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Chapter 1


“You might be just what I’m looking for.”

At those words, I looked up from my espresso station. My hands were dry and chapped from being in dirty sink water all day, and stained with coffee. I had been working at this dead end coffee shop for only a few weeks now, ever since I dropped out of college, and I was not adapting well to it.

So, that’s all to say, this handsome stranger’s sudden address caught my attention. If nothing else, it was a welcome distraction from the stubborn espresso machine that refused to macchiato.

“Sorry, sir?” I asked. I was about to brush a few strands of my dirty blonde hair behind my ear but then I remembered how dirty they were. I was sweaty and gross and the man before me, well…

He was stunning. A mountain of muscle, the kind of guy who could easily pass for an Olympian or a male model, or both. Did guys like this really exist? I guess they did, because I was looking at one. His chiseled jaw line hugged the smile forming on his full lips, and I saw a hint of his stark white canines.

God. I suddenly felt a tingle between my legs. Imagining what those teeth would feel like on my skin.

I brushed those thoughts away quickly.

“Are you waiting on your order?” I asked breathlessly. I was sure that I had misheard him, whatever he said about me being what he was looking for.

Probably, he was looking for his drink, which I had failed to make in a timely fashion. He wouldn’t be the first patron of this downtown coffee shop to chew me out today, and he probably wouldn’t be the last.

“Yes, but that’s beside the point,” he said, letting those deadly sharp canines come out to place. He reached out, across the bar, across the counter, and nudged my name tag to the side. I blushed involuntarily as he did so, and even though he was practically touching my boobs, right there in the store, I didn’t move. He had me entranced, and I wanted to see what would happen next.

Then, I realized, with horror filling my belly, spreading to my heart, and then shooting through my veins, like cold icy death, what had caught his eye.

There were two uniform smudges on my corporate coffee uniform shirt, right over my nipples. Two stains, freshly damp, that hugged the outline of my permanently swollen nipples.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, and jerked away from him. “I’m so embarrassed!”

“Don’t be,” he said. “I think it’s a charming look.”

“Did anyone else see? How long has it been like this?” I asked, my words coming rapid-fire, my brain struggling to keep up.

“I haven’t been here long enough to say,” the man replied with that same silky smile. “How long have you been lactating? You seem young to be a mother, but maybe you have a newborn?”

I shook my head.

“No, I don’t—it just… I need to go change. I’m sorry,” I mumbled, breaking off from the beautiful man and marching towards the staff break room.

My heart was pounding.

I couldn’t believe that someone had seen—this, my darkest, dirtiest, my shameful secret.


Chapter 2


My name is Bridget and I’m twenty-two years old, and sometime in college, I’m hard pressed to say exactly when, I started lactating.

Now, normally, that’s something you do with a baby, or when you’ve got a change in your hormones, but for me, it seemed to be stress related. I was in a competitive program, and I was not doing well—but that was besides the point. I was also dealing with taking care of my parents, both of whom were disabled and soon to die, and getting my younger brother through high school. It wasn’t surprising when it all proved too much for me and I ended up dropping out of school.

I hoped to go back to college some day. Really, I did. But I knew the chances of that were slim. I was barely making enough to cover my room in a big shared apartment with six other underemployed twenty-somethings, all of us scrounging together a living with retail work and delivery gigs. At least some of my roommates were musicians or artists, but me, I barely had energy after work to do my own laundry.

If my lactation had stopped after my stressors disappeared—my failing grades, and my parents with their failing health—then that would have been some small blessing, but no, it stayed around. I couldn’t explain why—why my nipples, several times a day, would swell and leak milk into my bras and shirts, and why no amount of solitary milking in the bathroom seemed to empty my udders.

I was embarrassed and ashamed but my doctor couldn’t find a reason for it. He chocked it up to a freak occurrence, and gave me recommendations for extra thick bras or pads to cover my nipples. My breasts were already pretty large as it was, though, and it was all the more difficult to find thick bras that held them comfortably.

And dating! Wow, dating was embarrassing with my nipples dripping all the time. I noticed that excitement of a sexual nature seemed to increase my milk flow, which was the opposite of what I wanted, and so for the first few months of this experience, I would be with a guy, have him between my legs or on top of me, and he’d reach up to my tits to find them dripping with milk.

Their reactions ranged from disgust to mocking amusement. The best I ever got was annoyed tolerance from my boyfriend, who broke up with me shortly afterwards, and insisted it wasn’t because of the milk thing, but I knew better.

So, for several years, I simply hadn’t had sex. I wish I could say I was too tired to fuck but the truth was, I was terminally horny all the time, but too shy and embarrassed about my milky nipples to get naked in front of a guy.

Now, as I darted to the staff room, I thought about the handsome man standing back in front of the counter, whom I’d just left with a no doubt bemused smirk on his stupidly good looking face. Ugh, he was just my type too—dark, mysterious, looking like he could throw me around and rip me apart and leave me for the cops to find.

Well, not quite that far, but I love rough sex. Or at least, I did, back when I was still having sex. Woe is me.

In the staff room, I made sure I was the only employee taking a break—I kicked out Marcia, the only other girl on staff that day, by pointing to my chest. She knew immediately what was going on and took her leave, smiling apologetically—I’m sure she was glad not to have my problem.

Once I was alone, I stripped off my shirt, and my extra thick padded bra, to find my tender nipples long, fat, swollen, and hard.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned. I grabbed a paper towel and went to dry them, but pleasure shot through my body. “Fuuuuuck.” It felt too good. They were just too sensitive. I moaned pathetically, rubbing my thighs together as I squirmed.

I had to milk myself, had to empty my udders and try as best I could to stabilize the situation. I stepped to the sink, and bent down, gripping one tit and pulling at the nipple, whimpering as I coaxed a sweet stream of milk out of the nub.

God, it simultaneously hurt and felt good.

Not for the first time, I imaged how good it would feel to have a man do this for me. A man with strong, powerful hands and fingers, who would bend me over and milk me like a barnyard cow, and then breed me with his fat cock. Just thinking about it could almost make me cum, requiring only a few deft strokes of my slit to push me over the edge.

Now that I thought about it, though, hadn’t the guy out there said something about looking for someone like me?

He couldn’t possibly have meant…

No way.

No.

Absolutely fucking not.

Handsome, sexy, hot as fuck guys like that do not mess around with down on their luck baristas with a lactation problem. He had so many more options, I could never be more than a momentary distraction for him. I could imagine him hanging out with models, with movie stars, making billions at work and then going out for cocktails and dinner in the city’s fanciest restaurants.

The fact that he was even in the lame coffee shop I worked at seemed like a mistake, frankly. And maybe it was. Or, I thought, maybe he was a scammer—maybe he was trying to recruit me for some fetish porn web site. Or maybe he was going to sex traffic me!

As you can tell, I have a pretty wild imagination.

No, the most likely scenario was simply that I misheard him and he was, politely, if not subtly, trying to let me know about my little leaking problem. I was embarrassed but grateful to him. I felt bad for fantasizing about his dick, about what he could do to me—about his hands all over my body, milking me, even making me moo for him.

That was a twisted fantasy of mine. Being made to moo and act like a cow. I was already making milk like a cow, so why not go all the way and complete the transformation? My cheeks always flushed when I thought about that, and they burned bright red now as I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror over the sink, cradling my swollen breasts in my hands and trying to squeeze milk from the tender nubs.

“Bridget, get a hold of yourself,” I muttered to my half-naked reflection.

I was kind of a cute, I supposed, as long as you got past the lactation thing. I had a cute little doll face, that made me look a bit younger than I really was. I hated it, actually, because I was always getting carded when I tried to buy wine after a long shift, and the liquor store clerks never believed me when I insisted that my ID wasn’t a fake. It didn’t help that I was a shade under five feet tall, standing a pretty pathetic four feet, eleven and a half inches—but that was only if I stood up tall, which I found difficult to do with my bloated boobs.

But still, I wasn’t anywhere near that guy’s league. There was just… no way. No way in hell.

I finished with one nipple and began to milk the other. It had somehow gotten even more sensitive in the few minutes I’d been working on the other and I let out another whimpering moan, directing my face towards the ceiling as though begging for some relief from this painful pleasurable torture.

I needed to get off, I knew. Often, that would bring me some relief. It might not fully stop the lactation, but it would slow it, and it would keep my nipples and breast from being overly sensitive, which in turn would also help the flow of milk to slow to a manageable level.

With my trembling fingers working quick, I unzipped my jeans and drove a hand into my panties. There was no time for subtlety. My face contorted in a grimace of pleasure as my fingers found my slit, stroking my swollen lips, guiding my fingertips up to my clit until I was nearly there, nearly cumming—

And then, the door to the staff room opened.

“Marcia, get out, goddamn it!” I squealed as I came, my whole body shaking and trembling.

But it wasn’t Marcia who strode through the door.

The handsome stranger from earlier duck into the room, the familiar grin only growing wider as he saw what I was doing.


Chapter 3


“Oh my god!” I cried, covering myself with my hands. My tits were just—out there—dripping milk. My nipples were long and swollen, at peak ripeness, as though they were fruit just begging to be picked. What’s worse, they were dripping their rich nectar all over my udders, down onto my belly, practically into my panties, where my hand was stuck.

“You couldn’t wait for me to get your number, huh?” the tall, dark stranger said as he strode towards me, all business. “I’m glad I decided to check on you.”

“They let you back here?” I gasped. My head was spinning. There was no way he should have been allowed back here, but on the other hand… part of me was glad he was here. I needed him. Needed his mouth, his fingers, his tongue—his cock.

What the fuck was I thinking?! This guy was practically sexually harassing me…

“I said I needed to give you something,” he said with a shrug, and then produced, from the inner jacket pocket of his suit, a business card. “I’m Damien Lorde. I have a… special interest in girls like you.”

I swallowed hard.

“College drop outs working dead end jobs?” I murmured defensively, inching away from him, refusing the offer of the business card.

“Not quite. Girls who can do what you do, and do it so well.”

He gestured towards my milky breasts and I swallowed. Slowly, I let my hands fall away, letting my udders hang in front of him. I groped around for my apron, that signature shade of green you’d recognize in a second, and wiped my hands dry.

“What is it,” I asked. “That I do so well?”

I wanted to hear him say it, even though I suspected I already knew.

“You lactate, young lady. Your body produces milk, and plenty of it, without the need for any external stimuli or medication. Do I have that right? You’re not a young mom. You’re not on any special drugs. You don’t know why your tits—your gorgeous tits, I might add—won’t stop producing milk.”

I nodded slowly, folding my arms, trying to shield my body from him once more, but then his strong hands took my forearms and moved them.

“May I?” he asked, with a smirk. “If you say the word, I’ll leave and I’ll never bother you again.”

“W-what are you going to do?” I asked.

“Just have a taste.”

An involuntary moan escaped my lips.

A taste.

Oh my god.

Fuck.

Fuck me.

I wanted it. I wanted it bad. I bit my lip, on the verge of tears, and nodded. I’d be dead if Marcia walked in, or worse, in the store manager happened to show up today, but I didn’t care. I was aroused beyond belief and if something didn’t change, I was going to go crazy.

“I want to hear you say it, young lady.”

“Bridget,” I murmured.

“Hm?”

“My name is Bridget.”

“Bridget, tell me what you want.”

“I want you,” I said, my voice trembling with each syllable. “To taste me.”


Chapter 4


“That’s a good girl,” Damien said. He leaned forward, stooping a bit owing to the gap between our heights, and when I noticed that, a twinge went through my body. I loved how much bigger he was than me. Loved how small he made me feel.

I felt his hot breath on my skin before I felt his mouth. I sighed, letting my head loll back a bit as the warm, humid air washed over my sensitive skin, simultaneously offering me the prospect of relief yet still withholding it.

“Please,” I whimpered.

Finally, he gave me what I wanted.

I felt his lips take my right nipple into his mouth and he began to suckle. I moaned. God, how I moaned. My hands flew to his hair and I ran my fingers through his dark curls, thrusting my chest forward, crushing my breast against his face. The warm, wet embrace of his tongue as his lips expertly squeezed and tugged at my aching nub drove me wild. I felt my milk dripping into his mouth, felt him feed on me, and I swear to god, I probably could have cum from just that.

As though reading my mind, he slid a hand down my belly, finding my panties. I yelped when I felt his fingers moving over my fabric clad mound.

“Too much?” he asked. “Shall I stop?”

“Don’t you dare,” I whimpered. “I’m just sensitive—that’s all.”

“You were close to cumming when I so rudely interrupted you.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement of unquestioned fact. I blushed hard, and nodded, even though he couldn’t see me—he’d already returned, thank god, to suckling at my breast.

“I was really close… Sometimes, it gets so that I can’t think… Can’t even control myself… It’s so embarrassing.”

“You must be fun at those times,” Damien said in between playful nips and tugs at my breast. He cupped my mound, and applied pressure, pushing into my panties, making me groan with aching desire. “For your boyfriend.”

“I… I don’t have a boyfriend,” I admitted, a shameful moan escaping my lip. He was pressing against me with his palm now, grinding against my pussy through my panties as he took my left breast into his mouth, fitting his lips around the fat, swollen nipple and sucking. I almost sobbed with pleasure. I had been so full, my udders were aching with the need for release and now, mercifully, it was coming.

“Really?”

“R-really,” I said. “Not since college.”

“Why not?”

“My… uh… unique quality… it turns a lot of guys off,” I admitted. “I’m shy about it. I’ve never found a guy who likes it.”

But you like it, I thought, as he slid his hand into my panties. I felt him work a finger into my needy hole, pressing into me while he pushed his palm against my aching mound and I knew I wouldn’t last much longer. I was soaking wet, and my pussy offered not an ounce of resistance to him as he penetrated me.

“What if I could introduce you to men who’d like that unique quality of yours?” Damien asked. I was shaking, about to cum, trying to keep thinking straight.

“Th-that… that would be fun…” I whimpered. “Maybe… Maybe I’d like that…”

I let out a sob of repressed desire, aching need, and I felt myself lose control. I was cumming, my cunt gushing all over his hand as he continued to suckle me, continued to stroke me, not letting my body rest for even a second. I let out a wail of pleasure, no longer able to control my voice.

I could’ve died then and there and I think I would have been happy. Pleasured beyond my ability to comprehend what was happening to my body.

But Damien wasn’t done with me, I realized, as his fingers slowed and he pulled them from my panties. He suckled my juices off his digits and then, as though I weighed next to nothing, scooped my up with his hands under my butt and deposited me on the card table, the only real piece of furniture in the staff rom.

My dream was coming true. My desire to find out what he had in those suit slacks. I bit my lip, watching him unzip his pants, ready to reveal the bulge to me…


Chapter 5


“You said it’s been a while since you had a boyfriend,” Damien said, pausing as he unzipped himself. I shuddered in frustration. I wanted him to keep going. I had to see it. “But how long has it been since you’ve been fucked?”

“I… I don’t know…” I murmured. I kicked off my jeans, or tried to, at least—they ended up bunching around my ankles, blocked by my shoes, and I had to work to kick off my shoes before I could get my legs free.

Well, leg. I could only get one leg out, but that seemed like more than enough. Feeling like more of a slut than I’d ever felt in my life, I spread my legs for him.

“Give me a number.”

“I… I don’t know…” I groaned. I glared at him, unsure what to do next. I was dripping and spread for him—I knew I hadn’t shaved recently, so maybe he was grossed out by that, but no—he was playing a game with me…

“A number, Bridget, and then I’ll let you beg for this cock inside your hucow cunt,” he said.

I swallowed. My mind was too clouded with lust to ask what a hucow was. I wanted him too badly. I felt strangely… drawn to him. As though I were already in love with him, as though I wanted to give myself over to him, always and forever. It was just the hormones, I figured, but god, I just wanted to wrap myself around him and never leave.

“Eleven,” I said.

“Eleven what? Days? Weeks? Years?”

“Months, asshole,” I grunted, thrusting my hips forward, all but bouncing on the table as he finally continued unzipping his pants. I bit my lip in anticipation, and I was not disappointed.

In the next moment, a huge cock, easily the length of my forearm—nearly ten inches long, I’d have to guess, but it easily could have been longer—spilled out of his pants. Holy shit, I wanted to cry out. Where had this dick been hiding all my life? A throbbing vein ran along the length of the shaft and I swear, my lips began to drool at the sight of it. I’d never even been all that into giving blowjobs, but I’d have done anything to have that cock anywhere inside of me. Preferably in my pussy, but I’d settle for mouth, or even my butt—and I’d never had anything in my butt.

“You have a really amazing dick,” I told him. “I bet you hear that all the time, though.”

“I do, in fact. At least at first. Until the hucows learn to take it.”

“Learn to take it?”

“Learn to do exactly what I want you to do. The men who are interested in girls like you, they’re pretty demanding.”

My breath caught in my lungs. Girls like me. I finally put two and two together.

“Hucows? Like human cows? That’s what I am?”

He gripped his shaft in his fist and gently rubbed the fat tip against my sloppy, wet pussy lips, letting it slip between them but not yet thrusting forward. Even though my body seemed to want to absorb him, suck him inside and take him, I knew it might hurt. I’d never been with a guy who’s cock was nearly that big. He was even bigger than a dildo I’d eventually thrown out because I could never get it to feel good—it only hurt. But unlike with that dildo, I was willing to do whatever it took to take him inside of me until we both felt… amazing.

“That’s exactly what you are. You’re something very rare and very beautiful,” he whispered, letting his hips ease forward. I gasped as I felt his thick warmth start to spread me open. I felt as though I had this incessant itch deep inside of my body and the only thing that could scratch it, the only tool that could reach it and give me relief, was his cock.

“No one’s ever though I was rare and beautiful,” I said, grinning maniacally, ecstatically as he pressed himself inside of me. It was starting to ache, as though he were stretching me and ripping me apart from the inside out, but part of me loved that sensation, that feeling of violation—of flying too close to the sun, of being unable to control what happened to my body as he claimed me for his own.

“It’s unfortunate,” Damien informed me. “Hucows are only appreciated by a certain class of connoisseur.”

I wanted to ask more about the men who constituted this “certain class of connoisseur,” but I was too busy being torn apart by the cock invading my tight hole. I winced in pain and pleasure as he stopped being gentle and simply drove into me, taking me.

I’d never felt so conquered by sex, but feeling his huge cock stretch me out so roughly and ruthlessly, I let out a sob of pleasure and pain, thrusting my hips to meet him. I was so wet, so turned on, he slid into me way more easily than he normally would have been able to. He drove deep into me, skewering me like a piece of meat on his cock. I felt like one of the cake pops we sold up front, in fact—the comparison made me giggle softly to myself as I spread my hips, trying to wrap them around him as he rode me.

“Can I… meet these men… who appreciate my kind?” I whimpered. Even though I would have been happy to have been fucked every day by Damien for the rest of my life, I was too intrigued. Were there more men out there like him—men with huge cocks who wanted girls like me?

Maybe… Maybe, just maybe, my lactation wasn’t something to be ashamed of anymore. Maybe I didn’t need to hide it, so long as I were with the right guy.

As that thought wormed its way into my mind, Damien leaned over me, capturing my dripping nipples in his mouth once again. I whimpered, sobbing in pleasure now. I literally felt tears rolling down my cheeks—the sex felt too good, felt better than sex had ever felt.

Finally, I felt free to be myself with a man. Finally, I wasn’t hiding who I was.

In fact… I was even starting to become a little proud of my special abilities.

I’d never believed that would be possible, but here I was, stroking this beautiful man’s hair as he thrust into me, as he pleasured my nipples and drank deeply from them. I loved the idea of feeding him, of nursing him with my body, and my body loved it too. I felt myself getting close once again. Even though my pussy ached from the power of his thrusts and the size of his tool, I didn’t want it to end. Not until I had cum again, and not until he’d finished.

He’d done so much for me already—I wanted him to cum inside of me.

Now, you’re probably wondering about the risks… And of course, I considered them.

This guy could have all sorts of diseases, right? I could be signing my own death sentence here, or at least condemning myself to years of medical treatment. Or, just as consequential, he could put a baby in me. I could very well end up pregnant with the child of a man I’d only met once, a man who’d disappeared as soon as he got what he wanted from me.

I mention all of that to emphasize one thing and one thing only: I knew all the risks, all the downsides, and I still wanted him to cum inside me.

That’s how good he was. That’s how incredible his cock felt. And that’s how badly I wanted to thank him, even if this were only a one-time thing, for showing me that some men like girls like me.

For teaching me that being a hucow could be a thing to have pride in.

“Cum in me,” I moaned, almost hysterical with desire. “Please, Damien, please!”

He released my nipple from his lips, and gave me one last knowing smirk before thrusting deep into me, rearranging my guts in the process (or so it felt), and unleashing his thick load. I closed my eyes, riding the bliss as I felt his fat cock twitching inside of me, as I began to orgasm myself.

I know in romance novels and in movie sex scenes, the heroine and the hero always climax together at the same time, but we all know in real life, it doesn’t work that way. If anything, you’re usually lucky just to get a couple minutes of half-hearted, dutiful but ultimately clumsy slurping at your nether regions before you lie back and spread your legs, or bend over the bed and submit yourself to another few minutes of wild thrusting. Not that I’m necessarily complaining, but sometimes a girl likes a little more, and even though my encounter with Damien had lasted less than ten minutes, he made those minutes count.

And besides—it wasn’t like we had all the time in the world. Now, if I’d brought him home, well… Actually, in that case, my roommates would have heard me moaning, would have heard everything he told me about hucows and how much he liked my milk-filled tits, so maybe that was a no-go.

My second orgasm was weaker than the first, but still quite enjoyable, and I found myself covered in a potent cocktail of sweat, milk, and cum when he slid himself out of me. I still had my jeans half attiring one of my legs, but I didn’t have the energy to pull them back on as I stared at Damien while he rezipped himself.

“Can I see you again?” I asked, my voice small and weak. I was ready for him to tell me I was a nice girl and everything, but that it wouldn’t work out between us, but instead, he leaned forward and gave me a kiss, his mouth tasting like my milk as our tongues dueled.

“Why don’t we have dinner tomorrow night and we can discuss your abilities?” he asked. “I think I might have an idea for how we’ll be able to see quite a bit of one another.”

I nodded eagerly. I had his card, and he pointed out the phone number on the back. Then, he took his leave.

Moments later, Marcia stepped into the staff room, followed by our manager.

“Sorry, Bridge—you seemed to be having so much fun, I tried to keep him out as long as I could…” Marcia murmured, not making eye contact with me. I scrambled to cover myself up, just in time to be fired on the spot.

Not that it was any great loss, that shitty job.

I positively had a skip in my step as I marched down the street, feeling like I was floating with joy after the encounter. Sure, the soreness was setting in—a soreness worse even than when I’d lost my virginity at eighteen in college—but I wore it like a badge of honor.

Job hunting could wait, I decided. I was going home to take the rest of the day off and celebrate getting laid.


Chapter 6


I was afraid Damien would ghost me but, no, when I texted the number he’d given me, he replied almost immediately with the address of a restaurant where we’d meet. I could barely sleep the night before our date—what if this had all been a dream? Would he really meet up with me?

The next day, I took the bus downtown to a fancy boutique to buy a new dress. Something that would show off my boobs, since he liked them so much, and something that would be… classy. Most of my clothes were pretty slubby, a college student’s wardrobe.

And then, on the clearance rack, I saw the perfect dress.

It wasn’t meant to be cow patterned, but it was kind of a cream color with occasional black oblongs. When I picked it up, the salesgirl stifled a snicker.

“Yeah, we’ve never been able to sell that one. Had it for years. It’s marked down to practically nothing, but it looks like it’s in your size. It’ll even fit your boobs, I think.” She was pretty flat and eyed my chest jealously. Little did she know that I needed to milk myself before going out, lest I start leaking in public.

I tried the dress on and gasped when I saw myself in the mirror.

I was… super cute, actually. It definitely did look cow patterned on me, with my big tits playing the part of the udders, but it didn’t look kitschy. It looked… cute and sexy, like I was going to a themed party.

“Wow, you’re the first girl I’ve seen that on where it… actually looks pretty good,” the salesgirl remarked when I stepped out of the dressing room and we both regarded my reflection in the mirror.

“How much did you say it was?” I asked.

The girl grinned.

“For you, let’s just forget about the price. You were clearly meant to have that dress, and no one else is going to buy it anyway.”

My heart leapt. It wasn’t like I had the spare disposable income lying around to be going on shopping sprees at boutiques, but I knew that I wanted to impress Damien. I had been willing to make a sacrifice in order to show off for him, but I was delighted to realize I wouldn’t have to.

I took it as a sign from the universe.

The universe approved of me being a hucow. It wanted me to do this, to be Damien’s hucow—whatever that meant.

What had seemed like a terrible day at work was turning out to have been one of the best days of my life, and I had high hopes for what was to come.


Chapter 7


I did my make-up, put on the dress with some heels that made me slightly less short than I really am, and, since I’d gotten the dress for free, sprung for an Uber to the restaurant to meet Damien. I arrived early, but he’d made a reservation and the hostess graciously showed me to our table.

“And I just want to say, sweetheart,” she said, taking away the placeholder set of plates and napkins in front of me—what a swanky place! “That you look absolutely adorable tonight.”

I blushed hard and stammered a thank you.

Even a few days before, I’d never have been allowed in a place like this—not like I had the money for it, or the clothes to get in, but now, I was being complimented by the chic hostess in her own slinky, low-cut dress. But she didn’t have the boobage I did, and her dress, as you might guess, was not cow-patterned in the slightest.

The waiter brought me a glass of sparkling water which I sipped while I waited for Damien. For a moment, I worried again: what if this were an elaborate prank? What if I’d been stood up? Would I have to order something? I had looked at the menu online and I felt like I could probably afford a salad and some breadsticks… That was a perfectly respectable meal, right?

But I had nothing to worry about. I felt a chill go through my body and I knew in my bones that Damien had arrived. I craned my neck to look towards the door and saw him striding in, wearing another impeccable suit that hugged his massive frame perfectly, and my heart skipped a beat.

To think that I’d had him inside of me only a day before.

I was still sore from how he fucked me, but I wanted more. I’d do anything to have him again, do anything he wanted me to. Be his slut, if that’s what he wanted. I felt a tingle between my legs.

I’d worn a tight black g-string, the sexiest excuse for underwear I owned, but I also worried that it wouldn’t really stand up to a whole lot of girl juice if I got really turned on. Well, I thought, I’d cross that bridge when I got there.

“Bridget,” Damien said warmly, and leaned down to kiss me, tongue and all, before taking his seat.

I was blushing hard. This was too exciting to be true. He’d actually shown up. And goddamn, did he look good. I felt a tingling sensation between my legs as I remembered how much fun we’d had the day before.

So what if it had resulted in losing my job?

Jobs come and go, but the memory of getting railed on the card table in the staff room and getting milked by this gorgeous man would hang around in my memory for as long as I lived.

“I was excited to see you again,” I blurted out. “I really had… a lot of fun yesterday. It was worth it.”

Damien grinned broadly as he settled back down into his seat.

“Worth what?”

“Well… I, uh, got fired for what happened,” I mumbled. “Not that I’m complaining, I mean. It was a shitty job, anyway.”

Damien made a sort of sympathetic expression, but I doubted that he felt all that bad.

“But that was the most fun I’ve had… in a while, you know,” I said slowly, and bit my lip. “So… if we could do that again, from time to time…”

“Bridget, what if you could do that every day? Even multiple times a day?”

I inhaled sharply. I was wringing my hands in my lap. Every day? Multiple times a day?

It was too good to be true, but I was more than game for it. He’d left me feeling insatiable, and the night afterwards, I’d touched myself in bet, teasing my sore pussy and my needy nipples, tasting my milk and my juices covering my fingertips, but it wasn’t the same. I needed to be used by his fat cock. Bred by it. I wanted to feel his seed deep inside me again, feel it hot and sticky in my womb, maybe even getting me knocked up…

“I… I think I’d like that a lot,” I admitted. “Are you saying… we could be boyfriend and girlfriend?”

“Not exactly, but we’d get to have a lot of fun together. Remember when I told you there are certain connoisseurs who love girls like you?”

I swallowed and nodded.

“You called girls like me… hucows, right?”

I was playing dumb, as though I hadn’t been thinking about that term all day long, thinking about what it could mean for me. Girls who lactate without anything to initiate the process. It was very rare, apparently. Lactation could be initiated with medication, and obviously pregnancy, but girls who just naturally made milk… We were one in a thousand, a million.

“That’s right, Bridget,” Damien continued. “And hucows are—ah, here we are.”

The waiter came by. Damien ordered a bottle of wine and steak for both of us—a T-bone for him, and a filet mignon for me. My mouth watered as he picked out the sides for us—caramelized brussels sprouts, mashed potatoes with gruyere, and buttery rolls. It was going to be the best meal I’d had in months, I suspected. Years, maybe even.

Hell, when had I ever eaten like this? Not before my parents… Yeah. That was it.

The momentary flush brought up by their memory turned into one of embarrassment and pleasure as I felt Damien’s intense eyes on me once more.

“Now, where were we—yes, hucows are very rare, very special. I run a special… institution… that seeks your kind out, and prepares them for the connoisseurs who are eager to meet you. I call it an Asylum, but that makes it sound like there’s something wrong with you. I only call it that because we take a medical approach to enhancing your natural attributes and making you a better, more attractive hucow. Then, men—men like me—who are interested in a hucow will contact us about arranging—let’s call them playdates—and if things go well, you might be purchased.”

My eyes widened.

“Purchased?”

“Well, your contract. It’s all above board, and you can back out any time you want.”

“So, I’d be… like a possession, a toy for these men—once I’m done being your toy?” I asked, my cheeks burning.

The idea was weirdly exciting to me. The idea of men wanting to pay to own me, to make me theirs… It went against every feminist bone in my body, but sometimes, I just wanted to turn my brain off and feel good. Have a good time. I felt like I’d earned that over the last few years, rough as they were.

“Of course, you’d retain all your normal rights as a human—we just facilitate your development and your contact with your future… benefactor, shall we say? You can say owner, if you’d like, but legally, that’s not the case.”

I nodded, understanding. There was a bit of roleplay in this, I could tell. I didn’t mind playing along, especially when this all sounded so exciting.

“Um, what do I have to do?”

“Come over to my place this evening, and show me what you’re willing to do to be a good hucow,” Damien continued with a smooth, evil grin. “And after that, we’ll take you to the Asylum and begin building you into the best hucow you can be.”

I nodded again. The wine came, and then our food, and I ate in thoughtful silence for several moments.

“And will you… be there to help develop me?” I asked. “To build me into the best hucow I can be?”

“Of course I will, Bridget. I will take a very, very active role in your development as a hucow. You’re going to see so much of me, you’ll be sick of my face. Not to mention my cock.”

I giggled to hear him say the word in public.

“I don’t think I could ever be sick of either of those things,” I said. And then, I admitted my secrets: “Actually, I couldn’t stop thinking about what we did yesterday… It was so much fun… I’ve never really had that much fun before… During sex, I mean. It’s never been that good. You made me… climax harder than I’ve ever climaxed before.”

Using dirtier words felt too embarrassing for me, but so did describing it in a clinical way.

Damien swirled his wine thoughtfully as I confessed my enjoyment to him.

“And what did you enjoy the most yesterday, Bridget?”

“That’s hard to say… I think the way you milked me…” I bit my lip and giggled. “But I loved having you… inside of me. Your cock. When you… fucked me.”

“You liked feeling my cum inside of you?”

I nodded eagerly.

“I want to do more of that,” I told him. “A lot more.”

“A lot more of what?”

Oh, so he was going to make me say it. I took a deep breath.

“Making you cum.” After a second, I added. “Sir. Is that right? It feels like I should be calling you ‘sir’…”

“You catch on quickly, Bridget. So quickly, in fact, I think you’re ready for your first test of the evening.”

“My first test?”

“To see if you’re prepared for the rigors of the Hucow Asylum.”

“I’ll do anything you want,” I told him. “I know I’m supposed to play hard to get, but honestly… You make me so excited, sir… Damien…”

“Then,” Damien said, leaning forward. “Get down on your knees below the table and suck me off. I want to feel you gagging like a good girl on my cock. Do you understand?”

The restaurant wasn’t crowded, but it wasn’t empty. I looked around nervously. It would be easy for anyone sitting near us to see me going beneath the table and if I didn’t come out in a few seconds, it would probably be pretty clear what I was doing down there…

“Yes,” I said, suddenly, surprising even more. “I understand.”

“Good girl,” Damien said and settled back in his seat, awaiting my move.


Chapter 8


I lifted up the table cloth and before I descended, I looked around the restaurant once more. To my right was a table with an older couple, both looking bored. He wore a suit and she was dressed up, as though they’d just come from a matinee or they were going to the opera. Neither of them said anything to the other. The man drank a Martini and the woman had a glass of white wine. A kind of coldness emanated from them, and I shivered involuntarily, even though I was otherwise feeling very, very warm.

The table to our left was mercifully empty but beyond that, there was what seemed to be a business dinner happening, with several men passing around papers, signing documents. A few appetizers had been brought out but they sat mostly untouched, unlike the men’s cocktails—judging from the empty glasses littering the table, the business deal had required more than a little booze.

Finally, my eyes met Damien’s once more. He continued to look at me with that calm smirk, that grin somewhere between cold and warm. He made me feel helpless, like a piece of meat he was about to devour, and I wanted nothing more than for him to consume me, body and soul.

“Okay,” I whispered. “Here I go.”

“If the waiter asks, I’ll say you’re in the bathroom,” Damien whispered back. I pursed my lips, nodded, and in a fluid motion quite a bit more graceful than I thought I was capable of, I dove under the table.

Somehow, I was surprised to find it so dark under there. The stifled a nervous giggle—how dumb I was, to be surprised that it was dark beneath the table, behind the table cloth. I crawled forward, pulling my feet beneath the table cloth, and belatedly kicked off my heels.

Now, I groped around and found Damien’s muscular legs. I let out a sigh as I felt his powerful muscles beneath the fabric of his suit.

God, he was in good shape. He had the body of a football player, or maybe a rugby player—big and lean and muscular. I’ve always loved big, muscular thighs on men, and when I felt his, I practically turned to jelly. Those were legs that could lift me up, that could throw me around, that could pound me until I squealed like a stuck pig.

Using his legs to guide me, I crept forward and found his crotch. I felt the bulge already pressing against the smooth, satiny fabric of his suit, and it was easy to find the zipper and start to undo his fly.

Then, I remembered, he was wearing a belt. I found the buckle and undid it—the sound of the metal tinkling sent a shiver up my spine. I wondered what it would be like to be whipped with this belt, to be tied up with it.

Let me emphasize—before I met Damien, I was not kinky. I did not watch much porn at all, except when I was really desperate, and when I did, it was the most vanilla stuff you could imagine. But something about him made me… feral. Thirsty. Made me want him to use me and explore me and break me. Push my limits and help me discover all the things I liked. He’d already opened up my world to the idea of being a hucow, and now, I was starting to wonder… What else could he show me?

I finished unzipping his pants and let his cock all but bounce out, poking me in the eye. I stifled another giggle. It didn’t really hurt; more than anything, it was funny.

Above the table, outside the table cloth, I heard Damien chatting with the waiter. I purse my lips, as though trying to remind myself to stay quiet as I gripped his fat, long cock.

Now, faced with it, I could really admire what a piece of human architecture it was. It was not only huge, but every inch had new secrets and fascinations for me—the way the thick vein ran along his shaft, the way the skin seemed both rough and soft at the same time, the way the flesh cupped the head of his cock. The scent was powerful, overwhelming, intoxicating—I’d never thought dick smelled all that good but now, with my face pressed against his crotch, with my hands on his cock and cupping his balls, I was starting to reconsider my opinion.

“Yes, she’s just freshening up,” Damien was telling the waiter and I heard a clip in his voice, followed by a sigh as I ran my tongue along his shaft, starting at the base and working my way to the top. God, he tasted even better than the steak. I lapped at his cock, running my tongue over him, feeling the blood pulsating inside his tool, getting him nice and slick.

I worked my tongue up to the head of his cock and swirled around it, tasting him and savoring the sensation of his flesh between my tongue. I tasted the precum leaking out of the tip of his cock and my eyes all but turned into stars as I savored his salty, musky flavor.

I needed more, I knew. And Damien had told me as much. Told me he wanted me to gag on his cock.

Memories of awkward college hook ups came back to me. I remember trying to give my first boyfriend a blowjob after a party, freshman year, and whimpering as he forced my head down onto his dick, smashing the tip into the back of my throat and making me feel like I was going to puke. That had been a harrowing experience that I wasn’t eager to relive but on the other hand, submitting myself to Damien, gagging for him, sounded kind of… kind of good.

But first, I suckled at the tip of his cock, swirling my tongue around against, working the tip beneath the ridge of his cock head, wetting it all as it twitched in my mouth.

Then, gently, I slid a few inches down, taking him further into my mouth. I remembered to roll my lips over my teeth so I didn’t end up scratching and biting him, and just let him soak in my mouth, savoring the feeling of his big cock, and the way it made my jaws ache by stretching them open. I’d never sucked a cock this big before—that went without saying—and if taking it in my pussy had been challenging, then taking it in my mouth was going to be even harder.

But there was a twisted pleasure to this, and I sank down further onto his cock, forcing it back against my throat as I started to gag. I felt tears come to my eyes and I whimpered. He could have reached down and made me gag myself on his dick, but he restrained himself, something previous boyfriends had not done. No, he trusted me to gag myself on his cock, to debase myself here where no one was looking, and I didn’t want to disappoint him.

When I couldn’t take another second of it, I slid back off his cock, taking a deep, gasping breath before slamming my face back down onto it, forcing it down my throat a bit further, gagging even harder. I felt tears streaming down my cheeks now, but I didn’t care. I held his cock with one hand and guided my other hand between my thighs, beneath my dress, pulling my panties to the side and finding my swollen pussy lips.

I had waxed in advance of this date and now I found my own tender skin, smooth as a baby’s bottom, and I moaned greedily onto his cock as I impaled myself on it. I stroked my slit gently at first, then faster and faster, finding my swollen clit almost too sensitive to touch, and yet impossible to ignore.

I began to bob my head on his dick, and a memory of bobbing for apples as a child came back to me. Now, I was bobbing for cock. I blushed to think about it, but it was true. I hungered for him, and I wanted him to shoot his load down my throat, to swallow it before I returned to the delicious dinner he was treating me too.

I slurped faster and faster on his cock, hungrily gobbling it down as I worked to make him cum. Sometimes, I stopped sucking him all together to give myself a chance to catch my breath and I devoted myself to suckling his balls, letting my aching throat take a knee for a second before I returned to my sloppy work.

Drool covered my lips and my chin and dripped down onto my generous cleavage but I didn’t care. I figured he would like that. He wanted to see me do nasty things for him in public? Then he’d like what he saw afterwards—a Bridget who had cleared been face-fucked to her limits and was panting and desperate and covered in spit and cum. Who cared if we got kicked out? Somehow, I doubted we would—I would just have to put up with the knowing glances from everyone else in the restaurant.

Slut, they would think, looking at me as my cheeks burned with shame. No, I would find myself wanting to yell at them. Hucow!

Finally, I felt a needy twitch in Damien’s cock and it jumped in my throat. A moment later, a thick spurt of cum graced my mouth, salty and sticky. I gagged a bit in surprise, but I managed to swallow it all the same, and then came more and more, more sticky cum, and I swallowed it all, still sucking his cock, still stroking my own needy pussy but not daring to make myself cum—not till he had touched me, and made me suffer whatever other indignities he decided I would need to become a good hucow…


Chapter 9


As I retook my seat back at the table, I groped around for my napkin, which I’d dropped onto the floor in my rush to pleasure Damien, and used it to fix my face as best I could. I whipped out my phone and turned on the selfie camera so I could see what sucking his cock had done to me: I was a mess.

Tears covered my cheeks, and my eyes were red. My mascara was running and my lipstick was smeared. I’d clearly just been orally violated—no adult would look at me and conclude anything else.

At that moment, the waiter came by and cleared his throat.

“Would… madame like a fresh napkin, or perhaps a moist towelette?”

I nodded without saying a word; I was afraid of how hoarse my voice would end up sounding.

“Well done,” Damien pronounced once the waiter had disappeared.

“I hope so,” I murmured. I was right—my voice was husky from being fucked. “Did I pass your hucow test, sir?”

“You’ve passed part of it,” he told me.

He pushed an empty water class towards me.

“Fill this up.”

I stared at it, not quite comprehending what he meant.

“What?”

“Fill. This. Up,” Damien commanded. The waiter returned and handed me a warm, wet washcloth which I smiled in silent thanks for. As I cleaned my face, it dawned on me what he wanted.

“I… I can’t…” I whispered. “You want me to milk myself here?”

“Of course. You’re a hucow. That’s your purpose—to provide milk, whenever and wherever. Take out one of your udders and fill the glass. Or do you not think you can produce enough milk to fill it up? I find that hard to believe but perhaps I figured you wrong…”

“N-no!” I cried. “I can definitely make the milk. I just…”

I glanced around once more, all everyone who might see.

“Do it,” Damien commanded and an excited thrill went through me.

Fuck. I loved this.

Working quickly, I eased my left breast out of my dress and balanced the swollen nipple on the rim of the glass. I began to squeeze and grope myself, grunting and moaning softly at the pleasure and pain of being milked so roughly. But I had to be rough, I had to move fast.

Fortunately, my milk was more than eager to come out in thick spurts, filling the glass. I kept looking around, trying to see if the old couple was watching me, if the business men had noticed me, and so far, it seemed like I had escaped more or less unseen.

Finally, the cup was full.

As I slid my breast back into my dress, I realized I’d caught the old woman’s attention. For a second, ice ran through my veins, and I felt like curling up into a ball and dying. Was I going to get kicked out? What would happen to Damien? My cheeks flushed even redder than they already were.

But the woman just sipped her white wine, saying nothing to the waiter who came by with another glass, nothing to her husband who seemed to be quibbling with the waiter over something on the menu. She said nothing at all, and just watched me.

If anything, I even noticed the barest hint of a smile on her withered lips.

What did that smile mean? Did she know what I was? Or was she just approving of my sexual adventurousness… Perhaps she too had done slutty things in her day, performing in public for the man sitting before her, on his fourth martini, or even for a man her husband didn’t know about.

Whatever the case, whatever the reason, I didn’t have time to dwell on it. I slid my breast back into my dress and pushed the cup back over to Damien.

He picked it up, held it to the light, examining it.

This somehow felt even more invasive than being throat fucked in public.

“Good color. Good scent. Creamy, buttery. Nice body. The milk, but you as well, Bridget,” Damien said with a quick grin.

I writhed a bit in my seat. I was still wet and I was sure I was leaving a puddle of nectar on the chair, one that had soaked through my new dress.

Well, at least I’d gotten it for free. I’d be hitting it with the OxyClean before too long, if I didn’t just take it to the dry cleaners…

But that was a question for later. I rubbed my thighs together as Damien lifted the glass to his lips and drank.

Fuck. There was something so sexy about this man, this man I had no right to be sitting here with, absorbing all his attention, drinking an entire glass of my freshly squeezed milk. Even though he wasn’t touching me, I felt like I might cum just from watching his beautiful lips smack and lick at the milk dribbling down the side of the glass.

When he’d finished, he set it down, took up his napkin, wiped his mouth, and then leaned forward, balancing his chin on his hands.

“Delicious, Bridget. You taste very, very good. Your body was made for this—made to make milk for men like me. You’re somewhere between a human and an animal, you understand? And that makes you very special.”

I was shaking in my seat. If he’d touched me then, I don’t think I would have been able to take it.

“It sounds so degrading when you put it like that…” I murmured finally, putting shape to my thoughts, as clouded and intoxicated with arousal as they were. “But I kind of like it. The idea of being… a hucow. Being a possession. A toy for men like you to enjoy.”

“That’s right. That’s my good girl,” Damien cooed. He passed the glass back towards me. “I need to see you fill it up from the other udder.”

I let out a soft moan of frustration and arousal. Part of me hated him for making me do it again, but the rest of me couldn’t wait…


Chapter 10


Once again, I looked around the restaurant, double checking that no one was staring at me, fully aware of what I was about to do. Even though I was starting to feel like Damien might have, I don’t know, a deal with the restaurant—the kind of thing where they’d look the other way on a girl who’d clearly just given fellatio underneath a table—I didn’t know how far his arrangements went.

It was one thing to surreptitiously bring a damp wash cloth to a girl who needed to clean her face. It was another thing for that same girl to be lactating in public, filling glasses with her milk.

But my breasts ached for release. Whenever I got turned on, my body wanted to be milked. That was a simple fact. I knew my body needed it, and I knew that if I didn’t get it, I’d only become needier and needier until sweet release found me.

I snatched the glass away from Damien and placed it in front of me. With one last look to make sure the coast was clear, I slid out the other tit, placed the long, swollen nipple in the glass, and began to milk myself. I whimpered, turned on and humiliated by the whole process, and instinctually, I looked to the table nearby, finding myself locking eyes with the older lady who smirked at me over the rim of her white wine.

Then, as my cheeks burned, I realized the businessmen sitting at the table within visual distance of us had noticed me as well. I saw a few of them pointing, whispering, snickering.

I was the entertainment for the evening and I bit my lip to keep from crying out, from sobbing owing to my supreme embarrassment and humiliation. The worst part about it was how much I loved it. How much I loved being seen, being exposed.

Finally, the glass was full and I slid it back over to Damien. He examined it, swirled it, and then, without further ado, drained it while I put my boob away.

“As good as the first?” I managed to squeak out once he’d finished his glass. He snorted.

“Even better. The wetter you are and the more embarrassed you are, the better your milk tastes. I wonder why that is.”

“It’s probably all in your head,” I muttered. “Some psychological thing.”

“Almost certainly. Well, the final test of the evening is all that remains, Bridget, so please, don’t let me keep you from your dinner any longer. You’ll need plenty of energy for the last part of the test.”

“What’s the last part of the test?” I asked as I pulled my plate back over to slice off a chunk of now room temperature filet mignon. At least room temperature steak is still pretty tasty, and the restaurant had hit a perfect medium rare. My parents had owned a restaurant and I had an eye for these sorts of things.

“An examination. A full body examination. To make sure you’re what we need. I hope you’re prepared.”

I swallowed hard.

“Should I… go in on an empty stomach?”

“On the contrary, you might need the energy,” Damien replied. “As I said.”

I nodded and ate. We made small talk and I was surprised how easy he was to chat with when he wasn’t teasing me about my lactating boobs or sticking his cock down my throat.

We even had dessert and I had some of the best tiramisu of my life, plus a glass of fancy port the color of blood that shimmered as I held it up to the light.

Even if he didn’t accept me into his Hucow Asylum, it would still be one hell of a night, I decided.


Chapter 11


The final part of the test occurred in a small doctor’s office in the same building that held the restaurant. I was surprised when, as we finished, Damien ushered me towards the elevator and keyed in the floor.

“We use the facilities here on occasion when sourcing new hucows,” he explained as we stepped into the elevator together. Before I could say anything, he pressed me against the wall of the elevator and kissed me hard, rough, sloppy, biting my lips and making me gasp while he forced a hand between my thighs. I was still pretty wet and I heard him grunt with pleasure when he found my damp crotch. Pulling my panties to the side, he pressed two fingers into me and I gasped into his kiss, my body clamping down hard on him. I wasn’t ready for the penetration, but I wanted it all the same, and found myself grinding on his hand as the elevator dinged to announce that we were on our floor.

Breaking the kiss and leaving me whimpering for more, he took my hand and lead me into the office. At this hour of the night, it was eerie and silent and I found myself feeling massively creeped out. Doctor’s offices could be scary even in the day time but now, at night, with the lights off and nothing but the streetlights and the moon outside providing illumination, I felt as though a monster might jump out of the darkness at any second.

But deep down, I knew Damien was the closest thing to a monster here.

He led me to an exam room and folded his arms.

“Undress,” he ordered.

I had expected to get naked in front of him before too long—after all, he’d basically seen me naked the day before when we fucked—but I was still a little nervous as I slid off my dress. I had confirmed before leaving the restaurant that I had, indeed, left a spot of dampness on the seat, but something told me that this wasn’t a totally uncommon occurrence at that place.

With Damien’s hungry eyes on me, I dropped the dress on the floor, and took off my bra, and finally, my slutty little G-String.

“You don’t always wear underwear like that, do you?” he remarked. “You were wearing more conservative underwear yesterday.”

I swallowed and blushed.

“I wanted to impress you,” I murmured.

“You’ve cleaned up your pussy too.”

“I waxed,” I explained, and spread my thighs a bit to show him. “See? All smooth.”

“Good girl. Up on the examining table.”

Fuck.

Why did that turn me on so much?

Not just being called good girl but the idea of being somewhere for him to… examine.

I was breathing heavily, almost panting in desire as I assumed the position that he wanted.

I lay on my back, staring up at the ceiling, very aware of how vulnerable I was.

“What are you going to do?” I whimpered, hoping it would involve fucking me but also worrying that I wouldn’t be able to take it—that I’d scream and cry when he forced that huge cock into me again.

“I need to measure every little aspect of you,” he told me. “Just like still.”

And he did, taking careful measurements with tools I’d never seen before, starting with my lips and mouth and cheeks and going down to my arms and clavicle and then by boobs, of course, where he spent a long time—weighing them, taking the size and shape, measuring the diameter of my nipples and how long they were, poking and prodding. As he continued, I felt more and more exposed—and that was before he put the speculum inside of me.

“You’re already soaking wet, so I don’t think I’ll need to lubricate this,” he murmured, and I gasped as I felt cold steel on my pussy.

“Oh my god,” I moaned. It felt so… wrong, the way the metal entered me and spread me open. My body thrashed involuntarily. I was on the verge of orgasm and I knew he could make me cum any second.

“How does that feel, Bridget?”

“I… The metal is cold and sharp…” I moaned. As he began to stretch me open, I felt more and more vulnerable and seen, more exposed.

“That’s a good girl, open up for me…” he growled, and slid his fingers into my gaped pussy. “That’s good. I think you’ll be able to take everything a hucow needs to.”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned. I gasped when I felt a metal probe on my clit and I found my eyes focusing on Damien’s, begging him with my own gaze to make me cum as he slowly stroked my nub.

“You want to cum for me, don’t you?” he whispered.

“Yes,” I moaned. My breasts were dripping milk, had been leaking all throughout the examination. I was completely at his mercy and my body was responding to the attention—quite positively, in fact.

“Beg for it,” he told me. “Tell me what a good hucow you’re going to be.”

“I’ll do anything to cum, sir,” I groaned. “Please… Please…”

The stroking on my clit became a tapping and somehow, that brought me even closer. I opened my mouth wide, all but wailing until he stopped.

“Tell me what a good hucow you’re going to be, and what you’re going to do in order to become one.”

“Anything you say,” I gasped. “Whatever you want from me, I’ll do. You can milk me. Humiliate me in public. Fuck me hard. Destroy my throat.”

“Keep going.”

“I’ll have fuck anyone you tell me to,” I cried out. “I’ll let hucow connoisseurs drink from my udders. I—I’ve never done anal, but I’m willing to try… And I’ll go with whoever you sell me to in the end. You can sell me like a piece of meat or a real, live cow and I’ll do whatever he wants then… I’m just a toy, just a thing, an object, a hucow… I just want to make you feel good, make you proud of me…”

The tapping increased in its speed ever so slightly with each slutty thing I promised until it was all too much and I began to cum. With my pussy gaped like that, I knew Damien could see my insides switching as a thing stream of squirt erupted from my hole. I felt it dribble out over the table, and I let out a sob of relief and humiliation.

“I’ve never cum like that before,” I moaned, curling up into the fetal position and rocking back and forth as I rode the amazing waves of post-orgasmic bliss. “Damien that was fucking amazing.”

“I’m glad, Bridget,” he said running a hand through my hair affectionately. “Are you ready for the final part of the test?”

I snorted. Of course, I thought, I was ready.

“It always seems like there’s one more part of the test with you… There’s always one more task, one more test, one more exam.”

“This really is the final part,” Damien said with a laugh and leaned down to kiss my sweaty forehead. “I promise.”

With that, he revealed… a machine. He wheeled it over from where it had been in the corner of the room, a contraption with tubes leading to giant cups on the end of each tube.

Suddenly, I realized what it was.

It was a milking machine.

But it wasn’t the kind of breast pump that new moms used. No, this was something more… sinister. Powerful. Industrial.

“I’m going to measure how much I can milk you in an evening,” he told me. “By my count, You’ve already put out sixteen or so ounces of milk—but our connoisseurs are insatiable and they’ll want more…”

I bit my lip and nodded. Thrusting my chest up, I offered myself to him.

“This might hurt a bit, Bridget…” Damien warned me with a sadistic grin as he began to attach the cups to my swollen nipples…

TO BE CONTINUED…
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