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    Chapter 1

  


  I crept through the dark night. My heart pounded in my chest, and I tried to walk as silently as possible in the loose rocks and sand.


  It was forbidden to leave the camp after the sun set: There were scorpions and rattlesnakes in the desert around the small jumble of tents. But I didn’t have a choice. My breasts were full and throbbing. I knew that if I didn’t release some milk soon, it was going to start leaking down the front of me.


  There was no privacy at the dig site. All the women slept in the same small tent, college students and professors alike. Even the showers were shared. Before I came on the dig, I had always milked myself in the shower, massaging my own tits until the milk spilled out and mixed with the suds covering my body. It flowed down the drain, unnoticed by anyone else. There was no danger that someone would see me in the privacy of the shower.


  In the camp, I didn’t have anywhere to release the building pressure inside of me. If milk leaked out of my tits, the jig would be up. Everyone would see I was a hucow, and I’d be sent to live with the other hucows.


  I would never be a paleontologist like I’d always dreamed. Instead, I’d have my every need taken care of so that I could contribute my milk. Few women become hucows, and our milk is too rare to waste.


  I wish I wasn’t a hucow, I thought despairingly as I neared the edge of the camp. Just a little farther. I paused for a second at the last tent and took a deep breath before sprinting into the darkness, hoping no one saw me.


  If I made it into the desert, I could take care of my aching breasts. Given an hour alone, I could drain them, squirting my milk onto the ground and keeping my secret hidden.


  “Cynthia, stop!” a man’s voice shouted from nearby.


  “What the hell are you doing?” Dr. West yelled angrily, stalking up to me from where he’d been just out-of-sight behind a tent.


  “I just—I’m sorry,” I said, shrinking into myself.


  “Do you have any idea how dangerous it is out there? I’d lose my job if something happened to you!”


  “I wanted to see the stars at night,” I said quietly.


  “Are you serious? This is exactly why I never wanted to allow sophomores on our expeditions.”


  He pinched the bridge of his nose and sighed heavily.


  “Go to bed, Cynthia,” he said at last. “We’ll talk about this tomorrow.”


  “Yes, Dr. West,” I squeaked. There was no point in arguing. Dr. West was a stickler for the rules. No doubt, he’d think of an appropriate punishment tomorrow.


  I hope he doesn’t figure out I was lying. I didn’t know anything about stargazing, but it was the first excuse that came to mind. The other leader of the dig—Dr. Diaz—always gushed about how beautiful the stars were out in the desert. She said that you could see the ghostly streak of the Milky Way away from the lights of camp.


  I walked back to the dormitory tent and crawled into my bunk. Everyone else was already asleep. But I knew I had a long night ahead of me. My breasts were brimming with milk. The cotton undershirt I was wearing felt like burlap as it rubbed against my sensitive nipples. I couldn’t even take it off to get relief in the shared tent.


  Tossing and turning, I hoped that I could find some way to relieve the swelling pressure in my breasts tomorrow. A shiver of fear ran through me. If I can’t do something, I’ll be exposed. Everyone will see my milk.


  The thought excited me more than I wanted to admit. I could feel a growing slickness between my thighs as I twisted under the sheets, trying not to ignore the desire budding inside of me.


  Everyone knew hucows produced more milk when they had sex. That’s why I’d never even touched myself before, let alone been intimate with a man. I was terrified that any sexual pleasure would cause my cream to leak out, revealing me as a hucow, and I’d be sent away immediately.


  I just need to get up early before anyone else showers, I decided. Everyone used the same shower room. It had four showerheads, and men and women took turns sharing the tiny space. It felt a little weird to shower in front of other college students and professors, but it was no different from the showers in a gym. The only problem was I needed privacy to milk myself.


  


  
    Chapter 2

  


  At 5:00, the vibrations of my phone woke me up. I’d made sure to turn the volume off, so my alarm didn’t wake anyone else. I had to sneak out without any of the women in the tent waking up, or they might decide to shower at the same time.


  Creeping through the camp, I looked around to see if anyone else was awake. The lights were off in all the tents, and the camp was silent except for the sound of flapping canvas in the light breeze.


  All clear. My stomach fluttered with excitement, and my breasts started aching with anticipation. It had been a day and a half since I last hurriedly squirted some milk out while squatting between two tents.


  It was in the middle of the night, and I thought there was little chance of being caught. But as I caressed my tits, trying not to make a sound despite the building pleasure, Dr. West had walked quickly by. If he had only looked to the side, he would have seen me fondling myself with my shirt pulled up around my neck, my large breasts spilling down as I bit my lip to keep from moaning.


  Luckily, he had stared straight ahead as he went by, oblivious to my crouching form in the shadows between the tents. I resolved to be more careful about milking in the future, but it was proving hard to find any time at all to do it.


  Opening the shower room door slowly so the old hinges didn’t creak, I slid inside and started undressing as quickly as I could. I don’t have much time.


  Glancing at the dusty mirror, I couldn’t help but admire myself. Like most hucows, I had huge breasts. They hung down, heavy and full in front of my petite body. My legs were tanned and muscular, and my belly was flat with just the hint of a six-pack under my smooth skin. I had played volleyball in high school, and even though I never picked it up in college, I still had the body of an athlete.


  I stepped under a showerhead and turned on the water. It was cold: The camp didn’t have a hot water heater, but that was the furthest thing from my mind. I looked down at my tits and felt a thrill run through me.


  I squeezed the globes of flesh roughly, making myself wince. Come on, I thought, willing milk to squirt out. At home, I took my time, massaging myself slowly as pleasure built deep inside of me. Eventually, the milk would begin to come out in long squirts. The feeling of it bursting through my nipples and the relief of the pressure inside of me was amazing.


  But here time was of the essence. I desperately pawed at my tits, trying to get some milk out as quickly as possible. There was no telling when the others would wake up. Luckily, I had one trick up my sleeve. I hadn’t put up the sign labeled “Men” on one side and “Women” on the other. Hopefully, if anyone else woke up, they would knock, buying me time to wash the milk off my body and hide the evidence of what I was doing alone in the shower.


  Finally, a weak stream of milk dribbled out of my nipples. I sighed with relief. As more and more milk dribbled down my body, the feeling of pressure in my breasts eased. It no longer felt like my soft flesh was stretched and tight.


  I should be okay for at least a day¸ I thought excitedly. Now I can focus on our work. My thoughts were interrupted by a creak.


  “Hi, Dr. West,” a man’s voice called out. I froze in horror, staring toward the entrance of the shower room.


  “Dr. West?” the voice repeated, sounding worried. A head peeked around the corner: It was Keith, Dr. West’s assistant.


  “Oh my, I’m so sorry!” he cried out, seeing me standing naked in the middle of the shower room. Cream covered the front of my body from my perky nipples down to my tiny bare feet. It was mixed with water from the shower, but it was impossible to miss the trail of milky whiteness.


  Keith stared open mouthed at my large milk-covered breasts for a second, before averting his gaze to the floor.


  “I thought you were Dr. West. He’s always the first one up,” he said.


  My head was spinning. He had to have seen, I thought as my legs grew weak. After a moment, I sank to the floor, drawing my knees up under my chin and resting my forehead on them. I sniffled as tears fell out of my eyes and mixed with the water flowing over me. It’s over.


  “Umm, Cynthia? Are you okay?” Keith asked.


  I didn’t answer.


  “It’s alright. I won’t tell anyone,” he said quietly. Relief flooded through me.


  “Really?” I whispered, looking up at him hopefully.


  “Yeah, it’s no big deal,” Keith said, still careful not to look at my nakedness.


  After pausing for a moment, he added, “I can help you get the milk out. I’ve heard it helps to have someone suckle them. That’s what they do to the hucows in the Center.”


  I felt myself blush at the offer. I almost refused, but then I realized maybe that’s what I needed. Maybe that would finally drain my breasts, and I wouldn’t have to risk getting caught trying to milk them every day.


  “Okay,” I said quietly, standing up. Keith finally looked me in the eyes. I could see the hunger burning in his gaze as he walked over and took hold of my breasts. He leaned down, slipping a nipple into his mouth and sucking softly.


  The feeling was unlike any I’d ever felt before. I moaned helplessly as waves of bliss radiated out from my sensitive nipple. I could feel the milk squirting out of me into his warm, eager mouth.


  “Oh god,” I whimpered. Pent up desire swept through me as Keith took turns sucking on both of my nipples, drinking the creamy milk that flowed out of them. I could feel my pussy getting wet, and I squeezed my legs together, trying to hide how much Keith was turning me on.


  My head felt fuzzy, and I sank forward, leaning against Keith as he massaged and suckled my breasts. Panting with desire, my unfocused eyes stared down. To my surprise, I noticed there was an obvious bulge in Keith’s pants! The graduate assistant was as excited as I was.


  Without thinking, I reached out and tugged Keith’s shorts and boxers down. His cock sprang out, standing rigidly in the air. It was the first time I’d ever seen a cock in person, and I stared at it for a moment. It was larger than I thought it’d be, and I could see it jump slightly in time with Keith’s heartbeat.


  I ran my fingers over it. They looked tiny and delicate next to the pulsing member. Taking it in my hand, I felt its weight. It was hot to the touch, and it felt smoother than I had imagined a cock would.


  I felt Keith’s hand reach down between my legs. His rough fingers brushed against my throbbing pussy, and I gasped. It was the first time I’d been touched like that. I’d never even touched myself there when I was aroused—the risk of producing more milk was too great. But I was past the point of caring, drunk on the feeling of Keith massaging and suckling my tits.


  He slipped a finger into me, feeling how wet I was for him. Then, he withdrew it, teasing the outside of my slit as he played with my heavy tits. I started jerking him off, staring in fascination as his cock grew even harder.


  “Lie down so I can fuck you,” he ordered. My heart skipped a beat. Is this how I want my first time to be? On the floor of a shower? It only took me a second to decide. Desire coursed through my body. I laid down on the cold, wet tiles, and spread my legs, staring up at Keith as he studied my lithe body.


  He got on top of me, and slowly eased inside. My body tensed as my pussy struggled to accept his large cock. Breathing deeply, I tried to relax. I felt completely full when he finally worked his cock all the way inside. As he began gently thrusting in and out, I ran my hands over his back, pulling him deeper inside of me.


  Keith leaned forward and took my sensitive nipple in his mouth, sucking more cream out of me as he fucked me. I could feel myself sliding across the wet floor as he thrust harder and harder.


  Pleasure was swelling inside me. It felt like electricity was buzzing through me from my pussy to my breasts. Milk was leaking out of the nipple that Keith wasn’t suckling on, trickling down between my tits and running down my flat stomach. I watched in fascination as it disappeared between my legs, where I could see Keith’s cock disappear inside of me.


  With a loud cry, I climaxed. I shuddered underneath Keith as he kept plunging into me over and over again. Stars danced in front of my eyes, and I could feel my pussy contract around Keith’s cock.


  I lay there limply, lost in ecstasy, and then I felt Keith tense above me. With a grunt, he unloaded inside of me. His cock throbbed deep inside of me as his seed filled me. He massaged my tits, and even more milk flowed out of them. Sex does make more milk, I thought groggily. But at least Keith drained me.


  Keith quickly got dressed. “You better clean up,” he said, looking at me as I lay there dazed on the floor. I felt completely wrung out. The relief of having my tits milked and my first orgasm had utterly exhausted me.


  “Okay, I will,” I said, standing unsteadily. I turned a shower on and leaned heavily against the wall under the flowing water, watching the milk run off my body and down the drain. After I was clean, I got dressed and went back to bed. Completely content, I drifted off to sleep easily.


  


  
    Chapter 3

  


  I woke up to Dr. Diaz shaking me gently.


  “Come on, Cynthia. We’re going to be late for the morning assembly!”


  “Okay, okay,” I murmured, rubbing at my eyes. Looking around the tent, I saw everyone else was already outside.


  I jumped out of my bunk and quickly pulled on a shirt. Fuck it, I’ll just wear pajamas, I thought, looking at my checkered pants in the mirror. Still, I should put on some makeup. Keith will be at the assembly. My stomach fluttered when I thought of what we’d done earlier. I never thought I’d want to look pretty for Keith.


  It wasn’t that there was anything wrong with Keith. He was just an average-looking guy—and a very bookish graduate student. He’d never shown any interest in the college girls he taught, and none of them had gone out of their way to try to attract his attention.


  I quickly put on some lipstick and mascara, trying my best to look sexy. I rarely wore much makeup, especially out at the dig site, but it seemed like a special occasion. It’s not every day you lose your virginity.


  I jogged to catch up to Dr. Diaz. “What are we working on today?” I asked breathlessly, as I fell in beside her.


  “We’re going to start excavating a nearby site. It should be a good experience for you.”


  Excitement welled inside of me. We’d only been at the dig site for a couple days, and so far we’d just learned about how to properly document finds and what not to do. We were finally going to start digging!


  “That’s great!” I gushed, walking into the cafeteria with her.


  The food at the camp left a lot to be desired. Breakfast was cereal and oatmeal. If we were lucky, someone had come back from the nearby town and brought some fresh fruit. There was never any real variety.


  I grabbed a bowl of cereal and looked for a place to sit. Keith was sitting next to Dr. West, and I tried to catch his eye, hoping he’d invite me over. But he studiously avoided looking in my direction. Screw him. I strode over to sit with the other sophomore girls.


  “Dr. West said there was something very serious we were going to talk about at the assembly today,” I overhead one of the girls say as I sat down. I felt my heart jump in my chest. Keith couldn’t have told Dr. West about me, I thought, terrified. There’s no way he would do that to me. He’d be in more trouble for fucking me than I would for being a hucow, I reassured myself.


  Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was terribly wrong. What else would Dr. West think was so serious?


  I didn’t say a word the whole time I ate. Everyone else chattered about how much they wanted a real meal and how they were looking forward to bathing in hot water, but I didn’t pay any attention to them. I was too worried about what Dr. West was going to say.


  After we’d finished eating, Dr. West stood up. Clearing his throat, he said, “Good morning students. There has been a—” he paused for a second before seeming to find the right word, “incident here at the camp.”


  He looked around the room gravely, his steely blue eyes staring intently at each student. When they fell on me, I looked away, afraid of what he might see. I trembled slightly, feeling vulnerable and exposed as he stared at me a moment longer than he did anyone else.


  “I need to reiterate,” he continued. “No one is allowed to leave the camp unless they are with a faculty member or graduate student.” I exhaled slowly as I realized he was only talking about last night. He has no idea I’m a hucow!


  Dr. West must have seen me relax because his face hardened. “This is a very important matter,” he said angrily. I felt my face blush. I hadn’t meant to give the impression I wasn’t taking him seriously—he hated it when students questioned his authority.


  “When Dr. Diaz first approached me about bringing sophomores on this expedition, I told her it wasn’t a good idea. I thought some of them—not all of them mind you—might not take full advantage of this wonderful experience. I felt that some might not be able to adhere to our strict rules.”


  I swallowed as more blood rushed to my face. Dr. West was staring fixedly at me now. Embarrassment swept through me. I can follow the rules.


  Suddenly, I realized my breasts were throbbing beneath my low-cut shirt. They felt full to the point of bursting. Panic welled inside of me. But I just drained them with Keith, I thought, trying to ignore them. Oh no, I had sex. Maybe I’m producing milk faster.


  My mind started racing as the throbbing got worse. What am I going to do? There’s no way I can get out of here. Dr. West will send me home if I leave while he’s scolding me.


  Dr. West’s voice snapped me out of my thoughts. “I won’t name the student that showed such blatant disregard for the rules. But if it happens again, any student that tries to leave camp will be sent home. Perhaps their parents will be able to teach them how to behave.”


  By now, most of the students were following Dr. West’s gaze and staring at me. I could barely stand the humiliation. Staring down at the table in front of me, I tried to ignore the growing pressure in my breasts.


  With a start, I realized my nipples were clearly visible through my shirt. The aching fullness of my breasts was making them stand up straight and stiff under my shirt as everyone looked at me. The thought of all the male students—especially Keith—staring at my perky nipples filled me with excitement. I could feel my pussy start to get wet under my pajamas. I squirmed in my chair, hoping Dr. West ended his tirade soon. I need to find a place to relieve this pressure.


  Then, to my horror, I felt a wet warmth spread inside my bra. I was leaking milk. I couldn’t believe it. There was no escaping. I felt more seep out of my sore tits, as my pussy got wetter at the thought of everyone seeing my secret. There was no use hiding anymore. All my classmates would know I was a hucow, full of milk and desperate to have sex just like the rumors said all the hucows at the Center were.


  I whimpered as this thought made a flood of milk escape my swollen nipples. Dr. West stopped talking and turned back to look at me. His eyes widened in surprise: The front of my shirt was soaking wet from my cream. The fabric was stuck to my breasts, leaving little to the imagination.


  “Everyone is dismissed,” Dr. West said abruptly. A low murmur swept through the other students as they turned to see what had cut Dr. West short.


  “A hucow?!” a girl squealed.


  “Just look at those tits,” one of the guys whispered.


  I leaned forward and rested my head in my hands. Tears ran down my face. I’ll never be a paleontologist now.


  


  
    Chapter 4

  


  I sat in Dr. West’s office, resigned to my fate. Dr. Diaz had taken me from the cafeteria and helped me clean myself up. I’d changed into a new blouse and put on a skirt in place of my wet pajama bottoms. I’d even packed tissues into my bra in case I leaked any more milk. Now I waited to learn what would happen to me. Would I be sent to the Center right away? Would they let me see my parents first? Or would I have to wait for them to visit me?


  Dr. West strode into the office, sitting down at the desk. “Hello, Cynthia,” he said warmly. “I’m very sorry about earlier. I lost my temper in front of the other students. It was highly inappropriate.”


  I just nodded silently. It hardly seemed important that he had embarrassed me in front of the other students now that I was exposed as a hucow.


  “What’s the matter, Cynthia?” he asked.


  “I—I just want to be a paleontologist,” I said quietly. “I don’t want to have to live at the Center.”


  Dr. West stared at me for a moment. “I see,” he said thoughtfully. “Let me make some calls. Maybe I can arrange something.”


  Hope bloomed inside of me. Can he really do something? All hucows live at the Center.


  “Okay!” I said eagerly. Dr. West walked out, dialing a number on his phone. After what seemed like an eternity, he came back in.


  “I’ve spoken to the president and dean of the college, and we’re considering what we can do to help you, Cynthia,” he said, smiling down at me.


  “Thank you so much, Dr. West!” I said, hardly believing that there was a chance I could still become a paleontologist.


  “We will, of course, need to collect your milk. It is far too valuable to let it go to waste no matter where you are.”


  “Umm, of course, I guess,” I said, unsure of what he meant.


  “My colleagues who work at the Center tell me that sexual activity results in greater milk production. Have you found that to be true, Cynthia?”


  I felt my face flush. Did he really just ask me that? I was too embarrassed to reply.


  “You will need to work with us if you want to remain here,” Dr. West said, sighing. “I had hoped you would start following the rules now that we know your secret. But if you insist on being uncooperative, we will have to notify the Center that you are here—”


  “No, I promise I’ll listen to you,” I said quickly. “Just tell me what to do.”


  “I need to know if sexual activity results in more milk so that we know how to maximize production,” he said sternly.


  “I—I think so,” I finally said, my voice cracking. Talking to Dr. West about sex was making my heart beat faster. It felt naughty and wrong.  But it was also making me wet. Since I’d fucked Keith in the shower, I’d felt like I was on edge—like a new desire had awoken in me.


  “We will need to do some trials to see what works the best,” Dr. West said thoughtfully to himself, typing some notes on his computer. Still looking down, he said, “Take off your blouse now, Cynthia. I imagine you need to be drained after the incident in the cafeteria. You must be close to leaking again.”


  I stared at him in shock, but he just continued to type. He paused for a moment to consider something and then went back to work. He ignored me completely as I hesitantly pulled my blouse off. My breasts spilled out, covered just by the lacy, semi-transparent bra that I was wearing underneath.


  “Take the bra off, too,” he said, not bothering to hide his annoyance. I took a deep breath and followed his directions. Dr. West didn’t even glance at me. He kept typing while I sat across the desk from him with my large breasts exposed. I looked uneasily at the door to the office. I hope no one comes in.


  Baring myself to Dr. West was exciting me even more. I shifted in the chair, trying to stop my pussy from throbbing. If this keeps up, I’m going to leave a wet spot on his chair, I thought desperately, smoothing my skirt over my thighs and wriggling around.


  Dr. West stood up. “Do you want me to relieve the pressure now? I can suck the milk out or you can wait for the milking machine to arrive tomorrow,” he said matter-of-factly. Milking machine? What the fuck is he talking about?


  I looked up at him wide-eyed. There’s no way I can wait until tomorrow. “I—I need to be milked today,” I said quietly.


  “As I expected,” he said, walking around his desk.


  “Stand up,” he said, before bending down and taking my nipple into his mouth. I moaned as he began sucking and massaging my tits with his hands. In a matter of seconds, I felt the first squirt of milk shoot into his mouth. He swallowed it and began massaging me more firmly and confidently.


  He kept suckling both my tits for close to an hour. By the end, I could hardly stand. My breasts were completely drained, and I could feel wetness running down the inside of my thighs. The sight of the stern Dr. West guzzling milk from my tits was too much for me.


  Dr. West looked me over. I clenched my legs together, hoping he couldn’t see how aroused I was, but it was useless. The room smelled of sex.


  “You’re drained now, but we need to spur further milk production so that you’re full by the time the machine comes tomorrow. Bend over the desk.”


  “What?!” I said, hardly believing my ears.


  “I’m going to fuck you now, Cynthia. Is that alright?”


  I shivered with desire. There was no use denying how I felt. He could see how desperate I was, how much I wanted to be taken and used by him.


  I nodded and bent down over the desk. The cool wood pressed against my sensitive nipples.


  Dr. West unceremoniously flipped my skirt up, revealing my panties. They were soaked through. He pulled them down until they were bunched around my ankles. Unbuckling his pants, he took out his cock. It was bigger than Keith’s, thicker and longer.


  Taking hold of my shoulders and pressing me down on the desk, he shoved his cock inside of me. I was wet enough that it slid all the way in easily. Dr. West didn’t waste any time. He plunged into me over and over again, holding me down firmly.


  I lost myself in the sensation of his huge cock filling me. I bucked back against him, matching his thrusts, trying desperately to take even more of his cock. The rough wood of the desk was teasing my nipples, driving me wild.


  After having my nipples sucked on for so long, it didn’t take long for me to orgasm. I cried out as Dr. West kept fucking me, driving his cock as deep as it would go into my tight pussy as it clenched around him.


  He slowed his thrusts after my climax passed—taking his time and fucking me slowly. I laid there reveling in the sensation. Finally, I felt his load fill my pussy as he sank as deep as he could inside of me.


  “That should encourage milk production,” he said, pulling out of me. “Now go back to the dorm, and I’ll send for you tomorrow when we’re ready. The president and dean are coming to talk about your future.”


  


  
    Chapter 5

  


  That night, I barely slept at all. I couldn’t stop thinking about what would happen tomorrow. What’s a milking machine? Are they really going to keep my secret and not send me to the Center?


  I thought about how amazing it had felt when Dr. West and Keith had fucked me. Like everyone else, I’d heard that hucows enjoyed sex more, that they liked being used and fucked. That’s how people justified the Center. If hucows enjoyed being fucked, and it increased their milk production, then what was the harm? But I’d never thought about what that meant for me. Sex felt better than I had ever imagined. It felt even better than having my tits milked and drained.


  I woke up and anxiously got ready for the day. As I showered, I was careful to touch my breasts as little as possible. I didn’t want to leak any milk. I knew Dr. West would be disappointed if he heard I’d wasted any of my cream.


  I put on a tight black dress that showed off my cleavage and pert ass. It wasn’t the most appropriate clothing for meeting the president and dean of the university, but it was the best I had at the dig site. Mostly, I’d brought old jeans and ratty T-shirts to wear while I dug in the sand.


  It was nearly nine o’clock when Dr. West finally came to fetch me. He led me to a new tent on the outskirts of the camp—earlier I’d seen some students putting it up. A circle of four men were standing inside when I entered.


  Dr. West introduced them to me quickly, but I didn’t even catch their names. They were all higher-ups at the college, administrators who had driven to the dig site to see me.


  “I’m sorry it’s so late Cynthia, but they only just arrived. It’s a long drive out here,” Dr. West said.


  “That’s okay,” I said quietly, not really listening as Dr. West continued talking. I was too busy staring at the machine behind the men. It was a large contraption of metal supports, hoses, and a few cushions. Even after studying it for a minute, I couldn’t hazard a guess at how it was supposed to work.


  “Cynthia—” Dr. West’s voice jolted me back to reality. “I see you’re interested in the milking machine. Why don’t we begin?” He stepped forward and pointed to a narrow cushion just off the ground.


  “Kneel down on this cushion and then lean forward so that you can relax into the machine. Your breasts will hang down through the hole here, and this donut-shaped pillow will hold your head while allowing access to your mouth in front.”


  I only hesitated a second. I can’t go to the Center, I resolved, kneeling on the cushion. I slid the straps of my dress down, letting my breasts spill out with my back to the men. I tugged my tits through the hole in the front of me and leaned forward into the machine. It supported my body so I could relax against it with my body positioned like I was on my hands and knees. The donut-shaped pillow supported my head while leaving a hole for my face.


  “We’re going to secure you to the machine so that you’re safe,” Dr. West said, and I felt him buckle a cold metal ring around my knees. It held me firmly against the machine. He snapped another one around my delicate neck. I could feel my heart begin to beat faster in my chest. What the hell? I thought. The position made my ass arch high in the air, and I could feel the hot air of the tent on my most sensitive parts as my dress rode up on my hips.


  “Don’t worry,” Dr. West reassured me, as I wiggled slightly, testing the restraints. “Just say the word, and we’ll stop the milking. The restraints are just to make sure you don’t hurt yourself falling off the machine.”


  I took a deep breath and steeled myself. This is probably better than what happens at the Center.


  Dr. West reached under the machine, and I felt two cold cups against my breasts. One encircled each of my nipples, causing me to jump back in surprise, but the metal restraints held me firmly against the machine.


  A motor rumbled to life beneath me, and the cups locked onto my breasts. Suction held them in place as they began to pump, drawing the milk out of my body. My breasts were filled with milk after going all day without relief. It was only a couple seconds before I felt the first squirt leave my nipples. I could see the creamy milk being drawn slowly down a plastic hose into the depths of the machine.


  Behind me, I heard the men talking quietly amongst themselves. I felt completely exposed, bound to the machine with my ass wiggling in the air. I doubted my dress even completely hid my panties from view in the position I was in.


  But I didn’t worry about that for long. The machine pulsed rhythmically against my tender nipples, drawing my attention. I could feel milk gushing out of me faster than ever before. I groaned as the pressure built around my tits. My nipples swelled inside the machine, as it sucked on them harder and harder. It squeezed more and more cream from my squirming body, as I lay panting against the machine.


  While my breasts were being drained, I felt my panties getting wet. This time I expected it. The act of milking itself made my body respond this way. The fact that I was restrained with my breasts bared in front of a group of men wasn’t helping matters.


  I wriggled against the metal restraints, trying to get some relief from the desire fluttering deep inside of me. The machine was vibrating slightly as the motor drove the pumps, which clamped down on my breasts.


  Pushing my hips down, I realized I could just barely rub my swollen mound against the machine. I gasped as the vibrations from the machine penetrated deep into my body, teasing my clit. Desperate for relief, I pushed myself against the machine, humping it while the men watched.


  No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t quite bring myself to orgasm. The vibrations weren’t strong enough, and I was bound just too far away to apply much pressure.


  “Please, Dr. West,” I moaned, trembling in my restraints.


  “What is it, Cynthia?”


  “I need to orgasm, please help me,” I begged.


  “What it is it exactly you want me to do?” he asked. I almost couldn’t bring myself to say it, but I was too frantic for relief to be stopped by shame.


  “Please fuck me,” I pleaded, pushing my ass out from the machine.


  “Yes, we do need to make sure you are producing as much milk as possible,” he said.


  I couldn’t turn to see him with the metal ring around my neck, but I heard him unzip his pants. He pulled my panties down until they tangled around my knees, and then without warning he pushed inside of me.


  “Yes, Dr. West, fuck me harder,” I screamed desperately. I could feel myself getting close.


  Then, I saw someone walk into my field of vision. I couldn’t see his face, but I could see the obvious bulge in his pants. The man took out his cock. It wasn’t nearly as big as Dr. West’s, but it was still impressive. I studied its length as it got closer to my face.


  I knew what the man wanted, and drunk with desire, I was happy to give it to him. I stuck my tongue out and licked his cock, swirling my tongue around the head. The man stepped forward and pushed himself into my mouth.


  I’d never sucked a cock before, but I soon found it intoxicating. I bobbed my head up and down as much as I could in the restraints, running my tongue over his thick member. It felt warm and smooth in my mouth, and I was thrilled to hear him moan in pleasure. He started thrusting back and forth, gently fucking my mouth while Dr. West used my pussy.


  My tits throbbed with pleasure and pain as the machine insistently pumped against them. I was nearly drained of milk, but a few drops still fell out and were sucked up the hose.


  Pleasure was gradually building deep inside of me, as the two cocks slid in and out of me. I felt completely full and satisfied like I’d never been before. As I basked in the new sensations, the cock in my mouth started twitching. His salty cum flooded into mouth, and I gulped it down.


  The man zipped his pants up and stepped to the side so another man could take his place. I eagerly sank onto the new cock, lapping at it with my tongue. “God, look at that little slut,” a voice behind me said.


  That was all it took to push me over the edge. I screamed as an orgasm ripped through my body. Waves of pleasure radiated from my pussy as Dr. West fucked me, and I completely lost control. I twisted and turned, writhing against the restraints that held me while the cocks continued to use my mouth and pussy.


  I drooped against the machine, as the warm glow of my orgasm faded. I was still aroused, although my desperate need to climax was gone at last. Dr. West pumped a few times into my wet pussy before he lost it, cumming inside of me.


  But another man took his place, and I moaned happily around the cock in my mouth as he entered me. By the end of the night, all five men had dumped their loads in my willing body. When Dr. West unfastened the restraints, I sank listlessly to the ground, too overwhelmed to stand. He lifted me up and sat me on a chair.


  Looking down at me, he said “We’re going to let you stay here, Cynthia. During the day, you’ll continue your studies to be a paleontologist. Every night, we will milk you so that you can get some relief. Your milk will be served in the cafeteria so everyone can enjoy your secret. No one will ever tell the Center that we have our very own hucow here at the camp. Is that alright with you?”


  I looked up at him gratefully. I won’t have to go to the Center after all!


  “Yes, Dr. West,” I whispered, smiling up at him.


  


  
    Also by Ava Lear

  


  
    Becoming a Hucow: Kate's Transformation

  


  The soreness in my breasts had turned into a throbbing ache, and I arched my back trying to relieve the pressure building inside of me. As I twisted in my restraints, I felt drops of warm liquid rain down on my stomach and thighs. It was milk!


  The pearly drops ran slowly across my twisting body. I stared in shock, following the arc of the drops to find the source. The milk was coming from my breasts.


  I looked over at Dr. Hill to see him scribbling notes on his clipboard.


  “What’s happening?” I squealed, looking down in horror.


  ◆◆◆


  Kate has no idea what she’s getting into when she agrees to participate in a medical trial. The shy coed discovers a new side of her personality—as her body changes in unexpected ways. Becoming a Hucow: Kate’s Transformation is packed full of cream and steamy encounters!


  
    Milking the Milkmaid: A Hucow Tale

  


  When busty Sarah goes to milk the family cow, things don’t go as planned. The tables are turned on the innocent, sexy milkmaid, who is full to the point of bursting. Sarah’s life will never be the same. You’re sure to enjoy this filthy, creamy tale!
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