
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


I have a website!

You can find me at

https://vickigallus.com/

or  http://eepurl.com/ilavFT 

Where you can find a link to sign up to my newsletter and get the latest Vicki Gallus updates - blogs, upcoming works, polls!

[image: ]

Sign up for the newsletter here: https://tinyurl.com/VGBIMBO and get a free sizzling tale of brainmelting bimbofication - Festival Bimbo!



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BIMBO HUCOW EXPLOSION

    

    
      First edition. July 23, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Vicki Gallus.

    

    
    
      Written by Vicki Gallus.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue
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Sally stared ahead happily, dully, calmly at the sea of women ahead of her as she chewed her cud. It was the third time she had chewed this particular one, she loved the way it felt, soft and rich and wet in her mouth. The sea of women shifted as one, moving towards the Stations where they would receive their release. They all moved together, gently, easily. There were no complaints, no arguments, no dissension. There simply was a wall of people, huge milkers extending out before them, leaking, ready to be milked. She stepped forward excitedly. The Assistant was nearly done with the subject ahead and soon it would be Sally’s turn. She could feel the weight in her breasts shift almost in anticipation of the creamy release that would come soon. Her tits ached, tight with pressure, she could feel the heavy cream within them sloshing around, ready to be released, ready to be milked. Two dollar-coin sized damp patches had formed on her black and white patterned top. Gosh, her nipples were leaking again! They were always so fat and thick and wet. They were ready to be milked. Sally was ready for the Procedure.

Since the Change, her arousal levels had been through the roof. Sally lived with constantly damp legs as her juices flowed from her pussy down towards her feet. Since giving up control, since surrendering to the Hucow Virus, Sally had become happier, more fulfilled. Certainly, she was filled daily from both ends.

The world was changing. More and more women were surrendering to the Hucow Virus, settling into lives of service. Their bodies becoming substance for many, growing bigger, fuller, thicker. It was a choice, everyone got to choose. Just like Sally. Sally didn’t do a lot of reflection these days, her mind simply wallowed in arousal and food, measuring time between milking. It was better that way; easier, certainly, but better. Sally didn’t worry anymore, she didn’t have any desires anymore other than to eat and drink; to consume and be consumed.

But occasionally, at times such as these, as the Devices were being strapped to her thick, dark nipples and as the dark, long thick feeding tube sat tantalizingly close to her thick, swollen lips; it was then that Sally had flashes of the moment, of herself. She could see herself, briefly, from the outside. She was one of thousands, lined up at the Devices, machines that stretched for as far as the eye could see. Around here were thousands of women, each looked after by an Assistant, a faceless robotic drone designed to maximize their efficiency of delivery. Each woman on all fours, fat juicy pussy exposed to the air, desperate to suckle on the fat length of the feeding tube as her milk was erotically drained by an anonymous machine, vestigial nub of a tail twitching over her pink asshole, small horns beginning to peek from her forehead.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Hucov
EXPLOSION

VICKI GALLUS





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





