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Chapter 1: Crash Landing and Cosmic Cravings

Hvecik gripped the controls of his sleek, silver spaceship, the Zorblax-9, as it hurtled through Earth's atmosphere like a drunken meteor. "Curse these primitive gravity wells," he muttered in his native tongue, which sounded like a mix of gargling gravel and synthesizer farts. His home planet, Vextron, was on the brink of starvation—resources depleted, soil turned to dust, and the last edible blob of space goo rationed out like it was gold. As the supreme leader of the Vextronian scouting fleet (okay, the only scout left after budget cuts), Hvecik had been dispatched to this backwater blue marble called Earth to find something, anything, that could feed his people.

The ship shuddered violently, alarms blaring in a cacophony that made his three ears ring. "Warning: Hull integrity at 42%. Suggest immediate landing or spontaneous combustion," chirped the onboard AI, which Hvecik had nicknamed "Naggy" for obvious reasons.

"Shut your digital pie hole, Naggy! I'm handling this!" Hvecik yelled, yanking a lever that probably wasn't meant for yanking. The ship plummeted toward a patchwork of green fields in rural Pennsylvania, specifically near a sleepy town called Greencastle—home to more cows than people, and apparently the perfect spot for an unplanned alien barbecue.

With a thunderous crash that scattered a herd of actual cows, the Zorblax-9 plowed into a cornfield, carving a furrow that looked suspiciously like a giant middle finger from space. Hvecik tumbled out of the hatch, his green-scaled skin covered in dirt and what he hoped was just mud. He activated his disguise hologram, transforming into a lanky, middle-aged human farmer type with a plaid shirt, overalls, and a name tag that read "Hank" because that's what the translator spat out as "average Earth male."

"Alright, Hank," he said to himself, practicing his human accent that came out like a bad impersonation of a cowboy with a sinus infection. "Time to scout for sustenance. These Earthlings must have something better than those glowing nutrient bars back home."

Hvecik—er, Hank—stumbled out of the field and onto a dusty road, his spaceship cloaked behind him as a dilapidated silo. The sun was setting over the rolling hills, painting everything in that golden hue Earthlings seemed to romanticize in their dumb movies. He sniffed the air: a mix of manure, fresh-cut grass, and something fried. His stomach growled, or rather, his primary digestion sac gurgled.

First stop: a roadside diner called "Mabel's Munchies," where the sign promised "Home-Cooked Goodness." Hank pushed open the door, the bell jingling like a tiny executioner's axe. Inside, a handful of locals nursed coffees and pies, eyeing the newcomer with the suspicion reserved for anyone not born within a 50-mile radius.

"What'll it be, stranger?" asked the waitress, a no-nonsense woman in her fifties with a nametag reading "Flo" and a pencil tucked behind her ear.

"Uh, your finest sustenance modules," Hank replied, then caught himself. "I mean, gimme a burger and fries. Extra cheese. And one of those milkshake things I've heard about."

Flo raised an eyebrow but scribbled it down. "Comin' right up, hon."

The burger arrived, a greasy monstrosity that looked promising. Hank took a bite, chewing thoughtfully. It was... okay. Salty, fatty, with a hint of char. But his Vextronian metabolism analyzed it instantly: 45% carbs, 30% proteins, 25% regret. Not the superfood his people needed. The fries? Crunchy disappointments. The milkshake? Creamy, but too sugary—more dessert than dinner.

"Nope," he muttered, pushing the plate away. "This planet's got nothin'."

He paid with a holographic credit card that mimicked cash (thank you, alien tech) and wandered out, dejected. The night air was crisp, stars twinkling above like mocking eyes. Hank followed a dirt path toward what his scanner indicated was a "dairy operation"—whatever that meant. Maybe they had better milk options.

The farm was quiet, save for the lowing of cows in the barn. A modest farmhouse sat nearby, lights on in the kitchen. Hank crept closer, his curiosity piqued by the rhythmic sounds coming from inside. Peeking through a window (because boundaries are a human concept), he saw a woman in her late twenties, rocking a baby in a chair. She was nursing the infant, her shirt partially open, exposing a full, lactating breast.

Hank's eyes widened—all six of them, though the hologram hid the extras. His scanner beeped softly: "Detecting high-nutrient fluid. Composition: Proteins 8%, fats 4%, lactose 7%, vitamins A, D, E, K—off the charts for Vextronian needs. Potential superfood alert!"

"No way," Hank whispered. "That stuff coming out of her... udders? It's liquid gold!"

But how to sample it without alerting the natives? Stealth mode activated—his skin shimmered, blending with the shadows. He slipped through an unlocked door, silent as a space ninja. The woman, let's call her Sarah (because she looked like a Sarah—curly brown hair, freckles, and a tired but content smile), hummed a lullaby as the baby fed.

Hank edged closer, his extendable proboscis (disguised as a nose) twitching. Just a taste. One little sip. He leaned in, but tripped over a squeaky toy on the floor. Squeak!

Sarah jolted, turning toward him. "Who the hell are you?!"

Hank froze, hologram flickering slightly. "Uh, I'm Hank. Your... neighbor? From down the road. In Greencastle. Yeah, that's it. I heard a noise and came to check."

Sarah clutched the baby tighter, but her eyes scanned him—tall, awkward, kinda cute in a dorky way. "At night? Through my back door? That's some neighborly bullshit."

"Apologies, ma'am. I didn't mean to intrude. But... that milk you're producing. It's fascinating. Mind if I... observe?"

Sarah blinked, then laughed—a sharp, disbelieving bark. "Observe? Buddy, this ain't a science fair. Get out before I call the cops."

But Hank's desperation kicked in. He activated a low-level pheromone emitter, meant for calming hostile species. Instead, it misfired due to Earth's atmosphere, turning into a lust-inducing mist. Sarah's cheeks flushed, her breathing quickened. "What... what is that smell? Like fresh hay and... chocolate?"

Hank sniffed himself. "That's my natural aroma. Vextronian musk."

She set the baby down in a nearby crib, standing up. Her shirt still open, breasts heavy with milk. "You're weird, Hank. But damn, you're making me feel... hot."

Hank's hologram held, but his alien form stirred underneath. Vextronians had... unique anatomy: a primary appendage that split into tentacles for efficiency, plus bioluminescent tips for dark-space mating. "Perhaps we could... exchange fluids? For science?"

Sarah smirked, the pheromones hitting hard. "Science, huh? Alright, weirdo. But if this is some kink, make it worth my while."

She pulled him into the adjacent room—a cozy den with a plush couch. Hank's hands fumbled with her shirt, exposing both breasts. Milk beaded at the nipples, and he leaned in, tongue extending longer than humanly possible. "May I?"

"Go for it, space cowboy," she teased, not knowing how spot-on that was.

Hank latched on, sucking gently at first. The milk flooded his mouth—warm, sweet, nutrient-packed nirvana. His body lit up like a Christmas tree, energy surging. "Oh stars above! This is superior to anything in the galaxy!"

Sarah moaned, her hands in his "hair." "Damn, you're enthusiastic. Most guys just grope and go."

Emboldened, Hank's tentacles emerged slightly through the hologram glitch—wriggling, probing. One wrapped around her other breast, squeezing rhythmically, milk squirting out in arcs. "Your production is impressive. We must optimize!"

"What the fuck—tentacles?" Sarah gasped, but the pheromones kept her aroused rather than scared. "Okay, this is freaky, but... don't stop."

Hank's primary cock—thick, ridged, and glowing faintly—pressed against her thigh as he stripped off her pants. "Earth female, prepare for impregnation simulation. Wait, no—taste test only!"

She laughed, pulling down his overalls. Out sprang his alien dick, splitting into three writhing parts. "Holy shit, it's like a party favor! Bring it here."

They tumbled onto the couch, Sarah straddling him. She guided one tentacle to her pussy, slick and ready. "Fuck me with that thing while you drink."

Hank obliged, the tentacle sliding in deep, pulsing with alien rhythm. Milk flowed freely as he suckled, her body arching in ecstasy. "Yes! Your vaginal contractions enhance the flavor!"

"You're such a dork," she panted, grinding down. "Harder, you green freak!"

Another tentacle teased her ass, probing gently. "Anal stimulation for maximum output?"

"Fuck yes—do it!"

He pushed in, double-penetrating her while the third tentacle wrapped around her clit, vibrating like a high-end toy. Sarah screamed in pleasure, milk spraying as she came hard. "Oh god, I'm squirting everywhere—but it's milk too!"

Hank's own climax built, his cock-tentacles throbbing. "Releasing nutrient enhancer!" He came, flooding her with glowing alien cum that tingled like pop rocks.

They collapsed, panting. Sarah wiped milk from her chest. "That was... insane. What are you, really?"

Hank sighed, hologram stabilizing. "I'm Hvecik, alien leader. Your milk is the key to saving my people."

She raised an eyebrow. "Aliens want my tits? That's a new one."

"Not just yours—all human women's. I must build a... farm."

Sarah chuckled. "A hucow farm? Count me in if it's this fun. But next time, knock."

Hvecik grinned, already plotting. This planet wasn't so bad after all.


Chapter 2: The Milk Mission Begins

Hvecik stumbled back to his cloaked spaceship, his belly full of Sarah's milk and his mind buzzing like a hive of hyperactive space bees. The encounter had been... enlightening. Not just the milk—though that stuff was pure cosmic crack—but the whole "human mating ritual" thing. Who knew Earth females could be so accommodating to a guy with glowing tentacles? Sarah had waved him off with a wink and a promise to "swing by the silo tomorrow for round two," but Hvecik had bigger fish to fry. Or bigger tits to milk, as the Earth saying might go if they were as obsessed with dairy as he now was.

He deactivated the hologram as soon as he was inside the Zorblax-9, shedding the Hank persona like a bad molting. His true form emerged: seven feet of scaly green muscle, three eyes blinking asynchronously, and those handy tentacles coiled neatly at his groin. "Naggy, analyze the sample," he commanded, spitting a glob of milk into the ship's bio-scanner from a hidden cheek pouch. Vextronians had all sorts of weird storage spots—evolution's way of saying "snack on the go."

The AI hummed to life, holographic displays flickering across the cramped cockpit. "Processing... Composition: 60% water, but the rest? Jackpot, boss. Proteins that could rebuild a starship hull, fats richer than a black hole's event horizon, and micronutrients our people haven't seen since the Great Blob Famine of '87. This 'breast milk' is 500% more efficient than our synthetic slop. One liter could feed a Vextronian family for a week."

Hvecik's primary eye widened. "Five hundred percent? Naggy, you're not yanking my proboscis, are you?"

"Negative, Captain. But caveat: It requires lactating females. Non-lactating samples from bovine sources—those 'cows' outside—are inferior by 80%. Human females produce the premium grade. You'll need a steady supply chain."

Hvecik paced the ship, his tail swishing like an annoyed cat. "A farm, then. A hucow farm, as Sarah called it in her post-coital ramblings. But how to procure more subjects? Kidnapping? Bribery? That pheromone mist worked wonders, but it's unreliable."

"Recommend starting small," Naggy suggested. "Scan for optimal candidates: Healthy, fertile, and... enthusiastic."

The scanner pinged, pulling up a map of Greencastle. A dot blinked at a coffee shop downtown: "Bean There, Done That." Profile: Mia Rodriguez, 24, barista extraordinaire. Social media feed full of sassy memes, workout selfies, and complaints about "thirsty dudes hitting on her during rush hour." Fertile window: Peak. Personality: Feisty—perfect for breaking in the operation with some humor.

"Her," Hvecik decided. "Naggy, prep the mind-zap device. We'll beam her aboard for a little chat."

Under the cover of night, Hvecik hologrammed back into Hank and strolled into town. The coffee shop was closing up, neon "Open" sign flickering off. Mia was inside, wiping down counters, her tight jeans hugging curves that made Hvecik's tentacles twitch involuntarily. She had caramel skin, dark hair in a messy bun, and a tattoo peeking out from her crop top that said "Espresso Yourself" with a winking coffee cup.

He knocked on the glass door. "Hey there, miss! Forgot my wallet earlier. Mind letting me in?"

Mia eyed him through the glass, unlocking with a sigh. "Make it quick, cowboy. I've got a hot date with my Netflix queue."

Hank stepped in, the door clicking shut behind him. "Actually, I have a proposition. Ever wanted to be part of something... out of this world?"

She crossed her arms, smirking. "If this is your pickup line, it's lamer than decaf. Spill it or split."

Hvecik pulled out the mind-zap device—a sleek silver rod disguised as a vape pen. "Just look into this light..."

He activated it, but Earth's humidity must've shorted the circuits. Instead of a compliance beam, it shot out a pinkish fog—the lust-inducing variant again. Mia inhaled it accidentally, her eyes glazing over with a hungry gleam. "Whoa... what is that? Smells like sex and cinnamon rolls."

"Malfunction!" Hvecik hissed under his breath. But hey, improvise. "It's, uh, my special cologne. Wanna... discuss it upstairs? In my ship—I mean, truck?"

Mia's cheeks flushed, her nipples hardening under her thin shirt. "Fuck it, why not? You're cute in a weird, farm-boy way. But if you're a serial killer, I'll haunt your ass."

They barely made it to the alley before she was on him, lips crashing against his in a sloppy, pheromone-fueled kiss. Hvecik scooped her up—alien strength making it easy—and carried her back to the silo-ship, the cloak shimmering as they entered.

Inside, the hologram dropped. Mia blinked at his true form. "Holy shit! You're... green? With extra eyes? And... what's that wriggling in your pants?"

Hvecik straightened proudly. "I am Hvecik, leader of Vextron. Your milk is vital to my people's survival."

"My milk? Dude, I'm not pregnant. And even if I was, that's creepy as fuck." But the lust beam kept her aggression playful, her hands exploring his scales. "Wait, are those tentacles? Like, hentai style?"

"Affirmative. Multi-functional for probing, milking, and... pleasure."

Mia's laugh was throaty, intrigued. "Alright, space perv. Show me what you've got. But if you probe without asking, I'll knee you in the nuts—assuming you have 'em."

Hvecik led her to the med bay, a sterile room with glowing pods and gadgets. "First, we must induce lactation. Impregnation is key, per my scans."

"Whoa, slow your roll, E.T. Impregnation? I'm on the pill, and you're not knocking me up on the first date."

"Not actual offspring," he clarified, fumbling with a fertility gadget—a vibrating wand that looked like a futuristic dildo. "Simulated. Alien tech accelerates the process. Temporary pregnancy for milk production."

Mia's eyes sparkled with mischief. "Temporary? Like a trial run? Fine, but make it fun. No boring missionary shit."

She stripped off her top, revealing perky C-cups with pierced nipples. "Come on, green boy. Milk me if you can."

Hvecik's tentacles unfurled, his primary cock splitting into three eager appendages. "Commencing experiment one: Manual stimulation."

He approached, one tentacle wrapping around her breast, squeezing gently. The tip suctioned like a vacuum, but too hard—Mia yelped. "Ow! Easy, octopus dick! That's not how you handle the girls."

"Apologies. Adjusting pressure." He dialed it down, the tentacle massaging in circles, the bioluminescent glow pulsing warmly.

Mia moaned, leaning into it. "Better... yeah, like that. Now, the other one."

Another tentacle joined, kneading her breasts while the third teased between her legs, slipping under her jeans. "Your arousal levels are spiking. Good for hormone release."

"Shut up and finger me, alien," she snapped playfully, unbuttoning her pants. She kicked them off, revealing a lacy thong soaked from the pheromones.

The tentacle delved in, wriggling against her clit. "Vibrations on."

It buzzed erratically—another glitch—going from gentle hum to jackhammer mode. Mia bucked, laughing hysterically. "Fuck! It's like a broken Hitachi! Turn it down!"

Hvecik panicked, slapping the control panel. The vibration stabilized, but now it shot sparks—harmless, tingly ones. "Enhanced stimulation!"

Mia's giggles turned to gasps as the sparks lit up her nerves. "Oh shit, that's wild! Keep going!"

He pushed her onto a hovering exam table, legs spread. His main tentacle-cock prodded her entrance. "Entering for impregnation simulation."

"Do it," she urged, grabbing his scales. "Fuck me with that weird green dong of yours."

He thrust in, the ridged length splitting inside her, one branch hitting her G-spot, another her cervix, the third coiling around to vibe her clit. "Your walls are contracting optimally!"

"You're such a nerd," Mia panted, riding him hard. "Harder, you space slut! Make me cum!"

Hvecik's other tentacles worked her breasts, pinching nipples until beads of pre-milk formed—wait, already? The tech was working overtime. But then, disaster: The fertility wand, left on the side, activated remotely, zapping them both.

ZAP! Mia's body arched, orgasms ripping through her in waves. "Yes! Fuck yes! I'm... glowing?"

Hvecik felt his load build. "Releasing enhancer fluid!"

He came, pumping glowing cum deep inside, the wand accelerating everything. Mia's belly swelled slightly—temporary, as promised—like a fast-forward pregnancy bump.

"Holy fuck, what was that?" she exclaimed, coming down. Milk leaked from her nipples, sweet and abundant.

"Success! Partial lactation induced." Hvecik tasted it—perfection. "But we need full production. More trials required."

Mia smirked, milking her own breast experimentally. "Round two, then? But fix that damn vibrator. And maybe add some lube—alien style."

They went at it again, this time with a potion gadget: A glowing lube that tasted like strawberries but caused temporary gigantism in her breasts. "Whoa, look at these puppies! They're huge!"

Hvecik dove in, suckling greedily while fucking her from behind, tentacles everywhere. "Enhanced volume!"

Mia moaned, ass bouncing. "Pound me, you tentacle freak! Fill me up again!"

Failure: The potion backfired, making his cock swell too—stuck for a hilarious minute. "Extraction protocol!"

"Pull out, idiot!" she laughed, clenching to help.

Finally free, they tried a ray gun next: Fertility beam. It hit, but caused explosive... well, not orgasms. "Oh god, I gotta fart!" Mia yelled, the room filling with gas that made them both high as kites.

Giggling uncontrollably, they fucked through it, Hvecik's tentacles flailing wildly. "This is not protocol!"

But it worked—her milk flowed like a faucet by the end, pregnancy simulated fully.

Exhausted, Mia lounged on the table, leaking from everywhere. "Alright, Hvecik. This hucow gig? Sign me up. But only if the orgasms keep coming."

"Deal," he grinned. The farm was off to a milky start.


Chapter 3: Trial and Error: The First Impregnation

Hvecik wiped the glowing residue from his tentacles, still catching his breath from the chaotic romp with Mia. The med bay of the Zorblax-9 looked like a sex shop after a tornado—gadgets scattered, lube splattered on the walls, and a faint strawberry scent lingering from that botched potion. Mia lounged on the hovering table, her temporary belly bump already deflating as the simulated pregnancy wore off, but her breasts were still leaking a steady trickle of milk. She squeezed one nipple experimentally, watching a stream arc across the room and hit Hvecik's scanner with a splat.

"Damn, alien dude, this stuff's like liquid gold," she said, grinning. "Tastes kinda sweet too. Wanna sip?"

Hvecik's three eyes blinked in sequence. "Affirmative, but we must relocate. This ship is not suitable for a full hucow operation. Scans indicate an abandoned barn nearby—primitive, but spacious. We'll establish base there."

Mia hopped down, pulling on her clothes with a wince. "A barn? Like, with hay and shit? Kinky. As long as you keep the orgasms coming, I'm game. But fix that fart-ray thing—next time I blast off like that, I'm charging you for the cleanup."

"Understood. Naggy, cloak the ship and prep transport pods."

The AI chimed in. "Pods ready, boss. And might I suggest a breath mint for the lady? That gas was weapons-grade."

"Fuck you, robot," Mia shot back, laughing.

They beamed over to the barn—a rickety old structure on the edge of Sarah's farm, overgrown with weeds and smelling like forgotten dreams and mouse piss. Hvecik waved a gadget, and the interior transformed: Holographic stalls appeared, complete with soft bedding, milking stations that looked like high-tech massage chairs, and a central console for experiments. The hay bales morphed into cushy loungers, and mood lighting flickered on—purple and pulsing, like a interstellar strip club.

"Nice digs," Mia admitted, flopping onto a lounger. Her crop top rode up, exposing her pierced navel. "So, what's the plan, tentacle boss? Pump me full of more space jizz till I moo?"

"Precisely," Hvecik replied, his scales shimmering with excitement. "We need consistent, high-volume lactation. The simulations worked partially, but for sustainability, true impregnation is required. Vextronian tech can accelerate gestation to days, not months—harmless, reversible."

Mia's eyes widened. "Real pregnancy? Whoa, slow down. I'm not ready to be a mom to little green hybrids."

"No offspring ejected," he assured her. "Just hormonal triggers. Milk production ramps up, then we reset. But first, trials to find the optimal method. Your Earth body is... unpredictable."

She smirked, spreading her legs teasingly. "Unpredictable, huh? Bring it on. But if it doesn't end with me seeing stars, you're fired."

Hvecik nodded, pulling out his arsenal of gadgets. "Experiment one: Fertility ray. Low-risk, high-efficiency beam to stimulate ovaries."

He aimed a sleek silver gun at her abdomen, the tip glowing blue. "Hold still."

Mia leaned back, hands behind her head. "Zap away, doc. Make me fertile as a rabbit."

ZAP! The beam hit, warm and tingly at first. Mia giggled. "Feels like butterflies in my gut—kinda nice."

Then, her stomach rumbled ominously. "Uh oh..."

A massive fart ripped through the barn, echoing like thunder. Mia's face turned red as another followed, then a barrage—loud, wet, and smelling like rotten eggs mixed with alien tech ozone.

"Oh fuck! What the hell?" she yelled, clutching her belly. "Your ray turned me into a human whoopee cushion!"

Hvecik waved his hand in front of his face, his proboscis curling. "Side effect: Earth atmosphere interacts with the ray, producing methane buildup. Aborting!"

But it was too late. Mia rolled off the lounger, laughing through tears as she let loose another blast. "Stop! I can't—pffft—breathe! This is worse than taco night!"

The ray's effects lingered for minutes, the barn filling with a fog of flatulence that made Hvecik's eyes water. Finally, it subsided, leaving Mia panting on the floor. "Okay, that was hilarious but hell no. Next method, and it better not involve gas."

"Noted," Hvecik said, scanning her. "No impregnation achieved. Proceeding to experiment two: Potency potion. Oral ingestion for internal enhancement."

He handed her a vial of swirling pink liquid. "Drink this. It amplifies reproductive cells."

Mia eyed it suspiciously. "Looks like Pepto-Bismol had a love child with a glow stick. Bottoms up."

She chugged it, smacking her lips. "Tastes like cherry cough syrup. Now what?"

"Wait for activation. Then, manual stimulation to trigger."

Her body heated up, skin flushing. "Whoa, getting hot in here. My tits feel... bigger?"

Indeed, her breasts swelled, pushing against her top until the fabric ripped. They ballooned to double D's, then E's—veins pulsing, nipples erect like cherries on steroids.

"Holy shit! I'm a porn star now!" Mia cupped them, amazed. "These puppies are huge—feel 'em!"

Hvecik obliged, his tentacles wrapping around the massive orbs. "Enhanced mammary glands. Excellent for milk yield."

But then, the gigantism spread. Mia's ass inflated like a balloon, her jeans splitting at the seams. "Uh, Hvecik? My butt's growing too! And—oh fuck—down there!"

Her pussy lips plumped up, clit enlarging to thumb-size. "This is weird! Fun weird, but weird!"

Hvecik's eyes bugged. "Unintended diffusion. Potion too potent for human physiology."

Mia wiggled, her new curves jiggling comically. "Well, don't just stand there—fuck me before I pop!"

Hvecik's cock-tentacles sprang to life, splitting into their tri-form. "Commencing impregnation attempt."

He bent her over a hay bale-lounger, her massive ass presented like a target. One tentacle teased her swollen entrance, slick and ready. "Your vaginal expansion should accommodate."

"Should? Just shove it in, you scaly tease!" Mia demanded, backing up onto him.

The tentacle plunged deep, stretching her enhanced pussy. "Fuck yes! It's like getting fisted by an octopus—deeper!"

Another tentacle slithered to her ass, probing the puckered hole now plumped and inviting. "Anal insertion for dual stimulation?"

"Hell yeah! Lube it up with that glow cum of yours."

He complied, the tip secreting slippery fluid. It pushed in, filling her completely. The third tentacle latched onto her giant clit, sucking and vibrating.

Mia howled in pleasure. "Oh god, I'm gonna explode! Milk me while you fuck me!"

Hvecik's free tentacles squeezed her enormous breasts, milk spraying in fountains. "Production at 200%! But... structural integrity failing."

Her body trembled, orgasms building—but then the gigantism reversed abruptly. Everything shrank back mid-thrust, her pussy clamping down like a vice.

"Too tight! Extraction!" Hvecik yelped, his tentacles stuck.

Mia laughed maniacally. "Pull out, you idiot! Or cum—maybe that'll loosen it!"

He did, flooding her with hot, glowing seed. Pop! Free at last, but scans showed: No impregnation. Just a mess of milk and cum on the floor.

"Damn, close but no cigar," Mia panted, back to normal size. "That was wild, though. What's next?"

Hvecik consulted Naggy via comm-link. "Experiment three: Orgasmic overload. No gadgets—just natural Vextronian mating to induce multiple climaxes. Theory: Endorphins trigger fertility."

Mia's grin turned wicked. "Finally! Raw dog it, alien style. But make it count—if your tentacle thingy doesn't hit the spot, I'm outta here!"

"Challenge accepted." Hvecik shed his remaining gear, his full form towering over her. "Prepare for ecstasy."

He lifted her effortlessly, pinning her against the barn wall. His primary tentacle-cock aligned with her dripping pussy. "Entry phase."

"Slam it home, big guy!" she urged, wrapping her legs around him.

He thrust in hard, the ridges scraping her walls deliciously. The split happened inside—one branch curling to her G-spot, another tapping her cervix, the third wriggling out to buzz her clit.

"Fuuuuck! That's the spot—right there!" Mia screamed, nails digging into his scales.

Hvecik pounded relentlessly, his other tentacles roaming: One coiled around a breast, tip suckling the nipple, drawing milk. Another teased her ass, dipping in shallowly.

"More! Finger my ass with that thing—make me cum buckets!"

The tentacle plunged deeper into her tight hole, syncing thrusts. Milk flowed down his throat, fueling his stamina. "Your flavor intensifies with arousal!"

Mia's body shook, first orgasm hitting like a freight train. "Yes! I'm cumming—don't stop!"

He didn't, flipping her onto all fours for deeper access. "Phase two: Multi-angle penetration."

His cock-tentacles rearranged—one in her pussy, one in her ass, the third fucking between her tits as she pressed them together.

"Oh shit, tit-fuck an alien dick while getting DP'd? This is next-level!" Mia moaned, rocking back. "Harder, you green bastard! Breed me!"

Hvecik's bioluminescence pulsed, his thrusts frantic. "Orgasm chain initiating!"

She came again, squirting around him. Then again, milk gushing. "I can't—too much! But fuck, keep going!"

Finally, as her fourth climax peaked, Hvecik roared. "Impregnation surge!"

He unloaded, cum pumping in ropes, filling both holes. The excess glowed, seeping out.

They collapsed in a heap, Mia's belly now subtly rounding for real—accelerated gestation kicking in.

Scans beeped positive. "Success! Pregnancy confirmed. Milk production online in hours."

Mia caught her breath, smirking. "Took you long enough. But damn, that was the best fuck of my life. Sign me up for the herd."

Hvecik grinned. "Welcome to the farm, Mia. The invasion begins."


Chapter 4: Expanding the Herd: Enter the Twins

Hvecik surveyed his makeshift hucow farm with a sense of alien pride. The old barn now hummed with low-level tech: Milking stations glowed softly, nutrient analyzers beeped approval at Mia's latest output, and the air filtration system finally kicked the lingering fart-potion stench to the curb. Mia, now sporting a cute little pregnancy bump that looked more like she'd overdone it on tacos than carrying alien-enhanced life, lounged in one of the stalls, hooked up to a gentle suction device that pulled milk from her swollen tits with rhythmic efficiency.

"Damn, this feels better than a spa day," Mia sighed, her eyes half-lidded as the machine massaged her nipples. Milk flowed into clear tubes, glowing faintly under the scanners. "You sure this kid's not gonna pop out with tentacles?"

"Negative," Hvecik replied, tapping at a holographic console. "Gestation accelerates to harvest-ready in 48 Earth hours. No viable offspring—just premium milk. Your yield is already at 150% of baseline human levels. Orgasmic method confirmed superior."

Mia smirked, squirting a bit of milk his way playfully. "Yeah, well, that 'method' better be on repeat. I'm not just a dairy dispenser; I'm a horny dairy dispenser."

Hvecik's tail twitched in amusement. "Noted. But one subject insufficient for planetary salvation. We need expansion. Scans show a nearby 'yoga retreat'—group of flexible females seeking enlightenment. Perfect recruits."

"Yoga chicks? Oh, this is gonna be fun," Mia chuckled. "Bendier the better. Go get 'em, tiger—or whatever the fuck you are."

Hvecik reactivated his Hank hologram and ventured out under the morning sun. The retreat was a short hike away, nestled in a wooded clearing: A cluster of cabins, mats unrolled on the grass, and a dozen women in leggings and sports bras flowing through poses that made his tentacles jealous of their dexterity. He zeroed in on the twins—Lola and Lila, as their name tags read during the "welcome circle." Identical: Long blonde hair in ponytails, blue eyes sparkling with that Earth-optimism, bodies toned from endless downward dogs. Mid-twenties, fertile as hell per his discreet scanner ping.

He approached during a break, clutching a fake flyer he'd printed on the ship. "Howdy, ladies! Name's Hank, local farmer. Heard y'all are into cosmic connections and eternal bliss. Got somethin' right up your alley—mind-blowin' retreat add-on."

Lola tilted her head, sipping from a water bottle. "Eternal bliss? Sounds like our vibe. What's the catch, cowboy?"

"No catch," Hank grinned, subtly releasing a calibrated pheromone mist—lust lite, with a side of suggestibility. "Just a quick demo at my barn. Promise it'll stretch you in ways yoga never has."

Lila exchanged a glance with her sister, both flushing slightly as the mist hit. "We're game. Lead the way, handsome."

Back at the barn, Mia greeted them with a wave, her bump hidden under a loose shirt for now. "Newbies? Sweet. I'm Mia—head cow around here."

The twins blinked at the setup: Glowing stalls, humming machines. "Whoa, this is trippy," Lola said. "Like a sci-fi spa."

Hank dropped the hologram, revealing Hvecik in all his green glory. "Welcome to the hucow farm. I am Hvecik, alien overlord. Your milk will save my people."

Lila burst out laughing. "Alien? With tentacles? This some kind of role-play kink fest?"

"Dead serious," Mia interjected, standing to show her lactating breasts. "But the perks? Endless orgasms and bliss. Watch."

She demonstrated by hooking up to the milker, moaning as it sucked. Milk flowed, and the twins' eyes widened.

"Okay, that's hot," Lola admitted, the pheromones kicking in. Her nipples poked through her bra. "Sign us up. But we do everything together—double the fun."

"Agreed," Hvecik said, his cock-tentacles stirring. "Commencing group trial. Strip for optimization."

The twins peeled off their clothes in sync, revealing matching athletic bodies: Perky B-cups, shaved pussies, asses that could crack walnuts. "Like what you see, space boy?" Lila teased, bending over to touch her toes—yoga flexibility on full display.

Hvecik's primary eye dilated. "Affirmative. Pheromone levels increasing for horniness enhancement."

He cranked the mist, and the barn filled with a sweet, heady fog. The twins' breaths quickened, hands roaming their own bodies instinctively. "Fuck, I'm so wet already," Lola whispered, fingers dipping between her legs.

Mia joined in, shedding her shirt. "Room for one more? Let's make it a foursome."

Hvecik nodded eagerly. "Excellent. Position for sequential stimulation."

They arranged on a large, cushy mat that unfolded from the wall—alien memory foam. The twins knelt side by side, while Mia positioned between them, ready to guide. Hvecik loomed over them, tentacles unfurling like party streamers.

"First contact," he announced, one tentacle slithering between Lola's thighs, the tip vibrating against her clit.

"Oh shit—it's alive!" Lola gasped, grinding down. "Vibes better than my rabbit toy!"

Another tentacle targeted Lila, coiling around her breast and suckling the nipple. "Initiating pre-milk arousal."

Lila moaned, arching her back. "Suck harder, alien freak! Make 'em leak!"

Mia, not one to be left out, straddled Lola's thigh for friction while tweaking Lila's other nipple. "Grind on me if you need, girls. Let's get you primed."

Lola bucked against Mia's leg, her juices slicking the skin. "Mmm, yeah—feels good. But I want that tentacle cock now!"

Hvecik's main cock split, one branch entering Lila's slick entrance from behind. "Penetration phase: Yoga pose adaptation—downward dog with dick."

Lila arched back, ass up. "Fuck yes! Stretch my pussy with that tentacle cock!"

But mishap one: His extra appendages got tangled in the twins' ponytails, yanking their heads back comically. "Ow! Watch the hair, octopus!" Lola yelped, but laughed through it.

"Apologies—recalibrating." Hvecik untangled, but in the process, a tentacle accidentally slapped Mia's ass, leaving a glowing mark.

"Spank me harder, daddy!" Mia quipped, grinding faster.

The group shifted: Twins on their backs, legs spread wide. Hvecik's tentacles double-teamed them—one in each pussy, vibrating in sync.

"Double the fun, double the squirt—alien style!" Lila shouted, her juices spraying as she came first.

Lola followed, fingers clutching the mat. "Your tentacle's hitting everything—I'm cumming hard!"

Mia, fingering herself while watching, squirted milk from her tits, arcing over the twins. "Milk shower, bitches! Get slippery!"

Hvecik's third tentacle joined the fray, probing Lola's ass. "Anal addition for orgasm multiplier."

"Fuck my ass—make it gape!" Lola begged, pushing back.

But mishap two: The pheromones overclocked, making everyone hyper-horny. Hvecik's tentacles writhed uncontrollably, one accidentally entering Mia's mouth instead of her pussy.

"Mmph! Wrong hole—but keep going!" Mia gurgled, deepthroating the glowing appendage.

The barn echoed with moans, slaps, and squelches. Hvecik thrust into the twins alternately, his ridges scraping their G-spots. "Synchronizing climaxes for impregnation surge!"

The twins came again, bodies shaking. "Yes! Fill us up, green machine!" they chorused separately, each lost in their own ecstasy.

Hvecik unloaded, cum pumping in glowing ropes—splitting to flood both pussies and Mia's throat. "Enhancer deployed!"

Post-orgasm, the twins' bellies rounded slightly, milk beading at their nipples already. "Whoa, we're preggers? And leaking?" Lila poked her tit, tasting the drop. "Sweet! This bliss thing is real."

Lola grinned at Hvecik. "Round two? But untangle your shit first."

Mia high-fived them. "Welcome to the herd, twinsies. Farm's growing."

Hvecik beamed. "Success. More recruits imminent."

The chapter ramped up with another round: Lola riding Hvecik's cock while Mia sat on his face—proboscis extending to lick her. Lila used a tentacle like a dildo, fucking herself while watching.

"Ride him, sis—make those tentacles squirm!" Lila encouraged, her own tentacle buzzing deep.

Mishap three: A tentacle knot formed mid-thrust, locking him inside Lola. "Stuck! Emergency detangle!"

"Pull out slow—oh fuck, it's hitting everything!" Lola orgasmed again, freeing him with a pop.

Laughter mixed with lust, the group collapsing in a sweaty, milky pile. The farm was officially expanding—humorously, raunchily, one orgasm at a time.


Chapter 5: Orgasmic Optimization

Hvecik paced the barn floor, his scaly feet clacking against the holographic tiles he'd installed to make the place feel less like a cow shed and more like a Vextronian pleasure dome. The farm was buzzing—literally, thanks to the low hum of the milking machines. Mia, Lola, and Lila were hooked up in their stalls, bellies gently rounded from the accelerated pregnancies, tits heavy and leaking like overfilled water balloons. The air smelled of sweet milk, sweat, and that lingering pheromone mist that kept everyone on a low simmer of horniness.

"Production's up 200% since the twins joined," Hvecik announced, checking his console. Graphs glowed in the air, spikes correlating perfectly with last night's group session. "But quality? Still suboptimal. Scans show nutrient density peaks during multiple orgasms. We must optimize."

Mia unhooked herself from the milker, wiping a dribble of milk from her chin. "Optimize? You mean make us cum till we see double? I'm down, but my pussy's gonna need a vacation after."

Lola stretched in her stall, her yoga-toned body glistening. "Hell yeah. If eternal bliss means back-to-back O's, count me in. But no more tangles, tentacle boy."

Lila nodded, tweaking her own nipple to squirt a stream at Hvecik. "Ditto. Last time felt like wrestling an eel in lube. Fun, but chaotic."

Hvecik's three eyes twinkled. "Precisely. Chaos breeds errors. Today, we test pleasure pods—Vextronian tech for precise stimulation. Guaranteed multi-orgasm chains without manual intervention."

He unveiled a crate of glowing orbs, each the size of a softball, pulsating with inner light. "Insertable, adjustable. They sync to your neural patterns for customized bliss."

Mia grabbed one, eyeing it suspiciously. "Looks like a fancy egg vibrator. Does it come with batteries, or do we plug into your spaceship?"

"Self-powered," Hvecik assured. "Demo mode: Activate."

The pod hummed to life in her hand, vibrating in patterns that made her fingers tingle. "Whoa, that's some next-level buzz. Let's try 'em out."

The group gathered on the central mat, stripping down without a second thought—the farm's dress code was basically "nudity optional but encouraged." Hvecik distributed the pods. "Insert vaginally or anally. Or both, for advanced users."

Lola smirked, sliding one into her pussy with a wet schlick. "Feels good already. Turn it on, space nerd."

Hvecik tapped his wrist device. "Level one: Gentle pulse."

All three women gasped as the pods activated, sending soft waves through their cores. Mia leaned back, legs spread. "Oh yeah... like a warm tongue teasing my clit from inside."

Lila squirmed. "Mine's hitting my G-spot dead on. Bump it up!"

"Level two: Rhythmic thrust simulation."

The pods expanded slightly, mimicking thrusts. Lola moaned, hands cupping her swelling breasts. "Fuck, it's fucking me! Deeper—make it pound!"

But then, glitch one: The sync went haywire. Mia's pod started vibrating at jackhammer speed. "Holy shit! Too fast—I'm gonna cum already, but it won't stop!"

She bucked wildly, squirting across the mat as orgasm one hit. Milk leaked from her tits in sync. "Yes! But slow down, you buzzing bastard!"

Hvecik fumbled the controls. "Overclock detected. Resetting!"

Too late—Lola's pod malfunctioned next, inflating like a balloon inside her. "Oh god, it's growing! My pussy's stuffed—feels like a fist!"

She came hard, ass clenching, milk spraying. "Bigger! No, smaller—fuck, it's perfect!"

Lila's joined the chaos, spinning like a drill. "Mine's twirling! Like a corkscrew dick—drill me, baby!"

The barn filled with moans and laughter as the women rode the rogue pods, orgasms chaining uncontrollably. Hvecik's console sparked. "System overload! Pods linking neurally—farm-wide sync!"

Mia, mid-climax number three, grabbed Hvecik's tentacle. "Join in, you green idiot! Your tech's turning us into cum fountains—now fuck us through it!"

Hvecik's hologram flickered off—why bother with Hank now? His cock-tentacles sprang free, splitting eagerly. "Manual override engaged."

He dove into the fray, first tentacle sliding into Mia's dripping pussy alongside the pod. "Enhancing vibration with penetration."

"Fuck yes! Your ridged dick plus this buzz? Pound my cunt till I milk the stars!" Mia screamed, wrapping her legs around him.

Milk gushed from her nipples as she came again, soaking his scales. Hvecik suckled one breast, gulping the nutrient-rich fluid. "Quality spiking—keep climaxing!"

Lola crawled over, pod still inflating-deflating in her ass now. "My turn! Stuff my pussy while this thing reams my backdoor."

Hvecik obliged, a second tentacle thrusting into her slick heat. "Double penetration protocol."

Lola rode him reverse cowgirl, ass bouncing. "Yeehaw, alien rodeo! Deeper—make my tits bounce till they leak!"

Her milk arced in rhythms with the pod's pulses, Hvecik's free tentacle catching streams mid-air. "Efficiency at 300%!"

Lila, not waiting, straddled Hvecik's face. "Eat me out while your proboscis vibes my clit. And don't forget the pod in my snatch!"

Hvecik's extendable tongue delved deep, lapping her juices mixed with the pod's hum. "Flavor profile enhanced by orgasms—sweeter, richer!"

The third tentacle wrapped around Lila's waist, tip teasing her nipples. "Multi-task milking."

The women quipped through their moans. Mia: "This is better than Netflix and chill—wait, Hvecik, you know what that means?"

Hvecik, muffled by Lila's pussy: "Affirmative. Refrigeration viewing? Chill the net flicks?"

Lola burst out laughing mid-thrust. "No, dumbass! It's code for fucking while watching TV. But this? Way hotter!"

Glitch two: The pods networked, syncing everyone's vibrations. When Mia came, it triggered Lola and Lila simultaneously.

"Fuuuuck! Chain reaction!" Mia yelled, squirting hard.

Lola's ass clenched around her pod. "I'm cumming from your cum—sisters in squirt!"

Lila ground down harder. "Me too! Milk me, you tentacle perv!"

Milk flowed everywhere—on the mat, on Hvecik, even hitting the ceiling in comedic splatters. Hvecik's scans went wild. "Nutrient density off the charts! Must sustain!"

He flipped positions: Lining the women up doggy-style, tentacles alternating thrusts. One in Mia's pussy, one in Lola's ass, one in Lila's mouth.

"Suck it clean, yoga slut!" Hvecik growled, getting into the role.

Lila deepthroated the glowing appendage. "Mmph—tastes like cosmic cum! Fuck my throat!"

Mia reached back, fingering her clit. "Harder in my cunt—ram that pod deeper with your dick!"

Lola pushed back. "Ass-fuck me till I gape—stretch me wide!"

The pods amped up, now shooting harmless pleasure sparks. Zap! Mia's orgasm electrified the chain.

"Shocking good!" she panted.

Hvecik's own climax built. "Overload imminent—releasing enhancer flood!"

He came in ropes, filling Mia's pussy, Lola's ass, and Lila's mouth with glowing seed. The excess mixed with milk, creating a slippery mess.

But the pods didn't stop. Post-cum, they vibrated on high, forcing aftershock orgasms.

"Too much! Turn 'em off!" Lola begged, cumming again.

"I can't—controls fried!" Hvecik admitted, slapping the wrist device.

Mia laughed hysterically, milk squirting. "We're stuck in orgasm hell—heaven? Keep fucking us to distract!"

Round two: Hvecik piled them in a stack—Mia on bottom, Lola on her, Lila on top. His tentacles weaved through, fucking all three in a daisy chain of holes.

"Triple decker fuck sandwich!" Mia quipped from the bottom.

Lola moaned. "Your tentacle's in my pussy now—switching holes mid-thrust? Kinky!"

Lila, top of the pile: "And mine's in my ass—drill us all!"

The pods synced to his thrusts, amplifying everything. Orgasms rolled like waves—five, six, seven per woman.

"Quality maxed!" Hvecik shouted, scanning mid-fuck. "This is the key!"

Finally, the pods overheated and popped out with wet plops, spent and smoking.

The group collapsed, panting in a puddle of fluids. Mia: "That was insane. My pussy's buzzing still."

Lola: "Mine too. But damn, look at the milk output— we're drenched."

Lila tasted a mix off her finger. "Sweeter than ever. Mission accomplished?"

Hvecik grinned, milking stats glowing green. "Affirmative. Orgasmic optimization complete. Farm-wide orgies now standard protocol."

The women cheered weakly. "Bring on the bliss!"




Chapter 6: The Bliss Brigade Recruits

Hvecik wiped down the central console, his tentacles still buzzing from the pleasure pod fiasco. The barn smelled like a mix of fresh milk, overheated circuits, and that unmistakable tang of group sex aftermath. Mia, Lola, and Lila were recovering in their stalls, sipping on nutrient shakes he'd whipped up from the ship's replicator—tasting like vanilla protein but with a kick of Vextronian energy boosters. Their pregnancies were progressing nicely, bellies rounding out like they'd hit the all-you-can-eat buffet, tits producing milk at a rate that had the storage tanks nearly full.

"Output's through the roof," Hvecik announced, his voice modulator making it sound like a proud dad at a science fair. "But we need more bodies. Projections show we'll require at least a dozen hucows for sustainable harvest. Time to recruit wider."

Mia burped contentedly, patting her bump. "Wider? Like, online? Post an ad: 'Horny aliens seeking milky mamas for intergalactic fun'?"

Lola chuckled, unhooking her milker with a satisfied sigh. "Yeah, that'll go viral. But seriously, how? We can't just kidnap folks—too messy."

Hvecik grinned, all three eyes lighting up. "Hypnosis apps. I've hacked Earth social media—subtle signals embedded in viral posts. Promises of 'eternal bliss' and 'ultimate enlightenment.' Targets influencers first—they spread the word."

Lila arched an eyebrow. "Influencers? Like those gym bunnies on Insta? Bring 'em on. More the merrier for orgy time."

The app launched that night: A fake meditation filter on TikTok and Instagram, glowing with alien subliminals. Views skyrocketed, luring in seekers of inner peace—or outer kinks. First hit: Zoe Sinclair, 26, fitness influencer with a million followers. Her bio screamed "Seeking ultimate enlightenment through sweat and soul." Scanner ping: Peak fertility, athletic build, and a feed full of yoga poses that made Hvecik's tentacles jealous.

"Her," Hvecik decided. "She's en route—hypnosis guiding her here subconsciously."

Zoe pulled up to the farm in her electric SUV at dawn, dressed in neon leggings and a sports bra that hugged her D-cup tits like a second skin. Toned abs, curly red hair in a high pony, freckles dusting her nose—she looked like she could bench-press Hvecik and still have energy for a selfie. "This place? The app said 'cosmic retreat'—looks like a rundown barn."

Hvecik, in Hank mode, greeted her at the door. "Welcome, Zoe! You're right on time for enlightenment."

She eyed him suspiciously but stepped inside, the pheromone mist hitting her like a warm wave. "Whoa, smells amazing in here. Like fresh cookies and... sex?"

The hologram dropped. "I am Hvecik, alien leader. Join our hucow farm for eternal bliss."

Zoe blinked, then laughed—a deep, belly guffaw. "Alien? With glowing skin and... are those tentacles? This some AR filter prank?"

Mia waddled over, bump prominent. "Nope, real deal. But the perks? Orgasms that shatter worlds. Watch." She squeezed her nipple, milk squirting out. "Taste of heaven."

Zoe's eyes widened, the hypnosis kicking in with lust undertones. "That's... hot. Fuck it, I'm in for the demo. But if it's lame, I'm out—and I'll roast you on my feed."

"Commencing initiation ritual," Hvecik declared. "Bondage for enhanced submission and pleasure."

He activated glowing tentacles—extra appendages extending from his groin, bioluminescent and flexible like living ropes. They wrapped around Zoe's wrists, lifting her arms above her head, securing to a holographic beam.

"Whoa, kinky! These things tingle—like electric massage," Zoe said, testing the bonds. Her sports bra strained as she twisted.

Lola and Lila flanked her, stripping off her leggings. "Let's get you naked, newbie," Lola teased, yanking them down to reveal a trimmed bush and toned thighs.

Lila smacked Zoe's ass playfully. "Firm as fuck. Gym rat goals."

Mia circled, tweaking Zoe's nipples through the bra. "These tits? Prime for milking. Hook her up, Hvecik."

Zoe moaned, the tentacles vibrating subtly. "Damn, already wet. Suck on this, space boy—make me moo for more!"

Hvecik's main cock-tentacle split, one branch teasing her entrance. "Preparing for impregnation trial."

But mishap one: Zoe, ever the influencer, had her phone on a tripod she'd set up sneakily. "Gotta live-stream this 'retreat'—my followers love weird wellness shit."

The stream went live accidentally—title: "Ultimate Enlightenment Unlocked??" Views climbed: 10, 100, 1,000.

"Oh fuck, it's broadcasting!" Mia noticed, but too late.

Hvecik plunged a tentacle into Zoe's pussy, ridges scraping. "Feel the bliss surge!"

Zoe arched, tits bouncing. "Holy shit—it's splitting inside! Hitting my G-spot like a pro!"

Comments flooded: "WTF is this? Alien porn?" "Hot AF!" "Is that CGI?"

Lola laughed, latching onto Zoe's breast. "Suckling time—pre-milk tease."

She nursed, tongue flicking the nipple. Zoe gasped. "Bite it, yoga bitch! Make it hurt good!"

Lila joined on the other side, hands roaming Zoe's abs. "Your body's built for this—gonna milk you dry."

Mia knelt, tongue diving into Zoe's ass. "Rim job for rear entry prep."

Zoe thrashed in the bonds. "Tongue my asshole deeper—fuck, I'm gonna cum already!"

Hvecik's second tentacle probed her backdoor, slick with natural lube. "Anal insertion for dual bliss."

"Stuff my ass with that glowing dong! Double penetrate me, you freaky ET!"

The tentacles thrust in sync, one in pussy, one in ass, the third wrapping around her clit, vibrating like a bullet.

"Fuuuuck! It's buzzing my button—harder, pound my holes!" Zoe screamed, orgasm one ripping through her. Juices squirted, mixing with early milk beads.

Stream views hit 10k: "This is wild!" "Alien invasion kink?" Reports started, but the hypnosis app glitched, making viewers share instead.

Mishap two: The bondage tentacles over-vibrated, causing Zoe to swing like a pendulum. "Whoa—motion sickness! But don't stop fucking!"

Hvecik stabilized her, flipping the group to the mat. Zoe on top, riding his main cock while tentacles held her legs spread.

"Ride me, fitness slut! Grind that pussy till you leak!" Hvecik commanded.

Zoe bounced, tits slapping. "Your ridges are wrecking me—deeper, make my cervix sing!"

Mia straddled Hvecik's face. "Eat my milky pussy while she rides."

His proboscis extended, lapping her folds. "Nutrients incoming—your cream enhances!"

Lola and Lila took turns sitting on Zoe's face. "Muff dive, influencer! Lick my clit like you mean it!"

Zoe obliged, tongue buried in Lola's snatch. "Tastes like sweet sweat—switch, let me eat your twin too!"

Lila swapped. "My turn—tongue-fuck me till I squirt on your pretty face!"

Orgasms chained: Zoe came again, milk starting to flow freely. "I'm lactating? Fuck yes—suck my tits dry!"

The women nursed her, milk spraying in arcs. Stream at 50k: "Hucow farm? Sign me up!" Hashtag #AlienBliss trending.

Mishap three: Zoe's phone buzzed—sponsor alert mid-thrust. "Oh shit, my protein brand's calling—answer it!"

Hvecik hit accept accidentally with a tentacle. "Hello? Zoe, your live's blowing up—what is this?"

Zoe, mid-moan: "Ultimate... enlightenment! Join the farm—eternal orgasms!"

The call dropped, but views exploded to 100k.

Hvecik's climax built. "Impregnation flood—take my seed!"

He pumped glowing cum into her pussy and ass, excess dripping. Zoe's belly rounded instantly. "Filled like a creampie queen! Cum again—make me overflow!"

Round two: Positions switched. Zoe on all fours, Hvecik doggy-style while the women used tentacles like strap-ons.

Mia wielded one. "Pegging time—fuck her mouth with this while I take her ass."

"No—let me suck the real deal!" Zoe begged, deepthroating Hvecik's cock-tentacle.

It split in her throat. "Gag on it—choke for bliss!"

Lola and Lila double-teamed her tits, milking aggressively. "Squirt for the camera, cow!"

Zoe came hardest yet, milk fountains soaking everyone. "Moo for more, you tentacle fucks! I'm your hucow now!"

The stream crashed from overload, but clips went viral—subtly spreading the hypnosis.

Post-orgy, Zoe unbonded, leaking from everywhere. "That was epic. Followers up 200k—mostly pervs, but hey. I'm staying. This bliss? Addictive."

Hvecik scanned: Pregnancy set, milk prime. "Welcome, Zoe. Brigade grows."

Mia high-fived her. "Viral recruit—next stop, world domination via tits."

The farm hummed with new energy, recruits inbound from the app's reach.


Chapter 7: Farm Fiascos and Funny Fluids

The hucow farm had ballooned overnight. Zoe’s viral “enlightenment” stream did exactly what Hvecik hoped—plus a few things he didn’t. By the next morning the app had sucked in eight more women: a goth barista, two college cheerleaders on spring break, a stressed-out nurse, a tattooed biker chick, and three yoga instructors who’d followed Lola and Lila’s “mysterious disappearance” posts. Twelve milky mamas now filled the barn, bellies rounding, tits swelling, and attitudes sharpening faster than the milk yield.

Hvecik stood on a hay bale (now a glowing podium) and clapped his tentacles. “Attention, herd! Daily milking protocol upgraded. Efficiency is key. No more solo sessions. We go competitive.”

Mia, lounging against a stall door with her bump looking like she’d swallowed a basketball, snorted. “Competitive? You mean we’re turning this into the Milk Bowl?”

“Exactly,” Hvecik said, wheeling out the new contraption—a gleaming chrome milking machine the size of a refrigerator with a dozen suction cups, glowing tubes, and a suspiciously thick central dildo attachment. “Meet the Multi-Milker 9000. Vibrates. Thrusts. Analyzes. Rewards highest output with… extra bliss cycles.”

Lola elbowed Lila. “Ten bucks says someone shorts out and squirts across the room.”

“You’re on,” Lila fired back.

The twelve women stripped in record time—leggings, sports bras, and crop tops hitting the floor like a striptease flash mob. The barn smelled like vanilla body butter, fresh cream, and barely-contained horniness. Hvecik activated the machine. Holographic leaderboards flickered on the ceiling.

“Round one: Volume only. Highest total ounces wins first ride on my primary tentacle.”

Zoe cracked her knuckles. “Game on, bitches. My gym body’s gonna flood this place.”

The Multi-Milker hummed to life. Suction cups latched onto twelve pairs of swollen tits with wet pops. The central dildo—thick, ridged, and glowing neon green—rose from the base like a cobra ready to strike.

Mia straddled it first, sinking down with a groan. “Fuck me, it’s got a pulse already.”

One by one the women mounted their own vibrating arms, the machine splitting into twelve synchronized fucking stations. Tentacles from Hvecik’s groin hovered, ready to assist.

“Begin!”

The barn exploded into a symphony of moans, squelches, and mechanical whirs. Milk jetted into clear tubes—white, glowing, and arcing like fire hoses.

The goth barista—Raven—came first, black lipstick smeared, screaming, “My nipples are fucking fireworks!” A gush of milk shot out so hard it sprayed the cheerleader next to her.

Cheerleader One (blonde ponytail) squealed. “Gross—now I’m slippery!” She ground down harder on her dildo, tits bouncing, milk splattering everywhere.

Cheerleader Two (brunette) laughed. “Slippery is the point, dummy. Watch this—” She clenched, sending a fountain straight into the nurse’s open mouth.

The nurse—Sarah, ironically the same one Hvecik had first tasted—swallowed, eyes rolling back. “Tastes like victory… and vanilla.”

Jealousy flared fast. The biker chick—Leather, tattoos of skulls and roses—glared at Zoe. “Your influencer tits ain’t shit. Watch real cow power.”

She slammed down on her dildo, ass cheeks clapping, and a massive squirt erupted—milk mixed with girl-cum arcing five feet and splattering the leaderboard.

Hvecik’s console beeped warnings. “Fluid overflow in sector three! Containment failing!”

Too late. The floor was now a slick lake of cream. Women slipped, laughed, and kept riding. One cheerleader lost her balance, tits popping free from the suction cups mid-orgasm, spraying the ceiling like a broken fire sprinkler.

“Cosmic cream everywhere!” Mia yelled, riding her dildo like a mechanical bull. “We’re drowning in our own dairy!”

Hvecik waded in, tentacles flailing for balance. “Focus on orgasms! Peak output requires peak pleasure!”

He dove into the fray, one tentacle plunging into Raven’s ass while she rode the machine. “Double stuffing for bonus points!”

Raven moaned around her nipple (she’d pulled one free to suck her own milk). “Fuck my goth hole, space daddy!”

Lola bounced on her station, tits jiggling wildly as she leaned forward to grab the handles. “This dildo’s hitting deep—gonna make me leak like a faucet!”

Next to her, Lila mirrored the pose on her own machine, but kept her focus ahead. “Mine’s vibrating like crazy—watch out, I’m about to squirt a river!”

Their separate orgasms hit back-to-back, milk fountains shooting out in rapid succession, adding to the growing puddle without any shared contact.

Zoe, ever the competitor, grabbed Hvecik’s main cock-tentacle and shoved it into her mouth while still riding. “Deepthroat points!” she gurgled. Milk dripped from her chin onto his scales.

The scoreboard lit up like a slot machine:

	Zoe – 142 oz 

	Leather – 138 oz 

	Mia – 135 oz 



The nurse, Sarah, was in last place and pissed. “I’m a goddamn RN—I know how to milk myself!” She yanked her suction cups off, climbed onto Hvecik’s shoulders, and shoved her dripping pussy into his face. “Proboscis tongue—now!”

Hvecik obliged, tongue extending six inches, curling inside her while she rode his face like a throne. Milk poured down his throat in hot streams.

“Stamina fail incoming!” he warned, voice muffled. His tentacles started twitching erratically—too many women, too much stimulation.

Mishap one: The Multi-Milker overheated. Every dildo suddenly went into turbo-thrust mode. Twelve women screamed in unison as they were jackhammered into the next dimension.

“Too fast—my clit’s gonna explode!” the tattooed biker howled.

Cheerleader One came so hard she squirted milk out her nose. “I just snorted my own tit juice!”

The machine’s safety valve blew. A pressurized blast of mixed milk and lube shot out the overflow pipe, hosing the entire herd like a car wash from hell.

Women slipped, slid, and stacked in a writhing, giggling pile. Hvecik went down with them, tentacles tangled in legs, arms, and suction hoses.

“Emergency protocol—orgasm Olympics finale!” he yelled.

The women formed a circle on the slippery floor, each grabbing the next woman’s tits, forming a daisy chain of milking and fingering. Hvecik stood in the center, cock-tentacles splitting into twelve glowing branches, plugging into every pussy in the ring.

“Final round—maximum simultaneous climax!”

He thrust once. The circle jerked. Milk sprayed inward like a fountain centerpiece.

Twice. Cheerleaders screamed in harmony.

Three times. The goth barista bit Leather’s shoulder, leaving teeth marks and a fresh hickey.

Four. The nurse came so hard she lactated in perfect arcs onto Hvecik’s chest.

Five. Mia, Lola, and Lila hit the peak together, their pregnant bellies rubbing against neighbors in the circle, milk mixing in rivers.

Six. The entire barn lit up with bioluminescent cum from Hvecik’s overload release—glowing ropes painting every belly and tit.

Seven through twelve came in a rolling wave, each woman triggering the next until the circle vibrated like one giant orgasmic machine.

The scoreboard exploded with fireworks.

FINAL TOTALS: Zoe – 289 oz Leather – 274 oz Mia – 261 oz

Hvecik collapsed in the center, coated head to toe in cosmic cream, panting. “Production… tripled. Nutrient density… record high.”

Mia crawled over, licking milk off his cheek. “Told you competitive was the way. Next time add a wet T-shirt contest.”

Lola grinned through her daze. “And a slip-n-slide finish line.”

Leather wiped cum from her eyes. “I want a rematch. Loser gets tentacle-cleaned.”

Zoe held up her phone—miraculously still recording. “Already at 2.3 million views. Hashtag #FarmFiascos trending.”

Hvecik’s console chimed: New recruits detected—fifteen more inbound.

He smiled weakly, tentacles limp. “The invasion… continues.”

The twelve women—laughing, leaking, and already horny again—high-fived through the slippery mess.

Farm fiascos? Sure. Funny fluids? Everywhere. But the milk tanks were full, the orgasms were legendary, and Hvecik’s people back home were about to get the best damn dairy delivery in the galaxy.


Chapter 8: Alien Allies Arrive

Hvecik slumped against the barn wall, his green scales glistening with a mix of milk, cum, and what he hoped was just sweat. The Multi-Milker 9000 smoked faintly in the corner, its dildos drooping like defeated warriors after the orgasmic onslaught. The twelve women sprawled in various states of post-climax bliss, leaking from tits and elsewhere, giggling through their exhaustion. The floor was a hazard zone—slippery enough to host an Olympic luge event. Zoe was already editing her phone footage for a "behind-the-scenes" post, while Mia high-fived Leather, declaring, "That was better than a biker rally orgy."

"Production levels stabilized," Hvecik muttered, checking his wrist scanner. Tanks at 80% capacity. Nutrient quality? Stellar. But his home planet's distress signals were pinging louder than ever—Vextron needed shipments yesterday. "Time to escalate. Naggy, patch me through to base."

The AI's voice crackled from the hidden ship comms. "Connecting, boss. But heads up: Your signal's bouncing off Earth's satellites. Might attract attention."

"Risk it for the biscuit," Hvecik said, mangling another Earth idiom he'd picked up from Mia. A holographic screen flickered to life, showing the gaunt faces of his council back home.

"Supreme Scout Hvecik!" the lead elder wheezed. "Status? Our blobs are dwindling—send sustenance!"

"Harvest underway," Hvecik reported. "Human milk superior. But scale-up required. Dispatch reinforcements—Zorp and Glib. They're... expendable."

The elder nodded. "Beaming them now. Coordinates locked. Don't let them screw it up."

The holo blinked out. Moments later, a beam of light pierced the barn roof (thankfully cloaked), depositing two green blobs that morphed into Vextronian forms—shorter than Hvecik, with four eyes each and tentacles that looked more like limp noodles than his robust ones.

Zorp (the chubbier one) burped a cloud of space gas. "Boss! We're here to help! Heard about the milk—gimme a taste!"

Glib (skinnier, with a perpetual squint) tripped over a suction cup, face-planting into the milky puddle. "Ow! Earth gravity sucks. And what's this white goo? Tastes like... heaven?"

The women perked up. Mia sat up, bump jiggling. "Fresh meat? Or fresh aliens? Damn, they're kinda cute—in a cartoon way."

Lola eyed them. "Four eyes? Double the staring at my tits. Bring it."

Hvecik sighed. "Zorp, Glib—my subordinates. Disguise holograms on. We're blending in."

Zorp activated his, turning into a pudgy plumber named "Zack." Glib became "Glen," a skinny accountant type. But the holograms glitched—Zorp's pants kept flickering transparent, revealing his wriggling junk.

"First task: Scout the locals. Avoid detection. Then, assist in milking."

The duo saluted sloppily. "Aye, aye, cap'n!"

But chaos ensued immediately. Zorp and Glib wandered into town for "supplies," botching their disguises hilariously. At the diner, Zorp ordered "your finest mammary fluid," earning stares. Glib's hologram failed mid-convo with Flo the waitress, his tentacles flopping out like party favors.

"What the hell?!" Flo yelped, but the pheromone emitter (stuck on low) turned her shock to giggles. "Boys, if that's your kink, take it elsewhere."

Back at the farm, the close call had them sweating. "Boss, Earthlings are weird," Zorp complained. "One lady asked if my 'plunger' was for sale."

Hvecik facepalmed with a tentacle. "Focus. The herd needs expansion. Demonstrate Vextronian techniques on them."

The women gathered eagerly. "Multi-alien fun? Yes please," Zoe said, stripping off her soaked top. Her tits, heavy with milk, bounced free.

Mia smirked. "Teach these noobs Earth-style. Start with basics—your probe's cute, but can it handle a real cowgirl ride?"

Zorp's eyes (all four) widened. "Probe? You mean our multi-appendages? Watch this!"

He unfurled his tentacles—thinner than Hvecik's, but with extra suction cups. Glib's were wiry, with vibrating tips that hummed like faulty buzzers.

"Line up, ladies," Hvecik ordered. "Initiation orgy for allies."

The barn mat unfolded again, now crowded with twelve horny hucows. Zorp dove at Raven the goth, tentacles wrapping her pale thighs. "Earth female! Prepare for probing!"

Raven laughed, grabbing his main cock-tentacle. "Slow down, four-eyes. Lick first—earn it."

She shoved his face into her pussy, black pubes tickling his proboscis. Zorp's tongue extended, lapping clumsily. "Tastes like dark matter! Sweeter than blobs!"

Glib targeted the cheerleaders, his wiry tentacles splitting into six skinny branches. "Double team! Or sextuple?"

Cheerleader One (blonde) straddled him. "Pom-pom this, skinny! Ride your vibes."

His tentacle entered her, buzzing erratically—low to high in seconds. "Whoa—it's glitching! Too much!"

She squirted instantly, milk spraying from her tits. "Faster! Break me!"

Cheerleader Two (brunette) joined, sitting on Glib's face. "Muffle your moans in my ass—tongue it deep!"

Glib's proboscis probed her hole, vibrating. "Anal flavor profile: Tangy!"

Hvecik oversaw, his own tentacles busy with Mia and Zoe. One in Mia's pussy, pounding her bump gently. "Boss mode: Multi-task milking."

Mia rode reverse, ass clapping. "Fuck my pregnant cunt harder—make the baby bounce!"

Zoe deepthroated another tentacle. "Gag me with your glow stick—choke for cream!"

But mishap one: Zorp's suction cups activated too strong on Raven's clit. "Ow! Easy, vacuum boy—suck gentle!"

It pulled a vacuum seal, her pussy lips puffing up. "Fuck—now it's huge! Pound it while it's swollen!"

Zorp thrust in, his chubby cock splitting into four nubby tentacles. "Enhanced entry!"

Raven howled. "Your nubs are rubbing everything—cum inside, fill my goth womb!"

Leather the biker grabbed Glib's spare tentacle, shoving it up her ass. "Ream my biker hole—make it gape like a tailpipe!"

Glib's vibe hit overdrive. "Malfunction—hyper mode!"

Her orgasm triggered a chain: Milk from her tits hit the nurse Sarah, who slipped and landed pussy-first on Zorp's tail.

"Tail fuck? Improvise!" Sarah moaned, grinding. "Wag it inside me—hit my spot!"

The yoga instructors (including Lola and Lila) bent into poses, inviting tentacles. Lola downward-dogged for Zorp. "Stretch my yoga pussy—deeper than child's pose!"

Lila warrior-posed for Glib. "Warrior fuck—thrust like a sword!"

Mishap two: The duo's inexperience showed. Zorp came prematurely, his cum glowing purple instead of blue. "Early release—sorry!"

It splashed Raven's face, tingling like menthol. "Whoa—your jizz is minty! Makes my skin buzz—cum more!"

Glib's vibe shorted, shocking the cheerleaders lightly. "Zap! Electric orgasm!"

They came screaming, milk arcing like fireworks. "Shock me again—taser my clit!"

Hvecik ramped up, tentacles everywhere: One in Zoe's ass, one in Mia's mouth, extras milking tits left and right.

"Suck my tentacle like a straw—drink my pre-cum!" he growled at Mia.

She gurgled. "Tastes like space soda—fizzy!"

The orgy peaked with a massive group pile: Women stacked, aliens weaving tentacles through holes like a lewd knitting project.

"Fuck chain!" Zoe yelled from the bottom. "Pass the dick-tentacle up!"

Zorp and Glib's appendages joined Hvecik's, creating a tentacle hydra—pounding pussies, asses, mouths in sync.

"Earth-style: Cowgirl clusterfuck!" Leather bellowed, riding Zorp's face while Glib ass-fucked her.

Orgasms rolled: Twelve women cumming in waves, milk flooding the floor again. "Moo for more, you alien sluts!" Raven chanted.

Zorp climaxed fully, purple cum flooding Raven and Sarah. "Nutrient enhancer variant—bonus flavor!"

Glib followed, his shocking load zapping the cheerleaders into aftershocks. "Electric enhancer!"

Hvecik unloaded last, blue ropes painting the pile. "Allies integrated. Production boosted."

Post-orgy, the duo panted. Zorp: "Earth fucking rules!"

Glib: "But boss, locals saw our glitches. Cops inbound?"

Sirens wailed distantly. Hvecik grinned. "Pheromone bomb—deploy!"

A mist cloud enveloped the barn, turning potential raid into... another orgy? But that's next chapter.

The women cheered. "More aliens, more fun!"

Farm at twenty now—with recruits from the stream. Allies arrived, fiascos followed, but the milk flowed on.




Chapter 9: The Promise of Eternal Ecstasy

The barn doors creaked open as the first rays of morning sun filtered through the pheromone haze, casting a golden glow on the chaotic aftermath of the alien allies' initiation. Milk puddles had mostly dried into sticky patches, and the Multi-Milker 9000 was back online after a quick reboot—though its dildos now hummed with a suspicious purple tint from Zorp's premature purple cum mishap. The herd had swelled to twenty women overnight, thanks to Zoe's viral clips and the hypnosis app's relentless pings. Newbies included a librarian with a secret dominatrix side, a bar owner named Jess who'd closed shop for "spiritual sabbatical," and a trio of office workers who'd ditched their cubicles for cosmic climaxes.

Hvecik stood tall, his scales freshly polished, addressing the group like a green-skinned motivational speaker. Zorp and Glib flanked him, still sporting hologram glitches—Zorp's "Zack" pants flickering, Glib's "Glen" tie morphing into a tentacle noose. "Ladies of the herd! Behold the promise of eternal ecstasy. This farm is no mere dairy depot—it's a utopia! Endless orgasms, nutrient-rich bliss, and purpose: Saving my starving people while you cum your brains out. Join fully, and transcendence awaits."

The women murmured approvingly, most already hooked. Mia rubbed her bump, leaking milk idly. "Hell yeah, boss. My pussy's on permanent vacation mode."

Zoe snapped a selfie mid-speech. "Utopia vibes—followers eating this up. #EternalBlissFarm."

But not everyone was sold. Tara, one of the new office recruits—a sharp-tongued brunette in her thirties with curves that screamed "boardroom bombshell" and glasses that said "don't fuck with me"—crossed her arms, her untouched tits perky under a half-unbuttoned blouse. She'd arrived skeptical, lured by the app's whispers but not fully zapped. "Utopia? Sounds like a pyramid scheme with tentacles. Eternal bliss? Prove it, glowstick. Why's your junk flashing like a faulty flashlight? Alien erectile dysfunction?"

The barn fell silent, then erupted in snickers. Zorp whispered to Glib, "Burn! What's a pyramid scheme?"

Hvecik's three eyes narrowed, but his tail swished in amusement. Earth sass—refreshing. "Skepticism noted, Tara. Debate me, then. If I convince you, you join the herd. If not... free to leave. But first, a demonstration."

Tara smirked, pushing up her glasses. "Fine. But if this is just fancy alien porn, I'm out—and I'll sue your green ass for emotional distress."

The group formed a circle around them, bets flying. Lola: "Ten bucks on Tara making him cum first." Lila: "You're on—Hvecik's got stamina."

Hvecik activated a holographic podium, projecting stats: Milk yields, orgasm graphs, Vextron survival projections. "Fact one: Human milk saves lives. Your bodies produce it best when pleasured."

Tara rolled her eyes. "Duh. But why me? I crunch numbers, not cocks."

"Fact two: Eternal bliss via multi-orgasmic loops. No hangovers, just highs."

"Sounds like drugs. Got a waiver?"

Zorp butted in, hologram flickering. "Waiver? We got tentacles—better!"

Glib nodded. "Yeah! Probe and sign!"

Hvecik shushed them. "Demonstration time. Strip, Tara. Or are you chicken?"

Tara laughed sharply. "Chicken? Honey, I'm a fox. Fine—let's see if your debate skills match your dick game."

She peeled off her blouse, revealing lacy black bra hugging full C-cups. Skirt dropped next, showing matching thong and stockings—office chic meets bedroom boss. The herd whistled. "Damn, girl—power suit under there?" Jess the bar owner quipped.

Tara posed defiantly. "Your move, E.T."

Hvecik's tentacles unfurled, glowing blue. "Commencing seduction protocol."

One tentacle slithered up her thigh, tip vibrating against her thong. "Feel the bliss begin."

Tara shivered but played cool. "Tickles. Like a cheap vibrator from the dollar store. Up your game."

Another tentacle coiled around her bra, snapping it off with a pop. Her tits bounced free, nipples hardening in the air. "Enhanced exposure for arousal."

"Nice trick," Tara admitted, but grabbed the tentacle. "But if this is bliss, why's it slimy? Alien lube shortage?"

The group chuckled. Mia: "She's got you there, boss."

Hvecik pressed on, a tentacle latching onto a nipple, suckling gently. Milk beaded—early induction from the mist. "Taste your potential."

Tara moaned despite herself. "Okay, that's... not bad. But debate point: Eternal? What about burnout? Pussy fatigue?"

Zorp jumped in literally, his nubby tentacles waving. "No fatigue! Vextron tech regenerates!"

Glib added, "Yeah! Cum and recharge—like phone battery!"

Tara eyed them. "You two look like rejects from a hentai convention. Back off—I'm debating the big green one."

Hvecik's main cock-tentacle split, one branch teasing her entrance through the thong. "Counterpoint: Multiple appendages prevent monotony."

He ripped the thong aside, plunging in shallowly. Tara gasped. "Fuck—warn a girl! That's... ridged. Like fucking a washboard."

"Optimized for G-spot stimulation," Hvecik explained, thrusting deeper.

Tara bucked, but quipped, "G-spot? More like alien ego-spot. If bliss is eternal, why do your minions look like they nutted in two seconds last night?"

Zorp blushed green. "Hey! That was... enthusiasm!"

The debate turned physical. Hvecik lifted her with tentacles, spreading her legs wide for the crowd. "Witness: Full penetration for proof."

His cock-tentacle drove home, splitting inside— one hitting her cervix, one curling to her G-spot, the third buzzing her clit.

"Oh shit—it's forking! Like a choose-your-own-adventure fuck!" Tara yelled, hands clutching his scales.

"Choose bliss," Hvecik growled, pounding rhythmically.

Tara's snark cracked with moans. "Fine—point for you. But... ah! Why recruit office drones? We got 401ks, not milk jugs."

Another tentacle probed her ass. "Diversify the herd. Anal addition for debate depth."

"Fuck—lube it first, you perv! Or is that your counterargument?"

The tip secreted slippery fluid, pushing in. Double penetration had her arching. "Okay, that's... deep. Eternal ecstasy? Sign me up—if you make me cum first!"

Zorp and Glib couldn't resist. Zorp's nubby tentacle teased her free nipple. "Bonus suck—purple enhancer!"

Glib's wiry one zapped her thigh lightly. "Electric edge!"

Tara swatted them. "Back off, sidekicks! This is a solo debate—unless you're conceding?"

Hvecik laughed, thrusts accelerating. "Allies assist. Feel the utopia surge."

Mishap one: Zorp's purple cum pre-leaked, tinting her skin minty. "Whoa—tingly! Your minion's jizz is like Icy Hot—on my clit? Fuck, that's wild!"

She came first, squirting hard around Hvecik's cock. Milk flowed freely now, arcing from her tits. "Okay—orgasm one. Point to you. But eternal? Prove multiples!"

Hvecik flipped her doggy-style on the mat, re-entering both holes. "Chain initiation."

Tentacles everywhere: One in her mouth. "Deepthroat debate—gag on truth."

Tara sucked eagerly, mumbling around it. "Mmph—tastes like glow sticks and cum. Counter: What about freedom? We can't leave?"

Hvecik pulled out to answer. "Voluntary utopia. Leave anytime—but why would you?"

To prove, he pounded harder, her ass rippling. Zorp and Glib flanked, tentacles massaging her tits. "Milk assist!"

Glib's zap hit her nipple. "Shock therapy for skeptics!"

Tara came again, milk spraying Zorp's face. "Fuck—electric tits! Okay, two orgasms. But... if bliss is eternal, why's your dick glowing like it's about to short-circuit?"

Mishap two: Hvecik's bioluminescence overclocked, his cock-tentacles vibrating uncontrollably. "Overload—hold on!"

It jackhammered her spots, forcing orgasm three. "Yes! Faulty flashlight wins—I'm cumming buckets!"

The herd cheered, joining peripherally—fingering themselves, milking each other. Jess: "New girl's a fighter—love it!"

Round two: Tara rode Hvecik reverse cowgirl, guiding his tentacles. "My turn to debate—ride you till you concede!"

She slammed down, pussy clenching. "Point: This farm's a cult. Prove it's not."

Hvecik's hands (tentacle-free) squeezed her ass. "Cult? No Kool-Aid—just cum-aid."

Zorp probed her mouth from the side. "Suck my nubs—purple proof!"

Glib zapped her clit. "Electric enlightenment!"

Tara deepthroated Zorp while grinding. "Mmph—minty dick! Fine, not a cult—if you fill all holes."

They obliged: Hvecik in pussy, Zorp in mouth, Glib in ass with his wiry zapper.

"Fuck—shocking DP! Eternal? I'm seeing stars—literally!"

Orgasms four through six hit in waves, her belly rounding from enhancer cum, milk gushing like a dairy dispenser.

Mishap three: Glib's zap shorted the barn lights, plunging them into strobing darkness—glow from alien cocks the only light.

"Flashlight fuck! If this is bliss, why's it a rave?" Tara laughed mid-climax.

Lights back on, they collapsed. Tara, leaking everywhere, grinned. "Okay, you win. Eternal ecstasy? Hooked. But next debate—make it dirtier."

Hvecik beamed. "Welcome, skeptic. Herd at twenty—utopia achieved."

The women applauded, already planning the next session. Zorp and Glib high-fived with tentacles. "Allies rock!"

Farm growing, bliss spreading—one snarky seduction at a time.


Chapter 10: Mid-Invasion Mayhem

The hucow farm thrummed with the kind of energy that could power a small city—or at least keep twenty horny women and three aliens buzzing for days. Tanks overflowed with premium milk, shipments beaming back to Vextron in glowing canisters that looked like oversized glow sticks. Hvecik, Zorp, and Glib patrolled the expanded barn, now twice its original size thanks to holographic extensions that made it feel like a sprawling pleasure palace. The herd lounged in stalls upgraded with vibrating beds and auto-milkers, pregnancies accelerating smoothly, tits producing like overachieving faucets.

But paradise had pests. Zoe's viral streams had caught more than recruits—they'd pinged government radars. Whispers of a "cult" in rural Pennsylvania reached the ears of the feds. Two agents rolled up in a nondescript black SUV, badges flashing under the noon sun: Agent Ramirez, a no-nonsense Latina in her forties with a buzz cut and a stare that could curdle milk, and Agent Kowalski, a lanky white guy in his thirties who looked like he'd rather be anywhere else.

"Reports of weird lights, missing women, and... mooing?" Ramirez muttered, checking her tablet. "Sounds like a QAnon fever dream."

Kowalski adjusted his tie. "Or aliens. But that's crazy, right? Probing and all that?"

They approached the barn, knocking firmly. "Federal agents! Open up!"

Inside, Hvecik's scanner beeped. "Intruders—Earth authorities. Cloak the tech!"

Zorp panicked, his hologram flickering to "Zack the plumber." "Boss, they're here for our pipes!"

Glib's "Glen" suit glitched, his tentacles peeking. "Hide the probes!"

Mia peeked out the door, bump hidden under a loose dress, tits leaking subtly. "Can I help you officers? We're just a... wellness retreat."

Ramirez flashed her badge. "Agent Ramirez, FBI. We've got reports of abductions, strange activities. Mind if we look around?"

Kowalski sniffed the air. "Smells like... dairy and sex?"

Hvecik, in Hank mode, stepped forward. "Howdy, folks. Name's Hank. Nothin' to see but happy ladies findin' enlightenment."

The agents pushed in, eyes widening at the sight: Twenty women in various states of undress, milking machines humming, a faint pheromone mist lingering. Tara, the skeptic-turned-convert, lounged naked, squeezing her nipple to arc milk into a cup. "Want a taste? Fresh from the source."

Ramirez blinked. "This is... a cult. Ladies, you're free to leave."

Zoe laughed, phone in hand. "Cult? Nah, it's bliss central. Watch my stream—millions agree."

Kowalski's radio crackled. "Backup en route—possible human trafficking."

Hvecik whispered to Zorp and Glib. "Distraction tactics: Deploy lust beam. Full farm orgy—hypnotize them into joining."

Zorp grinned. "Orgy time? My specialty!"

The mist thickened, pheromones cranking to eleven. Ramirez coughed. "What is... that smell? Like fresh bread and... horniness?"

Kowalski flushed. "I feel... hot. Agent, we should—"

Too late. The herd sensed the shift, stripping fully. Mia yanked Ramirez's jacket. "Join the fun, buzzcut. Aliens probing? Nah, we're just milking the truth!"

Ramirez resisted, but her cheeks reddened. "This is illegal—unhand me!"

Lola and Lila flanked Kowalski, ponytails swishing. "Tall drink of water—wanna get wet?" Lola teased, pressing her tits against him.

Lila added, "We'll make you moo too."

Kowalski stammered. "I-I'm married—wait, no, divorced. Fuck it."

He stripped off his shirt, revealing a dad bod that made the women cheer. "Probe me instead!"

Hvecik dropped the hologram, tentacles unfurling. "Welcome to the invasion, agents. Ecstasy awaits."

Ramirez's eyes bugged at the green aliens. "Aliens? This is a national security—oh god, that tentacle's glowing!"

Zorp's nubby appendages wrapped her waist. "Security breach? Nah, pussy breach!"

He pulled her pants down, exposing practical black panties. "Commencing strip search—alien style!"

Glib's wiry tentacles zapped her thigh lightly. "Electric interrogation—zap!"

Ramirez moaned despite herself. "That's... classified pleasure. Stop—don't stop!"

The barn erupted into chaos: A massive group session, women pairing with agents and aliens in a tangle of limbs, tits, and tentacles.

Mia straddled Kowalski on a hay bale, riding his cock while her bump bounced. "Federal dick—feels official! Pound my pregnant pussy, agent man!"

Kowalski thrust up, hands on her leaking tits. "Holy shit—your milk's squirting! Like a water gun fight!"

He suckled one, gulping. "Tastes like... victory?"

Zoe live-streamed discreetly. "Feds join the farm? Conspiracy confirmed! #AlienProbeParty"

Raven the goth grabbed Ramirez's buzz cut, shoving her face into her black-lipped pussy. "Eat me, fed—lick the darkness!"

Ramirez dove in, tongue lapping. "This is... evidence collection. Tastes goth—spicy!"

Leather the biker bent over for Zorp. "Stuff my ass, chubby green! Your nubs look fun."

Zorp plunged in, his four-nubbed cock splitting. "Biker hole—tight as a throttle! Ride my probe!"

Leather howled. "Faster—make my ass clap like thunder!"

The cheerleaders tag-teamed Glib, one riding his face, the other his cock. Blonde: "Pom-pom your tentacles—vibrate my clit!"

Brunette: "Shock my snatch—electric cheer!"

Glib's zaps triggered squirting orgasms. "Rah-rah-zap! Cum for the team!"

Sarah the nurse climbed Hvecik. "Original flavor—fuck me like day one!"

Hvecik's main tentacle entered her, splitting inside. "Nurse my needs—milk while I pound!"

Tara, ever snarky, dommed Kowalski next. "On your knees, agent—eat my skeptic pussy!"

Kowalski obeyed, tongue buried. "Yes ma'am—tastes like doubt... and cream!"

Jess the bar owner poured "drinks"—squirting milk into mouths. "Bottoms up, feds! Alien ale!"

Mishap one: Backup arrived—two more agents, male and female, bursting in. "Freeze! FBI!"

But the mist hit them hard. New female agent: "What the—orgy? I'm in."

New male: "Protocol breach—but damn, those tits!"

They stripped, joining the pile. New female on Zorp's spare tentacle. "Probe my fed hole—deep cover!"

Mishap two: Kowalski's radio went live mid-thrust. "HQ, this is Kowalski—situation... milky! Send... more agents?"

Static: "Repeat? Aliens?"

Hvecik snatched it with a tentacle, crushing it. "Communication jammed—with cum!"

The orgy escalated: A human-alien daisy chain. Women on all fours in a circle, aliens weaving tentacles through pussies and asses, agents plugging mouths and holes.

Ramirez, now fully in, rode Hvecik's cock reverse. "Alien invasion? Sign me up—fuck my tight ass while you probe!"

Hvecik obliged, tentacle in her backdoor. "Federal gape—national treasure!"

Zorp's purple cum leaked early again, tinting the new agent's skin. "Minty enhancer—feel the tingle!"

She came screaming. "Conspiracy cum—it's real!"

Glib zapped the chain, electric pulses rippling through. "Group shock therapy—cum together!"

Twenty women, three aliens, four agents orgasmed in waves—milk spraying like a dairy apocalypse, cum glowing in pools.

"Feds hypnotized!" Mia yelled, squirting on Kowalski's face. "Join the herd!"

Post-climax, Ramirez panted, belly rounding from enhancer. "Okay... this is bliss. Cult? Nah, revolution."

Kowalski wiped milk from his brow. "Report: Aliens friendly. Probing recommended."

The new agents nodded. "We're staying—vacation days approved?"

Hvecik grinned. "Invasion midway—government infiltrated."

Zoe's stream hit a million views: "Feds love the farm! Truth is out there—and in here!"

Mishap three: A drone buzzed overhead—more surveillance. But a tentacle swatted it down. "Air support denied!"

The group laughed, already gearing for round two. Farm secure, mayhem managed—humorously, raunchily.


Chapter 11: Scaling Up: The Hucow Empire

The hucow farm had evolved from a rickety barn into a sprawling complex that could rival a small town—if that town was built on orgasms, milk, and glowing alien tech. Hvecik's holographic expansions had turned the original site into a hub with multiple "barns"—each a self-contained pleasure dome stocked with vibrating stalls, auto-milkers that doubled as sex swings, and nutrient replicators churning out post-coital snacks like chocolate-dipped strawberries laced with aphrodisiacs. The herd now numbered fifty, a mix of originals like Mia and Zoe plus the converted feds, office workers, and a fresh batch of recruits from Zoe's ever-growing streams: Actresses, models, even a few bored housewives who'd seen the viral "bliss challenges" and ditched their minivans for tentacle town.

Hvecik paced the central command barn, his scales humming with energy as Zorp and Glib fiddled with a new gadget—a massive orb pulsing with purple light. "Herd at critical mass," Hvecik announced to the assembled women, who lounged in various states of undress, bellies ranging from subtle swells to full-term alien-enhanced bumps. "Vextron receives shipments daily—your milk saves lives. But demand surges. We scale up: Mass-impregnation events. Festival of fertility today!"

Mia, now the unofficial herd mom with her bump looking ready to pop (though alien tech kept it comfy), clapped. "Festival? Like Coachella but with cum? I'm in— as long as there's music and munchies."

Zoe flexed her influencer muscles. "I'll stream it—'Hucow Harvest Fest'! Hashtag #MilkyMayhem. Views will explode."

Tara, the ex-skeptic, adjusted her glasses (now fogged from the mist). "Mass impregnation? Sounds efficient. But if it's not orgasmic, I'm filing a complaint with HR—Herd Resources."

The women laughed, banter flying. Leather the biker: "Who needs a man when you've got a spaceship full of tentacles? Empowerment through probing!"

Ramirez, the fed convert, nodded. "Damn right. This beats busting cartels—now I'm busting nuts."

Zorp bounced excitedly, his chubby form jiggling. "Boss, the Mass-Impreg Orb ready! One zap, fifty pregnancies—boom!"

Glib squinted. "But test mode first. Last time it turned my tail purple."

Hvecik activated the orb, which floated to the center of the main barn. "Form the circle, herd. Festival begins!"

The fifty women arranged in a massive ring on the expanded mat—now the size of a football field, soft and glowing. Music thumped from hidden speakers—alien remixes of Earth hits, like "Milkshake" with tentacle synths. Pheromone misters cranked up, turning the air thick with lust. The aliens stripped, tentacles at the ready: Hvecik's robust blues, Zorp's nubby purples, Glib's wiry zappers.

"Phase one: Warm-up orgy!" Hvecik commanded.

The women dove in with glee. Mia paired with Tara, but kept it light—mutual tit-sucking while fingering. "Squeeze harder—make my milk spray like champagne!"

Tara obliged, milk hitting her glasses. "Bubbly bliss—your tits are gold mines!"

Zoe grinded on Leather. "Ass to ass, biker babe—trib for the 'gram!"

Leather smacked her own ass. "Rub that influencer clit on mine—make us squirt sync!"

The cheerleaders formed a pyramid, pussies presented. "Human tower—fuck the top first!"

Zorp climbed clumsily. "Pyramid probe—nubby entry!"

His tentacles split into the top cheerleader's holes. "Double stuff my cheer cunt and ass—pom-pom your nubs!"

Glib zapped the base. "Electric foundation—zap those clits!"

Shocks rippled up, triggering chain orgasms. "Rah-rah-cum! Shock the squad!"

Hvecik wove through the circle, his main cock-tentacle splitting to service multiple women at once. One branch in Ramirez's pussy, another in Kowalski's ex-wife (a new recruit—awkward but hot). "Federal fuck—pound my agent snatch!"

The ex-wife: "Better than my divorce dick—split me wider!"

But mishap one: The Mass-Impreg Orb activated prematurely, zapping the group with a purple wave. "Test mode engaged!" Zorp yelped.

Bodies shimmered—temporary shape-shifting kicked in. Women's tits ballooned to absurd sizes, asses inflated like beach balls, pussies plumped with extra lips.

"Whoa—my boobs are basketballs!" Mia laughed, her massive tits bouncing comically as she tried to stand.

Tara's ass grew so big she toppled backward. "Help—I'm ass-heavy! But damn, spank this monster!"

Zoe's pussy lips flowered out like a blooming rose. "Look at this—carnivorous cunt! Eat me, someone!"

The aliens weren't spared: Hvecik's tentacles doubled in length, flopping like overcooked noodles. "Control failure—too long!"

Zorp's nubs turned into floppy ears. "I'm a puppy probe? Woof—fuck!"

Glib's zappers became sparklers, shooting harmless fireworks. "Party mode—zap with confetti!"

Chaos ensued: Shape-shifted romps turned absurd. Mia's giant tits smothered Kowalski. "Tit-fuck apocalypse—drown in my dairy!"

He gasped. "Can't breathe—but what a way to go!"

Leather's inflated ass bounced her around like a pinball, landing pussy-first on Glib's sparkler tentacle. "Bouncy fuck—spark my hole!"

Fireworks popped inside her. "Explosive orgasm—boom goes the biker!"

The librarian domme (newbie with whips) grew extra arms—tentacle style. "Octo-dom! Whip all you sluts!"

She lashed playfully, then fingered four women at once. "Multi-task punishment—cum for mistress!"

Jess the bar owner sprouted a tail—whip-like. "Bar tail—spank and stir!"

She tail-fucked a housewife. "Mix my pussy like a cocktail—shake it!"

Housewife: "Garnish with cum—bottoms up!"

Zorp, with his ear-nubs, ear-fucked a model. "Lobe probe—hear the bliss?"

Model: "Your ears are in my ear? Kinky—whisper dirty while you thrust!"

Glib's sparklers lit up the cheerleader pyramid, now a glowing tower of tits. "Firework fuck—explode the cheers!"

Blonde: "Pyrotechnic pussy—light me up!"

The orb pulsed again, shifting forms mid-thrust. Pussies turned textured—ridged, bumpy. "My cunt's a ribbed condom—feel that grip!" Tara yelled, riding Hvecik's elongated tentacle.

Hvecik's extra length wrapped around three women. "Snake fuck—coil and conquer!"

But mishap two: Length caused tangles. Tentacles knotted like a ball of yarn, trapping ten women in a writhing bundle.

"Stuck in tentacle hell—heaven!" Zoe quipped from the knot, her flowered pussy engulfing a branch. "Petals pulsing—milk me out!"

The women laughed, grinding through it. "Group hug— with dicks!" Leather added.

Zorp untangled clumsily, his puppy ears flopping. "Rescue probe—nub nibble!"

He nibbled clits free, triggering mini-orgasms. "Ear-gasm! Who's a good boy?"

The festival ramped: Mass positions. Fifty women in a human centipede of sorts—daisy chain licking, fingering, while aliens plugged ends.

"Chain gang bang!" Ramirez commanded. "Lick the fed in front—federal tongue!"

New agent: "Obeying orders—eat that ass!"

The orb zapped fully—mass impregnation wave. Bellies rounded en masse, milk flowing in rivers.

"Empire enhanced!" Hvecik roared, his knot freeing in a cum explosion—blue ropes painting the chain.

Zorp purple-cummed the front. "Minty monarchs!"

Glib sparked the back. "Electric empire!"

Mishap three: Final shift—everyone grew temporary tentacles. Women sprouted mini-ones from clits, tits.

"Tentacle tits!" Mia exclaimed, her nipple-tentacles wriggling. "Suck yourself—auto-bliss!"

She latched one to her own clit. "Self-fuck—empowerment level max!"

Tara's clit-tentacle probed Leather. "Boss bitch probe—take my tendril!"

Leather: "Probe accepted—wriggle deeper!"

The barn echoed with empowered banter. "Who needs men? Tentacle queens!" a housewife shouted, her new appendage fucking Jess.

Jess: "Bar owner's special—stirred, not shaken!"

Shapes reverted as the orb cooled, leaving fifty pregnant, milky women in a satisfied heap.

Hvecik scanned: "Impregnation success. Empire at fifty—expansion complete."

Mia high-fived Tara. "Girl power through glow cum. Who's empowered now?"

Zoe: "Stream peaked at ten million. Hucow empire viral!"

Zorp and Glib collapsed. "Best festival ever!"

The herd cheered, already plotting the next. Scaling up? Achieved—with absurd, raunchy flair.


Chapter 12: Nutritional Nirvana Achieved

The hucow empire pulsed with triumphant energy, the barns now a labyrinth of glowing stalls and humming machinery that could make a sci-fi convention look like a garage sale. Fifty women—bellies ballooned with accelerated pregnancies, tits producing milk like overworked fire hydrants—lounged in post-festival haze, their bodies still tingling from the shape-shifting shenanigans. Milk tanks brimmed to capacity, the creamy elixir glowing faintly under alien preservatives. Hvecik, Zorp, and Glib oversaw the first major shipment: A beam of light shot skyward from the central orb, teleporting canisters straight to Vextron.

"Shipment away!" Hvecik declared, his three eyes scanning the holographic feedback. Minutes later, the council's response crackled in: "Hvecik! This milk—divine! Nutrients at 1000% efficiency. Our blobs are bloating with joy! Rave reviews—send more!"

Hvecik puffed his scaly chest. "Success! Vextron feasts. Earth herd, you've achieved nutritional nirvana."

Mia, sprawled on a vibrating lounger with her massive bump making her look like she'd swallowed a beach ball, squirted milk from one nipple in celebration. "Hell yeah! Our tits saved a planet. Party time?"

Zoe, ever the hype machine, was already on her phone. "Milk-tasting party? Genius. I'll theme it—'Cosmic Cream Fest'! Games, feasts, the works. Views will skyrocket."

Tara adjusted her glasses, her own swollen tits leaking through her top. "Games? Like pin the tail on the alien? Or more like 'who can squirt farthest'?"

The herd buzzed with excitement. Leather flexed her tats. "Lewd games—I'm in. Loser gets tentacle-tied."

Ramirez, the fed, nodded. "Make it competitive. Winner gets first dibs on the boss's big blue dong."

Hvecik grinned, overconfident as ever. "Excellent. I'll dominate—Vextron stamina unbeatable."

Zorp burped purple. "Party! My nubs are ready!"

Glib sparked. "Zap games—electric fun!"

The barn transformed: Holographic tables laden with "feasts"—bowls of fresh milk mixed with Earth treats like whipped cream, chocolate syrup, and strawberries. Music thumped—alien beats remixed with "Pour Some Sugar on Me." Pheromone lights pulsed, keeping everyone on edge.

"First game: Milk-tasting blindfold!" Zoe announced, tying scarves over eyes. Women sampled bowls—some pure milk, others spiked with alien enhancers or girl-cum from the festival.

Mia slurped one. "Sweet—like vanilla... and pussy? That's Tara's flavor!"

Tara laughed. "Busted. Your turn—guess this."

She squirted her own milk into Mia's mouth. "Zesty—like office coffee and cum!"

The group howled. A housewife newbie: "Mine tastes like minivan regrets—wait, no, that's minty! Zorp's purple jizz?"

Zorp beamed. "Guilty! Bonus points!"

Mishap one: Blindfolds led to spills. Milk sloshed everywhere, turning the floor slick. Women slipped, landing in laps. Cheerleader blonde tumbled into Leather's crotch. "Whoops—face-plant in biker bush!"

Leather grabbed her ponytail. "While you're down there—lick for points!"

Blonde dove in, tongue lapping Leather's shaved pussy. "Tastes like leather and lust—bonus squirt!"

Leather came fast, juices mixing with milk. "High score—cheer slut wins round one!"

Game two: "Orgasm relay!" Hvecik explained. "Teams race to cum chain—pass the vibe!"

Women lined up in teams of ten, each with a vibrating tentacle toy from the ship. First cums, passes to next.

Team Mia: "Go!" Mia rode the toy, her pregnant pussy clenching. "Fuck—it's buzzing my bump! Cumming—pass!"

She squirted milk as she tossed it to Tara. "Your turn, skeptic slut—ride it wet!"

Tara slammed down. "This thing's ridged like Hvecik's dick—deeper! Yes—orgasm two!"

Pass to Zoe. "Influencer grind— for the 'gram!" She humped wildly, tits bouncing, milk arcing. "Cumming viral—next!"

But mishap two: The toys glitched from Zorp's purple cum residue. They started inflating mid-ride.

Housewife's turn: "It's growing inside—my pussy's stuffed like Thanksgiving! Explode me!"

It ballooned, stretching her walls. "Fuuuuck—giant dildo orgasm! Pass—but it's stuck!"

She clenched, popping it out with a wet squelch, covered in her cream. Next woman: "Sloppy seconds—shove it in!"

The relay turned chaotic, women cumming in waves, milk spraying like confetti.

Team Ramirez hit a snag: New agent slipped on milk, toy flying into Glib's zapper tentacle. "Electric upgrade—zap relay!"

It shocked the next rider. "Thunder cunt—cumming shocked!"

Hvecik's overconfidence peaked in game three: "Stamina showdown! Out-orgasm the aliens!"

He, Zorp, and Glib versus the herd. "We'll make you cum till you tap out!"

The women smirked. "Bring it, glow boys."

The barn became a writhing mass. Hvecik took center, tentacles splitting to fuck five women at once. One in Mia's pussy: "Pound my preggo hole—make the milk shake!"

Another in Tara's ass: "Skeptic stretch—gape me wide!"

Third buzzing Zoe's clit: "Vibe my button—squirt for subs!"

Fourth deepthroating Leather: "Choke on blue—gag queen!"

Fifth probing Ramirez: "Fed fuck—probe my tight snatch!"

Hvecik thrust multitask. "See? Unbeatable stamina!"

Zorp's nubs serviced a group: Nubby cock in cheerleader blonde's mouth. "Suck my pups—puppy cum!"

His ears (still floppy from glitch) nibbled clits. "Ear munch—nibble orgasm!"

But he pre-came purple again. "Early minty—sorry!"

Blonde swallowed. "Tingly throat—cum more!"

Glib zapped a daisy chain: Wiry tentacles in asses, sparking. "Zap train—electric anal!"

Housewife: "Shock my backdoor—fry my O!"

Sparks flew, chain cumming like dominoes.

The women rallied. "Switch—out-cum them!"

Mia climbed Hvecik, reverse cowgirl on his main cock. "Ride you ragged, boss!"

She ground hard, pussy clenching like a vice. "Your ridges—hitting everything! But watch this—kegel crush!"

She squeezed, milking his tentacle inside. Hvecik groaned. "Earth contractions—intense!"

Tara joined, sitting on his face. "Proboscis in my pussy—tongue-fuck while she rides!"

Hvecik's tongue extended, curling deep. "Flavor flood—your cream!"

Zoe and Leather double-teamed his free tentacles: Zoe tit-fucking one. "Boob bang—milk lube!"

Leather ass-riding another. "Biker bounce—clap on your probe!"

Ramirez fingered his scales. "Sensitive spots? Fed interrogation—cum for me!"

Hvecik's bioluminescence flickered. "Overload—too many!"

Mishap three: Women's competitive horniness peaked. They synced clenches, rides, and sucks—overwhelming the aliens.

Zorp nutted first, purple ropes everywhere. "Puppy pop—minty mess!"

Glib sparked out. "Short circuit—zap overload!"

Hvecik held longest, but Mia's final grind did it. "Earth-schooled, alien ass! Take my cum-crush!"

She orgasmed, squirting milk and juices, her pussy pulsing so hard it milked his load prematurely.

Hvecik roared, blue cum erupting in fountains. "Defeat—blissful defeat!"

The women cheered. "Out-orgasmed the overlords!"

Mia high-fived Tara. "Your alien ass just got Earth-schooled!"

Hvecik panted, grinning. "Humbling. Nirvana achieved—through humility."

The party wound down with a milky feast: Women dipping strawberries in each other's leaks, lapping bowls of mixed cream.

Zoe: "Best content ever—subs doubled!"

Tara: "Eternal bliss? Worth the debate."

Leather: "Next game—tentacle tug-of-war?"

The herd laughed, milking continuing. Shipment success, party epic—nutritional nirvana, raunchy and real.


Chapter 13: Rebellion and Raunchy Reconciliation

The hucow empire was hitting its stride, with milk production at levels that could hydrate a small moon—or at least keep Vextron's blobs from turning into sad, deflated raisins. The barns buzzed like a beehive on aphrodisiacs, fifty women pumping out premium cream around the clock, their pregnancies cycling in efficient, orgasm-fueled loops thanks to alien tech. Hvecik, Zorp, and Glib strutted around like green peacocks, high-fiving with tentacles after the latest shipment feedback: "More! Thicker! Creamier!" from the home planet council.

But utopia had cracks. In the main barn, during a routine milking session, whispers turned to shouts. Mia, the OG hucow, unhooked her suction cups mid-pump, milk dribbling down her massive tits like a leaky faucet. "Enough! My nipples are raw, my pussy's pounded 24/7, and I haven't seen daylight without a tentacle up my ass in weeks. We need a break—or better yet, some say in this gig!"

Tara, glasses perched on her nose, crossed her arms over her leaking breasts. "Damn right. This is supposed to be eternal bliss, not a dairy sweatshop. We demand autonomy—schedules, veto rights on gadgets, and no more surprise zaps from Sparky over there." She nodded at Glib, whose wiry tentacles sparked defensively.

Zoe paused her streaming setup. "Wait, rebellion? That could go viral—'Hucow Strike: Tits vs. Tentacles'! But yeah, my clit's chafed. We need perks beyond endless O's."

Leather slammed her fist on a holographic table. "Hell yeah! I'm all for the fuck-fests, but if I don't get a say in who probes my biker hole, I'm walking. Autonomy or bust!"

The cheerleaders chanted: "What do we want? Pussy power! When do we want it? After we cum!"

Ramirez, the fed, holstered her imaginary gun. "Ladies, this is a union. We strike— no milk, no fucks, till demands met."

The herd nodded, unhooking en masse. Milk sprayed defiantly as they formed a picket line of naked, pregnant bodies, signs holographic: "Tentacles Off Our Tits!" and "Bliss Yes, Boss No!"

Hvecik burst in, his scales flushing darker green. "What's this? Rebellion? But nirvana—"

Zorp panicked. "Boss, they're dry-striking! No purple playtime?"

Glib sparked. "Zap 'em back? Electric negotiation?"

Hvecik waved them off. "No force. We negotiate—Vextron way. Personalized pleasure pacts. Each leader gets a one-on-one... resolution."

Mia smirked. "Sex negotiations? Fine, but if you don't hit the spot like a meteor strike, we're out."

The herd cheered. "Deal!"

Hvecik started with Mia, leading her to a private stall—soft lighting, vibrating bed, lube dispensers. "Original hucow, state your terms."

Mia stripped her loose dress, her bump prominent, tits heavy. "Shorter shifts, more snacks, and you eat my pussy first—no rushing to the tentacle fuck."

Hvecik nodded, dropping to his knees—alien style. "Agreed. Commence oral pact."

His proboscis extended, tongue splitting into three wriggling tips. One lapped her clit, one delved deep into her slick folds, the third teased her ass.

"Fuuuuck—your tongue's a triple threat! Deeper in my preggo pussy—taste the bliss!" Mia moaned, hands in his "hair" scales.

Milk leaked from her nipples as she ground on his face. "Suck my clit harder—make me squirt before you stick it!"

Hvecik obliged, the tips vibrating. "Your flavor—enhanced by pregnancy. Contract clause: Daily oral for you."

Mia came hard, juices flooding his mouth. "Deal sealed—now fuck me gentle, boss. Bump's sensitive."

He stood, main cock-tentacle splitting. One branch entered her pussy slowly, ridges gentle. Another wrapped her bump, vibrating softly. The third suckled a tit.

"Oh shit—tentacle belly rub? That's new—vibe my kid while you pound!" She rode him, ass bouncing.

Hvecik thrust carefully. "Autonomy addendum: You schedule your sessions."

"Yes! Harder now—ram my walls!" She clenched, orgasming again, milk spraying. "Cum inside—seal the pact!"

He unloaded, blue ropes filling her. "Pact ratified."

Next: Tara, the skeptic, in a stall rigged with bondage holograms. "My demands: Intellectual input. I plan gadgets. And you submit— I dom you."

Hvecik's eyes widened. "Submit? Vextron leaders don't—"

Tara snapped holographic cuffs on his wrists, pinning him to the wall. "Do now. On your knees, green boy."

He knelt, tentacles restrained. Tara straddled his face. "Eat my skeptic snatch—prove you're listening."

His tongue probed her, curling to her G-spot. "Your mind—sharp as your clit."

Tara ground down. "Flattery? Lick harder—tongue-fuck my doubts away!"

She came, squirting on his proboscis. "Good boy. Now, my turn to probe."

She freed one tentacle, guiding it to her ass. "But I control—slow entry."

Tara rode his restrained cock, pussy clenching. "Feel that grip? That's power—autonomy clause: I veto bad ideas."

Hvecik groaned. "Agreed—your ass... dominant delight!"

She bounced harder. "Cum when I say—hold it!"

Power play peaked: Tara edged him, then allowed release. "Now—fill my boss bitch holes!"

Blue cum overflowed. "Pact... submitted."

Mishap one: During Zoe's negotiation in the streaming stall. "Demands: Promo rights. I brand the farm. And public fuck—stream it."

Hvecik thrust into her from behind, tentacles everywhere. "Agreed—viral vibe."

But the stream went live accidentally—title: "Alien Negotiation: Tentacle Terms!"

Views spiked: "Holy shit—real alien dick!"

Zoe moaned. "Deeper—pound for the people! Autonomy: I choose recruits."

Tentacle in her ass: "Yes—ass accepted!"

She came, milk arcing on camera. "Cumshot close-up—seal it!"

Blue ropes on her tits. "Pact broadcasted." Views: 5 million. New recruits inbound.

Leather's turn: Rough stall with chains. "Demands: Biker nights— no tech, just raw fuck. Spank me first."

Hvecik's tentacle whipped her ass—glowing marks. "Red as your tattoos—terms?"

Leather bent over. "Raw dog my holes— no lube, rough ride."

His unsplit cock slammed her pussy. "Biker bang—clench like handlebars!"

She pushed back. "Harder—make my ass redder! Autonomy: Theme days."

Tentacle in mouth: "Gag on agreement."

She deepthroated, cumming hard. "Fill me—pact pounded!"

Purple mishap with Zorp during group make-up: He negotiated with cheerleaders. "Demands: Pom-pom probes!"

His nubs entered one: "Cheer fuck—rah-rah-nub!"

But pre-cum turned her pom-poms purple. "Minty cheers—cum again!"

Glib zapped Ramirez's team. "Demands: Fed Fridays—uniform play."

His wiry in her ass: "Zap interrogation—shock your terms!"

Electric orgasm: "Autonomy: Security vetoes."

Group finale: The herd gathered for mass reconciliation— a fifty-woman orgy with aliens in the center.

"Strike over—fuck for unity!" Mia yelled.

Tentacles everywhere: Hvecik in five, Zorp nub-fucking a chain, Glib zapping clits.

Mishap two: Overload—tentacles tangled in the mob. "Knot again—stuck in pussy pile!"

Women laughed, grinding free with clenches. "Teamwork twat—squeeze out!"

Power plays: Women rode aliens reverse, dictating pace. "Our terms now—cum on command!"

Hvecik, overwhelmed: "Rebellion resolved—bliss restored!"

Final cums: Massive loads, milk fountains. "Pacts sealed in semen!"

The herd collapsed, satisfied. Mia: "Fine, we'll produce—if you hit that spot like a meteor strike every time!"

Hvecik: "Deal. Empire empowered."

Rebellion raunchy, reconciliation epic—farm stronger, funnier, milkier.


Chapter 14: Blissful Invasion: A New Milky Era

The hucow empire had ballooned into a full-blown paradise—or as close as a tentacle-fueled dairy farm could get on Earth. The original barn was now the heart of a vast complex sprawling across hidden acres in rural Pennsylvania, cloaked by alien holograms that made it look like endless cornfields to prying satellites. One hundred women strong, the herd produced milk in quantities that had Vextron's council singing praises (literally—their blob anthems echoed through the comms). Pregnancies cycled seamlessly, orgasms were scheduled like spa appointments, and autonomy reigned supreme after the rebellion's raunchy resolutions. Mia ran the schedules, Tara vetted gadgets, Zoe branded everything with viral flair, and even the feds like Ramirez handled "security" with pheromone patrols.

Hvecik stood on the central platform, his scales shimmering under the holographic stars he'd projected for the grand finale celebration. Zorp and Glib flanked him, their holograms off—why hide the green glory now? The herd gathered in a massive circle, naked and glowing from the mist, tits heavy, pussies slick, ready for the "harvest festival" blowout. Tanks overflowed with the final mega-shipment, beaming homeward in a blaze of light.

"Mission accomplished!" Hvecik boomed, his voice echoing like a bad sci-fi villain turned hero. "Vextron thrives on your nectar. But I... choose Earth. This farm—voluntary utopia. Eternal bliss for all who stay."

The women cheered, milk squirting in celebratory arcs. Mia waddled forward, her perpetual bump (tech-kept comfy) jiggling. "About damn time, boss. No more 'save the planet' pressure—now it's just fuck for fun?"

Zoe live-streamed (discreetly, with filters for the masses). "Intergalactic happily ever after? Subs, this is peak content! #MilkyEverAfter"

Tara smirked. "Voluntary? Prove it—no mind-zaps. We stay 'cause the O's are out of this world."

Leather raised a fist. "Hell yeah! Tentacles over hubbies any day."

Ramirez nodded. "Feds approve—national security through nipple nectar."

The cheerleaders cartwheeled naked. "Rah-rah-retire! Probe forever!"

Hvecik's tail swished. "Festival commences! Massive celebration—orgy of the ages."

The barns lit up with bioluminescent pulses, music thumping—alien-Earth mashups like "Tentacle Tango" over hip-hop beats. Pheromone fountains sprayed, turning the air into liquid lust. The hundred women dove in, forming clusters of writhing bliss.

Mia grabbed Hvecik first, straddling his lap on the platform. "Boss privileges—ride your blue beast one last time."

His main cock-tentacle split, one branch sliding into her dripping pussy, ridges scraping her walls. "Original flavor—clench like day one!"

Mia bounced, tits slapping her bump. "Deeper—hit that meteor spot! Milk me while you fill me!"

A tentacle latched her nipple, suckling. Milk flowed down his throat. "Nectar nirvana—your cream, my fuel!"

Tara dommed Zorp nearby, cuffing his nubs. "Chubby minion—submit to skeptic snatch!"

Zorp's purple cock entered her ass doggy-style. "Nubby gape—minty mistress!"

Tara pushed back. "Harder—earn your stay, puppy probe! Autonomy forever!"

She came, squirting backward. "Purple pact—cum minty!"

Zorp unloaded, ropes tingling her insides. "Ever after—woof!"

Glib sparked a cheerleader chain: Wiry tentacles in a line of pussies. "Zap happily—electric ever after!"

Blonde: "Shock my cheer cunt—rah-rah-zap!"

Brunette: "Chain cum—pass the spark!"

Sparks rippled, orgasms dominoing. "Inter-species squad goals!"

Leather tag-teamed Glib and a housewife. "Biker sandwich—stuff my holes, sparky and soccer mom!"

Glib's zapper in her ass: "Electric exhaust—tailpipe tingle!"

Housewife's strap-on (tentacle toy) in her pussy: "Minivan missionary—pound like PTA!"

Leather howled. "Double ride—cum roaring!"

Jess the bar owner hosted a "milk bar"—women dipping tits in bowls, lapping each other. "Cosmic cocktails—strawberry nipple twist!"

A model newbie suckled her. "Tastes like fame and cum—bottoms up!"

Ramirez "secured" a group with bondage tentacles. "Fed lock-down—probe protocols!"

New agent under her: "Cuff my clit—interrogate my O!"

Ramirez ground pussy-to-pussy. "Confess—cum for country!"

Zoe streamed snippets (blurred for norms). "Happily ever after—tentacle edition! Subs, join the waitlist."

But mishap one: Vextron reinforcements arrived unannounced—a ship beaming down ten more aliens, all male, tentacles eager. "Council sent backups—for expansion!"

Hvecik blinked. "Wait—voluntary only!"

The newbies charged in, cultural clashes instant. One mistook foreplay for food prep: "Earth snacks? Probe and marinate!"

He tentacled a yoga instructor's ass with a basting motion. "Stir the pot—add spice!"

Yoga chick: "That's my backdoor, not a stew! But... keep stirring—deeper!"

Another alien with feathery tentacles tickled a cluster. "Feather fuck—tickle torment!"

Women giggled mid-moan. "Tickle my tits—laughing orgasm!"

Zorp high-fived a newbie. "Purple pact—share the mint!"

Their combined cum turned a puddle iridescent. "Rainbow release—taste the spectrum!"

Mishap two: The mass orgy caused a power surge—holograms glitched, revealing the farm to a passing drone. But Zoe hacked it mid-fuck. "Stream override—bliss broadcast!"

Views exploded: "Alien orgy real? Sign me up!"

New recruits beamed in—voluntary, of course.

The celebration peaked: A hundred-women pile on the aliens, tentacles weaving like a lewd web.

Hvecik in the center, cock splitting into dozens (tech boost). "Ever after entry—pound for paradise!"

Mia on top: "Ride the wave—cum chain!"

Tara below: "Dom the knot—clench control!"

Zoe filming: "Climax close-up—viral ever after!"

Leather in the mix: "Biker bury—deep in the heap!"

Ramirez: "Secure the cum—federal flood!"

Cheerleaders: "Pyramid peak—orgasm apex!"

Housewives, models, all moaning in unison: "Bliss forever—milk the stars!"

Orgasms rolled like thunder: Women cumming in waves, milk fountains soaking everyone. Aliens unloaded—blue, purple, zap-blue mixes painting the pile in glowing art.

Hvecik roared last, his surge flooding the core. "Invasion complete—blissful era begins!"

Post-climax, the group untangled, panting in a sea of fluids. Mia licked milk off Tara. "Interspecies happily ever after? Who knew?"

Tara: "Beats office life. Sequel? Expand to Mars?"

Zoe: "Hucow Mars—streaming now!"

Hvecik hugged his allies. "Stay on Earth—farm family."

Zorp: "Purple paradise!"

Glib: "Zap zap hooray!"

Epilogue: Months later, the farm thrived voluntarily. Shipments continued, but Earth-Vextron exchanges began—blob tourists for tentacle tech. Hints of sequels whispered: "Galactic expansion? Milky Way tour?"

One woman quipped: "Next stop—probe Pluto!"

Laughter echoed. Bliss eternal, raunchy resolved— the end, or just the cum-mencement?


I hope you enjoyed reading this book as much as I enjoyed writing it.  Please consider leaving me a review. It’s the best way for indie authors to compete against the big publishing houses.

-Marissa

Have questions, comments or suggestions for a book?  Email me!  I love hearing from my readers!

marissascotterotica@gmail.com

To see my list of books, please go to my author page at:

amazon.com/author/marissascott
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