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“Yes, yes, yes....,” Angie yelled at the top of her voice and pumped her fist like crazy.

She saw the look of surprise on her college roommate’s face as she started dancing around the room waving the piece of paper she was holding. Sondra saw what was coming and tried to get out of the way, but couldn’t manage it. She was grabbed and swung around until her head was spinning.

“Stop..., stop,” she yelled and dragged herself free of the grip on her arms. She moved to sit on her bed and watched as her friend continued to celebrate.

“I got it,” Angie said when she stopped dancing around.

“I would never have guessed,” Sondra replied sarcastically and laughed. “The summer internship is yours then.”

‘Yes, it is,” Angie replied and lifted a hand to wipe the sweat from her forehead.

“When do you start?”

“I never got that far in the letter,” Angie admitted and moved to a chair to sit down, so she could read all the way through. Her eyes opened wide as she looked across the room at her friend. “They want me to be there tomorrow.”

“Fuck, that’s short notice,” Sondra exclaimed. “We only finished our exams a couple of days ago.”

Angie shrugged her shoulders then got to her feet and started pacing around the room.

“It doesn’t matter,” she said. “This is a great opportunity. Harlow Pharmaceuticals are one of the best around. This is my chance to impress them and who knows what it might lead to.”

“That’s true,” Sondra agreed. “You should get some great experience.”

“And decent pay,” Angie went on with a smirk. “I’ll be able to wipe out my debts and put my bank account in the plus during six weeks of work. That will set me up nicely for next year at college.”

“It’s unusual for an internship to pay so well.”

“They must have recognized my attributes in the pharmaceutical field,” Angie joked.

“Yeah, sure,” Sondra went on and cheekily stuck out her tongue. “No summer holiday for you though.”

“I can live with that,” Angie replied

“Won’t your parents be disappointed not to see you?”

“They’ll survive,” Angie replied and laughed. “I can probably still make a trip to visit them for a week or so once the work finishes.”

“You’re all set up then,” Sondra said.

“Oh yes,” Angie said. “This is going to be great.”

She moved across to her wardrobe and opened the doors. The clothes inside were mostly jeans, t-shirts and shorts, which were suitable for the college life she led. They wouldn’t exactly cut it in the corporate world though, and she knew she would need to invest in something else. She brought out the black skirt and white top she wore to the interview, along with one more blouse and laid them out on her bed.

“Is that your business attire?” Sondra teased.

“Shut up,” Angie complained and let out a laugh. “It will have to do for the moment and I’ll sort out something else when I get paid at the end of the first week.’

Her preparations to get ready for starting work carried on for the rest of the day and there was a mix of trepidation and excitement on her mind when she went eventually went to bed.

“What time do you leave tomorrow?” she asked in the darkness.

“I’m out of here and on my way home at six,” Sondra replied.

“It will be weird staying here on my own,” Angie said.

“Yeah, well, just think of the money,” Sondra joked. “You do realize I’ll be asking for a loan when I return.”

“You can ask all you want,” Angie replied and let out a wicked laugh. “The answer you get might offend you though.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” Sondra said and joined in the laughter. “The first word will begin with F and the second word is off, I take it.”

“That’s the one,” Angie replied.

The hilarity continued as they hurled insults at each other before silence descended on the room. Sleep wouldn’t come for Angie and she stared up at the ceiling. The internship was a great opportunity and she vowed to do everything it took to get the most she could out of it. She wondered what she would be involved with, although thoughts of that faded from her mind when she eventually drifted off to a fitful night of rest. The shaking on her arm woke her the following morning and she opened her eyes to the sight of her roommate standing over her.

“Time for work, sleepyhead,” Sondra said. “I’m about to leave.”

“What time is it?” Angie asked as she sat up and rubbed her eyes.

“Five thirty.”

Angie groaned and dropped her head to the pillow.

“It’s too early,” she complained.

“I thought you might want to say goodbye to me,” Sondra replied.

“No..., get out,” Angie joked before sitting up again and flinging the covers off her legs to drop her feet to the floor. “Why are you leaving so early?”

“The only other bus I can get is at eleven o’clock tonight and I didn’t want to wait.”

“OK,” Angie said and stood up to hug her friend. “Have a safe trip.”

“Thanks,” Sondra replied. “Enjoy working your ass off this summer and don’t hesitate to call if you want to hear about the relaxation and partying I’m enjoying.”

“I told you to get out,” Angie said in feigned annoyance.

“Yes, Miss,” Sondra trilled and laughed. “I’ll see you in around eight weeks or so.”

Angie followed over to the door and closed it when her roommate left. There was no point in going back to bed, so she took off her nightgown and headed for the bathroom. She lowered the temperature of the shower water to drive the drowsiness of early morning away, then got dried and dressed afterwards. It was around fifteen minutes after six when she finished getting ready for the day ahead, although there was no point in waiting in the room and she left to head for a nearby coffee shop.

The hit of caffeine was welcome and she decided to have a second cup after finishing the first. The window table she was at let her watch the world pass by and she could see the street outside getting busier. It was almost seven by the time she left the shop and walked to a nearby bus stop to catch a ride to the offices of Harlow Pharmaceuticals. The growing knot in her belly made her all too aware of her nerves and she tried to shrug them off when she walked through the entrance of the building.

She brought the letter out of her bag to make sure she got the name of the person she was meeting correct then walked over to the large reception desk. The pretty girl behind it smiled as she approached.

“Can I help you?” she asked.

“I’m here to see Mrs. Brandon,” Angie replied.

“Do you have an appointment?”

“I’m starting today as a summer intern,” Angie went on and showed the letter she was holding. “Mrs. Brandon interviewed me and the letter instructed me to ask for her when I arrived.”

“I don’t think she’s arrived yet,” the receptionist went on. “Just let me check.”

Angie nodded and watched as the girl picked up the handset of one of the phones on the desk to dial a number. The conversation lasted only a few seconds.

“I was right,” the girl said. “Mrs. Brandon isn’t at her desk yet, but I’ll take you to see Dr. Powell.”

“OK, Angie replied.

She waited for the girl to come out from behind the desk, then followed in her footsteps as they set off along a corridor leading away from the reception area. The place was quieter than she expected and they only passed a couple of people as they made their way through the building. They eventually came to a stop at a room and a knock on the door got them a shouted call to enter.

Angie prepared herself to make a good first impression and put a smile on her face as she followed the girl inside. She found herself in a small laboratory, with the woman sitting behind a desk getting to her feet as they approached it.

“This is the new intern,” the receptionist said.

“Thanks for bringing her along,” Dr. Powell replied.

“No problem,” the girl went on then turned to walk out of the room and return to her duties at the reception desk.

“It’s nice to meet you,” Dr. Powell said and held out a hand.

“You too,” Angie replied as they shook. “Will I still have to report to Mrs. Brandon?”

“Take a seat,” Dr. Powell replied and waited until they were both sitting before carrying on. “Mrs. Brandon might want to have a chat with you. I’ll let her know you arrived bright and early and take you along to her office if she wants to see you.”

“I’ll be working for you?” Angie inquired.

“That’s right,” Dr. Powell answered. “I looked through the taped interviews and asked if you could be assigned to me.”

“So, I have you to thank for my internship at Harlow Pharmaceutical,”

“You need to hear everything I have to say before you thank me,” Dr. Powell replied and smiled.

It seemed a strange comment and Angie wanted to ask what it meant. She hesitated for a moment too long and missed her chance to say something as the conversation moved on.

“I’m working on a project aimed at a problem that a number of new mothers face,” Dr. Powell said.

“What kind of problem?” Angie asked.

“Well, most mothers nursing a baby are able to produce enough milk to properly feed their child,” Dr. Powell went on. “That isn’t always the case, however, and there can be a variety of reasons why some women are incapable of this. It can be distressing for them and less healthy for a child who is put on bottle milk straight away.”

“That’s understandable,” Angie said and smiled. “Breast is best is what my grandmother always used to say.”

“Some of those old sayings do have a truth to them,” Dr. Powell agreed. “We’ve been developing a serum at Harlow Pharmaceuticals that will hopefully put an end to the problem of women being unable to produce breast milk. Come on, I’ll show you.”

Angie got to her feet to follow her new boss and for the next few hours was taken through the details of the development work to date. She found herself getting infected by Dr. Powell’s obvious enthusiasm for the project and by the time they were sitting at the desk again, she was really looking forward to getting involved.

“You’ve done some great work,” she said.

“It’s just the start,” Dr. Powell replied. “But the results so far are promising. The profits to be made by getting to market first are potentially enormous, so the company directors are keen for things to be pushed on as quickly as possible.”

“What’s the next step?” Angie asked.

“It’s the biggest one of all,” Dr. Powell answered. “We now need to put it to human trials and see how it performs in reality.”

“Has a test group been selected yet?”

“The directors want to keep things in-house,” Dr. Powell replied. “They’re worried that word might get out about how far our development of the serum has progressed and they don’t want any competitors snooping around trying to steal the details.”

“So, how will it be tested?” Angie asked.

The hesitation of the woman opposite unnerved her and she suddenly remembered the earlier comment about hearing everything before thanking Dr. Powell for the chance to work with Harlow Pharmaceuticals.

“OK, I guess it’s time to be upfront,” the older woman said. “The reason I wanted you assigned to me was twofold. Firstly, you appear to be a smart young woman who is interested in working hard to get good experience as an intern.”

“And...,” Angie let out when the room fell silent, but suspected she knew what was about to be said.

“I needed a healthy, young test subject, with the intelligence to accurately record the results of what was happening to her.”

Angie couldn’t stop the shocked expression showing on her face and it was noticed.

“It’s not a requirement of your employment here,” Dr. Powell went on. “But it would certainly let us keep the testing in-house and would definitely put you in a good light with me and the company directors.”

The rush of breath came out unbidden and Angie lifted a hand to rub her forehead. What she was hearing was the last thing she expected when she walked through the door of the laboratory that morning and she wasn’t sure how to answer. Her first instinct was to say no, but she stopped herself from doing it. There was a suspicion that if she refused, her internship with Harlow Pharmaceuticals might be short-lived and she didn’t want that. It would lose her the money she was hoping for and probably take away her chances of working for them in the future.

“What are the risks?” she asked.

“None have been identified so far,” Dr. Powell said. “The only way of knowing for sure that there are no side effects is to carry out the test though. The milk production will last around a week and you’ll be expected to keep a detailed log of what you’re experiencing. We would also want you to meet with some potential clients and investors.”

A sigh played on Angie’s lips, but she stopped it coming out. She stroked her fingertips on her mouth as she considered what to do, but in the end knew there was only one choice if she wanted to have a successful internship.

“OK,” she said, slightly reluctantly.

“Great,” Dr. Powell said. “I’ll give you the serum when you leave today. You need to inject it this evening and we’ll see where we are tomorrow morning. Thanks for doing this.”

“Sure, “Angie replied and wondered what the hell she was getting herself into.

She was given the small bottle of serum and a sterile syringe when she finished her first day of work and eventually decided to go ahead with injecting herself after a shower later in the evening. Standing naked in front of the bathroom mirror, she lifted her hands to cup her breasts.

“Should you have said no?” she asked her reflection, but didn’t want to think about the consequences of changing her mind after agreeing.

She released her grip to reach for the syringe and quickly filled it from the small bottle. The prick of pain made her wince when she stuck herself with the needle and she pressed the plunger to inject the serum immediately.

“Too late now,” she said as she stood looking at her breasts.

She eventually turned away from the mirror and put on a nightgown after leaving the bathroom. She then made herself something to eat before spending an hour or so browsing on her computer. A check of her breasts after she closed the laptop showed no noticeable change in size, although they did feel slightly tender when she touched them. She made a note of it and went to bed.

It ended up being another night of staring at the ceiling and waiting to drift off. She went over the events of the day and it took a while for her to clear her mind. It was only then that she relaxed, but her sleep was restless and she came fully awake when she rolled onto her belly at around five in the morning.

“Shit,” she let out as she rapidly rolled onto her back again.

The ache in her breasts was real and she felt the wetness on her nightgown when she touched her chest. Her eyes opened wide when she realized she was a lot bigger than the night before. She was on her feet in seconds and switched on the light when she walked in the bathroom.

“It really fucking works,” she exclaimed when she got to the mirror.

Damp stains were evident on the front of her gown and there was no doubt she was bigger. She didn’t need to take off what she was wearing to see she was a lot bigger, but she grabbed the hem of the nightgown to drag it up over her head. Her eyes opened wide as she stared at her impressive bust and she didn’t even need to touch herself for drops of white to leak out and trickle down her skin.

She lifted her hands and grimaced at how tender to the touch her breasts were and she estimated they were at least one and half times her normal size..., and probably still growing. The slightest squeeze got milk running out of her nipples, but doing it brought a flicker of heat between her thighs. It was bizarre that touching her engorged, milk-filled breasts was a turn on, but there was no doubt it was and she could feel herself getting more excited as she squeezed.

“Nice fucking side effect,” she grumbled and shuddered.

She put her nightgown back on and went to make some notes, then lay down on her bed. There was no getting back to sleep and she simply waited for the light of dawn before rising. The first major problem presented itself after she showered and she knew there was no way she could fit her larger breasts in one of her bras.

“Great,” she let out in a frustrated voice as she considered what to do.

Going uncovered was a non-starter because her blouse would be soaked in minutes. She really needed to empty her breasts of the milk, but she’d never even thought about the need for a pump the evening before. Going to her wardrobe, she found a long scarf and wrapped it tightly around her chest before getting dressed. There was an embarrassment to being so much bigger and she decided to leave straight away and hope that she didn’t meet anyone she knew. It meant she got to the office well before seven, but she walked in the small laboratory to find Dr. Powell already there.

“Well...,” the older woman inquired.

Angie unbuttoned the coat she used to cover herself and saw the smile spread across the face of her boss.

“It worked,” Dr. Powell said straight away and got to her feet to walk out from behind the desk.

“Oh, it worked alright,” Angie replied. “I don’t have a bra to fit me now and my breasts are sore because they are so full of milk.”

“That’s excellent,” Dr. Powell said. “Let me see.”

The loss of dignity to exposing her swollen breasts wasn’t lost on Angie, but there was no point in refusing. She was aware of the watching eyes as she unbuttoned her blouse to take it off then unwrapped the scarf from around her chest.

“Sit down,” Dr. Powell said.

Angie moved to a tall stool and sat down. The shiver of arousal was instant when her breasts were touched and that made her all the more conscious of the awkwardness of the situation. She couldn’t hold in the groan when Dr. Powell squeezed, but there was also a flood of heat between her thighs and a flush of red erupted on her cheeks.

“It’s to be expected that they’re tender and sore,” the older woman said and squeezed again.

Angie used the scarf to wipe away the milk sliding down her breasts.

“Have you noticed any side effects?” Dr. Powell asked.

That she was getting sexually excited by another woman touching her breasts wasn’t something that Angie was about to admit, so she shook her head.

“Nothing so far,” she said. “Do you have a breast pump here?”

“I do,” Dr. Powell answered. “But I need you to attend a meeting with our main investor first. I informed them last night that human trials had started and they wanted to be kept informed. They need to see this.”

Angie cringed and couldn’t stop the words coming out.

“I have to show them my breasts?”

“I understand your reticence,” Dr. Powell said. “But it would be a real help to them committing more money to the project. I’ll take you to see them now. You can use the pump when we return.”

The arrangements were made to go and see the investors straight away and Angie wrapped the scarf around her chest to get dressed again. They left the small lab straight away and were standing next to Dr. Powell’s car when the ringing of a phone sounded out. The college girl hoped it was a cancelation of the plans, but realized it wasn’t as she listened to the conversation.

“I need to go and see Mrs. Brandon,” Dr. Powell said.

“So, we can’t go to the meeting,” Angie replied hopefully, but suspected that wasn’t the case when she saw the measured look of her boss.

“You go and see them,” Dr. Powell went on after a few seconds of hesitation.

“I can’t...”

“It’s you they need to see,” the older woman interrupted and thrust the car keys in Angie’s hand. “I know it’s an imposition, but this would be a big help. Just explain the effects of the serum and let them see how well it works. I’ll call to let them know what’s happening.” She got a piece of paper and pen from her bag to write down the name and address of the investor then handed it over. “Their offices are close to the college, so you should be able to find it easily.”

“Yeah, I know it,” Angie said in a resigned voice when she looked at the paper.

“Great, I’ll see you in the lab when you get back,” Dr. Powell said.

Angie didn’t get the chance to say anything else when her boss rushed off towards the elevator. She wished she’d never agreed to test the serum, but it was too late for that. One day into the internship and she was about to meet investors on her own and needed to show them her milk-filled breasts as proof that the test was a success. It was mortifying and she shook her head as she got in the car. Twenty five minutes later she stopped in the basement parking lot of a large commercial building. She rode the elevator up to the investor’s office and walked to the reception desk.

“Hi, I’m here to see Mr. Calvin,” she said and gave her name.

The receptionist called her boss and Angie was then led along to an office. She was taken inside and felt her nerves spike when she saw there were two men. The older one looked to be in his mid-forties and she guessed it was Mr. Calvin. That was confirmed when she was introduced, with the younger man’s name being Sam. It was he who dismissed the receptionist.

“The trial is a success then,” Mr. Calvin said.

“It certainly appears so,” Angie replied tentatively.

“Lock the door, Sam,” Mr. Calvin went on. “We don’t want to be disturbed.”

Angie saw the gaze of the younger man on her chest when he walked by and got the impression there was more than business investing on his mind. It unnerved her, but she said nothing.

“I know this is probably embarrassing,” Mr. Calvin said when the door was locked. “But Dr. Powell indicated you would show us the effects of the serum.”

Angie let out a slow breath as she contemplated what she was being asked. She wanted things over as quickly as possible, however, to get back to the breast pump at the laboratory and decided to get it done.

“Sure,” she agreed.

She watched Sam move to stand beside his boss and her hands trembled as she took off her coat then unbuttoned her blouse to remove it. The gazes of the two men fixed on her as she slowly unwrapped the scarf to expose her engorged breasts and she couldn’t bring herself to look at them.

“That is impressive,” Mr. Calvin said and stepped forward.

Something in the tone of his voice made Angie lift her gaze from the floor and she saw both men advancing. Her apprehension flared, but she remained standing where she was.

“Does it hurt?” Sam asked.

“It’s a bit sore,” Angie admitted. “But I think it’s because they’re so full.”

“What does it taste like?” Mr. Calvin asked.

The question caught Angie off guard and her mouth flopped open. It was something she hadn’t considered.

“I don’t know,” she admitted.

“Would you let me taste?” the older man said.

A shiver raced down Angie’s spine as she stared at him. Her breathing became shallow as she lifted a hand to stroke a fingertip up a wet trail all the way to her nipple. The touch brought on a flush of sexual arousal and she silently berated herself. She held out her finger to Mr. Calvin and watched in amazement as he licked it clean.

“Put some in a glass,” Sam said.

“There’s no need for that, is there Angie?” Mr. Calvin commented and smiled.

She stared at him and knew what he was suggesting. He wanted to drink straight from the source and it only made the ripple of arousal grow stronger. The breath stuck in her throat as he closed in.

“Wait,” she let out, but Mr. Calvin was already leaning in and he didn’t stop.

His lips closed around an erect nipple and Angie shuddered as he sucked hard to make the milk flow. The relief was instant and she couldn’t bring herself to push him away. Sam was quick to join in. He ducked his head down and swept his tongue up a wet trail to rasp it over her other nipple. The shudders wracking her body became stronger and she closed her eyes as the pure bliss of the sensation washed over her.

Both men were now latched on to her nipples and sucking, with the relief being intense as they drained milk from her pendulous breasts. Angie’s body responded in the way she knew it would and her panties became wetter by the second. She was being used as a human cow to wet nurse two grown men and it was making hot lust burn between her thighs. A groan almost came out as they took their fill of sweet liquid from her and she bit her lip to hold it in.

A glance down when Sam backed off was enough to reveal she wasn’t the only one getting excited. The stiff outline of his erection was clearly visible to show he was turned on by the lactation play and she knew she should stop things before they really got out of hand. Her breast was squeezed before she said anything and only a gasp escaped her lips as a stream of white squirted out.

Sam leaned in to sweep his tongue across her wet skin and there was no resisting. Mr. Calvin released her nipple from his mouth and she saw the white running down to his chin. He leaned in to a kiss and she could taste herself on his lips.

“I want to fuck them,” Sam said.

Angie tried to resist as she was pulled across to a chair, but she was no match for two men hungry to use her milk-engorged breasts. She was made to sit as Sam dragged his pants and underwear down and it got her the sight of his solid hardon. He was quick to move forward and he grabbed his cock to spank it on her naked skin. Mr. Calvin grabbed the glass from the desk and held it close to a nipple to fill it.

“Take more,” Angie pleaded.

Sam gave her what she wanted by dropping down to drink. His lips eagerly circled around a nipple and Angie grabbed his head as he sucked hard. She let out a sigh as the milk flowed strongly, but it didn’t last long.

“Wet her tits,” Sam said when he pulled away and stood.

“Wait..., my skirt,” Angie squealed when she saw Mr. Calvin lift the glass.

She was hauled to her feet and made to take her skirt off. It left her in only a pair of panties and she was pushed down to sit. Sam stepped forward and she let out a groan as he thrust his cock in her cleavage and squeezed her soft flesh around it. Mr. Calvin spilled the milk from the glass over her breasts and it fueled the lust of the man now driving his erection between her tits.

Sam thrust forward frantically and Angie looked down to see the slick head of his cock popping out the top of her milky cleavage. Her exhilaration mounted and she moved her hands in place, so her fingertips rubbed on the erection each time it appeared. She couldn’t believe how slutty she was acting, but her body was on fire and it made her crave the sex just as much as the men.

Mr. Calvin got the glass under a nipple again as her tits continued to be fucked and pushed Sam away when it was filled. Angie was breathing heavily and simply stared as the older man loosened his pants to drag them and his underpants down. She expected the milk to be spilled over her chest, but it was held out to her.

“What?” she asked and frowned when she glanced up.

“Take it in your mouth,” he said.

Her eyes opened wide when she realized what he wanted, but she was too aroused to resist. She saw how badly her hand was shaking when she reached out to take the glass and lifted it to her lips. Mr. Calvin stepped up to her after she drank and she leaned down. Milk spilled over his cock as she wrapped her lips around it, but her mouth was still full as she began to bob her head. The sound of the older man’s groans filled the room and she wondered if anyone would hear as she pleasured him. More milk spilled out to run down to his balls as she stroked her lips along his length until the struggle for breath became too much.

“I want her tits again,” Sam said.

He stepped forward when his boss got out of the way and stroked the head of his cock on stiff, sticky nipples. His breath rasped out as he settled his cock in Angie’s cleavage and this time made her squeeze her tits around his stiff shaft. His fingertips gripped her nipples as he started thrusting and milk ran down to soak her skin as his efforts became more vigorous.

It was clear he wasn’t going to stop this time and Angie squeezed her tits tightly around his cock as he fucked it between them. His breathing grew ragged as his excitement mounted. Mr. Calvin refilled the glass with milk and Sam lost control when this was poured over his thrusting cock. He groaned as his balls gave up their load and the powerful spurt of cum splashed on her naked skin.

Angie released her grip to let him grab his cock and he aimed the gushing spurts all over her bloated breasts. The tingle between her thighs grew stronger as she watched and her chest heaved as Sam’s release came to an end. She glanced up at the other man in the room and knew things weren’t over. The urge for some relief of her own was almost overwhelming and she couldn’t stop the words.

“You can fuck me if you want,” she let out. “But make me cum.”

A grin spread across his face and he grabbed her wrist as he dropped to his knees on the floor. Angie got down on all fours for him and the panties were yanked from her. She shuddered as hard cock pressed on her ass and waited for it to be buried inside her.

“Milk,” Mr. Calvin said.

Sam understood and Angie watched as her hanging tits were milked like she was a cow. When the glass was full, it was tipped over her lower back and spilled down over her ass and pussy. Mr. Calvin groaned as he rubbed his erection on her slick skin. He brought the tip of his cock to her wet opening and her mouth opened wide as the thick penetration fucked inside her.

Sam continued to milk her breasts and pour it over her as hard cock stroked in her cunt and she could feel her desire welling up to a peak. Her tits were groped roughly as Mr. Calvin began to thrust forward with more intent and she could sense that he was taking himself all the way. She pushed herself back to meet his thrusts and the feel of his cock drilling deep in her pushed her closer and closer until she was tipped over the edge.

The burst of heat that burned out from between her thighs engulfed her and shudders wracked her slender frame as the strong orgasm ripped through her. Mr. Calvin’s grip tightened on her hips as he threw himself forward with urgent desire and he plunged his cock deep as he lost control. Angie was still in the midst of climax when her pussy was flooded by streaming spurts of cum. She was held in place by a tight grip and could feel the man behind bucking against her as he let loose with a torrent of cum. Her pussy tightened around his spurting cock as her own pleasure came to a high then slowly faded away.

She wanted to collapse to the floor when Mr. Calvin pulled out of her, but she was engulfed in shame for letting herself be used. There was no way she could have stopped it and knew she didn’t want to, but it was still highly embarrassing to let two virtual strangers use her. She grabbed her panties to drag them up into place and it held the cum inside her as she got to her feet. Her chest was sticky with drying milk and cum, but she ignored it to wrap the scarf in place, then put on her blouse, skirt and coat.

“Please don’t say anything about this,” she said as she walked to the door.

She unlocked it and glanced back to see the men straightening their clothes. Milk soaked the tiled floor, but that wasn’t her problem.

“The secret is safe with us,” Mr. Calvin said. “But you will come back, won’t you?”

Angie stared and wasn’t sure how to answer.

“Maybe,” she said as she walked out.

She kept her gaze on the floor as she walked to the elevators and rode one down to the basement parking lot.

“Good going, idiot,” she said when she was sitting in the car and rocked her head back to bang it on the seat. She did feel better though and her breasts didn’t hurt.

The college was close by, so she drove there to get cleaned up. The arousal came on again when she soaped her breasts in the shower and she let out a groan. It was going to be a difficult week until the effects of the serum wore off and she knew the temptation to visit the investor’s office again might be something she couldn’t resist.
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Naomi has a big problem – her wealthy fiancée and his parents expect her to undergo a virginity test before her marriage.  The problem is that is Naomi is not as an innocent as they think!  She will have to convince the handsome family doctor to help her, and she will do anything and everything to get her way...

This 6130 word short story contains explicit sexual content including a kinky medical exam, a doctor behaving badly, and hot doctor patient sex.
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Check out other titles by Madison Laine.
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Thank you for purchasing this ebook.  If you liked this story, please leave a positive review so I will know my fans want more stories of this type.  Any feedback or comments can be sent to madisonlaineebooks@gmail.com.
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This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This ebook may not be resold or distributed without the permission of the author.
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