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Chapter 1



Lizzie

I used to think hucow auctions were a myth.

That was before I found out about Taboo Paradise. It’s a sex club that caters to wealthy men and women with kinky tastes. All their desires can be satisfied here for a price. A very high price.

What they don’t tell you is that this club isn’t just a place for the ultra-rich. Even regular old girls like me can find somebody to satisfy our sexual cravings if we’re ready to auction ourselves. Not only do I get to be pleasured and spoiled by a man who has complimentary tastes, but I get paid an ungodly sum for doing it.

The only catch is that it isn’t easy to gain access to the auction floor here. But I passed all the tests and I’m here now.

“Let me guess. Hucow?” A young man giggles, pointing up and down my body. “You’re going to make a killing, honey.”

I smile at him. He’s naked apart from the tight leather pants he wears. Taboo Paradise caters to all sexualities and preferences as much as they can.

“What about you?” I ask. “What are you?”

He snaps his fingers. “I’m a twink. Can’t you see?”

“I hope you find your perfect man,” I answer. “And I hope you get enough money to buy a condo in New York.”

The man laughs at me. “Oh, honey. You’re so sweet.”

One of the things I love about this sex club is that the others who are also looking for wealthy people to indulge in their fantasies with are very supportive of each other. I used to hate my colleagues in my old jobs. They were judgmental, always gossiping about how huge my melons were behind my back.

But here, I feel part of a warm community of like-minded people who aren’t ashamed of their sexuality. They celebrate theirs and they celebrate mine, too.

“Lizzie, it’s time for you to go up to the stage so the clients can see your assets.” My manager taps her notepad, surveying me one last time. I feel nervous under her scrutiny. She’s a perfectionist.

My swollen milk makers are on display, hidden by just a lace bra which makes the outlines of my dark nipples apparent. Ever since I started receiving hormone injections at Taboo Paradise’s clinic, my breasts have changed dramatically. They’re two sizes bigger now, firm, massive E cups that hang down my chest, dripping with milk. I had to keep pumping myself and stimulating my nipples to increase my supply. However, months of hard work finally paid off. My tits fill up every few hours now, and I can make a lot of milk. I have to constantly pump myself to relieve the burden. I’m not complaining. Being a hucow is my dream and I love every part of it, especially the bit where my massive milkers spurt cream. The tingly sensation at the tip of my nipples sends a current of heat to my core every time. It’s the best sensation in the world.  

I’m looking forward to being milked by an actual thirsty man and being seeded. For my first auction, I am looking to spend a week in some rich guy’s house being his personal hucow. I’ll feed him day and night, and he can plow my pussy whenever he desires as long as I’m well-lubricated.

The enthusiasm of all the people participating in the auction buzzes against my skin. I can’t wait to find out who will be my first. Not that I’m a virgin, but still. This lifestyle of being a hucow is new to me and my first time will determine whether I’ll be pursuing it further.

Biting my lip, I wander over to the main area of the club, right by the entrance where the patrons enter.

“You need to go back to the backstage area. We like to surprise our patrons.” The receptionist lays a firm hand on my shoulder.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to⁠—”

My name being called cuts through my apology. “Lizzie?”

My hairs poke up in fear when a deep masculine drawl wraps around my senses. I recognize that voice. It’s familiar. It’s potent. My pussy grips the air in my cunt at the sound of those syllables.

A powerful, strong man emerges in front of my eyes. My heart does a backflip. He’s tall, broad-shouldered, with a Greek God face and a smattering of gray in his hair. When I stare into his liquid gold eyes, I am momentarily lost for words.

My throat drops to my stomach. Mr. Gold? Derek Gold? What is Daddy’s best friend doing at a sex auction?

And why does he look so damn fine in a suit?

“What’re you doing here?” I stagger back in panic, away from the mature man who exudes sex appeal like a diffuser spreading a sweet smell. My pussy is screaming with the desire to ride him. My sensitive, swollen nipples throb with the desire to spray milk on his face. I have to physically separate myself from him to keep myself under control.

“Me?” He chuckles. “What are you doing here? You do realize this is a sex club? I thought you go to college.”

“I dropped out months ago,” I reply, setting my chin straight. I don’t want to look weak or wishy-washy. The need to make an impression on him fills my blood. I puff up my chest, thrusting my huge, naked breasts into his line of vision.

Power curls in my veins when Mr. Gold loses his line of questioning and becomes transfixed by my boobs. Darkness whispers in my ears. This is the best revenge. He rejected me but now I’ve finally got his attention. He’s going to regret his decision in leisure when I get scooped up by some rich man at tonight’s auction.

“I’m a sex worker now,” I tell him. “Funny meeting you here. I didn’t think you were a member of this club.”

“Lizzie, this isn’t funny.” The crunch of his teeth grinding against each other makes the air tense with confrontation. “What do you mean you’re a sex worker? You’re only twenty-one. You should be in college getting a degree not walking around naked in a dangerous place like this.”

“I know what I want!” I snap back. “I want to explore my sexuality and live a certain lifestyle where I’m spoiled and adored for my sexuality. Work and college aren’t what makes me happy. You may be Daddy’s friend, Mr. Gold, but you can’t tell me what to do with my life.” I tap my foot. “Or my body.”

My retort catches him off guard. His gaze simmers with anger and something more sinister…it can’t be jealousy. I must be imagining it.

“I can’t tell you what to do with your body?” Derek’s eyes narrow. “We’ll see about that, Lizzie.”

His confidence makes the ache in my full breasts worse.

My stomach pulls in with need. I want to be Derek’s. I’ve always known he was the kinky type. He hides it well, but I sensed that he was a wild beast under those Brioni suits. He has that dark, brooding sex god look about him. Just looking into his endless brown eyes makes me feel like I’m being pulled by a strong current.

I still remember that humiliating night from the time I was seventeen. My breasts had just started swelling and I needed a real man to tell me that I was attractive. Guys at school either teased me for being a cow or made fun of me. I thought my huge tits would tempt Mr. Gold. He’d envelop my aching nipples with his warm tongue and tell me my big breasts were just what he needed to soothe him.

Mr. Gold is incredibly rich even though my dad’s only an average corporate employee. They were friends in school and despite his high status and success, Derek has always treated my father with love and respect. I knew Daddy wouldn’t mind if I ended up hitched to his best friend. He loved Derek too much to think badly of him, even if he had seduced his teenage daughter. A part of me longed to belong in Mr. Gold’s safe arms. To be his wife. To have his babies and feed him my titty milk. He was so alone, so successful yet so lonely. He made my nurturing instincts turn on every time I saw him.

One day when he stayed over at our house, I crept into his room and climbed on top of his sleeping form. He was breathing heavily, but my intrusion woke him up.

He rubbed his eyes, groggy. “Lizzie?”

“Mr. Gold.” I bounced on his body, grinding my sopping pussy against his groin. He wasn’t even hard. And I was already desperate to swallow him inside my overheated core. “I want to ride you cock. Please, let me. I need to feel good about myself right now.”

His hands gripped my fleshy thighs. My core contracted with ecstasy at his dominant display. He was a real man, someone who knew how to take control of his wild side without being irresponsible. I adored how his dominant, sexually fierce side contrasted with the businesslike and friendly persona he showed everyone. Only I knew this secret part of him. This side of Derek Gold was a freak. He was everything I wanted and needed.

I leaned into his heat, but he immediately grabbed me by my ass, lifted me up, and placed me on the floor. Confused, I reached out with my arms to grasp his T-shirt but he recoiled.

“Lizzie, get out.” There was so much hate in his voice. So much disgust. Every girlish hope in me withered instantly. I felt like a girl and he was a mature man who probably only slept with women who had their lives together. “Go, before I throw you out. You don’t know what you’re doing. You’re only seventeen.”

“I don’t care!” I whined. “I need you to love me and play with my body.”

Derek heaved an exasperated sigh. “Enough. Unless you want me to wake your father and tell him what a slut he’s raising under his roof, you’ll exit this room. Quietly. Forget about this and focus on going to college. Don’t disappoint Magnus.”

My soul was crushed by his words. All he cared about was being a good friend. He was always kind to me. He bought me gifts and came to my cheerleading events. But I suppose that was all an act. Or maybe he liked me, but he didn’t like my body.  

“Bye. I have to go now. The auction is about to start.” I make a hasty departure from the reception.

I smooth my hair down before lining up with the other women and men who are part of today’s auction. I should forget about Derek and focus on my role. After all, it wasn’t easy getting to this spot.

Taboo Paradise has a very stringent standard for people they put up on auction. They have a reputation to protect and low-quality escorts will only bring down their image. When I first walked in through the doors and announced that I wanted to be a hucow, the New Recruit Manager laughed at me.

“You have good tits; I’ll give you that.” She scrutinized my naked body with careful professionalism. “Your areolas are massive, too. But you’re not lactating.”

“I can get the hormonal treatments that make you produce milk,” I bit out. “I can’t afford them, which is why I’m auctioning myself.”

“You want us to invest in you and turn you into a proper hucow?” The manager tapped her sharp cheekbones, mentally calculating a figure. “In that case, you’ll have to give us sixty percent of your earnings from the auction. It’s the standard contract.”

“Okay.” I agreed without hesitation. “I’m not here for the money. I’ve always wanted to experience the lifestyle of a hucow. I love sex and I love when men suckle my breasts. I’m sick of my minimum-wage job. I dream of being milked, bred, and provided for by a great sex partner.” I paused. “I’m ready to have unprotected sex for the right price, too.”

“What if you get pregnant?” The manager quirked a brow. “We advise against that, by the way. It’s a different matter if you’re already pregnant when you come to us and you want to be auctioned to someone who has a pregnancy kink. But for new recruits, our clients require us to check they’re on proper birth control and have no diseases.”

“That’s even better.” I grinned. “I’ll let them take me raw and won’t get knocked up from it.”

There wasn’t much I was unwilling to do at this point. My life had been a series of mistakes and I was finally ready to embrace the one thing that brought me joy—kinky sex.

After being rejected by Derek, I hadn’t wept or cried. I’d gone out and lost my virginity the next day. In the following years, I’d experimented with all kinds of kinks. Only a few really stuck to me, so much so that I was ready to build my lifestyle around them: breeding and milking. I wanted to be a pregnant hucow who was kept by a rich man and milked daily.  

The lights backstage dim. I hear the sound of the host greeting Taboo Paradise’s patrons and informing them of the rules of the auction.

“You have already received an iPad with details of what each person on the auction block is offering. If you click on their name, you’ll also see a contract with all their terms. It details their limits and what they expect from their masters. Their birth control status and latest STI tests are attached as a PDF.” The host taps on the table as he takes a long breath. ““Finally, we have a short description and some photos of each candidate which show them without makeup so you can be certain of their natural features.”

The world goes silent for a few minutes. Patrons are given time to peruse the contents of the files and to familiarize themselves with the prospects they’re interested in before the actual bidding process begins. My Recruitment Manager told me that this was done to avoid disputes later.

“Taboo Paradise is so well organized,” a girl whispers to me. “The brothels and agencies I used to work at before were so bad. I always got complaints from clients telling me they hadn’t requested a brunette.”

I massage my boobs which are hurting from being filled with milk. I’ll have to put on a display in front of everyone to assure them of my lactating status so I have to make sure I don’t start leaking before the right time.

Anticipation is killing me.

The whole event proceeded more slowly than I imagined. Each person is introduced, given some time to show their talents, and then the bidding begins.

The numbers that I hear are mind-boggling. Ten thousand, fifty thousand, even seventy-five for a week with a dominatrix.

I could pay my rent for the entire year if I make seventy-five thousand tonight. I’d never have to worry about having to do a dreadful job just so I could enjoy my sexually colorful lifestyle without having to worry about money.

At last, it’s my turn.

I walk up on stage. The lights shining onto my face make it hard to see anything. There are tables in the crowd. Silhouettes occupy the chairs. I can’t find Mr. Gold in the crowd.

Focusing on myself, I seductively drag my hands down my generous curves. Hooking a finger at the center of my bra, I drag the garment down to give all the patrons a clear look at my swollen teats. The moment the cool air hits my aching nipples, white beads appear on the surface. There’s a gasp from a few members of the audience.

“I’m Lizzie, a hucow. You can milk my milk-filled tits whenever you like.” Squeezing my breasts, I wait for the letdown. Then I cup my tits and spray my breast milk to show interested men how full my udders are with delicious cream. The host hands me a glass and I fill it up with the liquid leaking out of my mammaries.

“You can taste Lizzie’s sweet nectar before making a decision if you’re interested.” The host raises the glass for all to see, then hands it to an assistant who rushes to fill the glasses of interested members of the club.

I’m sweaty from that exertion. The pain behind my tits is gone. Expressing my milk relaxed my pressurized ducts. Now I feel euphoric but also anxious. It’s time to find out if my first auction is a success.

“We will start bidding at ten thousand,” the host announces. “The winner gets a week to keep Lizzie as their personal hucow, to both milk and breed her as much as they please. With her consent, of course. She has been tested for infections and she takes birth control pills. The details are on your iPad. Please read the fine print.”

“Fifty,” comes an immediate offer from someone.

“A hundred.”

I cough with shock. A hundred thousand? Who would pay that much to milk me for a week? I thought lactation was a niche kink but I guess not.

Because $100k isn’t even the highest offer for my milky assets.

“A hundred and fifty.”

My mind is spinning. Am I going to be the star of the auction tonight? At a hundred and fifty, I’ll get to walk away with enough money to live a lavish lifestyle for a year. Or two, if I save up and invest my money.

“Three hundred.” Even the crowd of rich people begins to whisper when that sum is quoted. I clench my thighs, my ears ringing. It’s Derek’s voice. He’s offering $300k for me? Is it out of some misguided sense of friendship toward my dad or is he actually serious about milking me?

“Three hundred thousand. Going one. Twice. Thrice.” The auctioneer hits the hammer on the table. “A week with Lizzie, a hucow, sold to Mr. Derek Gold for three hundred thousand.”

I gulp. My mind races, struggling to wrap around the consequences of tonight’s deal. The contracts at Taboo Paradise are binding. If Mr. Gold pays for me, I’ll have to fulfill my part of the deal.

“Well done.” My recruitment manager comes up to the stage and hugs me. “You set a new record for the Hucow auction.”

I’m speechless. I can’t tell her that I know Derek. Not when she’s so pleased with herself.

Looks like I’ve been sold to my dad’s best friend.


Chapter 2



Derek

I don’t regret it. I should be beating myself up over being a depraved old geezer and bidding on my best friend’s twenty-year-old daughter at a sex auction. But every time that forbidden night between us replays in my head, I lose the battle to my baser instincts.

Lizzie was so ripe and eager to take my cock. But I knew she wasn’t ready. She was underage, for one and I don’t touch girls who aren’t legal. Not only that, she had poor self-esteem. She hadn’t come into her own. She hadn’t accepted her gorgeous body or discovered how she could use it to make men go crazy over her.

But now she has found herself.

She’s proud to be a hucow. The confident smile she had while she was on stage told me volumes about how much she had matured as a woman.

Taboo Paradise doesn’t just check its volunteers for their physicality. They need people who are open and curious about sex and who have no self-esteem issues which will motivate them to make bad decisions sexually to bolster their fragile ego. If she passed all the checks Taboo Paradise has in place, then she’s really ready to be a hucow.

The night is still long, but I need to go to the assigned room to pay for my item. I’m rich enough that spending $300k won’t pinch me. It’s for a good cause anyway.

Now, if my dick could stop trying to drill a hole in my pants, I could get this transaction finished and send Lizzie back home to her dad, who must be worried about his daughter. Magnus probably has no idea his precious princess is indulging in sex work.

What he also has no idea about is that I’m seriously planning to fuck his baby girl and milk her, as stated in the contract that I will have to sign when I pay for her time.

Usually, only the patron and a member of the finance team from Taboo Paradise are present during the payment and contract signing process. I have only been to an auction twice. Once, it was for a friend who wanted to explore his dominatrix fetish. The second time, I paid for a night with a woman who looked like Lizzie but wasn’t as enchanting in bed. She was skilled, but she lacked Lizzie’s natural sexiness.

Tonight, though, Lizzie is here, too, with a woman from the New Recruits Team. Her badge says that.

“I need to confirm something with you.” My gorgeous milky princess raises her chin defiantly. “Do you plan to have sex with me or are you just buying me so you can send me back to my dad’s house? Because let me tell you, that’s against the terms of the contract. I came here to fulfill my sexual fetish, not be treated like a wayward child.”

“Does your dad know what you’re doing?” I ask.  

“He knows I’m in sex work.” She shrugs, her delicate, bare shoulders making my cock twitch. And I can’t get enough of her blunt, fiery sensual nature. She was unsure and hesitant before but now she’s a confident woman. Just the type I like. She’s twenty but still so petite. “College wasn’t for me. I dropped out months ago. After that, I moved from a part-time job to a part-time job but I couldn’t find fulfillment there, either. The only time I felt alive and happy was when I was having sex. My body craves physical intimacy. So that’s what I’m going to use to make money from now on.”

“Sir, I’m sorry but she had concerns over whether you’d be able to satisfy her needs sexually.” The recruit manager stumbles over her feet getting to me. “At Taboo Paradise, our clients come first but we also must make sure our workers get what they hoped to from the exchange. They’re putting their bodies at risk, after all.”

I stuff my hands into the pockets of my pants. I shouldn’t be so relieved to hear that Lizzie wants to sleep with me, that she wants me to milk her. That she isn’t going to regret being a hucow to her dad’s best friend. And if Magnus is okay with her choice to be in this line of work…damn it, I’m going to have a tough time keeping my hands off her.

“Your preferences say you’re open to being bred,” I mumble, looking over the contract.

“I’m on birth control,” she clarifies quickly. “So I won’t actually get pregnant.”

“I know.” I give a firm nod. “But I can come inside you?”

Lizzie winks. “I’m hoping you do.”

“Fine.” I throw up my hands. “I’ll make this week unforgettable for you. I’ll fuck you hard and raw in every position imaginable and drain your tits every few hours. Good enough for you?”

Lizzie’s pale cheeks are red with embarrassment. She is so adorable when she’s blushing. I suppose there’s still a bit of shy girl left in this sexy woman’s body and I’m going to love exploring that.

“We’re not going to tell my father about this,” Lizzie says. “You have to promise me. He doesn’t need to know that you’re milking me. He doesn’t even know what a lactation kink is.”

“I’m not crazy. Why would I tell Magnus about our agreement?”

“Then, if everything’s sorted, let’s take care of the payment,” someone from Taboo Paradise butts in.

I transfer the money within seconds from the app on my phone. Once both Lizzie and I have signed the contract which stipulates that she’s under a non-disclosure agreement, we’re explained safety rules. Lizzie will have to call Taboo Paradise and confirm that she’s alright every single day and they can appear unannounced at my apartment to check on her wellbeing at any point during our week together.

I’m asked to write down the address where she’ll be staying. I put down my apartment. I usually take one-night stands to my home in the Hamptons, but I won’t be able to be so far away from Lizzie while wondering if her tits have filled up with milk. I need her beside me.

When all the procedures and paperwork have been completed, Lizzie is allowed to leave with me. She’s still wearing that skimpy, see-through bra and thong she wore at the display. Her milk has soaked the fabric. The lace clings to her dark nipples, tempting me. Beckoning my mouth to wrap around that ripe teat and drink from it.

I guide Lizzie to my car and put the seatbelt on.

“I just wanted you to know that I’m still attracted to you. My feelings for you haven’t died in all the years that we’ve not spoken to each other,” Lizzie says. “I know it’s not what you want to hear, but it’s what I feel.”

“Thank you for telling me.” I place my hand over her head. Her huge blue eyes track to my face and settle on me. “I wasn’t interested in you back then because you were too insecure. Not to mention illegal. You were just a girl. But when I saw you today, I couldn’t stop myself from wanting you. You’ve grown and matured into a sultry young woman and I’m not going to treat you like a kid anymore.”

Lizzie’s expression perks up. “Yes, please. I’ve had enough of being coddled.”  

“Remember when you provoked me before and told me I couldn’t tell you what to do with your body?” My mouth stretches in a proud smile. “You’re going to learn how wrong you were.”

[image: ]


My cock is burning with frustration by the time I get Lizzie to my apartment. It’s only a twenty-minute drive from the club and even then, my already hard dick couldn’t stay in my pants without making me miserable. Good thing I gave up on taking her to my Hamptons home. That’d have meant three hours of driving. My body would have exploded by the time we reached our destination.

The perpetual restlessness fizzing through me is so intense. I’ve never experienced anything like this before. My dick is tight. My balls are cramping with arousal.

“Home sweet home,” I say.  

The seatbelt has dug between Lizzie’s exposed tits, making them look even bigger. I admire the sight of those pretty milkers that are going to be mine for the next week. If I play my cards right, they could be mine forever.

I want Lizzie. I can’t lie to myself. I desire her more than I should. Not as a paid fuck but as my woman. My wife. My always-pregnant wife who I will knock up with many kids and milk whenever I choose to. I will keep those tits gushing milk for a long time. I want her to be mine forever.

I only have a week to convince her that it’s what she wants, too. It shouldn’t be hard. She still has feelings for me. Her love for being milked and bred might make her more amenable to the lifestyle of a spoiled housewife.

Lost in my thoughts, I fail to recognize that I’m staring at my hucow’s breasts. My intent gaze makes her flush. “Um..” she stutters. “Is it okay if I call you Derek? Mr. Gold seems too weird for our situation.”

“Of course,” I answer, undoing her seatbelt and scooping her out of the seat. She’s so curvy and lush but so petite that she fits into my arms easily. How can someone be built so perfectly? “You can call me Daddy, too.”

“I like that even more.” Lizzie grins. “I wanted to ask you earlier, but have you always had a lactation fetish? Is that why you weren’t interested in me before?”

“Not really. It’s not a fetish,” I answer, carrying her to the private elevator that only I use. It’s one of the reasons I bought a penthouse in this building. “I’ve had sex with plenty of women who weren’t pregnant or lactating before. I enjoyed that. I was indifferent to pregnant women most of my life. I mean, I offered them my seat on the subway, but I wasn’t into them sexually.”

Lizzie’s eyes cloud with concern. Her lips sink into her full pink lower lip. “Then why did you bid for me? Because it was me?”

I shake my head. “Recently, I’ve started fantasizing about having a family. I know I’m too old to have one for real, so I want the sexual experience of what it would have been like if I had a fertile wife to breed and milk. Breeding, getting someone pregnant, and milking them suddenly became interesting to me. I felt an inexplicable urge to seek out that kind of sex. Of course, tonight was my first time auctioning for a hucow.”

“That answers my question.” Lizzie nestles closer to my chest as I walk into the elevator, still holding her warm body. “I also got into lactation and breeding recently. I tried a lot of different kinks but this is what stuck.”

I nod in approval. I like a woman who knows what she wants. Lizzie’s experience and the confidence that it has given her in her sexual choices make her just my type. Before, Lizzie was filled with self-doubt and virginal shyness, both of which are massive turn-offs for me. But now she’s a different person. Someone I want as the mother of my children. Someone I need as my permanent sex partner. Because I know our chemistry will never stop being explosive.

“Why didn’t you like college?” I ask her. “Was your major boring?”

“My heart wasn’t into it. I didn’t like focusing on my studies or the idea of working a regular job after I graduated. I don’t really want to work at all. I just want to have sex.” She breaks into a cackle. “So I guess sex worker is the perfect position for me.”

“I can think of better positions with less risk,” I mumble, but before I can say more the elevator pings. We’re in my apartment.

I take Lizzie straight to the bedroom. I can’t wait to be inside her snug cunt. My throat is dry. I want her sweet milk to quench my thirst and I’m going to gulp it down straight from the source.

Her nipple perks up when I brush my thumb over the milk-swollen bud.

“Ready to be milked?” I raise an eyebrow, planting her on my king-sized bed.

The thick duvets and downy pillows engulf her small form. She looks like a nymph sitting amidst the white bedding.

“I can’t wait.” She sits upright and smooths her naked thighs. “Do you want to lie down on my lap?”

I can’t refuse the offer. I’d love to have a relaxing milking session before I get animalistic with her. Maybe she’d enjoy the gentle foreplay, too.

I drag my coat away from my body and begin unbuttoning my shirt. I loosen and rip my tie off my throat. Lizzie is pretty much naked already. I want to be comfortable when I’m lying on her body.

When I’m naked from the waist up, I crawl onto the bed. I’m still wearing my boxers which show the firm outline of my erect manhood but I got rid of my pants.  

“Lie on my legs, Daddy,” Lizzie’s teasing tone makes sparks erupt in my groin. I have to finish milking her quickly because I can’t hold out for long with how hard I am.

“You’re my first, you know. The first woman whose tits I’ve nursed on.”

Lizzie blinks. “No, that would be your mom.”

“My mom fed me formula,” I answer. “She told me herself. She couldn’t produce enough breast milk to breastfeed me. Not every woman can make as much milk as you.”

I smile as she undoes her bra. Her heavy bosom springs free. Full, her tits are big enough to touch my cheek where I’m lying on her lap. I rub my stubble against her fleshy mounds, loving the softness them.

This feels so peaceful. It doesn’t even feel like sex.

Lizzie pushes her legs up so my mouth is on level with her distended nipple. When air caresses her sensitive peak, her thighs tremble. A white droplet appears on the surface.

“Drink up, Daddy.” She thrusts her udder into my open mouth.

I engulf her dusky pink nipples with my mouth. I tug on them, bringing her milk in. Droplets tickle my tongue before she starts releasing her sweet cream in thick streams. The more I demand of her with my mouth, the more her breast sprays into my waiting throat.

My cock throbs like it’s being crushed with a vice grip. I never knew I could get turned on by the simple act of nursing on a ripe, fertile woman’s breasts.

I relax as I pull on her teat, emptying her breast.

“Good work.” Lizzie shifts herself, positioning her neglected breast toward me. I grab her full tit and squeeze it, watching it spray milk.

“You’re so alluring when you are leaking milk,” I tell her before latching onto her breast. I run my teeth over her sensitive areolas. Lizzie moans and cries as my tongue circles her breast, licking away every precious bead of her breast milk.

I drain her in no time because of how needy I am. When I’m done, I massage her boobs. Lizzie’s shoulders ease. She enjoys being pampered.

“Your milk was delicious, baby,” I praise her. “I’m looking forward to drinking it every day. Now Daddy’s going to give you his cock for being such a good girl.”

My fingers stray down to her fat thighs. I draw patterns on her inner thigh until liquid trickles down her seam and makes it sticky. Her skin is so smooth. Soft as silk. I want to keep touching and stroking her thigh. But my cock is begging for release.

I spread her legs apart. Moisture coats her flimsy thong. I rip away the offending piece of fabric that’s hiding my baby girl’s cunt. It’s all mine. Every inch of her precious pink sex. It’s honeyed with her arousal, ready to be bred by my cock.

“This will hurt, but Daddy’s going to breed you properly.” I curl my fingers around my throbbing dick and push it into her folds. It disappears into her pink, puffy lips, sinking deep into her hole.

A thrill rushes down my spine imagining that she’s fertile and bare. I pray her birth control is faulty and the possibility of knocking her up makes my cock pulse with heat.

“Daddy you stretch me so good.” Lizzie sighs in contentment.

I move in and out of her slowly. I start with deep, sensual strokes to get her used to my length and girth. My dick’s massive and not many women can take it the first time. I have to break them in.

However, Lizzie’s pussy is rippling around me like it was custom-made to fit my cock. She doesn’t complain about it hurting, either. Her walls greedily swallow my entire pipe every time I feed it to her.

“Please,” she begs, opening her thighs eagerly. “Ride me harder.”

“As you wish.”

Grabbing her thighs, I swing them over my shoulder so I can get deeper into her channel. The closer I can get my dick to her cervix, the higher the chances of knocking her up.

“Open that womb and give Daddy a baby,” I grunt as I pound her harder. I piston in and out, thrusting my hips until my head goes numb with pleasure. “Once your belly is swollen, I’m going to fuck you even harder.”

My blood is an inferno. I want to spill inside her raw cunt but I have to give her the orgasm I promised. She deserves a good one for feeding me her cream.

My balls slap against her ass violently. The scent of sex and the sounds of her cries heightened my arousal. I’m consumed in the moment, arrested by the heat of her snug cunt. She’s so tight. Her walls squeeze me just right, keeping me on the brink of an orgasm the entire time.

I press my thumb against Lizzie’s clitoris and begin massaging her. Her body sinks into the mattress as she arches her back, eyes rolling back in ecstasy. I continue to strum her clit while I drive into her harder, pinning her body to the mattress with every thrust.

“Aah!” Lizzie screams as she falls apart with my dick inside her. Her walls grip me with more ferocity than before, milking my cock for seed.

I tell myself I should hold back but when another spasm in her pussy tightens around my cock, the pressure breaks my resolve. I spray my seed inside her slick walls, drenching them.

“Take Daddy’s cum and grow my baby in your pretty cunt,” I say. Waves of scorching heat and numbing currents travel through my blood one after the other. The powerful surrender beats in my heart like a second heartbeat, making me feel the searing intensity of our intercourse.

“Daddy, I want to get knocked up and make milk for real,” Lizzie whispers. She sounds so sincere that I can’t tell whether she’s lying or not.

My body is exhausted from my powerful climax but my balls are still heavy with baby-making batter. I unload streams of semen into her, pushing my cock further inside so I’m as close to her womb as possible. I nut into her until I’ve emptied my balls inside her hot and open womb.

I have never come so hard in my life. Cum leaks out of Lizzie’s pussy, sticking to my bedsheets. I hope the amount I’ve stuffed her with is enough to get her with a child.

I mean, I know it won’t actually happen but it’s the fantasy that keeps me going.

When my cock is soft again, I roll over to her side, cuddling her petite body. “That was amazing, Lizzie. Your pussy is so tight and warm.”

“I’ve never been fucked by a cock as big as yours.” Lizzie blushes, burying her in my chest. “For a moment, I couldn’t breathe when you entered me.”

“We’re going to go for another few rounds, if that’s okay,” I tell her. I’m nowhere close to being done breeding her. I have to make sure that I pump her so full of seed, her body is swimming in my cum. “But before that, we need to establish rules for what our relationship will be like starting tomorrow. I’ll milk you twice a day, once in the morning and once after I return from work. I want you to stay at home when I’m at work and cook for me if you can. You don’t actually have to make anything. It’s just that watching a woman do her wifely duties turns me on. I might accidentally call you my wife.”

“I’d love to be called that.” The glint of hope in Lizzie’s eyes makes me consider that she might be more amenable to the idea of being my wife and baby mama.

“You pick a safe word,” I say. “I’ll be treating you like my fertile housewife and fucking you anywhere and anytime I want. If you’re not up for it, all you have to do is say the safe word.”

Lizzie squirms against my chest. I wrap my arms around her tightly. “My safe word is Magnus. Just hearing that is sure to make you stop.”

“That’s right. You couldn’t have chosen better.”  

A part of me still wonders what my best friend would think if he knew I was planning to make his daughter a hucow and mother at twenty. He has been my friend since school, and even though I became more financially successful than him after we graduated, he has never treated me any differently.

I wonder how he’ll handle the news when it’s time. I mean, I’d love to have my best friend as my father-in-law but it’s unconventional, to say the least.

“Are you thinking about my dad right now?” Lizzie runs her soft fingers along my jaw. It feels so good to have her gentle touch. I’ve been lonely for too long, with nothing but hard reality as my companion. Her soft femininity adds so much to my life.

“Yeah. I don’t know what I’ll do if he finds out about us.”

“He won’t judge us.” Lizzie’s thumb brushes my lips. It’s such an intimate gesture. I love her boldness.

I twist my neck. “How can you be sure?”

“Because he knows that I like you. He realized that I had a crush on you when I accidentally told my mom about seducing you that night while I was drunk.” Lizzie swallows. “He said he’ll accept you as my boyfriend if it makes me happy.”

“Really?” I come off my back, sitting up straight. This information has shocked my system. “That’s so open-minded of him.”

“My dad’s a cool guy.” Lizzie grins. “That’s why he’s friends with people like you.”

“You’re right. Magnus is an amazing man.” I grab her and put her on my lap, reading for round two. I brush my lips against hers, teasing her delicate mouth. “And his daughter is even more amazing.”


Chapter 3



Lizzie

“Time for your morning milk, Daddy.” I climb over Derek’s body, positioning myself on all fours as I lower my milky breasts to his lips. “Open up.”

“Good morning, my hucow,” Derek’s warm breath heightens the sensitivity of my nipples. Fullness prickles my tits and my milk gushes out instantly, dribbling over Derek’s lips. I sink myself deeper so my tit is fully enclosed by his greedy mouth.

He suckles me with incredible force. Every time his tongue stabs my breast, my pussy clenches and oozes slick. Before long, I’m grinding against his hard dick, lubricating it with the moisture from my wet folds.

Derek milks me two times a day and still, he’s so ravenous for more. I love being his hucow. I have never felt so excited for morning but now I’m a morning person. I spring awake with my teats full and aching to be relieved by my sexy billionaire daddy.

Two days into our arrangement, we have fallen into a beautiful routine. I wake him up every morning with my tits in his mouth. Once he has drunk his fill, I go to the kitchen and make him breakfast, using my remaining breastmilk as an ingredient in the dishes that I’m making. That way, my boobs are drained by the time he leaves for work and I can bear eight hours without him.

The tension slowly relieves from my breast and builds up between my thighs as Derek finishes drinking all my milk.

When I thrust my other boob at him, he grunts. “Use that one for my cereal.”

“Yes, Daddy.” I grind my pussy against his hard cock a few more times, hoping he’ll penetrate me and unload his seed in my unprotected cunt. I stopped taking my birth control pills the moment Derek bought me from the auction. He doesn’t know yet, and I’m not going to tell him. It’ll be a surprise when I get pregnant with his child.

I was touched when he said he wanted a family but he probably thinks he’s too old and too busy to have one. He’s going to content himself with sex that imitates the life of having a fertile wife who’d give him babies and nourish him with her milk. That’s not what he deserves. He deserves the real thing.

What if I can show him that he’s wrong? What if I get pregnant and he realizes he can be a dad and husband?

I have always believed that I’d carry Mr. Gold’s babies. The thought of being bred and having sex with a pregnant belly is a massive turn-on for me. And a life where I get to constantly have sex with my gorgeous billionaire husband would be a dream come true. Not that I think Derek will marry me. Still, I want him to have a child and know that he’s loved by his child. I don’t want him to die lonely.

His stomach growls. “Looks like you’re still hungry,” I tease him.

He slaps my ass. “Go and make me my breakfast. If you’re a good wife, I’ll give you my cock.”

My pussy sizzles when he calls me his wife. He uses it as part of our sexual fantasy. I said I was okay with it but I know Derek longs deeply for a real wife, someone who’ll take care of him after a long day and nurture his babies. Someone like me.

I scurry out of the bedroom and into the kitchen. I’ve familiarized myself with the layout of his apartment by now. I grab the box of cornflakes and pour it into a big bowl. Seating my naked body on the dining table, I position my breast over the bowl and massage my flesh until milk splashes into the container.

More and more white fluid sprays from my udder, drowning the cornflakes in creamy breast milk. I am so proud of myself for being such a good hucow and producing so much milk. My supply has only increased since Derek began milking me twice a day.

I spend minutes emptying my milk supply into his cereal bowl.

Derek arrives just as I’m finishing up. He has brushed his teeth and shaved. The scent of his spicy aftershave makes my body sing with anticipation. He smells so classy and expensive. A high-value man whom I want to drape my body over.

He’s only wearing his bathrobe. The outline of his thick cock standing in attention disrupts his smooth body line.

“Here, Daddy.” I hold out the bowl to him. “Your favorite cereal with my fresh cream.”

“Good girl.” Derek kisses my forehead. “You’re such a loving wife, always taking care of your husband.” He grabs a spoon and devours two spoons full of my ‘special’ cereal. “Best breastfast ever.”

“Thanks.” I beam at him, rubbing my wet inner thighs together. My pussy is saturated with maddening arousal. His perfume makes him impossible to resist.

Slowly, I spread my legs, giving him the perfect visual of my swollen pussy lips. Pink and gleaming with lubrication, I’m ready to take his fat cock.

Derek’s breath is fraying. “Does my needy wife want her husband’s cock?”

“Yes.” I sit down on his lap. Peeling back his bathrobe, I expose his powerful erection. “I want to spread my legs for you like a good wife and carry your seed in my stomach. Breed me, Daddy. Make me pregnant with your babies.”

Derek’s eyes narrow. His mouth parts open. He adjusts me on his lap and impales me with his manhood in one deep stroke. My cunt is so slippery that even his huge cock slides in without much effort. “You’re so perfect, Lizzie.”

“I love being stretched by your massive dick.” I close my eyes, bouncing on his lap. Every stroke plunges straight into my depths, stimulating all my nerves.

I’m losing to ecstasy before I can count to three. The feeling of his heavy balls under my ass shoots me off into the stratosphere so quickly. My pussy contracts around his dick, milking his cock, forcing him to spill his seed inside my unprotected walls.

I work my pelvic muscles to squeeze him until he gives in and unloads all the semen in his balls into my waiting channel. My walls soak in his manly essence. I feel like a properly bred wife when excess cum drips down my hole.

“I swear, I come in seconds when I’m inside you.” Derek plants his lips on my shoulder. “You’re a sweet, sweet temptation.”

I moan and stay on his lap, cuddling with him. His cock is getting softer but it’s still plugging my seam and keeping his sperm in my body so it takes.

I press my hand against my stomach. Derek pumped me full of cum. I could be pregnant with his child now.

I hope I am.


Chapter 4



Derek 

Life with Lizzie as my hucow feels like being in heaven. I wake up to the sweet, nutty aroma of her milk every morning. She feeds me with her squishy, soft udders in bed, then cooks for me like a caring wife. When I get home from work, she’s waiting for me with her pussy spread wide to grip my cock. All the stress of my day disappears when I come inside her fertile pussy, always imagining that I’ll knock her up good this time.

At night, after dinner, I sleep on her lap while she breastfeeds me. I nurse from her leaking teats, loving the way she cradles my head and encourages me to suckle from her. She’d be an amazing mother, always nourishing her children with her tender affection. I want to make her a mother, the mother of my children. And I can’t wait any longer.

By the sixth day, I have no doubt that I definitely want her as my real wife. Our husband-wife hucow roleplay is getting too intense for me to ever let go of it. It’s not even a role play. It never was. I always expressed my true desires.

When I return from work that day, I know it’s time for a serious discussion.

“Lizzie, I have to tell you something,” I say.

“Tomorrow is the last day of our contract, isn’t it?” she asks, worries digging into her brows.

“That’s right. Have you enjoyed this week with me?”

Lizzie sighs. “It has been the best time of my life. Every single day, I felt alive and loved and…” Her voice breaks as tears swell in her eyes. “I never want it to end.”

My Daddy instincts make me go into protective mode. I grab her curvy body and huddle closer to her. Caressing her silky hair, I kiss her ear. “Lizzie, baby, I’m so glad you are happy with me. I never thought I could give you what you wanted.”

“I want to give you everything, too.” Lizzie sobs. “Derek, I love you. I want to have your babies and raise them with you. I want to be your wife whose tits you can drink from every night when you’re exhausted. I want you to impregnate me and pound into my pussy after a hard day of work, even when my belly is swollen with your seed.”

My groin is an inferno. With every filthy word, Lizzie raises the temperature of my body. I love the way she thinks. I love the future she has imagined for us. I want to be a part of it.

“Baby, are you sure you’re ready to have kids at twenty?” I inquire, not believing my luck.

“I already stopped taking birth control pills,” Lizzie confesses. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I wanted to surprise you when I got pregnant.”

I gasp. “Wait, so you could be knocked up already?”

“We won’t know for a while, will we?” Lizzie laughs. “But I hope I’m already nurturing your baby inside me. I want to make you a real daddy, Derek. You are so protective and a great provider. You’re not too old for this, despite what you think. You deserve to have a family of your own. Are you mad?”

I have no words. Lizzie has given me the best surprise ever and nothing I can do or say will top this. My baby girl went off birth control so she could give me the family I’ve always dreamed of? That blows my mind.

“I’m not upset. I’m grateful you love me so much that you want to stay with me and bear my children.” I kiss her again, this time on the lips. It’s a slow, sensual kiss, where both of us lose track of time. “Winning you in that auction was the best move I ever made.”

Lizzie wipes away her tears. “I always loved you but never thought I could have you. Meeting you again was destiny and now I know we’re meant to be together.”

The intimacy and love between us tell me it’s the perfect time to pop the question. “Will you be my wife, Lizzie? I’ll make sure your stomach is always swollen with my child and your teats are dripping milk. You’ll never have to worry about making money and make sure you get all the sex you need every day. In fact, I want my wife to constantly express her sexuality and keep me on my toes. How does that sound?”

“Yes!” Lizzie screams. “Oh my god, it’s what I’ve always wanted.”

“You’ll have to give up your work at the club,” I assert. “Because I don’t share.”

“Sex work was the only way I had of living the life I wanted to live,” Lizzie explains. “But with you providing for me, I don’t need it anymore. I’m all yours.”

“Forever?” I raise an eyebrow, wanting to make sure this isn’t all a fever dream.

I hold Lizzie closer, wanting to feel her warmth and affirm our love and commitment to each other.

“Forever,” Lizzie echoes, before grabbing a boob out of her top and pushing it between my lips. “And I’m going to feed you my milk to seal the deal.”

I suckle on her wet bud, drawing streams of her sweet cream into my mouth. It eases down my parched throat, making me feel nourished and complete.

With that, we’re bonded together.


Epilogue



Lizzie

Eight months later…

Derek is a guy who is serious about keeping his promises. After we solidified our commitment to a legal marriage, he plowed into my pussy day and night until the pregnancy test showed up positive.

Now I’m seven months pregnant and ready to pop. Even though the baby in my belly has slowed me down, Derek loves my huge stomach so much that he makes sure I have at least two orgasms a day. That’s not a bad trade-off.

After our morning milking session, I get cooking. I try to keep up our rituals no matter how heavily pregnant I am. My knocked-up state doesn’t mean I’m neglecting my duties as his wife and hucow.

Just as I’m finishing up breakfast—which is a healthy protein shake made healthier with fresh cream from my udders, I realize it’s already time for Derek to leave.

“You look so gorgeous this morning.” Derek comes up behind me, wrapping his arms around my swollen midsection and giving me a tender neck kiss. “Our baby is growing so big inside you.”

“I’m taking all my vitamins,” I reply, handing him his shake. He gulps it down within a minute, then licks off the residual milk around his lips.

“Delicious as always. It’s thanks to you that I’m always so energetic at work.” He bends to kiss my bare bump. I don’t wear any clothes at home. Derek made that a rule because he said he loves looking at my pregnant form. Since it won’t last forever, he wants to see me in this state for as long as he can.

The kisses he peppers my bump with soon leave a trail as he ventures downward, to the nook between my legs. He buries his nose and inhales my pussy. I’m already wet because having him drink from my breasts gets my pussy excited.

“Do I smell good, Daddy?”

In response, Derek licks my slit. His tongue goes back and forth, drenching my intimate lips with his saliva, lubricating me for his eventual penetration. “You taste even better than you smell, baby girl.”

He teases my clit with his tongue. I almost lose my balance and fall due to the strong current of pleasure that assaults me but grab the kitchen counter at the last second. Heat lashes through me, making my pussy hurt with the need for penetration. My cunt is sensitive since Derek bred me and his dick makes me explode in seconds nowadays. It contracts with the need to feel his dick in me again, to throb in rhythm to his thrusts.

But I know we don’t have time.

When Derek sucks on my clit, my body soars. Alternating between gentle licks and hard slurps, he spoils me until my clit is swollen and ripe. One deep stroke with his cock now and I’ll go shooting off like a star.

Derek removes his mouth and looks at the clock.

“Daddy…you’re going to be late for work,” I gasped. My disappointment must have been evident because Derek is loosening his tie. I grab his fingers. “You can’t undress or you’ll really be late for work. You have an important meeting in the morning.”

“I can’t leave you throbbing with need, either.” He possessively presses his palm over my baby bump. “Not when you’re growing my baby inside your womb.”

“It’s okay.” My throat is hoarse. “I’ll survive.”

“If I can’t stuff you with my cock…” Derek trails off. His palm ventures down from my pregnant bulge to the apex of my thighs. “Then I’m going to fuck you with my fingers.”

My pussy does a happy waltz at his words. Even though he pounds into me every night, I’m horny again in the mornings. I won’t be satisfied until my husband has given me an orgasm.

“Sit on the counter and spread that slutty pussy for me,” Derek commands.

Since I’m advanced in my pregnancy, I need his help to get on the counter. I lean backward, opening my legs and showing him the mess he has made of my pussy by eating me out just now.

Derek inserts two fingers into me and my body jolts. Shock grips my groin, heightening the tension built up in my pussy. With his thumb, Derek rubs my stimulated clit, making me cry out every time he abuses my sensitive flesh with his rough thumb pad.

He curls his fingers inside me, stroking my intimate walls. My pussy releases sighs of pleasure, happy to be touched by my husband’s capable hands.

“Feels so good to rub the cunt I put a baby in.” Derek moans in my ear.

“You knocked me up so easily, Daddy,” I croon. “I love how fat and round my stomach has gotten because you planted your seed inside me. I’m so happy to be growing a life inside my womb.”

“Good girl.” He inserts a third finger, stretching me out completely. He slides his digits in and out in a hard, unforgiving rhythm. He’s determined to make me come before it’s time for him to go. “Keep your pussy open for Daddy and it won’t be long before I put another bun in your oven after you give birth to this one. I can’t stop adoring your fertile body.”

His vehement words and mention of breeding me the moment my womb is empty is the last push I need to reach my climax.

A powerful sensation rips through me. It builds and builds, shattering every mental and emotional boundary as it consumes me. Derek is relentless with his fingers, driving them into me even when he knows I’m already drowning in release. The intense feelings pile up. I can’t escape the constant assault of emotions.

I surrender to them, letting my body fall back, knowing my husband will catch me. He embraces me, keeping me in the warmth of his arms as I close my eyes and float away to a dazzling world of happiness and fulfillment for a few minutes.

I snap back to reality quickly when I realize he’s going to be late for work.

“Thank you, Daddy. I loved your fingers stuffing me.” I grab his collar and pull him forward, melting into his lips. “You need to leave.”

“Now that my wife is satisfied, I can go to work with a clear conscience.” He gives me a deep kiss before peeling away. “I’ll see you later, baby girl.”

“See you later, Daddy.” I wink. “Your baby mama will be waiting in bed for you to milk her aching breasts this evening.”

I rub my belly as my husband’s back disappears from vision. My breasts are filling up again. I love how full and fertile I feel when my tits fill up with milk. Every time I feel the swell of my belly, I’m reminded of how fortunate I am.

I’m living the life of my dreams as my billionaire daddy’s hucow. And I’ll keep giving him kids and milk until we’ve both had our fill.
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