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Chapter 1

You look amazing, Alice,” my boyfriend said, trying not to sound annoyed. “There’s nothing wrong with your body.”

He is kind of right, I thought, examining myself in our bathroom mirror. I was tall and shapely with long legs and delicate features. But it’s not enough. I sighed, pushing my up my bra and trying to make my breasts look bigger. No matter what I did, they still looked tiny.

“There’s no way I can be a model with breasts this small,” I whined, poking my head out of the bathroom to look pleadingly at Sean. He covered his face with his hands, groaning in frustration.

This wasn’t the first time we’d had this conversation. My dream was to become a model, but I knew I needed a boob job first. It was basically a job requirement, and I was a broke nineteen year old who hadn’t had a job since graduating from high school.

Sean tried to be supportive, but I knew he didn’t take my modeling aspirations very seriously. Certainly not seriously enough to drop the thousands of dollars for a boob job—even though he had the money. He was a medical sales rep and supported both of us. My parents had cut me off when I moved in with him because they thought he was too old for me. But he was only thirty-three.

“Fine,” Sean finally said. “I’ll ask the plastic surgeons I know how much breast implants cost.”

I clapped gleefully. “Thank you, baby!” I cried, running over to him and hugging him.

“Yeah, no problem,” he said, still staring at the game on the television.

When Sean got home from work the next day, he looked quite pleased with himself. I could barely contain my excitement. Jumping from foot to foot, I pleaded with him, “What is it? Did you find a surgeon? Just tell me.”

“Even better,” he gloated. “I found a doctor who says he can make your breasts bigger without surgery!”

“What?” I said incredulously. “I don’t think that’s possible.”

“Dr. Stepanov promises it will work,” Sean said confidently. “He even says it’s reversible if you decide you don’t want to be a model—and it’s free since it’s a new drug. His company wants to do more case studies before they try to license it.”

“Well, that does sound good,” I said, still a little unsure. What kind of drug makes your boobs get bigger?

“Perfect!” Sean said, smiling widely. “I set up an appointment for tomorrow. I’ll pick you up after I get off from work.”

The appointment couldn’t come soon enough. I spent the next morning pacing around the living room. Occasionally, I’d go into the bathroom and admire myself in the mirror, practicing poses I’d seen models on television do.

When Sean drove up the driveway and honked, I ran out and jumped in the car.

“Where’s Dr. Stepanov’s office?” I asked, drumming my fingers on the dashboard.

“It’s not far,” Sean laughed. He talked about work the rest of the drive, but I didn’t listen to a word of it. His job was boring to begin with—meeting doctors all day to sell them things—and I was too excited to care.

Sean pulled the car into the parking lot of a shabby-looking office building.

“Is this it?” I said, looking around skeptically. There was grass growing in cracks in the concrete around the building, and the walls were streaked with mold.

“Yep. It’s just a temporary location for now,” Sean said. “Don’t worry about it. You’re not having surgery. It’s only a quick injection.”

We walked through the glass doors. The building was empty. There was no security guard or receptionist when we opened the door. There was just a dusty tile floor in a lobby with no furniture. Sean brought me to the elevator around the corner. It seemed like he’d been here before.

We got off at the fifth floor, and Sean led me through a maze of hallways to a metal door. He knocked on it, and it opened from the inside.

A middle-aged man with short salt-and-pepper hair smiled out at me. “Hello, I’m Dr. Stepanov,” he said, extending his hand. I reached out to shake his hand, and he beckoned me inside. The room was bare. There was an examination table like any doctor’s office, but that was all. There was no other furniture, no sink, no scale, and no equipment. One overhead light flickered above us. I couldn’t help but feel that something was off about the situation.

“Please have a seat, Alice,” Dr. Stepanov said warmly. “Sean told me all about you. It really is so lucky he happened to tell me about your problem. This medication we’re working on is perfect for your needs.”

“Yeah,” I said nervously.

“Don’t worry about a thing, Alice,” Dr. Stepanov reassured me. He gestured around him at the room. “I know the setting isn’t ideal. I’m moving to a new office any day now, so I haven’t decorated much. But the procedure we’re doing is quick and painless. There’s no need for any medical equipment,” he winked at me.

“Okay,” I said, feeling a little better. He did look and act like a real doctor, even if the surroundings were strange. Anyway, Sean knew him.

“So, Alice, today I’m going to give you one injection. It will only take a second, and the medication will work almost immediately. Your breasts should grow quite a bit larger. Large enough for your needs, I imagine,” he smirked a little. Just like a doctor to be an asshole, I thought.

“There may be some side effects, but so far we haven’t had any significant problems. If you experience anything unusual, give me a call and I’ll see you right away.”

He paused for a second before adding, “Sean has my number.”

“Well,” he continued, rubbing his hands together. “Let’s begin.”

He reached into a small black briefcase that was at his feet and pulled out a syringe. It was already full of a yellow liquid. Wiping my arm with a pad, he injected it into me. It stung a little, but not much.

“Okay, Alice. We’re all done here,” Dr. Stepanov said, reaching out to shake my hand again.

“Please call me if there any problems,” he said, opening the door for us as we walked out.

I looked at Sean as we walked through the dingy hallway to the elevator.

“That was a little weird,” I said.

Sean shrugged. “Yeah, Dr. Stepanov is a strange dude, but he’s a good doctor. I don’t know what the deal is with his set-up.”

Whatever. I just hope his injection works, I thought, glancing down the front of my shirt. Nothing yet.




Chapter 2

That night it took me hours to fall asleep. I tossed and turned in bed, wondering if my breasts would look good when they grew larger. As soon as this medication started working, I would go to a modeling agency, I decided. There was no reason to wait.

When I woke up, it was so early it was still pitch-black outside the window. My chest was throbbing uncomfortably. It wasn’t very painful, but it felt hot and tender. I lifted up the sheet nervously, looking down at myself.

My breasts were huge! I’d always been an A cup, but now I was at least a D. I reached down to touch them hesitantly. They felt soft and heavy in my hand—like real breasts, not implants.

I bolted upright. What is going on? I thought. I’d wanted bigger breasts, but now that they’d grown massive in just one day, I was more than a little shocked. How is this even possible?

Sean stirred beside me. “What’s wrong?” he murmured groggily.

“My breasts are huge,” I said.

“Huh?” Sean grunted, dragging himself up to sit with his back against our headboard. He reached out and cupped my breasts with his hands.

“Holy shit! That stuff really works,” he said, obviously impressed.

I barely heard him. The feel of Sean’s hands on my breasts sent an electric shock through my body. My breasts had always been sensitive of course, but never like this. I couldn’t concentrate on what Sean was saying at all. I was too distracted by the new sensations radiating from my tits through my whole body.

“God, that feels good,” I whispered, taking his hand and using it to massage my boobs. Sean didn’t need any more encouragement. He stroked my breasts lightly, teasing me as he climbed on top of me and pushed down into bed.

“Do you like them?” he asked as he kneaded the globes of flesh. I nodded, moaning and quivering underneath of him.

“They feel so good,” I said. Sean leaned down and put one of my stiff nipples in his mouth, sucking on it gently. Desire flooded through me. I grabbed the back of his head and held him fast against my chest as it heaved up and down. I was gasping for air, more aroused than I’d ever been before.

Sean managed to free himself after a moment. Looking down at me, he smiled wickedly. “I like them, too.” He ran a hand down between my legs and touched my pussy. It was wet, and I spread my legs wide for him.

I could feel his cock throbbing against my stomach, and it didn’t take long for him to slide it into me. He slammed in and out of me, using his hands to massage my breasts as they bounced beneath him.

The feeling of Sean fucking me was more intense than ever before. Waves of bliss pulsed through my body. A feeling of fullness and satisfaction tingled deep inside.

My breasts were throbbing and sensitive in his hands. As the pleasure mounted, I could feel an orgasm rising. I grabbed his back, pulling him deeper, and abandoned myself to the new sensations that were coursing through me. As I climaxed, I felt something warm start running down my chest. But I was too far gone to pay it much attention. I relaxed under Sean, completely content. A few seconds later, I felt his body tense up as he unloaded inside of me.

“Umm, Alice?” he said.

“Hmm?” I murmured, my eyes still closed.

“I think there’s milk coming out of you,” he said.

My eyes shot open, and I looked down at my huge breasts. Sure enough, there was a trail of milky fluid running from my breasts down my slender stomach and sides to the bed beneath me.

“What the fuck?” I yelled, sitting up.

“It’s okay,” Sean said, reassuringly. “I’ll get you a towel,” he ran over to the bathroom and handed me a beach towel.

I dried myself off. There wasn’t actually that much milk, only a few drops that had fallen onto the bed from my heavy breasts.

“I can’t believe this is happening. I’m not pregnant. What is going on?” I asked Sean, pacing around the bedroom. My chest felt weird now that I was standing up. The enormous fleshy tits were pulling me forward toward the ground, and I had to consciously try to stand upright rather than bend forward. With each step I took, they bounced somewhat uncomfortably in front of me. I didn’t have a bra that would come close to fitting.

“I’ll call Dr. Stepanov,” Sean said. “He did say there might be some side effects.”

“Side effects? There’s milk coming out of my fucking tits,” I yelled at him.

Sean didn’t bother to respond, ducking out of the room with his phone.

I reached down and tweaked my nipple curiously. It was still sensitive, but there was nothing else strange. Then, I squeezed my breasts gently. A single milky drop formed on the tip of my nipple and dripped to the floor. You have to be fucking kidding me.

Sean walked into the room. He doesn’t look surprised at all, I thought. “Dr. Stepanov says not to worry. You can come right in and he’ll see you.”

“Aren’t you coming?” I asked.

“No, I can’t miss work today,” Sean said.

“Fine,” I said angrily.

As I got ready to go to Dr. Stepanov’s office, I ran into a problem. None of my shirts fit at all. My chest had more than doubled in size. I almost ripped the first T-shirt I put on trying to get it over my breasts before I gave up. Finally, I pulled on one of Sean’s shirts before driving to the dilapidated office building where Dr. Stepanov worked.




Chapter 3

Dr. Stepanov?” I called out, knocking on the metal door of his office. There was no response. I knocked again. “Hello?” I shouted, louder this time.

I was about to leave when the door swung open.

“Ahh, there you are. Hello, Alice,” the doctor said, peering out at me.

“Please come in. Sean told me about the problem you’re having. I’ll have it worked out in no time at all,” he said, waving me inside and gesturing at the lone table in the center of the room.

“You can make the milk stop?” I asked, breathing a sigh of relief.

“Of course, Alice!” he said, patting me on the arm.

“There is the slight problem of the milk already inside of you, however,” he said, almost to himself. “We’ll have to use a pump to release that. Please take your shirt off, Alice.”

I stared at him for a moment, shocked by his request.

“I am a doctor, Alice,” he said. For a moment, I thought it sounded like he was trying to convince himself as much as me. But despite my misgivings, I pulled off Sean’s shirt. What else am I going to do? I thought. There’s milk leaking out of me, and he’s the only person who can help.

Dr. Stepanov pulled out a little electric breast pump from a backpack. It looked like a cheap model you’d get from a dollar store, not something a doctor would use.

“Hold these to your breasts,” he said, handing me the two plastic suction cups. I awkwardly held them up to my nipples. I’d never seen someone use a breast pump before.

He turned on the little box they were attached to, and they hummed to life. Suction made them stick to my body, and I let out a surprised gasp.

“Yes, very good,” Dr. Stepanov said. “You should feel much better soon. I’m going to prepare your next dose of the medication.”

“Next dose? Are you sure that’s a good idea?” I asked, looking down at my exposed breasts trapped in the little suction cups.

“Well, if you want to keep your breasts that size, it is necessary. I’m quite certain I can prevent the need for further breast pumping if we use a slower delivery system this time.”

“Okay, I guess that sounds good,” I said. The medication had worked wonders. My breasts were absolutely perfect. It was obvious they weren’t implants, and I knew I’d have a huge leg up on the competition when I started modeling. Not to mention they felt amazing as well.

I closed my eyes and laid back on the table, waiting for the pump to work. I could hear Dr. Stepanov working on something. The clatter of metal on metal and occasionally the sound of liquid splashing filled the room.

I had almost drifted off to sleep when I felt something strange: an easing of tension in my chest. I looked down to see that milk was squirting out of my now swollen nipples into the plastic suction cups. I stared in fascination as the creamy streams splashed against the inside of the cups and ran down the plastic hoses.

Closing my eyes again, I focused on the weird sensation in my breasts. I could feel the milk flowing out of me. Relaxation spread through me, and my limbs felt like jelly as I laid on the table.

It felt unbelievably naughty to be lying on the examination table topless in front of Dr. Stepanov with milk flowing out of my massive breasts. It seemed like such a private thing to be happening in front of a man who wasn’t Sean. I could feel my pussy getting wet as I reclined on the table, completely focused on the strange feeling in my breasts.

Dr. Stepanov cleared his throat, and I jumped. “Alice, we can begin administering the next dose of the medication now. You can remove the pumps.”

“O—Okay,” I stuttered, hoping he couldn’t tell how turned on I was. I took the suction cups off of my breasts and used a paper towel he handed me to dry off. Milk was coating my breasts where the cups had been.

“I need you to lie on your stomach. Since the injection had this side effect, we’re going to try a suppository.”

“A what?” I exclaimed, hoping he didn’t mean what I thought he did.

“A suppository,” Dr. Stepanov repeated flatly. “It is inserted into your rectum. It will be a much slower release of the medicine than an injection. Now please roll over.”

I hesitated, but only for a moment. This is better than surgery, I thought. And cheaper.

I rolled over so I was facedown on the table. Dr. Stepanov flipped the back of my skirt up, revealing my slim backside.

“Pull your—” he searched for the right word, “undergarment down.” I blushed. I was wearing a red thong that barely covered anything under my short skirt. I was planning on surprising Sean when he got home, but I hadn’t planned on having to show Dr. Stepanov. Wriggling on the table, I pulled the red thong down around my knees.

“I’m applying lubricant so this isn’t uncomfortable,” he said, and I felt something cold squirt onto my backside. Dr. Stepanov reached down into his briefcase and pulled out a pair of latex gloves. He snapped them on. I held my breath, not sure what would happen next.

Dr. Stepanov slowly worked one of his fingers into my tight ass, pushing the lubricant in. I couldn’t help but feel aroused. My sensitive nipples were pressed against the cool exam table, and the lewdness of the situation was exciting me. I moaned softly as Dr. Stepanov pushed his finger in and out, lubricating my hole.

Shame washed over me. What’s wrong with me? I thought. I could feel wetness running out of my pussy down my thigh. I just hoped Dr. Stepanov couldn’t see it.

“I’m inserting the suppository now,” he said.

I felt something press firmly against my ass. I tried to relax as it slowly pushed in—it was much bigger than Dr. Stepanov’s finger. I gritted my teeth and tried to ignore the pressure building against my asshole.

“We’re almost there,” Dr. Stepanov said, still pushing. I nodded mutely. It was humiliating lying with my ass in the air on the table, but I was still turned on.

I’d never enjoyed anal sex—I’d only done it a few times with Sean. But it seemed like every touch against my body was more sensual after my first injection. The feeling of the object slowly entering me and filling up my backside was driving me wild. I bit my lip and tried not to make a sound as my pussy throbbed so close to Dr. Stepanov’s hand.

“There we go,” Dr. Stepanov announced, and I felt my ass clench shut as the last bit of the suppository slipped inside. I pulled up my panties and sat up on the table.

“Okay, Alice, we’re all done for today. You should stop producing so much milk shortly, although you might still leak a little over the next couple days.”

“The next couple days?” I squeaked.

“Yes, I’m sorry but there’s no helping that. I’ll see you out,” he said, walking me to the door where we said our good-byes. Walking out of the office building I couldn’t help but wonder again what was happening to me. Is the medicine making me so aroused all the time? Or is it just the milking and the naughtiness of Dr. Stepanov shoving something up my ass?




Chapter 4

When I got home, Sean was waiting for me. “I thought you couldn’t miss work today?” I said angrily, looking at him as he watched television on the couch without a care in the world.

“Dr. Stepanov called me. He told me your appointment went well,” Sean said, standing up and walking over to me. I felt my face flush with embarrassment. Does he know about the suppository?

“Yeah, he said I shouldn’t produce any more milk soon,” I said.

“I heard you left a wet spot on his exam room table,” Sean said, coming up behind me and wrapping his arms around to caress my breasts.

“I—I couldn’t help it,” I whispered. Sean’s touch was overpowering. I melted into his arms. Then I grabbed Sean’s hands and led him to the bedroom. Undressing as fast as I could, I pulled down Sean’s pants. His cock sprang up, already rigid. It bobbed in the air as I knelt down and took it in my mouth.

Sean encouraged me as I took it deep in my throat, licking its length. My body was engulfed with desire after my appointment with Dr. Stepanov.

“I want to hear you beg for my cock,” Sean said, looking down at me as I greedily blew him.

“Please, master,” I said, knowing that’s what he wanted to hear. Sean knew I liked to be dominated, and he would roleplay sometimes.

I pleaded for him to fuck me as I worshipped his cock on my knees. After what seemed like an eternity, he picked me up and lay me on the bed face down. I gasped when I felt his cock rest on my asshole.

“Dr. Stepanov said this really made you wet,” Sean said, slowly pushing inside me.

“Yes, sir, please use my ass,” I pleaded. I could feel my pussy getting wetter at the thought of it. Sean thrust in and out of me carefully, gradually going faster as I stretched around his cock. Pleasure buzzed through my body. It was amazing, like nothing I’d felt before.

I reached down to rub my aching pussy, but he slapped my hand away. He twisted my arms behind me and pinned my wrists against my back.

“I never said you get to orgasm,” he said, fucking me harder. I moaned under him, desperate to get off. My huge breasts were rubbing against the silky sheets underneath me, and the friction was driving me wild.

Maybe I can orgasm like this, I thought, bucking my hips back against Sean and trying to take him deeper. That was too much for Sean. I felt his cock swell inside of me and warmth spread through my ass.

“God, that was good,” he said, rolling off of me while I lay sweaty and frustrated on the bed.

“Can I touch myself now?” I begged.

Sean laughed. “You really are turning into a little slut, aren’t you?”

I felt my face turn red. Sean continued, “No, I have a surprise planned for you tomorrow. You’re going to have to wait, pet.”

There was no use arguing. The rest of the day I could barely concentrate. My pussy throbbed endlessly. I needed to get off. But I didn’t dare touch myself after what Sean said. He could always tell when I lied to him, and I knew he’d ask if I touched myself.

We’d agreed that I’d be submissive to him when we’d first started dating. I’d agreed that he could do anything at all to my body.

If I disobeyed him, he’d be disappointed. He might even punish me. It was better to wait and see what he planned for tomorrow.


Chapter 5

The next morning, Sean was already at work when I woke up. I’d slept in because it had taken me so long to fall asleep. My pussy had throbbed and ached as I dreamt about getting off. I had never been so desperate to orgasm in my life.

It was especially strange since I’d just had sex with Sean that morning. But my body seemed to be reacting in an unexpected way to the medication. Every touch aroused me. It wasn’t the sort of thing I could tell Dr. Stepanov, though. Acting like a slut isn’t exactly a side effect.

I waited impatiently for Sean to get home, wondering what his surprise was. I hope it involves fucking me, I thought.

Around noon, my phone chimed. It was a message from Sean: “Go buy a sexy outfit.” I shivered with excitement. Maybe waiting would be worth it.

I drove to the mall and picked out a strapless dress. It hugged my curves, hanging down just past the bottom of my ass. Perfect. But I still needed a bra. None of my old ones fit after my first injection. I’d been wearing Sean’s T-shirts to hide my large breasts.

I grabbed a few different sizes of bras and went to the changing room. Undressing, I was distracted by how heavy and full my breasts felt in my hands. They ached and throbbed, like they were close to bursting. I tried to ignore the sensation. It’s just the medication.

I tried on a D cup bra. It fit snugly. The feeling of the lacy fabric against my nipples was intoxicating. I absent-mindedly caressed my breasts through the sheer silk. It sent a thrill down my spine. I could feel my pussy getting wet, and my hands were shaking as I massaged my breasts.

Fuck it. Sean will get over it, I decided. Leaning against the corner of the changing room, I put my hand over my panties and rubbed against my clit. I felt like I was going to climax in a matter of seconds. The blood was pounding in my head, and my breasts were tingling as I pawed at them with my other hand. Then, I felt warm liquid run down my stomach. I jerked upright. Streams of milk had started running down my breasts.

Goddammit!
I was so close, I thought despairingly. I looked around, panicking. There was nothing to clean up the milk with. It had run all the way down my stomach into my panties, which were already wet from my arousal. Some of it had dripped on the floor, and the milky drops were hard to miss on the dark tiles.

I quickly shrugged back into Sean’s shirt, leaving the milky bra in the changing room. His shirt stuck to my wet stomach, but it wasn’t too noticeable. I guess I just won’t wear a bra, I decided, almost running from the store. I was desperate to get out before anyone saw the stained bra and drops of milk on the floor of the changing room I was in.

When I got home, I checked my phone. There was another message from Sean: “Get dressed up.” Maybe he’s coming home soon, I thought, changing into the tight dress I’d gotten.

I carefully did my makeup, unsure if we were going out. I decided on red lipstick and metallic eye shadow. I put on three coats of mascara just in case.

Afterward, I sat impatiently on the couch, waiting for Sean to arrive. My phone chimed again: “Go to Dirty Harry’s and tell me when you’re there.” I swallowed hard. Dirty Harry’s was a seedy porno shop near our house.

What does he want me to get there? I wondered. We’d gone together to get toys there before. Maybe he had something in mind.

I drove to the store and walked in. The clerk looked up for a second and then ignored me. He was a man in his fifties who seemed far more interested in the magazine he was reading than a customer.

I messaged Sean, and he immediately responded: “Go into video booth number three and start a movie. Send me a picture of your pussy in five minutes.”

I could hardly believe it. He wants me to watch porn here? I thought, annoyed and a little excited. Something about the idea of watching a dirty movie in public was thrilling. Slipping into the booth, I looked over the DVDs. They were all movies of a woman being gangbanged. Not much variety, I thought wryly, sliding one in.

On the screen, a woman knelt on a couch. One man was in front of her, ramming his cock into her mouth, while another stood behind her and fucked her pussy. Both of their cocks were enormous.

I stared in fascination at the scene. Eventually, the man in her pussy took his cock out and jerked off on her back. Long ropes of his cum sprayed over her, causing her to bob more enthusiastically on the cock in her mouth. Seconds later, another man entered the frame and started fucking her from behind.

Holy shit, that’s hot. I was so engrossed in the movie I forgot to send a picture to Sean until he messaged me again, asking where it was. Spreading my legs on the little chair in the booth, I moved my panties to the side and snapped a picture. My pussy was sopping wet and swollen. I sent the photo to Sean, looking back at the video. Sean didn’t reply.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw motion. I looked over. A cock pushed through a hole in the wall. I stared at it open-mouthed. It was huge. It twitched in the air, stiff and red. A voice from the neighboring booth said, “Go on, suck it. You know you want to.”

With a trembling hand, I reached out and touched it. What will Sean say if I tell him I blew some guy at Dirty Harry’s? It felt warm and heavy in my hand. I jerked it slowly up and down, and the man in the booth murmured encouragingly to me.

I could feel my pussy getting even wetter. Desire flared through my entire body. I needed to get off more than I’d needed anything in my life. I leaned down and took the cock in my mouth, running my tongue over and feeling it strain against my mouth.

I bobbed my head up and down on the cock. The musky taste of it was arousing me even more. I pulled down my dress so that my breasts spilled out of it. Caressing them with my hands, I moaned around the huge cock in my mouth.

The man began thrusting his cock slowly in and out of my mouth as I struggled to take him. It didn’t take long before I heard a knock on the wall between our booths. What’s that? I thought curiously. I didn’t have to wait long to find out. His cock pulsed and his salty load poured into my mouth. I swallowed it, not wanting it to run down the front of me.

I didn’t have time to collect myself before the door to my video booth swung open. I sat back, staring in horror as Sean walked in.

“I—I” I stammered.

“Don’t worry, Alice,” he said, grinning at me. “I knew this is what you wanted, but I had to be sure. You really are a desperate slut, and I love it.”

My face flushed red with shame. He’s right. I just blew a stranger through a hole in the wall, and it turned me on.

Sean took my hand and stood me up before sitting down on the chair. He pulled out his cock and lowered me onto it. It slid easily into my soaking pussy.

“That’s it, Alice,” he said, as I straddled him on the chair. I started to bounce up and down. After being so aroused the whole day, I went absolutely wild, slamming myself up and down on Sean’s cock. He grabbed my tits roughly, pinching my sensitive nipples before taking one in his mouth. He sucked on it hard, sending a jolt of electricity through me.

Suddenly, I recognized the sensation I’d felt with Dr. Stepanov. Milk was flowing through my brimming breasts into Sean’s mouth. I quivered with excitement as a feeling of relaxation swept through my body.

There was something primal about the feeling of milk flowing out of me. The aching pressure in my tits finally went away. It was replaced by a pleasure that spread through my body, coupled with the feeling of Sean’s cock thrusting in and out of my pussy as I bounced on top of him.

With a cry, I orgasmed. The pent-up sexual desire from the past day surged through me as I convulsed on Sean’s cock. He picked me up and laid me over the chair before thrusting into me. I laid there limply, overcome by pleasure, while he used me. Eventually, I felt him unload inside of me, and I gyrated my hips, milking his load out.




Chapter 6

I was still worried Sean might be mad at me, but he didn’t seem upset at all. We curled up on the couch and watched television together, not talking about what had happened at Dirty Harry’s. It was only just before going to bed that Sean broached the subject.

“So, Alice, did you enjoy the video booth?” he asked, smiling at me.

I nodded, blushing with embarrassment.

“Dr. Stepanov tells me that he thinks his medicine may increase sex drive. Do you think he’s right?”

I thought about it for a moment. That did explain what was happening to me, why I was so turned on all the time. Why I even enjoyed anal sex when I never had before.

“I think so,” I finally said.

“He wants to study the effect it’s having on you. It would really help him out,” Sean said. “What do you say?”

“Study?” I asked, feeling a little uneasy.

“Yes, he thinks that you might want to have sex with multiple people. He says it will help his research. I wasn’t sure about asking you, but after I saw you blowing that guy at Dirty Harry’s, I figured why not?”

I could feel my face turn even redder. He did see. But he doesn’t seem upset at all.

The idea of having sex with more than one guy did excite me. I remembered the woman in the video as she fucked a whole group of guys, her eyes filled with animal desire. Besides, Sean was asking me to do it, and he was willing to overlook the fact that I’d just cheated on him in the video booth. My breasts ached at the thought. They felt full and sore.

“If you want me to do it, I will,” I said finally.

Sean grinned. “That’s great news, Alice.”

The very next day, we drove to Dr. Stepanov’s office. Sean seemed like he could barely contain his excitement. Was it an accident that someone stuck their dick into my video booth? I wondered. Sean did tell me which booth to go into. It didn’t really matter, I decided. Sean might want this—he had asked for me to have a threesome before—but now I wanted it, too. As we walked to Dr. Stepanov’s office, I could feel myself getting wet under my dress.

We knocked on the door, and Dr. Stepanov opened it immediately. He seemed particularly eager today.

“Hello, Alice!” he said. “Thank you for helping me with my research. I take it Sean told you that we are going to see how your body responds to long-term sexual pleasure?”

I nodded. “Yes, I understand,” I said.

“Some other men will join us shortly. We’re particularly interested in milk production, but don’t you worry about a thing. Just sit back and relax. I’ll handle the experiment. Your only job is to have fun,” he chuckled.

“Just say the word, and we’ll stop,” he added.

He seems even less professional than usual, I thought, wondering not for the first time if he was really a doctor.

“Here, lie down on the table. Sean is going to start,” he said, hurrying around the bare office.

After I lay down, Sean walked over and lifted up my skirt. He slowly ran his hands over my thighs, before reaching under my panties and feeling my wetness. I pushed myself against his hand. I needed to get off again. There was no doubt this medication was making me desperate for sex.

Pulling me toward him so that my ass sat on the edge of the table, Sean entered me with one thrust. He started fucking me roughly while Dr. Stepanov watched. Then, Dr. Stepanov walked over to the table. He leaned over and started sucking gently on one of my nipples as Sean fucked me. I moaned, as I felt the milk flow out of my full breasts.

I tossed my head from side to side, overwhelmed by the sensation of Sean fucking me while the doctor massaged and suckled my breasts. Sean stared at me intently, more excited than I’d ever seen him as he watched me lose control. I wriggled under him, grasping the table until my knuckles were white.

It was then I saw that other men had come into the room. Most of them had their cocks out, and they were stroking them while they watched Sean fuck me with abandon. One walked over and put his dick just in front of my lips as I turned my head toward him. I could see the veins throbbing as it twitched inches away from me. I leaned forward, sticking my tongue out to teasingly lick the head. That was all he was waiting for. The man stepped forward and let me take his cock into my mouth.

The feel of his cock in my mouth aroused me even more. I bobbed up and down on it happily. The sight of me hungrily sucking the stranger was too much for Sean. I felt his cock twitch inside of me as his seed flooded my pussy. He stepped away, and Dr. Stepanov immediately took his place, pushing his cock into my sopping wet pussy.

Other men stepped forward and started sucking on my nipples. Enough milk escaped their mouths that it ran down my tight stomach and pooled in my belly button before running down my sides to drip onto the floor.

The men seemed desperate to drink my milk, and they pawed at my breasts as I squirmed under them. I was completely overwhelmed by the sensation of so many hands and cocks on my body. The feeling of the milk squirting out of my breasts and Dr. Stepanov’s cock in my pussy reached a crescendo. I climaxed, wailing around the cock in my mouth.

I lay back weakly on the table, while the men continued to caress my body and thrust into me. I was enveloped in bliss. A feeling of perfect contentment washed over me in my hyper-aroused state. Even after climaxing, I was still sexually charged. Before long, I started bucking my hips against Dr. Stepanov again, causing him to shoot his load into me.

He walked unsteadily around the table, “Do you want us to continue, Alice?” he said breathlessly. “It seems like you are producing more milk.”

“Yes, please keep going,” I pleaded. I felt like I was floating on clouds. I would do anything for the men to keep going.

Another one took Dr. Stepanov’s place and began fucking me, ramming in and out of my pussy while I laid on the table. I soon lost track of time. I couldn’t remember how many men had fucked my pussy or mouth, or sucked the milk out of my sore tits. Sean got hard watching and came back over so that I could suck him off.

By the end, I was completely exhausted. My breasts felt empty and the aching had stopped. But they were still large, just not full of milk. I’ll still be a model, I thought happily.

The other men left, but Sean and Dr. Stepanov were still in the room whispering to one another. It seemed like they knew each other much better than they’d let on before. They were talking excitedly to one another, careful to talk too quietly for me to hear them.

Sean came over to me, “You did wonderful, Alice,” he said, beaming down at me. “Dr. Stepanov wants to repeat this experiment soon. Does that sound alright to you?”

I looked up at him, almost delirious from the pleasure of the past few hours. “That sounds wonderful,” I murmured. I knew that things would never be the same. I couldn’t wait to be fucked and milked like that again. I had a feeling that this was Sean and Dr. Stepanov’s plan all along.
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