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    “Ralph kept on thrusting forward and backward, making my udders slide on the bed at the same time. The suction devices kept on working and extracting the milk I had. When I looked at the gallons, I became a bit discouraged. There was just not enough there to make the boss happy. 
 
      
 
    But at least I could enjoy being seeded by Ralph. His cock was long and oh so hard. The thickness of it was also something that most hubulls didn't have. He was just so lucky to have been born with enormous hubull tools.”
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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Mary 
 
      
 
    Amanda sat on the other side of the table when I grabbed my cigarette and lit it. Her rump was gently positioned on the chair and her big and swollen udders were rested on the table's surface. She was a brunette with an incredibly curvy body that was perfect for reproduction. I so wished I was like her. 
 
      
 
    “Mary, it has been a while. Ready for that one last try?” She asked with a sly smile, as if she knew I was not going to make it work. 
 
      
 
    “Of course. What kind of hucow would I be if I weren’t ready to make sure I will keep my job?” 
 
      
 
    Someone then knocked on the door. Amanda turned her head to the side. I put out the cigarette and sighed. He really could not take his time, could he? 
 
      
 
    Amanda opened the same sly smile from before and said, “Well, Ralph is here. I am sure your experience will get you through this.” 
 
      
 
    She had always been my rival in our workplace, and I was always better than her. But now that I was old and could barely produce milk, she had the upper hand in our duels. 
 
      
 
    “You just wait for me when this is done and I can show you just how much milk I produced,” I said before standing up and sensing my udders rest on my torso. 
 
      
 
    “Best of luck with that,” Amanda said before opening the door and going out. 
 
      
 
    Behind the doorway stood Ralph, one of the most experienced hubulls of the hucow dairy farm. His balls and cock looked as gigantic as ever, thanks to all the injections he took. Back when he first came there, it was said that he barely needed the testosterone doses, though. He was the biggest hubull of the company, so maybe there was some truth to that rumor. 
 
      
 
    “Ready for reproduction today, Mary?” He asked while stepping in and placing his strong arm around my shoulders. My eyes found his engorged testicles and how they moved while he walked. Each ball seemed to be pulsing with sexual pleasure and all the veins were pumping blood wildly. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course. I just hope I will be able to produce enough milk to keep working here.” 
 
      
 
    Ralph stopped and put his hands on my arms before saying, “Wait? Is it really true you can’t produce milk like before?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, it is,” I said shrugging off the thought that it might be my last time having sex with a hubull like Ralph, “Let’s just get on with this.” 
 
      
 
    I laid belly down on the bed which I used to extract milk. It had some suction devices which connected to my udders, creating some very pleasing pressure. By far, it was one of the best things about the job I had, and a good reason to keep working there. 
 
      
 
    "Well, I will make sure that you are all fertilized and milky by the end of this," Ralph said before positioning himself behind me and caressing my rump with his big, rough hands. 
 
      
 
    I moaned when he squeezed my buttcheeks. I really loved being a hucow. There was just no way I was going to get fired. While I was old and past the time of retirement, I was still good enough to produce milk. That one good fuck with Ralph was going to prove that the company still needed an experienced hucow like me, I thought. 
 
      
 
    "What a very nice pair of manly hands you have," I cooed while he continued his massage. It was just so good. I didn't' wish him to stop that any time soon. 
 
      
 
    “There is a reason why every hucow in the building seeks me,” he said by slipping one finger between my engorged buttcheeks and looking for my clit, which he then rubbed and played with. 
 
      
 
    My big and milk laden udders let a small stream of the liquid escape when I moved them over the bed. Maybe there really was a chance I was going to make enough milk, I thought. 
 
      
 
    I connected the suction devices to my udders and turned on the machine. The suction devices began to work, making a soft sound of machinery. I could feel the milk flowing out of me and into the gallons beside the wall. 
 
      
 
    "Well, time to start fucking," Ralph said before aiming his big hubull cock and thrusting it inside me. Good thing I had a very long and wide canal of love as otherwise, he would have hurt me. 
 
      
 
    I was not tight like the younger hucows, but Ralph’s slow and heavy breathing told me he was enjoying it all quite a bit nonetheless. 
 
      
 
    “Not tight, but still good,” Ralph said, as if reading my mind. 
 
      
 
    Ralph kept on thrusting forward and backward, making my udders slide on the bed at the same time. The suction devices kept on working and extracting the milk I had. When I looked at the gallons, I became a bit discouraged. There was just not enough there to make the boss happy. 
 
      
 
    But at least I could enjoy being seeded by Ralph. His cock was long and oh so hard. The thickness of it was also something that most hubulls didn't have. He was just so lucky to have been born with enormous hubull tools. 
 
      
 
    "I'm going to cum," Ralph announced the moment his cock began to throb violently inside my moist pussy. 
 
      
 
    Ropes of cum began to fill me and make me feel extreme waves of pleasure. I could feel my udders being incentivized and energized to produce more milk. The whole point of being bred while I let the machine do its job on me was to increase the production of the prized liquid, and so far it seemed to be doing well at that. 
 
      
 
    Ralph slid his big hubull tool out of me and collided onto the couch, panting. I looked at the gallons of milk, but not even one of them was filled up. I guess this is it, then. 
 
      
 
    “So, how was it? Enough to keep you working here?” Ralph asked with his eyes closed. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head and said, “No… not enough.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Anthony 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the knife and cut the meat on the plate. A friend of mine, Fred, did the same. He was sitting beside his girlfriend whose name was Teodora. She was much older than he was, and old enough to be more than his girlfriend, but the two of them formed a cute couple nonetheless. I wished I could have a girlfriend as well. 
 
      
 
    “Say, Anthony, are you still looking for a job AND a girlfriend?” He asked after taking a bite from the piece of meat he cut. 
 
      
 
    I sighed and responded, “Yes, I am. Those apps have not been helpful to me.” 
 
      
 
    Fred smiled mockingly and said, “Well, haven’t you tried one of those hucows? I heard their value isn’t high nowadays because of all the controversy. Maybe it’s what a man like you needs.” 
 
      
 
    “Hucows? You gotta be kidding me. Those women are mistreated by everyone. I don’t want to be part of the controversy.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, maybe you will change your mind very soon. One of them just came inside and is looking for a table,” he said while pointing behind me with his fork. 
 
      
 
    I turned around on the chair and looked at what he was pointing at. Behind me was a woman in her late thirties, big breasts that seemed to be too heavy for her shirt to hold, and a wide and generous butt that probably required three chairs so that she could sit. 
 
      
 
    It was the first time I was seeing a hucow in person, and I was dumbfounded. The size of her breasts and butt was something anyone could find within a crazy science fiction story. I knew they were supposed to be big, but I had no idea they were THAT big. 
 
      
 
    “She is really big, isn’t she?” Fred asked, but not without a deserving slap from his girlfriend. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about, Fred?” She questioned angrily. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, love. It won’t happen again,” he said before kissing her. Teodora resumed her lunch. 
 
      
 
    I sighed again and said, “Okay, but nothing of this solves my problem. I still need a job.” 
 
      
 
    Fred pointed his finger upward as if to say he just had a great idea and announced, “I know what might really fix your life. Take a look at this job posting.” 
 
      
 
    He grabbed his phone and held it in front of me. There was a job posting for a ‘hubull’ at the local hucow dairy farm. The place was located a couple of blocks from the restaurant, so if I wanted to go there, I certainly could. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I finished my lunch with Fred and his girlfriend before begrudgingly accepting to ask about the job he mentioned. Work as a hubull? I had heard some rumors about that, but knew very little about it. Whatever it was, it surely was related to how the hucows produced milk. 
 
      
 
    I walked inside the building and stopped at the front desk, which had a hucow with generous breasts behind it. 
 
      
 
    “I am here about the job posting-” 
 
      
 
    “For a hubull? Awesome. I think you might be just what you need,” she said while looking at me from bottom to top. 
 
      
 
    I waited on the couch at the other side of the room before the same hucow from the restaurant showed up. This time, she was fully naked and not at all uncomfortable. Her big breasts full of milk seemed to hypnotize me, and I found myself with difficulty to look in her eyes. Her butt was big and round enough to be a problem when walking through most doorways. How did she manage to live like that? 
 
      
 
    “So, you are the hubull candidate? Follow me. I will take you to a tour of the building and tell you about the process where we will make a hubull out of you.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem,” I said while getting up from the couch and following her through the hallway. The place seemed to have hucows of many types and ages, and all seemed happy to be there, except for an old one who was crying at one corner. She piqued my interest, but I had little time to wonder about why she was like that. 
 
      
 
    "Lay belly up on the bed, Anthony. I will give you some injections. They will turn you into a perfect hubull for our hucows," she said before opening a cabinet and grabbing a syringe and a bottle full of liquid. 
 
      
 
    "Wait, what the fuck is happening here?" I questioned after finally realizing the weight of my decision to come there. But before she could answer me I felt the needle piercing my ballsack and injecting the content of the bottle. 
 
      
 
    "This testosterone will turn you into a hubull, and it will make you big enough to breed the hucows who work here. It's part of the job," she said before tossing the syringe into a trash bin and closing the bottle. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The naked hucow with breasts big enough to suffocate me was not lying. When I woke up and touched my balls, both were so big that my hands felt incredibly small. And my cock grew in size as well. It was so thick and long that no normal underwear would hold it. 
 
      
 
    When I tried getting out of the bed and walking, I found the size of my package uncomfortable. But it also made me feel manlier and more capable of pounding a woman’s ass. Maybe this is what I need to finally have a girlfriend. 
 
      
 
    The naked hucow from before walked inside the room and said, “Rest a bit, young hubull. You will have an important task very soon. You will need to make an old hucow produce enough milk to justify her position in the company.” 
 
      
 
    Before I could inquire about what was truly happening, she closed the door and left me alone with my thoughts. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    One Last Try 
 
      
 
    While I was crying and hoping that the company would not fire me, the door opened, revealing a naked hubull. 
 
      
 
    Surprised to see him there instead of someone coming to fire me, I hurried to meet him. The big and young hubull looked me from bottom to top. His eyes stopped at my udders, as if he had never seen something similar from up close before. 
 
      
 
    “Your breasts… they look so big,” he said while his hand reached for one of them. His small fingers squeezed the soft and smooth skin of my udder, sending a wave of pleasure through my whole body. 
 
      
 
    “They are not breasts. They have not been those for a long time already. I am an old hucow who can’t produce milk anymore. The company is going to fire me any time soon,” I said while going back to the couch I was sitting on. 
 
      
 
    The young hubull stepped inside the room and checked the milking bed. He really seemed inexperienced about everything that was happening there. 
 
      
 
    "Amanda told me I was supposed to seed you. She said I have the potential to make you live your golden years again." 
 
      
 
    His words took me by surprise. Amanda sent him there? Maybe it was so that she could humiliate me even more. If an experienced and mature hubull like Ralph could not make me produce enough milk, then what hope did a young'un have? 
 
      
 
    But then my eyes found him again, and for some reason, I felt that maybe he had the needed potential. There was an aura of male prowess, aptitude and manliness that I had never quite found anywhere else. His skin seemed to glow under the light that came from the window. His hubull package looked inviting and tasty. What was going on there? 
 
      
 
    I stood up and approached him. The young hubull looked so manly and virile now. I didn’t think much of him when he first showed up, but at this moment he could actually make me feel horny. My oversized udders didn’t feel uncomfortable anymore. My clit was growing in size and hardness. My pussy was oozing my orgasm. 
 
      
 
    His presence was really turning me on. “What is your name, young hubull?” I purred when he enveloped me with his robust arms. 
 
      
 
    “Anthony. This is all so new to me, and your breasts are pressed so tight to my belly. They are just so big and full. I never had this much lust before for a woman. But I am a virgin, so I don’t know much of what I am talking about here,” he said before opening an awkward smile. 
 
      
 
    So maybe that was why he managed to ignite a fire inside me. A fire I thought that was long gone. He was a virgin. That was his first time. How long had it been since I was a hubull's first seeding experience? Probably too long for me to remember, and right now that was not important. 
 
      
 
    “Anthony… charming name. Come, my young and inexperienced hubull. Seed me and make me produce so much milk that there won’t be enough gallons in this company,” I said before giving him a kiss and walking toward the milking bed, but not before noticing two stains of milk on his virile chest. He really had made me feel like I could continue being a hucow for years to come. 
 
      
 
    I laid on the milking bed, my legs spread out wide for him. I connected the suction tubes to my udders and turned on the machine. Anthony placed his robust hands on my legs and began to massage them. His movements were innocent, almost shy in nature. The young hubull really had never fucked a woman or hucow. 
 
      
 
    His hand played with my clit, making me moan and groan in pleasure. So innocent and pure he was. It was like destroying something sacred, and that was turning me on so much. I so wished I had met Anthony before. If a virgin hubull was everything I needed, then I definitely had the chance to continue working in the dairy farm for years to come. 
 
      
 
    “Your pussy… it’s so loose and wet,” Anthony said while fingering it and making me even more excited. My eyes rolled and I closed my eyes, letting only the feelings of his manly hand dictate me. 
 
      
 
    My pussy was still oozing orgasm when the young and pure hubull’s cock slid inside it. Oh Jesus, how big was he! He had so much potential, and to think I was his first hucow. He could be mine for as many times as I wanted. 
 
      
 
    His hips began to pound me hard. His balls crashed and collided against my generous rump. His fingers were buried deep in the skin of my engorged rump. Anthony was just so virile and sinless. I was going to turn him into the perfect hubull. 
 
      
 
    I could feel his enormous rod just sliding in and out of me nonstop. My pussy kept on oozing my orgasm as pleasure built up. Each time his balls collided against my rump, there were waves of lust sweeping through my body. 
 
      
 
    He had so much energy. There were no indications he was running out of energy anytime soon. His hot breath could be felt as the air slightly shifted over my rump. All the while my udders kept on producing more and tastier milk. Relief calmed my heart when I looked at the gallons and found them almost filled up with milk. 
 
      
 
    "I'm going to seed you nice and lovingly today," he said before I felt his cock throbbing wildly inside my pussy. His big rod of pleasure began to spurt out ropes of cum that agonized the walls of my moist tunnel. 
 
      
 
    My body rocked and shook when an intense wave of orgasm swept through my whole body, making the world around me look dizzy. I had never felt something similar in a very long time, and was feeling so grateful for the young hubull. He had so much virility! 
 
      
 
    Anthony then slid out of me and sat on the couch, still looking with enough energy for another round.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly, Amanda came inside the room showing genuine surprise at the amount of milk I had produced. 
 
      
 
    She looked at his soft big cock that was resting on his leg before licking her own lips. Noticing what was about to happen, I said, “What are you waiting for, Anthony? Mount this bitch!”


 
   
  
 

 Milky 2 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Unemployed 
 
      
 
    When I opened the door and entered my house, my boyfriend immediately came running to me. “Honey, what is wrong?” He asked before I buried my face onto his chest and looked for comfort. 
 
      
 
    “I just can’t take this anymore. I have been looking for a job for such a long time.” 
 
      
 
    Stephen pushed my head closer to his chest and caressed my hair, “I am sure you will find something.” 
 
      
 
    “I am not so sure about that! I have tried literally every place here in this shitty city and nobody wants to hire me.” 
 
      
 
    “Come on, don’t be like that. There has got to be a place you haven’t tried yet.” 
 
      
 
    I was going to say that he was wrong, but then an ad on the TV caught my attention. 
 
      
 
    “If you are looking for a job and want to get away from your life problems, the Hucow Dairy Farm in Viscont Street might be what you are looking for,” a man in a dark suit said. 
 
      
 
    “Huh?” I said, walking toward the TV. 
 
      
 
    “What is that? Some kind of a job?” Stephen asked, rubbing the back of his head and raising his eyebrows. 
 
      
 
    “Seems to be, but I haven’t heard good things about the hucows.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, aren’t they like mistreated everywhere they go? 
 
      
 
    "Yup, there's a stigma around them because people don't like other people drinking human milk." But still… I need the money." 
 
      
 
    “Honey, are you really sure about this?” He asked while grabbing both of my hands. 
 
      
 
    I looked deeply into his eyes and responded, “Yes, I am. I am going there and get that job.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    The Transformation 
 
      
 
    When I knocked on the door, I expected to find another a normal human. But the person who showed up was anything but that. A blonde hucow was standing before us, naked to the world, or at least to the empty foyer around us. Her huge breasts hung past her navel, and sausage-like nipples stretched beyond that. Her hips were wide, creating her thighs with a beautiful curve. What also caught my attention was her clit, which was as big as a cherry and just as red. 
 
      
 
    My boyfriend grabbed my arm with fear in his eyes. I thought that he was going to be impressed by the hucow in front of us, but the look on his face was that of someone who had just seen a ghost. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, you must be Coretta,” the woman said while she held a clipboard. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, that is me," I responded, still looking at her oversized breasts and nipples. 
 
      
 
    She giggled before saying, "I am Brinda. It's nice to meet you." 
 
      
 
    We shook hands and I said, “I came here because of a job ad I saw on TV.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course. I would be happy to show you the place. Is he coming along?” 
 
      
 
    Stephen was still looking dumbfounded because. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course he will,” I replied after poking his arm and trying to break his trance. 
 
      
 
    The hucow took us inside the building. There was another hucow behind a desk typing on the computer when we entered. She took her eyes off the screen and glanced at us with genuine interest. Her eyes scanned me before she opened an inviting smile. She was also naked and her big breasts looked very uncomfortable. 
 
      
 
    My eyes could not stop staring at Brinda. Her big butt was a sight to behold. I wondered how she got to that point. It was probably related to her hucow life. They must have given her some kind of injection to look like that. I wondered if I would take the same doses or if there was a way to be a ‘lesser’ hucow. 
 
      
 
    “This is our hall of fame,” Brinda said before stopping and pointing at the pictures on the walls, “It’s for our best and most productive hucows. We run a competition sometimes, but of course we separate those who are pregnant from those who arent.” 
 
      
 
    “Why is that?” I questioned while standing next to her and looking with interest at the photos in the portraits. 
 
      
 
    “Because hucows produce a lot more milk when they are carrying calves. They would have an unfair advantage to employees who are not pregnant.” 
 
      
 
    “I see,” I said, still looking at the portraits. All the hucows looked happy and excited to be there. They were living fulfilling lives, and all they had to do was to produce milk for the company. 
 
      
 
    Stephen looked a bit scared and surprised to be there. His eyes could not blink. He kept on staring at the portraits and Brinda. Was he becoming horny because of their oversized breasts and butts, or was it something else? 
 
      
 
    There was no time to reflect on that. Brinda said, “Time to keep moving. I want you two to meet our hucows.” 
 
      
 
    Brinda guided us to a hallway. As we walked toward the door at the other side, I saw many hucows living in what appeared to be college dorms. They even had bunk beds. All the hucows looked jubilant to be there. 
 
      
 
    Many were on what appeared to be medical beds. Long tubes were connected to their nipples as gallons beside them were filled with their milk. 
 
      
 
    Brinda stopped in front a room and said, “In here you can see the perfect example of what we do here. Karla is being milked and living the best time of her life. Just look at the wide grin on her face and her closed eyes. Do you think she wants to be anywhere else?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head, agreeing with her. The hucow's breasts kept producing milk as the machine did its job on her. Her eyes were closed; there was no way she wanted to live another life. The hucow didn't even notice that we were in front of her room as we watched her. 
 
      
 
    Stephen entered the room as he stared at the hucow on the bed. I ran after him and tried to get him back into the hallway, but he was not moving. Was he really that impressed by the hucows? I thought that he was okay with me working there. 
 
      
 
    “Stephen, let’s get back in there!” I said, still trying to drag him back. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, they look so big and out of this world. I mean, just look at the size of those breasts and how they expand while the machine milks her. She doesn’t even look human anymore.” 
 
      
 
    I furrowed my eyebrows and said, “What? Are you saying I should not be working here?!” 
 
      
 
    “No, that is not it,” he said while rubbing the back of his head, “I have never seen a hucow in person and am dumbfounded by everything that is going on inside here. I never thought a woman’s breasts and ass could look so big and engorged.” 
 
      
 
    Brinda stood beside us and said with a mocking smile, "Yes, this all can be very impressive for first-timers." 
 
      
 
    “Okay, so I think I am ready,” I said when we stepped out of the room. 
 
      
 
    “So, have you made a decision?” Brinda questioned. 
 
      
 
    I waited a few seconds before saying, “I am going to work here. I want to become a hucow.” 
 
      
 
    Brinda’s eyes flashed with joy and she said, “Perfect. But I want to tell you something so that you don’t get confused.” 
 
      
 
    “What would that be?” Stephen asked. 
 
      
 
    “In here we don’t talk about ‘breasts’ and ‘butt.’ We refer to them as ‘udders’ and ‘rump.’ It’s closer to what they actually are and the hucows love those terms.” 
 
      
 
    I thought that was a bit weird, since the hucows were still human. “Fine. I can adopt that new vocabulary.” 
 
      
 
    “Awesome. Do you want to start working today?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Stephen, who nodded his head. “Of course. I don’t have anything else better to do.” 
 
      
 
    “Then, let’s go,” Brinda said before taking us to what appeared to be a medical room. It had a bed for operations in the middle of it and tables and drawers filled with medical equipment. 
 
      
 
    “Take off your clothes and lay belly up on the table,” Brinda said before putting down her clipboard and putting on a pair of medical gloves. 
 
      
 
    I hesitated. Nobody said I was going to have to be naked for something so trivial. Also, what exactly was she going to inject me with? 
 
      
 
    Stephen questioned, "Wait? What is going on here? What does she need to take to look like the hucows?" 
 
      
 
    Brinda grabbed a small bottle and held it in front of him, “This is what we give the newcomers so that their bodies can produce more milk. Of course, that means bigger udders and rumps.” 
 
      
 
    Stephen glanced at me, as if asking if I was okay with that. I nodded my head and he stood aside so that Brinda could come over to me. 
 
      
 
    “There is no coming back from this,” she said. Her hazel eyes gazed directly into mine. I nodded my head to let her know that I was fully okay with the procedure. 
 
      
 
    She then pierced my breasts and butt with the syringe. I felt a burning sensation as the liquid traveled inside my veins. 
 
      
 
    “You will need to take some rest. The procedure makes women feel dizzy,” she said before tossing the syringe into the trash bin and taking off her gloves. 
 
      
 
    “How long is this going to take?” Stephen questioned. 
 
      
 
    “She won’t need more than a couple of hours to feel better, but it takes weeks for the udders and rump to show up. 
 
      
 
    Brinda approached Stephen and said, “I am sorry, but she will need to be alone for the following days. Women become better hucows when they don’t need distractions.” 
 
      
 
    Stephen was going to protest, but Brinda put her finger on his lips and looked him deeply in the eye. I was going to say I wanted him there with me, but my head was feeling heavy and uncomfortable. My eyes closed one last time when I began to sleep. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When I woke up, I found myself still naked. My hands found my breasts, but I thought they were anything but those. They already looked bigger and fuller. My butt was also feeling more immense than it was a couple of hours ago. 
 
      
 
    “Rise and shine,” I heard Brinda saying after she entered the room and opened the curtains. 
 
      
 
    “Where is Stephen?” I asked while rubbing my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “He is waiting for you to get ready.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah… I seem to remember something about that. How long will it take for the process to be complete?” I asked after sitting on the table. 
 
      
 
    Brinda came over to me and analyzed my breasts and butt, "About a couple of weeks. Your udders and rump barely changed." 
 
      
 
    She ran her finger along her oversized and engorged breast. I noticed her clitoris and how mightier than mine it looked. Is mine going to be the same? She looked to be horny constantly. It seemed that mature hucows could not stop thinking about having sex and getting milked. 
 
      
 
    “Where are my clothes?” I asked after standing up and glancing sideways. 
 
      
 
    Brinda raised her eyebrows and said, “You are not going to need those anymore. All the hucows here work fully naked.” 
 
      
 
    She was right. When I walked along the hallway and glanced at the hucows, they were as naked as when they were born. But still, I didn’t feel at peace with being naked. 
 
      
 
    “I want my clothes. I don’t feel comfortable walking naked in public.” 
 
      
 
    Brinda shrugged her shoulders and said, “Suit yourself. Your clothes are in that drawer.” 
 
      
 
    I went to where she pointed and grabbed my clothes. The shirt and pants barely fit in me now. 
 
      
 
    “I am going to show you your room.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” I said before following her. 
 
      
 
    We crossed a couple of hallways until we reached the one we had been to before. Brinda stopped in front of a closed room and opened the door. 
 
      
 
    “This is your new bedroom from now on,” she said with an open smile of satisfaction on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Looks good,” I said after entering the room. 
 
      
 
    There was a milking bed in the middle of it and also empty gallons beside it. Brinda ran her finger along my breast - or udder, as they preferred - and said, “Want to be milked right now? I think you have already produced some milk.” 
 
      
 
    Brinda was right. I could feel my udders heavy with milk. “Sure. Might as well start working already.” 
 
      
 
    I lay on the bed, connected the suction tubes to my udders and let them milk me. I felt hornier as the pressure around my nipples increased. It was just so good to be milked. 
 
      
 
    Brinda came over behind me on the bed and said, "There is a bump on the bed that you can use to rub your clit. Horny hucows produce more and better milk. But with those jeans, you won't be feeling much." 
 
      
 
    I tried rubbing my hard clit on it, but the material was indeed getting in the way. Still, the sensation was good and addictive enough to make me keep on rubbing my clit. Brinda giggled. 
 
      
 
    “I am going out, but I will be back to check on your progress,” she said before closing the door and leaving me alone with my newly found way to masturbate myself. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    In He Comes 
 
      
 
    The next couple of days were all about adaptation. My udders and rump got bigger and engorged as the days passed. I could feel them becoming uncomfortable and making me look more like the other hucows. They all looked with genuine interest and curiosity whenever they walked in front of my room and found me being milked. 
 
      
 
    I eventually had to stop wearing clothes. My udders and rump were getting too big; the shirts and pants did not fit me anymore. I felt weird and awkward to be naked in front of everyone during the first few days of the transformation, but I eventually got used to that. Showing off my hard and hot-red clit to the other hucows was of special delight to me. It was so good to see the little one growing as time passed. 
 
      
 
    When I laid on the bed, it had been weeks since the last time I had seen Stephen. I thought he was going to be back sooner, given that I was a mature hucow now who could produce gallons of milk without much effort. 
 
      
 
    The door suddenly opened while I rubbed my exposed clit on the bed's bump. I thought it was one of the hucows, so I didn't even bother glancing up. 
 
      
 
    "Hello, honey," the voice of a man boomed in front of me. I opened my eyes at the same instant. It was Stephen, and he was as naked as when he was born! He looked changed as well. His cock and balls were bigger and more mature. 
 
      
 
    “Stephen! I can’t believe you are here,” I said as tears ran down my cheeks and his muscular chest squeezed my udders. 
 
      
 
    “I am so glad to finally be with you again,” he murmured to my ear. 
 
      
 
    “You look changed,” I said after glancing at his new package. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I saw they needed a new hubull, and since you decided to work here, I thought it would be better to be closer to you. They made me sign some papers so that I could work here and then gave me some injections in my ballsack and penis.” 
 
      
 
    “They feel so meaty now,” I said as I squeezed and caressed his cock and balls. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I could not even wear clothes anymore,” he said as his arm enveloped around my lower back and brought me closer to him. My clit rubbed against his package, exciting it even more. 
 
      
 
    “I feel horny all the time. All these weeks I didn’t have anyone to relieve me,” I purred as I rested my head on his manly and wide chest. 
 
      
 
    “Same with me,” he said as his fingers ran through my hair and he caressed my forehead. 
 
      
 
    “I need to be milked right now. Do you want to help me?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, but don’t you think we should take it slow?” 
 
      
 
    I raised my head to look into his eyes. He needed the thing he liked the most from me: my blowjob. I got down on my knees and my eyes found his big and improved package again. It was a frightening thing to glance from up close. 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips as thoughts of playing with that package surfaced. He would be with me forever from now on, and both of us could spend the rest of our days having sex. 
 
      
 
    His big cock got huger when I exhaled heavily. It had been so long! I wrapped my tiny fingers around his shaft and began to excite it. It grew in length and thickness in a question of seconds. My other hand found his ballsack, and I caressed it. 
 
      
 
    His package was warm and so inviting. I could do that for days on end. Stephen had always been on the bigger side, but now he was so big that it was frightening. But I was a courageous hucow, so I could barely wait to suck his shaft. 
 
      
 
    It was now big and erect enough for me, but my mouth was not wide enough to suck it like I was used to. I decided to lick him instead while my hand slowly stroked his manliness. 
 
      
 
    Stephen moaned in pleasure while my tongue licked him. My udders oscillated while I covered the full length of his cock. He was so big now that it was difficult to estimate. 
 
      
 
    I dared to put as many inches of his thick and long dick inside my mouth, but he was so immense now that I could barely have fun with that. 
 
      
 
    His musky smell became intenser as well, and I loved it so much! 
 
      
 
    My hand kept on caressing and pressing his ballsack, making Stephen groan in pleasure. I was making loud noises while my tongue worshipped his big man tool. 
 
      
 
    "I think that is good enough for an appetizer," I said after standing up and kissing him profoundly. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that was so good.” 
 
      
 
    “Ready to make me produce better milk?” I asked while my tiny hand still stroked his big man tool. 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” he responded. I walked toward the bed in the middle of the room. My eyes noticed small puddles of milk on his chest. I was so horny that I was already producing milk without the help of the suction devices. 
 
      
 
    I laid on the bed, spread my legs and connected the milking tubes to my teats. They began to work when I pushed a button beside me. The slight sensation of pressure in my udders began to build up, making me feel hornier. 
 
      
 
    Stephen got in behind me. His hands caressed my legs and rump. “So beautiful.” 
 
      
 
    “And you are one big manly hubull now,” I said slowly. His hands felt masculine and virile as always. 
 
      
 
    With his big cock now erect and aligned with my gaping pussy, he thrust in. I thought that it was going to be painful and that I was going to scream a lot, but he did it with so much ease that all I felt was pure pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Stephen pistoned in and out of me nonstop, making me slide on the bed. I had to reposition myself slightly every couple of seconds while he rocked me. His oversized balls kept on colliding against my rump, sending waves of pleasure all throughout my body. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, my clit continued to be rubbed against the bump on the bed, increasing my pleasure and lust even more. I closed my eyes and felt my saliva dripping from my slightly open mouth. 
 
      
 
    My udders produced more and more milk as I approached my climax. I sensed that Stephen was also nearing his orgasm. He was panting and sweating a bit. 
 
      
 
    “You are so fucking tight and wet in there,” he said as his big cock continued to ravage my hungry pussy. 
 
      
 
    I thought about saying something snarky, but I was so lost and overwhelmed by the pleasure that I didn't have enough energy to do such a thing. Stephen didn't even seem to care that I was lost in my thoughts and feelings. 
 
      
 
    His cock throbbed all of sudden. Moments after, it was painting and covering my womb with his fertile seeds. It was warm and cozy. 
 
      
 
    He was fertilizing me with his cum, and I was going wild as I thought that we were going to have a calf. That was the day both of us had been waiting for a very long time. I was just so glad both of us found that hucow dairy farm. 
 
      
 
    Stephen slid his cock out of my womb when he was done. He walked over to stand in front of me and said, “I am going be here forever. There won’t be a day where I won’t be blowing my seeds inside you.” 
 
      
 
    His words melted my heart and I fell asleep, but not without turning off the milking machine and letting the absolute silence calm my racing mind.


 
   
  
 

 Milky 3 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The Class 
 
      
 
    I could hear the chatter and the professor speaking when the class started. I was there so that Mr. Bolton could teach his students about the hucows and our way of life. Since being a hucow was frowned upon, the negotiations to let me leave the dairy farm took some time. The professor needed to make sure he was going to make the most of my presence. 
 
      
 
    I was just so horny. The professor had told me I could not, in no way, milk before going to the campus. He mentioned that he needed to show his students how the milking process occurred for hucows. I agreed with him, but I had no idea I was going to be that horny. 
 
      
 
    My pussy was already moist and leaking my orgasm. I kept on rubbing my inner thighs to hide my ejaculation. Some people passed by me in the hallway with wide eyes before going about their business. Some stood behind me analyzing me from bottom to top. Almost all of them were impressed to see a hucow for the first time. 
 
      
 
    While I was horny and my clit was erect, I could not help but feel good about myself. It had taken some time, but I was finally a full developed hucow. The injections worked quite well, and now I could produce a lot of milk. Many people drank from my source. 
 
      
 
    “Coretta, please come in,” I heard the professor saying from inside the class. All the students stopped talking and looked at the door as they waited for me to come in. I felt nervous to expose myself in front of everyone like that, more so than standing naked in the hallway. 
 
      
 
    I opened the door and let the air from the AC wash over me. My erect nipples became harder and more engorged when I analyzed the class. Everyone there was probably in their early twenties. Many young men immediately caught my attention. 
 
      
 
    I heard ‘ohhhs’ and ‘awwws’ as I stepped toward the professor. He was on a slightly elevated platform from the rest of the classroom. I made sure to stride toward him; I wanted to show the full glory of being a hucow. I was quite proud of the size of my udders and rump. 
 
      
 
    The professor introduced me to everyone. Their wide eyes remained unchanged as men and women alike eyed me from top to bottom. I could feel my clit throbbing slightly as I imagined some of those men becoming hubulls themselves. 
 
      
 
    “Coretta, can you please lay down on the milking table?” The professor asked. I diligently did as he asked of me before he pressed a button on the bed which turned on the milking machine. 
 
      
 
    My teats were pulled as milk began to come out of them. Beside me was one gallon which was being filled with my production. I let a sly smile materialize on my face as I felt the pressure and nervousness wash out of me. I was so content to be milked! 
 
      
 
    The milking bed had a bump which I could use to rub my clit on. I thought it would be better not to do that, since I was pretty wet already. Also, it was better just to be milked and be done with that class than to show those students everything that came with being a hucow. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh hehehehe! It looks like Coretta has gotten a little too excited about this,” the professor said. I thought that he was talking about something else, but then I noticed my hips rubbing my clit on the bump of the milking bed. 
 
      
 
    For a moment, I almost let out a gasp of surprise. I covered my mouth with my hand the moment my heart skipped a beat. 
 
      
 
    The students let out more ‘ohhhs’ and ‘awwws’ of genuine surprise for seeing me rub my clit in front of them. When I looked to the side, I noticed tent poles in the pants of some of the students. They were so cute when their faces showed genuine surprise for seeing a hucow for the first time. 
 
      
 
    But still, I was very embarrassed for doing that in front of everyone. It was one thing offering myself to a hungry hubull as he walked down the hallway and another to show my intimacy in front of normal humans. 
 
      
 
    I stopped rubbing my clit, hoping that the class would go on as if nothing had happened. But then, the professor said, “Well, this hucow is really in need of some attention.” 
 
      
 
    His hand began to massage my leg as he aimed for my rump. I began to moan in pleasure. He was an old guy with grey hair and wrinkled skin, but I was so horny that even someone like him could trigger my libido. 
 
      
 
    “Everyone, please come here for a more in-depth study,” he said. The male students all got up with their tent poles in their pants. Some kept their eyes wide as they walked toward me, some decided to smile mischievously to the delight and surprise of my eyes. 
 
      
 
    I had come there to teach them about being a hucow, but now I was about to become their object of pleasure. My clit began to rub on the bump of the milking bed as I noticed that being nervous now was pointless. It felt so good to do that to people who weren’t from the dairy farm! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Their Hucow 
 
      
 
    I was about to become their hucow. The thought that their cocks were probably too small didn’t bother me. It was just so good to watch their eyes flash with desire as they all got around me. Their fingers twitched to touch me as they awaited the professor’s next words. 
 
      
 
    “She looks cute and defenseless when she is being milked, doesn’t she?” The professor asked and then continued, “Coretta here needs some help to relieve herself. Do you want to help her and get an extra point for the upcoming test?” 
 
      
 
    Their gazes shifted from the professor back to me. Mischevious eyes analyzed me from feet to head while I continued to rub my clit on the bump. My rump felt itchy as I offered myself for the students. 
 
      
 
    Most were brat-faced and definitely too young to be with a mature hucow like me. But it had been so long since the last time I had sex with them that I cherished the prospect of becoming theirs. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, don’t be shy. Coretta here just wants to be milked and fucked.” 
 
      
 
    Fucked? Mr. Bolton really was not holding anything back. His hands kept on massaging me. He was so good at that. I didn’t want him to stop paying so much attention to my itchy rump. 
 
      
 
    One of the students finally took the first step. His hand found my rump and he began to massage it alongside the professor. Another student followed suit, as did another and another until all of them were feeling me. 
 
      
 
    I moaned as waves of pleasure swept through me. Their soft and gentle hands were so good! Being their object of pleasure was so different from being a hubull's claimed pussy. I liked being bred and carrying their calves, but receiving the attention from those brat-faced students was something else entirely. They were pure and sinless in comparison to the hubulls. 
 
      
 
    My teats kept on being pulled by the suction tubes as milked flowed out of them. The students touched and caressed my rump until the professor took a couple of steps back. 
 
      
 
    “She is all yours,” he said before opening the door and going somewhere else. Mr. Bolton was a crazy professor for sure. I felt a bit empty not to have his hands cherishing my generous rump. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, what a big ass she as,” I heard one of the students say as he straddled over me. He lowered his pants and then his pair of briefs. His cock jumped out soon after. It looked small and innocent, differently from the meaty beasts from the hubull’s. 
 
      
 
    “I guess a practical class was in order, eh Pete?” One student beside me asked. Pete’s eyes flashed with desire and excitement as he heard the question from his friend. He was soon going to find that not only my udders and rump changed because of the injections. 
 
      
 
    "Of course! And I have thought of penetrating this hucow ever since she stepped inside the classroom!" He said triumphantly. The poor young student had no idea that he was going to be too small for me. 
 
      
 
    It all happened so naturally that it didn't even bother me that the students were already pounding me in the ass one after the other. I was horny all the time now that I was hucow, so being fucked by strangers came naturally to me. It was like drinking water. 
 
      
 
    The women had hurried out of the classroom a long time ago, I noticed when my eyes scanned the empty desks. Meanwhile, the brats continued to pound me hard in the ass, but since my womb was gigantic for their sizes, I didn't feel a lot of pleasure. I preferred when their tiny hands were feeling my generous rump. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I heard the bell ring. It was the end of the class. The students were already leaving after they pulled up their pants. I heard some of them mentioning how much better it was to fuck a hucow's ass than a normal woman's. It didn't seem that them being too small for me was a problem. 
 
      
 
    I got up and looked down at my inner thighs. My orgasm was still leaking, but with greater intensity and flow rate. My nipples were erect and hard. 
 
      
 
    When I was going to leave the classroom, the door opened and in stepped a young woman with red air. When my eyes met hers, I found that it was no other than Lori, an old friend of mine I had not met in years. 
 
      
 
    She froze on the spot and glanced at me with wide eyes of shock. I opened my arms and walked over to her to give Lori a deep hug. It took her some seconds until she realized who I was. Her arms enveloped around my back when her heart calmed down. 
 
      
 
    “Lori, I can’t believe you are here!” 
 
      
 
    She withdrew her arms from me and scanned my whole body. “Look at you! Are you-” 
 
      
 
    “A hucow? Sure I am. I was jobless and needed something, so I started working for the dairy farm.” 
 
      
 
    “The one on Viscont street?” 
 
      
 
    “Yup, that one.” 
 
      
 
    "I can't believe you did something like that. I know that being jobless is hard and all, but being a hucow is much worse." 
 
      
 
    There was a stigma around hucows and drinking milk from us, so I didn’t judge her insensitive comment. However, I was not about to let her continue being that ignorant. 
 
      
 
    “I can show you the place and that it is not that bad to be a hucow.” 
 
      
 
    Lori squinted her eyes and said, “I am not sure I want to do that.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you want to have a rump and udders as big as mine?” I asked while cupping my udders and turning to the side a bit to show her my big rump. 
 
      
 
    Her face changed all of a sudden. I could notice the desire in her eyes, but something in her mind was holding her back. Lori needed to take just one step to find out what being a hucow was really like. 
 
      
 
    “Your clit is really big and delicious.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced down and then at her with a smile. “It comes with being a hucow.” 
 
      
 
    Lori licked her lips and said, “Okay, I am going there. Is tomorrow okay before class? It’s the only time I have available for that.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing. It will be perfect because it will be right at the time of my first daily milking.” 
 
      
 
    We shared another hug and then she entered the next classroom. I was so excited to show Lori how good the life of a hucow was. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Lori’s Initiation 
 
      
 
    Lori's eyes widened when she first stepped into the common room of the hucow dairy farm. Many hucows were going about their business, all with swollen clits and erect nipples. Some were bigger than me, which probably was the biggest reason why Lori was in shock. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, there are so many of you and you all are naked.” 
 
      
 
    “Yup, here we walk and milk while we are naked. Normal clothes are too small for us.” 
 
      
 
    “I can see that,” she said while scanning the body of a hucow as she walked by us. 
 
      
 
    We sat on a bench and started talking. I explained to Lori what being a hucow was like, the daily milking, not worrying about being naked, the freedom of doing whatever we damn pleased, the strength and size of the hubulls, and also being in heat. 
 
      
 
    “Wait, so you get pregnant to produce more milk?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course we do! Being pregnant means we can produce thrice the amount of milk.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” she said as she analyzed the hucows and the hubulls. 
 
      
 
    When I opened my mouth to ask Lori if she wanted to become a hucow, I heard a loud noise coming from behind us. Lori turned on the bench right away, as did I.  
 
      
 
    Behind us was a hucow running away from an erect hubull. They were laughing aloud and giggling quite a bit. Even from where I was, I could see that the hucow was in heat. She wanted to get pregnant, and that was their pre-mating ritual. 
 
      
 
    The hucow suddenly slipped, but instead of the hubull checking in on her to make sure she was okay, he grabbed her hips and forced her to go on all fours on the floor. He was, then, pistoning in and out of her wet pussy seconds after. The hucow didn't try to muffle her moans of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” Lori said again as she shifted her gaze to look nowhere in particular. 
 
      
 
    "So, what do you think about the dairy farm? What is your fully-developed opinion?" 
 
      
 
    “Well… this is a lot to take in, but I can see that the stigma is unfounded.” 
 
      
 
    I placed my hand on hers and asked, “Do you, by any chance, want to work here as well?” 
 
      
 
    She scanned the environment again before responding, “Yes! I do!” 
 
      
 
    Her words came our energetic. I was so glad that she accepted my proposal that we both hugged. Milk flew from my teats when my udders pressed tight on her small human breasts. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was now weeks since Lori came to the dairy farm. Her development went well. Many hucows were impressed by the size of her udders and rump. Lori was a bit reluctant to let go of her clothes in the beginning, just like many hucows were, but she eventually learned that it was simply better to be naked. 
 
      
 
    It was just about the right time for her first milking. I knocked on the door to her room. I heard footsteps approaching the door before she opened it. The same Lori I knew, but with bigger udders and a generous rump showed up in front of me. 
 
      
 
    She had a winning smile when she said, “I am about to have my first milking. Want to watch me do it?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure I want to.” 
 
      
 
    I sat on the couch while she laid herself onto the milking bed. Her hands found her generous udders as she connected her teats to the suction tubes. Then, she pressed a button at the side of the bed. The machine began to work on the same instant. 
 
      
 
    “This is so good,” she said while her hips began to rub back and forth on the bump of the bed. I opened a sly smile. 
 
      
 
    Two hubulls suddenly stepped inside the room, both with erect cocks. One was Stephen and the other was a hubull I didn't know yet. He was probably someone new. 
 
      
 
    I hurried over to Stephen and hugged him. His erect cock slightly touched my dripping pussy. My pubic hair rubbed on his. None of us liked shaving. 
 
      
 
    His lips found mine and we kissed deeply. After we were done, I withdrew my arms from around him and looked at the new hubull. 
 
      
 
    “What is your name?” I asked after kissing him on his cheek. 
 
      
 
    “Larry. I came here recently. I don’t know much about what is going on.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow. That means you will be the perfect partner for Lori here.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes found her and it was like as if he had found his true calling. The man hurried over to Lori and stood behind her. After some tries, he managed to lower the backside of the milking bed and aimed his big man tool at her dripping pussy. 
 
      
 
    Larry began to pound her nonstop, claiming the hucow for himself. I licked my lips while I admired his balls pounding her butt. Her wet pussy began to drip more. Her eyes were closed while she moaned. A line of saliva flowed from the corner of her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Hungry, are you?” Stephen asked. His cock was still erect and leaking some pre-cum. I got on my knees and began to suck him. He placed his hand on the back of my head and started to dictate his desired rhythm. 
 
      
 
    It had been barely some days since the time when Stephen shot his cum inside me, so our calf had not developed to be noticeable yet. But I already cherished the prospect of seeing my belly growing. 
 
      
 
    My saliva mixed with his pre-cum. It was so good to feel my lips sliding easily across the full length of his monstrous cock. And was he big! So big that he was probably the hugest and meanest hubull of them all. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, my ears were rewarded by the moans and groans coming from Lori. She was learning everything so fast! I could barely believe that a couple of weeks ago she was a woman with normal-sized breasts and ass. Now, her body was a milking and calf-making machine. 
 
      
 
    “I want you inside me again,” I said before going on all fours on the floor and waiting for Stephen to do his thing. I so wanted him to shoo his creamy milk inside me. I was pregnant and the thought of him fertilizing me while in such condition sent me to overdrive. 
 
      
 
    Stephen's decisive and virile hands grabbed me by the hips moments before he pierced me with his monstrous dick. It widened and spread my pussy in one go. I let out a moan of pleasure mixed with pain. 
 
      
 
    “You are still very tight,” he said as he pounded me with all his vigor. I looked to the side and found Larry still eating his claimed hucow. His balls swung wildly in the air. His chest rapidly expanded and contracted while he tried to catch his breath without slowing down. 
 
      
 
    Larry’s body was sweaty. It was his first fertilization and fucking, so he was still getting used to the new size of his big man tool. Suddenly, I wished he would do me as well. 
 
      
 
    But Stephen was pounding me with so much vigor as his fingers were buried deep in my rump that it was difficult to focus on anything else. I closed my eyes and let his pace dictate mine. My udders swung heavily in the air. 
 
      
 
    Milked escaped from my teats when he increased his pace. I just begged that he would not stop. Being pounded in the butt that hard was too good. 
 
      
 
    All of a sudden, Larry let out a long and loud moan as his cock throbbed violently inside Lori’s dripping pussy. Her body rocked in pleasure, making not only Larry content with his first fertilization, but also turning me on even more. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to cum,” Stephen said as he spoke each word with difficulty. His cock was going in and out of me effortlessly. His balls were sending waves of pleasure that propagated throughout my whole body. 
 
      
 
    I felt his cock throbbing violently inside my moisty vulva when rope after rope of his hot cum shot inside me. My body rocked and shook as pleasure overflew from me. 
 
      
 
    I dropped half-unconscious on the floor and turned around to look at Larry and Lori. They had both finished and were as tired as I was. Stephen sat on the couch as he tried to catch his breath. 
 
      
 
    I could do that for many years to come...


 
   
  
 

 Milky 4 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The Letter 
 
      
 
    The machine began to work when I pressed the button beside me. The suction tubed started to apply pressure as they pulled my udders and teats. Milk began to flow out. It traveled all the way to the gallons beside me. 
 
      
 
    I rubbed my clit on the milking bed's bump. It felt so good. My mouth was drooling. I could do that for days on end. 
 
      
 
    My belly was so big now. A hubull fertilized me with his precious seeds. It was my first time, and I could remember every detail of it too, especially of his cum leaking from my pussy when he eased out of me. 
 
      
 
    I rubbed my clit and vagina on the bump once more, letting a moan of pleasure escape my mouth. The overwhelming lust took control of me. I could not feel my limbs anymore. My mind was going numb. The world was turning upside down. 
 
      
 
    My eyes closed. I let the waves of pleasure and desire propagate throughout me. They all collapsed and condensed into two points: my teats. Jolts of pleasure mixed with the first ones while my teats were pulled by the machine. 
 
      
 
    How did I not know about that place beforehand? It was all thanks to Coretta. I saw her in college and could not resist the temptation. Her invitation was enticing. She brought me here with open arms. I was so glad to be her friend. 
 
      
 
    My hand caressed my belly while I rubbed my clit. I could not wait to have my first calf. Coretta already had hers, and he promised to grow into a healthy hubull. To imagine him growing into a fine young man excited me. I could not wait to have him mount me. It would be the perfect gift from Coretta. 
 
      
 
    Of course, by then, I might be too old, but who is to say he would not be into more mature women? I would love to be pounded hard in the ass by a virile, young hubull. 
 
      
 
    The one who made me pregnant was Larry, a man who had recently come to the Dairy Farm. He was as innocent and pure as I was. Didn't know much about hucows and hubulls, but he mounted me all the same. 
 
      
 
    It was like pure instincts. He saw me on the bed with my legs wide open and knew just one thing: I need to take this hucow for myself. And that he did. I could remember the sensation of having his enormous balls colliding against my buttcheeks. 
 
      
 
    I rubbed my clit on the bump with greater intensity. My hand looked for my cunt while everything became intenser. The bump was just not enough for me anymore. Something was burning inside me. It was growing in demand. 
 
      
 
    I needed a hubull. 
 
      
 
    But none seemed to want me. I left the door wide open for their eyes to feast on me. Some hucows passed by the door, but they were not the ones I needed. I needed a big cock pounding me. I needed his juice inside my womb. 
 
      
 
    My other hand caressed my belly. I hope that he becomes a healthy hubull. He ought to go to a different school, though; I don't want him to bully other people because of his size. How would his male teachers feel if they knew my calf was bigger than them while still being much younger? 
 
      
 
    I was pounded in the ass many times after my first intercourse with Larry. They were all my favorites. Every hubull was different. Some were thicker, others were longer. Some had more protruding veins than I could count. All were good to make me orgasm. 
 
      
 
    My body rocked when an intense orgasm burned every inch of my body. I looked to the side and found the gallon overflowing with my milk. I turned off the machine and sighed. That was a good milking session. 
 
      
 
    When I walked to the door, someone stepped inside in a hurry. It was Larry, and he was panting. In his hand was a letter. 
 
      
 
    "Letter for you," he said while his package swung shyly. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed it from his hand, opened the envelope and read. 
 
      
 
    "Dear Lori, I have a proposition for you, but you must not tell anyone from the Dairy Hucow Farm. We are competitors of the company you work for, and we want to invite you to work here. The advantages? Twice the wage you currently receive and thrice the number of free hubulls.  
 
    What else would a hucow need? Come here at 589 Roberts Glebe Avenue. We will be waiting." 
 
      
 
    A letter of invitation to work elsewhere? Seems interesting. What caught my attention the most was not the salary, but the prospect of having many free hubulls. We were running low on those in the Hucow Dairy Farm. If they indeed have that many more men, then being pounded in the ass by two or more of them must be quite common. 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips at the thought of going there. Larry looked at me with inquisitive eyes as his eyebrows arched upward. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks for bringing this to me, Larry," I said before giving him a kiss on the cheek. 
 
      
 
    His expression changed to a more friendly one. "No problem," he said before rushing out of my room and into the hallway. I heard his footsteps fading into the distance. 
 
      
 
    The proposition almost seemed too good to be true, but my body was demanding me to accept it. When I sat down on the couch and contemplated the letter, I concluded:d I am going there one way or another. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Seduction 
 
      
 
    The plan had been decided. There was just one guard stationed outside of the Hucow Dairy Farm. He was not a hubull, but he was still huge. He was an older man in his forties with a mustache. His hair was already greying, but all in all, he was still good-looking. 
 
      
 
    The plan was to walk to him fully naked, let my udders and rump do the talking, and escape the Hucow Dairy Farm when he least expected it. 
 
      
 
    The hucows could not leave the confines of the building without permission. If I were to go upstairs, the supervisors would surely not let me leave. They would want to know where I would be going, and if they found out I was planning on working for a competitor, they would lock me in there for the rest of my life. 
 
      
 
    It was night time outside. Silence was tainted by the sound of some cars passing by the building. I walked down the hallway, took a turn to the right and headed to the exit. All the hucows and hubulls were sleeping already. 
 
      
 
    Allen, the guard, was stationed just outside the building. His back was turned to me. He didn't come to watch us often, so I imagined that he would freeze on the spot for seeing me. That was a normal reaction whenever a human saw a hucow or hubull for the first time. 
 
      
 
    I tiptoed as I made my way to him. When I was within reach of Allen, I touched his shoulder. He turned around instantly and aimed his gun at me. For a moment, I thought that he was going to shoot me, but then he lowered his automatic rifle when he realized who it was. 
 
      
 
    "What are you doing here this time of the night?" He questioned while trying to push me back inside the building. 
 
      
 
    "Just trying to get some fresh air." 
 
      
 
    He continued to push me into the main room when he said, "Well, you can do that tomorrow in the designated area behind the building. For the time being, I need you back into your bathroom." 
 
      
 
    I pushed his hand away from me and hugged Allen. For a moment, he just looked me in the eye, but then he pushed me back. I was startled by his reaction; I thought that for sure he was going to love seeing a hucow naked. 
 
      
 
    But I was not about to give up just yet. I hugged him again and pressed my udders hard on him. Milk escaped my teats. My lips tried to find his. 
 
      
 
    This time, instead of pushing me away, he let me kiss him. However, he didn't kiss me back. I continued to kiss him until I felt that he was not going fall for my trap. 
 
      
 
    I walked back. He glanced at me with the same cold eyes from before, but something in his posture seemed to have changed. 
 
      
 
    A smile materialized on his face when his eyes flashed. "I know what is going on here." 
 
      
 
    I took a step back and said, my voice faltering, "W-what do you mean?" 
 
      
 
    He approached me and said, "The way you are offering yourself to me is ridiculous. You want to leave this place by seducing me. I understood that the moment I first saw you. You thought that your breasts and ass were going to be enough to fool me." 
 
      
 
    I took another step back as I tried to distance myself from him, "Then… that means…" 
 
      
 
    He took another step toward me, grabbed my waist and said, "It means that you will have to do exactly what I want if you want to get out of here." 
 
      
 
    His eyes were cold. He was very serious about what he was doing. I gulped. 
 
      
 
    While his presence frightened me, I felt that he was not lying. If I accepted his terms, then for sure he would let me leave. Maybe he would be fired the next day, but would that not be worth it if he managed to have sex with a willing hucow? 
 
      
 
    "Okay," I said as I nodded. His smile widened and his eyes flashed with joy again. 
 
      
 
    "Good, then let's go to my house. It's where I have everything I need." 
 
      
 
    And just like that, I followed him to his car. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Worth it? 
 
      
 
    Allen parked his car in his garage. The house looked dirty and old from the outside and the inside. The smell was awful. It was as if someone or something had died inside in there. 
 
      
 
    He didn't live in a good neighborhood at all. Random screams and noises came deep from within the darkness and beyond. Little to no street light created the perfect environment for criminals. 
 
      
 
    Allen guided me into his bedroom. There was nobody else living with him in his house. He was all alone. 
 
      
 
    He closed the door behind me and walked to his nightstand. From the drawer, he grabbed a plastic package full of clothespins. 
 
      
 
    Allen walked over to me and said, "Lay on the bed. We will start this right now." 
 
      
 
    Just as I laid on the bed, he ripped open the package and clamped one of the clothespins around my teat. His hand moved swiftly while he did the same to my other teat. It hurt like hell to have one of those things pressing hard on my sensitive skin. 
 
      
 
    Moments after he finished that, his hands began to caress me. They massaged and touched every inch of my body. He was cold. I didn't feel much pleasure from what he was doing. He was an odd man. 
 
      
 
    He grabbed more clothespin and opened my legs. They were, then, clamped to my pussy lips. For the first time ever since I entered his house, I was enjoying what was happening to me. The sensation of pain mixed with pleasure was a unique one. I had not quite experienced something similar before. 
 
      
 
    "Now, get up and make some dinner for me," he said before walking out of his bedroom. I heard his footsteps fading into the distance. 
 
      
 
    Did I make the right choice to come there? Allen looked okay enough, but something about him was off-putting, as if he was hiding something evil in his house. I walked to the hallway while trying to make as less noise as possible. I thought that the floor itself was going to come to life and eat me. 
 
      
 
    When I reached his living room, I found him on the couch. His TV was on and his legs were rested on a cushioned, cubic support. 
 
      
 
    "Good brat. Now, make that dinner for me. I am hungry," he said before taking a sip from his glass. It looked like beer to me. 
 
      
 
    I walked over to his kitchen. It was filthy and uninviting. I wanted to do anything but to remain there, but if I was to leave the Hucow Dairy farm, then I was supposed to do everything he wanted. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed some things from his fridge and started cooking. Once it was done, I put the food on his plate and walked back to the living room.  
 
      
 
    Before I could make a lot of progress, though, he raised his hand and said, without looking at me, "I want you to crawl to me with the plate on your lower back. Mess this up and you will go back to the Hucow Dairy Farm." 
 
      
 
    I gulped. To crawl to him while trying not to let the plate fall from my lower back? That was mad. I could not do it, but I still felt compelled to try. 
 
      
 
    I put the plate on the floor, got on all fours and tried my best to place it on my lower back. It took some tries until it was finally stable where I wanted it to be. Allen glanced at me with fiendish eyes when he realized I didn't fail him. 
 
      
 
    As I made my way to him, I felt that I needed to do more than to obey his commands. I needed to find my place in front of such a dominating and assertive man. His acceptance of me became my objective. His happiness became something I started to seek. 
 
      
 
    With those thoughts ingrained in my mind, I crawled to him. My eyes noticed the man, how he sipped his drink, how dominating he seemed, how much respect he could command, the apparent lines of a well-toned body, and the package he seemed to hide in his pants. 
 
      
 
    When I got there, the plate made one last attempt to fall off me, but with a decisive movement, I managed to keep it in place. Allen glanced at me when he noticed my efforts to make him happy. I was under his mercy. I was his submissive hucow. 
 
      
 
    For the first time in my life, my udders and rump became a nuisance. My udders slid along the floor while I walked. My rump added extra, unnecessary weight to my body. It was difficult to crawl; I was twice the size of a normal woman. 
 
      
 
    Allen grabbed his plate and began to eat the food. I felt relieved for the first time ever that night. It took him no time at all to be finished with the food I made for him. A belch escaped his mouth, indicating that he liked my dinner. A smile materialize on my face; I had made Master happy. 
 
      
 
    His hand petted me. I felt as if I was less than human, but I could continue living like that for years on end. It was so easy to have just one objective in life: that of making sure Master had everything he needed. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes ago I was thinking I had the upper hand with him, but now I was tamed. I was his submissive servant. He turned me into one. Allen's grin told me he was overjoyed with how things turned out. He appeared to be the kind of man who was used to have everything going his way. 
 
      
 
    The clothespin hurt like hell, but Allen didn't seem to be worried about them. He continued to watch TV. A game of football was being displayed on the screen. It was the local team versus one from outside the state. Allen's eyes didn't blink while the screen flashed and dimmed. 
 
      
 
    Then he got up and said, "It's time to finish this off. You have been great so far, but now you need to do one last thing to me." 
 
      
 
    I didn't answer. I merely waited for him to continue. He was my Master, and I, his brat. 
 
      
 
    He petted me again and said, "I need that delicious milk of yours. Getting it from the supermarket is quite expensive." 
 
      
 
    He walked to his bedroom. I followed him, still crawling. It took me some time and my knees hurt, but I felt overjoyed when I got there. 
 
      
 
    Allen was lying on his bed. I got on top of him. His body was warm and inviting. For the first time that night, I didn't fear him. His grin widened. 
 
      
 
    His mouth found my teat. He began to suck from it. The sensation was unique; I never had a hubull do something similar to me. His hand caressed my belly, as if he owned the calf I had in there. I let a moan of pleasure escape me while my milk filled his needy stomach. 
 
      
 
    His hand squeezed my rump. They were so good. I had the impression he had done that before to many other hucows. Maybe others like me tried to leave the Hucow Dairy Farm without the supervisors' permission as well. 
 
      
 
    He found my other teat and began to suck from it as well. It was as if I was being trained for when my calf would be born. He was needy and demanding. He barely left time for me to breathe. His body was getting warmer. His hands squeezed my rump harder. 
 
      
 
    My body rocked when an immense wave of pleasure took control of me. His grin widened. His fingers were still buried deep in my skin. Allen resumed to drink milk straight from the source. 
 
      
 
    I lost my consciousness, such was the intensity of the pleasure I had from him. But before the world around me was pitch black, I heard Allen saying, "You are mine now." 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Milky 5 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Story Time 
 
      
 
    The Dairy Farm built a college for hucows and hubulls. Since we didn’t exactly mingle with the locals, it was simply needed. There were too many fights and discussions with the citizens; they didn’t like people with big breasts and cocks walking among them. 
 
      
 
    How could I blame the concerned citizens? We just rocked. People were envious of our udders and cocks. They could not stand the size of our rumps. Deep inside their hearts, they wanted to become just like us. The only thing preventing them from taking the necessary injections was their ego. 
 
      
 
    Professor Adelia was going to tell us a story. It was History class, something she had mastery on. I envied her. She was one of the biggest hucows on the farm. Her milk was treasured all over the world. When I leave this college, I want to be just like her. 
 
      
 
    Her hands grabbed the book from the table. Her eyes flashed when she talked about it the day before. It was going to be a tale of a hucow who lived in Europe during the medieval period. 
 
      
 
    She mentioned that it was more like a rumor than a fact, but it served to imprint something in our minds. She didn’t mention exactly what that thing was, but I was anxious to find out. My hands were sweating a bit in anticipation. 
 
      
 
    The Professor opened the book as paced in front of the class. Her big udders let milk escape from their teats as she walked. They also swung shily before bumping onto her belly. Her hucowness was simply impressive. It left everyone in the class with wide eyes and mouths. 
 
      
 
    And then, it started, “Alis was a noblewoman living in a castle she could never escape from. Her caretakers always said just one thing: that she needed to grow older a bit more to become the Queen of the Kingdom of Bavar...” 
 
      
 
    As the Professor continued the story, I felt myself being sucked in. Before I knew, I was imagining myself being the hucow in the story. Something about her seemed oddly similar to my way of life... 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my monocular and scanned the farms below. All those people worked to maintain our castle. In return, we gave them protection against the invaders. It was a fair deal, except that those citizens needed to be inside the walls, not out. They didn’t know it, but the people who controlled the kingdom thought of them as meat shields, which was probably not far from the truth. 
 
      
 
    I had eyes for just one person on the farms. A man, to be more exact. His name was Josce, and he was the man of my dreams. There was not one night where I didn’t think about him or his body. He was a strong man with a very commanding voice, and I got wet just thinking about him. 
 
      
 
    The problem was that, since I could never leave the castle until I was old enough, I didn’t have the opportunity to meet him, and I wanted to do that so bad. I thought about his wide back, perfect pecs and abs all the time. 
 
      
 
    Every night, I found myself masturbating my inexperienced pussy. Fingering it was something common that I learned by myself. Wild images of my wide ass riding his virile cock were very frequent when I was all alone with my vulva. If only I could tell him what I thought, I was sure that he would not hesitate to make me his. 
 
      
 
    I found him again using the monocular on the far right of the fields. He was taking care of his farm, guiding his cattle back inside his property. He was shirtless, as usual. My clit became hard when I imagined him just inches away from me. 
 
      
 
    Josce, then, sat behind his house. He grabbed a bottle of mead and drank from it. His body shined bright under the light of the sun. What a physique he had! In the castle, all I could see were old, decrepit men who liked talking about wars and politics all the time. 
 
      
 
    I just really needed to meet him, so I went downstairs and sneaked out. Once I was out in the fields, I took the nearest horse from the stables and headed to Josce. My heart beat faster in anticipation. My thoughts were about the kind of things we would do once we were together. 
 
      
 
    Before I reached him, though, my horse was spooked by a snake in the high grass. I hit my head hard on a rock when I fell to the ground, and then, I lost my consciousness. 
 
      
 
    I thought I was going to be left there in the fields, and that nobody was going to help me, but then I woke up in Josce’s small house. It was made mostly of wood and mud. He lived a very quiet and simple life. Josce was just so much different from the men I was used to. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, young lady. I found you unconscious out in the fields. You kind of spooked me. I didn’t think I was going to find a person there. I thought you were actually dead, given the amount of blood that came from your head.” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my head in pain and said, “Urghhh… What in the world just happened. Where am I?” 
 
      
 
    “In my house, young lady. I just saved you.” 
 
      
 
    When my eyes finally adjusted themselves to my new surroundings, I noticed Josce. Before then, I thought I was in some kind of strange dream. But not this time, no. It was real. I was inside his house. He had just saved me. 
 
      
 
    When everything became clear to me, I was dumbfounded. I looked nowhere in particular. Moments ago I was riding a horse, and now I was in the same room with Josce. Things could not have gotten better for me. 
 
      
 
    I opened a shy smile for him. A smile that I was sure that was going to be forever imprinted in his mind; something that he was going to remember me by until his death. 
 
      
 
    I don’t ever want to live his side… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Reluctant 
 
      
 
    “Young lady, what is your name?” Josce asked as he offered his hands for me. I took it and stood up from his bed. The smell of mud, grass and dirt became intenser. For many people, that would be filthy, but for me, it was anything but. I loved being there. It was so different from what I was used to. 
 
      
 
    “Mine? Oh… Ah, of course. My name is Alis.” 
 
      
 
    Josce’s face froze. His eyes bulged. “You mean… the future Queen of this kingdom?” 
 
      
 
    For a moment, I didn’t know what to say to him. Queen? I guess I was set to be that one day, but I didn’t quite see myself as one yet. I preferred a more simple life with fewer duties, just like the one Josce had. 
 
      
 
    “I guess so... I am so thankful you saved me.” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed his hand and kissed it. A sign of respect that a noblewoman like me should never display to a commoner like him, but I was not the kind of woman to have roots in fancy manners. I didn’t mind showing respect to a man who saved me. 
 
      
 
    Josce froze once again. He looked so cute like that. Sensing that he was more vulnerable than usual, I approached and hugged him. My hands explored his wide and advantageous back. He was just so manly. I could be with him for hours on end without getting bored. 
 
      
 
    “My Queen… I don’t think you are supposed to be doing this to me.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you not want your Queen, Josce? I am here for you. You saved me…” 
 
      
 
    “Wait… how do you even know my name?” 
 
      
 
    For a moment, I didn’t know what to say to him. The Master of Knowledge in the castle told me who he was and his role in the kingdom. He had no idea I knew a lot about his life, and I was not keen on telling him that. Discretion seemed to be the best course of action, I concluded. 
 
      
 
    “Does it matter, Josce? I will be your Queen. I am supposed to know the people of my lands.” 
 
      
 
    My words seemed to have calmed him down. I could feel his heart slowing to its normal beating rate. I was taming him, in a way. Not to brag, but I was a good looking lady, and a man like Josce could not resist me. 
 
      
 
    I continued to massage and explored his back, but I needed more than that. His body was warm and oh so inviting. He was so much bigger than me, and also a lot manlier than all the men I knew personally. He was such a waste to be imprisoned in his own farm. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed his chin and kissed him. Josce didn’t have any option but to do the same to me. His tongue danced with mine. His lips were warm and comforting. The world around us seemed to have disappeared; it was just the two of us now. 
 
      
 
    But then, he withdrew his mouth from mine. I felt betrayed and abandoned. Josce looked at me as if I was some kind of a ghost. He took a couple of steps backward and opened his mouth, but it seemed that he didn’t know what to say to me. 
 
      
 
    “Josce, what is wrong? Do you not want your Queen?” 
 
      
 
    “I… I don’t know what is happening here. Moments ago I was taking care of my farm, and now I am kissing Princess Alis. This is wrong.” 
 
      
 
    But I was not about to let his words deter me. I approached my love once again, and this time, my hands found his ass. His asscheeks were full and very pronounced. My fingers buried deep inside them. 
 
      
 
    A soft moan of pleasure escaped his mouth; he was not going to escape me this time. His eyes slightly closed. His mouth began to drool a bit. 
 
      
 
    That was it! That was my chance! I went in for another kiss, my hand explored his butt and back. He did the same to me, and during that short period, I thought we were never going to be separated another time. 
 
      
 
    We kissed and kissed for what felt like forever. My belly was touching his crotch, and I noticed his member growing. It was getting harder, thicker and longer. His desire for me was becoming uncontrollable. I could feel his lust reaching unbearable levels and demanding an immediate release. 
 
      
 
    My hand slid inside his pants and I grabbed his member. It was thick and very long. He was oozing pre-cum already. My nipples were hard and erect. Everything was getting so hot in there. I thought we were inside a volcano, such was the immediate rise of the temperature. 
 
      
 
    Before I knew it, I was giving the man a handjob. Josce moaned and groaned in pleasure, even while he kissed. His saliva mixed with mine. His breathing became hard and faltering. He was on the verge of having the orgasm of his life. 
 
      
 
    But then, he withdrew his mouth from mine again. I was left dumbfounded after having thought that I captured him. He took a couple of steps back and opened the door. Josce didn’t want me there anymore. 
 
      
 
    “Please, Princess Alis, just leave. I don’t want any trouble with the castle.” 
 
      
 
    I felt lost and hopeless. I was just rejected by the man I loved. It was with those awful feelings in mind that I got out of his house. Everything felt ethereal and fake. I walked from farm to farm, hoping to find a direction. 
 
      
 
    I found none of that. I wanted to cry, but then I found the horse I rode before I hit my head on a rock. I climbed on top of it and headed toward no direction in particular. 
 
      
 
    Before I could even comprehend where I was going to, I was deep in a forest. I rode and rode from place to place, trying to find my way back, but it just seemed impossible. The sun had just set. I found a light in the middle of a clearing and headed there. 
 
      
 
    When I reached the spot, I found a witch. 
 
      
 
    “Please, can you make a potion for me so that Josce accepts me as his love?” I begged at her feet. 
 
      
 
    The witch glanced at me as if I was nothing, and then grinned. She didn’t prepare a potion for me, but her arms moved and her mouth sang as she readied herself to cast a spell. 
 
      
 
    I thought that she was going to take advantage of me, but once the spell was over, I didn’t feel that anything had changed. I walked out of her clearing feeling very confused. 
 
      
 
    I walked back toward Josce’s farm, feeling that my life had no hope. During my path there, I felt my body changing. My breasts became huger, as did my ass. My body was becoming very similar to an hourglass. 
 
      
 
    My breasts were becoming so big that I could barely walk straight. They were also leaking milk as if I had just gotten pregnant. 
 
      
 
    The volume of milk that kept coming out of my teats was impressive. I thought I had become some sort of milk-producing machine. My eyes bulged when I looked back and I noticed the trail of milk which followed me. 
 
      
 
      
 
    My breasts were so huge and uncomfortable. I lost my balance and fell onto the grassy field, panting. I thought I was lost and in no condition to walk back home, but then I noticed someone walking over to me. 
 
      
 
    It was Josce, and he looked just as surprised as me. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Perfect for Him 
 
      
 
    Josce grabbed and carried me to his barn. The stench of hay and durt immediately filled my noses, making me feel something I had never felt before. It was as if I belonged there. The castle seemed like a distant and alien place to me now. 
 
      
 
    Josce positioned two long boards made of wood and then placed me on them. “Holy moly, what happened to you? Your breasts look huger than before. You can barely walk like this.” 
 
      
 
    Josce was right. My breasts were so huge now that they ripped open my dress. I lost it on my way back to his farm. My underwear, of course, shared the same fate. I had no idea about what was happening to me. 
 
      
 
    I could not speak anymore. As much as I tried, my mouth and tongue just refused to move like they did before I met the witch. 
 
      
 
    A desire was growing inside me. A desire to eat grass and moo. I wanted to moo, as if I were not human anymore. 
 
      
 
    “You really look changed, my Queen,” Josce said before grabbing my breasts. Milk flowed out of them the moment his fingers touched my teats. I mooed in pleasure. His manly hands were so soft and gentle. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, what is even happening here. Are you pregnant?” 
 
      
 
    Josce grabbed a bucket and began to fill it with my milk. His hands pulled and pulled my teats, milking me. All the while, I moaned and hoped that he was never going to stop doing that. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, the bucket is fool already,” Josce said before grabbing another. 
 
      
 
    He pulled my teats to milk me once more. The pleasure of being milked by his manly and, yet, gentle hands was almost too much for me handle. I mooed and moaned in pleasure. My clit was hard as it had ever been. My skin was burning in desire. 
 
      
 
    I glanced to the side and noticed that Josce had nothing more than his pair of briefs on. His cock had swelled to full size. He was hard and erect. I licked my lips in anticipation that, maybe, he was going to fill my mouth with his meaty member. 
 
      
 
    “Alis, where is all this milk coming from?” He asked before putting aside his second bucket full of milk. Once again, I tried to respond that I had no idea about what was happening, but my mouth refused to speak. Even finding the words seemed harder than it used to be. 
 
      
 
    When Josce stood up, I grabbed his cock with my hand. Even through the thick material of his shorts, the thickness of his cock was noticeable. I mooed in pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Josce froze in place. His eyes switched from my hand grabbing his man tool to my ass. The man didn’t seem to know what he wanted to do. Since I could not speak, I just hoped that he was going to understand what I wanted. 
 
      
 
    Maybe, this time, he was going to find out I came there for him. Perhaps, given my different look, he was not going to refuse me. A man like him needed someone like me. Josce needed a hucow. 
 
      
 
    Josce’s hands caressed mine. “My Queen, I cannot refuse you anymore. You look just so much more beautiful now. You are perfect for me.” 
 
      
 
    He grabbed my hand and put it inside his shorts. I found his throbbing and warm member. I enveloped it with my fingers and began to give him another handjob. Josce contemplated my hand moving left and right with a grin on his face. 
 
      
 
    “I guess that it’s time,” he said before withdrawing my hand from him. I wondered where he was going, but then he positioned himself just behind me and I knew exactly the sort of thing he had in mind. 
 
      
 
    I arched my back and lifted slightly my ass for him. Josce caressed and massaged it, as if he was preparing me for the fuck of my life. He was such a caring and responsible man. Josce was everything I needed, and now, as a changed woman, I was the woman of his dreams. 
 
      
 
    Josce’s big member thrust inside me with force. I felt my womb being widened and scourged by his hardness. It was the first time I was being penetrated, and my God, did it feel wonderful! I could spend hours doing that. I could spend days being taken and tamed by a man like Josce. 
 
      
 
    I mooed in pleasure. Josce thrust inside me with fervor. His eyes burned bright with desire. My skin burned as he increased his pace. His cock traveled deep inside me. His veiny member was becoming one with my needy and hungry womb. 
 
      
 
    Before I knew it, I was losing myself inside his barn. He was pounding me so hard that his balls kept on bouncing off my ass. All the while, my eyes were closed while my pussy leaked its orgasm. 
 
      
 
    The orgasm that was coming out of me was nothing compared to what I was anticipating. My eyes rolled back and my toes curled when I sensed something coming up. It began in my womb and then, it traveled quickly throughout my body. It spread everywhere, creating rippling sensations that gave me goosebumps. 
 
      
 
    My body rocked when an intense orgasm took hold of me. Josce screamed as his cock throbbed violently inside my womb. I felt his semen filling me and painting my pussy white. It was a lot of it, and more so than anything I had imagined. 
 
      
 
    Josce slid out of me. He was panting hard as he walked to stand in front of me. As he did so, I noticed that he could barely keep his balance. For a moment, I thought that he was going to fall and hit his head on a rock just like I did. 
 
      
 
    His hand found my forehead and he began to caress me, as if I was some sort of prize of his. It was then that I realized that I was never going back to the castle. Josce was going to take care of me and milk me whenever he wished. And then, he was going to fuck me, just like he did today. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “And that, my students, is the story of the first hucow,” the professor said before closing his book.
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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Arriving at the Hospital 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe I am going to wear clothes today,” I said, analyzing from top to bottom my body in the mirror. My udders and rump were now bigger than ever. So big that I could be considered an alien walking among humans.  
 
      
 
    What got my attention the most, though, as it usually did, was my swollen clit. So red and full; it was always asking for some much-needed attention from a hubull. He was right beside me, but for the time being, I wondered if he was in the mood to have me... 
 
      
 
    “Well, you will be going outside. Normal people don’t walk the streets fully naked.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you are right,” I said while grabbing my teat and squeezing it. A line of milk escaped from it and hit the mirror in front of me. “However, I still think people should be more accepting of us.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe once we are not marginalized,” he said before going in behind me and hugging me. 
 
      
 
    I almost fainted at the feeling of his enormous shaft behind me. “I didn’t think you were so eager to have me today, Gary. Plus, I am scheduled to be at the hospital in about half an hour.” 
 
      
 
    “I am always ready to have you, Marie,” he said before kissing me on the neck and ear. 
 
      
 
    His body was so warm. He was so comforting when his huge, muscular arms were enveloping me like that. I knew it would be wrong to have sex with him now, but what would be the problem if we did it quickly? We could still be there at the hospital on time. 
 
      
 
    Gary was one of the most experienced hubulls of the Dairy Farm. Having him now would be quite the treat. I really had a weak spot for him. He was so mature while still keeping that young look that most people didn’t have. Even though he was experienced, he was still childish sometimes. The perfect combination of a man he was for me. 
 
      
 
    “Fine,” I said before freeing myself from his grasp of me and kissing his lips like there was not going to be a tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    His hands explored every inch of my body. As he did so, he spent more time on my rump while I pressed my udders tight on his muscular chest. To feel him so eager to have me, it was making me wonder if I was going to have enough energy to remain awake at the hospital. 
 
      
 
    Eager to feel that hubull for what he was truly like, I got on my knees and stared at the huge shaft in front of me. So huge that he was considered the most potent of all the hubulls at the Dairy Farm. 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips in anticipation of sucking that thing. I was hungry, and his huge package was the only thing that was going to satisfy me. Just the mere image of it before me was enough to make the fire within me arise. 
 
      
 
    It was burning brighter with the slow passage of the seconds. I had not had sex during the day, so sucking him now was more than needed. He and I knew that we both needed a quickie before heading out. It was going to help to make sure that he was not going to have a tent pole before reaching the hospital. 
 
      
 
    My lips enveloped his monstrous cockhelmet. The moment they did that, I felt the fire within me burn brighter with desire. As I began to bob up and down on him, I realized just how tender and soft the skin of his meaty member was. I could spend hours doing that without getting tired of it. 
 
      
 
    Unwilling to end it all so soon, I bobbed up and down on him while taking in all the details and sensations that were coming with the experience. My hands cupped his balls, though they were so big as well that my fingers could play with just one of them at a time. 
 
      
 
    Gary moaned when I increased the pace. I was sucking him with so much fervor that his balls were slapping against my chin. I noticed that he was pounding my mouth as well, which was perfect to maintain the intensity of the blowjob. 
 
      
 
    “Gosh, you are so good with this,” he said, which only made me want to have even more of him. I covered more of his inches, all the while fighting against the inevitable gag that was having a 13 inches meaty member deep in my throat. 
 
      
 
    Before long, his cock was throbbing. It started off as nothing, but then it rapidly became a shaking sensation that was hard to ignore. He was going to cum and fill me with his precious seeds, and I was going to have them all just for me! 
 
      
 
    “Take it all, bitch,” he said with a throaty voice moments before his member was filling me up with his semen. I refrained from moaning, though doing so was difficult, such was the pleasure of giving Gary a blowjob before going to the hospital. 
 
      
 
    Gary was panting when he stepped back and eased his cock out of my mouth. I cleaned the side of it using my tongue and hand before standing up. I then headed to the closet, grabbed some clothes and tried then on. 
 
      
 
    “Well, we are going to have to do this.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    The Doctor 
 
      
 
    Gary parked the car in front of the hospital. The clothes were so uncomfortable that I had difficulty sitting on the car’s seat, and I was sure that it was going to be even harder to get out. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe I am going to have to walk the corridors of the hospital dressed like this. Look at this,” I said pointing at my bust, “The shirt looks as if it is going to be ripped to shreds at any moment.” 
 
      
 
    “You are actually doing fine. My briefs have already given in to the size of my bulge. Only the pants are keeping my package in place.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, but you won’t have to go into the hospital,” I said before opening the door of the car and stepping out. I almost lost my balance and fell onto the ground, but Gary was nice enough to notice what was about to happen, and thus, placed his hand on my butt to prevent it. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks,” I said before walking to the hospital. After I got inside, I talked to the first secretary I saw, who then asked for me to wait until the doctor was ready. I just hoped that the injections to make me more fertile were going to be worth the trouble of being among so many normal humans who had never seen a hucow before. 
 
      
 
    They were staring at me so much that I felt I was like in a zoo. A hucow was so alien to them that they didn’t even have an idea of what we do inside the Dairy Farm. How many of them must have drunk my milk? Probably quite a lot, considering that I have been working there for a couple of years already and people have become more accepting of us. 
 
      
 
    “Come in, please,” I heard the voice of the doctor coming from the operation room. 
 
      
 
    When I got in there, I asked, “Should I take off my clothes?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course. It should actually help with things here.” 
 
      
 
    Relieved, I took off my clothes. The first to go were the pants and panties. They were tormenting me and being a nuisance to my clit. What’s more, my pussy was being pressed by the material ever since I put the panties on. I just didn’t want to have them on anymore. 
 
      
 
    The doctor stood in front of me, with his eyes and mouth wide open. “What?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head slightly, trying to forget about what he was thinking, and then put on some gloves. “I just… it’s my first time seeing a hucow in person. You are quite something.” 
 
      
 
    “Should I lay on the operation bed?” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, of course. Please do. I am going to begin the operation in a bit.” 
 
      
 
    I laid on the bed, and then waited for him to do his thing. While I had noticed the stares from the people around me when I got to the hospital, it was my first time seeing someone so close to me having that same reaction. 
 
      
 
    My mind began to think about the doctor. Other than his advanced age - he was not that old, just old enough to make me feel that he was off bounds -  he was quite good-looking himself. If it were up to me, he would be in the Dairy Farm tending to all the hucows. What’s more, maybe he could even be a hubull himself. He certainly had the physical attributes to be one. 
 
      
 
    The doctor grabbed a syringe, but instead of giving me the injection, he stopped and stared at me. He was not just staring at me, though, but also at my slightly throbbing and excited clit. As the seconds passed, I wondered when he was going to escape that trance of his. 
 
      
 
    “Doc, what is going on?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I am sorry. I was thinking about something I should not be thinking about” 
 
      
 
    Very curious reaction from him that was. Was he really that much into me? I wondered how far I could push him with that. All things considered, I should not be involving myself with a doctor who was going to give me injections. It could end badly for me. However, it was true that he was cute and that I missed having sex with normal men. 
 
      
 
    The doctor readied the syringe and gave me injections on my udders and rump. I was going to look mighty fine for the hubulls, and hopefully, that was going to increase my fertility enough to win the competition. 
 
      
 
    I felt sleepy and my body, heavy. It seemed that the injection he gave me was also taking a toll on my disposition to remain awake. The white lights aimed at me felt painful. I wanted to take a nap and wake up once the injections did their thing on me, but I didn’t know if that was a good thing to do, considering the reaction from the doctor to seeing the first hucow of his life. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to sleep, doc. Wake me up once the injections have made my udders and rump better for the hubulls,” I said before finally accepting that there was no way I was going to keep my eyes open. I turned a bit on the operation bed and closed my eyes while I thought what it was going to be like to be best hucow of the Dairy Farm. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Taken 
 
      
 
    When I woke up, I felt re-energized. It had been a long time since I felt so good about myself. I was going to have not just the body which could entice the hubulls even more, but also strike fear on the other hucows. It was going to be amazing! 
 
      
 
    I got off the operation bed and analyzed the room. There was no nobody. Strange, considering that the light coming from the outside meant that not many hours had passed since I shut my eyes. 
 
      
 
    When I was going to get out of there, maybe even look for the doctor to tell him I was thankful, the door at the other side of the room opened. I turned around on the spot, and my eyes met the doctor himself. 
 
      
 
    Something was different about him, though. I could not quite put my fingers on it, but he had an aura of authority and decisiveness I had not quite seen before. His eyes were fierce and deadset on me. It was as if he had debated a lot about something that filled his mind and just came to a conclusion that satisfied him. 
 
      
 
    “Doc, what is going on?” I asked meekly, already feeling the shift of power in his favor. Before I went to sleep, I thought he was a weak man who could be controlled by women less demanding than me, but now, he was so different that he could be considered another person entirely. 
 
      
 
    He came up to me. It was the first time I noticed the incredible difference of height between us. At least a head taller than me he was, and maybe even more. I was just so surprised by his change of attitude that I could not think straight anymore. 
 
      
 
    “I thought it was a bad thing to have sex with a patient of mine, but you… I have never seen a hucow before in my life, and now I wish I had. You are just so delicious,” he said before grabbing each of my udders and squeezing then tight until they were gushing milk like a volcano spitting lava. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, doc… I can’t believe that you are so hungry for me,” I said, but the words felt unnatural to me. What was going on with me? It was true that I missed having sex with a normal man, since it was an exotic thing to do now, but I was also sure that his cock was not going to be big enough for me. There was a reason why the hubulls existed, after all. 
 
      
 
    His hand grabbed my ass and he pressed my buttcheek tight. “Such a big ass, and to think I never experienced this before. This is better than having sex with the most famous actress in the world.” 
 
      
 
    “How do you even know that?” I asked, but instead of answering me, he squeezed my buttcheek even harder. When he did that, my teats gushed more milk which, in turn, soaked the doctor’s white uniform. 
 
      
 
    I could not believe it: the mere presence of that man and his grasp of me was making me horny. As a hucow, I was horny all the time - that was a given - but the doctor was making me hornier than I should be in front of a normal human. I was getting horny for a hubull, even though there was none nearby. 
 
      
 
    “Are you somehow thinking that I am not big enough for you?” He questioned, his face approaching mine. His breath was overtaking me, and it was hot and moisty. 
 
      
 
    Everything was working in his favor. I felt my teats go hard and my flower, wet. Never before did I think that a normal man was going to have such a command over me, but the doctor was managing to do just that. 
 
      
 
    Before I knew it, we were kissing. It was not just a casual kiss, though, it was a passionate exchange of lust. His tongue was exploring every inch of my mouth. All the while, his fingers were discovering more and more of my body. 
 
      
 
    The fire within me resurged for the second time that day. It was a fire of expectation to be fucked and to let him abuse me.  I could barely wait for him to reach the next level of what we were doing. Nothing else mattered when I was just so into him. 
 
      
 
    The doctor suddenly grabbed me by my udders and carried me to the bed. I was sitting on it while he still kissed me without even fully realizing what was going on. I was acting on pure instincts alone. That fire within me was burning brighter with the fast passage of the seconds. 
 
      
 
    The doctor took off his clothes, revealing a body that made my eyes bulge and my heart skip a beat. What a beast he was! Athletic, despite his age, and with so much hair on his chest that it could be considered a huge patch of fur. 
 
      
 
    “No time to waste. I am going to have to tend to another patient pretty soon,” he said before pushing me down on the operation bed and using his hands to spread my legs for him. He had so much strength that I gasped in shock. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t look at his shaft before, such was the intensity of everything that was happening, but when I finally did it, I noticed what was definitely not a normal man’s cock, but a hubull’s one. 
 
      
 
    Questions popped up in my mind. When did that happen? When did he become a hubull? And, why was he not working in the Dairy Farm with the rest of us? 
 
      
 
    I mooed in pleasure at the thought of being fucked by a hubull at the hospital. It seemed that no matter where I went, I was a magnet for them. I was already feeling the effects of not having sex in the morning - it was an addiction for any hucow - and now that beefy hubull was going to satisfy me. 
 
      
 
    He got in front of me, lowered the part of the bed under my legs and thrust into my womb with force. His balls slapped against my asscheeks as he pistoned forward and backward, never once breaking a sweat as his eyes refused to blink. 
 
      
 
    All the while, I mooed and moaned, or did something in between. It was hard to think when waves of pleasure were taking over every inch of my body. Not one cell of mine was not feeling lust while I was taken and abused. 
 
      
 
    The doctor pistoned in and our with greater intensity moments before he began to blow his load inside me. I was becoming his cum dump, and I was loving that. It seemed that he was guaranteeing me that his injections were going to make me more fertile. When this is all over, I hope to give birth to two cute calves. 
 
      
 
    The doctor slid out of me. My eyes noticed that he was not quite done yet; the tip of his cockhead was still covered with some of his semen. I got out of the operation bed as quickly as I could, almost tripping and falling onto the floor, and then got on my knees to lick the rest of his tasty milk. 
 
      
 
    A smirk materialized on his face. “Never before did I think I was going to fuck a patient of mine.”


 
   
  
 

 Milked 1 
 
      
 
   


  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

 Milked 6 
 
      
 
   


  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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