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    “His dick was just so delicious. I was losing myself in what I was doing. He kept on moving his hips forward and backward a bit, all the while trying to put more inches in me. I was almost gagging, but since I was not satisfied, I didn’t fight back. I just let that big man do what he wanted with my throat.”
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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    No Holding Back 
 
      
 
    He was there, standing proud and talking to his friends. I wanted to approach him. He was just a farmhand who worked for me. If it depended just on me, I would already be on my knees for him. His cock would be inches from my hungry mouth if money was the only thing that mattered. 
 
      
 
    I had more money than I could spend. I had everything, except for the love of a caring man. He was so much younger than me, but also so much more mature than all the men I knew. I had eyes just for him. I just wished he would pay attention to me every once in a while. 
 
      
 
    The repercussions there would be if people were to find out I fancied him would be too much for me to bear. I didn’t want to lose more than half of my investments if people were to discover that I didn’t want to marry a rich man. 
 
      
 
    Now that I had everything that money could buy, my mind was longing for what I could not. It really just depended on me, though, because I knew that Adam would accept me if I were to offer myself to him. 
 
      
 
    I kept looking at him, despite faking a conversation with other people. Their chatter didn’t matter when my mind was so focused on his huge, virile body. I could not stop thinking about his legs rubbing against mine, my hand tracing his wide chest, and me resting my head on it before going to sleep. 
 
      
 
    I got moisty just thinking about his cock. I had never seen it, except for some rare moments where he was bathing himself in the lake. He was the rough kind of man. He didn’t like being a gentleman to a woman. 
 
      
 
    In fact, I heard rumors that he was more than rough to them. To think that he could be the same to me was almost making me faint. I had a glass in my hand and I didn’t want to spill the champagne on the floor. That would be embarrassing. 
 
      
 
    But he was just so close. He was sweating a bit. He was always all sweaty and dirty. After being a clean woman all my life, I longed for the opposite. I longed for a man with an attitude to just take me and lift me up from the floor with his masculine hands. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    One Step at a Time 
 
      
 
    The party was about to end. People were already leaving through the front door. I was doing my best to pay attention to them. Most were investors in my business. Keeping a good, fake appearance was an important part of networking. They needed to know I was putting everything I had into making the farm work. 
 
      
 
    Adam was going to be alone. His friends were already going back to their wives. They were going to sleep, leaving the tall man all by himself. 
 
      
 
    Well… he would not be all by himself. What would be the harm of offering myself to him just one time? Nobody would need to find out. The walls of my bedroom were thick enough to prevent any passerby from hearing us. None of the other workers would dare to disturb me when I was in my bedroom. 
 
      
 
    It was with that thought in mind that I walked over to him. Whatever he needed, I was going to give. I had the money. I could make him filthy rich. I just needed to experience what he had to offer. I just needed to feel his pulsing cock deep inside my womb. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” He asked when he noticed me. I knew what to say. I knew how to approach a man that grew up the way he did. 
 
      
 
    “Adam, don’t you want to come to my bedroom? I have something I want to show you.” 
 
      
 
    I was half-drunk, but he was not. Despite all the hours he spent drinking at the party, he managed to maintain a clear mind. That was very evident in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    He was going to open his mouth, but then, he hesitated. Why be like that when the woman of the house is so needy for his manliness? His reaction was baffling and annoying. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed his hand, but the moment I did that, many women showed up behind me and around him. Who were they and why did they come in such an inopportune moment? Didn’t they notice I was already getting all cozy with this farmhand? 
 
      
 
    “Adam! What are you doing right now? You should be coming with us to the barn. We are going to continue the party in there.” 
 
      
 
    Party in the barn? Who gave them permission for that? 
 
      
 
    I wanted to scold them for what they were doing, but to be anything other than the woman of the house they knew would be detrimental to my business. People could not simply start going out saying that lady Ashmore had just gotten angry for no reason. 
 
      
 
    I thought I was lost, but then Adam grabbed my hand more firmly. “Right now, I don’t want to be part of any party. I am going to sleep earlier today. The day tomorrow plans to be a full one.” 
 
      
 
    Really? What was he up to? I didn’t expect him to have such a reaction. I could only hope that he was going to send those annoying women elsewhere. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh! But we thought you liked partying with us.” 
 
      
 
    Adam’s eyes flashed brightly. What did he just come up with? What was he going to say to those women? 
 
      
 
    “Okay, babes. I am going to take you all to play a game. I have something I wanted to try, and right now, I think I have all the subjects for that.” 
 
      
 
    I was curious about what he meant, but I didn’t make any questions. I needed to analyze the situation a bit more. 
 
      
 
    “And you, ma’am. Do you want to come with me? I am sure you will love it.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t really know what he had in mind, but I didn’ want to reject an invitation of his. That could be my only chance to have my way with him. I could, later, find a way to send those women away so that nobody discovered that we had sex. 
 
      
 
    “S-sure. I want to go there. It’s not really something I usually do, but today I feel a bit more adventurous.” 
 
      
 
    It was all I could say in the situation. The women looked at each other, and then back to me. The excuse I came up with didn’t really work, but it had to be enough. As long as they didn’t find out my true feelings for him, I was safe. 
 
      
 
    Adam had a devilish glare in his eyes. It kind of made me feel scared of him, but also more prone to doing everything he asked. It was as if he had some magic trick he was using on all of us. If that were the case, then it sure as hell was working on me. I didn’t have any strength to question his motivations for his supposed plans. 
 
      
 
    “Great. Then, we can begin. Let’s go there.” 
 
      
 
    We walked to the barn. The sky was littered with stars. Everything seemed so peaceful when silence reigned over the farm. It felt and was so different during the daytime when people were working on their respective roles. 
 
      
 
    We reached the barn and Adam used his strong hands to open the door. He kept it open as we walked in. Everything was dark in there. I could barely see the ground I was walking on until one of the women found the light switch. The white light shined bright, and I had to cover my eyes with my right arm. 
 
      
 
    I lowered my arm when my eyes were fully adjusted. There was nothing in the barn except for some hay, stables and a walkway on the second floor in case someone needed to admire the plantations. 
 
      
 
    Adam walked in and closed the door behind us. “Well, this is going to be good.” 
 
      
 
    “What are we going to do here?” One of the women asked. 
 
      
 
    I knew none of them by their names. I was not the one who took care of the hiring process. Some of them still looked at me with suspicious eyes. They were right to feel that way about me. I didn’t come there for a casual conversation. 
 
      
 
    “I want you all to drink the milk I left stored there.” He said while pointing with his finger to a jar placed at one of the corners of the barn. 
 
      
 
    “What does it have?” Another of the women asked. 
 
      
 
    “You will see. It will make all of you much more… resilient to what I have in mind.” 
 
      
 
    All the women ran toward the jar. None of them dared to question him. They all trusted Adam so much. I wanted to make him questions regarding his apparent plans, but I also didn’t want to feel like the odd one there. 
 
      
 
    Peer pressure made sure that I also ran toward the jar. I drank whatever was left of the milk, which was not much. All the women drank it without thinking about me. For that betrayal they had just done to me, I swore to fire them the next day. 
 
      
 
    For now, though, I was going to have to endure looking at their lips coated with the milk. I didn’t want to cause a fuss in front of Adam. My body was feeling so ready to be dominated by him. I just wanted his pulsing cock shooting his cum in me. 
 
      
 
    “There we go. You all have drunk the milk and should be feeling some of the effects already.” 
 
      
 
    He was right. Some of the effects could already be felt. He should have told me about that before making me drink that. Not only did I have to humiliate myself by fighting against the other women for a sip of the milk, but he was also making me drink something altered. 
 
      
 
    More than the taste of the milk, I felt that it was thicker than it should have been. Saltier as well. I didn’t mind it much because I just wanted to let him know that I was going to do anything to monopolize his attention. I was going to win whatever it was that he was brewing. 
 
      
 
    He announced his next order, “Now, go to the stables and kneel. You will be fed something special I made myself.” 
 
      
 
    It felt crazy to obey whatever he was making us do. I should have fired him then and there, but I just didn’t have the courage. My lust for him was so much that I knew I was going to obey every one of his commands. I just wanted to pave the way to his hard, throbbing shaft. 
 
      
 
    I did as he asked of me. Like during the instance with the jar of milk, I was the last one who obeyed his order. He walked by us and closed the gates of the stables. Then, he pressed a button which released one of the feeders. He walked to every one of us and connected the feeders to our mouths. 
 
      
 
    “There we go. Now, eat the mixture I developed. It should change your bodies as well.” 
 
      
 
    He pressed another button on the wall. The machinery hissed moments before the feeder filled my mouth with his food. It had all kinds of tastes, and it was difficult to know which I liked the most. 
 
      
 
    As I ate the mixture, my body began to change. It was becoming more and more like an hourglass. My hips were becoming wider, and my ass and breasts were becoming bigger. The more I ate from the mixture, the more the changes became apparent. 
 
      
 
    What I was doing was crazy. I didn’t know if the effect were permanent or not. If they were, I was going to have a hard time finding excuses not to meet the investors. I thought I was going to have a nice, cozy night with Adam. What was happening was anything but that. 
 
      
 
    However, I was also already too far gone into whatever it was that he was making us do. I could not simply give up. I didn’t want him to feel that I didn’t deserve his prize. I wanted him to know that I was worth his meaty slab of meat. 
 
      
 
    My breasts were so huge now that it made kneeling more difficult. Never before did I feel so much weight in my torso. I continued to eat more and more from the mixture. All the other women did the same. Nobody there thought about letting Adam down. We were all orgasming for a chance to play with his massive member. 
 
      
 
    Adam walked over to me and pampered my breasts, feeling them. I moaned, but what came out of my mouth was something more akin to a moo. It made me scared, but also more willing to continue following his plan. 
 
      
 
    My head also began to feel light, as if I could not think straight anymore. Coming up with phrases, thinking about complex subjects and contemplating the changes in my body started to hurt my mind. I didn’t want to be worried about those things when I was just so close to wrapping my fingers around his big man tool. 
 
      
 
    “They feel good. Should be filled with milk already,” he said before doing the same to the other women. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t even know what was happening. How come my breasts were filled with milk? I was way past having that sort of thing. 
 
      
 
    He came back to me and announced to everyone in the barn, “Alright. We have a winner, and that is lady Ashmore. She will be the one to spend more hours with me.” 
 
      
 
    I heard moos of discontent coming from the other stables. None of the other women were happy. 
 
      
 
    However, I was overjoyed to discover that I won his little game. Adam was finally going lower his pants for my hungry mouth. I was finally going to have a chance to suck his pulsing shaft. He was finally going to fertilize me with his potent seeds. 
 
      
 
    But I felt so weak. I could hardly think straight at that point. I noticed Adam taking the other women with their heavy breasts somewhere I could not see, and I didn’t think much of it. Somehow, it felt natural. Somehow, I knew that it didn’t matter. 
 
      
 
    All that I could think about was sucking his veiny member, and it seemed that I was inches from doing so. 
 
      
 
    Once Adam was done, he walked over to my stable and opened the gate. He grabbed a small seat and a bucket which he placed below my breasts. 
 
      
 
    “Such massive, milk laden udders you have now,” he said before ripping open my shirt. 
 
      
 
    My breasts fell from their prison and hanged no more than a couple of inches over the bucket. They were so heavy that if I weren’t careful, I was sure that my spine was going to break any moment. 
 
      
 
    But I didn’t care about that. All I cared about was continuing to obey every command he had for me. I was his pet already. I didn’t think about the weight of his plan to me anymore. I didn’t care about the investors no longer. I didn’t mind the sort of reactions they would have once they noticed my huge breasts and ass. 
 
      
 
    Adam pulled and pushed my teats, which also had become pretty large. As he did so, I felt ripples of pleasure taking control of my body. I mooed while his hands never once faltered. I just wished that he was never going to stop doing that. 
 
      
 
    “So much milk,” he said when he was done. 
 
      
 
    I looked down at the bucket. It was almost full after he spent no more than a couple of minutes milking me. It looked so white as well. I wished I could drink it, but once Adam put the bucket away, that thought faded. 
 
      
 
    I wanted something raw. I wanted grass. There was none of it anywhere, though. Maybe I would have to wait until tomorrow to eat some of it… 
 
      
 
    Adam’s eyes lit up. “I think you might need something else before we advance with this,” he said before opening the door of the barn and stepping out. 
 
      
 
    What he was going to do, I had no idea. All I knew was that I just wished for him to come back as soon as possible. My teats missed his massive, rough hands. I needed his virile fingers working my breasts as he milked me. 
 
      
 
    I heard the door opening, and when I turned my head, Adam was already back. In his hand, he had some grass. My eyes lip up. My heart raced. I didn’t think he was that caring for the needs of his ma’am… 
 
      
 
    He took the feeder off my mouth and gave me the grass. I ate it so fast that it was gone in a matter of seconds. Adam’s eyes widened at my ferocity, and he didn’t even notice half of my hunger yet. I needed much more than some grass. I needed what he had between his legs. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    The Forbidden 
 
      
 
    “Ma’am, what I am going to do here is not allowed, but definitely worth it,” he said before unbuckling his belt. 
 
      
 
    The time had finally come. His cock was finally going to be on display for the delight of my eyes. I didn’t think it would happen so soon. I thought that he was going to tease and make me wait a bit more. My heart was beating so fast at the prospect of sucking his mushroom cockhead. 
 
      
 
    And then, he slid down his pants. My eyes were immediately rewarded by his bulge. His package was still hidden by the layer of his underwear. My eyes noticed his thighs and how hairy they were. I licked my lips as the thought of having that man just for me made my clit throb. 
 
      
 
    He grabbed the waistband of his pair of briefs and lowered it down. What showed up before me was not just a normal man’s dick, but something so massive and much bigger that I had difficulty describing with words. 
 
      
 
    He was already rock-hard. All that teasing and milking must have made him horny for me, which delighted my naughty mind. I just wanted to keep him happy and make sure that he was going to have the tightest and moistest of all pussies on the farm. 
 
      
 
    I opened my mouth. He eased his cock in. I licked his mushroom cockhead with my tongue. So delicious and tasty. I could spend hours doing what I was doing. He was already leaking his pre-cum, giving me a sample of what his cum was going to be like. 
 
      
 
    My hands played with his balls. So loose and big they were. Each of my fingers felt the weight of them. They had so much of his creamy, needed milk that I could hardly wait for him to dump it all in me. 
 
      
 
    My clit was throbbing. It so needed the use and abuse of another manly specimen. It was just too bad that none was going to show up anytime soon. I needed Adam, but someone of his size would be twice the fun. 
 
      
 
    My orgasm was leaking too. I didn’t think I could feel so much lust for a man. Before then, I knew I needed him, and I was overjoyed to finally have his massive dong where it should be, but what I thought before was nothing like what I was feeling now. 
 
      
 
    His dick was just so delicious. I was losing myself in what I was doing. He kept on moving his hips forward and backward a bit, all the while trying to put more inches in me. I was almost gagging, but since I was not satisfied, I didn’t fight back. I just let that big man do what he wanted with my throat. 
 
      
 
    But once I was mere moments from reaching my orgasm, he pulled out. Why, I didn’t know. All I knew was that he should not have done that. It made me angry. It made my blood boil. I felt betrayed. I thought that he was going to do more to me. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, ma’am. I am going to do something else. You will love it.” 
 
      
 
    His words immediately made me reconsider what I was feeling. Adam was such a nice guy. I was always so prone to believing that people were going to do the worst to me. 
 
      
 
    He got in behind me and made me lay belly down on the floor. Then, he took off my pants and panties. He held the latter in his hand and sniffed it. “You are such a needy and demanding woman.” 
 
      
 
    He was right about that. I needed his massive dong now more than ever. I needed it sliding in and out with all of his confidence, no matter which hole of mine he was abusing. 
 
      
 
    His hand played with my clit. I mooed. Ripples of pleasure ran through my body, making me almost faint. He was just so good with that. 
 
      
 
    His foreplay was nothing short of the best one I had experienced. It was difficult not to lose myself into what he was doing. I kept losing more and more of my grip on the real world. I just wanted him to keep rubbing my clit with his virile finger. 
 
      
 
    And then, he got tired of it, but there was going to be much more. His fingers began to rub and excite my pussy lips, making me moan and grunt at the same time. I was leaking my orgasm still as he continued to tame me. 
 
      
 
    He positioned himself behind me and gripped my waist. It was time. It was finally going to happen. Adam was going to pierce me with his massive man tool. I was going to be forever tamed. From then on, he was going to have me just for himself, and I was not going to mind that one bit. 
 
      
 
    My pussy was just so moisty. I was sure that he was not going to have any difficulty breaking in. Once he was ramming me, I was certain that it was going to be tough keeping my grip on reality. 
 
      
 
    And then, his cock was eased in. I mooed as more and more of his inches plagued my womb. I was going wild. I had to contain myself not to scream and laugh at the same time. Lust was just overflowing from me. 
 
      
 
    He dried my udders when he milked me, but now they were filled with milk again. I didn’t know that being horny helped with milk production. I didn’t even know I could produce milk at my age still. Everything that was happening was such a revelation to me. 
 
      
 
    As he began to pound me, my milk was gushed out of my teats, tainting the floor. He continued to piston in and out nonstop. I was going wild as my pussy leaked my orgasm. His cock was ramming me so effortlessly that I was almost not feeling it sliding in my womb. 
 
      
 
    His cock exploded. I felt his cum scourging and punishing me. I was becoming his cum dump, and I was loving that. My mind was going wild. It had become so hard not to become a madwoman. I thought I was going to faint at any moment. 
 
      
 
    My toes curled and my body rocked when an intense orgasm took hold of me. I mooed and screamed wildly. 
 
      
 
    Adam eased his member out of me. He was panting, but I knew that he had a lot more of it in him, and I also knew that there was going to be round two pretty soon. 
 
      
 
    As he walked out, all I could think about was having his massive member in me another time.
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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    So Strict 
 
      
 
    He was so strict. He didn’t want to let me go. Damn him for being like that. He should have no power over me. He should not always be the one telling me what I can and can’t do. He had too much power. 
 
      
 
    Gerald was the alpha of the house. He controlled all the hucows and what we could not do. He knew that people from college invited me to go to parties. He used those occasions to make sure that we all knew who the man of the house was. 
 
      
 
    During the mornings, he woke us up and took us to the machines. Those machines… they were the best. The suction tubes always made me feel horny. The bump on their bed was always a good alternative for taking care of that. 
 
      
 
    It just felt so good to be milked by his machines. It was one of the reasons why I didn’t want to leave that place. Gerald was strict and all, but there was nowhere else who was going to take hucows like me. 
 
      
 
    I was not alone there. There were more hucows than I could count, and Gerald didn’t measure efforts to take care of us. He was always there when we needed him. 
 
      
 
    I needed to go to the party this time, though. I had come up with a plan to finally fool him. He was not going to be able to pretend that he didn’t want what his mind and eyes wanted. I had seen that desire in his eyes whenever he was checking me out. 
 
      
 
    Gerald was the one who took care of us and I always looked at him as more than a caretaker. He was a hubull, after all. He desired to pound and eat all of us. He would do us all in one night if he could. 
 
      
 
    He had to give in to his fiendish wishes one day. I had to be the one that was finally going to break that old, dominating hubull. Of all the hucows in the house, I was going to be the one he was going to take for the first time. He was not going to resist me. 
 
      
 
    It was with that thought in mind that I walked to his bedroom. At that time of the night, there was a good chance that he was sleeping, but it didn’t matter to me. The only variable I needed was to know that he was all alone. I could only do the things I had in mind when he with no one else around. 
 
      
 
    I placed my ear on the door and tried to hear if he was doing anything. The sound of his TV was coming through the door. No one talked. It was just perfect. This time, he is going to fall for me. 
 
      
 
    I turned the knob of the door and walked in. Gerald was sitting on his bed and turned his torso and head at the same instant. When his eyes landed on me, I felt his face changing. He didn’t take lightly to his hucows coming at that time of the night. 
 
      
 
    I opened the best, fake smile I could come up with. It was going to have to work. Gerald was just going to have to believe that I didn’t come there for reasons he didn’t approve of. 
 
      
 
    “Amy, what are you doing here at this time of the night?” 
 
      
 
    I approached him, with one hand of mine grabbing the other while I thought about what to say next. 
 
      
 
    “You know… I was thinking about going to a party tonight.” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely not. No hucow can leave this place at this time of the night, especially to party with normal humans.” 
 
      
 
    “But my udders feel so full of milk…” 
 
      
 
    “That is why we have our daily milkings in the morning. Go back to sleep. Your udders will feel better tomorrow morning.” 
 
      
 
    “I really need you, Gerald,” I said, approaching and hugging him. 
 
      
 
    He tried to escape, but I tightened my grip on him. This time, he is going to let me have my way with him. 
 
      
 
    Gerald tried to resist once more. I was not about to let him go, though. My free hand found his ass and I squeezed one of his buttcheeks. The hubull stopped shaking his body and trying to break free from my grasp. 
 
      
 
    I finally had him. My hand squeezed his butt once more. I did it many more times until he stopped moving his arms and trying to distance himself from me. 
 
      
 
    Gerald towered over me. He was not the kind of man that was going to let me have it easy with him, though. The more his eyes looked at me, the more I realized that he was a strong man with an impossible condition. He just needed one his hucows to show him that she was ready. 
 
      
 
    Well, I was ready. Ready to be dominated by his huge, rough hands. Ready to be fertilized by his massive dong. Ready to carry one if calves and continuing his legacy. 
 
      
 
    His eyes found mine. For a moment, I didn’t think he was going forth with that, but then his lips kissed mine. 
 
      
 
    It was finally happening. Gerald, the hubull that took care of us, realized that he just needed to use and abuse one of us. His cock begged for that. He should never have begun that crusade of his. He should have just said that he needed to reward his dick with one of us. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Growing Manliness 
 
      
 
    I felt his cock growing inside his pants. It was just so bad that he didn’t take those off during that time of the night. He was going to have to make an exception if he wanted to find out what I really had between my legs. 
 
      
 
    Milk gushed from my teats, tainting not only my shirt, but also his. Gerald stopped kissing me and then looked at the stain. He didn’t have to do such a thing. It only served to make him look like a fool, and I knew that he was anything but that. 
 
      
 
    His hand found one my udders, and he squeezed it. More milk leaked out. He did it again and again, as if he was playing with a toy. 
 
      
 
    “Can I?” He asked. I nodded my head. I knew what he meant. 
 
      
 
    His hands found the lower side of my shirt, and then he took it off. I felt the cold air of the room enveloping me, but it didn’t last long. Gerald’s warmth was all over me before I could even complain about the temperature. 
 
      
 
    His eyes analyzed the nice pair of jugs he had in front of him. They were so full of milk. They needed now, more than ever, to be milked. I needed to fill those bottles with my milk so that they could be sold all over the world. People loved hucow’s milk. 
 
      
 
    His hand caressed my udders, making me feel more and more pleasure. I didn’t want him to stop with that, though. I wanted his hands to continue caressing more of me. They were so rough and gentle at the same time. He had such a nice pair of them. 
 
      
 
    I needed more than that, though. I found my pants and lowered them, revealing my lower parts, which, for the time being, were covered with my pink panties. It was not going to remain like that forever, though, as according to the increasing desire that was evident in his fiendish glare. 
 
      
 
    “Take me,” I said, throwing myself in his arms. 
 
      
 
    This time, he was the one dominating the occasion. He was not going to let me go until he made me happy. His mind was probably thinking that he had the upper hand, but when he was sleeping, I would be the one leaving through the front door on my way to the party. 
 
      
 
    His hand rubbed my clit, making me moo and moan at the same time. Take me and make me your bitch - that was all I could think about. Gerald was not about to let me down, as was evident by the ferocity of his finger. It just didn’t want to stop rubbing my pulsing clit. 
 
      
 
    But there was one thing that was in his way. One tiny, but annoying thing that he wanted to get rid off. Was he going to take the plunge and claim the hucow I was all for himself? I could only hope so. 
 
      
 
    His fingers grabbed the waistband of my panties, and then ripped it off. A gasp of surprise escaped my mouth. I didn’t think he could be so violent when he wanted to. It worked as a good reminder not to piss him off. He was not the kind of hubull that liked being played with. 
 
      
 
    His cock was growing still. I knew hubulls were raised to have bigger than average ramming members, but his appeared to be oversized, even for his own species. 
 
      
 
    What’s more, it was already throbbing for me, for what I had between my legs. He was not going to stop until he was filling me with his seeds. He was not going to stop until he decided that he put me in my place. 
 
      
 
    It was with that thought in mind that I got on my knees in front of him. A position of submission that could only mean one thing for a man with such a dirty mind as his. A position that made his cock grow even more, now threatening to come out of his pants. 
 
      
 
    He knew what I wanted. His hands worked fast as he undressed himself, revealing to my hungry eyes a body that I was never going to forget. First impressions mattered, and Gerald was the kind of man that knew how to pull those off. 
 
      
 
    It was then that I knew I had made a mistake. His fiendish smile appeared. Gerald new my plans from the very beginning. He was never going to allow me to do what I wanted with him. 
 
      
 
    This time, I was the one who had been made a fool of. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Not One Drop Wasted 
 
      
 
    His cock was nothing short of massive. So big that I was never going to be able to have it fully inside me. So big that most hubulls would be asking themselves if they still deserved their titles. I giggled at the thought of impressing other men by presenting his manliness to them. 
 
      
 
    I was on my knees, all ready to take that meaty member just for myself. He would never be able to share that thing with anyone else. His shaft and balls were mine and mine alone. I was never going to accept any sharing. 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips. His dick looked so delicious. I was going to have a field day with that, though I didn’t know if I should contain myself just yet. I didn’t know if I should suck his whole, meaty thing in one go or take my time with it. 
 
      
 
    But then, it hit me: why be in a hurry when none of us had any important business to tend to? He was just a hubull, and me, his hucow. We were supposed to be having a wild and savage sex. 
 
      
 
    I took the plunge. My lips were wrapped around his massive cock. So big and delicious it was. My tongue traced and covered his whole bulbous skin, and I was still not having enough of that. I felt like I was never going to have enough of him. The biggest and thickest lollipop that just had no end. 
 
      
 
    And he was leaking something that was just as delicious. His pre-cum. What came before the ultimate release. His manliness in the form of a tasty liquid. I was drinking all of it. 
 
      
 
    The hubull was moaning. His body was shaking slightly. I felt so proud of myself for seeing him like that. The truth was that, right now, he was under my mercy. He was only going to feel the pleasure I wanted him to feel. 
 
      
 
    My tongue traced all of his inches, and then I kissed his mushroom cockhead. It was slightly purple. The base of his cock was darker than his skin. He had some good, potent genes that few people shared. 
 
      
 
    His taste was so exquisite, and he continued to feed me with it. I felt my belly being filled with his pre-cum. I was not going to stop swallowing it all, even if I were to be full of his tasty liquid. That was just not my style. 
 
      
 
    I could barely contain myself. My clit was throbbing, and it needed some due attention. My hand found it, and then I began to rub it. It felt so big and engorged, now that I was a hucow. It was burning hot too; the more I rubbed it with my naughty finger, the hotter it got, and I was just not going to stop.  
 
      
 
    My whole body was burning hot. I didn’t want that moment to end any time soon. The hubull was going to have to wait until I was ready. He was going to have to wait until I was done with him. Even if he were to shoot his cum deep inside my throat now, I was not going to let his dick become soft. 
 
      
 
    The temperature was so high that the room had become unbearable. Even as I rubbed my clit, I often had to stop what I was doing to clean my sweaty forehead. I didn’t want the hubull to think that I didn’t like taking care of my body. 
 
      
 
    My hands played with his balls as well. So massive and heavy they felt. They were burning hot too, and each was completely filled with his cum. He must not have bred a hucow recently. He had his reservoirs full for my hungry womb. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to carry his calf within me. I wanted his oversized dick burning hot inside me as he bred me. I wanted to feel the veiny surface of his shaft rubbing nonstop against the walls of my tunnel. I wanted him to take me like he did to the other hucows which came before me. 
 
      
 
    My hands traced his legs. So thick and hairy they were. I could spend hours doing what I was doing and feeling the hubull for the man he was. To call him that, though, was quite the disservice to him, considering that he was much more than a normal human. 
 
      
 
    And then, he eased his cock away from my mouth. I stared at it not knowing what was happening. Why did he do that? 
 
      
 
    And then, he made a gesture with his hand. A gesture that I had seen many times before. A gesture that could only mean one thing, and that it was going to make my night even better. I was going to be happiest hucow of the farm. 
 
      
 
    I got on all fours for him, not caring at all that the cold floor hurt my hands and knees. I was just going to have to withstand that to feel the gift that he was about to give me. 
 
      
 
    His hands felt my rump. They were so rough, and, at the same time, also gentle with me. I mooed out of pleasure. Everything in our universe was bigger than usual. Such was the life of the hucows and hubulls: we just never had clothes and other things made with the right dimensions. 
 
      
 
    He leaned in and fumbled my breasts using his hands. I mooed once again. He giggled. He was having quite a lot of fun with what was happening with me. I was his own hucow for the time being. For now, he was the one on top. 
 
      
 
    His fingers pinched my nipples, and then they played with my breasts once more. Milk gushed out of them, forming a puddle on the floor. The milk was fresh. I needed to be milked in order not to waste more of it, but I didn’t want to do that when he was just so ready to pound me with his massive dick. 
 
      
 
    His fingers eased my vagina. He played with my pussy lips. He used one of his fingers to rub my clit and make it go wild once again. I mooed and moaned at the same time. I was such a needy, naughty hucow. 
 
      
 
    He leaned in once again and licked my pussy lips. My orgasm threatened to explode, but I held it in place. It was way too soon for that sort of thing. I wanted to feel my body rocking only when he was turning me into his cum dump. 
 
      
 
    It was finally time. I could sense it. His cock’s head was hovering no more than an inch from my entrance. He was taking his time, analyzing the environment and the situation. He was going to pound me using all of his force. He was not going to take pity on me. 
 
      
 
    I was more than ready for what he had for me. I jiggled my bubbly rump, inviting for him to ram me balls deep. A smile materialized on his face, and his cock shook slightly. 
 
      
 
    He was ready. 
 
      
 
    When his hands grabbed my waist and he brought me closer to me, I knew that he was done teasing me. He was going to send me to the moon and beyond with his oversized dick. He was not going to stop until I was screaming and begging for him to do so. 
 
      
 
    Well, I was never going to do something so sacrilegious. 
 
      
 
    With one decisive forward thrust, he pierced me with his shaft. It came in as it broke all the barriers and resistance my pussy had put in place for him. It didn’t matter how contracted it was; a hubull of his size and might was always going to win in the end. 
 
      
 
    He thrust in and out nonstop, already reaching his full gear in a matter of seconds. I heard his grunts while I mooed and moaned. His balls slapped against my buttcheeks. He had already plagued me with all his inches. 
 
      
 
    I felt full, and that my life finally had a greater purpose. To have such a massive dick in me was like nothing else I had experienced before. It was only going to get better from then on when he was ready to impregnate me with his potent seeds. 
 
      
 
    He was pounding me with so much force that I kept sliding back and forth on the floor. His fingers made sure I was never going to slide far enough, though. That hubull was not done with me yet, and he still had much more for me. 
 
      
 
    He continued to ram me for what felt like an eternity. I never once thought about anything else than remaining where I was, with my ass exposing my butthole for his merciless dick. 
 
      
 
    The hubull was never of the kind that was going to take pity on me. I felt my insides sore as his balls slapped against my exposed skin. I mooed and moaned, but this time, those sounds were mixed with pain. 
 
      
 
    And then, his cock throbbed. One violent pulse that could only mean one thing. After all that preparation, he was finally going to breed me. I was finally going to carry his calf in my belly. 
 
      
 
    My udders continued to swing fast in the air with each of his thrusts. His fingers never once untightened their grip on me. That hubull just didn’t seem that he would ever get tired of me. Likewise, I was not going to pretend that I didn’t want more minutes of his shaft in me. 
 
      
 
    His cock exploded. Rope after rope, he painted and tainted my tunnel with his potent seeds. I mooed the moment an intense orgasm made my body rock. My arms almost gave up on me, and I thought I was going to hit my head against the floor. 
 
      
 
    I felt his cum dripping from my pussy and creating a puddle on the floor. The hubull, however, continued to pound me hard. He didn’t want to stop. He didn’t have enough of me yet. 
 
      
 
    I was more than being impregnated by him, I was being turned into his cum dump, and I loved that. He had so much of his creamy milk in him. He continued to taint me with it, forcing me to moo out of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    And then, when I was just about to collapse onto the floor, he eased his member out. If it weren’t how tired I was, and how weak my whole body felt, I would have been annoyed by what he did. 
 
      
 
    But I had enough of that… for now… I just needed to sleep and refill my energies for another round with that potent hubull. The party could wait a bit longer.


 
   
  
 

 Milked 6 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    One Problem 
 
      
 
    I had a problem that forced me to stay home. I could not leave. I didn’t want people looking at me, and thinking that I had a health condition. It was nothing of the sort. Everything just started to change about a month ago. My body was going through some kind of second puberty. 
 
      
 
    It was becoming more and more like an hourglass. I had to ask for a temporary leave from my job as a secretary to avoid my coworkers from finding out. 
 
      
 
    I thought I was just eating too much. If there was one thing I feared the most when growing up, it was getting fat. I didn’t want to be like those curvy women that could barely walk straight because their breasts were too big for them. 
 
      
 
    However, it was happening. I didn’t have a choice. I tried eating less, only to find out that that was not the problem. The supposed health condition was something else. I tried researching it initially, but nothing came up. 
 
      
 
    It was then that I found someone on a web forum. Just a stranger with no reason to help a woman like me. He looked so empathetic and attentive to me. Before I knew, I was sharing the deepest and most important of my secrets. Before I knew it, I was sharing that fact that I was locked inside my own home. 
 
      
 
    I invited him to come. What could be the problem with that? He was not going to take advantage of me. No… that was just impossible. He appeared to be so kind and caring to me. 
 
      
 
    What made it all the better was the fact that he was much younger than me, if the information from his profile was anything to go by. I didn’t share that info of mine on the web forum. I didn’t want people sending me private messages because they had a fetish for mature women. 
 
      
 
    The doorbell finally rang. I was expecting him the whole day. He just had to show up during the middle of the night. He came when I feeling the most desperate and unsure of myself. It was during the night that I tended to do the most unthinkable of things. 
 
      
 
    “Hey,” I said after opening the door. 
 
      
 
    His name was Ken. He told me so when I first exchanged words with him online. He appeared to be the age he put on his profile. His face was free of wrinkles. To look at it was making me think of things I should not be. I didn’t want to come off as a slutty MILF that just needed his cock. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, ma’am. I… didn’t think you looked like this,” he said while his eyes scanned my body from top to bottom. 
 
      
 
    I covered my body with my arms, trying to protect myself from what I had seen in his eyes. I didn’t understand what it was, but I knew that it was something vile. He could have come there to take advantage of me after all… 
 
      
 
    “Okay, fine. Please come in. I am going to make some coffee.” 
 
      
 
    “No need for that. I would rather deal with this problem as soon as possible,” he said while I was already on my way to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t mention it, but it was already the middle of the night. To drink coffee at that time would be nothing short of strange. Maybe he wanted to save me from embarrassment by not saying that himself. 
 
      
 
    “Right, I think that we need to deal with this. What should I do?” 
 
      
 
    “Start by undressing yourself. I need to look at your skin” 
 
      
 
    “I… don’t feel comfortable doing that.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, maybe you should not have asked me to come here.” 
 
      
 
    Harsh, but I knew that he was right. My hands moved slowly as I undressed myself in front of him. My heart raced. It was the first time that I was doing that to someone so much younger. Surely, he was going to keep his urges to himself. It was the only thing that I could hope for. 
 
      
 
    “Well, this is it,” I said after taking off my pair of panties and putting it on the floor. His eyes scanned me again, and I noticed that same spark in his eyes a second time. I thought about running away at that moment, but doing so would be ridiculous. I was in my own house and I was the mature one, for God’s sake! 
 
      
 
    He approached and felt my breasts. His fingers were thick and oh so strong. He was so good at that. He was analyzing them like a good doctor, but he was also doing it in a slightly sexual way. Maybe I was thinking too much about a single event like that one, but I could almost be sure that he fancied me. 
 
      
 
    He walked to stand behind me and then squatted. His hands felt my ass, and then they looked for my pussy. I moaned, and then covered my mouth with my hands. I should not have done that, but it was impossible to do so when someone so virile like Ken was exploring my ass. 
 
      
 
    “I see. You are changing, but this is not because of a disease. I… am not sure you want to find what it is, though.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t hear his words properly. They came from afar, as if a ghost was talking to me. 
 
      
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “You are turning into a hucow. It’s not something that just happens all of a sudden. Someone must have injected you with something…” 
 
      
 
    I thought about what he said. Someone must have injected with something... and that someone probably knew what it was going to do to me. It was no accident. And a hucow? What the heck was even that? 
 
      
 
    Thinking about that was difficult. His hands continued to explore me, more often than not reaching the prohibited territory. The more his finger looked deeper inside my crevice, the more I lost sense of the world around me. Ken was just so good with that… 
 
      
 
    “Well, I think that just about explains it,” he said after standing up. 
 
      
 
    I felt annoyed that he stopped fucking me with his hand. Why did he do that? Was he not liking me? Gosh, men could be so difficult to understand sometimes. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Understanding Ken 
 
      
 
    Ken was not going to leave my home today. He said that there were no buses to take him home. That was fine by me. I lived alone at home. It had been some time since I had a man of his stature around. 
 
      
 
    He was quite well built himself. Many men would be envious of him. There didn’t appear to be one day where was not working out. While I didn't dare to make the question, I was sure that he trained some kind of sport as well. 
 
      
 
    He was drinking coffee now, and he was sitting beside me on the couch. I just invited him to stay there with me. We didn’t have much to do. There was no point going out at night when everything was just so far. I lived away from civilization. 
 
      
 
    The movie didn’t interest me. What I found interesting was what he had between his legs. It looked huge and nothing short of meaty. I didn’t know if he had a girlfriend, though the lack of a wife was more than certain. 
 
      
 
    He was so much younger. I was sure that he was not looking to have sex with older women, especially of the hucow type. I didn’t want to reveal to him what I thought about him, if there was the chance of a rejection. For now, I was just going to be content with sitting beside Ken. 
 
      
 
    All of a sudden, he said, “I think that you might need to be milked.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    “You heard that right. Hucows need to be milked to contain themselves. When they are not milked for extended periods…” 
 
      
 
    He didn’t continue his sentence. Where was he going on that? It was not making much sense to me. My breasts did feel full of milk, but I didn’t think I needed to be milked. Who was going to drink that, anyway? 
 
      
 
    “This doesn’t make any sense.” 
 
      
 
    “I… can help with that, but only if you let me.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t even understand the kind of help that you want from me.” 
 
      
 
    “I can drink some of the milk to make sure it tastes well, and then milk you at my home.” 
 
      
 
    That information was almost too much for me. He wanted to drink from my breasts then store my milk at his home. 
 
      
 
    I squinted my eyes and said, “You are losing me here.” 
 
      
 
    “This is pretty simple, actually,” he said before lowering my shirt in an instant. My right breast was exposed to the delight of his eyes. They sparked once again, and just like the other times, my heart skipped a beat. 
 
      
 
    “No, don’t!” I shouted, but before I could do anything, he was embracing my nipple with his lips. Milk began to flush out as he sucked. 
 
      
 
    I felt pleasure as he drank from my breast. His right hand grabbed it tight to make sure that even more milk was going straight to his mouth. He knew what he was doing, and considering how assured he was, I was certain that he did that many times before. 
 
      
 
    I moaned. The pleasure was almost too much for me. His mouth was hot, and his tongue, needy. It tasted every drop of milk it could. Nothing escaped from the corners of his mouth. Ken was hungry. 
 
      
 
    “Look, Ken-” I tried to say, but I was interrupted by his needy mouth. It began to suck so much more of my milk that I thought I was going to faint. Every cell of my body was going into overdrive. 
 
      
 
    My orgasm began to leak out, soaking the tampon I had put on. It was a good thing I decided not to stay naked until tomorrow, as he suggested. Ken thought that the clothes were only making me more uncomfortable. He was right about that, but I was not about to remain naked in front of him for another minute. 
 
      
 
    “This one is done for now, but I need to move to the second udder,” he said before lowering the other side of my shirt. 
 
      
 
    This time, I didn’t complain. My hands didn’t move as he put my nipple inside his mouth. Milk gushed out of it the same instant he began to suck my breast, or ‘udder,’ as he said. 
 
      
 
    My clit began to throb. I so needed to rub it. But he was all over me. If I did such a thing, I was screwed. He would find out that I was enjoying that more than I should. I didn’t think he needed to know that I fancied him. 
 
      
 
    “Well, it’s all done for now, though you still need to be milked, as I mentioned before,” he said before going back to watching the movie on the TV. 
 
      
 
    Ken finally let me have some time to breathe. I didn’t think he was ever going to do that. He was just so over me all of a sudden that I thought that he had gone mad. I thought that he was going to do much more than to just drink from my breast. 
 
      
 
    “By the way, your breasts… I think you should start calling them udders from now on. It’s what all the hucows I know do. Also, your ass is the rump. It’s just so wide and big that it doesn’t look like an ass anymore.” 
 
      
 
    His words were like a slap to my face. Udders? Rump? Did I stop being a human all of sudden? Sure, I was a hucow now, but I still considered myself a human. I didn’t become anything less. 
 
      
 
    “Tomorrow will be a full day,” he said before closing his eyes and going to sleep. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Urges 
 
      
 
    This was supposed to be my first milking. I was so excited about what Ken had planned for me. It was finally going to happen. He was going to drain me using the best tools in the world. I was safe in his hands. 
 
      
 
    “This will be done pretty soon,” he said while squatting and attaching the suction cups to my breasts. 
 
      
 
    He called them udders. The reason was pretty clear: my breasts had become so big that they could be classified as such from now on. Udders was a more appropriate term. I liked it better, so I didn’t object. 
 
      
 
    The moment he turned on the machine, I felt my nipples and udders being pulled. Ken also said that my nipples were something else now. “Teats.” He really knew his stuff. 
 
      
 
    I was safe with him. Ken didn’t know it, but I fancied him, in a way. He was so much older and possessive than I was. There was no way that we would ever mix. I was not one of those MILFs that hanged around looking for young men to devour. I was just me. 
 
      
 
    Ken was toned. He liked going to the gym often and pumping as much iron as he could. He said that, sometimes, he would have problems finding the right clothes. I responded that if that was his biggest concern, then he had a good life. 
 
      
 
    His hand caressed my leg, spooking me. Why and how did that happen? I turned my head on the same instant and said, “Hey! What do you think you are doing?” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing… I just... Nevermind.” 
 
      
 
    “No, I am pretty sure I felt your hand touching me. Care to explain what that was all about?” 
 
      
 
    It was fine when he touched me before, but now was completely different. I didn’t give him permission to do that. 
 
      
 
    He was sweating. His eyes looked nervous. I must have caught him doing something that he knew I was not going to approve of. He was damn right about that, if that was the case. I didn’t come there to be taken advantage of. 
 
      
 
    “I just… find you pretty hot, ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Pretty hot? Did he just say what I thought that he said? I shook my head and pinched my shoulder. I was still in the same room. That did just happen. 
 
      
 
    “Really? Do you know something that I do know?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. His hand was still hovering over the region where he caressed me. 
 
      
 
    “I find you hot as well,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Then, as if he had gotten possessed by a demon, he grabbed me from the milking table with the machine still on and carried me toward his bedroom. Milk oozed out from my udders still, creating a trail on the floor that anybody could follow. 
 
      
 
    For the first time that night, I was afraid. Ken just turned into something I had never seen before. He looked feral and hungry for my curvy body. I still got goosebumps whenever I remembered the time when he talked about my hourglass figure. 
 
      
 
    His hands were so masculine. His fingers were buried deep in my skin. His eyes looked to what he had in front of him, and not to the curvy woman his arms carried. He had one objective in mind, and he was not about to share it with me until it was the right time. 
 
      
 
    “Ken, what are you going to do to me?” 
 
      
 
    “You will see,” he said before putting me down the bed. 
 
      
 
    I turned sideways, and when I did that, his hands were already exploring my body. His fingers worked fast as he took off my clothes, leaving me exposed for his manliness. His feelings for me were vile. He was not going to stop until he was done with me. 
 
      
 
    “I have been waiting for this for a very long time,” he said while taking off his shirt. 
 
      
 
    My eyes bulged. My heart skipped a beat. What I saw before me was not the body of a normal man. He was built. He was perfect for me. His pecs and washboard abs made me lick my lips. I was getting so ready for him. 
 
      
 
    The room just became hot all of a sudden. My pussy began to ooze its contents on the bedsheets. He was going to find me so moisty before he even showed me the size of his cock. I could barely wait to discover what he truly had between his legs. 
 
      
 
    He got himself on top of me. He lowered his head. His lips looked for mine, and then found them. I was kissing his pink-ish mouth before I could even understand what was going on. All I could see was his immense torso looming over me and making sure that I was not going to have any room to breathe. 
 
      
 
    His tongue devoured the inside of my mouth. There was not one squared inch of it that it didn’t touch. There was not one squared inch of it that he didn’t claim. Ken was not going to let me do the same to him. He wanted to dominate every single action of what we were doing. 
 
      
 
    Breathing became so difficult that I thought I was going to suffocate. His hands began to explore and claim my udders, making the act of breathing even harder. My udders were massive, but his hands were equally so. He could play with and caress them with very little effort. The man knew what he was doing. 
 
      
 
    He was wild. He was feral. I thought I was dealing with something much more than a human, but whenever I opened my eyes, all I saw was the body of a man hungry for what I had. 
 
      
 
    He got off me, finally letting me breathe for a couple of seconds. I knew it was not going to last for long, so I made sure to breathe as much as I could. 
 
      
 
    When my eyes could finally see what was happening again, I found him in the process of taking off his pants. Ken was going to do it. He was going to reward me with his massive dong. He was doing to pound me with it until my insides were sore. 
 
      
 
    He slid down his pants, and then his underwear followed suit. What appeared before me was enough to make me almost faint. I felt weak. Ken was not a man. He had never been. He was a sleeper hubull. He must have had many hucows before me. 
 
      
 
    “I see that you have changed quite a bit.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, what can I say? When I have a hucow so ready and fertile for me, I can’t resist.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. I didn’t think I was going to be pounded by such a hungry, virile hubull. My day had just become the best of my life. Ever since I started searching about the hucow and hubull universe, I dreamed of being fucked by one of the latter. 
 
      
 
    “You should have told me beforehand.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe, but I like scouting to make sure that my preys are the right ones.” 
 
      
 
    He forced me to turn around on the bed on the same instant. There was not going to be any preservatives. He was going to do it raw. He didn’t like the feeling of having a plastic preventing our parts from truly touching. That was the kind of thing I could respect on a man. 
 
      
 
    He thrust in with force seconds after. It came into my womb without much effort from him. I was so moisty before then that he just didn’t have to show me how strong he was. 
 
      
 
    His cock was nothing short of massive. Hubulls had it bigger than normal men, but he was something else, even when compared to the males of his kind. 
 
      
 
    To have his cock so ready and hungry for me was sending me into overdrive. Every squared inch of me was feeling his lust overtaking me. His hands continued to feel and caress me. This time, he had all the acceptance that he needed. 
 
      
 
    As he pushed in harder, I felt my insides being devoured. And he had so much more of that. There was no chance he was going to stop with that. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me, oh fuck me!” I said, ordering him, but I knew he was not going to take any order from an old hucow. A hubull young as him was used to his ladies being submissive to his might. 
 
      
 
    His cock exploded, feeling me with his seeds. Before then, I was burning hot, but now I was calming down. He had just bred me. I was going to bring a new life to the new world, and I just hoped that it would be a male so that he could grow up to become just like his old man.


 
   
  
 

 About the Author 
 
      
 
    Leandra Camilli doesn’t follow the market; she aims to create the trends. As a long-time resident of Raleigh, North Carolina, she spends most of her time creating and developing new stories for her voracious readers. Naysayers shout that she is out of touch, but none of their unfounded words have ever managed to crack her reputation.


 
   
  
 

 Leave a Review + Mailing List 
 
      
 
    As an aspiring author, it means a lot to know that people like you read and enjoy my stories. Do you know what else makes me feel even happier? Reviews! Sadly, I don’t get many of those, which is why I beg of you to consider leaving one. It takes no effort and is a great way to better understand the needs of my readers. 
 
      
 
    You can also join my mailing list below in order to receive weekly notifications whenever I release new stories and download a free erotica eBook titled “Subduing the Woman of the House.” 
 
      
 
    Mailing List: 
 
      
 
    https://mailchi.mp/ef21b6cb3a67/leandra_camilli 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Don’t Miss These Collections 
 
      
 
    Free for Milking: A Creamy Hucow Bundle 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/free_milking 
 
      
 
    Milked 1 – Fertile for the Doctor 
 
      
 
    Anna wants to become a hucow, and so she decides to pay the doctor a short visit. When she gets there, little does she suspect that he wants much more than just a patient... 
 
      
 
    Milked 2 – The Doctor’s Little Doll 
 
      
 
    Amicia is a hucow, and she is in deep trouble. She had a short affair with a man that was too much for her, and now he is coming back for more. As he steps toward her by the swimming pool, he thinks of nothing but bending her to his will. 
 
      
 
    Milked 3 – The Colony’s Plaything 
 
      
 
    Alice lives on a farm on Mars. Out there, she needs to do the impossible to make ends meet. When their source of milk runs dry, she becomes the solution, but little does she suspect that being a hucow involves much more than being milked. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Milky Bundle: A Hucow’s Fertile Collection 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/bundle_milky 
 
      
 
    Save over 44% with this IMPURE and INDECENT hucow bundle! These transformed ladies can’t wait to be milked and tamed by their hubulls. Their hearts beat faster at the thought of laying down and letting the machine do its work on them. 
 
      
 
    Get your copy as soon as possible. Who knows what might happen the next day? 
 
      
 
    Take a gander at the plot of each episode: 
 
      
 
    Milky 1 
 
      
 
    Mary is an old but mature hucow having problems with milk production. The hucow dairy farm she works for attempts to solve the problem by posting an ad for a ‘virile and robust hubull’. Anthony becomes fascinated by the ad, hoping to do what no other man could do. However, little does he know that the mentioned hucow is way more than what he can handle. 
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    Alis is soon going to be the Queen of the Kingdom of Bavar, but her mind is elsewhere. She has eyes for one man only, who doesn’t share her feelings. After a hurtful rejection, she finds a witch who turns her into a hucow. When she comes back, the last thing she expects is to be milked. 
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    There will be a competition and a prize for the most fertile hucow of the Dairy Farm. Marie desperately wants to win it, and to do so, she is willing to go to a local doctor. When she steps into the operation room, though, little does she suspect that he wants to do much more than what was agreed on… 
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