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MILKY 4 - A Hucow's Fertile Pleasure

By Leandra Camilli

CHAPTER 1


T
he machine began to work when I pressed the button beside me. The suction tubed started to apply pressure as they pulled my udders and teats. Milk began to flow out. It traveled all the way to the gallons beside me.


l rubbed my clit on the milking bed's bump. It felt so good. My mouth was drooling. I could do that for days on end.


My belly was so big now. A hubull fertilized me with his precious seeds. It was my first time, and I could remember every detail of it too, especially of his cum leaking from my pussy when he eased out of me.


I rubbed my clit and vagina on the bump once more, letting a moan of pleasure escape my mouth. The overwhelming lust took control of me. I could not feel my limbs anymore. My mind was going numb. The world was turning upside down.


My eyes closed. I let the waves of pleasure and desire propagate throughout me. They all collapsed and condensed into two points: my teats. Jolts of pleasure mixed with the first ones while my teats were pulled by the machine.


How did I not know about that place beforehand? It was all thanks to Coretta. I saw her in college and could not resist the temptation. Her invitation was enticing. She brought me here with open arms. I was so glad to be her friend.


My hand caressed my belly while I rubbed my clit. I could not wait to have my first calf. Coretta already had hers, and he promised to grow into a healthy hubull. To imagine him growing into a fine young man excited me. I could not wait to have him mount me. It would be the perfect gift from Coretta.


Of course, by then, I might be too old, but who is to say he would not be into more mature women? I would love to be pounded hard in the ass by a virile, young hubull.


The one who made me pregnant was Larry, a man who had recently come to the Dairy Farm. He was as innocent and pure as I was. Didn't know much about hucows and hubulls, but he mounted me all the same.


It was like pure instincts. He saw me on the bed with my legs wide open and knew just one thing: I need to take this hucow for myself. And that he did. I could remember the sensation of having his enormous balls colliding against my butt-cheeks.


I rubbed my clit on the bump with greater intensity. My hand looked for my cunt while everything became intenser. The bump was just not enough for me anymore. Something was burning inside me. It was growing in demand.


I needed a hubull.


But none seemed to want me. I left the door wide open for their eyes to feast on me. Some hucows passed by the door, but they were not the ones I needed. I needed a big cock pounding me. I needed his juice inside my womb.


My other hand caressed my belly. I hope that he becomes a healthy hubull. He ought to go to a different school, though; I don't want him to bully other people because of his size. How would his male teachers feel if they knew my calf was bigger than them while still being much younger?


I was pounded in the ass many times after my first intercourse with Larry. They were all my favorites. Every hubull was different. Some were thicker, others were longer. Some had more protruding veins than I could count. All were good to make me orgasm.


My body rocked when an intense orgasm burned every inch of my body. I looked to the side and found the gallon overflowing with my milk. I turned off the machine and sighed. That was a good milking session.


When I walked to the door, someone stepped inside in a hurry. It was Larry, and he was panting. In his hand was a letter.


"Letter for you," he said while his package swung shyly.


I grabbed it from his hand, opened the envelope and read.


"Dear Lori, I have a proposition for you, but you must not tell anyone from the Dairy Hucow Farm. We are competitors of the company you work for, and we want to invite you to work here. The advantages? Twice the wage you currently receive and thrice the number of free hubulls.


What else would a hucow need? Come here at 589 Roberts Glebe Avenue. We will be waiting."


A letter of invitation to work elsewhere? Seems interesting. What caught my attention the most was not the salary, but the prospect of having many free hubulls. We were running low on those in the Hucow Dairy Farm. If they indeed have that many more men, then being pounded in the ass by two or more of them must be quite common.


I licked my lips at the thought of going there. Larry looked at me with inquisitive eyes as his eyebrows arched upward.


"Thanks for bringing this to me, Larry," I said before giving him a kiss on the cheek.


His expression changed to a more friendly one. "No problem," he said before rushing out of my room and into the hallway. I heard his footsteps fading into the distance.


The proposition almost seemed too good to be true, but my body was demanding me to accept it. When I sat down on the couch and contemplated the letter, I concluded: I am going there one way or another.


CHAPTER 2


T
he plan had been decided. There was just one guard stationed outside of the Hucow Dairy Farm. He was not a hubull, but he was still huge. He was an older man in his forties with a mustache. His hair was already greying, but all in all, he was still good-looking.


The plan was to walk to him fully naked, let my udders and rump do the talking, and escape the Hucow Dairy Farm when he least expected it.


The hucows could not leave the confines of the building without permission. If I were to go upstairs, the supervisors would surely not let me leave. They would want to know where I would be going, and if they found out I was planning on working for a competitor, they would lock me in there for the rest of my life.


It was night time outside. Silence was tainted by the sound of some cars passing by the building. I walked down the hallway, took a turn to the right and headed to the exit. All the hucows and hubulls were sleeping already.


Allen, the guard, was stationed just outside the building. His back was turned to me. He didn't come to watch us often, so I imagined that he would freeze on the spot for seeing me. That was a normal reaction whenever a human saw a hucow or hubull for the first time.


I tiptoed as I made my way to him. When I was within reach of Allen, I touched his shoulder. He turned around instantly and aimed his gun at me. For a moment, I thought that he was going to shoot me, but then he lowered his automatic rifle when he realized who it was.


"What are you doing here this time of the night?" He questioned while trying to push me back inside the building.


"Just trying to get some fresh air."


He continued to push me into the main room when he said, "Well, you can do that tomorrow in the designated area behind the building. For the time being, I need you back into your bathroom."


I pushed his hand away from me and hugged Allen. For a moment, he just looked me in the eye, but then he pushed me back. I was startled by his reaction; I thought that for sure he was going to love seeing a hucow naked.


But I was not about to give up just yet. I hugged him again and pressed my udders hard on him. Milk escaped my teats. My lips tried to find his.


This time, instead of pushing me away, he let me kiss him. However, he didn't kiss me back. I continued to kiss him until I felt that he was not going fall for my trap.


I walked back. He glanced at me with the same cold eyes from before, but something in his posture seemed to have changed.


A smile materialized on his face when his eyes flashed. "I know what is going on here."


I took a step back and said, my voice faltering, "W-what do you mean?"


He approached me and said, "The way you are offering yourself to me is ridiculous. You want to leave this place by seducing me. I understood that the moment I first saw you. You thought that your breasts and ass were going to be enough to fool me."


I took another step back as I tried to distance myself from him, "Then... that means..."


He took another step toward me, grabbed my waist and said, "It means that you will have to do exactly what I want if you want to get out of here."


His eyes were cold. He was very serious about what he was doing. I gulped.


While his presence frightened me, I felt that he was not lying. If I accepted his terms, then for sure he would let me leave. Maybe he would be fired the next day, but would that not be worth it if he managed to have sex with a willing hucow?


"Okay," I said as I nodded. His smile widened and his eyes flashed with joy again.


"Good, then let's go to my house. It's where I have everything I need."


And just like that, I followed him to his car.


CHAPTER 3


A
llen parked his car in his garage. The house looked dirty and old from the outside and the inside. The smell was awful. It was as if someone or something had died inside in there.


He didn't live in a good neighborhood at all. Random screams and noises came deep from within the darkness and beyond. Little to no street light created the perfect environment for criminals.


Allen guided me into his bedroom. There was nobody else living with him in his house. He was all alone.


He closed the door behind me and walked to his nightstand. From the drawer, he grabbed a plastic package full of clothespins.


Allen walked over to me and said, "Lay on the bed. We will start this right now."


Just as I laid on the bed, he ripped open the package and clamped one of the clothespins around my teat. His hand moved swiftly while he did the same to my other teat. It hurt like hell to have one of those things pressing hard on my sensitive skin.


Moments after he finished that, his hands began to caress me. They massaged and touched every inch of my body. He was cold. I didn't feel much pleasure from what he was doing. He was an odd man.


He grabbed more clothespin and opened my legs. They were, then, clamped to my pussy lips. For the first time ever since I entered his house, I was enjoying what was happening to me. The sensation of pain mixed with pleasure was a unique one. I had not quite experienced something similar before.


"Now, get up and make some dinner for me," he said before walking out of his bedroom. I heard his footsteps fading into the distance.


Did I make the right choice to come there? Allen looked okay enough, but something about him was off-putting, as if he was hiding something evil in his house. I walked to the hallway while trying to make as less noise as possible. I thought that the floor itself was going to come to life and eat me.


When I reached his living room, I found him on the couch. His TV was on and his legs were rested on a cushioned, cubic support.


"Good brat. Now, make that dinner for me. I am hungry," he said before taking a sip from his glass. It looked like beer to me.


I walked over to his kitchen. It was filthy and uninviting. I wanted to do anything but to remain there, but if I was to leave the Hucow Dairy farm, then I was supposed to do everything he wanted.


I grabbed some things from his fridge and started cooking. Once it was done, I put the food on his plate and walked back to the living room.


Before I could make a lot of progress, though, he raised his hand and said, without looking at me, "I want you to crawl to me with the plate on your lower back. Mess this up and you will go back to the Hucow Dairy Farm."


I gulped. To crawl to him while trying not to let the plate fall from my lower back? That was mad. I could not do it, but I still felt compelled to try.


I put the plate on the floor, got on all fours and tried my best to place it on my lower back. It took some tries until it was finally stable where I wanted it to be. Allen glanced at me with fiendish eyes when he realized I didn't fail him.


As I made my way to him, I felt that I needed to do more than to obey his commands. I needed to find my place in front of such a dominating and assertive man. His acceptance of me became my objective. His happiness became something I started to seek.


With those thoughts ingrained in my mind, I crawled to him. My eyes noticed the man, how he sipped his drink, how dominating he seemed, how much respect he could command, the apparent lines of a well-toned body, and the package he seemed to hide in his pants.


When I got there, the plate made one last attempt to fall off me, but with a decisive movement, I managed to keep it in place. Allen glanced at me when he noticed my efforts to make him happy. I was under his mercy. I was his submissive hucow.


For the first time in my life, my udders and rump became a nuisance. My udders slid along the floor while I walked. My rump added extra, unnecessary weight to my body. It was difficult to crawl; I was twice the size of a normal woman.


Allen grabbed his plate and began to eat the food. I felt relieved for the first time ever that night. It took him no time at all to be finished with the food I made for him. A belch escaped his mouth, indicating that he liked my dinner. A smile materialize on my face; I had made Master happy.


His hand petted me. I felt as if I was less than human, but I could continue living like that for years on end. It was so easy to have just one objective in life: that of making sure Master had everything he needed.


A few minutes ago I was thinking I had the upper hand with him, but now I was tamed. I was his submissive servant. He turned me into one. Allen's grin told me he was overjoyed with how things turned out. He appeared to be the kind of man who was used to have everything going his way.


The clothespin hurt like hell, but Allen didn't seem to be worried about them. He continued to watch TV. A game of football was being displayed on the screen. It was the local team versus one from outside the state. Allen's eyes didn't blink while the screen flashed and dimmed.


Then he got up and said, "It's time to finish this off. You have been great so far, but now you need to do one last thing to me."


I didn't answer. I merely waited for him to continue. He was my Master, and I, his brat.


He petted me again and said, "I need that delicious milk of yours. Getting it from the supermarket is quite expensive."


He walked to his bedroom. I followed him, still crawling. It took me some time and my knees hurt, but I felt overjoyed when I got there.


Allen was lying on his bed. I got on top of him. His body was warm and inviting. For the first time that night, I didn't fear him. His grin widened.


His mouth found my teat. He began to suck from it. The sensation was unique; I never had a hubull do something similar to me. His hand caressed my belly, as if he owned the calf I had in there. I let a moan of pleasure escape me while my milk filled his needy stomach.


His hand squeezed my rump. They were so good. I had the impression he had done that before to many other hucows. Maybe others like me tried to leave the Hucow Dairy Farm without the supervisors' permission as well.


He found my other teat and began to suck from it as well. It was as if I was being trained for when my calf would be born. He was needy and demanding. He barely left time for me to breathe. His body was getting warmer. His hands squeezed my rump harder.


My body rocked when an immense wave of pleasure took control of me. His grin widened. His fingers were still buried deep in my skin. Allen resumed to drink milk straight from the source.


I lost my consciousness, such was the intensity of the pleasure I had from him. But before the world around me was pitch black, I heard Allen saying, "You are mine now."


The End




MILKY 5 - A Hucow's Fertile Pleasure


SYNOPSIS


Alis is soon going to be the Queen of the Kingdom of Bavar, but her mind is elsewhere. She has eyes for one man only, who doesn't share her feelings. After a hurtful rejection, she finds a witch who turns her into a hucow. When she comes back, the last thing she expects is to be milked.


"Milky 5" is a short tale of hucows, seeding, fertile women, and one troubled lady entering the next stage of her life.


CHAPTER 1: Story Time


T
he Dairy Farm built a college for hucows and hubulls. Since we didn't exactly mingle with the locals, it was simply needed. There were too many fights and discussions with the citizens; they didn't like people with big breasts and cocks walking among them.


How could I blame the concerned citizens? We just rocked. People were envious of our udders and cocks. They could not stand the size of our rumps. Deep inside their hearts, they wanted to become just like us. The only thing preventing them from taking the necessary injections was their ego.


Professor Adelia was going to tell us a story. It was History class, something she had mastery on. I envied her. She was one of the biggest hucows on the farm. Her milk was treasured all over the world. When I leave this college, I want to be just like her.


Her hands grabbed the book from the table. Her eyes flashed when she talked about it the day before. It was going to be a tale of a hucow who lived in Europe during the medieval period.


She mentioned that it was more like a rumor than a fact, but it served to imprint something in our minds. She didn't mention exactly what that thing was, but I was anxious to find out. My hands were sweating a bit in anticipation.


The Professor opened the book as paced in front of the class. Her big udders let milk escape from their teats as she walked. They also swung shily before bumping onto her belly. Her hucow-ness was simply impressive. It left everyone in the class with wide eyes and mouths.


And then, it started, "Alis was a noblewoman living in a castle she could never escape from. Her caretakers always said just one thing: that she needed to grow older a bit more to become the Queen of the Kingdom of Bavar..."


As the Professor continued the story, I felt myself being sucked in. Before I knew, I was imagining myself being the hucow in the story. Something about her seemed oddly similar to my way of life...





I grabbed my monocular and scanned the farms below. All those people worked to maintain our castle. In return, we gave them protection against the invaders. It was a fair deal, except that those citizens needed to be inside the walls, not out. They didn't know it, but the people who controlled the kingdom thought of them as meat shields, which was probably not far from the truth.


I had eyes for just one person on the farms. A man, to be more exact. His name was Josce, and he was the man of my dreams. There was not one night where I didn't think about him or his body. He was a strong man with a very commanding voice, and I got wet just thinking about him.


The problem was that, since I could never leave the castle until I was old enough, I didn't have the opportunity to meet him, and I wanted to do that so bad. I thought about his wide back, perfect pecs and abs all the time.


Every night, I found myself masturbating my inexperienced pussy. Fingering it was something common that I learned by myself. Wild images of my wide ass riding his virile cock were very frequent when I was all alone with my vulva. If only I could tell him what I thought, I was sure that he would not hesitate to make me his.


I found him again using the monocular on the far right of the fields. He was taking care of his farm, guiding his cattle back inside his property. He was shirtless, as usual. My clit became hard when I imagined him just inches away from me.


Josce, then, sat behind his house. He grabbed a bottle of mead and drank from it. His body shined bright under the light of the sun. What a physique he had! In the castle, all I could see were old, decrepit men who liked talking about wars and politics all the time.


I just really needed to meet him, so I went downstairs and sneaked out. Once I was out in the fields, I took the nearest horse from the stables and headed to Josce. My heart beat faster in anticipation. My thoughts were about the kind of things we would do once we were together.


Before I reached him, though, my horse was spooked by a snake in the high grass. I hit my head hard on a rock when I fell to the ground, and then, I lost my consciousness.


I thought I was going to be left there in the fields, and that nobody was going to help me, but then I woke up in Josce's small house. It was made mostly of wood and mud. He lived a very quiet and simple life. Josce was just so much different from the men I was used to.


"Hello, young lady. I found you unconscious out in the fields. You kind of spooked me. I didn't think I was going to find a person there. I thought you were actually dead, given the amount of blood that came from your head."


I grabbed my head in pain and said, "Urghhh... What in the world just happened. Where am I?"


"In my house, young lady. I just saved you."


When my eyes finally adjusted themselves to my new surroundings, I noticed Josce. Before then, I thought I was in some kind of strange dream. But not this time, no. It was real. I was inside his house. He had just saved me.


When everything became clear to me, I was dumbfounded. I looked nowhere in particular. Moments ago I was riding a horse, and now I was in the same room with Josce. Things could not have gotten better for me.


I opened a shy smile for him. A smile that I was sure that was going to be forever imprinted in his mind; something that he was going to remember me by until his death.


I don't ever want to live his side...


CHAPTER 2: Reluctant


"Y
oung lady, what is your name?" Josce asked as he offered his hands for me. I took it and stood up from his bed. The smell of mud, grass and dirt became intenser. For many people, that would be filthy, but for me, it was anything but. I loved being there. It was so different from what I was used to.


"Mine? Oh... Ah, of course. My name is Alis."


Josce's face froze. His eyes bulged. "You mean... the future Queen of this kingdom?"


For a moment, I didn't know what to say to him. Queen? I guess I was set to be that one day, but I didn't quite see myself as one yet. I preferred a more simple life with fewer duties, just like the one Josce had.


"I guess so... I am so thankful you saved me."


I grabbed his hand and kissed it. A sign of respect that a noblewoman like me should never display to a commoner like him, but I was not the kind of woman to have roots in fancy manners. I didn't mind showing respect to a man who saved me.


Josce froze once again. He looked so cute like that. Sensing that he was more vulnerable than usual, I approached and hugged him. My hands explored his wide and advantageous back. He was just so manly. I could be with him for hours on end without getting bored.


"My Queen... I don't think you are supposed to be doing this to me."


"Do you not want your Queen, Josce? I am here for you. You saved me..."


"Wait... how do you even know my name?"


For a moment, I didn't know what to say to him. The Master of Knowledge in the castle told me who he was and his role in the kingdom. He had no idea I knew a lot about his life, and I was not keen on telling him that. Discretion seemed to be the best course of action, I concluded.


"Does it matter, Josce? I will be your Queen. I am supposed to know the people of my lands."


My words seemed to have calmed him down. I could feel his heart slowing to its normal beating rate. I was taming him, in a way. Not to brag, but I was a good looking lady, and a man like Josce could not resist me.


I continued to massage and explored his back, but I needed more than that. His body was warm and oh so inviting. He was so much bigger than me, and also a lot manlier than all the men I knew personally. He was such a waste to be imprisoned in his own farm.


I grabbed his chin and kissed him. Josce didn't have any option but to do the same to me. His tongue danced with mine. His lips were warm and comforting. The world around us seemed to have disappeared; it was just the two of us now.


But then, he withdrew his mouth from mine. I felt betrayed and abandoned. Josce looked at me as if I was some kind of a ghost. He took a couple of steps backward and opened his mouth, but it seemed that he didn't know what to say to me.


"Josce, what is wrong? Do you not want your Queen?"


"I... I don't know what is happening here. Moments ago I was taking care of my farm, and now I am kissing Princess Alis. This is wrong."


But I was not about to let his words deter me. I approached my love once again, and this time, my hands found his ass. His asscheeks were full and very pronounced. My fingers buried deep inside them.


A soft moan of pleasure escaped his mouth; he was not going to escape me this time. His eyes slightly closed. His mouth began to drool a bit.


That was it! That was my chance! I went in for another kiss, my hand explored his butt and back. He did the same to me, and during that short period, I thought we were never going to be separated another time.


We kissed and kissed for what felt like forever. My belly was touching his crotch, and I noticed his member growing. It was getting harder, thicker and longer. His desire for me was becoming uncontrollable. I could feel his lust reaching unbearable levels and demanding an immediate release.


My hand slid inside his pants and I grabbed his member. It was thick and very long. He was oozing precum already. My nipples were hard and erect. Everything was getting so hot in there. I thought we were inside a volcano, such was the immediate rise of the temperature.


Before I knew it, I was giving the man a handjob. Josce moaned and groaned in pleasure, even while he kissed. His saliva mixed with mine. His breathing became hard and faltering. He was on the verge of having the orgasm of his life.


But then, he withdrew his mouth from mine again. I was left dumbfounded after having thought that I captured him. He took a couple of steps back and opened the door. Josce didn't want me there anymore.


"Please, Princess Alis, just leave. I don't want any trouble with the castle."


I felt lost and hopeless. I was just rejected by the man I loved. It was with those awful feelings in mind that I got out of his house. Everything felt ethereal and fake. I walked from farm to farm, hoping to find a direction.


I found none of that. I wanted to cry, but then I found the horse I rode before I hit my head on a rock. I climbed on top of it and headed toward no direction in particular.


Before I could even comprehend where I was going to, I was deep in a forest. I rode and rode from place to place, trying to find my way back, but it just seemed impossible. The sun had just set. I found a light in the middle of a clearing and headed there.


When I reached the spot, I found a witch.


"Please, can you make a potion for me so that Josce accepts me as his love?" I begged at her feet.


The witch glanced at me as if I was nothing, and then grinned. She didn't prepare a potion for me, but her arms moved and her mouth sang as she readied herself to cast a spell.


I thought that she was going to take advantage of me, but once the spell was over, I didn't feel that anything had changed. I walked out of her clearing feeling very confused.


I walked back toward Josce's farm, feeling that my life had no hope. During my path there, I felt my body changing. My breasts became huger, as did my ass. My body was becoming very similar to an hourglass.


My breasts were becoming so big that I could barely walk straight. They were also leaking milk as if I had just gotten pregnant.


The volume of milk that kept coming out of my teats was impressive. I thought I had become some sort of milk-producing machine. My eyes bulged when I looked back and I noticed the trail of milk which followed me.


My breasts were so huge and uncomfortable. I lost my balance and fell onto the grassy field, panting. I thought I was lost and in no condition to walk back home, but then I noticed someone walking over to me.


It was Josce, and he looked just as surprised as me.


CHAPTER 3: Perfect for Him


J
osce grabbed and carried me to his barn. The stench of hay and dirt immediately filled my noses, making me feel something I had never felt before. It was as if I belonged there. The castle seemed like a distant and alien place to me now.


Josce positioned two long boards made of wood and then placed me on them. "Holy moly, what happened to you? Your breasts look huger than before. You can barely walk like this."


Josce was right. My breasts were so huge now that they ripped open my dress. I lost it on my way back to his farm. My underwear, of course, shared the same fate. I had no idea about what was happening to me.


I could not speak anymore. As much as I tried, my mouth and tongue just refused to move like they did before I met the witch.


A desire was growing inside me. A desire to eat grass and moo. I wanted to moo, as if I were not human anymore.


"You really look changed, my Queen," Josce said before grabbing my breasts. Milk flowed out of them the moment his fingers touched my teats. I mooed in pleasure. His manly hands were so soft and gentle.


"Damn, what is even happening here. Are you pregnant?"


Josce grabbed a bucket and began to fill it with my milk. His hands pulled and pulled my teats, milking me. All the while, I moaned and hoped that he was never going to stop doing that.


"Damn, the bucket is fool already," Josce said before grabbing another.


He pulled my teats to milk me once more. The pleasure of being milked by his manly and, yet, gentle hands was almost too much for me handle. I mooed and moaned in pleasure. My clit was hard as it had ever been. My skin was burning in desire.


I glanced to the side and noticed that Josce had nothing more than his pair of briefs on. His cock had swelled to full size. He was hard and erect. I licked my lips in anticipation that, maybe, he was going to fill my mouth with his meaty member.


"Alis, where is all this milk coming from?" He asked before putting aside his second bucket full of milk. Once again, I tried to respond that I had no idea about what was happening, but my mouth refused to speak. Even finding the words seemed harder than it used to be.


When Josce stood up, I grabbed his cock with my hand. Even through the thick material of his shorts, the thickness of his cock was noticeable. I mooed in pleasure.


Josce froze in place. His eyes switched from my hand grabbing his man tool to my ass. The man didn't seem to know what he wanted to do. Since I could not speak, I just hoped that he was going to understand what I wanted.


Maybe, this time, he was going to find out I came there for him. Perhaps, given my different look, he was not going to refuse me. A man like him needed someone like me. Josce needed a hucow.


Josce's hands caressed mine. "My Queen, I cannot refuse you anymore. You look just so much more beautiful now. You are perfect for me."


He grabbed my hand and put it inside his shorts. I found his throbbing and warm member. I enveloped it with my fingers and began to give him another handjob. Josce contemplated my hand moving left and right with a grin on his face.


"I guess that it's time," he said before withdrawing my hand from him. I wondered where he was going, but then he positioned himself just behind me and I knew exactly the sort of thing he had in mind.


I arched my back and lifted slightly my ass for him. Josce caressed and massaged it, as if he was preparing me for the fuck of my life. He was such a caring and responsible man. Josce was everything I needed, and now, as a changed woman, I was the woman of his dreams.


Josce's big member thrust inside me with force. I felt my womb being widened and scourged by his hardness. It was the first time I was being penetrated, and my God, did it feel wonderful! I could spend hours doing that. I could spend days being taken and tamed by a man like Josce.


I mooed in pleasure. Josce thrust inside me with fervor. His eyes burned bright with desire. My skin burned as he increased his pace. His cock traveled deep inside me. His veiny member was becoming one with my needy and hungry womb.


Before I knew it, I was losing myself inside his barn. He was pounding me so hard that his balls kept on bouncing off my ass. All the while, my eyes were closed while my pussy leaked its orgasm.


The orgasm that was coming out of me was nothing compared to what I was anticipating. My eyes rolled back and my toes curled when I sensed something coming up. It began in my womb and then, it traveled quickly throughout my body. It spread everywhere, creating rippling sensations that gave me goosebumps.


My body rocked when an intense orgasm took hold of me. Josce screamed as his cock throbbed violently inside my womb. I felt his semen filling me and painting my pussy white. It was a lot of it, and more so than anything I had imagined.


Josce slid out of me. He was panting hard as he walked to stand in front of me. As he did so, I noticed that he could barely keep his balance. For a moment, I thought that he was going to fall and hit his head on a rock just like I did.


His hand found my forehead and he began to caress me, as if I was some sort of prize of his. It was then that I realized that I was never going back to the castle. Josce was going to take care of me and milk me whenever he wished. And then, he was going to fuck me, just like he did today.





"And that, my students, is the story of the first hucow," the professor said before closing his book.



  
Milky 6 - Fertile for the Doctor

By Leandra Camilli


Synopsis


There will be a competition and a prize for the most fertile hucow of the Dairy Farm. Marie desperately wants to win it, and to do so, she is willing to go to a local doctor. When she steps into the operation room, though, little does she suspect that he wants to do much more than what was agreed on...


"Milky 6" is a short tale of hucows, seeding, fertile women, and one indecent lady biting more than she can chew.


Chapter 1: Arriving at the Hospital


"I can't believe I am going to wear clothes today," I said, analyzing from top to bottom my body in the mirror. My udders and rump were now bigger than ever. So big that I could be considered an alien walking among humans.


What got my attention the most, though, as it usually did, was my swollen clit. So red and full; it was always asking for some much-needed attention from a hubull. He was right beside me, but for the time being, I wondered if he was in the mood to have me...


"Well, you will be going outside. Normal people don't walk the streets fully naked."


"Yeah, you are right," I said while grabbing my teat and squeezing it. A line of milk escaped from it and hit the mirror in front of me. "However, I still think people should be more accepting of us."


"Maybe once we are not marginalized," he said before going in behind me and hugging me.


I almost fainted at the feeling of his enormous shaft behind me. "I didn't think you were so eager to have me today, Gary. Plus, I am scheduled to be at the hospital in about half an hour."


"lam always ready to have you, Marie," he said before kissing me on the neck and ear.


His body was so warm. He was so comforting when his huge, muscular arms were enveloping me like that. I knew it would be wrong to have sex with him now, but what would be the problem if we did it quickly? We could still be there at the hospital on time.


Gary was one of the most experienced hubulls of the Dairy Farm. Having him now would be quite the treat. I really had a weak spot for him. He was so mature while still keeping that young look that most people didn't have. Even though he was experienced, he was still childish sometimes. The perfect combination of a man he was for me.


"Fine," I said before freeing myself from his grasp of me and kissing his lips like there was not going to be a tomorrow.


His hands explored every inch of my body. As he did so, he spent more time on my rump while I pressed my udders tight on his muscular chest. To feel him so eager to have me, it was making me wonder if I was going to have enough energy to remain awake at the hospital.


Eager to feel that hubull for what he was truly like, I got on my knees and stared at the huge shaft in front of me. So huge that he was considered the most potent of all the hubulls at the Dairy Farm.


I licked my lips in anticipation of sucking that thing. I was hungry, and his huge package was the only thing that was going to satisfy me. Just the mere image of it before me was enough to make the fire within me arise.


It was burning brighter with the slow passage of the seconds. I had not had sex during the day, so sucking him now was more than needed. He and I knew that we both needed a quickie before heading out. It was going to help to make sure that he was not going to have a tent pole before reaching the hospital.


My lips enveloped his monstrous cockhelmet. The moment they did that, I felt the fire within me burn brighter with desire. As I began to bob up and down on him, I realized just how tender and soft the skin of his meaty member was. I could spend hours doing that without getting tired of it.


Unwilling to end it all so soon, I bobbed up and down on him while taking in all the details and sensations that were coming with the experience. My hands cupped his balls, though they were so big as well that my fingers could play with just one of them at a time.


Gary moaned when I increased the pace. I was sucking him with so much fervor that his balls were slapping against my chin. I noticed that he was pounding my mouth as well, which was perfect to maintain the intensity of the blowjob.


"Gosh, you are so good with this," he said, which only made me want to have even more of him. I covered more of his inches, all the while fighting against the inevitable gag that was having a 13 inches meaty member deep in my throat.


Before long, his cock was throbbing. It started off as nothing, but then it rapidly became a shaking sensation that was hard to ignore. He was going to cum and fill me with his precious seeds, and I was going to have them all just for me!


"Take it all, bitch," he said with a throaty voice moments before his member was filling me up with his semen. I refrained from moaning, though doing so was difficult, such was the pleasure of giving Gary a blowjob before going to the hospital.


Gary was panting when he stepped back and eased his cock out of my mouth. I cleaned the side of it using my tongue and hand before standing up. I then headed to the closet, grabbed some clothes and tried then on.


"Well, we are going to have to do this."


Chapter 2: The Doctor


Gary parked the car in front of the hospital. The clothes were so uncomfortable that I had difficulty sitting on the car's seat, and I was sure that it was going to be even harder to get out.


"I can't believe I am going to have to walk the corridors of the hospital dressed like this. Look at this," I said pointing at my bust, "The shirt looks as if it is going to be ripped to shreds at any moment."


"You are actually doing fine. My briefs have already given in to the size of my bulge. Only the pants are keeping my package in place."


"Yes, but you won't have to go into the hospital," I said before opening the door of the car and stepping out. I almost lost my balance and fell onto the ground, but Gary was nice enough to notice what was about to happen, and thus, placed his hand on my butt to prevent it.


"Thanks," I said before walking to the hospital. After I got inside, I talked to the first secretary I saw, who then asked for me to wait until the doctor was ready. I just hoped that the injections to make me more fertile were going to be worth the trouble of being among so many normal humans who had never seen a hucow before.


They were staring at me so much that I felt I was like in a zoo. A hucow was so alien to them that they didn't even have an idea of what we do inside the Dairy Farm. How many of them must have drunk my milk? Probably quite a lot, considering that I have been working there for a couple of years already and people have become more accepting of us.


"Come in, please," I heard the voice of the doctor coming from the operation room.


When I got in there, I asked, "Should I take off my clothes?"


"Of course. It should actually help with things here."


Relieved, I took off my clothes. The first to go were the pants and panties. They were tormenting me and being a nuisance to my clit. What's more, my pussy was being pressed by the material ever since I put the panties on. I just didn't want to have them on anymore.


The doctor stood in front of me, with his eyes and mouth wide open. "What?"


He shook his head slightly, trying to forget about what he was thinking, and then put on some gloves. "I just... it's my first time seeing a hucow in person. You are quite something."


"Should I lay on the operation bed?"


"Ah, of course. Please do. I am going to begin the operation in a bit."


I laid on the bed, and then waited for him to do his thing. While I had noticed the stares from the people around me when I got to the hospital, it was my first time seeing someone so close to me having that same reaction.


My mind began to think about the doctor. Other than his advanced age - he was not that old, just old enough to make me feel that he was off bounds - he was quite good-looking himself. If it were up to me, he would be in the Dairy Farm tending to all the hucows. What's more, maybe he could even be a hubull himself. He certainly had the physical attributes to be one.


The doctor grabbed a syringe, but instead of giving me the injection, he stopped and stared at me. He was not just staring at me, though, but also at my slightly throbbing and excited clit. As the seconds passed, I wondered when he was going to escape that trance of his.


"Doc, what is going on?"


"Oh, I am sorry. I was thinking about something I should not be thinking about"


Very curious reaction from him that was. Was he really that much into me? I wondered how far I could push him with that. All things considered, I should not be involving myself with a doctor who was going to give me injections. It could end badly for me. However, it was true that he was cute and that I missed having sex with normal men.


The doctor readied the syringe and gave me injections on my udders and rump. I was going to look mighty fine for the hubulls, and hopefully, that was going to increase my fertility enough to win the competition.


I felt sleepy and my body, heavy. It seemed that the injection he gave me was also taking a toll on my disposition to remain awake. The white lights aimed at me felt painful. I wanted to take a nap and wake up once the injections did their thing on me, but I didn't know if that was a good thing to do, considering the reaction from the doctor to seeing the first hucow of his life,


"I'm going to sleep, doc. Wake me up once the injections have made my udders and rump better for the hubulls," I said before finally accepting that there was no way I was going to keep my eyes open. I turned a bit on the operation bed and closed my eyes while I thought what it was going to be like to be best hucow of the Dairy Farm.


Chapter 3: Taken


When I woke up, I felt re-energized. It had been a long time since I felt so good about myself. I was going to have not just the body which could entice the hubulls even more, but also strike fear on the other hucows. It was going to be amazing!


I got off the operation bed and analyzed the room. There was no nobody. Strange, considering that the light coming from the outside meant that not many hours had passed since I shut my eyes.


When I was going to get out of there, maybe even look for the doctor to tell him I was thankful, the door at the other side of the room opened. I turned around on the spot, and my eyes met the doctor himself.


Something was different about him, though. I could not quite put my fingers on it, but he had an aura of authority and decisiveness I had not quite seen before. His eyes were fierce and deadset on me. It was as if he had debated a lot about something that filled his mind and just came to a conclusion that satisfied him.


"Doc, what is going on?" I asked meekly, already feeling the shift of power in his favor. Before I went to sleep, I thought he was a weak man who could be controlled by women less demanding than me, but now, he was so different that he could be considered another person entirely.


He came up to me. It was the first time I noticed the incredible difference of height between us. At least a head taller than me he was, and maybe even more. I was just so surprised by his change of attitude that I could not think straight anymore.


"I thought it was a bad thing to have sex with a patient of mine, but you... I have never seen a hucow before in my life, and now I wish I had. You are just so delicious," he said before grabbing each of my udders and squeezing then tight until they were gushing milk like a volcano spitting lava.


"Oh, doc... I can't believe that you are so hungry for me," I said, but the words felt unnatural to me. What was going on with me? It was true that I missed having sex with a normal man, since it was an exotic thing to do now, but I was also sure that his cock was not going to be big enough for me. There was a reason why the hubulls existed, after all.


His hand grabbed my ass and he pressed my butt-cheek tight. "Such a big ass, and to think I never experienced this before. This is better than having sex with the most famous actress in the world."


"How do you even know that?" I asked, but instead of answering me, he squeezed my butt-cheek even harder. When he did that, my teats gushed more milk which, in turn, soaked the doctor's white uniform.


I could not believe it: the mere presence of that man and his grasp of me was making me horny. As a hucow, I was horny all the time - that was a given - but the doctor was making me hornier than I should be in front of a normal human. I was getting horny for a hubull, even though there was none nearby.


"Are you somehow thinking that I am not big enough for you?" He questioned, his face approaching mine. His breath was overtaking me, and it was hot and moisty.


Everything was working in his favor. I felt my teats go hard and my flower, wet. Never before did I think that a normal man was going to have such a command over me, but the doctor was managing to do just that.


Before I knew it, we were kissing. It was not just a casual kiss, though, it was a passionate exchange of lust. His tongue was exploring every inch of my mouth. All the while, his fingers were discovering more and more of my body.


The fire within me resurged for the second time that day. It was a fire of expectation to be fucked and to let him abuse me. I could barely wait for him to reach the next level of what we were doing. Nothing else mattered when I was just so into him.


The doctor suddenly grabbed me by my udders and carried me to the bed. I was sitting on it while he still kissed me without even fully realizing what was going on. I was acting on pure instincts alone. That fire within me was burning brighter with the fast passage of the seconds.


The doctor took off his clothes, revealing a body that made my eyes bulge and my heart skip a beat. What a beast he was! Athletic, despite his age, and with so much hair on his chest that it could be considered a huge patch of fur.


"No time to waste. I am going to have to tend to another patient pretty soon," he said before pushing me down on the operation bed and using his hands to spread my legs for him. He had so much strength that I gasped in shock.


I didn't look at his shaft before, such was the intensity of everything that was happening, but when I finally did it, I noticed what was definitely not a normal man's cock, but a hubull's one.


Questions popped up in my mind. When did that happen? When did he become a hubull? And, why was he not working in the Dairy Farm with the rest of us?


I mooed in pleasure at the thought of being fucked by a hubull at the hospital. It seemed that no matter where I went, I was a magnet for them. I was already feeling the effects of not having sex in the morning - it was an addiction for any hucow - and now that beefy hubull was going to satisfy me.


He got in front of me, lowered the part of the bed under my legs and thrust into my womb with force. His balls slapped against my asscheeks as he pistoned forward and backward, never once breaking a sweat as his eyes refused to blink.


All the while, I mooed and moaned, or did something in between. It was hard to think when waves of pleasure were taking over every inch of my body. Not one cell of mine was not feeling lust while I was taken and abused.


The doctor pistoned in and our with greater intensity moments before he began to blow his load inside me. I was becoming his cum dump, and I was loving that. It seemed that he was guaranteeing me that his injections were going to make me more fertile. When this is all over, I hope to give birth to two cute calves.


The doctor slid out of me. My eyes noticed that he was not quite done yet; the tip of his cockhead was still covered with some of his semen. I got out of the operation bed as quickly as I could, almost tripping and falling onto the floor, and then got on my knees to lick the rest of his tasty milk.


A smirk materialized on his face. "Never before did I think I was going to fuck a patient of mine."
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