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- What the hell is it now?

I yelped when the doorbell rang with a cheerful and irritating sound. Ding-dong. Ding-dong. Whoever it was clearly had no intention of leaving, and he also knew the code to my building's intercom. There was a short pause, and then a repeated ringing that ripped my ears.

I reluctantly rolled my eyes when I saw that the uninvited guest wasn't going to just walk away and leave me alone, unfortunately, I had to open the door.

It may be strange to believe, but I was actually quite a social and outgoing person, it was just that this was a terribly bad time to visit.

Whoever it was, I cursed him to myself more than once.

My breasts were swollen and excruciatingly painful. Milk was leaking everywhere, and no matter how hard I tried, I just couldn't empty myself properly and in enough amount.

The thing was, I lost my job a week ago. It was a stupid job anyway at a restaurant where I worked as a waitress from morning to night, and I didn't regret it too much. When I paid the rent and all the accompanying bills, I realized that I had very little money left. Actually, I was completely broke. My boyfriend used to pay the rent, but since I broke up with him a month ago, I am now responsible for everything myself.

At the suggestion of a friend of mine who had previously participated in it, I signed up for the Hucow research.

It was scientific research, well-paid, which offered young girls substantial monetary compensation if they agreed to take hormone therapy for a certain period, which led to breast growth and lactation.

From my friend Ann's perspective, it all sounded wonderful.

Your breasts would grow a little and fill with milk that you would only need to express from time to time. You would feel more sexy and earn good money along the way.

It all sounded very nice and tempting to me. Until broke and helpless, I applied myself to participate in the program.

Then I saw that my breasts had not grown a little but to the largest bra size possible. Overnight! They were monstrously huge, heavy, and very painful.

My nipples were constantly sensitive and stiff. Just touching the fabric of the T-shirt would make me itch terribly.

My new, massive melons quickly filled with milk, which began to leak uncontrollably in all directions.

I've been sitting alone, cooped up in my apartment for days now, trying to milk them out properly and become a functioning human being again. However, all my bullish efforts are in vain.

Milk was coming, filling my breasts, which were becoming more and more swollen, and I managed to squeeze only a few drops out of them.

All my shirts were smeared with milk stains, and my life turned into a real madness.

I was a big, leaking, heavy mess walking around looking for relief.

In addition, to make matters worse, I was constantly horny.

That's why, when I heard the doorbell ring, I sincerely hoped it was just someone mistaken the apartment number. Right now, I was in no mood for visits.

When the ringing continued, I had no choice but to open the door.

I quickly put on a new, clean, pink T-shirt, tied my hair in a messy ponytail, and opened.

- Hey.

A familiar voice and deep blue-eyed gaze met mine. It was my ex, Tyler. Holy shit. What is he doing here?

- Hey.

I answered him with a questioning expression on my face, and then I remembered my huge boobs and a wave of blush flooded my cheeks. I crossed my arms over my chest, which probably seemed funny because it was impossible to hide melons that big.

- What are you doing here?

I asked him nervously, feeling so miserable and embarrassed. I just wanted to get rid of him as soon as possible.

I couldn't help but notice that his expression was also quite confused and that he was curiously watching my enlarged tits that were puffing up to the rhythm of my rapid breathing. All this made me feel even more uncomfortable.

- I just stopped by to pick up those things... You texted me last week.

- Things?

I thought about it for a moment and then I remembered that after I got fired I had a mini-manic attack that led to me cleaning the whole apartment and moving things around. Along the way, I found a lot of Tyler's things, packed them in a box, and texted him to come pick them up when he had free time. Tyler worked as a manager in a reputable company, it was the weekend so he wasn't working today.

Hell.

- Oh yes, of course, come in. The things are in the bedroom.

Tyler nodded all the while keeping his eyes on my swollen breasts. The redness in my face had reached the point of exploding.

I led him inside and closed the door, following him to the bedroom. I just wanted this to end as soon as possible. I couldn't stand his curious and questioning look at me.

Tyler was one of those people who was always ready to help you and give unnecessary advice. In fact, he was one of those people who always stuck his nose where it didn't belong.

However, he helped me and was there for me whenever I was at my worst. I have to admit, he always knew how to comfort me and say the right thing.

I sighed deeply. I almost forgot how much I miss him.

We had been apart for a month, but it seemed like an eternity.

Our relationship was far from harmonious, but I'd be lying if I said I wasn't heartbroken when we broke up. Tyler may have been the best guy I've ever been with, but I managed to lose him too.

It was typical of me, I made a mess wherever I appeared. Just like now.

Tyler walked into the room and looked at the cardboard box of belongings, which had his name written on it in thick black letters.

- This is all?

I nodded my head.

- Yes, basically it's nothing special. Two of your T-shirts, one shirt, the ballpoint pen I gave you when we met, and that book you thought you lost.

- Alright, Susie, if you say so.

He gave me a weak smile and gave me another confused look.

- By the way, are you okay? It's not for me to interfere, but...you seem a bit chaotic. And your breasts, did you get implants? I mean this is all a bit weird.

I was looking at his handsome face and tousled blond hair, when I felt a few warm droplets trickling from my stiff nipples.

- Shit!

I grunted, and two wet spots spread across my light pink t-shirt.

-Su, what's going on? Seriously, are you okay?

He asked me worriedly, coming closer to me. Instinctively, I crossed my arms over my chest again in an attempt to hide the growing wet spots.

- Tyler, just go, please.

- I'm not going until you tell me what's going on.

I hesitated and hoped he would just go away. I had the impression that my breasts would explode under the onslaught of a huge amount of milk.

-Su, please let me help you. Tell me what's going on with you.

I looked down in shame and tears welled up in my eyes.

As briefly as I could, I explained everything to him, starting with how I got fired from the restaurant, to how I signed up for the program and became a Hucow full of milk, which I can't milk now.

Tyler looked at me with understanding. He looked like he was genuinely sorry. At the end, he whispered softly:

- Maybe I can help you somehow.

I looked at him and our eyes met. I felt my heart beating faster, deafening my ears. He approached me and gently felt my boob. A rush of adrenaline spread through my body.

Tyler slipped his hands under my shirt and before I knew it his hands were skillfully squeezing my breasts and milk was pouring out of me in rich streams.

The relief was wonderful and the feeling of his fingers on my warm skin, after so long, was incredible.

Soon we were both naked and lying in my bed.

I wanted Tyler inside me, I was insanely horny and that feeling alone made the milk constantly come in copious amounts and pour out of me. He collected the hot droplets that oozed from the hard, pink nipples with his tongue and lips and drank lustily as his cock became harder.

I climbed on top of him and grabbed his dick with my hand and then inserted it inside. I positioned myself so that he penetrated deep into the pussy that was dripping with juices and I started to thrust myself with lustful movements.

Tyler wrapped his arms around my body and breasts and continuously stimulated my nipples with his fingers and tongue. Warm and sweet milk poured over the hot skin of my stomach.

I moaned making faster and faster movements.

His mouth was full of my juicy creamy milk as I rammed onto his hard, swollen cock. The feeling was amazing, I wanted it deep inside. I wanted him to fill me all over as the hot and sweet liquid poured out of me.

While my chest was gradually emptying, I was getting closer and closer to orgasm. Each touch of his fingers over my pink nipples made my groin tighten more and more.

My whole body was tense like a string. I was bouncing hard, thrusting into his juicy dick. Tyler wrapped his arms around my waist and pushed me down onto the bed.

He climbed on top of me and with a quick and
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