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Part Three


Chapter Six

 


Josie watched as Douglas lovingly plowed Gena. The
hucow’s body was fully ripe now, with large, wide hips and enormous
udders topped by her long, fat teats. This was normal for a hucow,
Josie knew, but her friend was even more beautiful at the moment
because her belly was fully rounded with her growing pregnancy.

Gena was on her hands and knees at the edge of her
bed while Douglas stood on the floor behind her, his big cock
buried deep in the hucow’s pussy. Every time he thrusted forward
there was the audible sound of flesh slapping on flesh and a little
ripple passed through Gena’s body. The wave was just barely visible
under her skin, her flesh the perfect combination of fat and
muscle. Every time Douglas bottomed out in her cunt, Gena let out a
satisfied little moan of pleasure.

They had invited Josie to watch though she wasn’t
entirely sure why the invitation had been extended. It was no
secret that Douglas had sired a calf on Gena, nor was it a secret
that the two were planning on marriage after their calf was brought
into the world. The only secret that Josie was carrying for the two
was that they occasionally would fuck in the traditional missionary
position. Doing so wasn’t illegal or prohibited in any way, but it
was discouraged by the community because hucows considered
themselves separate and different from ordinary humans.

Still, Josie was flattered to be involved in their
sex life. Gena encouraged Douglas to fuck her on a regular basis,
even if she was implanted with an IUD and stood no chance of
getting pregnant, because Gena was certain Josie would want her
boyfriend to impregnate her friend when she was ready to calve.
Just watching them fuck always made Josie want to masturbate and
she was usually mounted by Douglas when he was done with Gena,
which was always a nice bonus.

Just after she squeaked out a little announcement of
an orgasm Douglas finished and planted a load of his cum into Gena.
It struck Josie at that moment the sex they were having was all for
pleasure; she was already pregnant. He couldn’t get her any more
pregnant. He managed to maintain his erection for another minute as
he continued thrusting a little. It was just enough to bring Gena
over the edge giving her a small orgasm.

Gena let out a long, slow groan as she came, shuffled
forward, and fell to her side on the bed, protecting her rounded
belly. Already she could feel Douglas’s cum starting to trickle out
of her pussy.

“You’re beautiful,” Josie said after she licked her
wetness from her fingers.

A grunt of agreement came from Douglas as Gena said,
“Thank you.” She inhaled deeply, savoring the last lingering
effects of her orgasm.

“You’re also leaking,” she pointed out to Gena
indicating her udders. Twin dribbles were trickling out of her
teats, running down flesh, and soaking into the bedclothes.

“I can fix that,” Douglas said, laying down next to
his girlfriend an attaching his mouth to one teat and started
sucking.

Josie’s eyelids fluttered under the attention. She
couldn’t deny how good it felt to have Douglas drink her milk
directly from the teat. She was a hucow; her entire existence was
to produce milk and feed others. Still, she also knew the value of
her milk and couldn’t let him drink away good money.

She pushed him away. “Buy it off the shelf like
everyone else,” she teased.

“But it tastes so good right from the source,” he
complained.

Gena rolled away from her boyfriend but continued her
conversation with Josie.

“When are you going to let a bull breed you? Douglas
is eager to sire a calf on you. If he did, they’d be half-sibs. It
would be like we were almost sisters.” She grinned eagerly at her
friend.

“Soon,” Josie said without commitment.

“I know you’re supposed to go into heat in a couple
of weeks,” Gena continued.

Abruptly Josie changed the subject. “I can leave the
residence for a few days, can’t I?”

Caught by the unexpected question, Gena could only
hem and haw. “Um, uh, yeah. It’s allowed, of course. Uh…you aren’t
a prisoner here. Most of us hucows stay here because it’s
convenient. Why? Do you need to go somewhere?”

“I was thinking about it.”

“You’d have to take a pump with you.”

“I know. That’s not a problem.”

“Where are you going?”

“I need to see someone.”

 


Josie had visited stores and restaurants in the area
surrounding the dairy many times, usually accompanying Gena. They
wore what was the de facto uniform for hucows out in public: a
loose fitting dress, often white or yellow. Neither wore a bra,
they were too uncomfortable. Josie would don underwear; she could
still hear her mother whispering in her ear that a proper lady
would never be caught out in public incorrectly dressed. Even if
she had given herself over completely to being a hucow, she hadn’t
shaken off all her old perceptions.

In those stores, since hucows were a common sight,
they were treated like any other person, hardly noteworthy.
However, the moment she stepped out of her car and started walking
to the café to meet Andy, she could feel the eyes of every person
in the shopping district on her. Yes, she knew her body looked to
the untrained eye like she was simply overweight, but that was
inaccurate. Her rump and hips were larger compared to a norm woman
giving her a fat appearance, especially under the billowy dress,
but that was necessary to hide her huge udders. She couldn’t wear a
bra, she was well past that. Bras were for normie women, not hucows
like her. Still, she walked with pride, keeping her chin up. It
wasn’t like these people hadn’t seen hucows before. The immature
ones would gawk, but that was because they didn’t have manners.

Andy was already waiting for her. His eyes lit up
when she came into view, but then confusion crossed his face. From
the time she had joined the dairy Josie had put on over fifty
pounds, most of it in her udders and rump, but some of the weight
had gone to her face. The last time Andy had seen her she was slim,
athletic and now she was completely different. She, literally, was
not the same person she had been.

That didn’t change anything for the moment. She
screwed on her confidence and walked with complete self-confidence
to Andy’s table. Automatically he stood up and started to give her
a hug, but hesitated, unsure of how to deal with her body, and
instead gave her a quick peck on the cheek.

“It’s good to see you,” he said not knowing how else
to open the conversation.

“Thank you,” she said as she sat down.

“You look good.”

She smiled at him as she picked up the menu. “I look
different,” she corrected him.

“You still look good.”

Her smile wavered. “You always were a good liar.”

The man who had been her boyfriend longer than anyone
else had held that title held up his hand and feigned complete
innocence. “I’m not lying.” With his gray-green eyes, auburn hair,
and the smattering of freckles across his cheeks and nose, Andy
always had the look of a fresh-faced and innocent boy. He was
handsome and he knew it. Few women could resist him. His innate
charisma was working on her now; Josie was able to resist. She was
no normie human.

“You were always good at mouthing half-truths and
shading the facts to your advantage.”

Once more he employed the lop-sided grin that won
over far too many hearts. “Well, that might be true. I’ve
always been told I’m a charming young man.”

Josie tempered her smile and put down the menu
dropping all pretext that she was actually reading it. “How many
women have you fucked since we broke up?” she asked flatly.

“Hey,” he protested. “We didn’t break up. You dumped
me.” And he let some of that emotional sting into his voice. Andy
had never been dumped before. He was too handsome and charming for
women to leave him. He was always the one ending relationships.
More often than not, however, he was the one informing the women
that they were just a one-night stand or a week-long fling and
nothing else to him. When Josie had told him in no uncertain terms
that she was ending their relationship, he was truly stunned and
puzzled. That had never happened to him before.

“True. But answer the question.”

“People get so hung up on numbers…”

“Answer the question, Andy. If you don’t, I promise
you there’s no chance you get to sleep with me.”

“And if I do answer…?”

She let one corner of her mouth curl upwards. “Then
you have a good chance.”

“Nine,” he answered quickly.

It wasn’t worse than she expected, if he was telling
the truth. That was the problem with Andy. She could never tell
when he was lying. “One a month. Such restraint.”

“I’m starting to settle down.”

“I doubt that. We were together for how long? Three
years, maybe longer if you start counting from our first date. How
many other women did you fuck during those three years? And be very
careful, Andy, because I have a number in my head and if it doesn’t
match what you tell me...” she looked pointedly at the café’s
door.

“I can’t say for certain,” he said slowly.

Josie started to rise.

“But I’d guess around twenty,” he quickly added.
“Four of those women were three-ways, though. So sixteen singles
and two times with a pair of women.” It was hard to tell if he was
trying to be accurate or was bragging. It was probably both, Josie
realized.

“So, roughly one a month.”

“Um…yeah.”

“Same rate as you just told me after we broke
up.”

Andy’s smile quavered. “Um…yeah.”

“Do you want to fuck me?” she asked as if she were
asking if he wanted to grocery shopping.

“Hell yes.”

“Do you want to fuck me for old time’s sake, or
because you still love me, or because you’ve never fucked a hucow
before.”

Josie couldn’t tell when Andy was lying, but she
could tell when he was speaking the truth. “A little of all of
those.”

 


Something she missed while in the dairy was sucking
cock. Josie enjoyed giving head. To kneel before a man, take the
most sensitive bit of his anatomy in her mouth, give it life and at
the same time control the man to which it was attached was a minor
miracle. She didn’t suck much cock in the dairy; most bulls’ cocks
were so big, long and thick, that they were hard to get into her
mouth.

Andy was standing in front of her now, already naked
while she still wore her dress. He liked getting head as much as
she liked giving it. Although his cock was larger compared to most
men’s, it was nothing compared to a bull’s. There was no reason to
mention this, so she didn’t; Josie just took him between her lips,
sucked and licked, teased his balls with her fingers, until he rose
up like a man from the dead.

“You haven’t lost your talent,” he complimented her
as she licked him from the base of his velvety sack all the way up
to the tip of his cock which was slowly oozing out a bit of
slippery precum.

“Thank you,” she said politely, “but I didn’t come
here to suck
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