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    “My tunnel was beginning to feel sore, as were my teats and udders. It just all felt so good. It didn’t take long for me to lose sense of everything that was not important. Once he had achieved his desired rhythm, nothing else mattered other than the feeling of overflowing pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Yes, yes, yes! Please keep fucking me! You are doing this so well. Please don’t stop when we still have so much to share.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Milked and Exploited 1 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    One Night Away From Everything 
 
      
 
    To be away from everything now… it was making me realize just how much I was missing nature this whole time. The smell of the grass, the wind scraping my body, and coolness of the trees were not things I could find elsewhere. 
 
      
 
    My horse strode forward, with no care in the world. The breeze just made everything better. I felt so good to be there. I didn’t think I would need anything else for the time being. 
 
      
 
    But then, the horse was spooked. I felt its back being arched, trying to free itself from me. What or who caused that? I didn’t know. I just felt my body going to the floor until it hit it with force. Before I could even ask for help, the whole world around me had become pitch black. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Morning,” I heard the voice of a man say when I opened my eyes for the first time since the incident. He was standing beside me on the bed, drinking what appeared to be coffee. 
 
      
 
    He the look on his face was that of someone who was used to have strange women appear in his property. When I was riding there with my horse, I didn’t think I was actually on a land that was owned by someone. There were so many trees there that it looked nothing more than a forest. 
 
      
 
    “Morning,” I said, lifting my head. I placed my hand on my forehead. God, it hurt quite a bit. 
 
      
 
    “Woowwww there, young cowgirl. Just lay down for the time being. You will feel better in a couple of minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “Ahhhh! It really hurts. Don’t you some medicine for headache that I can take?” 
 
      
 
    The rancher hesitated a bit, and then said, “I do have one, but I am not sure you will like it.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t care about that. I just need something to make me feel better. I don’t care about the consequences.” 
 
      
 
    He was going to take another sip of his coffee, but then stopped. I got the vibe that he was not liking my attitude. It was unwise and uncommon for a guest to have such a tone toward the person that just offered help. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Look, I am sorry for the kind of tone I have brought up here. It was not my intention. I just need something to make me feel better.” 
 
      
 
    “No… it’s fine. I am going to get the medicine. You just wait here,” he said before smiling. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t think much about his smile. I was just happy that he was not mad at me and trying to shove me out of his house. His bed was good. I liked it, maybe even too much. I needed to leave that place and return to what I was doing before he rescued me. 
 
      
 
    “Here it is,” he said, showing me the glass that he was carrying. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed it and drank all of its content. I didn’t mind that the taste was slightly sour. It was just medicine. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, but I really feel my head heavy now. I am going to sleep for a little longer now. Is that okay with you?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. I will tend to the farm until you are… ready.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, just don’t watch me like you have been doing until now.” 
 
      
 
    “You have my word.” 
 
      
 
    Even though he said that, I didn’t quite believe him. His eyes flashed before I closed mine. They looked… quite devilish. I was not worried about it because he could have done all the wrong things to me already. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When I woke up, I felt heavier than usual, as if something about me had changed all of a sudden. I didn’t think much about it because I assumed that it was just the drugs’ effects on my body. I had heard similar stories before. 
 
      
 
    But when my hands found my breasts, I was spooked. They were huge now all of sudden, as if someone had done an enlargement operation on them during my sleep. If that rancher had done something like that to me, all I knew was that he was going to pay the moment I found him. 
 
      
 
    My hands worked fast after I sat on the bed and took off the blanket. My eyes landed on my breasts. They were so big now that they threatened to rip my shirt off. My nipples looked huge as well. 
 
      
 
    I thought I had become pregnant all of a sudden. That would just be impossible. I didn’t have sex for a very long time, even though that didn’t bother me because I was deadset on becoming an independent woman that just didn’t need a man. 
 
      
 
    It was not just my breasts that looked huger than they were before I went to sleep, my ass and hips had changed also. They looked bigger and fuller. It baffled me the sort of change I had gone through, and how fast it happened. 
 
      
 
    Something else had changed too. It was my clit. It had become bigger, just like my breasts and ass. It was engorged and burning. It just wanted to be played with. It just wanted to be pleased. 
 
      
 
    I got off the bed and tried walking to the first door I found. When I got out, I noticed the rancher working at the barn. He was carrying some haystacks, and he didn’t have his shirt on. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Some Explanations 
 
      
 
    If it weren’t for the fact that I wanted to kill him now, I would have found him quite hot. But I knew that he had given me something he should not. It was in the glass he made me drink from. He told me that it was just medicine for the headache. Lie. I still had the headache. 
 
      
 
    Walking was nothing short of difficult. I was not used to the increased weight of my body. I had to be very careful with each step I took. One false step and I would be rolling my way to the barn. That was one thing I didn’t want to do. The rancher would have all the reason in the world to laugh at me. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Look at me! What have you done?! I look horrible now.” 
 
      
 
    The rancher stopped putting the haystack on the floor and walked over to me. 
 
      
 
    His eyes analyzed me from top to bottom. I noticed that he was not surprised by what he was seeing. Did he expect that to happen? It was the only explanation. I was not going to accept any kind of excuse he had for me. 
 
      
 
    “I see. You are becoming a hucow.” 
 
      
 
    “A what?” 
 
      
 
    “A hucow. I could explain it to you, but it’s better if I just showed it to you.” 
 
      
 
    He grabbed my hand and took me to the other side of the barn. When we reached there, I almost fainted. Women from different age groups were lined up in their own stalls, all eating grass or drinking water. They were as naked as when they were born. None paid attention to us. 
 
      
 
    “See? This is what a hucow is: a woman that produces wonderful milk.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” I asked, but somehow, his words were making sense to me. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you want to spend some time here with them? I am sure you will enjoy your new friends.” 
 
      
 
    I wanted to protest, but I was feeling my body weak. I didn’t have that hunger to put him in his place anymore. His words were making me feel that he was right about everything that was happening. 
 
      
 
    He guided me to one of the stalls. “Just lay down here for the time being. I am going to initiate you.” 
 
      
 
    Once again, I wanted to say that I wanted nothing of that, but he was such a handsome and commanding farmer. I didn’t have any hunger or courage to step up for myself. Everything I felt before had suddenly disappeared from me. The only thing left was to let him do whatever he wanted to me. 
 
      
 
    “You are gonna be fine,” he said after closing the gate of the stall. 
 
      
 
    His hands worked fast as he took off my clothes. I just let him do it. No rejections and attempts to avoid that were coming from me. I became infatuated with him. His voice was just so deep and sexy. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t think I would ever feel something like that for another man, but there was I being stripped naked by that rancher. 
 
      
 
    I was fully naked now. There was a recipient with fresh grass for me to eat. I was hungry. My head just followed the scent of the grass, and I opened my mouth. Before I knew it, I was chewing it and filling my stomach with it. 
 
      
 
    “There there. That’s a good hucow. All hungry and ready for her rancher,” he said with that same Southern accent. His words melt my heart. 
 
      
 
    I fell more and more into the world of nothingness. The void in my mind made me feel happy. His hand and commanding attitude made me feel safe. I didn’t want to leave that place for the time being, and maybe even live there until my death. 
 
      
 
    “Time for me to check if you can produce some good milk for sale,” he said before grabbing a bucket and putting it under me. 
 
      
 
    The grass was good, but my mouth was dry. I needed some water. It was so convenient that another recipient made of wood was just beside me, and it had water. I opened my mouth and drank as much of it as I could. The rancher’s hand caressed my ass and back. He was getting acquainted with me. 
 
      
 
    When he talked about the hucows and I noticed them in their stalls, I thought he was being crazy about the whole thing. But being one now and making milk for him made me feel pretty happy, as if that was what I had been looking my whole life. 
 
      
 
    “This should be fine. You are fine,” he said before grabbing my engorged nipples and forcing milk to come out of them. 
 
      
 
    Just like that, milk was flowing into the bucket. His hands worked fast. He had done that many times before; each time he pulled, he applied enough strength to drain the milk without hurting me. 
 
      
 
    I sound escaped my mouth. I thought I had moaned, but it was nothing like that. Maybe something more like a moo? I could only guess. My mind seemed to have been transported to another place. I thought I was not in his barn anymore, even though his hands made sure to tell me that I had not moved at all. 
 
      
 
    My clit was throbbing. I had never experienced anything quite like it before. The rancher was so good at what he was doing. The only problem was that he needed his two hands to work on my nipples. I really needed him to divert his attention to my needy clit. 
 
      
 
    I found a small bump on the floor. It was going to have to be good enough. I lowered my hips and began to rub my lower parts on it until I found the right spot. Ah, this is soooo good! I rubbed it there stronger and faster this time. My clit was enjoying it. Ripples of pleasure traveled through my whole body. 
 
      
 
    “Little hucow here requires some attention, isn’t she? Don’t worry about that. I will be dealing with you in a bit.” 
 
      
 
    He grabbed the bucket and put it aside. Then, he put one of my nipples inside his mouth and pulled it. Milk was gushed out straight into his throat. He licked his lips and said, “Hmmm. Tasty. Might even have the potential to be one of the best milk on my farm.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t know what he meant about all that. What I cared about, right now, was to feel his hands on me. The bump the ground was good, but I needed something else. I needed his hands taking care of me. I had let him do what he wanted of me, and now was his time to satisfy me. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    The New Hucow 
 
      
 
    “We should have some hot and private time between us. I do this every time a new hucow joins the others.” 
 
      
 
    His hands caressed my body. He rested his head on the side of my torso. “Hmmm hmmm hmm,” he began to sing with his eyes closed. “You are so warm and inviting.” 
 
      
 
    As he felt me, I continued to rub my clit on the small bump of the floor. It was good, but I really, really needed something else. The rancher was so into what he was doing that I was afraid he was not going to do what I needed. 
 
      
 
    I panicked. My body shook. I whined. A moo of protest escaped my mouth. His eyes opened, and he looked alert. His hand caressed me once again, and he said. “Don’t worry about this. I am going to make sure that you feel alright.” 
 
      
 
    His hand found my clit. Finally, it was happening. He used just one finger to rub it. It already felt so good. I thought I was going to cum right then and there. The lust, the libido, was almost too much for me to bear. My toes curled. 
 
      
 
    “This is just the beginning, my little one. There will be much more to come,” he said while rubbing me more and more. Sometimes, he did it slowly, as if trying to make sure I was not feeling too much pleasure. He didn’t want me to faint, after all. Other times, he rubbed it voraciously. How he did it, it didn’t matter to me. I just wanted his finger to continue being where it was. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to say something, but that felt impossible. My mind was just not working as it should be. My lust and immense pleasure for what was happening were also not helping. His devilish smile only made me want me him to never stop - not even for a second - what he was doing. 
 
      
 
    “I take all the pleasure from this. I really like making my hucows all submissive. You are just one of many, but don’t worry, I will make you feel special.” 
 
      
 
    I mooed. It didn’t come out as some sort of protest. It was a moo of pleasure, and that I was willing to accept whatever he had in mind for me. I needed that moment - that hour of the day - to progress to something even more intimate. 
 
      
 
    “For now, this will do. Plus, I am a bit tired of all this. I want something else.” 
 
      
 
    He lowered his head, adjusted his body on the floor and licked my pussy lips. I moaned and mooed. This time, he was hitting the right spot and the regions I felt most insecure. Those parts of mine, they always felt so much pleasure when at the mercy of a man like him. And that rancher was just the kind of guy I needed to drain some of the lust I was feeling. 
 
      
 
    His tongue was needy and hungry. It explored every inch of mine, oftentimes making me moo out of pleasure. I wanted to say something. I wanted to tell him that he was doing the right thing. I wanted to incentivize him to continue licking me, but none of those things were necessary when my body was shaking the way it was. The rancher knew he was doing everything right. 
 
      
 
    But he had gotten enough of that as well. He needed more, much more. It was time for the marking. He was gonna make sure that I was forever going to be his hucow, and no one else’s. 
 
      
 
    There was only one way to do that. One way that I could not help but think about. 
 
      
 
    His big man tool was finally ready, though its owner was still dressed. It was time for him to reveal to the delight of my eyes what he had in there. I wanted to see what his clothes were covering. I deserved that much for being a good hucow with a hungry mouth for the feeding of grass that he gave for me. 
 
      
 
    “I am going to enjoy this,” he said, and I didn’t doubt him. Up until now, he had been enjoying that maybe even a bit too much. As a hucow, I was supposed to be below a human. He was going into a prohibited territory, but he had been there before. He was an experienced man. 
 
      
 
    His hands worked slowly as he took off his shirt. He was sweaty, and his sweat worked well to delineate his curves. They were revealed to me slowly, teasing my eyes. I licked my lips. I stopped rubbing my clit on the bump because I didn’t want to share my attention with anything else. 
 
      
 
    His chest… it was like nothing I had seen before. He was so built. He was so toned. My mouth found itself dry. I was dry to finally explore that body of his, and make it mine, if he so allowed me. 
 
      
 
    He took off his pants, and then said, “Don’t worry, I am going to be gentle.” 
 
      
 
    I was far from a woman who didn’t have experience with what was going on. I had been on the receiving end of a manhood too many times to count. His was not going to be the first dong to penetrate me. However, he still made me feel like an immature young woman who had never been in that situation. 
 
      
 
    He knelt behind me and guided his veiny cock in. Little by little, it filled me. He didn’t have any sort of hardship doing that. I was moist for him even before I had found him in the barn. Ever since he made me drink the medicine, I was aroused for a good humping. 
 
      
 
    His cock slid in and out slowly. I mooed and moaned. He was so thick. He filled me completely with his massive man tool. It was already leaking his pre-cum, and also wetting me even more. My toes curled once again. 
 
      
 
    I mooed. My moans only served to make him want to pound me more. Breathing was difficult, but I still mooed and did whatever I could to make the big farmer hungrier for me. And hungrier he got. That was quite apparent, given the way his fingers just continued to be buried deeper into the skin of my body. 
 
      
 
    My moos were constant, and they were always just a reflection of how much pleasure I was feeling. The rancher knew that very well. He was using that to his advantage. I was nothing more than a tool for him to play with. 
 
      
 
    His pace increased, making me think that soon I was going to faint. Keeping myself from losing sense of reality was hard. The more he pounded me and the more his balls slapped against my buttcheeks, the more I wanted I more of him. 
 
      
 
    Before then, I was all defiant, thinking that I had the upper hand with the man. It could not be any farther from the truth. The big, confident rancher knew what he had in his barn. I was his hucow to be fucked. I was his plaything until he wanted to discard me. 
 
      
 
    He pounded me more and more, more often than not never leaving some precious seconds for me to breathe. Why would he do that when I was clearly below what he was? I was not a human anymore. My hourglass body shape was a testament to that. My role was to be fucked, bred and make tasty milk for his business. 
 
      
 
    Gosh, his cock felt delicious inside me. I just prayed that it was never going out of me. If it were up to me, he would be in there all the time. If it depended just on me, he would be pounding my abused ass all the time. 
 
      
 
    It was then that I considered making calves for him. And calves? Where did that term even come from? Such a weird thing to think about. I just wanted to carry his seeds within my womb and then raise them for him. 
 
      
 
    My body was his. The moment he saved and took care of me was the moment that I was never going to be the same Beverly. 
 
      
 
    When his cock exploded, filling me with his seeds, I mooed. The most potent and loudest moo escaped my mouth, reverberating all over the barn and beyond. Even the nature outside of the barn was spooked by the sound of my moo. 
 
      
 
    He continued to pound me even as his cock throbbed. The rancher was a potent man that didn’t tire because of one single fuck. No… he was going to need to have sex again. I just hoped that it was going to be with me, even though my insides were already feeling sore. 
 
      
 
    He pulled out. His cum dripped from the entrance of my womb. It created a nice, creamy puddle on the ground. A sly smile spread across his face. His cock was still rock-hard, and his balls, heavy with their cum. 
 
      
 
    “I am going to need more,” he said before stepping out. 
 
      
 
    I mooed. An annoyed moo reverberated the walls of the barn. I didn’t want to share him with the other hucows. All I wanted was for that man to plant his big cock inside me once again. 
 
      
 
    But I felt so tired now to protest. I was better to just sleep and pray to have his dong deep inside me as soon as I woke up. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Milked and Exploited 2 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The Master 
 
      
 
    He was my Master, but actually, I thought of him as being more than that. I didn’t know if he had the same feelings for me. Frankly, that didn’t even matter to me much. We were in an awkward situation. 
 
      
 
    He was supposed to take care of me. He was supposed to make sure I was fed. Problem was, I wanted more from him than that. I just didn't know if he was willing to do more than just showing up there. 
 
      
 
    Billy opened the door of the barn. His masculine and virile figure filled my field of vision. He was just so dreamy. I did everything for him just for the opportunity of seeing him every day. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t work out the way I was hoping for, though. He turned me into something I never heard of before. My body changed in ways that defied science. I didn’t know such medication existed. 
 
      
 
    My ass changed, and now he called it the ‘rump,’ because it was too big to be classified as the first. The same happened with my udders, which now reached all the way down to my belly button. 
 
      
 
    Given the extra weight, it was even impossible for me to stand up and walk. Whenever I had to move, Billy would get his cart and then put me on it, or carry me in his arms for short distances. It was kind of crazy, but I loved when his arms enveloped me. Those wore moments I craved for. 
 
      
 
    “How is my little darling doing today?” He asked after stopping in front of the stall.  
 
      
 
    His hands were on his waist, and he was smoking a big cigar. He always liked that one. He looked like a proper cowboy, even though he didn’t go out much with his horse, thanks to all the trouble that he got by turning me into his hucow. 
 
      
 
    I mooed. I couldn't form sentences and pronounce words. His medicine did more to me than what I thought it would. I was a hucow through and through. I had been one for quite some time now. Billy had been training me for quite a while as well. 
 
      
 
    “Good one. I really like when my hucow is all submissive and ready,” he said while caressing my hair. 
 
      
 
    I hoped, more than anything, that he would finally reward me with his big cock. I knew it was there, just waiting for me. He had a wife and all that, but nothing would stop his mind if he were to discover the wonders I could do with his man tool. He would always be coming back for me. 
 
      
 
    I mooed once again, all in a vain attempt to let him know I was ready. 
 
      
 
    “I came here because I have a request for you.” 
 
      
 
    My body trembled. The last time he talked like that, he tied me up to ropes that hung from the ceiling and then used a flogger to hit me multiple times. He was into punishment and pleasure, but I was not. I didn't' want to be put through the same kind of thing for another time. 
 
      
 
    "Now now, I am not going to do that thing to you. The BDSM stuff is off-limits for the time being. My wife likes it more than I do, anyway." 
 
      
 
    I sighed in relief. I thought that for sure he would be castigating me more for now reason. Why would he do that again when I never once acted like a defiant little fool? 
 
      
 
    His face neared mine. His eyes penetrated my soul. “I want you to invite someone very special for you here. I want to turn her into a hucow as well. You would like to have a friend to keep you company, right?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded energetically. I knew who he meant. Lisa, an old school friend of mine. We continued talking even after graduation. When I was turned into a hucow, I stopped speaking with her. She was probably worried about my whereabouts. 
 
      
 
    “I know that you can’t talk right now, but I am going to give you something very special to fix that. Is that okay?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Billy was being all caring and sensitive to me, but I knew that was not his usual persona. He liked being rough with me when he didn’t have to ask for anything. The man was capable of doing anything to get what he wanted. 
 
      
 
    “Perfect. I have the syringe with me right now. It’s the big one for big hucows like you. It’s the same one I used when I made you progress into what you are right now.” 
 
      
 
    I remembered that syringe. The size of it spooked me, but if it was going to make me capable of speaking again, then I was not going to object. 
 
      
 
    His eyes flashed brightly. Billy was so happy to have someone so obedient like me. 
 
    "Don't cry," he said while piecing the skin of my rump with his syringe. I felt the cool liquid traveling the veins, and then, moments after, I felt capable of talking. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Inviting Her Here 
 
      
 
    “I… can… talk again!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, but don’t abuse it. I will give you another injection once you finished your end of the bargain.” 
 
      
 
    He grabbed the phone and asked. “What is her phone number?” 
 
      
 
    I gave it to him, and then he put the phone on my ear. “Lisa, can you hear me?” 
 
      
 
    "Oh my! Amicia? I didn't think I would ever talk to you again. Where are you?" 
 
      
 
    I gave her the address of the ranch. She would soon be there. She didn't live too far from the place. 
 
      
 
    Hours after, she showed up. Sweat covered her face. When she saw me naked in the stall, her eyes bulged. Poor little thing never before saw a woman naked, and now, she was seeing a hucow to boot. 
 
      
 
    Before she could say anything, Billy came in from behind her and knocked her down cold. I didn't feel anything about that. The little favor for him was done. Now, it was his turn. He would have to give me what I wished for. 
 
      
 
    He carried Lisa to the other side of the barn and said, “That was perfect, Amicia. I didn’t think it would work this well. When she wakes up, I will ease her mind and convince her into her new life. She will become the companion you have been wishing for.” 
 
      
 
    I wiggled my butt like a good pet. He would have to show me his big cock. He would have to let me have some fun with his semen-laden balls. 
 
      
 
    “You really want this, don’t you?” He asked while his hands caressed his bulge. Even though he was merely standing up, it was still very noticeable. I could only guess what the size of his big rod was. Ten inches? Eleven? Twelve? I didn’t know, but I was soon going to find out. 
 
      
 
    “I think we should start with something less intensive, just to take care of our heats,” he said before sliding down his jeans pants. His underwear, however, stayed where it was, hiding the package I treasured the most. 
 
      
 
    “I am so, so ready for this.” 
 
      
 
    “I know that you are, but I feel better when you don’t talk. Excuse me while I produce another syringe for you.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t protest. I would do anything for a chance of having his big cock inside my mouth. 
 
      
 
    He came with the syringe full of a different liquid and then gave me another injection. As the liquid traveled through my body, I felt my ability to speak diminishing until it was completely inhibited. 
 
      
 
    “Here we go. Oh my, I can’t wait to fuck this bitch today. Mary would be so pissed if she found out about this, but as long as she doesn’t come sooner than expected from the city, she won’t even guess what is going to happen today.” 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips once again. It was going to happen. I could hardly contain myself. I wiggled my rump once again in anticipation for his big dick. 
 
      
 
    He lowered his underwear, revealing his throbbing member for me. I could hardly believe that he was already that hard. 
 
      
 
    His cock was a monster. It had veins all around it, and they were all so prominent. Of all of them, he had a thick and long one that traced his manhood from the tip of his head to its base, where his ballsack was. That one stood out from the rest so much that I found it difficult not to pay attention to it. 
 
      
 
    He approached me. It was finally going to happen. I opened my mouth in anticipation for his rooster. Little by little, it filled my mouth, and then my throat as well. It was a good thing that I was a hucow as, otherwise, I would never be able to take all of his inches inside me so easily. 
 
      
 
    My lust was uncontainable. It kept on rising and making its presence more and more known. Like a fire within me that just refused to go away. It grew increasingly more with the passage of the seconds. 
 
      
 
    Billy thrust forward and backward, rubbing his cock against my lips. The smile on his face melted my heart. He was enjoying that as much as me. And to think that all I had to do was to fool a friend of mine into becoming a hucow. I should have done that a lot sooner. 
 
      
 
    His dick grew inside my mouth. It was so big now that it was forcing me to stretch my lips even more. My mouth began to feel sore, but I was not going to stop sucking and suckling his big man tool. I had waited far too long to stop at the first obstacle. 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes and let my other senses dictate what I was feeling. I heard his cock rubbing against my lips, his mouth letting out soft grunts with each of his thrusts and his balls slapping against my chin. Everything was making me just so horny. 
 
      
 
    I was getting so horny that I thought I would turn feral soon. My vagina began to leak my orgasm onto the floor. I heard each drop dripping while a small line of the liquid formed on my inner thigh. 
 
      
 
    His hand caressed my hair. “What a slut you are. This is what I came here for today. And to think I had this wonderful hucow all this time so ready for my cowboy tool. I should have come here before.” 
 
      
 
    His compliment made me feel so happy. I was overjoyed. He had just confirmed to me that I was a good cocksucker, which meant that he would be back there with his hard dick for another session of suckling! 
 
      
 
    “You do me so good,” he said. His eyes were closed. His body was relaxed. His cock was so tense. I continued sucking and licking his big man tool while my hands played with his massive balls. His ballsack felt so good at the delicate touch of my hands. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    The Thing We Can’t Miss 
 
      
 
    "Alright, this is good enough for a warm-up. I came here to milk you as well," he said before grabbing me and then taking me to a raised bed in the middle of the barn. 
 
      
 
    The bed… it was everything I needed. It would make me even more excited for his hardness. I would be producing so much milk there that Billy would have trouble having enough gallons for it. 
 
      
 
    Oh yes, fuck me. Please, fuck me in here and then milk me. Or just do both things at the same time, I thought to myself. 
 
      
 
    He looked just so ready for that. His big man tool looked so needy to fuck me. Just the thought of him doing that was already making my whole body burn. 
 
      
 
    When he positioned me on the bed, my clit immediately looked for the bump it had. That bump was so magical and perfect to make a hucow like me milk more and more. 
 
      
 
    I rubbed my flower on it, making sure that my clit was the one receiving the most pleasure. I mooed and my eyes threatened to close. That was just so good. I didn't want to get off there until my vagina was feeling sore. It would take a long time before that happened, which was perfect. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, just look at this horny slut. Aren’t you the obedient one? Didn’t think you would be so willing to be fucked today,” he said before walking to the back of the bed and lining up his big man tool to my waiting flower. 
 
      
 
    Yes, please pound me. Please fuck me with your big rod. I want to feel it just entering me and then making my tunnel feel sore. You are everything I need to feel immense pleasure. 
 
      
 
    He turned on the machine. The suction cups immediately attached themselves to my udders before pulling and pushing them. I felt my milk being squirted into the plastic. My eyes noticed them traveling the tubes before starting to fill the gallons. 
 
      
 
    “You like this, don’t you? You like being fucked while being milked, right? Your milk just tastes so much better when you are feeling horny. You know what else makes it better? You carrying a calf of mine,” he told me before thrusting his big cock in. 
 
      
 
    He filled me. It was just amazing. I didn't think he would pull it off, but there he was, making sure that not one squared-inch of the surface of my tunnel was not in direct contact with his veiny member. 
 
      
 
    He just kept moving his hips forward and backward, breathing heavily as he did so. He was doing it with so much force that my body slightly slid along the bed. It was a good thing that his fingers were buried deep into the skin of my rump, as otherwise, I would already have fallen from there. 
 
      
 
    My milk continued to flow into the tubes and, then, into the gallons. My eyes contemplated their rapid flow while my ass was pounded by his massive manhood. Billy just kept going. He didn't care about the milking thing when his virility was being rewarded by the immense pleasure that my tight tunnel was providing to him. 
 
      
 
    I was receiving pleasure from both sides. Each pull from the cups made me feel hornier. I didn't even think I could feel even more lust. It was just too bad that another man was not going to come to fill my mouth with his big man tool. I just wished he had a friend willing to take care of his hucow. 
 
      
 
    Billy, however, was more than what I needed. His cock just grew inside me even more, all the while salivating my tunnel with his pre-cum. That was not needed to keep me all wet and ready for more of his hardness, though; my own orgasm was already leaking out. Our combined sex liquids were making the whole thing so effortless and pleasing. 
 
      
 
    It was difficult not to moan and moo when his massive dick just kept going in and out, not once stopping to allow its owner to catch to breathe. Billy just didn’t need that sort of thing. He was a natural. He was born to fuck hucows with generous rumps. I wondered if he was more caring with his wife. There was no way a normal woman would withstand his throbbing virility inside her for too long! 
 
      
 
    My tunnel was beginning to feel sore, as were my teats and udders. It just all felt so good. It didn’t take long for me to lose sense of everything that was not important. Once he had achieved his desired rhythm, nothing else mattered other than the feeling of overflowing pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Yes, yes, yes! Please keep fucking me! You are doing this so well. Please don’t stop when we still have so much to share. 
 
      
 
    It was with sadness that I remembered that he didn't want me to speak anymore. I so wanted to speak words that would make him happier and hungrier for my tunnel. My moos, however, seemed to be working as good replacements for them, though; his eyes were fierce and his fingers were buried even deeper into the skin of my rump. He was enjoying that as much as I was. 
 
      
 
    I felt my orgasm rising and growing. It started off like nothing, but now it was reaching the point of no return. Once it destroyed the last barrier, my body would rock and shake so much that Billy would have to hold me tighter not to let me fall from the raised bed. 
 
      
 
    His manhood was going through the same process. I felt it twitching and shaking slightly. His balls, when they slapped against my butt, were burning hot like fresh lava coming from the mouth of a volcano. He was getting there. It would not be too long before he was filling me with his fertile seeds. 
 
      
 
    And then, he exploded inside me. I let one long, hard moo escape my mouth. My body rocked at the same time. His seeds filled me up, and he didn’t stop ramming me. His hips continued to move forward and backward, with little to no care from Billy that he was already done with me. 
 
      
 
    My orgasm flowed out, covering and wetting the surface of his veiny cock even more. The smell of sex filled my lungs, forcing me to lick my lips. I so wanted to have a taste of them before being finished for that milking session, but I doubt he still had more of them. 
 
      
 
    He eased his cock out. I felt lonely and that something was missing. I didn’t want him to do that right now. I just wished him to continue ramming me with all his might until I just could not take it anymore. It was just too bad that he needed to get some rest. 
 
      
 
    He slapped my rump and then said, “I am going to do the same to your dear friend. I will fuck the two of you at the same time pretty soon. You just wait patiently for when the time for that comes.” 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips when he walked out. The machine continued to squirt more of my milk out. I didn’t know when he would be back to turn Lisa into a hucow, but I hoped that it would be soon. 
 
      
 
    For now, though, I could just cherish the pleasure that was being milked inside the barn that reeked of sex.


 
   
  
 

 Milked and Exploited 3 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    On the Island 
 
      
 
    There they were, the savages. People who didn’t know that a whole different world existed beyond the island. I was surprised that that community existed during the age of satellites. They ought to have discovered that place already. Could it be that someone very powerful was keeping them hidden from the eyes of the general public? 
 
      
 
    I sighed. How come I had such luck with me? It was supposed to be impossible that such a storm could destroy my ship, but it did, and now I was stuck with those men. 
 
      
 
    And, they were all men. How come they could live like that? How did they reproduce? Those were questions I was never going to get answers to. Those savages didn’t speak English, and I didn’t have a clue what kind of language they spoke. 
 
      
 
    One thing was certain about them, though: they were built. Their bodies were like massive war tanks walking on two legs. If they were all gay and fucked each other every night, I would not blame them for finding their friends hot. 
 
      
 
    Ahhhh, where was all of that going to lead to? They made me drink something I had never drunk before. Some kind of liquid mixture that they were very insistent on making me drink. I took it after some insistence from their part. They were so overjoyed when I took the first sip from the wooden goblet. 
 
      
 
    And then, changes started happening to my body. Strange changes that made me regret my decision. My breasts were becoming bigger, as was my ass. I could feel my clothes being stretched out wide. If my body didn’t stop changing soon, they soon would be ripped to shreds. 
 
      
 
    Two men came inside the dark cave, both of them with fierce eyes and no intention of changing their minds. They muttered something I could not understand, and then picked me up from the ground. 
 
      
 
    They had tied my hands and ankled with vines. They really didn’t want me to escape from that place. I was not really a prisoner more than I was something they revered. 
 
      
 
    They put me in the middle of a circle of more savages. They were on their knees, all singing some kind of song. They were really into what was happening. They were singing and making all sorts of movements with their arms. 
 
      
 
    Minutes passed after I was placed in the middle of the circle. My body continued changing. My breasts and ass didn’t stop getting bigger. Bigger and bigger until… the material of the clothes gave in, revealing to the delight of everyone the thing they treasured the most. 
 
      
 
    I picked up something from the words they were muttering, “Hucow! Hucow! Hucow!” again and again. What is even a hucow? 
 
      
 
    Then, someone from the group - a huge man with a ‘don’t fuck me attitude’ - came forward, and picked me up from the ground. How many more times were people going to make it so I could not walk on my own? 
 
      
 
    Perhaps, it was for the better, considering that I felt lazy and in no shape to walk. I was tired. I just needed to sleep. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Milk-Making Machine 
 
      
 
    As he took me somewhere high up in the mountain, I checked my body. Everything seemed to have changed so much. My breasts went all the way down to my belly button. His arms disappeared between the skin of my ass, such was the amount of body fat that I had there now. While I could not be sure about it, if I were to stand up now, I was sure I looked like a lady with an hourglass body shape. 
 
      
 
    The huge man with no name put me on a mechanism with two openings in the front. He guided each of my breasts into them, and then stepped away. “Hey, what is even happening here?” I asked, but got no response, as usual. 
 
      
 
    The old, rustic structure made of stone started making some noises. Things attached themselves to my breasts. Everything was so dark that I couldn't make out what they were, if that was even possible. The huge man muttered something else. 
 
      
 
    Those things began pulling and pushing my nipples and breasts, forcing… MILK to come out of them! How was that even possible? It should not be happening. I didn’t have any milk with me, or so I thought. 
 
      
 
    They continued doing their thing. The man behind me muttered about other things, and this time, I understood more or less what he meant. He didn’t want me to try getting off the mechanism. If I did so, he would be putting me back there at the same instant. 
 
      
 
    While I worried more about being milked, something was picked up by my eyes. It was my skin color. It was becoming whiter. Some black spots were showing up around it as well. What in the world was even happening? 
 
      
 
    After some minutes, I felt my breasts and nipples sore. A huge roar that came from the outside was picked up by my ears. Something strange was happening down there, or they were just happy that something went well for them. Whatever was the case, I was not comfortable with it. 
 
      
 
    The huge man picked me up from the ground, and then carried me somewhere else. This time, we were followed by a group of even huger man. I didn’t think those existed, but as we walked, my eyes noticed something frightening: their cocks were erect and throbbing. 
 
      
 
    He carried me to another cave in their mountain. This one had a huge main chamber where any noise was amplified. If they were going to do to me what I thought they had in mind, then we would have lots of fun. 
 
      
 
    While I was frightened to be there, I also could not control my feelings for them. My lower parts felt so itchy for their big and hard cocks. And, they looked so ready to pound my unused vagina. It had been such a long time since someone rammed me with all their might. 
 
      
 
    They put me on the ground, with no pleasantries involved. Oh yeah, that was happening alright. They were in the process of fucking me with their uncut, savage cocks. My pussy was already drooling at the thought of having sex with them, not that I would be doing much other than being on the ground with my legs spread apart for them. 
 
      
 
    One of them cut the vines off my ankles and wrists, finally letting me move my limbs a bit. 
 
      
 
    When I set sail, the least I expected was to be fucked by a group of natives who ‘rescued’ me, but here I was, about to be abused by them. It was not just my vagina drooling, but my mouth as well. Would they fill it with their massive slabs of meat? I could only hope so, but as time passed, I became more and more sure that that was about to happen. 
 
      
 
    I got on all fours, and then just opened my mouth. I could not speak something they would comprehend, so I had to rely on actions to get the message across. Two of them stepped forward, and then filled my mouth with their massive savage man tools. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Once a Slut... 
 
      
 
    I felt each of their dicks just sliding in, occupying the space that was rightfully theirs. God, I was such a slut. Their cocks felt so different from everything I had tasted. They were so raw and hungry for my moisty mouth. So hungry to be serviced by the woman they worshiped. 
 
      
 
    Their hips began to move forward and backward, fucking my mouth with their throbbing rods. It was so dark inside the cave that the only things I could notice were their silhouettes. 
 
      
 
    They were stretching me so good. My mouth was already feeling sore, thanks to their girth and how much my mouth had to be widened to let them occupy me. They moaned and grunted at the time. I salivated their cocks as they fucked my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Then, two of them walked and stood behind me. They grabbed my ass with their massive hands and plunged deep inside me. I moaned at the same instant. Their dicks stretched my womb with their might, making me feel pleasure like never before. 
 
      
 
    I was being pleased at both ends, and that appeared to be more than just a simple fuck. Those savages were investing everything they had at that moment. Was it some kind of ritual? I expected so. Maybe some ritual to fuck me deep and true until they blew all their load inside me. 
 
      
 
    But then, I didn’t think I would become pregnant. I felt my belly a bit funny, hot even, but I didn’t think I would be fertilized by their seeds. That would be… less than ideal. 
 
      
 
    There were four cocks inside me, all filling and rimming the two of my holes. I found it difficult to focus on their four, veiny members at the same time, so I decided to feel their members one at a time. The ones that weren’t receiving attention from their slut grunted as if to complain, but I didn’t pay attention to them. They had to understand I had my limits. 
 
      
 
    Our bodies were making the chamber change. It didn’t have any particular smell before their massive slabs of meat were fucking me, but now, the whole place reeked of sex and sweat. Even though I was not doing much other than being on the receiving end of all of that, I was the one sweating the most. 
 
      
 
    Both of them had the same amount of power and intensity. It was thanks to that that I remained where I was, not moving one inch along the ground as their members rammed my holes. 
 
      
 
    I was feeling so sore at both ends, but there was still so much more to happen. They were fucking me so good, and I still had so much energy for more. 
 
      
 
    And then, the two at the front slid their members out. Their lips moved as they grunted once again, this time appearing to be annoyed by something. I didn’t have a clue about what they were so pissed about, considering I was doing my best with my lips and tongue to please their manhoods. 
 
      
 
    Each of them got under me, and then grabbed my breasts. Their hands began to feel them, analyze and explore the skin. Their hands were so rough. Those were the hands from savages that spent the whole day hunting and fighting against other degenerates. 
 
      
 
    It was crazy that they were sharing me like that. Those people used to be very protective of their property, which I now was. 
 
      
 
    Their mouths eventually found my nipples, forcing me to arch my back as an immense wave of pleasure ran through it. The others behind me continued to fuck my ass as if nothing had changed. They had so much power and energy. 
 
      
 
    The two under me began to drink my milk as well. I was surprised to still have it after being milked by the mechanism on the wall. Their mouths looked hungry as they made sure to pull and push my nipples. 
 
      
 
    I moaned. I was feeling so much pleasure from that. It was maddening. I could feel myself losing grip on reality, and just slowly transitioning into something ethereal. 
 
      
 
    One of them found my clit, and then rubbed it like a maniac, forcing me to buckle my hips. I didn’t know those savages knew that much about sex and how to please a woman. It became very clear to me that those were experienced men. 
 
      
 
    I felt myself losing more and more my grip on reality, eventually reaching a point where the only things I felt were their bodies dominating mine. Their mouths, as they drank my milk, and their cocks, as they eat my ass raw, were pretty evident, but everything else felt like a lost mess. 
 
      
 
    However, all good things have to come to an end. When the two savages from under me stood up, and the others slid their members out, I knew that they were on the verge of finishing things up. I moaned as a way to protest against that, but their eyes looked only with disdain at me. 
 
      
 
    They surrounded me now, all of them with their massive cocks in their hands. They stroked them until they released their loads all over me, not even waiting for me to get in the right position to swallow their seeds. 
 
      
 
    Their man-milk covered most of my body, making it feel stick, but also so warm. They grunted loud as their whopping dongs continued to shoot their loads all over me. I was forced to close my eyes, and I felt only pleasure from having those men feel so horny for my naked body. 
 
      
 
    It was such a shame that all the obscenities I said could not be comprehended by them. I was sure that, otherwise, they would be shooting even more delicious dense milk for my delight. 
 
      
 
    What surprised me the most was having just found that they didn’t come there to make me pregnant. Not that I thought it would be possible, but it felt like the most suitable end to what was certainly some kind of weird ritual. 
 
      
 
    And then, they walked out, naked as when they were born, and with their cocks already becoming soft. Such beasts they were. It was such a shame that everything was over. God, I was such a slut. 
 
      
 
    What I didn’t know was why they stopped fucking me and just headed elsewhere, leaving me all alone inside the cave. What they were they going to do? Did that mean I could finally leave the island? 
 
      
 
    Seconds passed, and when I concluded that they were not coming back and that I could indeed leave that godforsaken island, someone appeared at the entrance of the cave. Someone that was huger than all the other men, both in terms of how tall he was and the size of his cock. My body trembled in fear. 
 
      
 
    “Have you come here to fuck me too?” I meekly asked, forgetting that he was not going to understand those words. 
 
      
 
    I thought I was doing alright up until then by basically making myself a slut for a bunch of savages, but that man... he made me change my mind quickly. There was no way he would manage to ram with all his might, was there? I was too small for him. 
 
      
 
    He walked toward me, and as he did that, my eyes paid attention to his massive cock and how it swung. His ballsack was just behind it, looking heavy and full of semen for me. 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips, finally understanding that that was the moment for me to become more than a normal woman. That man was going to turn me into his savage queen. 
 
      
 
    When he reached me, he grabbed my legs and lifted me from the ground. Then, he widened them and buried his face deep inside my pussy, making my toes curl. An immense, slutty pleasure ran through my body, forcing me to moan so loud that I felt the whole place shaking. 
 
      
 
    His tongue licked me, and as he did that, he wetted me even more. The semen from the other guys dripped onto the ground, forming a white-ish puddle that refused to go anywhere else. 
 
      
 
    He was doing me like the true savage that he was, making sure that I was having nothing but the most intense pleasure in the world. I had sex with rough men before, but that man was something else. He was raw and uncultured, which was perfect for me. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed his massive cock and then tilted my head to suck it. My tongue swirled and my lips contracted as I took his delicious cock in inch by inch. I was salivating so much that some of the saliva was escaping from the corners of my mouth. 
 
      
 
    I was sucking that massive beast while he held me upside down. I had more blood in my head, which made me feel a bit dizzy, but also increased pleasure from sucking his enormous slab of meat.  
 
      
 
    What was more impressive was that his cock kept on growing in length and girth, forcing my lips to stretch as wide as possible. I thought that the other savages had made my mouth sore, but that was nothing when compared to what that whopping dong was doing to me. 
 
      
 
    I did more than to suck his oversized cock, I worshipped it. I kissed his head, licked his shaft and took as many inches of him as I could. In the meantime, the savage with no name continued to eat my vagina with his tongue. 
 
      
 
    He took his face off my flower, revealing how coated with my orgasm he was. A long and loud moan escaped his mouth seconds before his dick exploded inside my mouth, forcing me to swallow his semen. I did so as the obedient thing of pleasure that I had become for him. 
 
      
 
    He put me on the ground gently. I noticed milk leaking from my nipples and creating a pool of its own. The savage walked out of the cave with a huge smile on his face. His steps were direct and confident. 
 
      
 
    I realized, then, that I was never going to get out of there.
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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The Ad 
 
      
 
    “Do you really want to make this call?” I asked my husband, with his eyes locked on the newspaper. We truly didn’t have another option. 
 
      
 
    “I mean… Yeah, I guess. I don’t see another option. We have tried having a child so many times already.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. He was right, but I was not okay with that. I mean, we didn’t have the money for a proper surrogate birth. That ad, though, promised the same result, but I didn’t know if the woman was truly legit. 
 
      
 
    “I really don’t like this. I mean, what if it is a scam?” 
 
      
 
    “Then, we will just walk away from it and call the police. If that woman is legit and her price is that one, then we have to take the plunge. I want so much to make this happen.” 
 
      
 
    “Right…” I said, looking down and accepting that he was not going to change his mind. I was not fertile. 
 
      
 
    “I am going to pick up the phone and call her. Once we get there, we will decide if she is legit or not.” 
 
      
 
    “Fine. Do it. We don’t have much to lose at this point.” 
 
    He nodded, grabbed the phone and made the call. I remained there, listening to their conversation. Once they were done and agreed on a time for us to go there, I looked with pleading eyes at him. 
 
      
 
    “She will meet us tomorrow at 2 PM. She sounded… legit enough.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    More Than a Payment 
 
      
 
    “I really hope you are right about this,” I said once we were out of the car. Her house looked quite old. People smoking and taking drugs littered the streets. I would never be there if the situation was different. 
 
      
 
    Jaime knocked on the door, which was then opened seconds after, revealing to me what was certainly not entirely human. A woman with an hourglass body shape showed up, and she was fully naked. Her breasts fell all the way to her belly button. Her hips and ass were so wide that she would never get through that door without turning her body sideways. 
 
      
 
    My husband looked petrified, just as much as me. Who was really that woman? 
 
      
 
    “Hello there, beautiful couple. You must be Jaime and Alice, right? Let’s get to business, then. I am going to serve you some coffee so that we can have a nice chat.” 
 
      
 
    She turned and walked to her kitchen. My eyes didn't know where to focus on. Her breasts were visible even with her back turned. Her asscheeks swung lazily while she walked. 
 
      
 
    “What is even going on here, Jaime? I thought we came here to discuss the surrogate birth, not… to meet a thing like her.” 
 
      
 
    “Shhhh! She should not hear us saying these things. Let’s just get along with it.” 
 
      
 
    We walked into the house, but I made sure to stay a couple of steps back. My stomach felt cold. Nothing about that place seemed right, especially that foul smell in the air. 
 
      
 
    The woman whose name was Tanya came back with a platter with three cups full of coffee. She put them on the coffee table and sat on the couch in front of us. My eyes could not stop looking at her breasts, and how they rested on top of her thighs. Her legs covered her cunt, but even then it was possible to see her pubic hair. She had quite a lot of that. When was the last time she shaved down there? Did she ever do that in her life? 
 
      
 
    “You live… quite a natural life here,” I said, my hands nervous as they grabbed and fumbled with one another. 
 
      
 
    "Oh yeah, as a hucow, it is imperative that I don't wear any clothes. You see, the stores don't have the right size for me." 
 
      
 
    “I am sorry, you said a hacow?” 
 
      
 
    “No, hucow. H-U-C-O-W. Ladies with certain… features, as you can notice.” 
 
      
 
    She giggled as if all of that was normal. What the fuck was even going on there? 
 
      
 
    I looked at Jaime, who still had petrified eyes. He could not blink. That woman occupied most of the two-seat couch, and she was not even spreading her legs out wide. 
 
      
 
    As if reading my mind, she immediately did just that, revealing to the shock of my eyes her swollen and wet pussy. The seat under her looked darker already. Was she having an orgasm all this time? 
 
      
 
    I turned my head to the side, and then discovered a trail of shiny liquid on the floor. It was slightly white. She was… indeed having an orgasm this whole time. 
 
      
 
    I gulped. Nothing of that could be real. 
 
      
 
    "So, when can we do this?" Jaime asked, as if ignoring that the woman was naked with her legs wide open in front of him. I didn't know if I should feel shocked or angry that he didn't decide to leave that place right away. 
 
      
 
    “We can do that now, sweetheart. It would be my pleasure to have such a strong man in my bed.” 
 
    
“What?” I asked, my stomach having turns. 
 
      
 
    "Didn't you read the fine print on the ad? Just like with the rest of my life, I do this all-natural. Jaime here will put his manly thing inside me, and then ejaculate. That is how I will be able to give birth." 
 
      
 
    Nothing of that could be for real. That woman - if she could even be called that - just told me that she wanted to have sex with my husband. Enough was enough. I needed to get out of there. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my husband’s hand and stood up. “What is up, honey? Do you want to leave already?” 
 
      
 
    “Are you fucking serious about this?! This thing just told us she wants to have sex with you. I am sorry, but I am not about to do something like that!” 
 
      
 
    Jamie stood up and placed his hands on my cheeks. "Honey, it's fine. It's not like I would be betraying you. Plus, once it's done, we can just forget that this hucaw exists." 
 
      
 
    “It’s hucow,” she said with a sly smile. 
 
      
 
    “No, I am not going to do this. Let’s leave this place at once.” I tugged his hand, but he refused to follow me. 
 
      
 
    “Look, it’s fine. You can go if you want to, but I will stay here because I really want to do this. You won’t even remember that this has happened once you have the little one in your arms.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the hucow, who still had her legs spread out wide on the couch, and then back at Jamie. His eyes pleaded for my understanding. I really wanted to have a baby, but... the hucow thing was not making it easy for me. 
 
      
 
    “Fine,” I said after realizing that he was not going to drop that, “Do it, but I have one condition.” 
 
      
 
    “What is it?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    “I will be watching what you two will be doing. I want to make sure that there won’t be any... love involved.” 
 
      
 
    The hucow spread her legs out wide even more, letting a blob of her white liquid fall onto the couch, much to my disgust. Her clit was exposed, and it seemed to be throbbing now. A soft moan escaped her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “I am so glad you finally understood what this means for me,” Jaime said before giving me a quick kiss. 
 
      
 
    The hucow stood up and said, “Follow me to the bedroom. There should be a chair for you to sit on there, Alice.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Her Way 
 
      
 
    Jaime and I followed her to her bedroom. Once we got there, the foul smell became intenser. The place reeked of something I could not quite put my finger on. 
 
      
 
    A small streak of… milk just trailed down one of her breasts when she turned. She really meant it when she stated that she was a hucow. 
 
      
 
    “Just clear things up, if I give birth to more than a calf- I am sorry, BABY, then you won’t have to pay any extra. It would be my treat.” 
 
      
 
    Jaime looked at me with a smile. I noticed his bulge growing as he realized that that thing was indeed on the verge of happening. I really was going to be watching him fucking a woman in front of me. 
 
      
 
    I sat on the chair, and kept adjusting myself. Tanya grabbed his hand and kissed it. “I am here to serve you. I want to make sure that you have the best service possible.” 
 
      
 
    “Just get on with this,” I said, “I am getting annoyed by this shit already.” 
 
      
 
    “Sweetheart, you are not even supposed to be here seeing this. Just be silent like a good wife and watch this.” 
 
      
 
    Jamie took off his shirt, revealing to the delight of Tanya his rounded pecs and washboard-like abs. She ran her hand along her chest, then traced his abs. Her eyes were intent as she did so. She was not doing that just for the money. 
 
      
 
    I kept adjusting myself on the chair. What was happening was beyond my control, but even then I found it hard to accept. 
 
      
 
    Jaime lowered his pants and took off his underwear, much the delight of my eyes. His cock was just so delicious. It was almost making me think that I should get on my knees right then and there, though I knew that would only make things worse for me. 
 
      
 
    Her clit was throbbing. Her pussy lips shined under the light of the sun that was coming from her windows. It was clear that she was excited about that. How could she not be when she was on the verge of being fucked by a man like Jaime? 
 
      
 
    She got on her knees. What was she doing? She was meant to be fucked by him, not to suck him off. That was off the deal! 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Stop that right now! You are supposed to be impregnated by him, not to swallow his semen!” 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I need to make him fully hard if he wants to make me pregnant. It’s the only way that this is going to happen. Jaime, do you prefer being sucked off by me or just jacking off to get hard?” 
 
      
 
    Jaime turned his head. His smile told me everything I knew. 
 
      
 
    “See? He wants this. Just remain silent for the time being. This won’t take long,” she said before widening her dirty mouth and easing his cock in. 
 
      
 
    Jaime began to fuck her mouth while she worked her lips around his cockhead. To watch them having sex like that was making me horny. My nipples were getting stiff. That was wrong. Too wrong for my liking, and yet, I could not stop that now. It was already too late. 
 
      
 
    She worked her lips around it, all the while moaning as well. The bitch was really enjoying that. I so wanted to tell her that she was a bitch, but then how would Jaime feel if she decided she didn’t want to be made pregnant by him anymore? It was wise to play by her rules… for now. 
 
      
 
    She bobbed up and down on him now. Her saliva shined bright under the light of the sun. His veins became more apparent. He moved his hips with greater pace this time, forcing her lips to become red. Jaime was more than fucking that hucow, he was enjoying receiving that blowjob. 
 
      
 
    My hand found my clit, but then I moved it away. It was not the right moment to finger myself. That moment was making me so horny. I would remember it for many months, I feared. I was going to remember it when masturbating myself. Jaime would never find out about that. He could never. 
 
      
 
    What was true was that she was a good cocksucker. Jaime was moaning. It usually took me a while to get to that point. His face had just become so red right now. I almost warned them about Jaime blowing his semen into the wrong hole, but with me feeling so horny, doing that just didn’t feel right. 
 
      
 
    I was caught by the heat of the moment. My hand eventually found my clit again, and this time, I didn’t refrain from fingering myself. Up and down it went, more and more, increasingly more, until a soft moan escaped my mouth. 
 
      
 
    My heart began to beat faster. The thought of the two of them finding out that I was enjoying that almost made me regret my decision. My hand moved away from my clit, but it didn’t stay far for long. The two of them were making me so horny. I made the worst decision of my life to come there. 
 
      
 
    But surprisingly, I was not about to admit that. My hand rubbed my clit even more, even through the material of the pants. That could not be of less importance to me. It was just making me feel so good. The fire within me just kept on burning brighter. 
 
      
 
    Tanya fucked him more and more, or rather, he fucked her mouth. Her lips were so red now. She was drooling so much. Her eyes were closed. His skin was red like hot lava. They were really into that. 
 
      
 
    I worried that they were going to finish it off at that moment, but then she stood up and brought Jaime onto her bed. She laid down on it with her legs wide open, her pussy glistening. She opened a wide smile. I had never seen him a smile like that before. His cock throbbed in need for her moist pussy. 
 
      
 
    His shaft looked so ready to fuck her tunnel. He wanted to violate her. His thoughts about making her pregnant were long gone. 
 
      
 
    He gripped her legs for support, and then lined his big rod to her tunnel. It was happening. I continued to fuck my clit even more. The material of the pants was annoying me, but there was nothing I could do about it. I was not going to take it off and let them know that I was enjoying that live porn too much. 
 
      
 
    Her breasts fell to her sides, but they were so big that they covered most of her belly still. Milk continued to leak from her nipples. How could she produce so much milk? It seemed that the more the sex went on, the more of it she produced. 
 
      
 
    Her clit was enormous. It was nothing like mine. There was a reason why Jaime was so into her, and I feared that his instincts had some involvement in that. His eyes could barely blink. He didn't know if he wanted to pay more attention to her vagina or her breasts. 
 
      
 
    And then, he pierced her. Like a lance being thrown by a professional. A moan escaped her mouth, but it was more than that. It felt altered, different. Her eyes rolled inside her head. Her cheeks were deep red. Sweat covered her forehead. 
 
      
 
    I continued to finger myself even more. I so wanted to take my pants and panties off. I was just so horny. Even containing my urge to moan was difficult. It was better not to do that… I could never let Tanya know about my incessant hunger. 
 
      
 
    He pounded her with all his might. There was no need to take it easy with someone like her. She was far from a virgin. She was used to being rammed by manly men. She needed that sort of thing. Her face was proof enough of those things. 
 
      
 
    She slid up and down on the bed. Her hands even gripped the side supports. Her eyes were inside her head still. Her toes had long curled. Her whole skin seemed to be having the most intense pleasure of her life. 
 
      
 
    Jaime’s cock was not visible anymore; only his balls could grace my eyes. He didn’t shave before going there. His pubic hair joined with hers, creating a dark region that only made my fire burn brighter. My finger rubbed my clit even more. I rubbed it harder and stronger this time, but it was just not enough to satisfy me. 
 
      
 
    My eyes looked down. I noticed a wet smear around my vagina, but I didn’t worry about that. Once Jaime was done with her, his last thoughts would be about me. He would probably just fall asleep in the car. 
 
      
 
    Her whole body was shaking. Jaime's was covered with his sweat. His cock was covered with her orgasm. His pre-cum continued to drip from her orifice and onto her bedsheets. The room reeked of the stench increasingly more. The foul smell was everywhere. It filled my lungs, making it impossible for me to breathe. 
 
      
 
    I felt so hot. Sweat covered my forehead and armpits. I was going to have to take a cold and long bath after coming home. 
 
      
 
    Tanya moaned loud. A piercing cry that shook the whole room, even making me stop fingering myself. Jaime tensed. His cock throbbed while he shot his load deep inside her. His body was deep red now. His eyes were intent on the hucow he had under him. His dick was buried so deep inside her stretched tunnel that, still, the only thing I could see was his ballsack. 
 
      
 
    He collapsed beside her. Milk continued to leak from her nipples. Both of them were panting. Tanya could barely blink. Her whole body was shaking still. She could not even move her fingers properly. She looked rigid. She was not going to get out of bed soon. 
 
      
 
    I stood up and walked to the side of the bed. Jaime was in no better condition, but I still dragged him from there and toward the car outside. I left the money on her nightstand, got inside the vehicle, turned on the engine and drove away from there. 
 
      
 
    I looked to the side. Jaime was fast asleep, just as I suspected. His head was resting on his shoulder. His mouth was drooling. 
 
      
 
    I caressed his head. My fingers ran through his hear. 
 
      
 
    You fucked her, but when you wake up, you will have to fuck me too.
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