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The men set to work immediately, tying my legs down on the bed and my wrists on either side of me. The professor pulled the cones from the machine down and attached them to my nipples. He tilted his head and let go of the cones, returning them to the machine, dangling uselessly. 

I yelped when he grabbed my tits and squeezed them together, kneading my milky flesh hard and fast to elicit moans of pleasure from me. Callused fingers pinched and twisted my nipples so that droplets of milk dripped from the tips of my nipples. 

"It is easier for milk to be extracted if the subject is aroused," he told the students, who were sticking round patches, connected via thin wires to various laptops, on my arms, tummy, and inner thigh. 

The professor placed the cone on my tits and pressed some buttons on the machine. My breathe hitched in my throat when the machine sucked in the air to create a vacuum between my nipples and the cup, stimulating my already sensitive nipples enough to tease creamy milk out of me. 

The four men were all staring at my tits intensely, their lustful gaze along with the machine's rhythmic sucking sending my mind reeling with pleasure. 

"We aren't getting much milk from you," Professor Ivan surprised me by saying. I looked down at myself, feeling lewd to see my tits being pulled up by the cones, a steady stream of milk being suctioned out of me. "Perhaps you are not used to a machine doing it," he said. 

Before I could agree with him, the professor started massaging my tits, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. 

"Class, why don't you come and touch her?" he urged.
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​​Taking The Hucow
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"There's something wrong with my body!" I screamed, panicked as I run towards my master. 

He gave me a stern look to remind me of the no-running in the house rule. I slowed down and approached him with unsteady legs, my full, aching breasts bouncing voluptuously with each movement, straining against my tight shirt. 

"Now, slow down," he cooed, hands on my shoulders. "What's wrong, love?" 

"My breasts," I gasped, gesturing at my generous cleavage, almost spilling out of the shirt. "They're really big and my nipples are aching!" I said. 

He laughed, a warm sound that filled me with comfort despite my dilemma. 

"And my hips are really... round!" I continued, putting my hands on my hips. "It's not milking season yet!" I lamented. "I shouldn't be milking." 

"Didn't I tell you about going to the University later today?" he asked, his frowning in a way that made me worry if I were doing something wrong. 

"But I thought we were only going sightseeing!" I argued. 

"No, you're going to be helping him with a research for my friend," he answered. 

"Research?" I gulped. 

"Yeap, he's coming to pick you up in a few hours." 

"Today?!" I gasped. 

"Yes, today," he smiled, reaching a hand forward to cup my swollen breasts, milk seeping through the thin fabric and leaving a white stain on the shirt. His simple touch sent electric shocks of desire through me that went straight to my pussy. I shuddered a little, but did not move out of his grasp. "I want you to be on your best behavior, okay?" he said. 

"I'm always on my best behavior," I pouted. "Why aren't you coming with me?" I asked. 

"There's a lot of things around the farm that I need to finish up with before winter sets in," he reasoned. "And it's only for a few hours." 

"Is it for a Science class?" I wanted to know. 

"No, it's a hucow course," he said.  

"Oh," I felt a warm blush climb up my cheeks. It was only recently that the academic world came aflame under the knowledge that there are women who willingly underwent hormonal transformations in their bodies to produce milk for commercial use. I was special in that I was the only hucow in the farm with my master. "Will I have to be naked?" I wanted to know. 

"Of course," he answered nonchalantly. 

My cheeks burned with embarrassment. I couldn't do it! I saw the expectant look in my masters eyes and forced a strong smile. "Okay," I said finally. 

He patted my arm warmly, "they will also be touching you, I reckon." 

I gasped, pulling myself out of his grasp. "I- I- I can't!" I gasped. 

"Yes, you can," he insisted, grabbing me by the arms. "We need this, Anna," he said. "Our farm has been struggling financial for a few years now. If you do well, they will continue to hire you on a semester basis for these demonstrations," he said. "They're paying us enough so that we don't have to stay hungry over the winter." 

I frowned, understanding the circumstances. Our crops have not been doing well, and subsequently, our livestock have suffered the consequences. I nodded, "I understand." 
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