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ONE

The gleaming sign of POSH FITNESS nearly blinded me. It was five in the morning and still dark when I pulled up to the gym. It was a fancy place, recommended by some of the executives that I worked with.

I'd never been a guy who was super into fitness, but now in my mid-forties and single, I knew I needed to make sure I stayed in shape.

I walked into the air-conditioned gym. Everything was high-end and immaculately clean. The receptionist, a cute blond chick, greeted me with a smile as I tapped my membership card and headed to the main gym on the second floor.

I had already completed all necessary paperwork online – it was just a matter of getting acquainted with the facility layout. But right away, something caught my eye. On the wall near the lockers hung a picture of a woman doing push ups, looking incredibly strong and confident. This wasn’t your average gym photo – there was something more to it. Something mysteriously inviting.

It hung with the other photos of buff guys and fit women with the words "MEET OUR PERSONAL TRAINERS" over the top of it. I'd thought about getting a trainer but decided to focus on my own workout knowledge for now.

After changing and locking away my stuff, I glanced at the picture of the dark-haired woman again. If she was one of the trainers, I'd definitely consider it. She was young and petite, exactly my type.

When I stepped onto the gym floor, the smell of sweat and eucalyptus filled the air. I focused on getting my exercise done before work, going over to the treadmill and starting to jog.

A few minutes into my run, I saw the beautiful brown-haired beauty from the photos on the wall. She was dressed in short-shorts and a polo with POSH FITNESS on the chest. She wore a name tag - Pamela.

Pamela was working with a client, an older woman. She must have felt my gaze on her; she looked up while counting her client's crunches.

When our gaze met, hers sparkling like sapphires against her slightly tanned skin, I felt an electric charge running down my spine. That moment confirmed what I instinctively knew - I suddenly needed a personal trainer and she had to be the one for me.

Pamela smiled at me before turning her attention back to her client.

While I ran, I watched her from afar, trying not to seem too obvious. Her firm ass filled out her short-shorts and her huge breasts looked like they were trying to escape from her polo shirt. I imagined what it would be like to have my face pressed between her thick thighs, lapping up the sweet nectars from her pussy.

My raging hard-on started to distract me from my running. My fantasies about the trainer grew stronger, driving me even harder to finish my workout so I could talk to her afterward.

After thirty minutes, my cardio routine ended. I stretched myself slowly while watching her leave the room. When she disappeared around the corner, I quickly wiped off my sweaty body and went straight toward the personal trainer desk area.

She didn't look up when I approached her, instead focusing on entering information into her tablet computer. "Excuse me," I said, catching her attention.

Pamela looked up at me with a smile. "Yes, how can I help you?"

"I'm looking to get signed up with a personal trainer," I said. "You really caught my eye."

Pamela laughed softly. "Well, we do pride ourselves on our trainers here." She hesitated briefly, then added, "Are you interested in any specific type of training? Cardio, strength, flexibility…? Or maybe even something more intimate?”

Her tone threw me off guard. Why did such a phrase come out of her mouth casually, nonchalantly, without provocation? Did she sense my secret kinks? Was it just a coincidence?

I was probably just reading too much into it. My obsession with hucows had me hoping every attractive woman would just submit herself to me without question - unfortunately, the world didn't work like that.

"Uh, not sure," I admitted.

"Well why don't I book you for a private session tomorrow morning and we can assess you needs?" She asked.

"My fitness needs?" I asked.

"Exactly," she said with a smile, passing me her glossy business card.

"That sounds perfect," I agreed, slipping the card into my pocket unceremoniously. "See you tomorrow morning."


TWO

The next morning, I met Pamela in the main gym.

She looked even sexier than yesterday, in tight blue booty shorts and a matching tank top. Her ample breasts filled out the stretchy fabric, giving me a great view of her cleavage.

I tried to control my breathing and heart rate to avoid letting her know how aroused I was. In fact, I couldn't stop staring at her large natural breasts pressing against her shirt, wondering if they might pop out during a vigorous workout. And those full lips...

"Are you ok? You seem to really be out of breath," Pamela asked.

I snapped out of my trance. The treadmill was only going at level three - barely even a jog.

"Yeah, I'm fine," I said.

Pamela frowned skeptically. "Let's start slow, since it seems like you're struggling to maintain proper pace even at low intensity."

I couldn't admit to her that it was my attraction to her that was making me seem like such an out-of-shape slob.

"Here, why don't you come sit in this massage chair for a while and rehydrate?" Pamela suggested.

The trainer took me to a secluded corner of the main gym area where a few massage chairs were lined up.

As I sat down, Pamela came behind me, applying gentle pressure on my shoulders and neck, and scalp.

I took a deep breath and let it out. Her hands worked magic against my tense muscles. I adjusted how I was sitting, hoping that the outline of my hard cock wasn't visible from where she stood.

I couldn't help but groan as she worked out the knots in my upper back and shoulders.

Pamela's eyes flicked down to my gym shorts, where my cock was pressing against the fabric.

“Seems like you've got quite the boner,” she commented with a grin. “Does this happen often?”

I forced a laugh. “No, actually it does.”

Pamela leaned forward conspiratorially. “Well, don't worry, everyone gets nervous around someone new, especially when the chemistry is this intense. We will take things nice and slow today. To begin with, let's get rid of your pent-up energy, shall we?" She suggested.

Before I could say a word, she yanked down my gym shorts, leaving me completely exposed beneath her. She wrapped her delicate hand around my thick cock, slowly pumping up and down.

I couldn't stop the groan that rattled out of me. I glanced around, no one was near us. No one would notice the personal trainer giving me some... extra attention.

"I want you to feel comfortable around me, Bryan," Pamela said. Her cheeks went slightly pink as her eyes locked onto my twitching cock. She moved her hand quicker, taking time to explore the length and tease my cock head.

With each stroke, images flashed across my mind: Pamela bending over, offering herself to me, her long legs spread wide, begging to taste her juicy folds. I wanted nothing more than to dive inside her wet cunt and devour her until she screamed.

I bit back another groan, feeling my climax surging forward with intense speed.

Pamela's eyes danced with excitement as I bucked my hips, squeezing the chair arms as the pleasure washed over me.

"I like providing whatever my clients need," She whispered.

I opened my eyes, watching people pass by other areas of the gym, clueless to the fact that she was expertly jerking me off.

Pamela continued stroking me, her fingers moving faster and faster as I grew closer to orgasm.

"Do you prefer to be called 'master,' or should I address you as 'sir?' What's your preference?" Pamela asked suggestively.

Through the haze of ecstasy, I managed to reply, "Sir works fine."

"Very well, sir," Pamela purred. Her fingers kept their rhythm, now moving almost violently.

My breath hitched as my balls released, my cum spurting in high, thick globs all over my gym shirt. I shuddered as I caught my breath, looking down at the mess I'd made.

"Oh dear, looks like we should call it there for a day," Pamela said.

I glanced over at her and noticed something strange. Large wet pools were staining her shirt, as if her nipples were leaking.

Was Pamela secretly a hucow?!


THREE

I couldn't believe that Pamela was a hucow - what luck! I grinned to myself as I pulled up my gym shorts.

"Yes, I was the one who made the mess but it was your fault," I said, appealing to her naturally submissive hucow nature. "You should have swallowed my cum instead of letting it go to waste."

Pamela looked surprised at the sudden shift in my tone.

I stood up, pulling her close so I could whisper to her. "I know your secret," I said as I groped her breast. The familiar scent of sweet hucow milk flooded my senses. "You're a hucow."

Pamela's face went red. "Yes," she said. "I try not to let anyone know." She bit down on her lip. "If people knew at the gym... people might get the wrong idea. It would ruin my reputation as a trainer."

"Why's that?" I asked.

"Because trainers are assertive, hucows are ... definitely not," she said.

"Do you need someone to dominate you?" I asked. "I can tell your tits are almost ready to burst. Do you need to be milked?"

Pamela's breath came out shakily as her eyes met mine. "Yes," she whispered. "But we can't do it here. Follow me."

Pamela led me to the back office where the gym staff had their own private shower and lounge. It was a small space, but it was quiet and we wouldn't be interrupted.

"So I'm guessing you don't have a handler?" I asked.

Pamela looked to the ground, shaking her head. "No, I try my best to deal with my hucow needs, but it's hard."

My chest twinged with sympathy for this lonely hucow. "Don't worry, I'll make sure to take care of you," I said, closing the space between us and motioning to my shirt. "But before I milk you, you need to take care of this mess."

Pamela's eyes shone with excitement, not having any man to dominate her in so long.

She took me to the private showers. The dim lighting and dark marble created a soft yet moody environment. She started the water and undressed me. "Let's get you cleaned up, then, sir," she said.

I let the hot water wash over me, looking down at Pamela as she used a soft cloth to lather soap over my body. She washed the sweat and dried cum from my chest and abs, moving slowly downwards to my cock, still half-mast.

Her soapy hands circled my shaft playfully, causing me to suck in air through my teeth. I gripped the edge of the sink tightly, trying to hold back my urges. With each touch, my desire intensified, growing stronger and more demanding.

Then, Pamela moved her mouth further down, taking my cock deeper into her throat. Each gentle movement of her tongue caused my hips to rock involuntarily.

As Pamela's tongue traced circles along my sensitive skin, sending waves of delight coursing through my veins. My whole being ached with anticipation. My focus narrowed solely on her movements. Each pull of her tongue felt like an electric shock straight to my core.

Desire began to claw its way free from my restraints. Unable to bear it anymore, I reached down and grabbed her head. I guided her mouth down and fucked her mouth, allowing her to savor the essence of my power.

Pamela sputtered and choked on my girth as I forced my cock in and out of her mouth.

"Oh, fuck yeah," I groaned.

Pamela looked up at me, her lips wrapped tightly around my cock. She used her hands to cup my balls, taking every inch I shoved down her throat like the good submissive hucow she was.

My abs clenched as my orgasm got closer. With a guttural groan I released my cum, sending my molten hot semen down her throat. This time, not a drop was wasted.

"Mmm," Pamela hummed to herself as she licked her lips. "You are delicious, sir."

I caught my breath while she rinsed the remaining soap from my body and then wrapped a towel around my waist.

"Now, then," I said. "Time for my good hucow to get her milking."

Pamela nodded, her cheeks flushed. Her tank top was wet with milk, leaving two dark stains on her breasts.

I lifted up her shirt, exposing her beautifully engorged nipples. There seemed to be something about seeing these milky treasures that turned me on even more.

Pamela offered herself fully to me, knowing I could handle her strong desires. "Please, milk me," She moaned, her tits hanging heavily without the sports bra to support them.

I latched onto one of her nipples and milk immediately burst forth, filling my mouth with warm sweetness.

"Ahhh!" Pamela cried out as she watched my eager face drink her nectar. Her aroused state sent electric currents shooting throughout her entire body. She trembled underneath me, the thrill of our sexual encounters combined with her natural instincts turning her into putty in my grasp.

The erotic sight excited me immensely – to think how much control I held over this submissive creature made my heart race.

I suckled earnestly, each pull of my lips bringing more and more milk rushing out. She was hot, sweet, and delicious. Her creamy milk was like ambrosia - the perfect treat for after a long hard workout.

With the pressure subsided, I turned my attention to her other breast, dripping milk down her pale skin.

Pamela squirmed against me, moaning loudly, her voice filled with unrestrained arousal. She arched her back against the wall, reaching up to grab my arm, encouraging me to continue feasting upon her flesh. Her nipple became harder, fuller, more responsive to my ministrations.

Feeling increasingly confident, I increased the intensity of my sucks, driving my face between her breasts. Every powerful suck elicited sharp gasps from Pamela, her legs quivering with pent-up energy.

Pamela was getting wet between her legs. I could smell the scent of her sex mingling with the sweetness of breastmilk. But, I would make her wait until the next session. I was the one in control here, and sadly, I had a day job to attend to.

Having drunk my fill, I released her nipple with a loud, wet pop. "You're delicious," I said with a grin.

Pamela nodded, unable to speak through her shaking breaths.

"Let's continue this exercise tomorrow, shall we?" I asked, planting a tender kiss on her cheek before heading back to the change rooms. I ignored her horny whimpers, knowing that she'd be even more insatiable tomorrow.


FOUR

The next morning, the cute receptionist stopped me as I tapped my membership card.

"Bryan Thompson, is it?" She asked.

"Yeah, why?" I responded, raising an eyebrow.

"Pamela asked me to let you know she's scheduled your session today in the private gym room in the basement," the receptionist said, handing me a special pink key card. "It's for our VIP clients."

I grinned to myself. "Thanks," I said.

So we would be alone for the private workout session? What did my horny little hucow have in mind?

As I entered the exclusive VIP room, I noticed her standing in front of a mirror adjusting some weights, her tight uniform showing off her athletic form. I could already feel my pulse quickening just by watching her, dressed in nothing but blue booty shorts and a sports bra.

At first, she acted as if our sexual encounters had never happened, getting me to warm up on the treadmill. Then she got me to do some other cardio stuff like jumping jacks and burpees.

Throughout all of this, my libido simmered beneath the surface, waiting for the right moment to boil over again.

When I stopped for a sip of water, I noticed her hard nipples poking out against her sports bra. I took off my shirt and wiped the sweat from my face, unable to take my eyes away from her.

I wanted to rip those clothes off and bend her over right there. We were supposed to be working out, damn it! How could she look at me like that?

Pamela saw me checking her out and smiled demurely. She walked towards me seductively, placing her hand on my shoulder, giving it a gentle squeeze. "How's your stamina doing, Mr. Thompson?" she purred, her fingers dancing across my bare chest. "It seems like you're able to focus on the workout much better now that some of your ... tension ... has been released."

I cleared my throat and grinned. I knew exactly what she was referring to. "I could say the same for you," I said, gently caressing her breasts and pulling her towards me.

"We should probably focus on the exercises...for now," Pamela whispered huskily, leaning in close enough to brush her lips against mine. I couldn't resist her invitation.

As I kissed her deeply, our tongues tangled together passionately. Our bodies pressed against each other, the heat radiating between us only serving to stoke the fire burning within.

The world fell away as we lost ourselves in each other. I didn't want to focus on the exercises, I wanted to claim her - take her petite young body and make her scream for my cock.

Pamela saw the hunger in my eyes and sensuously stepped backward, leading me toward a nearby exercise bench.

I sat down on the cold leather seat, gripping the heavy bar above me.

"Let's do some chest exercises," Pamela said.

I grunted as I started the chest-press, bringing the weight up and down, trying to focus on the task instead of glancing at her.

Pamela guided my hands, spotting me like a good trainer was supposed to.

We had such a strange dynamic - when she was in "trainer-mode" she wasn't at all like a hucow, but as soon as I made her wet, she melted for me and became a submissive toy.

Pamela surprised me by swinging her leg over and sitting on my torso, her hands still guiding my movements.

I glanced down, feeling the wetness between her legs seeping through onto my skin.

She shifted on my lap slightly, her soft thighs pressing against me, making me even more aware of her arousal. Unable to contain himself, I moved the barbell back into the stand and pulled her hips towards me, breathing in the scent of her fertile pussy.

Pamela gasped as I stroked her through her clothes, feeling the warm sticky pussy juices leaking from her body.

I growled. "I guess my hucow needs a good breeding session now." It wasn't a question. I was done with this workout. Now I needed to fuck her and remind her that I was the boss in this arrangement.

"Take off your shorts and panties," I commanded, my tone brooking no argument.

As soon as her fresh pink cunt was exposed, I pulled her back over to me and shoving my face into her wetness.

Pamela gasped, sitting on my face and writhing with pleasure as I licked her folds and teased her clit with my tongue. I lapped up all of her nectar, slipping my tongue in and out of her tight hole.

Pamela moaned, bucking wildly against my face, her excitement growing stronger. Her body shook with ecstasy as I continued to devour her.

"Fuck," I groaned as I paused to get some air. "Your pussy juices are as delicious as your milk."

I worked her clit with my tongue, slipping two fingers into her wet pussy and swirling them around expertly until she came.

Her orgasm hit her so powerfully that her whole body convulsed, crying out my name as she came. Her walls clamped down tightly on my fingers, milking my hand with every spasm.

After she settled down, I lifted her up and positioned her on top of me. "I want you to ride me," I ordered. I laid back on the bench, letting her release my cock and position her pussy against it.

Pamela moaned as the hardness slapped against her wet slit. She bit her lip, letting my cock head into her entrance and taking me into her warmth, inch by inch.

Once fully embedded inside her, I gritted my teeth with pure satisfaction, savoring every moment.

Pamela rode me slowly, her tight walls stretching and contracting along my length, causing an incredible friction that left me achingly hard.

My hands roamed freely, exploring her soft feminine contours.

"Yes, you're such a good girl," I groaned.

The praise made her fuck me harder, bouncing up and down on my cock eagerly.

I watched her massive tits jiggle with the movement, milk leaking from her erect nipples.

My cock grew even harder thinking about drinking that creamy liquid straight from her bosom after cumming inside her wet snatch. As she rode me faster, her perky ass flexed, thrusting me deeper into her, leaving me ready to blow my load any second. I grabbed her firm round bottom, holding her in place, ensuring she maintained the rhythm. With every pump, her pussy walls constricted around my member, intensifying the pressure building inside me.

"Oh god yes!" She cried out, her body undulating with every stroke.

I wasn't ready to cum yet. We did have a ninety minute session after all, and I planned on making the most of our "private workout" time.


FIVE

After she came on my cock, I pinched her nipple. "Now, get on your knees, hucow," I said.

Pamela obeyed instantly, crawling into position on the floor.

Her ass raised high in the air, displaying her ripe pink entrance to me. My cock swelled painfully in response. I moved my hand up and down my cock, using her own juices to lubricate my girth.

Then, without hesitation, I pushed inside her tight pussy channel, relishing the resistance as my thickness stretched her.

She threw her head back, her moans becoming more desperate. Glancing down, I admired the sight of my dick disappearing into her depths, my balls resting against her plump ass cheeks.

With one powerful thrust, I buried myself again, completely inside her welcoming warmth. Both of us exhaled heavily, satisfied by the sudden fullness. I held her hips firmly, maintaining control as I rutted into her. Each penetration felt divine, stimulating both of our core pleasures.

"More, more!" She begged.

"Fuck, yeah, baby," I groaned. "I'm going to cum inside that tight fertile pussy, don't you worry." I slapped her round ass, letting the sound echo in the room.

Pamela whimpered as I drove into her again, loving how vulnerable she was underneath me. I continued to ram into her, hitting her sweet spot repeatedly. "You need to tell me when you come, understand?" I demanded, wanting her to acknowledge her submission.

Pamela nodded quickly, catching her breath. She closed her eyes, allowing herself to surrender to the sensations running through her body. "Yes, sir," she replied obediently.

Everything began to speed up, fueled by her words.

The forceful impact of my hips echoed throughout the room, driving her deeper into ecstasy. Her voice turned hoarse as she yelled encouragement, urging me to continue pushing into her body. Every stroke sent waves of raw sexual energy coursing through her veins, her heartbeats becoming almost unbearably fast.

"Oh god, I'm going to cum!" she gasped.

My arms wrapped tightly around her waist, steadying her as she quaked beneath me. Her nails clawed at my shoulders, seeking purchase amidst the ferocity of our union.

"Yes, cum for me baby," I groaned.

"Ahhh! Sooo big! Oh god, don't stop!" She screeched, arching her back and meeting every motion with equal force. Her pussy clenched around my hardness as another orgasm washed over her.

I could feel my end drawing near as my heavy balls strained. "That's right, little cow, I'm going to fill those holes of yours till you can't walk properly!" I warned her before I reached the edge.

Pamela whimpered in excitement. "Please..." She asked, her desire evident in her gaze.

I smiled maliciously and gave her what she desired. "Do not dare try stopping," I commanded, pulling her closer to me, "Take all of it!" I pounded into her with unrestrained brutality, filling her pussy, forcing her to accommodate my entirety.

She let out a loud gasp, and her body quivered from the immense sensation.

With a shout I released my seed into her womb, pushing my cock head against her pulsing cervix to ensure not a single drop was wasted.

Pamela's pussy squeezed my residual seed out, milking me dry.

"I did it, I took it all," she murmured, collapsing against the cold floor. "Thank you," she whispered.

"What are you thanking me for?" I asked, sitting back on the bench, using a towel to wipe my body.

Pamela lay there on the floor, exhausted from the intensity of our encounter. Her eyes glittered with gratitude. "For breeding me. For milking me. For being so kind to a horny little hucow like me."

I couldn't help but smile. "No hucow should be without a handler," I said simply.

Pamela crawled over to me and kissed me gently.

I stroked her hair, taking in her sweet scent. "Good girl," I said, kissing her forehead.

"I look forward to our next session," Pamela said with a gentle smile.

"Me too," I agreed, gently grabbing her tit and beginning to feed. Her delicious milk was exactly what I needed to recover from such an intense workout.

THE END
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