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ADULT CONTENT WARNING (18+):
This story contains explicit sexual content, adult themes, and language intended for mature audiences only. By proceeding, you confirm that you are at least 18 years of age (or the legal age of majority in your jurisdiction).
Legal Notice:
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination.
When I entered college, I had no idea things would become so complicated. I have always been ambitious and dreamed of a successful career that I would build when the time came. I enrolled in law studies and wanted to become a lawyer. I rushed towards the goal, fully committed to my duties and studies. The first year of college everything went smoothly.

However, during my second year of studies, my family went bankrupt. My dad ran a successful construction company, which collapsed overnight. We were left with nothing, in debt, and with a mortgaged house. My parents simply didn't have the money to pay for my education anymore. I was left to myself. I could either drop out of college or make it on my own.

I knew that dropping out of college was not an option for me and so I started looking for a solution that would get me out of the financial crisis. For days I searched the ads for potential jobs and opportunities. Classic college jobs where you could barely make pocket money didn't suit me because I needed a large amount. Big enough so that I can pay my rent arrears, bills, and debts and still make a decent living in the meantime.

Nothing matched, except for one ad. It was an ad for a research clinic that worked exclusively with women. They studied the function of the mammary glands and asked the subjects to take hormones and drugs in order to achieve lactation. In return, they offered a hefty sum of money. I admit, the research was a bit strange and kinky, but in the end, I decided on my own that it was my only way out. The amount of money they offered was more than generous. And in the end, would it be so terrible if a drop of milk would flow from time to time from my boobies? I signed the papers with the clinic and started taking hormones. Checks kept arriving at my address and now I could afford a pretty nice life.

But of course, things are never that simple.

At first, I thought that a little leakage of milk from the nipples could not be so terrible, but soon after I started taking hormones, I was convinced of the opposite. My initially small, and almost flat breasts grew at an incredible speed! I watched them grow and stretch day by day becoming bigger than I could ever imagine. I bought new bras, which were slowly getting smaller one by one. In the end, I could no longer recognize my reflection in the mirror. Instead of a thin and slender girl, in front of me stood a rounded and busty woman whose fully formed, swollen breasts were ready to start producing milk.

I struggled to get used to this new state. My breasts were now huge, swollen, and quite tender most of the time. Every time I would just involuntarily attach my nipples, I would feel a mixture of pain and pleasure that drove me crazy. My nipples were also swollen, stiff, and terribly itching non-stop. However, I tried not to scratch them because that would only make it worse. 

I started to feel very uncomfortable in college too because now everyone was staring at me and my huge new, busty melons.

Everything got worse when lactation started. My breasts were now leaking milk in situations when I least wanted it and causing me a lot of discomfort. All of this was completely out of my control. Even though I regularly emptied them with pumps and expressed large quantities of milk from them that I sent to the clinic for study, the milk seemed to continue to come continuously.

This went to such an extent that I began to spill milk even during classes, which seriously threatened my reputation with the professors, my grades, and in the end my success. Countless times I got up and rushed out in the middle of the lecture.

The worst was in Mr. Gibson's classes, on whom I had a little crush, so I guess that contributed to the stimulation and increased milk production.

Gibson was in his thirties, young, handsome, and absolutely charming. His black hair fell casually over his eyes and his regular features were very attractive. He had the cutest dimples on his cheeks every time he smiled and very full lips that I have to admit, I have imagined many times on myself, on my skin, and lately also on my pink, warm nipples that constantly tormented me. I imagined how Gibson would wrap his lips around me and suck all the warm milk out of me.

I was ashamed of my fantasies and I felt like a total freak. I would actually blush every time I thought of him and every time he looked at me during the lecture. I had the impression that even he was staring at my big titties in disbelief. I was so embarrassed.

I often imagined the handsome Professor Gibson while I milked myself. It really helped me. It was known that sexual stimulation, as I said, promotes the secretion of milk, but also milking, so that occasionally it was enough for me to imagine his lips on the hot skin of my breasts and put my hand in my panties. The milk would flow in rich jets.

These fantasies were my only refuge and escape from reality, which was suffocating me more and more. With breasts full of milk that was constantly being produced, and sexual inclinations towards a young, attractive professor that were driving me crazy, I felt quite helpless. I had no idea how to cope with all the changes that befell me, much less how to calm my passions and dedicate myself to studying again. My grades were getting worse and worse, and I could not manage to pass one subject. I guess you can guess which one - Professor Gibson's subject.

My learning lag didn't go unnoticed, except my colleagues looked at me like a freak, my boobs were sticking out and everyone was staring at them, now I started getting both texts and emails from college expressing concern about my academic performance and failure in learning. One of the most outstanding students, who shone in the first year and passed all the exams with the highest marks, has now become a withdrawn girl lost in her own world. Fortunately, no one knew my secret and the problems that plagued me. I managed to keep everything a secret, hoping that everyone would blame my huge breasts on the implants. I think I would collapse in shame if it were known what I really was - an experimental, juicy hucow made to give tons of creamy, hot milk. I was again in a hopeless situation.

One day what I feared the most happened. After I ran out of the classroom a couple of days before because the milk started to leak in unstoppable streams, soaking the fabric of my bra and T-shirt, Professor Gibson invited me to his office for a talk.

I was very nervous and I knew I was going to be criticized for my poor academic performance. My fantasies with the professor were becoming more frequent lately, so it made me feel extra nervous.

I knocked on the door of the office, both excited and scared. My nipples itched terribly as they rubbed against the soft fabric of the bra with every movement I made.

- Come in.

There was a deep, resonant voice on the other side of the door. I carefully peeked inside.

- Good morning, professor.

I said in a timid, trembling voice.

- Good morning, Mary. Please come inside.

Gibson was smiling at me, reclining comfortably in his chair, and gestured with his hand for me to come in and sit down. I entered the office and closed the door behind me. I was too nervous to sit, so I just stood and fidgeted from foot to foot. I just hoped my bra would hold and soak the milk if leaking would happen. I put double protective pads inside hoping that would be enough.

The professor looked serious and polite, with a smile on his face, I just hoped he wouldn't be too hard on me.

- You wanted to talk to me.

I tried to cover the trembling in my voice.

- Yes, Mary, we need
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