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      Emma

      
      My breasts are killing me.

      I lean against the nurse's station, trying not to wince as I shift my weight. The pressure is constant now—a heavy, aching fullness that makes every movement a reminder of how badly I need relief. Ten hours into my shift, and I haven't pumped once. My scrubs feel tight across my chest, the fabric stretched over breasts that are at least a cup size larger than they were this morning.

      I should have brought my pump. I should have taken a break hours ago.

      But the ER has been slammed since I clocked in, one emergency after another, and there's never a good time to disappear for twenty minutes to hook myself up to a machine. Besides, my pump broke last week, and I haven't had the money to replace it yet. Every penny goes to childcare, rent, groceries. A new breast pump is a luxury I can't afford right now.

      I pull out my phone, glancing around to make sure no one's watching. The coast is clear—most of the staff is dealing with a multi-car accident that just came in. My fingers are shaking slightly as I open the app.

      The one I never thought I'd download. The one that's become my secret, my escape, my salvation.

      I navigate to my messages and pull up his name. Dr. A.

      My heart does that stupid flutter thing it always does when I see his profile picture—not that it shows his face. It's just his hands, strong and capable, resting on what looks like a medical desk. But I know those hands. I know exactly what they look like. What they feel like.

      I start typing.

      Me: Daddy, I'm so tired and close to bursting

      I hit send before I can second-guess myself. Using that word—Daddy—still makes me blush even though we've been doing this for three weeks now. Three weeks of the most intense sexual experiences of my life. Three weeks of discovering things about myself I never knew existed.

      Three weeks since I learned that Dr. Adam Firenze, the gorgeous neurologist who works on the same floor as me, is just as kinky as I am.

      The typing indicator appears almost immediately. My pulse quickens.

      Dr. A: Poor baby. How long has it been since you were milked?

      Me: Since last night. With you.

      Dr. A: That's almost 16 hours. Your pretty tits must be absolutely swollen.

      They are. God, they are. I can feel milk leaking already, dampening my nursing pads. I shift again, and a drop of milk seeps through the fabric. I cross my arms over my chest, trying to hide the evidence.

      Dr. A: Where are you right now?

      Me: Nurse's station. 4th floor.

      Dr. A: Anyone around?

      Me: Not right now. Everyone's busy.

      Dr. A: Good. I want you to touch yourself for me. Just your nipples. Through your scrubs. Tell me how they feel.

      My breath catches. I glance around again—still clear. With my back to the hallway, I bring one hand up and brush my fingers over my left nipple. Even through my scrub top, bra, and nursing pad, the sensation is electric. My nipple is hard and distended, and when I press down, I feel a warm rush of milk release.

      I gasp softly.

      Me: They're so hard. So full. I just leaked when I touched it.

      Dr. A: Fuck. I bet you're soaking through your bra right now, aren't you? Those big, beautiful tits of yours are desperate to be drained. To be sucked. To have my mouth wrapped around those perfect nipples while I drink you down.

      Heat floods through me, settling between my thighs. My pussy clenches, and I feel myself getting wet. This is dangerous—texting like this at work, where anyone could walk up behind me and see. But that's part of what makes it so hot.

      Me: I'm leaking so much. I don't know how much longer I can last.

      Dr. A: When does your shift end?

      Me: One hour.

      Dr. A: Come to my office as soon as you clock out. Don't change. Don't pump. Don't touch yourself. I want you exactly as you are right now—desperate, aching, dripping. Understood?

      Me: Yes, Daddy

      Dr. A: Good girl. Now let me tell you exactly what I'm going to do to you when you get here.

      Oh God. My fingers tighten on my phone. Dr. Firenze is great and dirty talk and even better at writing filthy texts that make my pussy turn to mush.

      Dr. A: First, I'm going to have you lie down on the examination table. I'm going to peel that tight little scrub top off your body and reveal those massive, swollen tits. I'm going to examine them thoroughly—medical assessment, of course. Check for any abnormalities. Palpate the tissue. Test the nipple response. And then, when I've confirmed that you're healthy and simply in need of draining, I'm going to put my mouth on you.

      I bite my lip hard, trying not to make a sound.

      Dr. A: I'm going to suck your nipples until milk flows into my mouth. I'm going to drink from you like you're my own personal hucow, and I'm not going to stop until your tits are soft and empty and you're begging me to fuck you. Because that's what happens, isn't it, Emma? When I milk you, your pussy gets so wet you can't think straight. You need to be filled. Bred. Used.

      Me: Adam, you're making me blush.

      Dr. A: Down there, too, I hope?

      Me: I'm at work. You can't send me texts like this.

      Dr. A: Can't I? You're the one who messaged me first, baby. You're the one who told Daddy how desperate you are. Now you're going to stand there at that nurse's station, dripping milk and soaking your panties, and you're going to think about my mouth on your tits and my cock in your pussy. And when you finally make it to my office, you're going to thank me for making you wait.

      I'm trembling now, my thighs pressed together, trying to create some friction. This is insane. I shouldn't be this turned on at work. I shouldn't be texting my colleague—my superior, technically, even though we're in different departments—about how badly I want him to milk my breasts and fuck me.

      But I can't help it. Since discovering this side of myself, I've been insatiable.

      It started six months ago, when I realized my milk hadn't dried up the way it was supposed to. I'd weaned my son, Liam, when he turned one—not because I wanted to, but because my ex had convinced me it was "weird" to keep breastfeeding. That I needed to "get my body back."

      That was right before he left me. I was struggling to pay rent, and he just... walked away. Said he wasn't ready to be a father. Said he needed to focus on his career.

      I haven't heard from him since.

      My mom, bless her, stepped in to help. She watches Liam while I work these brutal shifts at the hospital—ten, sometimes twelve hours, whatever they'll give me because I need the money. Every extra hour is another week of rent paid, another month of daycare covered, another small cushion against the constant fear of not being able to provide for my son.

      But even after I stopped nursing, my breasts kept producing milk. At first, I was worried. I saw my doctor, who said it was normal for some women—that it could take months for milk production to cease completely. She told me to pump less frequently, to let my body adjust.

      I tried. But the feeling of being full, of being swollen with milk, did something to me. Something I didn't understand at first. Every time I pumped, I felt this deep, primal satisfaction. And sometimes, when I was alone at night after Liam was asleep, I'd find myself touching my breasts, squeezing them, watching the milk spray out.

      It turned me on. Intensely.

      I started researching online, embarrassed and confused by my own arousal. That's when I found the term: hucow. Human cow. Women who enjoy lactation play, who get off on being milked, on producing milk for their partners.

      I thought I was alone in this. I thought I was broken, perverted.

      But then I found the app. A kinky dating platform specifically for people with alternative sexual interests. I created a profile, hands shaking, half-expecting to delete it within a day.

      Instead, I matched with him.

      Dr. A.

      We chatted for a week before he revealed his identity. I nearly died when I saw his photo—Adam Firenze, the neurologist I'd been secretly crushing on for the past year. The man with the striking blue eyes and the streaks of silver in his blonde hair. The one who always smiled at me in the hallway, who smelled like expensive cologne and coffee.

      He'd recognized me too, apparently. Had been attracted to me. Had his own kinks that aligned perfectly with mine.

      Our first session was three weeks ago. I went to his office after hours, nervous and excited and terrified. He'd been gentle at first, easing me into it, making sure I was comfortable.

      And then he'd put his mouth on my breast and sucked, and I'd nearly come from that alone.

      Since then, we've been meeting regularly. It's convenient. We're already in the same building, we know each other's schedules, and his office is private. No one questions why a nurse might stop by a doctor's office. We're careful, discreet.

      But God, it's risky. And that risk makes it even hotter.

      A voice breaks through my thoughts. "Emma? We need you in Room 3."

      I snap back to reality, shoving my phone in my pocket. "Coming."

      I spend the next forty-five minutes running between patients, drawing blood, adjusting IVs, taking vitals. My breasts ache with every movement, a constant reminder of what's waiting for me at the end of my shift.

      Finally, I get a brief moment to breathe. I'm leaving Room 3 when I see him.

      Adam.

      My heart skips a beat—it always does when I see him unexpectedly. He's walking down the hallway toward me, a patient chart in his hands, looking impossibly handsome in his dark gray slacks and light blue button-down. The sleeves are rolled up to his elbows, showing off his forearms. His hair is slightly messy, like he's been running his hands through it, and those blue eyes are focused on whatever he's reading.

      Then he looks up and sees me.

      The corner of his mouth quirks up in a barely-there smile. Professional. Appropriate. But his eyes darken slightly, and I know he's thinking about the texts. About what he's going to do to me in less than fifteen minutes.

      We walk toward each other. The hallway is empty—it's late, most of the day shift has gone home, and the night shift is still getting settled. As we pass, his hand brushes against my hip. Just for a second. Just long enough for me to feel the heat of his palm through my scrubs.

      Then his hand drops lower, and he smacks my ass. Not hard, but firm enough to make me gasp softly.

      "Looking good, Nurse Frost," he murmurs, his voice low enough that only I can hear. "Love watching you walk around with those fertile hips swaying and those milk jugs bouncing. Can't wait to drain you slowly. Properly."

      Heat floods my face—and between my thighs. I glance around frantically, but no one's watching. No one saw.

      "Dr. Firenze," I manage, my voice barely steady.

      He winks at me and keeps walking, like he didn't just make my entire body light up with need.

      I stand there for a moment, trying to collect myself. This is so wrong. So risky. If anyone found out...

      But that's exactly why
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