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CHAPTER 1


"D
oes anyone have questions about the lecture?" my professor says, raking a hand through his hair.


Crossing my legs, I scrunch my eyes shut and pray that no one raises their hand. I need to get out of the packed lecture hall. Now.


When I open my eyes, I blow out a long breath I didn't realize I was holding. Dr. Hager is gesturing for us to leave.


I throw everything into my bag as fast as I can, not caring that my thermos of coffee might spill on my laptop. I have bigger problems: two of them, in fact — my growing breasts.


I never know when my milk is going to come in. Usually, it happens overnight, so it's not hard to hide who I am.


But every once in a while...


My breasts start to swell when I'm in public. And I don't have long at all to go somewhere private, and, ummmm, take care of myself.


Running for the exit, I have tunnel vision. All I can think about is relieving the aching, pounding pressure in my chest.


"Gisele!" Dr. Hager calls out, stopping me in my tracks.


Shit.


Pasting on a smile, I hope my face looks relaxed and calm. In reality, I'm a total mess.


I tuck a strand of my long, blonde hair behind my ear and turn to face my intimidating professor.


"Yes, Dr. Hager?" I ask, trying not to grit my teeth. My professor is always too busy and too in demand to talk to. Most days, there's a crowd of coeds surrounding him.


Normally, him talking to me would be really exciting, but not today. Not when I need to have some privacy.


"I need to go over your essay with you. Let's go to my office," he tells me in his signature gravelly voice.


"I'm sorry, Dr. Hager, but I can't right now," I say, gripping the strap of my bag until my Knuckles turn white.


Dr. Hager looks at me carefully. It's crazy, but for a split-second, I swear he knows what's going on with me.


The idea makes me shiver. I really don't want to get caught.


"Do you have another class?" he asks, giving me a withering stare.


I shake my head.


"Then I don't see why we shouldn't have your essay conference now," he says to me, and I don't have a good answer.


Starting to sputter, I wrack my brain, looking for some kind of excuse. But I come up totally empty.


Dr. Hager is already down the hallway and halfway into his office before I come up with something. But by then, it's too late. My chance to get out of this has passed.


I'm so screwed.


Gesturing to the chair on the other side of the desk, Dr. Hager stares down at my paper, blinking. This would be painful at any time because I did such a bad job with the assignment, but right now, it's excruciating.


All I can think about is the pressure building in my chest. Am I going to leak? Can Dr. Hager see that my breasts are growing?


Once they finish swelling, they'll be three cup sizes bigger than usual — and they're usually a decent size to begin with.


Lucky for me, Dr. Hager stares down at my paper instead of at me. "Let's see," he says, tapping his strong chin.


For a second, I forget myself and my pressing problems. Dr. Hager is so handsome, so commanding that it takes my breath away.


So many of my girlfriends talk about the professor in hushed tones before class. We all whisper and giggle and fantasize about hooking up with him.


And now I'm alone with him for the first time. Like usual, though, Dr. Hager is all business.


He starts to talk about what I got wrong in my paper, and I pretend to pay attention. Normally, I would take notes, but I'm afraid that if I move at all, my milk will start to leak out.


Instead, I sit perfectly still, except for nodding slightly every now and again.


Dr. Hager blows out an annoyed breath, lets my paper flutter down to the desk, and sits back in his chair. Steepling his fingers, he studies me, his penetrating gaze making my heart skip a beat.


"You're not listening at all," he states flatly.


Of course, he's right. I'm just trying to get through this.


Dr. Hager waves me off. "Get out," he says. "Try harder on your next paper."


This is it, my chance to scurry out of his private office and make it somewhere I can milk myself. Something comes over me, though.


I don't move a muscle. "I'm sorry, Dr. Hager," I say in a breathy voice. "I want to pay attention," I tell the handsome professor. "I really do. It's just..." I trail off.


"What?" he snaps. "What excuse do you have?"


But before I can answer him, there's a dripping sound that makes me go rigid. Slowly, I lower my eyes to my tight, white T-shirt.


I don't know why I didn't leave when I could. What was I thinking?


Now there's milk dribbling out of me, making my shirt stick to my body. The steady drip, drip, drip is getting louder, and my eyes go wide.


Staring at the ground, I grit my teeth. It's all happening now: waves of arousal are coursing through me. From experience, I know that my pupils are dilating, and my desire is about to spiral out of control.


"Is everything okay, Gisele?" Dr. Hager asks. "You look flushed."


But then his eyes drop, and his mouth falls open. My professor is watching drops of my milk coat my skirt and bare legs.


He tears his eyes away and gives me a hard look. "I knew it. I knew you had a secret."



CHAPTER 2


I
'm caught, and it's all my fault. It's almost like I wanted the professor to catch me.


Dr. Hager stands up and shuts the door to his office. "Admit what's going on here," he says, licking his lips. "Say it."


"I-I'm..." I stutter. I press my long, manicured nails into my palms.


"Say it," Dr. Hager repeats. "I'm a hucow," I whisper.


Dr. Hager grins at me. "What a rare find," he marvels, "and you've been right under my nose this entire time."


"'m too full of milk," I say to Dr. Hager in a small voice. "I've waited too long to milk myself."


"And?" Dr. Hager prompts, giving me a knowing look.


"And I...need your help," I say, looking down at the swirling pattern of his office carpet.


"I see," Dr. Hager tells me, rubbing his hands together. "I'm going to need some convincing that I'm the one to help," he adds with a glint in his eye.


He leans back in his chair and unzips his pants, and I know what he wants me to do. More than that, though, I want to do it.


Immediately, I get on my knees and crawl over to where my professor is sitting. I pull his cock out while he lounges in his chair, and I can't believe what I'm seeing.


Dr. Hager's cock is so thick it must be bigger than my wrist. I haven't even started yet, but I'm already drooling.


Inhaling deeply, I go wild for the musky smell of him. I can't believe this is happening.


Dr. Hager is going to give me some relief, and I get to hook up with him. The professor puts his big, strong hand on the back of my head and urges me forward.


As I take him into my mouth, he reaches into a desk drawer and pulls out a pair of scissors. He cuts off my wet T-shirt and bra, and my huge, milky tits bounce out.


I shudder with need as he runs his thumbs across my nipples. Swallowing down his massive cock, I try to pretend I don't feel the drops of my milk that splatter all over me.


But as I slurp and suck on Dr. Hager, it becomes impossible to ignore my cream. By now, the carpet under me is soaked, and bobbing back and forth to pleasure Dr. Hager is making more milk come out.


My tits swing wildly, and I can feel Dr. Hager's stare is fixed on them. Every once in a while, he groans and gives one of my bursting, aching breasts a squeeze.


I thought I was worked up before, but now my arousal is almost unbearable. My eyes roll back in my head, and I focus on blowing Dr. Hager.


Once I finish him off, he'll turn his attention to me, I tell myself.


The idea makes me work even harder. I touch my tongue to the raised bundle of nerves on the underside of his cock and then sit back, licking the length of his shaft.


Then I open really wide and deep-throat him. Over and over, I pull back and swallow him down again.


Finally, he grabs the back of my head and holds me in place while I take him deep. He's breathing fast, and I know I've almost gotten him there.


Breathing through my nose, tears sting my eyes. But I don't dare move. It's my job to get him off.


Dr. Hager thrusts into me and then goes rigid. With one last groan, he bucks and then unloads into my open mouth.


I drink down his salty cum while he watches me approvingly.


"You're really good at that," he tells me once he opens his eyes and looks down at me. "What else are you good at?" he asks me, and I giggle, wiping my mouth.


"Will you milk me now?" I ask, unable to hide my desperation.


Dr. Hager's smile turns to a glare. "That was just the beginning of what you'll do if you want to earn your milking," he says, and I gulp.


"I'll do whatever you want me to," I say to Dr. Hager. "But please, please milk me and make me come."


There's a glint in Dr. Hager's eye. He loops an arm around me and pulls me upright.


Then he bends me over his desk, facing the door. "Hold that position exactly," he instructs, and he slips out of the office.


Dr. Hager has positioned me so that my palms are pressed against his oak desk and my short skirt is hiked up around my waist. My full, swinging tits are completely on display, and they move with every ragged breath I take.


I don't dare move a muscle. Not even when Dr. Hager throws the door to his office open.


Gasping, I try to cover myself with my hands, but it's too late. All the other professors with Dr. Hager have already seen me.


He must have gone to every office in the department and rounded up his friends. I don't know any of them, but like Dr. Hager, they're older and distinguished.


"I don't believe it," one of them says, staring at me as I blush. "A real live hucow."


"How did you get her in here?" someone asks Dr. Hager.


"I told her that I'd take care of her," Dr. Hager says in his gravelly voice. "And I intend to give her what she really, really needs."


"What's that?" a professor with bright blue eyes asks.


"A chance to be stretched open by all your cocks," he says matter-of-factly.





CHAPTER 3


M
y eyes go wide as saucers. Dr. Hager is going to pass me around to all of these men? My heart is hammering, and I make a sound like a mewl.


In that moment, I realize just how right Dr. Hager is. I want this so bad that I'm quivering with need.


The men in the room notice too.


Dr. Hager's grin widens as one of the professors crosses the room and steps up behind me. His strong hands tear off what's left of my clothes, and then he grabs my waist.


When he plunges into my tight pussy, my tits swing harder than before. Milk splatters on Dr. Hager's desk, and the men stare at the spectacle.


Having the stranger inside me is like scratching an itch. My cunt grips him tightly, and I arch back to meet his rough thrusts.


Soon, he grabs hold of the back of my neck and moves me forward so that I'm almost bent in half. The rest of the men click their tongues and protest.


"We can't see her milky titties as well as before!" one of them shouts out.


"Oh, sorry," the man inside me says. "I'm almost done," he adds, and his hard thrusts turn jerky. I feel his muscles going tight, and I know he's about to unload all the way inside me.


He hasn't lasted long enough for me to get what I need, even though it's felt amazing.


His warm, wet load erupts, and I stay still and take it, all of it. He gives my ass a quick slap as he tucks himself away, and I stand up straighter to give the rest of the men a good view of my breasts.


One of them rewards me by standing on the other side of the desk and reaching forward to pinch my nipples. I close my eyes, and I feel the dreamy smile on my lips.


The man kneads at my tits, and I start to feel a tingle in my pussy. But as soon as he sees how into it I am, Dr. Hager's cold voice echoes around the room: "No one is allowed to touch her tits," he barks. "She isn't finished pleasing everyone."


I give a strangled cry as the stranger stops. Dr. Hager wants me to work for it, so I will, I decide.


Climbing up onto the desk, I lie on my back and spread my legs. All the men in the room laugh at how brazen I'm being, but I don't care.


I can't be embarrassed about it now. All these men know my secret, and the only way to get what I need is to do what Dr. Hager wants.


One of the men climbs up onto the desk with me and enters me with a single thrust. It isn't long before someone else climbs up and shoves his cock into my mouth.


As they use me and I do my best to please them, no one touches my tits. I need a milking so bad that I can't come around their cocks, even though it feels incredible.


But no matter how close I get, I just can't get there. And the more the men pass me around, the more I crave release.


Dr. Hager knows he's toying with me, and I can tell just how much he's enjoying it.


The professor makes sure that there's always someone in my pussy and mouth. For hours, I'm stretched to the limit, just like Dr. Hager wants me to be.


There are so many sensations in my body that it's overwhelming. But as the afternoon goes on, my primary feeling is frustration.


I always do my best to please, but my own orgasm is so tantalizingly close that I lose focus sometimes. The men correct me by holding me down in place and shouting orders at me.


Finally, the last man leaves me alone with Dr. Hager. The professor inspects my entire body.


"I can tell how much you enjoyed that," he tells me. "And my friends told me how good you feel. It's my turn now," he says, rubbing his hands together.


Dr. Hager puts me on all fours on the floor. He takes his time entering me, and I can feel every inch.


Even though I've been fucked so many times today, I can barely take him because he's so big. I try to relax around him, but it seems like he's never going to be able to fit all the way.


Still, he keeps pressing forward, making my tits bounce and leak. I can't believe how much milk is all over his office.


"Keep taking me," Dr. Hager demands, and I grit my teeth and stare down at the carpet.


Then finally, with a satisfied sigh, Dr. Hager's hips slap against my ass. He's in.


And the feeling of taking a cock so huge is unlike anything I've felt before. Shaking my head from side to side, I let the pleasure of it overwhelm me.


I'm so close.


Dr. Hager knows it, and he touches my full breasts teasingly, running a finger in circles around my nipples.


"Please," I say, choking back tears of frustration.


"Please what?" he says in a low voice.


"Please milk me," I beg.


Dr. Hager snickers and pulls his hand away, and I want to sob. But he's just toying with me again.


He grabs hold of one of my tits and starts to rub and squeeze it the way that I need him to. Steady streams of milk come out of me, and I moan and throw myself back against him, spearing myself on his cock.


My professor grabs me harder, and I cry out, not caring that I'm loud enough for anyone in the building to hear. Faster and faster, I rock back, meeting every forceful thrust he's giving me.


Soon, I start to see stars. Milk is flowing freely from my aching breasts, and it's such a relief. My puffy pussy starts to clamp harder around Dr, Hager, making him grunt and milk me more.


I don't care about how humiliating the whole afternoon has been or that so many men know my dark secret. All I care about is how hard I'm about to come.


My toes curl under me on the carpet that's soaked with my milk. I can barely hold myself upright.


More screams of pleasure escape my lips, and I scrunch my eyes shut as my body goes warm and euphoric.


The waves of pleasure make my pussy spasm wildly around Dr. Hager's huge member. He never slows down, giving it to me hard and steady as I go over the edge.


My orgasm feels like it lasts forever, and my muscles contract and then relax as pure bliss overtakes me. When I'm done, the aftershocks are almost as good, and my pussy pulses and vibrates.


Dr. Hager holds me up as I collapse forward. He keeps rutting me until his cock starts to flare inside me. Then he pulls out and comes all over my lower back and ass.


Without him holding me up, I sink down onto the carpet. Lying there, I look up at him.


He's giving me another seedy grin. "I'm not going to keep your secret," Dr. Hager tells me, stepping over me to take a seat at his desk. "In fact, I Know so many other men who need to know you're a hucow. And if you want help with tomorrow's milking, you're going to need to do this all again."
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