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Part 3

Chapter 9


“Isn’t it funny that we use food
terms when it comes to sex?”

“Like eating pussy?” I asked him.
We were the epitome of domestic bliss in his apartment. We were
making dinner together but I was thinking ahead to afterwards.
Dessert. Sandy sucking on my tits. Sandy drinking my milk. Sandy
fucking me like an animal.

I had brought over my harness to his place.
And my collar. And my bell. We were going to play full hucow games
tonight. He was going to be my owner. My farmer. My bull. Whatever
he wanted to be to me.

“Exactly,” he said as he finished frying the
mélange of
vegetables and chicken. “I eat your pussy. I suck and drink your
milk.”

“Yeah, but very few people
actually drink breast milk as an adult,” I pointed out.

“Swallow cock,” he moved
along.

“I say suck cock.”

“Eat a dick,” he
suggested.

“That’s usually an
insult.”

“Get some strange.”

“Is this going somewhere?” I
asked.

“Yes...but you need to wait until
after we’ve eaten.”

I sighed. “Fine.” I was playing the role of
the petulant child, but I knew that I needed to eat. I had noticed
over the past few weeks that my milk supply was much better when I
ate healthy and regularly. Plus I had to drink a lot of
water.

The bonus here was fourfold. First, I felt
much better in general. Second, my milk supply was regular and more
than sufficient for Sandy. Third, I was actually losing weight. Not
a lot, but a little and I wasn’t losing it in my tits. Fourth, the
sex was spectacular.

I had considered creating an internet
sensation diet. The lactation diet: sex and milk and weight loss.
It would have the same vibes as when women were learning stripper
pole dancing for exercise.

We ate dinner. He watched me eat. I think
Sandy had a low-key feeder kink as well. He liked watching me eat.
He also liked watching my tits and sucking on them and I wasn’t
going to switch kinks now. 

When we finished I asked where my surprise
was. 

“Clean up first,” he said as he
stood up. “I’ll get it ready for you in the bedroom.”

Following the rules we had already
established, I was only wearing my harness and collar and bell in
his apartment. When I got up from the table, he passed me and
smacked me on the ass.

I liked being bare assed around
him.

Partly because he liked to spank my
ass.

Partly because I liked to be near
naked.

Partly because I could have my tits out all
the time.

I hurried through the cleanup and loaded the
dishwasher. 

When that was done I went to the bedroom and
was shocked to discover he had locked the door. I
knocked.

“You need to wait another minute,”
he called through the door.

I was excited at this prospect. As I stood
outside the door, I put my hand to my pussy and absently
masturbated, not to orgasm, but to edge.

I had shaved in the morning. I felt a tiny bit
of stubble, but I was otherwise smooth except for my little landing
strip.

I wondered why exactly he was keeping me
waiting. Was the surprise really not ready?

The doorknob clicked and I expected it to
open. It didn’t. 

“Come in,” he called.

For some reason I was nervous. I shouldn’t
have been, but I was.

This was suddenly exciting again. I could
imagine a hundred different scenarios of kinky fun that Sandy had
created. My pussy was humming in anticipation and—this was
something new—my nipples were starting to drip.

Well, not exactly drip, but my milk was
welling up and it was slowly seeping out and sliding down the
bottom slope of my breasts.

I didn’t see it at first when I walked in.
Sandy was standing there, a smug smile on his face. He was
shirtless, but he was shirtless a lot. That comes from being so
muscular and working at a gym. I didn’t leer at him, but I did
check him out. I loved his six pack abs and firm pecs almost as
much as I loved his tight ass.

“Well?” he asked.

I looked around. We were a mismatched couple,
me with my excess weight, big tits and ass, and lack of muscle
definition. But he had a thing for fat chicks like me.

“Well what?” I was wondering where
the surprise was.

He gestured to what I thought was a new piece
of exercise equipment on the floor. There was a near constant
parade of exercise equipment in his place. I was used to it. He
even had a two bedroom apartment because one bedroom was for
sleeping and sex and the other was his private little
gym.

“What is it?”

After a second I realized it wasn’t exercise
equipment. It was...something else. There were no weights and no
resistance springs or bands. 

I recognized the pump and collection horns. I
wondered how he had gotten ahold of the pump I had used to induce
my lactation, but then I realized it wasn’t my pump. It was a new
one. It was part of the metal frame of the device. There was an
upside down U-shaped piece that connected at a ninety degree angle
to a double cross on the floor that was attached to the
pump. 

At each end of the arms of the cross were
carabineer hooks attached to eye bolts.

I was starting to understand.

“I didn’t think you were into
bondage,” I commented to Sandy.

I was nervous and excited at the same
time.

“This is just something to enhance
the whole lactation experience for you.” Sandy picked up some black
leather bands from the bed. They matched my harness. “Give me your
hand,” he said.

I did so. I was trembling with excitement. It
was almost too much.

He noticed my shaking.

“Scared?”

I laughed nervously. “I mean...a little. But
more excited than anything.”

He tightened the bands around my wrists and
buckled them shut. They were surprisingly comfortable, tight
without being restricting. They were padded on the inside. That was
nice.

He knelt down and repeated the process with my
ankles. I had played around a bit with bondage a few boyfriends
back, but nothing this elaborate. We had used shitty rope and
shitty metal handcuffs and had no idea what we were
doing. 

This was different. 

“Get down on all fours,” he told
me. 

That I could do. That was our usual fucking
position. He had me crawl over to the metal frame and I realized
fully what he was planning. Each of my wrists and ankles were
hooked to the carabineers on the ends of the arms. I was
effectively trapped. 

I sort of liked it.

Sandy went two steps further.

He had more leather straps that he attached to
the metal frame and then to my body harness. I couldn’t move. He
was making me into the perfect hucow.

The hard part was where he wanted my
head.

It was dehumanizing. 

I had seen one of these rigs before, in videos
and pictures online. It was on the extreme end of hucow
play.

I wanted to do it and at the same time, it
seemed a step too far.

But I
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