
        
            
                
            
        

    
Dumber Than Hucow

by Jackie Leigh


Copyright 2018 by Night Watch Publishing. All rights reserved.


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


This story contains sexually explicit content and is intended for readers over 18 years of age. By downloading this document you acknowledge that you are over 18 years of age. All fictitious characters who are engaged in sexual acts in this book are likewise over 18 years of age, whether explicitly stated or not.


Chapter 1


"You do understand that this treatment is not without risk?"


It was something I was getting used to hearing. I had heard Dr. Lester say the exact same thing to at least a dozen women. Most of them left after hearing that. A few had not. I was hoping the woman who was sitting in front of him now would not.


"I understand that doctor. That's fine. I'm will to accept the risk, if the results are what you say they are."


The doctor nodded. If he was happy to hear that he didn't show it. I know I had to try hard to hide my excitement.


"That's fine Jennifer, as long as you are fine with the risk" the doctor continued. "If I may ask, why is it you want the treatment so badly?"


It apparently wasn't a question she was entirely comfortable with. I watched her as her body squirmed slightly in her chair. And it was such a lovely body she had too. I couldn't wait to make her squirm a little more.


"Well, I've wanted larger breasts since I was a young girl I suppose. All my girlfriend had large breasts growing up, and I was just never..."


Her voice trailed off. She felt awkward and probably a little embarrassed.


"I guess I was just never satisfied with the way I look. I guess some people would call it vanity, I don't know. But when I saw your advertisement for breast augmentation, and it didn't involve surgery, how could I turn that down?"


She looked at me for confirmation. As the only other female in the room it made sense, so I nodded at her and smiled warmly. I immediately saw her feel at ease.


"That's fine" the doctor said. "As long as you're willing to accept the risk of potential side effects.


"What are the potential side effects?"


She crossed and uncrossed her legs nervously as she asked the question. She had nice long legs, and I could already imagine them accompanied with nice, full breasts,


"Well, the enhancement agent itself is topical, so that needs to be applied to your breasts. I will have the nurse here apply that when we're ready."


There was a brief pause while she looked at me again and smiled sheepishly. She was so young and innocent, I could feel my pussy starting to tingle.


"But in some of our laboratory testing, we noticed a slight change in subject temperament. It was nothing much really, but you should at least be made aware of it."


There was a brief silence. It was brief but if felt like an awkward intermission in the conversation. I knew it felt that way because I was waiting for her to ask more questions about the side effects he had just described in as few details as possible. But she didn't ask. She didn't ask because she wanted bigger tits that badly.


And that suited me just fine...


"That doesn't sound all that bad doctor. I'm ready to start whenever you are." Instant relief, and this time I couldn't help but smile. I didn't hide it, and I watched her as she turned and smiled back at me.


"Excellent. Then go ahead and follow Nurse Natalie and she can get you started."


Chapter 2


"Here you go Jennifer. Go ahead and put this gown on. I just need you to take off your top and your brassiere dear and lie on the table. I'll give you a few minutes."


I gave her the gown without looking at her and turned to leave the room. I knew she was probably still a little uncomfortable, and I had learned to make a quick exit. I wouldn't be far, in fact I would likely just be on the other side of the door. If I listened carefully, I might even hear the sound of her zippers being pulled down.


It was getting easier and easier for me to act casual as I told our new patients what to do. The first couple of times I had been nervous, but I was getting used to it and I was acting much more professional. What hadn't changed, however, was the way that it made me feel. The thought about what I was about to do, and how Jennifer would end up changing, was making my pussy as wet as it had ever been.


"Are you ready?"


It was a rhetorical question. I asked it after giving a light rap on the door with my knuckles but I was already stepping inside. I had given her just under four minutes, and she had done exactly what I asked. When I stepped into the brightly lit room, Jennifer was laying down on the table, her gown neatly tucked around her. I tried to act casual as I stepped past her and stepped to the cabinet by the wall.


"How are you dear, are you comfortable?"


Small talk, pure small talk. I opened the cabinet and took out the jar that contained the doctor's experimental breast cream. The jar itself almost seemed warm in my hands. I knew it wasn't. I Knew it was pure imagination - but I also knew in a few minutes the lotion would be warm as I spread it on Jennifer's young body.


"Yes, I'm fine nurse, thank you."


Her voice was so quiet and sweet. I found it so ironic that such a polite young girl would be so obsessed with increasing the size of her breasts. Even as I considered it, I could feel my own hard nipples poking into the fabric of my bra, and I tried to dismiss it as I twisted off the top of the jar in my hand.


I stepped around and looked at her one last time. Her body was completely covered by the gown, like a present that was still wrapped on Christmas morning. I stepped towards her and felt my heart beating hard within my chest, but I kept my voice steady.


"I'm just going to need to open the gown Jennifer, and then I'll spread the lotion on."


She stayed still as I pulled the gown open, just like I knew she would. She was smart, at least for now, and she trusted the fact that she was in a doctor's office. I gazed at her naked upper body as I pulled the gown apart and marveled at the features she so desperately wanted to change. To her, her breasts weren't right and needed improvement. To me, they almost looked perfect.


They were supple and firm. Not big by any stretch of the imagination, but certainly not small either. I could see the faint traces of tan lines, which hinted at the string bikini she must wear at the beach. This was the body that she wanted to change. I relished the irony as I took a handful of the lotion to her upper chest.


I was positioned behind her head, and I landed above her breasts with the first handful of lotion. I never applied the lotion directly to the breasts. I preferred to take my time, and Jennifer certainly wasn't going to be an exception. I leaned over her with both hands as I started to work the lotion into her skin, and I spoke gently to ease the tension I could feel building between us.


"I know if feels cold Jennifer, but it will warm up, I promise."


She nodded her head and laughed nervously. I was almost certain she had never had another woman's hands on her chest like this. She was trying hard to act natural in an unnatural situation. For my part, I was trying to act professional with a red-hot inferno starting to erupt between my legs. I needed to distract myself. I also needed to ask her some questions.


"So what do you do for a living Jennifer?"


It was the most causal of questions, like I was talking to her at a dinner party. But my hands were full of her perky little tits, running back and forth over them and spreading on the lotion. I felt her breathing getting faster, even as she prepared to answer my question.


"I'm a secretary for a law firm."


"Oh really? That must be interesting."


No, it didn't sound interesting, I was just making conversation. I was trying to take her mind off the fact that I had my hands running all over her chest. I was trying to take her mind off the fact that her nipples were hardening under my touch like stiff little pebbles. And with every stroke, the medicine was leeching directly into her skin.


"No, not really interesting" she replied, trying desperately to sound casual. "It is a real estate law office, so most of my time is spent doing legal research, title examinations, things like that."


Just as I thought, she was no dummy. Although that was likely to change...


She kept talking, and I kept running my hands over her body. I wasn't looking at her tits anymore though. My eyes were locked between her legs, looking at the panties that were still on her slender body. Silk panties, hiding her pussy, although if I looked hard enough, I could still see plenty.


I could see little wisps of her pussy hair, pushing up and around the edges of her little bikini panties. As I continued to rub the lotion over her breasts, I wondered about her pussy. Was it as wet as mine was getting from me touching her tits? Was it itching and begging to be scratched? Even as I thought about it, her body wriggled slightly, and I knew how she must be feeling down below.


"Almost done honey - I just want to make sure I get a good application the first time."


She murmured something in response as I continued raking my fingers over the slick, sensitive flesh of her breasts. I knew the medicine had plenty of time to soak in, but I was not yet willing to give her up. I ran my fingers up and over her nipples, giving each one a gentle little tweak. A soft little noise escaped her lips, almost like a little yelp. It was my cue, I knew I was done with her for now.


As quickly as I had descended on her, I stood up straight and grabbed a tool from the wall. I was back to being a professional, despite the fact I could feel my pussy dripping in my own pants.


"Ok Jennifer, you're all set. Go ahead and get dressed and we'll see you in here again next week."


Chapter 3


I was at the front desk waiting for her. It had been a week, although it felt like two or three. I was waiting in anticipation for Jennifer. I wanted to see how she was doing through the test. Her appointment was for 3:00pm, but she was already ten minutes late.


Not surprising actually - that was how it worked on all of them...


No sooner had the thought crossed my mind, and I saw her coming up the walk. She was looking around absent mindedly, and it took her two minutes before she realized she needed to pull rather than push the big front door.


"Oh my gosh, I'm so sorry I'm late. I just don't know what is with me this week."


I nodded at her to let her Know it was ok, but I wasn't looking her in the face. I was looking at her chest. What had been small breasts just the week before had obviously grown larger. Not tremendously so, but still enough to make a difference. And certainly enough to push against the shirt she was wearing.


"Come on back Jennifer, and let's get you started."


I showed her to the same exam room she had seen the week before and gave her the gown. The girl who had seemed so smart before almost looked like she was getting ready to put it on backwards. I stopped her long enough to show her error, and then gave her the six magic words.


"Strip please — - down to your panties."


She nodded her head and did as she was told, almost tripping as she stripped her pants from her body. For the second time in a week I got to admire her smooth form, but it was her breasts that had the lion's share of my attention. What were once small and perky were starting to blossom into bountiful fullness. I knew the drug was doing its job. I also knew this was just the beginning.


"Ok Jennifer, up on the table."


She didn't even make an effort to close the gown as she climbed up on the table. A moment later she was on her back, prone for me in almost total submission. It was a doctor's office of course, and she trusted me as a professional. And it was almost that blind trust that made my pussy just a little bit wetter.


I tried not to stare as I got myself the lotion, although I was certain she would not have noticed if I had. A second later I had my hands coated with the slick gel, and I parted her open gown as I let my lucky fingers get down to work.


Long, smooth strokes of my fingers again, just teasing the underside of her growing breasts. I wanted to pounce on them. I could see her thick nipples hardening, and I wanted to touch them. But I also knew she would have other symptoms, so that was what I asked her about first.


"Your breasts look like they're coming along nicely Jennifer. Have you noticed any difference?"


Her eyes were glassy. I Knew she was no doubt enjoying the sensation of my fingers on her tits and the lotion on her skin. She was almost too stupid at this point to even hear my question. But I watched her eyes open, and I waited for the answer that I so badly wanted to hear.


"As a matter of fact, yes. Over the last few days I have noticed something. I'm not sure, but I think it could be... milk?"


Of course it was milk my darling...


I could see it. Even before she told me, I could see the glossy substance on the tips of her nipples as I continued to massage her. It was glorious, but I had to do my best to keep my professional voice.


"That's completely normal Jennifer. Your breasts may start to lactate just a little bit. That's an excellent sign actually — it means that the medicine is working."


As I explained it to her I started to get closer and closer to her glorious, milky nubs. I could feel the fullness in her breasts. As I slid my lotion covered hands over her tits I could feel it, and as I got closer to her nipples I could see a milky bead forming. I focused my attention on one of her luscious breasts, and as I zeroed in on it a droplet of milk formed perfectly.


As I massaged closer and drew the milk from her body, she whimpered and her body twitched slightly. If what she was feeling was anything like what I was feeling I Knew she likely had a fire between her legs, and in fact for her I knew it would be far worse. But I didn't let that stop me.


It only made me massage her harder...


"That's it Jennifer. I'll relieve the pressure in your breasts a bit while I work the lotion in. That should make you feel better."


I paused a second before speaking again.


"And it's perfectly nature for this to feel quite good."


I knew it felt good to her because her body was practically squirming off the table. In an effort to distract her I continued speaking, determined to keep her talking while I raked my hands over her gorgeous body.


"Is everything going ok at work Jennifer?"


She needed to stifle what was almost certainly a moan as she cleared her throat to answer me.


"Well, I have been getting so forgetful at work, my boss has gotten quite upset with me."


Long strokes still moving across her breasts, now focusing on her opposite tit. A pinch of my fingers drew another glorious bead of milk from her body before I continued on.


"Oh? You are forgetting things at work?"


I massaged harder, alternating glances between her chest and those panties of hers. I knew they must be soaking right about now.


"Yes. I don't know what's gotten into me, I have forgotten several things this week. My boss even brought me in front of the other partners to reprimand me."


I knew what the problem was. Of course I knew. The drug certainly wasn't making her any smarter. It was causing changes in her physical appearance, which for some reason diminished mental capacity. It was a problem the doctor continued to struggle with, although I seemed to quite enjoy.


I listened to the soft moan from her lips and I finished her treatment. One more week would have her coming along nicely.


"I'm sure that will pass sweetheart" I said as I removed my hands from her body. "Your treatment is over, we will see you next week which should wrap things up."


Chapter 4


It was hard to wait. The anticipation was excruciating. As it turned out, I had to wait even longer to see Jennifer this week, because she had missed her appointment altogether. I had to call her to remind her to come and see us the very next day. She was so scatter brained now she couldn't keep the simplest things straight.


In other words, the drug was working just fine...


I watched her as she finally showed up to the clinic. She looked dumber than ever, and almost fell on her face as she approached the door. But it was more than just that. She was dressed differently too.


Tight clothing - at least that was what it looked like up top. Maybe it was the fact that her tits were bigger now and pushing against an already tight blouse, But she was also wearing a skirt, which was different that before. And she looked at me with glazed eyes as she came in through the door.


"Glad to finally see you Jennifer. Let's bring you back to the exam room and get you started."


She followed me without saying a word, and I could swear that she bumped into the wall before finally making it to the room. But she looked at me and she smiled cheerfully as I closed the door behind us.


"Your breasts really look like they've grown Jennifer. Why don't you take your clothes off and get up on the table."


I didn't even bother offering her a gown, and she certainly didn't seem to notice. She obediently started to take off her clothes and at the same time she spoke her first words.


"I'm so sorry I missed my appointment yesterday. I'm so scatter brained lately, I'm not sure what's come over me"


I knew exactly what had come over her, but I remained silent as she stripped off her clothes. Her breasts were as big as grapefruits now — big and full and clearly laden with milk.


"Panties too please Jennifer. We might as well give you a full exam today."


She didn't even blink as she began to strip off the remainder of her clothes. In fact, I was almost certain she would have taken off her panties whether I had told her too or not. As I watched, she pulled her silken briefs down to her knees, and I finally got a glimpse of the pussy I had only dreamed about.


Silky, golden brown hair - she was trimmed neatly, much more so than I had originally thought. I wondered if she had always been trimmed that way, or if it was something she had done since we had started the treatment. No matter, I knew I would soon be prodding her and finding out for myself.


Once naked, she scooted herself up on the table and lay down, presenting her naked body to me like a giant, milky gift. I wasted no time in slathering my hands with another healthy dose of the lotion, and then I dove right in.


Her breasts were full and ripe. What had been modest bumps just a few weeks ago had grown into full, luscious tits. It was like she had advanced through six months of pregnancy in just three weeks, although her breasts were the only part of her body that showed it. I took my time carefully massaging her right breast, alternating long strokes of my fingers with an occasional tweak of her nipple. Her eyes were glassy, but she still let out the occasional moan.


And she wasn't hiding the way it felt anymore. Her brain was too simple for that now, that much was clear.


"That feels soooo good..."


She murmured it dreamily as I continued to stroke her right breast. With another gentle tweak of her nipple, I elicited a long stream of her white, hot milk. Her moan seemed to happen in tandem with the milk escaping her breast. My own pussy was starting to tingle, yet I knew I still had plenty of time.


"You said you don't know what's gotten into you this week Jennifer. Have you had any problems to speak of?"


Her body was starting to squirm involuntarily under my touch, so a bit of conversation was just what I needed to bring her back to Earth. I continued to tease the milk out of her bloated right breast as I listened to her start to speak.


"Yeah, kinda. I was having trouble at work with my boss, I was forgetting so much."


It was hard not to look at her pussy while I touched her, and it was equally hard to avoid touching mine as I felt it tingle. But my curiosity was piqued, so I continued to talk to her as I switched hands to her full, left breast. "Oh goodness, trouble at work — I hope everything's ok."


Of course she was having trouble. She had a demanding job, with demanding bosses, and the drug was turning her into a simple, stupid mess. At the same time, it was turning her body into a temple of sin, and I had a feeling I Knew what came next.


"Well, yeah - I kinda sorta worked things out."


"Oh really? How did you work things out Jennifer?"


I had a feeling I already knew the answer to that question, but I wanted to hear it from her lips. I continued to vigorously massage her full breasts, gently tugging on her nipples to draw her warm milk out. She had ceased trying to contain her reaction, and she moaned softly as her body writhed on the table. I gave her nipple another firm tug, and felt my own pussy starting to catch fire as I asked her again.


"How did you work things out with your boss Jennifer?"


She was crossing and uncrossing her legs as I continued rubbing her big, milky breasts, and she finally stifled a moan long enough to answer my question.


"My boss was reprimanding me, when he noticed a spot on my blouse. It was milk of course, my boobs have gotten so big, it is difficult to keep them from leaking. I know he was getting ready to fire me, but then when he saw that everything changed."


I couldn't hold it back anymore. My pussy was itching so badly from touching her that I quietly reached a hand underneath my white, pleated skirt. With a gentle tug I was able to pull my own panties down to my knees, and with a deft touch I felt the warm moisture building between my own swollen lips.


"And then what happened Jennifer?"


Her breast was still trickling out milk, but I was no longer interested in her naked upper body. As she continued to squirm and tell me her story, I continued my strokes down her slender, tan midsection.


"I showed him my tits. I had no choice really, I can't afford to lose my job. And to be honest, it was turning me on so much. I was getting horny just from having him look."


Long strokes from my hands were traveling down her sides, and if she noticed she didn't say a word. She kept telling her story and my pussy got wetter with every last detail.


"Once he saw them it was difficult to stop him from going further, although I honestly didn't want to. Even when the other partners came into the room, I didn't really want it to end."


From my vantage point I couldn't quite reach the dewy pocket between her slender legs. With one knee on the table I raised myself slowly up and positioned myself in a way that had me over her body. I was with her now, on the table, crouched over her in an effort to reach her pussy. And even as my hands moved further down her body she kept telling me her story.


"When my boss started fucking me, the other partners started taking turns sucking on my tits. Honestly, it felt so good, it never even crossed my mind that anything was wrong. Even when my boss finished and the next partner started fucking me, it seemed like everything was ok. You don't think I did anything wrong, do you?"


From my new angle I was easily able to reach the wet lips of her pussy. As I touched them I listened to her moan and I peeled them back to reveal the prize underneath. Pink and warm, her pussy was directly in front of me, freshly fucked. I instinctively lowered my own wet pussy onto her waiting mouth as I answered her.


"No, I don't think you did anything wrong."
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