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CHAPTER 1


"I'll clean your apartment for the rest of the year. And next year too. And on the weekend I'll cook for you. Please, Mara!"


Neil folds his hands and grins at me. The suggestion to clean my house for the next two years is probably only half serious, but you never really Know with him. Since our school days he has never turned down my wishes. "I would prefer money as a reward," I say. "But either way, I'm not sure I'm comfortable letting my body be used for research purposes. What do I get out of it?"


"You are helping science and everyone who benefits from the drug we are developing."


"But that doesn't do me any good." I toss my hip-length blonde hair over my shoulder and look at myself in the reflection of the window of the café where Neil invited me to. "Besides, I would really like to know why you come to me with this, of all people."


He's scratching his head, which would look better if at least once it was properly styled. Apparently, however, Neil prefers to run disheveled through the area. The older he gets, the more his appearance resembles the image of a strange scientist. It used to work in school. In seventh grade, I even went out with him once for a few weeks. But we never got beyond holding hands.


"I just thought our drug might be of interest to you."


"You thought I would be interested in a drug that would make me grow bigger boobs? Am I missing something?"


I look at my reflection unchanged. I have sensual pouty lips, blue cat eyes, and a narrow waist that flairs to wide hips. In short, I am a bombshell. The only thing that could possibly be criticized about my appearance are my breasts. I never got beyond a size A.


I sometimes have complexes because of my bust size because it is too small. But that's why Neil doesn't need to rub it under my nose. He has turned red and, at a loss for words, stirs his cappuccino until the foam dissolves completely and there is only a milky streak in his cup. "It wasn't meant to offend you," he finally manages.


"It's okay," I say, "but you better be careful what you say in the future. I don't need to let you put me down."


"That was really not my intention," he says meekly. I shake my hair and punish him for his cheek by immersing myself in my phone until he pays the bill and we go home.


From time to time, I'm already strict with him. It just invites me to use him as my doormat. Neil is shy and awkward, especially when dealing with women. But he always does everything I ask of him, and that's why I like him as my platonic friend. He's also a little genius. He completed his medical studies as the best in his class. Nobody doubts that he has a brilliant career ahead of him.


In fact, I would be fine if I married him (and I know he would be ready in no time). But I want something more from a man than just security and support. He has to knock my socks off. Also, submissive types repel me.


Even if I don't have sex with Neil, he's good for helping me with my studies. I do not like to stress myself too much about my studies. Someone as pretty as me shouldn't have to hang around books all day. Actually, I would like to become a model. I've talked to a couple of agencies, but they all told me my body was too sexy for high fashion, and for anything else you'd need a more androgynous figure than I have. When I get home, I stand in front of my bathroom mirror, pull up my top and turn to both sides. So Neil thinks I should have bigger breasts...


I wouldn't say no to an operation, and maybe I will soon have a partner who has the necessary change and can buy me a new bust - but some dubious drug that still has to be researched? I thought about it for a moment, but then it's too risky for me. Besides, Neil shouldn't think that I need his help.


Anyway, big breasts aren't everything either. Even so, hardly a man walks past me without turning to look at me. Tonight, for example, I made a Tinder date clear. His name is Steve, he has a six-pack and a handsome blue-eyed face, and he's apparently a successful banker too. The photos showing him on fancy yachts at least suggest that this is not a lie. Of course, I have to get to know him personally first to know exactly.


I get ready for my date, put on short shorts that make my ass look nice and tight, and a glittering top. Shortly afterwards I meet Steve in a hip bar.


His photos didn't promise too much. He is well dressed and makes me laugh with his quick- wittedness. And when it comes to paying, he pulls out his credit card without hesitation. While we chat, I barely notice the passage of time, and when he finally invites me to accompany him home, I immediately consent. When he opens the door of his red Ferrari shortly afterwards for me, I am sure that I hit the bull's eye.


Actually, you should put off a guy you'd like to see again for a date or two or three. But Steve's blue eyes make me weak. I want him and I have complete confidence in my love skills. If I drive him crazy during sex, he'll definitely want to meet me more often.


Steve's apartment does what his car promises. While he's ripping my clothes off, I take a moment to evaluate the size and furnishings. He's got style. And this large apartment in an exclusive location is not cheap either. "You have a nice place here," I say as he pulled me into his bedroom. He grins and says, "I know." Then we land on his bed.


His hands work my body, and especially my sensitive areas, excellently. Soon I see myself in the arms of a Casanova, my lap throbbing with pleasure and Steve's lips sucking on my chest feel heavenly. He slips two fingers between my legs, feels how wet I am, and takes from my hot gaze that that's enough foreplay. After he has freed me from my panties, I wrap my thighs around him and pull him to me. Shortly afterwards it invades me.


He's got the best cock ever. Each of his movements makes my lust grow until I straighten up on my own and rub my hips against him. When I pull the inside of my pussy together around him, I feel his hard shaft all the more intensely. Steve grabs my arms, pins me to the bed, and gives it to me hard. I almost sob as the climax hits me. The feeling is so insane that it steals my mind. Above me he rolls his eyes with pleasure. When he comes, his lips are trembling while he moans louder than me. Then he collapses. In love, I caress his sharp and sweaty body. "That was indescribable," I breathe. He smiles with his eyes closed. "Yeah, it was pretty good."


"And what are we doing now?"


"I'm going to take a shower and after that I better drive you home. I have to get up early tomorrow."


"Oh? Alright. But next time I'll stay."


He doesn't answer, gets up and disappears into the bathroom. Since he locks the door, he doesn't seem to want to shower together. Somehow, a certain feeling arises in me. But it can't be. He and I have such great chemistry, right?.


I'll freshen up after him, and then he'll drive me home. I kiss him goodnight, smile goodbye and am back in my apartment when I receive a message from him.


It was nice today. I just wanted to say that I'm not looking for anything solid at the moment. Just wanted to clear that up. I'm currently busy with work, so I don't know when it will work out next.


He writes that to me, whereby I just skim everything after the second sentence. Nothing solid at the moment, eh? I always say that when I'm not in the mood for a second date with a guy. Does he think hotties like me grow on trees? Angry, I type my answer: Save the excuses. You don't even know what you're missing out on.


He writes back: I can see that you are a great woman. But I'm just into bigger breasts in women. Otherwise your body is top notch.


My jaw drops.


Is that the only reason why he should let me slip away? And that is after the hot sex we had?


After that, I have to collect myself first. I am considering all options: from the burning paper bag full of shit that I could put on his doorstep to having a boob job just to send him a photo afterwards and show him what he missed with me. I don't have the money for an operation; And I don't really feel like collecting dog shit in the park either. There is only one solution left.


I dial Neil's number. As always, when my name lights up on the display, he picks it up immediately and greets me with an excited voice.


"Neil", I say, "I've thought about it. I'm going to try your breast enlargement drug."


CHAPTER 2


The next day I go to the university clinic. Neil is already waiting for me.


"I'm so glad you made up your mind. And if I was insensitive yesterday-"


"Don't worry about that," I say. "But does this stuff really work?"


"Our study is still ongoing, but so far it is promising. My mentor, Doctor Ballard, developed it. If I can help him make his research a success, it will have a positive impact on my career."


"How nice," I say with a smile and think that I don't care at all. I want to know how quickly the remedy works and what result I can expect, and nothing more.


To be honest, I'm wondering if something like this is even possible. A drug that makes a part of the body grow, I've never heard of it. If I didn't know that Neil is a good doctor and the clinic he works at is a respected institution, I wouldn't buy a word from him. But maybe, thanks to my friendship with him, I belong to a select group of people who can enjoy the benefits of modern medicine before they become available to the general public.


Neil takes me to his office and asks me to take a seat on a lounger. First he hands me a stack of paper. "If you could read through this and sign it."


While he was still saying this, I turned impatiently to the last page, put my signature on the paper and handed the pile back to him. "Let's go."


He looks a little hesitantly at the papers in his hand and seems to want to say something. But then he changes his mind. When I glare at him irritably, he always rushes to do what I ask of him. "You would then have to pull your pants down."


"Am I getting an injection in the ass now?"


"No, uh, the drug is given as a suppository."


"What? Seriously? I don't think I'll be spared anything then." I didn't expect him to shove something up my bum. Maybe it was in the documents that I didn't want to read. In any case, there is no going back now. While I fight my way out of my tight jeans and then take off my panties, Neil takes time to clean his glasses. His face has turned red. When I'm done, I lean on the couch and turn my bottom towards him. "Is that how you can do it?" I grin at him. It is enough if either of us is embarrassed. And honestly, I like seeing him turn red. He will never get closer to me than now.


Neil scratches his neck. "You would have to go on all four. It's a big suppository, so I can more easily ... I mean-"


"It's all good," I interrupt him, climb onto the lounger and stick out my bottom.


He smiles shyly as sweat comes out on his forehead. Then he stands behind me and I don't see him anymore. "I'll hurry up," he says. So now he sees everything. My buttocks sticking out, my asshole, and my labia underneath. Something tells me he'll mark this day in red on the calendar.


Something cold, damp touches the delicate skin around my anus. Neil rubs a thick liquid between my plump cheeks. "So that it slips better," he says and laughs nervously. I try not to think about what it means for him to massage my asshole. Should a doctor really take this long? I can feel how he gently presses against my asshole and lets his thumb circle on me. Everything is tingling. Then, finally, my skin is moisturized enough and something thicker than his fingers clings to my opening. With a push he sinks the object into me. I hold my breath. The suppository is bigger than I would have thought. It completely fills my insides.


"It will slowly dissolve now," says Neil and takes off his gloves. Now it's me who has a red head. My bottom tingles strangely, and not only there. There was also a warm, pleasant tingling sensation between my legs. Quickly, before Neil notices anything, I put my underpants back on. What is missing is that he can see me getting wet from a suppository. I would never have thought that I would react like that.


Neil writes something on a card and then gives it to me. "This is your next appointment. If you have any questions beforehand or need help, you know how to reach me."


I pocket the card and hurry out of his office. That was a strange experience.


And everything will soon be even stranger.





The following night I sleep like a stone. The first thing I notice when I wake up the next morning is a slight pain in my chest. It feels like my skin is stretching. Only when I sit up in bed and notice that everything around the front weighs more than usual do I look down at myself. Then my mouth is wide open.


I run into the bathroom and look at myself in the mirror. On the way there, my breasts ache with every step. They jump in front of me and are so heavy that it pulls my body down. When I look at myself, I see the full extent. Overnight I grew to at least an F cup!


I turn in astonishment. When I take off my T-shirt, my breasts flop down and suddenly look even bigger. The shirt became too tight for them overnight and therefore made them seem smaller. Now nothing constricts the full, round spheres that sit enthroned on my chest. They feel soft, like real flesh, and not like silicone. Grinning, I feel it and notice how sensitive my breasts have suddenly become. Every touch of my fingertips makes my nipples tingle. Since my skin suddenly has to cover so much more area overnight, it is only to be expected that it will be irritated and tense.


In any case, I couldn't be happier.


When I want to get dressed, I am faced with a problem. None of my tops fit over my huge tits, let alone my bras. Finally, I find a summer dress that can be pulled over my upper body with a little effort and contortion, but which is much shorter than expected due to the volume of my bosom. The hem ends just an inch below my panties, and the cool air that blows around my bottom makes me doubt whether I'm really covered at the back. I look at myself again, realize that I look like a total bombshell, and then make my way to college.


I just can't wait for the reactions of those around me.


As expected, the eyes of all the men I meet pop out of their heads. My blonde hair blows around my slim hips while I proudly carry my new size F boobs in front of me. I gladly accept that they bob with every step and hurt slightly. In return, I can enjoy the way men twist their necks when I pass; while girls stare in disbelief and then whisper excitedly. When I enter the lecture hall, the professor himself looks twice, and during the lecture his gaze wanders to me again and again until at some point he has a bright red face. Of course, I don't bother hiding my breasts in any way. Since I don't wear a bra, my nipples seem pointed and hard through my thin dress, which makes all men star all the more eagerly at me.


I enjoy every second. So much so that a hot tingling sensation sets in under my short skirt. When I go to the bathroom after the lecture, I notice that my panties are damp. Does it excite me so much to be stared at? It's true that I like to be the center of attention, but such a reaction is intense.


As the day goes by, I get more lustful. I perceive the men's looks so intensely that I don't dare go to the cafeteria to eat. When they look at me as if they'd like to tear my dress off, I feel the urge to wave them into a storage room or something and have it really taken care of there. I can't look at a man without my thoughts getting so wrong. But why all of a sudden? I am not a child of sadness and also not a food lover, but my thirst for adventure has never gone that far.


It's going to be so bad that I'm going home earlier than usual. When I look at myself in the mirror again, it seems to me that my breasts have grown even more over the course of the day. The very sight of them makes me want to stroke my nipples; but when I do, the sting between my legs becomes so intense that I cry. Then I feel how the moisture from my pussy runs down the inside of my thighs. That has never happened to me.


There is only one thing.


I grab my phone, pull up my dress, and take a snapshot. I'll send that to Steve. I don't have to wait long for his answer.


Looks sharp. Did you use photoshop? ;-)


I write back to him that he shouldn't be naughty if he wants to enjoy my new bosom. In order to prove to him that my picture has not been edited, I film myself massaging my bare breasts and looking seductively into the camera. The massage makes the fire burn even hotter in my crotch. Steve should decide quickly whether he wants to come back, because I can't take it much longer. If he doesn't come, I'll get the first guy on the street that I meet. His answer, which finally arrives at me, sounds accordingly astonished: How is that possible? Did you undergo surgery overnight?


I write: Well, a friend gave me a hand. Do you want to visit me now or not?


With pleasure, he replies. I have to grin.


I don't like how you dumped me yesterday, I'll write again. If you want to play with my tits tonight, you have to beg my forgiveness first. Otherwise it won't work for us. To round off my message, I'll send a snapshot of my naked boobs afterwards. He replies immediately: I'm really sorry. I just wanted to be honest. I would give anything for you to give me one more chance. Please, Mara.


I wanted to hear that. My new breasts enchanted him as well as all the other guys I met today. I show myself gracious and send him my address. Shortly afterwards he is at my door. When I open it, his eyes are almost overflowing. My dress - I was only able to pull it back over my breasts with great difficulty - is now in danger of bursting at the seams. While he is still kissing me in greeting, his hands snap to my bust. He wants to feel good about whether they are real. "Do you like me better now?" I whistle as we part again. Steve is breathless.


"You are the perfect woman. Holy shit."


He squeezes my chest and I can't help but sigh. I can't take it any longer. I drag him into my bedroom and take off my dress for him there. When I take off my panties, the juice just drips between my legs. And when he takes off his pants, his big cock is already upright without me having to do anything.


He almost jumps on top of me and hangs his lips on my chest. The feel of his teeth and his tongue on my nipple makes the hot pulling in my pussy almost unbearable. I moan without inhibitions, tell him how good it feels and just want him to finally fuck me. Whenever he can tear himself away from my tits, he struggles for breath, that's how horny my new body makes him. As he penetrates me, he kneads my breasts. His hard knocks almost hit my face with my own nipples. I moan and sob as my lust robs me of my mind while he watches me with my mouth open. Only his hips move, they hit my bottom at a rapid pace. The rest of him holds still as if frozen in awe. His cock gives me wonderful feelings, but something is missing. "Oh, Steve, please suck on my chest!"


Only when his lips are attached to my tits do I orgasm. Steve will be right after me. His cock swells inside me and he squirts his load. When he sinks onto the bed next to me, we both sweat heavily. He looks completely satisfied, but I can't calm down. Even though I just got there, the tingling and pulling in my lap doesn't stop. It's starting to give me real pain.


"I'm still horny," I sigh and rub myself against him. Steve smiles. "You really are a bomb. Just give me a minute."


Disappointed, I hold my breath and wait for the minute to be up. I want his cock hard again, and then I want him. I don't wanna stop. To calm myself down, I rub my tits. The tingling sensation in them has become dizzying. There it happens.


Something is running down my fingers. At first I think it's sweat. As more drops follow, I take a look down at myself and am shocked. White drops run over my breasts, fall on my stomach, and roll between my thighs.


"Is that milk?" asks Steve. He sat up next to me and raised his eyebrows. "Are you pregnant?"


"No, I'm not." I can't believe it. I test my nipples and twitch as several drops gush out into the open at once. Before I know what I'm doing myself, I put a finger to my lips and lick it off. The milk tastes sweet, unlike cow's milk from the carton, but as if sugar had been stirred into whipped cream. "Neil could have told me beforehand that this would happen," I mumble. Maybe I really should have read the papers.


Steve looks questioningly. "Huh?"


"Nothing. Do you want to try it?"


"I still don't understand. How can you produce milk if you are not pregnant?"


"Are you a doctor or something?"


He shakes his head and I add, "Then don't be such a smartass. In all honesty, my breasts feel like they're about to burst. Do you want to try it or not?"


A twinkle flashes in his eyes. Maybe I'm taking him to the next level of his boob fetish right now. In any case, he looks like he's about to drool when he says reverently, "If I may?"


Relieved, I offer him my breast. Steve immediately pounces on it, and when his teeth gently work my nipple, he sucks on it with his lips and the milk just oozes out of me, the painful tension in my chest subsides for the first time that day. But as my pain eases, my arousal grows. I start to shiver and moan as Steve's lips greedily work my tits. Soon arousal is dripping from my pussy even more than from my breasts. He switches back and forth between each nipple and greedily licks his lips in between, which doesn't prevent individual drops from falling on the sheets. When he lets go of me, his mouth and chin are white. I sigh and beg him to continue. I was so close to my second orgasm. Steve rushes on my tits again, sucking and swallowing eagerly, and soon my insides tighten and I shake all over. When I stop screaming, I feel heavenly - but I still want more.


"Please, my pussy is so hot," I sigh. "Can you fuck me while you drink?"


There is now something like desperation on Steve's face. "Mara, I really want to," he groans, "but I can't drink any more. I'm about to feel sick I'm so full."


"But I really want it. Please, I'm so wet."


"Look how much I've already drunk."


I look at my bust size and notice that I've lost at least two cup sizes again. So my tits were so full of milk. On the one hand, my proportions look a little more normal; on the other hand, however, I feel that I still have milk in me. What's more, the tingling sensation that I've been feeling in my chest all day feeds my suspicions that my breasts are still producing milk. "And you really let me down like this?" I ask as my pussy contracts painfully. I really need a cock. Steve wipes the sweat from his forehead. "I want to sleep with you again. But I can't drink anymore. Not really."


"No, no!" I shake my head desperately. He's already fucked me and it brought me no relief. I need more! I want him to drink from me. But if he can't ... "I have to make a call."


I dial Neil and give him a rough outline of my situation. Steve is sitting on the bed and looks at me, confused.


"I understand," says Neil when I have finished my explanation. To my relief, he doesn't sound like what's happening to me is something he's never seen before. "This side effect happens sometimes. If it gets too bad, come to the clinic. I'm here all night."


"Can you help me?" I ask breathlessly, while my thighs are pounding hard. The sheet under me is soaked through.


"Of course, it's just milk. We have everything there to help you."


"I'll be there in ten minutes." I kick the stunned Steve out of my apartment, squeeze myself back into my dress and shortly afterwards step on the gas. When I get to the clinic, the fabric in front of my chest is completely soaked. It's like Steve pulled the stopper and now milk is flowing freely from my tits.


CHAPTER 3


Neil asks me to take a seat in his office again. When I have struggled to get out of my dress and show him my bust size, he raises both eyebrows. It feels like my tits have gotten bigger again on the short trip here. Drops of milk run down my skin on the left and right.


"What are you looking at?" I ask nervously. "Isn't that normal?"


"You really can't call it normal. Lactation is a known side effect, but in this amount ... Don't be afraid," he adds when he sees my face. "Besides, how do you like your new breasts?"


"I like you very much, but please, Neil, I don't want to end up as a cow."


"Well, you will definitely not become a cow. You will always be human. Some things may be a little different."


"I beg your pardon?"


"I'd better ask my mentor for advice on what to do now. I'll be right back."


Before I can say anything, he has left the room. I'm not thrilled with the idea of some old professor looking at my breasts as well, but it doesn't seem to be any other way. After a short time, Neil comes back. When I see his mentor, I am surprised. I was expecting some gray, venerable old man. But Doctor Ballard doesn't look much more than 35 years old. He has blond hair and steel blue eyes that immediately focus on the voluminous part of my body with interest. I blush. Without further ado, he asks, "How big were your breasts before?"


"Not big. Cup size A," I mumble.


"Our drug did well there. Lactation occurs in some patients. I have to say that I have never seen it to this extent. Do you have any other symptoms?" Doctor Ballard looks so good that I hardly dare to answer. Instead, Neil informs him, "Mara said on the phone that she was very excited and found no relief. A case like that." Somehow I don't like the way the doctor looks at me.


"Can you get me back to normal?" I ask. "I feel like a milking cow."


"You are still a young woman and not a cow," he says, but then adds, "We will connect this patient to the milking machine."


I don't believe my ears. "To the what?"


"We're not on a farm here. Very few doctors know how to milk a cow. And nowadays a farmer doesn't do that by hand either. If you want to come with me."


The two of them give me a size XXL hospital shirt that fits just barely over my chest. My knees feel weak as I follow Doctor Ballard and Neil into another room that is full of some highly complex equipment. In front of a machine with hoses protruding from it, Doctor Ballard instructs me to take a seat. I sit on the bed next to the machine, but the doctor shakes his head. "You have to crouch on all four. It's easier that way."


My face burns like fire when I take off my shirt and crouch down in front of the two men, only wearing my damp panties. My heavy breasts want to pull my upper body down and I have to clench my teeth. Doctor Ballard clicks his tongue as I hold out my nipples to him and Nick.


"She is indeed very aroused. The drug turns some women into horny little sluts who can't get enough sex. She won't calm down until she's completely milked." Shocked at his words, I look behind me to see if Neil has something to say about it. Then I see that his glasses are fogged up. His face is as red as Steve's Ferrari. He picks up two suction cups and comes to me with them. "I'll attach these to you, Mara. Just keep breathing calmly. It shouldn't be uncomfortable."


"Hurry up," says Doctor Ballard's stern voice. "Your patient is dripping milk all over the floor. I can already hear the janitor bitching about what a mess I always make in the laboratory."


Neil attaches a suction cup to each of my breasts. With that my humiliation is complete. What's worse is that the gentle pounding between my legs doesn't stop. Something inside of me wishes that these two men pull my panties aside and deal with my hot pussy. I'm not just a cow, I'm a horny slut too.


A switch clicks and the machine makes a steady humming sound. A second later I gasp. Something is stimulating my nipples. I look down at myself and discover small rubber tongues circling around my tits in the suction cups. A creamy stream shoots out in an instant, which is carried away by the suction through the hoses. It takes all of my willpower not to groan loudly. Nothing has ever felt so good.


"I thought so," I hear Doctor Ballard say, "Pumping arouses her. This will have to be taken care of in the future. Your breasts will not stop giving milk."


"What is the best thing to do there?" Asks Neil. "I really didn't want to do anything unnecessary to Mara."


"Are you sure you don't want any of this hot girl? You two have known each other for a long time, haven't you? She'll practically begging for it. As her doctor, you can help her."


"I, I just wanted ..." Neil falls silent when I can no longer hold on to myself.


Uninhibitedly I scream out my lust. "Oh, it feels so good. I can't take it! Somebody fuck me! Neil, come fuck me!"


"Yes. What a slut," remarks Doctor Ballard dryly.


"When everything is pumped out, she will be better, won't she?" Asks Neil, worried.


"Additional steps may be required," replies his mentor. "Take off your underpants."


"I should?"


"Yes, take them off!" I moan, gasping for breath. The fabric of my panties is already completely soaked anyway. The flames beat higher in my pussy as I feel my panties pull aside and slide down my thighs. Neil inhales audibly. My swollen, wet pussy must be a sight that will keep him interested.


"That looks serious," remarks Doctor Ballard. "I don't think she will find relief without sexual stimulation. This means that this milking cow has to be milked and stimulated at the same time. Otherwise it goes on and on."


Since Neil hesitates, I beg. "Please, do something! Do whatever you want!" The machine sucks my breasts and the rubber tongues quickly circle around my tits. An endless stream of milk runs through the tubes. I know it won't end just from this. I need a hard cock. Neil's fingers, which carefully touch my labia, inflame my nerve endings and I wriggle in despair. "All right," says Neil, and all I can think is: Hurry up, damn it!


The sound of his zipper can be heard. Shortly afterwards, something solid lies on my wet labia. From how far he has to spread it before he can penetrate me, I can tell that Neil is unexpectedly well-endowed. I wouldn't have believed my old friend to do that. But it's exactly what I need now. I groan gratefully and rub my bottom against his groin, which makes him groan audibly. His cock is all inside me. It stretches me and stimulates my nerve endings that are so craving for it. He puts his hands around my waist and moves. Every thrust makes me see stars until my eyes roll back and I stick my tongue out with relish. Meanwhile, the machine continues to pump milk out of me.


"Oh," remarks Doctor Ballard when he looks at my face, "you've got something going there, Neil."


"I don't mind," says Neil breathlessly and thrusts harder into me. "I do everything Mara wants."


"I find it hard to believe you weren't going for it. In fact, medicine shouldn't be used for such purposes. On the other hand, I suspect you're doing this slut a favor. "


As if the words of his mentor were spurring him on, Neil thrusts into me even harder and faster. I would never have thought that he of all people could take a woman so hard. Again he's good for a surprise. "I'll take care of you Mara, don't be afraid," he gasps and gives it to me firmly. All of my insides are on fire. I'm at the point of highest pleasure, actually I should be cumming, but it doesn't happen yet.


I gasp, even growl with need. Sweat drips from my breasts and pleasure juice from my pussy while Neil's hard shaft rushes into me. When Doctor Ballard suddenly stands in front of me and opens his belt, I greedily lick my lips. His stiff cock jumps up. I briefly admire its perfect shape, then I lean forward and enclose it with my lips. While the rubber tongues play around my tits, my tongue circles his tip until a salty taste penetrates my mouth. As I take him in deeper, he grabs my hair and pulls me towards him. His cock pokes into me, quickly and down my throat. I enjoy his taste and Neil's cock, who gets me from behind and I feel for the first time that I finally have what I need. When I finally have my orgasm, a stream of fluid shoots out from between my labia. My breasts give the last of the milk that was in them, and then the machine silences. Doctor Ballard thrusts faster into my mouth until a salty stream pours down my throat. I greedily swallow everything down.


When Neil pulls himself out of me, a large portion of his sperm oozes out of my pussy. My clit is throbbing. I'm done.


"Are you feeling better now?" The doctor wants to know. I nod with a smile.


"Much better."


"Your treatment is now confirmed. The patient must be milked and satisfied every day. I hope I can leave that to you, Neil."


"Of course," says Neil excitedly. I can see his eyes twinkling through his fogged glasses. I am as happy as he is. I've never felt such lust, and I've never come so hard. And now it should happen again every day.


I can't help but wonder if this is the outcome Neil was hoping for...


The End.
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