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Prologue

 

1)	What is a hucow?  

She looked at the application and took up the pen. 

“A hucow is a human who enjoys being milked like a cow,” her hand tightened as she finished the “w” with a swirl.  Her center clenched with anticipation of what was coming.  

2)	How do we induce lactation for hucows?  

“A simple hormone added to the person’s food,” she took a breath before she wrote the next part, “and then intense stimulation of the nipples.”

3)	Do you want to become a hucow and join the herd here at the farm?

She felt her pen shake as she wrote with a trembling but insistent hand, “Yes.”
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Mitch, Marcos and Mary

 

Mitch and Marcos relaxed in the hot tub by sipping champagne and dreaming about their attempt to purchase a new hucow from the McCreary Ranch.

“She’s unlike anything we’ve seen before. Top Tier! Her milk type is so rare that men pay a million for just a night with her. I’m telling you, this is the opportunity of a lifetime.”

“Yet she hasn’t signed a contract with anyone. I’m amazed she even agreed to see us. I’m curious about the terms of her contract, to be honest. I’ve heard rumors that she doesn’t make them with just anyone. After all, she’s highly sought; she should be selective.”

The butler rang a gong and announced that the hucow. Miss Mary was here to see them and was seated in the study.

The men, lovers and brothers-in-arms, pulled on their robes and reported to the study with all due haste.

Miss Mary held a champagne flute on the white leather settee. She was the picture of beauty. Her white dress was cut out to show her beautifully enhanced breasts, and Marcos could see that her milk had leaked through almost strategically.

When they entered the room, she stood but did not move to shake hands. Instead, she looked them up and down and frowned. With a heavy sigh, she put her glass on the table, stood, and sashayed to Marcos.

 

She tugged open his robe. Reaching down, she felt his growing erection with the palm of her hand.

When Mitch reached to bring out his penis, Miss Mary held up a hand. Suddenly, the hand that had been rubbing Marcos tightened around his balls.

“You little shits.” She tugged aggressively at his engorged privates. “How dare you call me here and then greet me like this. Tell you what, I like how you gentlemen look and feel, so here’s my counter offer to your three million in cash for a month of my time.”

“I need genetic material. I’m ready to rut and want suitable donors. I’m holding a tryout at the McCreary estate tomorrow if you’re interested. It’s come down to you two and three others.”

“Tomorrow, dress to impress and be prepared to show me all your hucow handling skills.” Letting go of her tight grip on Marco’s genitals, she wiped her hand on Mitch’s robe on the way out.

“I look forward to seeing you both tomorrow.” She did not even turn her head as her heels clicked down the hall. Marco and Mitch stared at each other silently, resolving to make sure tomorrow’s meeting went differently.

 

Mitch and Marcos showed up the next day, ready to display all their hucow handling skills at the ranch. Mitch wore his Armani, and Marcos wore the custom Versace he had reserved for special occasions.

They both decided to bring apology gifts. Mitch had gone for diamonds, while Marcos decided pearls were more appropriate for a hucow.

To their credit, the staff at McCleary Farms seemed used to this arrangement. There was a designated pavilion fully stocked with charcuterie, drinks, champagne, and sex toys. There was even a milking machine and foam-padded furniture. It was a perfect place to fuck and be fucked.

Miss Mary appeared escorted by a gaggle of chattering hucows. To Mitch and Maroc’s surprise, all the hucows sat on the manicured grass while Mary approached the men.

After demonstrating the well-received gifts, Mary asked the men to disrobe for the ladies.

“I would be remiss if I didn’t get my girlfriends’ opinions!”

Mitch and Marco stood and removed their expensive clothes. Standing naked before the women, Mitch was not surprised to feel his erection growing on full display.

Marcos was not far behind as he rose to the occasion.

The ladies oohed and ahh-ed appropriately. Some were even so bold as to get up and pat the men gently while making tittering comments that caused the men’s faces to flush with embarrassment.

“Hung like a horse this one is.” The woman let his manhood fall from her hands and dangle over his ripe balls.

“Okay, so who’s going to milk me first? I prefer to be tied down for these milkings. Let’s see how you do.”


OEBPS/images/cover-image.png
Bessie Blanco

k’i yr

3 Hucow Stories

+

2 BDSM Stories

100% Mot Erotica






OEBPS/images/image.png





OEBPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





