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I stared intently at the phone screen and watched the people who were scurrying like ants all around me. The artificial neon light illuminated the strands of my black hair and my olive skin, giving them a purple-pink glow.

When the train finally arrived, I entered the narrow space of the claustrophobic toilet and took off all my clothes. I threw a white collared shirt, a black dress that perfectly followed every line of my body, and lace stockings with garters straight into the trash can. Then I unzipped my patent leather bag and pulled out a backpack containing a baggy gray sweatshirt and sweatpants. I put them on and tied my hair in a low bun, put the money in a sports backpack, and then threw the patent leather bag in the trash.

I quickly washed my face to remove my makeup. The goal was to look as neutral and inconspicuous as possible, but all that was honestly in vain. Under the loose sweatshirt, several sizes bigger, the outlines of my large, round, and firm breasts were still clearly visible. My round bottom was perfectly on display in the gray sweatpants, my hard, pink nipples poking out from under the soft fabric. I just couldn't hide the fact that I was Hucow.

There were over 10 million dollars in the backpack. That was the total earnings of my gang for the last few years. It was quite a solid sum, which would allow us to lay low for a while, probably somewhere abroad, until enough time had passed, and until it was safe to return to business.

For the last three years, I have been one of the most successful leaders of the criminal Hucow gangs.  My girlfriends and I have managed to process thousands of men. We had everything we needed - tactics, charm, but above all, huge milk-filled tits.

There was only one problem – the police were after us. If I get caught, our $10 million will be irretrievably lost, and I face a long prison sentence. But you know, those are the risks you have to take once you become a leader.

I can only say that I have no regrets at all. I was doing what I'm best at, and I was getting paid for it.

I was a bad girl.

But I didn't choose it myself. It was life circumstances that forced me to do it.

When scientists discovered animal-human hybrids, the world was simply delighted. The door was opened to new scientific knowledge and a whole revolution in the way people were born. Two worlds were becoming one. There were many promising ideas and plans, but all of that collapsed very quickly when people began to exploit us and use us as their workforce.

My mother spent her entire life on Hucow Farm. I was born and raised there. From a young age, I served demanding farmers and watched them cruelly exploit the fertile bodies of all those beautiful Hucow women who were their slaves. They treated them like real cattle, without any rights or humanity. From then on, I began to hate the human race.

As soon as I reached sufficient maturity and began to produce milk, my breasts were attached to merciless milking machines and pumped into madness. Although to some Hucow girls, that life seemed fine and they considered it what they were destined for, I hated it from the bottom of my soul. I hatched escape plans and, of course, revenge plans. My target group was men. I considered them worse than animals, mere primitives unable to control their impulses. I wanted to take everything possible from them, and I believe that in these three years, I have succeeded in that quite a bit.

My gang and I collected all possible valuables, starting with diamonds, pearls, the finest jewelry, and all the way to real estate and property that we owned. There was everything. And all that was made possible by our dear men.

When you think that we were the ones who were considered primitive and out of control, it's really funny.

All I had to do was lift up my shirt, and those idiots started drooling over me like crazy. If you had big tits and a hot pussy ready to be filled, they were ready to give you almost anything.

At the age of twenty, I managed to escape from the farm. For a long time, I wandered through the gray streets and watched the river of people rushing by. I lived underground and in bus stations. Moving like that, in a not at all enviable society, I realized that this fate befell not only Hucows, but also other human-animal hybrids. This is precisely why many of them indulged in criminal activities in order to survive outside the world of slavery and gain their freedom.

Practically, we hybrids were a kind of ghetto.

I realized that the only way to survive in the world as it is now, corrupt and bad, is to become exactly like that myself.

That's why I became what I became.

I realized that men are actually fascinated by girls with big breasts. If you add to that the juicy milk gushing from them, there is no end to their pleasure. I realized that I could steal or extort almost anything from them if I just distracted them a little with my big beauties. And so it started.

In the beginning, I did it alone. However, as time went by, I realized that I could easily expand my business. I started training other Hucow girls how to seduce men, and then steal and extort money and stuff from them. Everything was perfect. At the same time, I was making huge money and offering those poor girls a life much better than the one on the dairy farms. With me, at least, they were free.

I soon formed my own gang, and we became one of the deadliest in the whole city. We were beautiful, young, and of course, with generous curves, which made the work we did easy as beans. We were the best. The men cummed on our tits, spraying us with hot liquid, completely unaware, while in the meantime, other girls searched their wallets, secret boxes, and safes.

We were a great and well-coordinated team, and everything was going absolutely perfectly, until one day Hana called me in a panic to tell me that the police had just searched her apartment.

Those sons of bitches managed to find us somehow. Now they were on our back, and I could hear my heart pounding in my chest as thoughts of prison raced through my mind.

The worst thing was that they didn't even send us to ordinary prisons. For girls like us, that is, for human-animal hybrids who would get out of control, there were special institutions where specially trained teams worked on our resocialization and return to our assigned duties. 

One of them was Hucow penitentiary, a penitentiary for milky cows, where they would completely brainwash you, milk you, and fuck you with some special devices so that you end up wanting to go back to the farm.

That was the worst possible scenario that could happen to me, and that's why I was now running, as far as I could, to the south, in the hope that I would manage to escape from them. I couldn't let myself go back to one of the farms I ran away from and be captured again and held in slavery by cruel farmers. I could not allow myself to become nothing but mere cattle, exploited and humiliated in the worst possible ways.

The train had passed through several stations when I noticed a police officer in a blue uniform hanging around the compartment. He must have gotten on at the last stop we stopped at. I tried to get up unnoticed and went to the other compartment. There were no free seats, so I stood and looked at my reflection in the train mirror. I pulled on my hood and put my hands in my pockets. I put a pair of earphones on my ears and hoped that my mask of a depressed teenager would do the job when I saw two policemen approaching me.

My heart pounded hard in my chest. There was no way this was really happening. I cursed to myself and at the same time prayed with all my might that it was a mistake.

The cop approached me and asked for identification. I knew by the look in his eyes that this was it. I saw how his friend almost imperceptibly took out the handcuffs that reflected in the bright light of the subway from his pocket and held the silver gun.

I tried to frantically run between them and get away from them in the direction of the other carriage, as far away as possible, even prepared to jump off the train if that was necessary, when two
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