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Hucow for the Doctor



Brianna’s eyes blinked open as the early morning sunshine filtering through the curtains brought her out of a fitful slumber. She immediately wished it hadn’t when she felt the aching thump of a hangover. The dryness of her lips felt icky and the sensation was made all the worse by her tongue sticking to the roof of her mouth. It made her look at the bedside table, but she couldn’t muster the strength to reach for the bottle of water standing on it.

“Oh god,” she let out in a hoarse rasp that just made her all the more conscious of how terrible she felt. “What did you do?”

The light hurt her eyes, so she squeezed them tightly shut and draped an arm over her face as she forced the back of her head down into the pillows. It made the pounding throb in her brain worse as she wracked her mind for memories of the night before. She recalled agreeing to go for a drink after work. One glass of wine turned to more though, and there was no doubt she’d drank too much. Way too much.

More bits and pieces of the night flashed through her head as she lay thinking. They weren’t events she really wanted to remember though. An image of her twerking on a table made her cringe, and she let out a groan.

“You idiot,” she berated herself.

At least there was the consolation that it was her day off of work. Getting up to go into the office would have made things a hundred times worse. She had no plans to get up at all until the dull pressure in her head abated. That idea changed when she rolled over. The sudden sensation of an ache in her chest felt unnatural and she turned onto her back again.

A frown creased her brow when she got her hands under the covers to cup her breasts. They felt incredibly sensitive, but it was more than that which alarmed her. She forgot all about the symptoms of the hangover when she sat up to make the covers fall down. Dark, wet stains on the front of her white nightgown ignited panic and she was suddenly in a rush to get out of bed. Hurrying into to the bathroom, she looked at herself in the mirror over the sink and her uneasiness increased. 

“What the fuck,” she muttered as she grabbed at the material to drag it up her body.

She was naked below, and her eyes opened wide as she stared at her breasts. Dark veins seemed to pop on her pale skin and it was impossible to miss that she was at least a couple of cup sizes larger than she had been the day before. There was no doubt why that was, but she couldn’t get her head around it.

“No, no, no,” she cried as she cupped her breasts again.

The touch felt sore, and the panic increased when she saw the droplets of white bead on her nipples then slide off to roll across her skin.

“This is not happening,” she groaned, but her eyes weren’t deceiving her.

Each gentle squeeze brought out more milk. It sparked memories of the stories she’d been told about changes in breast size and sensitivity when her older sister had a child. That was during pregnancy though. The sudden thought that she’d let herself get knocked up flitted through her head before she shrugged it off as ridiculous. That couldn’t be possible and she ran her hands down over her toned, flat belly in an attempt to convince herself.

“You’re not pregnant, idiot,” she yelled at her reflection.

However, what she saw in the mirror was identical to what her sister had described and it made no sense. She started to hyperventilate as she inspected the prominent veins stretching across her heavier breasts. It was a nightmare that made her close her eyes and she grabbed hold of the sink to keep herself upright as she tried to get her breathing under control.

“Need to do something,” she muttered when she opened her eyes again.

Hurrying back to the bedroom, she got her phone from the bedside table then sat down. Quickly scrolling through the address book, she found the number for the medical center and looked at the clock. It was just after nine in the morning, so she made the call.

“Good morning, Trust Health Clinic,” a professional voice greeted her when the connection was made. “How can I help?”

“Hi, it’s Brianna Hamilton. I, uh..., would it be possible to arrange for a home visit this morning, please.”

“You can’t make it in to the clinic?”

Brianna hesitated as she looked down at the growing wet stains on the front of her nightgown and the moment of indecision passed quickly. She wasn’t about to leave her apartment. For one, her bras wouldn’t fit and the idea of milk leaking through her clothes was mortifying.

“No, sorry,” she said grimly. “I really need to have a doctor visit.”

“OK, let me check for you,” the receptionist replied. “Dr. Andrew is on call for home visits today and he can be there at ten-thirty.”

“Thanks,” Brianna replied.

“What seems to be the problem?”

“What?” Brianna exclaimed.

“It helps if I can inform the doctor about what he can expect to find when he arrives,” the receptionist explained.

Brianna made a face as her mind ticked over. She suddenly wished she’d taken a moment to think about what she was going to say before making the call, but she’d jumped straight in and now fretted over exactly how to answer. In the end, she couldn’t come out and admit the truth so straight up lied.

“I, uh, tripped when I was out last night. My ankle hurt when it happened, but it was worse when I got up this morning. It’s becoming painful to walk.”

She felt the relief that her excuse was accepted without further questioning. Confirming the address on record for her was correct brought the conversation to an end and she put her phone down when the call ended. Throwing herself back, she slumped down on the bed and lay staring up at the ceiling.

The relief she’d felt at sorting out the visit faded quickly as she became aware of the soreness in her breasts again. It was the pounding in her skull that eventually made her get up though. Taking off her nightgown, she dumped it in the laundry basket then went back to the bathroom. She grimaced when she looked down to the white trickles running across her bigger breasts, and it made her hurry into the shower.

Switching on the water washed away the milk, but it continued to leak from her nipples. It made her close her eyes and tilt her face up to the water. She opened her mouth for a second to let the dryness be washed away and wished it was that easy to clear the thumping in her head. Some rest and a gallon of coffee might help with that.

She wasn’t sure what would help her breasts get back to normal though. Those weren’t experiencing the symptoms of a hangover and she tried to shrug off a growing fear that something was seriously wrong. It made her look down at them and she shook her head as she cupped her hands around them.

That showed her again how much bigger they were, and she squeezed her fingers into her flesh harder this time. The flush of pleasure that came alive when the dripping of milk turned into a heavier flow shocked her.

“Oh god no,” she cried as she hurriedly pulled her hands away to slap them against the wall. “What the hell is wrong?”

She could only hope the doctor would be able to answer that and tried to put her faith in the idea he would. It didn’t take away the fears, but she tried to calm her mind as she quickly washed then got out of the shower. She dried herself before walking back in her bedroom and sitting down on the side of the bed.

There was an ache to having the towel tied in place around her chest, but she ignored it as she wondered how to dress. There would be no putting on a bra. None she owned would fit, but without one her clothes would quickly become stained with milk. As silly as it sounded in her head to worry about such things, that seemed like a bad way to greet the arrival of the doctor.

When the idea came to her, she got to her feet to walk over to the dressing table. She dropped the towel before quickly taking some cotton pads from a plastic bag. She then got some tape to secure the pads in place over her leaking nipples. It wasn’t great, but at least soaked up the milk.

Moving over to the wardrobe next, she opened it to search for what she wanted and finally found the long scarf. Closing the door, she watched in the mirror as she wrapped the woolen material tightly around her chest to hold her breasts in place. It wasn’t perfect and made the ache worse, but it worked as a makeshift bra and she finished dressing in a t-shirt, panties and sweatpants before going to the kitchen.

She got a pot of coffee brewing before going to the fridge. Opening it up, she brought out a bottle of cold water and guzzled some down as she paced back and forth across the room. Her gaze continually went to the clock on the wall, but the minutes passed far too slowly and she urged them on.

When the coffee was ready, she tried to make herself sit at the kitchen table with a cup, but she was too restless and kept getting up to pace around. She wasn’t sure how many black coffees she’d got through by the time she heard the doorbell, but the pounding in her head wasn’t quite as bad.

Rising to her feet, she checked her t-shirt. There were no signs of any stains on the material yet, so she made her way out of the kitchen. When she reached the front door, she took in a deep breath before opening it. She couldn’t bring herself to look at the doctor and kept her head bowed as she greeted him.

“Hi, Dr. Andrew, come on in.”

She stepped aside to let him enter and he waited as she closed the door.

“This way,” she said when she moved past him.

She led him to the living room and it was only when they were inside the room that he spoke.

“Is your leg feeling better?”

Brianna frowned before remembering the excuse she gave the clinic receptionist. The burst of heat erupted on her face to turn her cheeks vividly red.

“Well, uh, I, uh...,” she stammered and forced herself to go on. “I told a little white lie about that.”

“OK,” Dr. Andrew said and frowned. “You do have a problem that needs medical attention though?”

“Yes,” Brianna confessed. “Well, I think so, but it’s kind of weird and embarrassing.”

She looked up to see the curiosity on his face as he watched her and it made her shuffle her feet nervously.

“You’ll need to tell me more than that,” he said to eventually break the awkward silence.

Brianna moved to an armchair, slumped down on it and put her head in her hands. She eventually looked up at the doctor.

“I’m not pregnant,” she blurted out.

“OK,” he replied.

Brianna heard the confusion in his voice. She rubbed her forehead and decided it would be best to just tell the truth. The whole story of her night out, the drinking and what she’d found when she woke up that morning came tumbling out in a rush. It felt humiliating to make the confession, but there was no way around it. The quiet that ensued when she finished felt excruciating until it was finally broken.

“You really are certain you’re not pregnant?” Dr. Andrew asked.

“I’m not,” Brianna whined and lifted her t-shirt to show her honed, flat belly. “I haven’t even had sex for, well..., not for a while.”

It was another intimate admission that made her blush and she couldn’t bring herself to look at the doctor when he stepped in front of her.

“Then I might know what your problem is,” he said.

That did make Brianna look up.

“Really?” she said. “Is it bad?”

“Yes and no,” he replied. “Bad that it happened, but if it’s what I’m thinking then the consequences are not dire.”

“Huh?” Brianna blurted out.

“Have you ever heard of Lactiserv?”

Brianna simply shook her head to answer.

“It’s a powerful remedy used when mothers are having problems breastfeeding their child,” Dr. Andrew went on. “Works quickly to enhance milk production.”

“Oh,” Brianna let out quietly as it dawned on her where things might be going before Dr. Andrew went on speaking.

“It should be prescribed by a doctor only for mothers, but that doesn’t mean it can’t get into the hands of others. I’ve heard of a number of stories in the last six months or so where it was used nefariously by slipping it in a drink. Could anyone have done that with you last night?”

Brianna grimaced. She’d drank way too much the previous evening and couldn’t even remember half of what happened.

“It’s possible,” she admitted. “But why the hell would anyone do that?”

“Well,” Dr. Andrew said and went on candidly. “Everyone has their fetish. If someone has a thing for lactation and they find out about the drug, well...”

Brianna didn’t need any more to be said to understand, but it still didn’t make sense to her.

“But I came home alone,” she said. “It’s not like I was with anyone who could, well..., you know.”

“It’s just an educated guess,” Dr. Andrew said. “I’ll need to examine you to be sure, so if you could take off your top for me, please.”

Brianna watched as he removed his coat to put it down on the coffee table beside his medical bag. There was no keeping the grimace from her face, but there was little choice other than to do what he’d asked. She was aware of him looming over her as she grabbed her t-shirt to pull it over her head.

“Bras wouldn’t fit,” she muttered as way of explanation for her unusual attire.

Nothing was said in response as she loosened the scarf and began to unwind the woolen material. It felt excruciating to bare herself to his watching eyes, but she finally exposed the cotton pads taped over her nipples.

“OK,” Dr. Andrew said when he dropped to his knees in front of her. “Can you take the pads off too, please.”

Brianna felt the tremble in her fingers as she tried to lift the end of the tape from her naked skin. Her heartbeat really started to race and she could feel the constriction in her throat making her breathing shallower when she finally managed to peel the pads off to completely expose herself.

It only took a second or two before white drops appeared on her nipples. She couldn’t watch and closed her eyes as the doctor reached out to her. Biting her lip when his hands cupped on her breasts stopped a gasp coming out. However, his fingers squeezing brought back the flush of pleasure she’d felt in the shower as a heavier flow spilled from her nipples.

There was no stopping her gasp when she felt a touch brushed across the swollen buds. It made her open her eyes and she was shocked to see Dr. Andrew lick the creamy white from one of his thumbs.

“What do you think?” she blurted out.

“That is milk, so you are definitely lactating,” he replied. “I can only assume you have been targeted with Lactiserv. It’s the most obvious explanation.”

“So, what do I do?” Brianna whined. “Is there a cure?”

“Well, Lactiserv typically acts as a one-and-done remedy,” Dr. Andrew said. “That is, you take it to feed your child and the symptoms wane afterwards.”

“So...,” Brianna let out.

“You need to get the milk out.” Dr. Andrew explained. “That’s the cure.”

“How?” Brianna asked.

“Typically a manual or electric pump would be used for that, but...”

The unfinished comment hung between them as Dr. Andrew reached out again. The squeeze of Brianna’s breasts made milk trickle across her bare skin and he brushed a touch through it before lifting his thumb to his mouth again. She watched wide-eyed as he went after the taste and his next comment shocked her more.

“You could have someone help you get it out.”

Her mind was suddenly in real turmoil as she felt her breasts being squeezed again. The flutter of pleasure sent a shiver down her spine. She’d never even heard of a lactation fetish before, but suddenly found herself in the middle of one, and there was no doubt in her mind what the doctor was offering. Lactation was a kink of his.

“But, but...,” she stammered and felt another shiver of delight when her heavy breasts were squeezed to make a trickle of milk spill from her nipples.

“Not here, though,” Dr. Andrew said and let go to get up from his knees. He then held out a hand. “Easier to cure you in the bathroom. It can get a little messy.”

Brianna’s jaw dropped open as she looked up. She’d called the doctor to her apartment to get help, but hadn’t expected what was suddenly being offered. It was a sordid proposition, but she wanted to get the milk out to rid herself of the dull ache in her heavy breasts.

She tried to convince herself that was the only reason she reached out to take Dr. Andrew’s hand, but knew it wasn’t completely true. It really had been a while since she had sex and she suspected the doctor’s fantasy went further than her milky breasts.

The sordid feeling wouldn’t go away as she let herself be pulled to her feet, but she willingly gave instructions to get them to the bathroom. She turned to face him when the door closed and saw the way his gaze fixed on her naked chest.

“I didn’t know men liked...,” she said and left the comment unfinished when she lifted her hands to cup her breasts.

It was a tease. She knew that and felt the tingle of heat flutter between her thighs. Her breathing quickened when Dr. Andrew leaned forward. A shudder ran through her when he licked at the drop of white hanging from her nipple. It felt wrong to let him take advantage, but it excited her in a way she couldn’t explain.

“Help me,” she said.

“Then get naked in the shower cubicle,” Dr. Andrew said.

Brianna stepped back and watched as he started to rip at his clothes. She was acting so brazenly. It wasn’t like he was a complete stranger, but she was about to get naked with him and that would just be the start. A look down at her leaking breasts made her grab at her sweatpants to shove them down.

That she was becoming aroused at the prospect of an older doctor taking advantage of the situation felt disgraceful, but she couldn’t pretend she wasn’t getting wet. It made her squeeze her legs together when she was standing in her panties. The flutter of arousal made her belly muscles flutter.

Her attention returned to Dr. Andrew loosening his trousers. There was no missing the telltale sign of his excitement already coming to life, and that was all the more obvious when she saw the bulge in his underwear. Her heartbeat pounded in her chest as she turned her back to him and hooked her thumbs under the sides of her panties.

It wasn’t only her breasts aching now. She could feel the pulsing tingle of heat between her thighs as she eased her underwear lower. It made her lean forward and she was sure the doctor’s gaze would be on her rounded bottom as she bared it. That wasn’t what he wanted though. Not at first, anyway, and she turned around when she stepped in the shower.

Her gaze went to the way his semi-erect cock had already started to jut out from his groin, but she looked up to his face when he came right in front of her. It made the breath catch in her throat and a moment of still ended with him ducking down. She got her hands on his head when his lips wrapped around a swollen nipple and it was more than a sense of relief that came alive when he started sucking hard.

The milk being taken from her aching breasts engulfed her in shivers. She was amazed at just how good it felt and pulled harder on Dr. Andrew’s head. He didn’t need any encouragement to guzzle down the milk though. The flow was heavy enough to fill his mouth, so it started spilling from the corners to run down Brianna’s bare skin. She heard his gasp when she dragged his head back.

“This one too,” she urged and pulled him to her other breast.

The feel of his lips latching onto her nipple to start suckling made her knees weaken and she slapped one of her hands against the tiles to steady herself. Her head rocked back to make her neck stretch out tautly, and she did nothing to hold in the groans now. A hand pushed in between her thighs and it was all the confirmation she needed that the doctor wanted more than her tits.

She parted her legs to give him easier access. It showed how much she wanted his touch, but she didn’t care how brazen she was being. Her body was bathed in relief and pleasure as Dr. Andrew kept the milk flowing to take away the ache in her breasts. It made her skin bristle and she could feel the brushing touch on her flushed mound as his fingers opened her up a little.

“Yes,” she groaned as she pulled his head back.

Milk spilled from his mouth as he took in gasping breaths and she watched the way he licked his lips. She squealed and turned her head away from an attempted kiss, but his mouth pressed on the side of her neck to send shivers down her spine. That wasn’t the only pleasure. His fingers pressed against her pussy lips to slip between and she felt them ease inside.

“No, you need to cure me first,” she gasped and shoved him back.

He stumbled against the wall. It made him drop on the plastic stool she kept in the corner of the shower cubicle and it gave her an idea.

“Stay there,” she said and stepped forward.

“Give me the cup,” Dr. Andrew said and pointed to the shelf.

Going along with his request, Brianna grabbed the plastic cup. She wasn’t even sure why she’d brought it into the shower, but she didn’t need to be a genius to work out what it would be used for now.

“A pretty hucow,” Dr. Andrew said when he was handed the cup.

“Say what?” Brianna exclaimed.

“Human cow,” Dr. Andrew explained a little sheepishly. “It’s shortened to hucow and guys have fantasies about milking them.”

“Do they,” Brianna said as she dropped to her knees on the floor. “Do they indeed. Well, you better show me.”

She might not have had sex for a while, but she was no shrinking violet. The things she was learning from the doctor were all new to her, however. In truth, they seemed utterly taboo and she hated that she’d got herself in the situation by drinking too much. However, if Dr. Andrew was right the problem was easily cured and she couldn’t pretend that she hated getting naked with him.

Seeing the way he spread his legs excited her and she took the opportunity to take hold of his erection when she shuffled forward on her knees. The pulsing throb of his arousal was so strong as she squeezed tightly around his engorged shaft.

“You really get it up for this,” she said.

The only response was the cup being placed just below her nipple. The doctor’s free hand cupped her breast to squeeze forcefully, and she was shocked at the shivering bliss of being so crudely milked. It didn’t take long for the cup to fill and she let out a squeal when Dr. Andrew poured it over the tip of his erect manhood.

She didn’t let go though and started stroking her fingers along his milk-soaked erection. He got the cup under the nipple of her other breast to fill it again, and she kept pleasuring him as he poured another creamy load over his hard cock.

“Don’t stop,” she encouraged him.

He was only too happy to oblige and kept filling the cup. It brought more relief to Brianna. She could still feel the heaviness in her breasts, but the dull ache in them was gradually receding.

“Is this better?” she asked when she finally pulled her fingers from around his erection.

The doctor’s curse was loud when she grabbed hold of her breasts to lean in towards him. He pressed himself back against the wall to brace himself. His legs spread wider still, so she could push right in between his thighs and she was all too aware of the tension in his body when she got his throbbing length engulfed in the soft, milky grip of her cleavage.

Squashing her breasts tightly together trapped his erection in place. It also got the milk flowing from her nipples as she started to tit-fuck him. His gasping moans echoed around the tiled shower stall while she eagerly stroked her smooth, slippery skin along his stiff length as more milk spilled from her nipples. He pushed back harder against the wall to make his muscles strain, but it wasn’t only him feeling the pleasure.

Brianna quickened the pace and shuddered when he reached out to get a fingertip wet with milk. She watched as he sucked it into his mouth and could sense his excitement mounting. He kept rubbing his fingers on her breasts to take more of the taste and the dirty moment ended with her holding her big tits steady for him to thrust up into.

It made them bounce and jiggle and she was sure he was going to lose control when the legs of the stool started to rattle under his frantic efforts. However, he eventually flopped down to settle in place. Brianna squashed her breasts tight around the hardness and could feel the fierce throbbing as they stared at each other.

“Still too big,” she said when she backed off and grabbed hold of her breasts to lift them as if she was judging the weight.

Dr. Andrew dragged the stool from under him to sit down on the floor and Brianna got herself in position over him straddling his legs. She saw the look of expectancy on his face and knew what he wanted. Shuffling forward let him bury his face in her cleavage and she rocked her shoulders to make her tits rub against him.

His breath came out heavily when she backed off. The chance to go after something for herself was there and she didn’t hesitate. Moving forward, she reached down to grab hold of his erection. She got in position to guide the tip to her slick mound and groaned when she rubbed it along her flushed pussy lips.

It was Dr. Andrew who groaned when he felt the thickly swollen head of his erection opening up pussy to slip inside. His body tensed as Brianna sat all the way down to take every hard inch. The quiver in her body felt delicious and she started to roll her hips to grind down onto his hard cock.

There was no doubt what he wanted. He grabbed her breasts to squeeze them together and he seemed almost mesmerized as more milk came out to run across his breasts then lower still on her body. The sight excited him, but not as much as the creamy delight of their genitals being soaked while he was deep inside her.

“Fuck,” he groaned as he squeezed harder.

The back of his head cracked against the tiles when he threw it back. Brianna was caught up in his excitement and rolled her hips more aggressively to force herself down onto him. It wasn’t relief she was looking for now. It was pleasure and she got her hands on his shoulders to start riding his cock. The effort left her breathless as she forced herself down again and again, but it wasn’t long before she wanted harder sex.

She raised up to pull herself off Dr. Andrew’s erection and scrambled around to get on her hands and knees. He came after her immediately and she groaned when the hardness of his erection pressed into the crease of her ass. She pushed back to grind against it, and it was no surprise when he reached forward to put the cup on the floor.

Moving position, she let her breasts hang down towards the cup and groaned when strong hands clasped onto them. It felt mortifying to watch the streams of white squirting from her nipples, but she could sense the heady elation of the doctor and let him have what he wanted to get the milk out.

Each time the cup filled, he picked it up to pour it on her lower back, so it spilled down across her ass while he kept his erection pressed against it. The flow finally began to weaken as he kept milking her, and it was a relief to see that.

When the cup was filled again, Dr. Andrew finally moved back. Brianna dropped her head to the floor to free up her hands, so she could get one to her ass. She pulled on a buttock to expose herself and shuddered when the tip of his hard cock found her slick entrance.

He thrust hard to fuck all the way inside then pulled back a little when he tipped the milk on her lower back again. His eyes lit up as he watched the creamy load run down over his shaft as he stroked it into her pussy. When the cup was empty, he reached forward to give it to Brianna.

“One more time,” he begged.

Brianna snatched the cup when it came in front of her. His hands latched onto her hips and she pushed back to thrusts that fucked hard cock into her pussy. Her breathing grew even more ragged as she squeezed to get the milk coming out yet again. The pleasure it brought was still there, but she was glad to see the flow was weakening even more.

“There,” she said when she handed the cup back and pressed her hands on the floor to brace herself.

Dr. Andrew pulled back, so just the head of his erection was inside and wet his shaft with milk. It sent shudders through him as his dirtiest dreams came true with this sexy girl. He sank the fingers of his free hand into her flesh to spread her buttocks and started to slow-stroke his erection into her wet cunt as he let the rest of the milk spill from the cup onto her asshole.

“Fuck,” Brianna hissed through gritted teeth.

She held herself steady as his cock fucked into her and waited to let Dr. Andrew empty the cup. The steady trickle aimed right at her tiny, puckered hole felt so dirty. Rippling spasms made her thigh muscles flutter as she readily let herself be soaked, but as soon as she heard the cup drop on the floor she pushed back hard.

Dr. Andrew’s hands came around her body to grab her breasts. They still felt so sensitive and grasping fingers digging roughly into her flesh brought out her excitement all the more. It was she who started to rock her hips to push back onto the doctor’s erection, but it wasn’t long before he gave in to the lust.

“Harder,” she gasped when he started to thrust.

The grip on her tits tightened to make her shudder as she got what she wanted. Dr. Andrew began to power forward to fuck his milk-soaked erection deep inside her. It slapped their bodies together hard as they gave in completely to passionate emotions.

Brianna still wanted more and pushed her forehead down on the floor, so she could get a hand between her thighs. She forced her fingers into the soft flesh to expose her swollen clitoris and the rubbing touches made a knot slowly clench deep in her belly. Her mouth opened wide as she let out gasping groans.

Dr. Andrew finally let go of her tits to get his hands on the top of her thighs. She winced as his fingers dug in deep to hold on, so he could pull himself forward and he pumped his hips in a relentless onslaught as his fetish came out fully. It took her right to the edge until the tension reached the breaking point.

The last few, slamming thrusts took her all the way and she started to writhe around as the knot in her belly released to shuddering muscle contractions that made her pussy ripple and pulse around the hard cock still ravaging her. Dr. Andrew clenched his buttocks to keep himself under control as he continued to fuck his erection into her milk-soaked pussy, but it was finally too much for him.

His guttural cry came out when the climax was impossible to hold back any longer and he thrust deep inside her pussy. The hot, streaming spurts of cum ripped the strength from him, and he pushed forward hard to keep their bodies locked together as one. Brianna tensed as her excitement came to a high with the doctor filling her pussy with his seed, and she gasped for breath as their excitement peaked. All there was to hear in the aftermath was the sound of their heavy breathing as the heady elation of getting so carried away started to fade.

“Fuck,” Dr. Andrew eventually groaned.

He loosened his grip, but stroked his still-hard erection into her pussy to give them both last flutters of euphoria before he finally backed off. Brianna crawled forward and turned to sit leaning against the wall as she tried to recover some semblance of control.

“Does that feel better?” Dr. Andrew asked.

She saw his gaze on her breasts and looked down. She cupped her fingers around them and felt the relief that they seemed more like normal.

“Well, my bras will fit again,” she said.

“Be careful in the future,” he warned her. “Somebody must have targeted you last night and you don’t want it happening again.”

Brianna nodded, but saw his gaze fix on her breasts again. The thought that popped into her head unnerved her, but she couldn’t pretend it wasn’t there.

“Have you ever prescribed Lactiserv?” she asked.

“No,” he said.

“But you could get your hands on a dose of it, right?”

The smile that spread across his face didn’t surprise her. As a doctor, he probably would be able to obtain Lactiserv and she knew what he was thinking. That didn’t mean she’d go along with the game to let him play out his lactation fetish once more, but she knew the temptation would be there at the back of her mind. It would get him in her shower again, and she knew she wouldn’t have to look too far for some kinky sex in the weeks and months ahead if she really wanted it.

*****************************************
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Ashley and the Dairy Farm (Human Cow Lactation Erotica)

When shy curvy Ashley attracts the attention of handsome Patrick, she thinks she is luckiest girl in the world and vows she will do anything to remain his girlfriend.  When Patrick invites her to his family’s dairy farm, she is shocked to find out that Patrick has fed her a lactating hormone and wants her to act like a dairy cow!  Will she allow herself to be milked by a machine and even strangers in order to keep her boyfriend?

This 5450 word short story contains explicit sexual content including lactation sex, milking, suckling, and a woman being asked to be a human cow!  This story is for adults only.

The Doctor’s Human Cow (Lactation Erotica)

When Melissa goes to a new doctor for her annual examination, she is unaware that he has slipped something into her drink to bring on lactation.  Seeing the changes in her body, she returns to the doctor in a panic.  When the doctor tells her that he will only give her the antidote if she does exactly what he wants, will Melissa agree to be his human cow?

This 4400 word short story contains explicit sexual content including milking, suckling, milky sex, and a woman being made into a doctor’s human cow!  This story is for adults only.

The Doctor’s Milk Maid (Human Cow Erotica)

Young maid Erica works for an older doctor but she can’t seem to meet ends meet.  So when she finds a brochure for a medical study in her employer’s house, she sees a way to make some extra money.  When she finds out she must take a serum that will bring on lactating breasts, she is hesitant but cannot turn down the monetary compensation.  However, when she arrives for her appointment for the study with large milk-filled breasts, she is horrified to find out that the study is actually over and the doctor wants to use her for himself...and for two friends of his!  Will Erica humiliate herself and agree to be a human cow for the men?

This 4900 word short story contains explicit sexual content including milking, suckling, lots of milky sex, and three men making a woman into their personal human cow!  This story is for adults only.

Check out these and other titles by Madison Laine.

Thank you for purchasing this ebook.  If you liked this story, please leave a positive review so I will know my fans want more stories of this type.  Any feedback or comments can be sent to madisonlaineebooks@gmail.com.

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This ebook may not be resold.
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