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Milked 1 - Fertile for the Doctor


Chapter 1: Questions


"Doctor, are you really sure that this is going to work?" I asked, not knowing what his response was going to be and if I was sure that I wanted to start a conversation with him.


"Oh yes, most certainly," he responded while his hands worked expertly on the table with so many instruments that it was difficult for me to keep track of all them.


"I can't wait to be big breasted and have so much milk that it could be sold," I said, looking at the ceiling with hopeful eyes.


"Well, becoming a hucow will certainly make sure you will produce more milk than necessary. If you want, I can point you out to some people who might want to buy your milk."


"For real? I can't wait for that to happen," I told him, still admiring the ceiling with a dumb face.


"Oh yes, quite so," he told me before putting his gloves on and approaching the operation bed.


I was so taken by the prospect of having the biggest breasts in the world that I didn't have time to contemplate the doctor for the man he was. His name was Bradley, though I preferred calling him just 'doctor' because it was easier to remember.


His physique was that of someone who practiced sports every week, and he was not afraid to show that to his patients that. His uniform clearly showed his perfect abs and rounded pecs. His biceps were always visible through his sleeves.


If it were up to me, I would have him right then and there. But, I had a boyfriend, and he was someone I valued quite a lot. After I was finished with the operation, I was set to meet him at a restaurant for dinner. It was when my transformation into a hucow was going to be presented to him.


He didn't know I was there with the doctor. I didn't tell anyone about it. It was my tiny little secret. Becoming a hucow was kind of frowned upon, though most people drank their milk every day.


"Doctor, do you remember the day I called you?"


"Of course. What of it?" He asked. His syringe was already ready to inject me with the substance that was going to make my jugs and ass really big. They were going to be so big that I was going to have to buy new clothes.


"I was thinking about the whole hucow thing, and how there are no normal doctors out there willing to do the same service like yours."


"Ah, I see. Yeah, many doctors don't do this. As you know, transforming people into hucows isn't just frowned upon; politicians are trying to outlaw the process. Can you believe that?"


"I can, doc," I said.


This time, I was not contemplating the ceiling, but the doctor once again. It was difficult to keep my eyes away from him. Such a powerful and mature man he was. All those muscles and nobody to share them.


It was becoming apparent I was falling for him, though I didn't want to admit it. The thought of betraying Jamie's trust was not of the kind I took well. However, a carnal love was also not the kind of thing I could simply control.


I was laying on the operation bed. The doctor eyed me from bottom to top, analyzing me with his cold eyes. "Anna, would you mind getting undressed? It would help with the transformation."


"Oh... right," I said before getting off the bed.


My hands worked quickly as I took off my shirt. The doctor remained where he was, still glancing at me. I took off pants, panties and bra. Never once did I find it weird that I was getting naked in front of a stranger, and at a man at that. It felt.. Natural.


"You have quite the body yourself, Anna," he said with the same cold eyes from before. It was difficult to understand what his angle was. By using his lab glasses, he was not allowing me to read him well. He was quite the enigmatic man while dressed in his uniform.


"Thanks, doc. I could say the same about you," I told him, not knowing if that was an okay thing to mention.


It was not a lie, though. His body was quite exceptional, and if he were to go to a gym, he would not be the odd one. Did he go to such places every day other than practicing sports? Probably. His body was of the kind that many men wished to have, but that few ever achieved in their lives.


I was feeling hornier and hornier. It was like as if I had a fire within me burning. It was burning with desire, and that desire was to have that doctor just for me. The desire was to find out what his body was truly like when he was not wearing anything.


When I laid on the bed again, I didn't notice that my clit was redder and more swollen than usual. When I did notice the occurrence and crossed my legs in a failed attempt to hide it; it was already too late. The doctor had noticed it.


"Doctor, is something that matter?" I asked. He had simply frozen even after I crossed my legs.


"Nothing. Let's get on with this," he said before putting the syringe next to my right breast and pressing it until the needle pierced the skin.


He did the same to my other breast. I felt the liquid doing its thing the moment the temperature of my body began to rise. Sweat began to cover my forehead.


"It's getting hot in here, doc."


"Oh yeah, it sure is," he said before rubbing the palm of his hand on his forehead.


"lam going to look wonderful, am I not?"


"Of course, Anna. You are going to become a fine hucow," he said before readying himself to apply the injection on my ass.


Sensing what he was going to do, I turned on the bed slightly and exposed my ass for him. I sensed the needle piercing and entering me before the liquid spread through my veins once again. The temperature of my body rose even more, and this time, it was becoming quite unbearable.


"Doc, I think I am going to sleep now. The injections are making me feel hot and sleepy," I said, half-saying the truth and half-lying. The truth was that I could not look at the doctor without having the wildest fantasies in my mind - fantasies which could never be shared with anyone - and I suspected that it was somewhat thanks to the injections.


"No problem. Sleep well. I am going to wake you up before I have to tend to another patient," he said before taking off his glasses. It was the first time I was seeing his eyes without them, and it was then that I learned I wanted him just for me.


Chapter 2: The Doctor's Wishes


When I woke up, I found the same bright lights blinding me. I covered my eyes with my arm and sat on the bed. It then became apparent to me: my breasts and ass were huge. So huge that, indeed, it was going to be a problem finding the right clothes for me now. I was certainly going to need a whole new set of them.


Thank goodness that there was a mirror in the room, and it was one of those long and vertical ones which allowed people to see their full bodies. When I stood in front of it, I didn't find the same Anna from before. No, the image in the mirror was much more than the old me. It was a new and better Anna.


I was so overjoyed that I could barely contain myself. My hands explored every inch of me, especially my melon-sized breasts and my curvy ass. It was as if I had been born a different person altogether.


Not only was it exciting to have breasts and ass so big and pronounced that I was going to have to buy new clothes, but it also delighted me the possibilities of becoming a hucow. How much milk was I going to produce and how many men were going to get on their knees for me?


"Doctor, where are you?" I asked, but no response came. It was a strange thing to happen, considering that he said he was going to wake me.


I got off the operation bed and walked around the room. It was then that the door at the other side opened, catching me by surprise so much that I gasped.


"Oh, I am sorry. Did I scare you?" The doctor asked. He was still wearing the same uniform from before, but this time, he didn't have his glasses and cap on.


"No... it's not a problem, doc. I have turned into an entirely different person, and it's all thanks to you."


"No, it's not thanks to me," he said while approaching me. It was then that I realized the pronounced difference of heights between us. It was common for men to be taller than women, but the doctor was so much taller than me that I felt even more insecure than I was for being naked.


His eyes scanned me from bottom to top once again. This time, he was getting a different picture of me. I was kind of in a disadvantage, since I didn't know what he was like when naked.


"It's getting hot in here, is it not?" He said, and for the first time since we met, he was so close to me that I could feel his body heat warming mine.


"Yes, it kind of is," I said, but the words felt unnatural to me.


His arms enveloped my lower back before pulling me closer to him. My clit was red and swollen. The fire of lust was burning bright inside me once again. It had diminished in intensity when I went to sleep, but seeing the doctor and his presence so close to me had reignited it.


"Doc, what are you doing?" I asked, even though I knew very well what those crocodile-like eyes meant. He was more than horny; his cock was throbbing and shaking out of excitement for me. I did suspect he fancied me, but I never once thought he was going to have the audacity of taking the first step like that.


His hands explored my jugs. He played and fumbled with them, all the while trying to assert his dominance over me. It was working; I was feeling my legs a bit weaker than usual. The doc was the kind of man which could make any woman horny for him, and he was managing to do that to me as if it was nothing.


Two of his fingers pressed tight on my nipple, which now was so big that it was going to be difficult to hide them at work. I was going to need at least two or three layers of bra to walk among normal people once again. The moment he pressed my nipple, milk gushed out of it as if I was already pregnant.


I moaned in pleasure. The feeling of having his fingers on my teat was almost too much to take. It was almost making me faint. The only thing keeping me awake was knowing that if I were to fall asleep again, I was probably not going to wake up in time to be at the restaurant.


"So much milk you have. I can feel it just by pressing and weighing your breasts," he said while fumbling and playing with them once more. More milk escaped my teats, this time soaking his white uniform. He pressed them more and more until milk dripped from his shirt and formed a small puddle of it on the floor.


Chapter 3: Not Human Anymore


I moaned, but a different sound came out of my mouth. It was something more akin to a moo than a normal moan from a woman. The transformation was still happening, it seemed.


The fire within me was only burning brighter with the passage of the seconds. The doctor was the dominating kind of man that was not going to allow me to have my way. No... it was going to be completely different. He was going to have his way with me.


"Time to be milked," he said, and as a response, I got on all fours on the floor. It was like instinct to me. I was not even thinking clearly about what was happening. Milked... milk... it was all clicking for me, as if I had done that many times before.


The doctor grabbed a bucket and put it just below my breasts, which were swaying a bit due to the excessive amount of milk they had. They were producing more still; some of the milk was oozing out of my teats and hitting the base of the bucket below me.


He grabbed another bucket, sat on it and placed his fingers on my huge teats. His hands pulled and pushed my breasts as my teats were worked on. Milk was gushed out into the bucket, and the sound they made as they hit the metal surface filled what was before a silent room.


To be milked like that was making me have all sort of wild fantasies. I could see myself allowing my boyfriend to do it to me before we went to sleep, though I could also see myself coming back to the hospital just to allow the doctor to milk me as many times as he wanted!


The doctor grabbed the bucket and put in front of me. "Holy shit, this is a lot of milk."


He smiled. It was a sly smile that I was never going to forget. Though I could not be sure about it, I imagined that he was happy for having turned another lady into a hucow.


The doctor stood in front of me after he put the bucket aside. His smell of sweat and musk was quite manly. I licked my lips as I considered what he was going to do. From deep within, something was becoming very apparent to me: he was finally going to show the full glory of his cock.


Once his hands worked on his belt and pants, taking them off and allowing them to fall onto the ground, I realized that he was not going to disappoint me. Before I could even blink, he was already taking off his speedo.


My eyes looked up. When I noticed his balls and shaft, I almost fainted. He was quite the well-endowed man! He was much bigger than my boyfriend, and also looked a lot more potent. Even from where I was, I could see that his balls were loaded with his semen.


"Suck it," he ordered. I found myself with no other option but to wrap my lips around his big man tool. He was so big that any man in the world would be envious of his length and girth. He should be quite proud of himself to have been born like that.


I bobbed up and down on him, not caring about any other thing. Still, I needed more of him, so with each passing second, I tried to put more inches of his dick inside my throat. I was deep throating him minutes after.


I was salivating over his veiny member. However, it seemed that Doctor Bradley wanted something else.


He eased his cock out of my hungry mouth without asking for permission. I felt betrayed and deceived, but once he walked over to stand behind me, I mooed. I knew that he was going to do the last test on me: that of guaranteeing that I was not just a hucow, but also a fertile one.


His hands played with my pussy, making me leak my orgasm. It dripped onto the floor, creating a puddle with it as his fingers worked me. I mooed, but it was not a normal moo; it was something resulting from the mixture of moo and moan. I didn't even care what was what, though; waves of pleasure were taking over me so much that I just wanted to be pounded and fertilized by him.


Doctor Bradley eventually eased his cock inside me, almost sending me into overdrive. That was just the beginning, so I controlled myself in anticipation for the best moment of that transformation.


The doctor began to pound me while his fingers monopolized my ass. I felt them exploring me, and also making sure that no inch of me was not going to be his. All the while, I mooed and moaned, or something in between. It was hard to keep track of what I was doing.


My eyes were closed. He was pounding me hard while his balls slapped against my oversized ass-cheeks. I was leaking my orgasm still, and my pussy was locked tight on his meaty member. I didn't know if he was going to like a creampie, but considering that I was going to meet my boyfriend later in the day, there was no way I was going to let him know that Doctor Bradley fucked me after the injections.


The doctor pounded me with fervor. I felt his cock burning hotter with the fast passage of the seconds. Something was coming up from within deep inside me. It was something that was waiting for that moment, and it was the same sort of thing that was going to electrify me so much that I was going to lose consciousness for a couple of seconds.


It was an orgasm, and the moment the doctor's cock began to throb wildly inside me, I knew that it was going to happen. My body rocked, and just like I suspected, I lost consciousness of my surroundings.


Doctor Bradley slid out of me. This time, I didn't feel betrayed. He had done what he promised, and now it was time for me to reward him.


I turned on the floor, lifted my legs so that they were over my head, and forced my pussy to let his cum come out of me. It flowed out like hot lava moving down a volcano's exterior surface.


I scooped it up with a finger and tasted his semen. So salty and tasty it was!


The doctor got on his knees and licked his semen from the floor. My eyes stared at him as he did so.


In light of everything that happened, I had only one thought in mind: "Well, I am definitely coming back here many more times."


The doctor's eyes found mine and he smiled.




Milked 2 - The Doctor's Little Doll


Chapter 1: Damn Him


"Damn that hubull," I said to myself while the silence of the bedroom was my only companion. Why did I have to venture myself with that hubull? I should have known he would be too much for me.


He was twice the size of any man I had met before. His cock was huge and veiny. My lips were barely capable of wrapping themselves around his bulbous cock-head. I guess I should have known I was too weak to resist him.


But those arms and hands... so virile and pure for me. They monopolized me so much that I felt my body weak. His smile was convincing and addictive. I could not stop looking at his face while he looked at me as if I was nothing more than his object of pleasure.


Damn, that hairbrush was feeling so good stuck deep inside my womb. Who could have guessed it was going to work so well at the absence of my twelve inches dildo? Sebastian took it away from me after saying that it was making me weak.


How did he dare to do such a thing? The more I thought about it, the more I reached the same conclusion: that hubull had me locked tight in his spell. His musky scent was the catalyst - the beginning - and ever since then, I haven't been able to think straight.


Even now, while I was pleasing myself in my hotel's bedroom, I could not stop thinking about Sebastian. He was a doctor a the local hospital, and everyone there seemed to love him.


Few knew about who he truly was. A hubull that didn't want to work at any Dairy Farm. "Makes more money this way," he said while we drank red wine at the restaurant.


It seemed to be working for him, though. I was far from the first hucow he had. His hands were so experienced and mature while he squeezed my udders. He drank so much of my milk that he left me dry. I was stupefied to learn that someone so confident as him existed.


I missed feeling his fingers buried deep in the skin of my udders. I missed feeling the burning sensation mixed with a pressing one as he drank more and more of my milk. There was something about breastfeeding a hubull that made my clit throb wildly.


More than anything, I missed his expert fingers working their way down my belly until they found my clit. Ever since I became a hucow, which was not long ago, my clitoris had become a bit bigger than when I was a normal human.


It needed and begged for some proper male hands. It had those back when Sebastian was the man of my life. Now, it felt abandoned while it begged for a proper replacement.


The only problem was that there was no proper replacement for a hubull of his size. His cock was easily sixteen inches long or more, and his girth was beyond my comprehension. I could not be satisfied with a normal man's dick anymore. My womb demanded something better.


Still, the hairbrush was doing wonders now. I was so lost in my thoughts that a large puddle of my orgasm was spread on the floor under the chair. I was feeling so pleased and happy that little did I care if someone from the building beside mine was watching me.


What if a normal man was doing that? Let him. It would not bother me. In fact, if he were to come, I would turn him into a hubull. That way, his dong would satisfy me a bit. I needed that so much.


What's more, I just needed to be pounded and manhandled. Sebastian carried me from the hospital to his apartment with little to no effort. His arms were muscular, heavy and always hungry for my butt-cheeks.


It had been a long time since someone of his stature presented himself to me. My pussy continued to orgasm for him even after I left. I didn't know if he was ever going to show up again, though I hoped to at least catch another glimpse of him.


When I got down on my knees to suck his big cock, I didn't Know what to do. His presence was so overwhelming that it left me thinking about the consequences of offering myself like that. What if he hurt me too much?


He certainly had the potential to not only do that, but also to leave me paralyzed for the rest of my life. However, the prospect of being rammed by his meaty big man tool was so intense that it lit a fire within me that was impossible to ignore.


For now, I could deal with the fire somewhat by plunging that hairbrush deep inside my womb, but it was not going to satisfy me forever, especially with me thinking about Sebastian all the time.


Damn him for taking away my only dildo. Damn him! I thought before moving the hairbrush in a bit more, and in the process, moaning while my eyes rolled inside my head. My toes were curling a lot.


The hairbrush was good, but not quite perfect. It would do for now, but once Sebastian was in sight once again, I would have no option but to open my legs for him. His mind was so dirty that he would be pounding me on the same instant. That... or he would tease me even more by letting me stroke his dick with just three of my fingers.


I remembered when I first got hold of his massive dong. So big that my hand could not wrap the thing fully. His girth was more than impressive, it was maddening. My heart skipped a beat the first time I landed my eyes on it as it stood soft between his legs.


Chapter 2: Show Me


The hairbrush was doing an amazing job, but I was already getting tired of it. I slowly took it off my pulsing pussy and placed it on the nightstand beside me. It was coated with my orgasm, which shined under the light of the moon.


I looked down onto the patio and found the swimming pool. Late that time of the night, there was nobody there. Other than my camisole, I was not wearing anything else. I really wanted to go there, but I also didn't want anybody to spot a semi-nude neighbor walking down the stairs. There was no way I was going to use the elevator.


I sighed and just convinced myself to go either way. Taking the stairs down would probably be fine, considering that nobody ever used them. I just needed the water in the pool to comfort and calm myself. My thoughts were still racing wildly while I thought about Sebastian.


He said he would come for me eventually, even though he had no idea where I even lived.


I teased him. That's what I did. I told him I didn't have a boyfriend, but the fact was that I did. I did have one until today, when he announced that the two of us needed some time. The poor man never could understand the hardships of being a hucow and how I needed to be milked for two hours in the morning in order not to feel horny all the time.


I didn't have the guts to meet Sebastian again, though my body desperately needed it. I was deep in trouble if he were to find me, because he would not contain himself for the second time. During our first meeting, he was taking each step carefully, but he was not the kind of guy to make the same mistake twice.


I walked down the stairs until I reached the patio down below. Luckily, nobody used the stairs when I walked down to the ground floor. There was a moment when someone was going to open the door on the third floor, but he immediately shut it back when a woman called for him.


I got into the swimming pool by using the ladder attached to it. The water was warm and comforting. It was already calming my mind and making me think I was going to be able to sleep once I got back to my bedroom.


But then, when I reopened my eyes, I saw a huge figure behind the windows on the ground floor. At first I thought it was nothing, but when I blank and saw that the figure was not there anymore, I panicked.


I glanced from side to side, trying to find where the huge figure was. It then surprised me not only to have found out that it had gone elsewhere, but also that it was outside of the building.


It was a man, and he was one of the hugest ones. I squinted my eyes as I tried to find out who it was. My heart skipped a beat when a familiar silhouette began to take shape.


Even under the darkness which covered most of his body, there was no doubt that the huge figure was Sebastian. He had found me.


I thought I was going to do better this time, but the truth was that I was paralyzed. I was in shock to have become the prey of that hubull once again. As if acting as some kind of protection mechanism, milk began to escape from my teats and taint the water of the pool.


Sebastian took a step forward, and instead of swimming back, I did the opposite. His presence was pulling me toward him. My clit was throbbing violently while indecent images of his fingers playing with it surfaced in my mind.


He didn't say anything. Sebastian merely continued to step toward me. His body was becoming huger as the light shined with more intensity over his body, revealing features that I knew all too well.


I glanced at his crotch. Other than his shorts, he was not wearing anything. It seemed that the two of us had about the same thoughts before going to the patio.


Something was under his shorts, though. Something huge, almost indescribable. Something so big - and still growing - that it defied any logic. Something that made my mouth dry.


It was his cock. His huge, immense and massive hubull dong.


The thought of it still growing, despite its massive size, made me almost faint in the pool. My heart skipped more beats, and for a moment, I thought I was going to have a stroke.


Sebastian continued to approach me. All the while, I continued to be pulled by his aura. He then made a slow movement that caught my attention. His hand was sliding over his perfectly defined abs before moving down to sneak inside his shorts.


Sebastian knew what he was doing. He was stroking his cock, making me feel even more mesmerized. It was not just milk flowing out of me, it was my orgasm was well. Someone was going to have to change the water in the swimming pool the next day.


My eyes traced the movement of his hand as it went up and down on his massive dong. I licked my lips, hoping against my will that he would take me from the swimming pool with his massive arms and carry me to my bed.


Chapter 3: No Escape


There was no escape. Sebastian continued to move forward as the light from the patio revealed more of his massive physique. Seconds were taking an eternity to pass, making me feel as if I was in some kind of bittersweet dream I could never escape from.


He was now standing just above me, his hand still stroking his massive dick. It was so massive that it was coming out of the shorts. He had a sly smile on his face. It was the smile of someone who knew he had all the power over his prey.


"Come out, Amicia. I am not going in there," he said.


Even though I was fighting not to do that, my body moved on its own to get off the swimming pool. It then continued until I was standing no more than two feet from him.


To see him like that was making me feel weak once again. I didn't want to, but my body was begging for me to get down on my knees. Resistance would be futile as what Sebastian wanted, Sebastian got. I knew that all too well.


With a slow push, Sebastian slid down his shorts, revealing his massive dong. It was so big and imposing that I took a step back.


It was leaking pre-cum like a broken faucet and creating a small puddle on the tiled floor by the swimming pool. His veins were popped out, and there was a big one that stood out from the rest.


"Kneel," he said, ordering not me, but for my body to obey his wishes.


One knee at a time, I knelt for him. He took three steps forward until his big cock was touching my closed lips.


My lips wanted to suck his mushroom cock-head, but they also feared what he would do if I did so without his permission.


"Suck me, hucow," he said, and my lips immediately wrapped themselves around his bulbous, wet cock-head.


It was so wide that I had to open the entirety of my mouth to envelop it. It hurt doing so, but once it was within me, I felt complete. My racing thoughts calmed down, as did my heart.


With care and overflowing desire, I bobbed up and down on him, or at least as much as I could. His hardness was so oversized that I could not get more than a couple of inches in before being overwhelmed by the gagging.


"That a good hucow," he said before closing his eyes and moaning slightly.


So much meaty and hardness. I was still baffled that a hubull like him existed.


Not only was his cock massive and manly, but it was also smooth and tender. Sucking was more than doing so, it was worshiping it. It was something that every hucow in the world should do, but that few were ever going to have a chance. I was one of the lucky few.


My hands played with his balls. Each was like the size of grapefruits. So big and warm they were. As my fingers felt them, I realized they were laden with cum. There was so much of it that I was afraid of receiving all of his load in one go. Though I feared that, the thought of being his creamy milk dump fascinated me as well.


With a slow but decisive movement, he pushed my head away from his dong. It was eased out while my tongue looked for more of his delicious pre-cum.


"Open up," he said, and I laid down on the floor on the same instant.


Something was burning within me. I was in heat, which meant that not only did I need to be rammed, but also to be bred. The thought of his cum laden balls resurfaced in my mind, and I opened a smile. I was going to be bred quite well by such a potent hubull.


My orgasm was overflowing, creating another puddle on the floor. Not only would the employee have to change the water of the swimming pool, but he would also have to mop up the tiles.


His hands played with my clit. All the waiting had finally been worth it for the little one. Waves of pleasure propagated through my body as he rubbed and rubbed my engorged clitoris.


Then, with a quick and decisive movement, he pulled me closer to him and rammed his shaft deep inside my womb. I was widened and ravaged by the size of his hardness as it broke down every obstacle in my tunnel.


If before my orgasm was overflowing, it was now coming out like a river. Sebastian began to pound in and out with very little difficulty as his shaft was coated with my wetness. My pussy walls eventually contracted themselves around his big man tool, creating a cocoon that would never release its grasp until he bred me.


"Fuck me, Sebastian! Make me your cum dump!" I begged. The words felt difficult, though powerful to pronounce.


While keeping his tight grip on my legs, Sebastian was more than pistoning in and out, he was ramming me with force. My body constantly slid forward and backward on the tiled floor while his hardness monopolized my womb.


Breathing had become difficult. My body was wet still, and it was impossible to know if most of it was the water from the pool or my own sweat. My thoughts were calm, but my sensory nerves were overwhelmed by the myriad of sensations coming from our sex.


I moaned and moaned, as did Sebastian, though my moans were a lot louder. Neither of us cared if the residents were going to see us. Let them find out how a hucow and a hubull breed.


The fire within me began to burn brighter. I was reaching faster and faster my orgasm. The feeling of rising pressure continued to reach stratospheric levels. Everything around me seemed to have been engulfed by the darkness as my body lost sense of everything unimportant.


"Breed me!" I ordered, though I knew Sebastian was only going to do what he wanted.


His cock exploded. It began to shoot rope after rope of hot cum deep inside my womb. I opened a smile as I thought about carrying his calf inside my belly.


His cum was so hot that it hurt me. It was burning every surface it covered, and there was so much of it that it did not take long to spread over every cell of my tunnel.


My orgasm mixed with his creamy milk. Some of it leaked from the connection of my pussy with his massive dong.


Sebastian, then, eased out. I thought I was going to feel betrayed, but as he walked away, I felt only comfort knowing that he would always be with me through his calf.



  
Milked 3 - The Colony's Plaything


Chapter 1: A Solution


"Well, it seems that we have run out of milk," Alonzo said while glaring at the equipment. A screen was flashing while it showed that zero percent was the volume of our milk reservoirs.


That was a problem. Without the milk, nobody in the colony would survive for long. It was not the absence of milk that would kill us per see, but rather that people would become increasingly angrier without their daily intake of lactose.


"That means we have only one option," Gary said while looking at me.


I knew what he meant. I knew what he wanted. The fucker wanted to turn me into one of those hucow things. He wanted to milk me so that the colony would have enough of it to survive.


I didn't want to be part of that. I didn't want to be treated like a damn beast that needed to be fed and taken care of daily.


"Oh no, you don't mean that! I am not going to be turned into one of those... things!"


I remembered the first time I heard about the hucows. A friend of mine showed me the picture of one on his cellphone. I saw a woman on all fours with breasts and ass so big that walking was a challenge.


I loved my body. I had taken good care of it to make sure I was fit without being too skinny. I just didn't want to lose my perfectly sized breasts for a pair that would be so big I would never be able to walk straight again.


"Come on, Alice. You know what it takes to live here. Sacrifices must be made. You know what will happen if you don't become a hucow."


I remembered the video they showed during the introduction to the program. A colony was devastated by its own citizens because they ran out of milk. The scenes were scary. I could not look at the screen during the ending.


"Fine, guys. I guess that you are right. We don't have many of us in this colony, but I know what it takes to live here."


"That's my hucow!" Gary said, but then he quickly covered his mouth. I had not even taken the injections and he was already cheering. I sighed; that guy was so childish.


"Well, then let's go to the hospital. You should take the injections as soon as possible. We need to make sure there will be money for everyone tomorrow."


We crossed many corridors in our way there. While we were walking down a hallway, I asked, "Are you two even sure one hucow is gonna be enough for everyone here?"


"Of course. One hucow can produce as much milk as a whole herd of the original species."


"Great. Also, how come all the milk ran out like that? What really happened there?"


"I... well, that might be a bit difficult to explain," Gary said, blushing.


"You didn't drink all the milk, did you?" Alonzo asked while furrowing his eyebrows.


"No, of course not!" Said Gary agitatedly, throwing his arms around.


Well, so that was it. Gary must have drunk all the milk. Damn that man.


I wished I could be so mad at him to the point of punching his face with all my strength, but the fact that I fancied him prevented me from being more than a bit annoyed. He was childish sometimes, but his looks more than made up for it. Also, I could not ask much of an intern.


Alonzo was way more mature than his friend, and also older. He was about my age, and was so strong that everybody requested his help all the time. It was not uncommon to find him lifting and lowering huge crates.


Gary was the IT guy. The poor man spent hours in front of screens, typing stuff that I was never going to understand. His work was important to keep the colony working, so I didn't mind having his hands stuck on a keyboard. I just wished he would share them with my pussy sometimes.


Chapter 2: The Transformation


I got into the hospital room. "Guys, give me some privacy for me to take my clothes off."


"Okay, but that won't matter much when you become a hucow," Gary said, much to my annoyance.


"Yes, but for the time being, I want to enjoy my privacy while I still have it," I said, and then the two of them turned around until their backs were facing me.


I took off my clothes, all the while not blinking to make sure neither of them was going to break on their promise.


"You can look at me now," I said.


It was a silly thing what I made them do, but it was more because I wanted to find out if I still had some control over them. Gary and Alonzo did fancy me - I knew that much - and they have had always been looking for ways to be alone with me, though I had always avoided giving in to their demands.


Plus, I just didn't want them looking at me while I was undressing.


"Well, this has surely been pointless," Gary said after turning around and uncovering his eyes. Alonzo followed suit, but he didn't make any comments.


When their eyes landed on me, I felt their bodies becoming like a rock. They were petrified. Alonzo and Gary could not even blink, and they also didn't know which part of my body to admire the most.


I noticed, though, that they spent a lot of time salivating for my clit. I resisted by not allowing lust to take control of me. I just didn't want the two of them to find out I had a soft spot for the men they were.


"You are... beautiful," Alonzo said, finally breaking free from his trance.


"Thanks."


"Wow! If only I could touch those boobs," Gary said, still so taken by his loss of reality that I was sure that Alonzo was going to have to punch him in the face.


"Yeah yeah. Guys, let's just get on with this before I change my mind," I said and then laid down on the bed.


"On it," Gary said, but it was Alonzo who grabbed the syringe and a bottle from one of the cabinets.


"This might hurt a bit," he said after walking over to me.


I shook my head. "I have been through much worse."


He filled the syringe with the substance from the bottle and then pierced each of my breasts with it. As he did that, I noticed that his eyes often darted to where my pussy was. I had not shaved since a couple of weeks, so I assumed that he liked his women hairy.


He did the same to each of my butt-cheeks after I turned slightly on the bed. When he was done, my breasts and ass were already burning. What's more: I was also feeling a bit sleepy.


"Since this is going to wake a while. I better wait until I have become a hucow."


"Great. Gary and I will leave you alone. We will be outside waiting for you."


"Thanks," I said before closing my eyes.


Chapter 3: Shared


I slept like a rock. After I woke up, I got off the bed and looked down. My body was completely changed. My breasts were so big that they could be called udders. My ass was so huge that no chair was going to let me sit on it like a normal human being.


I tried to walk, but my body felt thrice as heavy. The video was not kidding when it talked about the changes in the weight of a woman's body.


I was going to need some help from Alonzo and Gary to take me to The Barn. I did my best to reach the door and then knocked on it with force, trying to make as much noise as possible.


Alonzo showed up behind the glass seconds after, and Gary followed him from behind.


I took a couple of steps back and waited for them to come in. The moment their eyes landed on me, they were petrified once again. It was like they had seen a ghost. I wanted to laugh; their faces were just so dumb-looking!


"Wow, Alice. You have really changed..." Gary said.


I thought he would be looking at my oversized breasts, but he was actually staring at something else. When I looked down to find out what it was, I found something that almost made me gasp.


It was my clit. It was so big and engorged that it was sticking out of my pussy. I didn't know the substance was going to affect that as well.


My clitoris' appearance changed in more ways than its size; it was red like a tomato. I had never seen it like that.


Something else seemed to have changed within me as well. I fancied Alonzo and Gary, but now they seemed more handsome than ever before. I wanted to get on all fours for them, and then open my legs so that their cocks could ram me. Either that, or I wanted to kneel and suck their dicks.


I was salivating so much that I didn't notice my saliva dripping from the sides of my mouth. Both Alonzo and Gary looked so hot!


"Ahhh, Alice, you are salivating. I think we need to get you to the barn."


"Yes, the barn. Please, take me there. I can't walk properly right now."


Gary grabbed a wheelchair and placed it in front of me. It seemed to have been made for fat people, which meant that it was perfect for the new size of my ass. However, my breasts remained an annoyance as they rested on top of my legs while I was taken to the barn.


When I got in there, I was quickly taken to one of the cubicles. Alonzo and Gary joined forces to carry me using their big and decisive arms. I moaned, or maybe I mooed; I didn't know what sound came out of my mouth. To feel their arms enveloping me like that took me over to the moon.


I was placed on the floor and did my best to stay so that my udders were not touching it. There were haystacks and some farm things in the barn, though the walls and the floor were made of plastic and metal.


"I think we need to test some things here first," Alonzo said before grabbing a bucket and putting it below my breasts.


His hands quickly found teats. They worked fast as milk was gushed out of my teats. I mooed, such was the delight and the intensity of the waves of pleasure I was feeling from each pull. His hands were so decisive and manly! I wished he would never stop milking me.


Gary got in behind me. In other circumstances, I would have been annoyed by that, but this time, I wanted him to be there. I wanted his eyes to find my moisty and hungry pussy. I was leaking so much of my orgasm that a puddle of it must have been formed already on the floor.


Alonzo grabbed the bucket from below me and lifted it up. "Gary, I think that this is more than enough for tomorrow! She still has even more milk in her udders!"


"And now her ass is so round and big that I could it a rump," Gary said from behind me.


I could barely think straight about what was happening. I just wanted to have Alonzo's virile hands milking me more. Why did he have to stop when I was about to have the best orgasm of my life? My body was seconds from rocking like an earthquake.


Alonzo placed the bucket with my milk outside of the cubicle. He and Gary stared me. Were the two of them going to do something to me? I just hoped that they were finally going to bring their cocks out and let me suck them!


"Gary, I am feeling so horny right now," he said, pampering his bulge. Gary followed suit.


I could not see their faces, but I felt the air around me change. It was getting denser and hotter, as if someone had turned off the climatization system.


"Alonzo, I think we will finally be able to break Alice."


"Indeed," he said before massaging my back. I mooed.


For the first time ever, I was ready to open my legs for them. I never thought it would happen. I was fine pretending I didn't like them when, in fact, some nights I fingered myself while thinking about their packages.


Alonzo's hands continued to feel me. He explored my back and rump, as did Gary. The two of them were making me moo so much that I thought I was never going to be able to talk again.


My body was feeling so heavy. As the seconds passed, I felt my udders becoming heavier. It was probably the milk. My body was most likely producing more of it.


My clit was going wild. I didn't know if Gary noticed it at first, but then he squatted and flicked my clitoris with his fingers. They were young and tender. I didn't want him to stop doing that; it was making me feel so much pleasure that I could barely stop my eyes from rolling into my head.


There were no more words to be said. Each of them knew what they needed to do.


One thing I remembered about the video was that a hucow needed to be bred to produce more milk. I had two healthy males with potent seeds to do just that to me. I so desired to have their thicks shafts ramming into me, and from the look of things, it seemed that they were moments from doing that to me.


Both Gary and Alonzo lowered their pants and briefs. I was rewarded by their immediate musky scent that made me lick my lips. It was impossible to see what their cocks were like - though it was not deterring me from opening my pussy even more for them.


Alonzo stepped to stand in front of me, which caught me by surprise. I thought he was going to ram me with his big shaft. What was he thinking?


The moment he stepped forward and presented his veiny member for me, all the worries washed away from my mind. My lips wrapped themselves around his bulbous cock-head on the same instant. He wanted me to give him a blowjob and worship his already slightly throbbing dick.


And that I did. I bobbed up and down on him. My tongue flicked and traced the curvature of his mushroom cock-head. So big and delicious it was. I was drooling so much that another puddle of sex was forming on the floor.


Gary got on his knees. His hands grabbed my rump. His fingers pressed deep into my skin. I moaned. And then, he used his hands to feel and play with my pussy. Every touch of his fingers on my lower lips forced me to moo despite my mouth being occupied with Alonzo's shaft.


Gary aimed his big member and then thrust in. I expected it happen, but little did that help me. I still felt incredible pain as his slab of meat broke through each of my barriers as if I was a virgin.


He was pistoning in and out soon after. My pussy contracted around his shaft until it locked tight with it. We had become one, and I was not going to let him withdraw his dick until he bred me.


My mouth continued to worship Alonzo's cock. It was throbbing still and leaking his delicious pre-cum. I swallowed as much of it as I could; it was impossible to know if the growing puddle below my head was just made of my saliva.


The air in the room had become denser and even warmer than before. My lungs were fighting to breathe. My heart was struggling to continue pumping blood. A fire was burning brighter in me as the seconds took forever to pass.


Gary moaned loud all of a sudden. His immense dick began to throb violently seconds after. I felt rope after rope of his thick fluid painting and covering every inch of my womb. His cock was so hot that I didn't want to let go of it just yet.


Alonzo followed suit. His cock exploded. He was filling my mouth with his hot, creamy cum. He had so much of it in him that I had difficulty swallowing everything. As he shared his potent seeds with me, I didn't blink. Everything was happening with so much intensity and fast that I didn't want to miss any second.


Gary and Alonzo continued to fill me with their seeds. While Alonzo was not going to breed me this time, the two of them could change places during their next visit. I so wanted to carry both of their calves with me. It would make me feel the happiest hucow in the world.


Gary eased out of me. I noticed he was panting; he sat on the floor and rested his back on the wall. Though I could not see them, I was sure that his eyes were probably half-closed. It was a pity because I wanted the man to come forward and present his semihard erection for me to lick.


Alonzo slid out of me. I noticed that his cock was covered with his cum and my saliva, so I stuck my tongue out to lick it clean. It felt so delicious to feel his veiny slab of meat that the orgasm that was building within me was finally released. My body shook like an earthquake. I mooed.


Alonzo and Gary, then, put on their pants and walked out. When I heard the door of the barn being closed, I hoped for nothing more than a round two with them.


And I was going to have more rounds with them alright. They came day after day, always with their erections already hard like a rock. What's more: the rest of the colony also learned about the insatiable hucow that was me and came to the barn multiple times a day.


I was living the happiest life a hucow could hope for.



  
Milked 4 - Fertile and Ready,

Bimbos Play a Harem


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't 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 cock-head.


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 cock-head 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.




Milked 6 - Devouring her Parts


Synopsis


Candice is due to her first milking. She is innocent and desperate when she lays down for the man of the house. Ken promises to help her in whatever way he can, but he knows that he can't resist his urges forever. The flesh is weak when the two of them is all alone with nobody to interfere...


"Milked 6" is a short tale of hucows, milking, and one naive young lady about to be fully drained.





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 bed-sheets. 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.
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