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 Synopsis 
 
      
 
    Save over 44% with this IMPURE and INDECENT hucow bundle! These transformed ladies can’t wait to be milked and tamed by their hubulls. Their hearts beat faster at the thought of laying down and letting the machine do its work on them. 
 
      
 
    Get your copy as soon as possible. Who knows what might happen the next day? 
 
      
 
    Take a gander at the plot of each episode: 
 
      
 
    Milky 1 
 
      
 
    Mary is an old but mature hucow having problems with milk production. The hucow dairy farm she works for attempts to solve the problem by posting an ad for a ‘virile and robust hubull’. Anthony becomes fascinated by the ad, hoping to do what no other man could do. However, little does he know that the mentioned hucow is way more than what he can handle. 
 
      
 
    Milky 2 
 
      
 
    Coretta desperately needs to find a job. An ad on TV mentions an available position in a hucow dairy farm. The place is close to her house and she has no other options, so she decides to pay them a visit. What she does not expect, however, is that the hucows do more than just milking... 
 
      
 
    Milky 3 
 
      
 
    Coretta becomes a mere object of pleasure when she goes to college. When the class on hucows is over, she finds an old friend of hers who becomes suspiciously interested in her new and improved body features. Noticing the excitement in Lori’s eyes, she invites her to visit the hucow dairy farm. When the young woman arrives there, little does she suspect that being a hucow involves more than just milking.


 
   
  
 

 Milky 1 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 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!”
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 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...
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    Lori received an offer she can't refuse. Her mind can't stop thinking about it. However, she is trapped in the Hucow Dairy Farm. The supervisors won't let her leave. She needs to devise a plan, and it needs to be a good one. A man comes forth with a proposition - an enticing one - and she has no other option but to play by his rules. 
 
      
 
    "Milky 4" is a short tale of hucows, seeding, fertile women, and one troubled lady entering the next stage of her life. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sharing the Bimbo: The Unrestrained Husbands! 
 
      
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07R7WN6CF 
 
      
 
    Liam and Mason, two lovely husbands, were extremely unsatisfied with their wives. Meanwhile, I was a single woman who loved to tease their dirty little secrets. It was just so easy to make those men, who were about 20 years older than I was, to kneel down for me. I knew I had the upper hand, and it was just so satisfying to have them stalk me. 
 
      
 
    One day, when I went grocery shopping, I found a strange fruit that captured my interest. After I stuffed my stomach with the Lucumoya, I felt altered. Suddenly, Liam’s and Mason’s wives were not obstacles to me anymore. The barriers were gone, but there was still one thing left to be decided: who would win the prize? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Their Lost Bimbo: Taming the Wild One 
 
      
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07QXVK26Z 
 
      
 
    Koen and Carl had their mischievous eyes on me. Problem was, I didn’t share their desires. Not only that, they kept pestering me all the time. “Kim”? Seriously? Could they not have found a better nickname?! I was a proud woman destined for greatness, not their doll. If I were to ever do something with them, they would not be the ones on top. 
 
      
 
    During our expedition, I had to endure them, but fate had its own plan for me. The Bimbo Village was mostly composed of women, but they were all brainless in front of their so-called "Masters". I was reluctant to understand their minds, but the more time passed there, the more I gave in. 
 
      
 
    Was all my struggle to be an independent and strong woman pointless after all? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Unfaithful Massage: A Cheating Husband Erotica 
 
      
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07V9NHY2D 
 
      
 
    Damian is the husband of your best friend, but you two have never gone much beyond a kiss on the cheek. You tell them that you are offering massage services on the beach, and to your delight, Damian decides to pay a visit. His immense, masculine presence promises to change both of your lives forever. 
 
      
 
    This short story includes taboo themes, cheating, BDSM, and an obscene widow in a very troubling case of betrayal. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Unfaithful Massage 2: A Cheating Husband Erotica 
 
      
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07VH5JZ1Q 
 
      
 
    Your story of forbidden love continues. You are surprised to have found that Damian shares your feelings, and both of you agree on meeting for another massage session. This time, it will be in your house. You are very much willing to worship his hardness and become his again, but one disconcerting question pops up when you open the door for him: can you ever forgive yourself for having cheated on your best friend? 
 
      
 
    This short story includes taboo themes, cheating, BDSM, and an obscene widow in a very troubling case of betrayal. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Unfaithful Massage 3: A Cheating Husband Erotica 
 
      
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07VV343FC 
 
      
 
    Your vile story of betrayal continues. This time, it will be in his house. His wife and your best friend will be busy with the guests at her party, and you two have the perfect opportunity to satisfy each other’s endless cravings for yet another time. 
 
      
 
    This short story includes taboo themes, cheating, BDSM, and an obscene widow in a very troubling case of betrayal.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Unfaithful Massage 4: A Cheating Husband Erotica 
 
      
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07W7RF69D 
 
      
 
    It is going to be Damian's birthday, and you are very excited about it. The party will be in his house, just like last time. As you make preparations to go there, you have just one question in mind: can you do it again with him inside his own house without his wife finding out about it? 
 
      
 
    This short story includes taboo themes, cheating, BDSM, and an obscene widow in a very troubling case of betrayal. 
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