everything and the sound of it splattering filled the room.

He never stopped licking. His tongue drove deeper inside me lapping at my juices while his fingers kept milking my udders in perfect time. Every time I neared the edge he sucked my clit harder and the milk sprays grew stronger. I came violently the first time and my pussy gushed against his tongue while my breasts hosed fresh milk all over us both. He drank everything that reached his mouth then dove back in for more.

My husband watched from his chair breathing fast but silent. The doctor ignored him completely. He ate me like a starving man alternating between long flat licks and focused suction on my clit until I lost count of my orgasms. Each climax made my tits squirt harder and the mattress grew slick beneath me. Only after my sixth orgasm did he finally rise up his face shiny with my pussy juice and my milk.

He slid his thick cock inside me in one smooth motion and fucked me slowly while still holding my breasts. “This is your new life Sophie,” he said between thrusts. “I will wake you at two in the morning to drink and breed you again at six. You belong to me completely now.”

When he finally filled me with another heavy load he pulled out gently and rolled me onto my side. He curled behind me and took my right nipple into his mouth. Instead of sucking hard he simply held it between his lips like a pacifier letting the milk trickle slowly down his throat while he drifted toward sleep. His cock stayed half hard and nestled against my ass.

I closed my eyes feeling his warm breath on my breast and his cum leaking slowly from my pussy. The weight of my udders pressed against the mattress and the constant gentle flow into his mouth felt soothing and right. My husband sat quietly in the corner for a while longer then let himself out.

For the first time I truly understood. I had my own barn now and I would never leave it.

Chapter 6

The next morning my breasts had grown even heavier and longer. They now brushed the floor when I stood and forced me to walk with my back arched sharply just to keep them from dragging. The skin felt tighter than ever and my nipples had widened into thick fleshy spouts that released milk in slow constant drips no matter how hard I tried to stop them.

The doctor woke me at dawn by rolling me onto my stomach on the waterproof bed. He kissed the back of my neck and whispered that today the clinic would show its new purpose. He helped me to my feet and led me into the large front room that had once been the main waiting area. Overnight it had been completely changed. A wide padded platform now sat in the center under bright lights. One entire wall was covered by a floor to ceiling one way mirror.

“Three new candidates arrived last night Sophie,” he said while he positioned me on all fours on the platform. “They are behind the glass right now. They signed up for the program but they have never seen what a fully owned milk cow looks like. Today they watch you.”

He pressed a button on the wall and soft lights came on behind the mirror revealing three young women all eighteen or older standing naked and pressed close to the glass. Their eyes were wide and their thighs already glistened with fresh wetness. They stared at my massive hanging udders and could not look away.

My husband had arrived early and took his usual seat off to the side. The doctor ignored him and focused only on me. He knelt behind my raised ass and slid his thick cock into my dripping pussy in one smooth push. At the same time he reached underneath me and gripped both breasts firmly lifting them just enough to aim my nipples straight at the mirror.

“Watch them watch you Sophie,” he ordered as he began to thrust slow and deep. “See how desperate they are to become what you are.”

Milk poured from my nipples in thick steady streams that ran down the glass in wide white rivers. The three girls behind the mirror pressed their hands against the pane and stared with open mouths as the doctor fucked me harder. Their own breasts leaked small drops in sympathy and their fingers drifted between their legs without permission.

“None of them will ever taste you,” he growled while he drove into me. “Only I drink this milk. Only I breed this womb.”

I could not stop moaning. Each powerful stroke made my udders swing and spray more milk across the mirror until the girls were coated in faint white streaks on their side of the glass. The doctor reached forward and turned my head so I had to look directly at them while he pounded me. One girl dropped to her knees and pressed her open mouth against the pane trying to catch the falling milk that would never reach her.

I came hard around his cock and fresh milk hosed out in forceful jets that splattered the mirror completely. The doctor groaned and flooded my pussy with a thick load while still holding my breasts aimed at the watching girls. He stayed inside me and kept thrusting through two more creampies until my belly felt swollen with his seed and the mirror looked like a dripping white wall.

When he finally pulled out he stood up and wiped his cock on my ass cheek.

“Tomorrow they will watch again,” he told me softly. “And the day after that. Until every new candidate understands exactly who owns the perfect milk cow.”

I stayed on my hands and knees panting and leaking while the three girls behind the glass touched themselves frantically. Their eyes never left my swollen body. I had become the main attraction and I loved every second of it.

Chapter 7

The next morning my breasts had swollen beyond anything I thought possible. They rested on the floor beside the bed when I woke and each one felt hotter and tighter than the day before. My nipples throbbed with a deep aching soreness that made every tiny shift send sharp sparks through my chest. Milk flowed in thick nonstop rivers now pooling around my body and soaking the mattress cover completely.

The doctor woke beside me and smiled at the sight.

“Your production finally broke the limit Sophie,” he said as he helped me stand. “Over three gallons since midnight. The collection tanks could not hold it all so I saved it for something better. Come with me.”

He led me into the private bathroom where the large porcelain tub waited. It was already half filled with warm white milk straight from my own body. The surface rippled and steamed gently filling the room with the sweet heavy scent of my lactation. He stripped us both and helped me step into the tub. The thick liquid rose around my calves then my thighs as I lowered myself until I floated in my own milk. My enormous udders bobbed on the surface like two massive white islands leaking steadily into the bath.

My husband stood in the doorway watching silently. The doctor climbed in after me and pulled me onto his lap facing him. The milk sloshed around us as his thick cock found my entrance beneath the surface and slid all the way inside in one smooth motion.

“Feel that?” he whispered against my sore nipple. “You are bathing in what your body makes for me alone.”

He began to thrust slow and deep under the warm milk. Every stroke made the liquid surge and splash over my breasts. He leaned forward and drank straight from the surface lapping large mouthfuls while still buried inside me. The milk mixed with the slight salt of his sweat on his tongue and he swallowed greedily never breaking rhythm.

My sore nipples made everything more intense. Each time the milk washed over them the ache flared into sharp pleasure and fresh jets sprayed out beneath the surface creating bubbles that rose around his cock. I came the first time just from the combination of his thrusts and the warm bath surrounding us. My walls squeezed him tight and more milk poured from my tits turning the bath even thicker.

The doctor kept drinking from the surface between kisses on my neck. “This is your new daily ritual Sophie,” he said while he fucked me harder. “Every drop you overflow will fill this tub and I will swim in it while I breed you.”

He came deep inside me the first time and held me close as his load mixed with the milk around us. Then he started again without pulling out. The second orgasm hit me when he sucked one sore nipple above the surface while still thrusting below. Milk sprayed directly into his mouth and the ache in my breasts told me something new was happening. My body was changing again.

By the time he filled me a third time the tub had risen higher and my belly felt strangely tender and full. He finally lifted me out and wrapped me in a soft towel while milk still dripped from every inch of us.

“Tomorrow we confirm what I already know,” he told me quietly. “Your womb has taken my child. These sore nipples are only the beginning.”

I stood there dripping and trembling feeling the first real flutter of pregnancy deep inside. I was no longer just leaking. I was carrying.

Chapter 8

The following morning my breasts had reached their absolute limit. They sprawled across the bed on either side of me like two enormous living sacks and each one weighed more than my entire torso had before the program began. The skin burned with constant tightness and my nipples felt raw and hypersensitive from the endless flow. Milk poured out in thick heavy ropes that pooled around my body and dripped off the edges of the mattress in steady streams.

The doctor woke me gently and helped me sit up on the edge of the bed. He held a small white stick in his hand and smiled with pure ownership in his eyes.

“Time to confirm what we both already feel Sophie,” he said as he handed it to me. “Your womb has taken my child. These udders will feed our baby while they keep growing for me.”

I stared at the two bright pink lines and a deep wave of satisfaction washed through me. My husband stood quietly in the doorway having arrived early to watch the final morning. The doctor led me into the main treatment room one last time where a brand new custom harness waited on the table. It was made of soft black leather with wide locking straps and metal rings that would hold my breasts in place permanently. Two small gentle pumps dangled from the shoulder straps ready to keep my nipples exposed and draining at all times.

He fitted the harness around my shoulders and waist with slow deliberate movements. The wide straps lifted my massive udders and locked them forward so they jutted out obscenely. My nipples stayed completely exposed through the open rings and the pumps clicked on at their lowest setting creating a soft rhythmic tug that kept the milk flowing without overwhelming me.

“On the breeding bench,” he ordered quietly.

I knelt on the padded bench with my ass raised high and my harnessed breasts hanging through the front cutout. The gentle pumps hummed steadily and milk dripped into the trough below in perfect time with my heartbeat. My husband took his seat in the corner for the final time. The doctor stepped behind me and slid his thick cock into my soaked pussy in one deep possessive thrust.

“This is the last time I claim you as my patient Sophie,” he said while he began slow powerful strokes. “From today you are simply my milk cow. My breeding sow. Mine forever.”

He reached around and cupped my harnessed breasts feeling the pumps work while he fucked me. Each thrust made the leather creak and sent fresh milk spraying into the trough. The gentle suction on my nipples combined with his cock stretching me open pushed me over the edge quickly. I came hard around him and the pumps pulled even more milk from my sore tips.

The doctor never sped up. He kept the same deliberate rhythm designed to seal the pregnancy deep inside me. “Feel every drop Sophie. This load will lock my child in your belly while these udders keep producing for the rest of your life.”

He came with a low groan flooding my womb with thick heavy spurts. He stayed buried inside me and kept thrusting through two more creampies never letting his cock leave my body. Each time he filled me the pumps kept working and the trough beneath my breasts grew fuller. My husband watched silently as the final load dripped down my thighs.

When the doctor finally pulled out he adjusted the harness one last time and kissed the back of my neck.

“Your husband can visit to watch whenever he wants but he will only clean up my cum from now on,” he whispered. “These udders these pumps and this womb belong only to me.”

I stayed on the bench panting and leaking feeling the new life already growing inside me and the constant gentle pull of the pumps on my nipples. The weight of the harness felt perfect. The endless flow felt perfect. The money the debts and the old life outside these walls no longer existed.

I was exactly where I belonged. Permanently. Completely. Happily ruined.

The End of Book 2

THE DOCTOR’S OWNED MILK COW

HUCOW FARM - BOOK 3
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I woke up slowly in the middle of the doctor’s big bed. My body already felt so different from the day before. The gentle round curve of my pregnant belly pressed against the waterproof sheet while my enormous udders rested heavily on top of it like two warm full sacks. They had grown noticeably bigger during the night. Each one pulled at my shoulders and made every breath feel deeper. The skin stretched drum tight and shiny. Thick blue veins stood out clearly under the surface. My nipples had grown even darker and thicker. They leaked slow steady trails of warm milk that ran down the curves of my breasts and soaked the bed underneath me.

The doctor lay beside me with one arm wrapped possessively around my belly. His palm rested right where our baby was growing. He woke when I shifted and his eyes opened with that intense hungry look I had come to crave. He smiled as he studied the changes in my body.

“Good morning Sophie,” he said softly. “Your udders look even fuller today. The pregnancy is already making them produce so much more for me.”

He sat up and reached for the small syringe waiting on the nightstand. “This is the first pregnancy support injection,” he told me while he wiped a spot on my hip with alcohol. “It will help your body handle everything that is coming. Your milk supply is going to increase even more now.”

I nodded quietly and stayed still as he slid the needle in. The liquid spread through me like warm fire. Within minutes my breasts felt tighter and heavier. The pressure built quickly. Milk began flowing faster from my nipples. The slow trails turned into steady streams that dripped onto the mattress.

The doctor watched with clear satisfaction. He put the syringe away and helped me sit up against the pillows. My udders settled heavily on the top of my rounded belly. They ached with fullness in the most delicious way.

He moved between my spread thighs and lowered his mouth to my right nipple. The first deep pull sent a sharp wave of pleasure straight to my core. Thick milk rushed into his mouth in strong pulses. He groaned with satisfaction and drank in long steady swallows while his free hand stroked my belly gently. His cock pressed hot and hard against my inner thigh.

I moaned softly and ran my fingers through his hair. Every strong suck made my pussy grow wetter and ache for him. He switched to my left breast and drank with the same hunger. Milk continued to spray lightly from the nipple he had just released and coated his shoulder. He ignored it completely and kept sucking as if nothing else existed.

My husband sat quietly in the observation chair in the corner. He had arrived early as usual. His eyes stayed locked on us but he remained completely silent. The doctor never looked at him once. His attention stayed entirely on my leaking udders and the way my body opened for him.

He lifted his head for a moment and met my eyes. “I need to be inside you right now Sophie,” he whispered. “I need to feel how wet and ready your body still is for me.”

He turned me gently onto my side and lifted my top leg over his hip so I stayed wide open for him. His thick cock pushed into my soaked entrance in one long smooth stroke. The stretch felt perfect. He wrapped one arm around my pregnant belly and kept the other around my chest so he could hold my breast to his mouth while he began to thrust.

He moved with slow powerful strokes that pushed him deep inside me. Each thrust made my milk flow faster into his mouth. The wet sounds of him drinking and the steady slap of his body against mine filled the quiet room. I felt the baby shift inside me and then a strong kick pressed right against the doctor’s hand on my belly.

“Oh god,” I gasped. “The baby just kicked hard while you are inside me.”

The doctor groaned around my nipple and drove deeper. He kept his hand on my belly feeling every movement while he continued to drink and fuck me at the same time. The feeling of his mouth his cock and the baby kicking pushed me over the edge fast.

I came hard around him. My walls squeezed tight and fresh milk jetted into his mouth in heavy waves. He swallowed every drop and kept thrusting until his own orgasm hit. Thick hot pulses filled me deep as he held me close and continued nursing slowly from my breast.

We stayed joined like that for a long while. He refused to pull out. He simply kept sucking gently while his cock remained buried inside me. Milk still leaked steadily from my other nipple and ran down my side. The doctor finally lifted his head and kissed the side of my neck softly.

“This is only the beginning of our day Sophie,” he murmured against my skin. “Your body belongs to me completely now. These udders this belly and this womb are mine to enjoy every single hour.”

I lay there catching my breath with his cum still inside me the baby still moving and my breasts still leaking. A deep calm settled over me. The life I had before this place felt farther away than ever. I was exactly where I belonged.

The doctor eased out of me carefully and helped me sit up. Milk and cum dripped down my thighs onto the bed. He glanced at my husband in the corner for the first time.

“You can clean her later,” he said calmly. “Right now I want her milk fresh for the next session.”

I smiled and rested my head against the doctor’s chest. My heavy udders pressed between us and continued to leak warm streams across his skin. The day had only just started and I already knew it would be filled with more of this constant pleasure.

I was his owned milk cow now. Completely. Permanently. And I had never been happier.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2

[image: ]


The next morning I woke up feeling the changes even more clearly. My belly had started to round out in a gentle noticeable curve that pressed against the sheet when I lay on my back. It was still small but it was definitely there and it made the pregnancy feel real in a whole new way. My udders had responded to the pregnancy support injection with a fresh powerful surge. They felt heavier and fuller than they had the day before. The constant pressure inside them was stronger and the leaking had turned into slow thick rivers that ran down my skin the moment I moved even slightly.

The doctor was already awake beside me. He ran his hand slowly over the gentle curve of my belly and then cupped one of my massive breasts. His fingers sank into the soft heavy flesh and milk immediately spilled over his palm in warm streams.

“Your body is adjusting beautifully Sophie,” he said with clear pride in his voice. “Your belly is beginning to show and your udders are producing even more milk to support our child. I have something special prepared for you today.”

He helped me out of bed and led me to the large mirror in the corner of the room. I stood there completely naked and stared at my reflection. The sight of my swollen pregnant belly combined with my enormous leaking udders made my breath catch. The doctor stood behind me and wrapped his arms around my body. He lifted my breasts gently and let them rest on top of my belly.

“I have designed a new harness just for this stage,” he explained. “It will support your growing belly and keep your udders lifted and accessible at all times. Come with me.”

He guided me into the main treatment room where a new custom harness hung from a sturdy frame. The leather was soft and padded with wide straps for my shoulders and waist plus a special curved panel that would cradle my belly. Two large open rings waited for my breasts so they would hang forward and stay completely exposed. The doctor helped me step into it and buckled every strap with careful precise movements. When he finished the harness lifted my udders slightly while still letting them swing heavily with every breath. My nipples pointed straight down and already dripped steadily onto the floor.

“How does it feel?” he asked while he adjusted the final buckle.

“It feels perfect,” I whispered. “Supportive but still so full and exposed.”

The doctor smiled and pressed a button on the wall. The lights behind the large one-way mirror brightened. Six new candidates stood there watching us. They were all young women around my age dressed in simple gowns. Their eyes widened when they saw my transformed body and the way milk already dripped from my nipples in thick steady streams.

“These women are considering the program,” he told me as he positioned me in the center of the room. “Today they get to see exactly what a truly owned milk cow looks like once she is carrying my child.”

He guided me to a wide padded platform and had me kneel on all fours. The harness kept my belly supported while my heavy udders hung down through the open rings. Milk dripped steadily from my nipples and formed small puddles on the platform below. My husband sat silently in his usual chair off to the side watching everything.

The doctor moved behind me and ran his hands over my harnessed udders. He squeezed them firmly and milk sprayed out in long arcs that splattered against the mirror. The candidates pressed closer to the glass their faces flushed with shock and fascination.

“Look at them Sophie,” he said as he freed his thick cock. “They are seeing what their future could be.”

He rubbed the head of his cock along my soaked slit and pushed inside me in one long deep stroke. The new angle with the harness and my growing belly made him feel even bigger. He groaned with satisfaction and began to thrust slowly at first letting my udders swing heavily with every movement. Milk sprayed rhythmically from my nipples and coated the mirror in white streaks.

He reached underneath me and took both breasts in his hands. He squeezed in time with his thrusts forcing thick jets of milk to hose out onto the glass. The candidates watched with open mouths as the streams ran down the pane in heavy rivers.

“Your milk production is already breaking records,” he growled while he fucked me harder. “I can feel how much more you are making for me now that you are carrying my child.”

I moaned loudly and pushed back against him. The combination of his deep strokes and the constant pressure on my udders sent waves of pleasure through my entire body. He kept one hand on my belly feeling the gentle curve while the other continued to milk me. Milk poured out nonstop and the puddles beneath me grew larger.

The doctor changed his rhythm and started long powerful thrusts that made my whole body rock forward. My udders swung like heavy pendulums and milk flew everywhere. Some of it even reached the candidates on the other side of the glass. One girl pressed her hands against the pane trying to catch the falling drops.

He leaned forward and spoke against my ear. “They are learning what true ownership looks like Sophie. None of them will ever forget the sight of you like this.”

I came hard around his cock my walls squeezing him tight. Fresh milk exploded from my nipples in powerful sprays that covered the lower half of the mirror. The doctor groaned and flooded me with thick hot pulses of cum while he kept squeezing my breasts to drain even more milk.

He didn’t stop after the first round. He stayed buried inside me and continued to thrust slowly while he milked me with both hands. The session stretched on for what felt like hours. He brought me to orgasm again and again each time making my milk flow heavier and thicker. By the time he finally pulled out the collection basin under the platform was overflowing and the mirror looked like it had been painted white.

The doctor helped me stand on shaky legs and turned me to face the mirror. My belly looked slightly more rounded after the long session and my udders felt even fuller despite how much I had just produced.

“Look at the numbers on the monitor,” he said proudly. “You’ve produced over four gallons today Sophie. That is a new record even for you.”

I stared at the screen in a daze of pleasure and pride. The candidates behind the glass were still watching every move I made. Some of them touched themselves openly now clearly affected by what they had seen.

The doctor kissed the back of my neck and whispered. “This is only the start of your day as my owned milk cow. We’ve many more hours ahead of us.”

I leaned back against him feeling completely used and completely satisfied. My pregnant belly and my massive leaking udders were on full display for everyone to see. I had never felt more owned or more alive.

The day was still young and I already knew I would spend every minute of it exactly like this.
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The weeks passed in a steady rhythm of pleasure and growth. My belly had rounded out noticeably now and sat firm and full in front of me. It was no longer just a gentle curve. It had become a clear pregnant swell that changed the way I moved and the way my body felt every single day. My udders had grown even heavier in response. They were so massive now that when I stood they rested directly on top of my pregnant belly like two warm heavy weights. The constant fullness made my back ache in the sweetest way and my nipples stayed thick and dark leaking slow rivers of milk that ran down the curve of my stomach and dripped onto the floor.

One night I woke in the darkness to the feeling of the doctor’s mouth already on my right nipple. The room was quiet except for the wet sounds of him drinking. He had started these midnight sessions a few days earlier and they had quickly become part of our routine. He would wake me gently in the middle of the night when my udders felt fullest and drink from me for long slow minutes before he took me again.

“You were leaking so much I couldn’t wait until morning,” he murmured against my wet skin. “Your milk tastes even sweeter when you are this full Sophie.”

I moaned softly and arched my back pushing more of my breast into his mouth. He sucked harder and swallowed in deep greedy pulls. Milk flowed steadily down his throat while his free hand stroked the round swell of my belly. I felt the baby move inside me a strong kick that pressed right against his palm. The doctor smiled around my nipple and kept drinking.

“That is our child saying hello,” he said quietly. “He is growing strong because of everything you are giving him.”

He rolled me onto my side and lifted my top leg over his hip. His thick cock slid into my soaked pussy in one smooth deep push. The new position let my heavy udders rest fully on my belly while he began to thrust. He kept his mouth locked on my nipple the entire time sucking and drinking in perfect rhythm with every stroke. Milk sprayed lightly from my other breast and soaked the sheets beneath us.

My husband had been given stricter instructions lately. He no longer just watched from the corner. After every session he was required to clean every drop of the doctor’s cum that leaked from me and every puddle of milk that had spilled onto the bed or floor. Tonight he sat silently in his chair waiting for his turn to serve. He never complained. He simply followed the rules the doctor had set.

The doctor fucked me with slow powerful strokes that made my belly and udders rock gently. Each thrust pushed him deep and each pull of his lips on my nipple sent fresh waves of milk into his mouth. I felt another strong kick from the baby and gasped at how intense the sensation was while the doctor was buried inside me.

“The baby is moving so much tonight,” I whispered breathlessly. “He can feel you inside me.”

The doctor groaned with satisfaction and thrust harder. “Good. He needs to know who owns this body now. Who keeps these udders full and this womb satisfied.”

I came hard around his cock my walls squeezing him tight while fresh milk jetted into his mouth. He drank every drop and kept sucking until my breast felt lighter. Only then did he let his own orgasm hit. Thick hot pulses filled me deep as he held me close and continued to nurse slowly from my other nipple. He stayed buried inside me for a long time afterward refusing to pull out until the last tremor of pleasure had faded.

When he finally eased away he kissed my forehead gently and looked toward my husband.

“You know what to do,” he said calmly. “Clean her thoroughly tonight. Use your hands and your tongue if you’ve to but remember you are never allowed to taste her milk. That belongs only to me.”

My husband nodded silently and moved forward to begin his task. He wiped the cum that leaked from me and mopped up the puddles of milk on the sheets and floor. I lay there watching him work while the doctor held me against his chest. The baby kicked again softer this time and I smiled feeling a deep wave of contentment wash over me.

These midnight sessions had become my favorite part of the day. The doctor would wake me two or three times every night now always hungry for my milk and my body. My husband’s role had grown stricter with each passing week but none of it bothered me anymore. I had stopped thinking about the outside world completely. My entire life existed inside these walls with the doctor and the child growing inside me.

The doctor pulled me closer and took my left nipple back into his mouth for one last slow drink before we both drifted back to sleep. Milk flowed gently across his tongue as his breathing slowed. I closed my eyes feeling the weight of my udders on my belly the warmth of his body against mine and the steady movements of our baby.

I was exactly where I belonged. Owned. Cherished. And completely addicted to every single moment of it.
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The doctor woke me early the next morning with his hand resting on my rounded belly. My udders felt impossibly full again after the midnight sessions. They rested heavily on top of my pregnant stomach and leaked in thick steady streams that had already soaked the sheets beneath us. He kissed my shoulder and helped me sit up.

“Today is going to be different Sophie,” he said quietly. “Two experienced observers are coming into the room with us. They will watch everything up close. I want them to see exactly how a fully owned pregnant milk cow is used.”

I felt a fresh wave of heat rush through me at his words. The idea of being watched so openly while I was this heavy and full made my pussy throb. The doctor helped me stand and guided me to the main treatment room. My harness was already waiting on the padded platform. He buckled me into it carefully lifting my massive udders through the open rings so they hung forward and swung with every movement. My belly pressed firmly against the curved support panel making the whole setup feel secure yet completely exposed.

Two women entered the room a few minutes later. They were both in their late twenties and dressed in crisp white lab coats. Their eyes widened the moment they saw me. One had dark hair pulled back tightly while the other had short blonde curls. They carried small notepads and stood a few feet away from the platform without saying a word.

“These are Doctor Elena and Doctor Mara,” the doctor explained as he positioned me on all fours in the center of the platform. “They have seen many women go through the program but they have never witnessed a cow at your stage of pregnancy. Today they observe everything.”

I stayed on my hands and knees with my heavy udders hanging low and my pregnant belly supported by the harness. Milk already dripped from my thick nipples and formed small puddles on the platform. My husband sat silently in his chair against the wall watching the scene unfold.

The doctor moved behind me and ran his hands over my harnessed udders. He squeezed them firmly making milk spray out in long arcs that splattered across the floor. The two observers stepped closer their eyes locked on the heavy streams.

“Her production has increased dramatically since conception,” the doctor told them while he continued to milk me with both hands. “Watch how much she gives when she is properly stimulated.”

He freed his thick cock and rubbed the head along my soaked slit. I was already dripping with need. He pushed inside me in one long deep stroke filling me completely. The new observers leaned in to watch closely as he began to thrust. Each powerful movement made my udders swing heavily and sent fresh jets of milk shooting onto the floor.

Doctor Elena spoke first her voice calm and professional. “The lactation response is remarkable. The volume increases with every thrust.”

Doctor Mara nodded and scribbled something on her notepad. “And the pregnancy appears to heighten her sensitivity as well.”

The doctor fucked me harder now his hips slapping against my ass. He reached underneath me and took one of my swinging breasts in his hand. He squeezed in time with his strokes forcing thick white streams to hose out of my nipple. Milk splattered loudly on the platform and ran in rivers toward the edge.

He suddenly stopped and pulled out of me. I whimpered at the sudden emptiness but he only smiled.

“Bring the bowl,” he ordered.

My husband quickly placed a wide shallow bowl on the floor directly beneath my breasts. The doctor took both of my udders in his hands and aimed my nipples downward. He squeezed hard and milk poured out in heavy continuous streams filling the bowl rapidly. The two observers watched in silence as the bowl filled with my warm fresh milk.

When it was nearly full the doctor lifted my head gently by the chin.

“Drink Sophie,” he said softly. “Show them how completely you belong to me.”

I lowered my mouth to the bowl and began to lap at my own milk. The taste was sweet and warm and familiar. I drank deeply while the doctor positioned himself behind me again. He slid his cock back inside me in one smooth thrust and resumed fucking me with long powerful strokes. I kept drinking from the bowl my tongue lapping at the milk while he drove into me again and again.

The observers moved even closer now standing right beside the platform.

“Her willingness to consume her own milk while being bred is extraordinary,” Doctor Elena noted.

The doctor groaned with satisfaction and thrust harder. Milk sloshed in the bowl as my body rocked forward with every stroke. I drank more and more of it until the bowl was almost empty. The combination of his deep cock and the taste of my own milk pushed me over the edge. I came hard around him moaning into the bowl while fresh milk continued to spray from my nipples.

The doctor didn’t slow down. He kept fucking me through my orgasm and then reached down to refill the bowl with more milk from my udders. He made me drink again while he continued to use me. My lactation had become overwhelming. Milk ran down my arms and dripped from my chin as I lapped at the bowl. The platform beneath me was completely soaked and small rivers of milk flowed toward the observers’ feet.

He finally flooded me with a thick load of cum groaning loudly as he held my hips tight. Even after he finished he stayed buried inside me and kept milking my breasts with both hands forcing more milk into the bowl. I drank every drop he gave me while the two doctors watched in fascinated silence.

When the session finally ended the doctor helped me sit back on my heels. My pregnant belly felt heavier my udders felt slightly softer but still enormous and my thighs were slick with his cum and my own milk. The observers stepped back and reviewed their notes.

“This level of ownership and production is exactly what we hoped to see,” Doctor Mara said quietly.

The doctor kissed the top of my head and wiped a drop of milk from my chin.

“You performed perfectly Sophie,” he whispered. “These women will never forget what a truly owned milk cow looks like.”

I leaned against him feeling completely spent and completely satisfied. My body was drenched in milk and cum and my husband had already begun cleaning the floor around us. The two observers left the room but their words stayed with me.

I had been put on display and used in the most intimate way possible and I had loved every single second of it.

The doctor held me close and stroked my belly gently. “We still have the rest of the day ahead of us,” he murmured. “And I am nowhere near finished with you yet.”

I closed my eyes and smiled feeling the baby kick softly inside me. I was his owned milk cow. And I had never felt more alive.
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The days had blurred together into a constant haze of fullness and pleasure. My pregnancy had advanced deep into the later stages now and every movement felt like a challenge. My belly had grown so large and round that it dominated my body completely. It sat heavy and low making it almost impossible to sit up on my own or walk more than a few steps without feeling exhausted. My udders had become even more enormous in response. They rested directly on top of my swollen belly like two massive warm pillows that shifted with every breath I took. The skin stretched tight and shiny across them. Thick veins pulsed visibly beneath the surface and my nipples stayed permanently thick and dark leaking slow heavy streams of milk that ran down the curve of my stomach and soaked everything beneath me.

I spent most of my time in the doctor’s big bed now. He had decided weeks ago that I should stay there except for the short times he took me to the treatment room. The waterproof sheets were changed several times a day but they were always damp with my milk by the time the next change came around.

The doctor woke beside me that morning and immediately reached for the soft measuring tape he kept on the nightstand. He had started this daily ritual a few weeks earlier and he never missed a single measurement.

“Let me check how much you’ve grown since yesterday,” he said softly as he sat up.

He wrapped the tape around the fullest part of my belly first and read the number out loud. Then he moved to my udders. He lifted each one carefully and measured their circumference while they rested on my belly. Milk spilled freely over his hands as he worked. He wrote every number down in a small notebook and then picked up his camera.

“Smile for me Sophie,” he murmured while he took several photos from different angles. “These records are for my private collection. I want to remember exactly how perfect you look while you are carrying my child.”

I lay there on my back with my arms at my sides letting him document every inch of my transformed body. The flashes from the camera made my skin glow and the constant leaking from my nipples created shiny trails that ran down my sides. The doctor set the camera aside and climbed carefully between my spread thighs.

“Your body is incredible,” he told me as he lowered his mouth to my right nipple. “The pregnancy has made your udders so sensitive. I want to see how much pleasure I can give you today using only these.”

He sealed his lips around my nipple and sucked with long deep pulls. The sensation hit me instantly. Thick milk flooded his mouth while sharp waves of pleasure shot straight to my core. I gasped and arched my back as much as my heavy belly would allow. He kept sucking steadily switching between both breasts and using his hands to squeeze the heavy flesh in rhythm with his mouth. Milk sprayed lightly from the nipple he was not sucking and coated his chest and shoulders.

I had never felt anything like this before. The stimulation on my nipples alone was enough to push me toward the edge. My pussy clenched and grew wetter with every strong pull of his lips. No cock inside me yet and I was already trembling.

The doctor noticed and smiled against my wet skin.

“You are going to come just from my mouth today Sophie,” he said between swallows. “I want to watch you fall apart from your udders alone.”

He sucked harder and squeezed both breasts firmly at the same time. Milk jetted into his mouth and ran down his chin. The pressure and pleasure built higher and higher until I couldn’t hold back any longer. I came hard with a loud moan my walls pulsing around nothing while fresh milk exploded from both nipples in heavy sprays. The doctor drank greedily through my orgasm never letting go of my breasts.

He didn’t stop. He kept sucking and squeezing until another orgasm crashed over me only minutes later. This one was even stronger. My entire body shook and milk hosed out in powerful streams that soaked the bed and his upper body. He groaned with satisfaction and swallowed every drop he could catch.

My husband sat quietly in his chair watching the entire scene. His eyes never left us as the doctor continued to work my sensitive udders with his mouth and hands. I came a third time just from the constant stimulation my voice hoarse from moaning and my belly tight with the effort.

Only then did the doctor finally lift his head. His lips and chin glistened with my milk. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and looked down at me with pure possession in his eyes.

“You are so responsive now Sophie,” he said softly. “Your body knows exactly who it belongs to. These orgasms from your nipples alone prove how completely you’ve surrendered.”

He moved up the bed and kissed me deeply letting me taste my own milk on his tongue. Then he positioned himself carefully between my legs and slid his thick cock into my soaked pussy in one slow deep push. The stretch felt perfect with my pregnant belly between us. He fucked me with long steady strokes while he kept one hand on my breast gently squeezing more milk out in time with his movements.

I came again around his cock my walls milking him tightly while he drank from my other nipple. The doctor groaned and flooded me with thick hot pulses of cum holding me close as he finished. He stayed buried inside me afterward refusing to pull out right away.

He finally eased away and helped me roll onto my side so my belly and udders could rest comfortably. Milk and cum leaked slowly from me onto the sheets but I didn’t care. The doctor looked at my husband and gave a small nod.

“You can clean her now,” he said calmly. “Make sure you get every drop from the bed and the floor. Her milk is still off limits to you.”

My husband moved forward without a word and began his task with a cloth and his hands. I lay there watching him while the doctor held me against his chest stroking my belly and my heavy udders.

“Rest now Sophie,” the doctor whispered against my hair. “We will do this again after lunch. Your body needs constant attention in this stage and I am going to give it to you every single hour.”

I closed my eyes feeling the baby move inside me and the warm weight of my udders pressing against the doctor. Movement had become difficult but I didn’t mind at all. Being kept in this bed and used so completely felt right. I was his owned milk cow in every possible way and I had never felt more peaceful or more satisfied.

The doctor kissed my forehead and I drifted back into a light sleep knowing the next session would come soon and that every day from now on would be exactly like this.
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The final weeks of my pregnancy had turned my body into something almost unrecognizable. My belly was huge and heavy now sitting low and round so that I could barely see my own feet when I stood. Every step felt like a slow waddle and even the shortest walk left me breathless. My udders had grown to match the size of my belly. They rested heavily on top of it like two massive overfilled sacks that shifted and swayed with every movement I made. The skin stretched drum tight and shiny. Thick blue veins stood out clearly and my nipples had become permanently thick and rubbery leaking nonstop in heavy slow rivers that soaked my thighs and the floor wherever I went.

The doctor had kept me in bed most of the time but today he wanted me on full display. He woke me gently with a soft kiss on my forehead and helped me sit up against the pillows.

“Today is your final public viewing Sophie,” he said as he reached for the small syringe on the nightstand. “I have one last hormone shot prepared for you. This one will ensure your milk never dries up even after the baby is born. Your udders will keep producing for the rest of your life.”

I nodded and watched as he cleaned a spot on my hip. The needle slid in smoothly and the liquid spread through me like warm honey. Within minutes I felt the familiar pressure building deep inside my breasts. The leaking increased almost immediately. Thick streams of milk ran down my belly and pooled on the sheets between my thighs.

The doctor smiled with satisfaction and helped me stand. He buckled me into my pregnant cow harness making sure the wide straps supported my heavy belly while my enormous udders hung forward through the open rings. Milk dripped steadily from my nipples and created shiny trails down my skin.

He led me slowly into the main treatment room where the large one way mirror took up the entire wall. When he pressed the button the lights behind the glass came on revealing more than a dozen candidates standing there. Young women of all different looks pressed close to the pane their eyes wide with shock and fascination as they took in the sight of my massively pregnant and leaking body.

“These women have been waiting to see you Sophie,” the doctor told me as he positioned me on the wide padded platform. “They need to understand exactly what it means to become a fully owned milk cow.”

He helped me kneel on all fours with my pregnant belly supported by the harness and my udders hanging low and heavy. Milk poured from my nipples in thick continuous streams forming large puddles on the platform. My husband sat silently in his chair against the wall watching everything with quiet eyes.

The doctor moved behind me and ran his hands over my swollen belly first. He stroked it gently then moved to my udders. He squeezed both of them firmly at the same time making powerful jets of milk spray out and splatter loudly against the mirror. The candidates gasped and pressed their hands against the glass as white rivers ran down the pane in heavy sheets.

“Look at how much she produces,” the doctor announced loudly enough for them to hear through the speakers. “This is what happens when a woman fully surrenders to the program. Her body exists only to make milk and carry my children.”

He freed his thick cock and rubbed it along my soaked slit. I was dripping with need despite how heavy and full I felt. He pushed inside me in one long deep stroke filling me completely. The stretch felt even more intense with my pregnant belly between us. He began to thrust slowly at first letting my udders swing heavily with every movement. Milk sprayed out in rhythmic arcs that coated the mirror and the floor.

He reached underneath me and took both of my breasts in his strong hands. He milked me in time with his thrusts forcing thick white jets to hose out of my nipples and splash everywhere. The candidates watched in stunned silence some of them touching themselves openly now as they stared at my leaking body.

The doctor fucked me harder his hips slapping against my ass while he kept squeezing my udders. Milk flew in every direction soaking the platform and running in rivers toward the mirror. I moaned loudly and pushed back against him as much as my heavy belly would allow. The feeling of being so full and so exposed while all those women watched me sent waves of pleasure through my entire body.

One of the candidates pressed her forehead against the glass and whispered something I couldn’t hear. The doctor noticed and smiled.

“They are learning Sophie,” he growled as he drove into me deeper. “They are seeing what true ownership looks like. Your udders your belly your milk all of it belongs to me and I will never let any of it go to waste.”

I came hard around his cock my walls squeezing him tight while fresh milk exploded from my nipples in powerful sprays. The doctor groaned with satisfaction and kept milking me through my orgasm forcing even more milk to hose out onto the mirror. He didn’t stop. He stayed buried inside me and continued to thrust while he drained my udders with both hands.

The session stretched on for what felt like hours. He brought me to orgasm again and again each time making my milk flow heavier and thicker. The collection basins under the platform overflowed completely and milk ran across the floor in wide white rivers. The candidates behind the glass were completely mesmerized. Some of them had their hands between their legs moving frantically as they watched me being used so completely.

The doctor finally flooded me with a thick load of cum holding my hips tight as he pumped deep inside me. Even after he finished he stayed buried inside my pussy and kept milking my breasts with slow firm squeezes. Milk continued to pour out in steady streams while he spoke to the observers.

“This is your future if you choose to join the program,” he told them. “Complete surrender. Constant production. Total ownership.”

He helped me roll onto my side so my pregnant belly could rest comfortably. Milk and cum leaked slowly from me onto the platform but I felt only deep satisfaction. The doctor kissed my forehead and stroked my heavy udders gently while the candidates continued to stare.

The doctor looked at my husband and gave a single nod.

“Clean the entire room,” he said calmly. “Every drop of milk and every drop of cum. Sophie needs to rest now before the next session.”

I lay there catching my breath with the baby moving inside me and my udders still leaking steadily. The doctor held me close and whispered against my ear.

“You were perfect today Sophie. Every woman behind that glass will dream about becoming exactly what you are. My owned milk cow. Forever.”

I smiled softly and closed my eyes feeling completely used completely full and completely at peace. The large group of candidates slowly left the room but their shocked faces stayed burned into my memory. I had been put on display in the most extreme way possible and I had loved every single second of it.

The doctor kissed my belly gently and I drifted into a light satisfied sleep knowing that the rest of the day would bring even more of this endless pleasure. My body belonged to him completely and I had never been happier.
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The first contraction hit me just after midnight. It started as a deep tightening low in my belly and quickly grew into a strong wave of pressure that made me gasp and grip the sheets. My udders felt even heavier than usual resting on top of my massive pregnant belly and leaking in thick steady rivers that soaked the waterproof mattress beneath me. I had been feeling small twinges all evening but this one was different. This one felt real.

The doctor woke instantly beside me. He sat up and placed both hands on my belly feeling the contraction roll through me.

“It’s starting Sophie,” he said calmly but with clear excitement in his voice. “Our child is ready to come. Stay right here. I am going to take care of you through every moment of this.”

He helped me sit up against a pile of pillows so my back was supported and my heavy udders rested comfortably on my belly. Then he lowered his mouth to my right nipple and began to suck with long deep pulls. Thick warm milk flooded straight into his mouth as the next contraction built. The strong suction eased the sharp edge of the pain almost immediately. I moaned softly and threaded my fingers through his hair holding him close while he drank.

Every time a contraction tightened around my belly the doctor sucked harder. He switched between both breasts never letting either nipple go for long. Milk poured down his throat in heavy pulses and ran from the corners of his mouth when the flow became too much. He swallowed greedily and kept drinking as if my milk was the only thing keeping me calm.

“You are doing so well,” he murmured against my wet skin between swallows. “Your milk is flowing even stronger now. It’s helping you and our baby at the same time.”

The contractions grew closer together and more intense. I breathed through them while the doctor stayed latched on my breast the entire time. His free hand rubbed slow circles over my tight belly feeling every tightening. My husband sat silently in the corner chair watching everything. He had been told to stay out of the way unless the doctor needed him for cleanup later.

Hours passed in a steady rhythm of pain and relief. The doctor never left my side. He drank from me constantly switching breasts whenever one felt slightly softer. Milk soaked the bed around us and ran down his chest but he didn’t care. He kept sucking and swallowing helping me through every contraction with his mouth.

The pressure finally became overwhelming. I felt the unmistakable urge to push and told the doctor in a breathless voice. He helped me move into a half sitting position with my back against the pillows and my legs spread wide. He stayed right between my thighs never taking his mouth off my left nipple.

“Push when you feel it Sophie,” he said around my breast. “I am right here. I am not going anywhere.”

I pushed with the next contraction. The doctor sucked harder drinking deeply as the pain peaked. Milk jetted into his mouth in powerful streams. He swallowed fast and kept his mouth locked on me while I worked to bring our child into the world. My husband remained completely still in his chair his eyes fixed on us.

The labor stretched on for what felt like forever. Every contraction brought stronger pain but the doctor’s constant nursing turned it into something almost bearable. He drank from me without pause his throat working visibly as he swallowed gulp after gulp of my milk. The more I pushed the more milk flowed. It ran down his chin and coated his chest in shiny white rivers.

Finally I felt the baby crowning. The doctor lifted his head just long enough to speak.

“You are almost there Sophie,” he said softly. “One more big push. I have you.”

He latched back onto my right nipple and sucked with everything he had. The strong pull gave me the last burst of strength I needed. I pushed hard and felt our child slide out into the doctor’s waiting hands. The baby cried immediately a strong healthy sound that filled the room.

The moment the baby was born my milk let down in a massive uncontrollable surge. Both of my udders released at once. Thick powerful jets of milk sprayed straight upward and rained down across my chest my belly and the doctor’s face and shoulders. The flow was heavier than anything I had ever felt before. Milk hosed out in continuous heavy streams soaking the bed the pillows and both of us completely.

The doctor laughed with pure joy and quickly latched onto my left nipple again drinking the new flood as fast as he could. He held our newborn son against my side so the baby could rest on my arm while he continued to nurse from me. Milk still sprayed from my right breast in powerful arcs coating the doctor’s hair and running down his back.

“Look at you Sophie,” he said between swallows his voice thick with emotion and milk. “Your body knows exactly what to do. These udders are going to feed our child and me for the rest of our lives.”

I lay there panting and trembling with happy tears in my eyes. The baby nuzzled against me searching for a nipple while the doctor kept drinking from the other one. Milk continued to pour out of me in heavy waves. The doctor finally lifted his head long enough to guide the baby to my right breast. Our son latched on immediately and began to nurse with strong hungry pulls.

The doctor moved to my left breast and drank the rest of the massive let down while the baby fed on the other side. He swallowed deeply and groaned with satisfaction as the warm milk filled him.

My husband stood up quietly and began cleaning the soaked bed and floor without being told. He wiped away the rivers of milk and cum that had spilled during labor but he stayed completely silent.

The doctor looked up at me with pure possession and love in his eyes.

“You did it Sophie,” he whispered. “You gave me a son and your udders are producing more milk than ever. This is your life now. Permanently. Completely. You are my owned milk cow and the mother of my children.”

I smiled weakly and rested my head back against the pillows. Milk still flowed freely from both breasts one feeding our baby and the other feeding the doctor. The massive let down showed no signs of slowing down. My body had changed forever and I felt nothing but deep perfect peace.

The doctor kept drinking from me while our son nursed contentedly. I closed my eyes and let the warm waves of milk and exhaustion wash over me. I was exactly where I belonged. Owned. Filled. And finally a mother to the doctor’s child.

This was only the beginning of our new forever.
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Six weeks had passed since the birth of our son. My body had healed completely yet the changes the doctor had made were now permanent. My udders were even larger than they had been during the final weeks of pregnancy. They hung heavy and full reaching almost to my waist when I stood. The skin stayed stretched tight and shiny with thick blue veins pulsing visibly beneath the surface. My nipples remained thick and dark always ready and leaking slow heavy streams of milk that ran down my belly and thighs no matter what I did.

The doctor had kept me in bed for most of those six weeks letting my body recover while he took care of everything. He measured me every single morning and recorded the numbers in his private notebook. My milk supply had never slowed down. It flowed endlessly now filling me with constant pressure that only his mouth or the pumps could relieve.

This morning he woke me with a gentle kiss on my forehead and helped me sit up against the pillows. Our son slept peacefully in the small bassinet beside the bed. The doctor looked at me with that deep possessive hunger I had grown to love so much.

“Today is the day Sophie,” he said softly. “Six weeks are complete. Your body is fully healed and ready for me again. I am going to breed you for our next child.”

He helped me stand and led me to the center of the room where my favorite harness waited. He buckled me into it carefully lifting my massive udders through the open rings so they hung forward and swung heavily with every breath. The leather straps supported me perfectly while leaving everything exposed exactly the way he liked.

He guided me onto the wide padded platform and had me kneel on all fours. My heavy udders rested on the soft surface below me and milk already dripped steadily from my thick nipples forming small puddles. The doctor moved behind me and ran his hands over my hips and the curve of my ass.

“You are mine forever now Sophie,” he said as he freed his thick cock. “No more program. No more trial. You are my owned milk cow for the rest of your life.”

He pushed into me slowly letting me feel every inch as he filled me completely. The stretch felt perfect after the long weeks of waiting. He began to thrust with long deep strokes while he reached underneath me and took both of my udders in his strong hands. He squeezed them firmly milking me in time with every thrust. Thick white streams of milk hosed out of my nipples and splashed loudly onto the platform.

I moaned loudly and pushed back against him. The feeling of his cock stretching me open while he drained my udders sent waves of pleasure through my entire body. Milk poured out nonstop soaking the platform and running in rivers toward the edges.

The doctor groaned with satisfaction and fucked me harder. “These udders belong to me. This womb belongs to me. You will carry every child I give you and you will feed them all with this endless milk.”

I came hard around his cock my walls squeezing him tight while fresh milk exploded from my nipples in powerful sprays. The doctor kept milking me through my orgasm forcing even more milk to hose out onto the floor. He didn’t stop. He stayed buried deep inside me and continued to thrust while he drained my udders completely.

When he finally flooded me with his cum he held my hips tight and pumped every drop deep into my womb. He stayed inside me afterward refusing to pull out as he kissed the back of my neck.

“This is your life now Sophie,” he whispered against my skin. “You will wake up every morning in my bed. You will nurse our children and you will nurse me. Your udders will never be empty. Your womb will never be empty. You are my owned milk cow permanently.”

I smiled and pressed back against him feeling completely full and completely satisfied. The doctor finally eased out of me and helped me lie on my side so my udders and belly could rest comfortably. Milk and cum leaked slowly from me onto the platform but I felt only deep peace.

Our son began to stir in the bassinet. The doctor lifted him gently and brought him to me. I guided him to my right nipple and he latched on immediately drinking with strong hungry pulls. The doctor moved to my left breast and sealed his mouth around my nipple. He drank deeply while our son nursed on the other side. Milk flowed freely into both of them filling them at the same time.

This had become our new morning routine. I nursed the baby and the doctor at once every single day. The feeling of both of them feeding from me at the same time made me feel more owned and more complete than I had ever thought possible.

My husband arrived later that afternoon for what would be his final visit. He stood quietly in the corner while the doctor and I lay together on the bed. Our son slept between us after his feeding and the doctor still had one of my nipples in his mouth drinking slowly.

The doctor finally lifted his head and looked at my husband.

“Your role here is finished,” he said calmly. “Sophie no longer needs you to watch or clean. She belongs to me completely now. You may leave and never return.”

My husband nodded once without speaking. He looked at me for a long moment then turned and walked out of the room for the last time. I felt nothing but relief as the door closed behind him. The last tie to my old life had finally been cut.

The doctor pulled me closer and took my other nipple back into his mouth. He drank slowly and gently while his hand rested on my belly.

“You are exactly where you belong Sophie,” he murmured against my wet skin. “My owned milk cow. The mother of my children. Mine forever.”

I closed my eyes and smiled feeling the warm flow of milk leaving my udders and the deep peace that had settled into every part of me. My body produced endlessly for him. My womb waited to carry his next child. My life outside these walls no longer existed.

I was his completely. Permanently. Happily. And I had never been more satisfied in my entire life.

The Doctor’s Owned Milk Cow had found her forever home.

The End
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