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After I finished my dinner, I sat comfortably in the black leather chair by the window. I am on the 27th floor of a luxury apartment in one of the most prestigious buildings I have ever built.

In front of me are large glass windows from which I can see almost the entire city. But I'm not interested in the whole city; in fact, I'm not even interested in the surrounding buildings. I'm only interested in one apartment in the building across the street, the apartment where she lives.

Lucy Carlson, better known by her stage name Lucy Lou.

A man like me, a man who can build an entire empire from nothing and provide himself with the best possible life, authority, and power, is a man who has built his life on two principles: work and discipline. All my life was dedicated only to work and to achieving results, so dedicated that I neglected and was not interested in anything else. Until I saw her.

Over the years, I've developed some pretty weird fetishes, satisfying my dark and obscure desires in the sickest ways possible, always taking what I want and not asking for a price.

I opened the curtains that covered the huge polished windows, took my binoculars, and squinted into the darkness. Until I saw what I was looking for. Dimmed lighting, but bright enough to see the outline of her silky, soft skin. Her curves merged with the space in which she moved. She was round and lush. Perfect. I felt a burning sensation in my groin and tried to zoom in on the binoculars, even more, to see if I could see the hard, pink lumps of her nipples that were clearly poking out from under her shirt now that she was off.

It's half past eight in the evening, and in about twenty minutes Lucy will start her show.

After a series of experiments in my youth, in my forties I discovered a hucow fetish. I took beauties with huge tits and luscious curves and whipped their bare asseses while drinking milk straight from their hard nipples. They were fertile and beautiful girls made for fucking, and my cock was getting hard just thinking about them. They were the epitome of femininity, created for one purpose only - to be bred and filled.

I satisfied my appetites lustily, with every hucow I desired. I usually found them on adult sites, where I watched their live streams, and then hired them as my personal hucows, fucking them and pumping them to the last ounce of my energy, until every last bit of crazy and insatiable desire in me was satisfied.

That was until I saw Lucy. 

As usual, I was browsing the site looking for new girls. That's how I stumbled upon her. Lucy was the most beautiful and lush hucow I had ever seen. With perfect, full, round breasts and firm pink nipples that bounced with every step she took, long blonde hair, angelic smooth, white skin, big eyes, and full lips, she was the epitome of perfection. I knew I had to have her.

I watched her livestream without taking my eyes off the screen. She was so good that my stiff cock was throbbing with tension and exploding in the greatest ecstasy I've ever felt. I wanted to fuck her until she screamed and squealed with pleasure. Lucy was the most magical creature on planet Earth.

Immediately after the performance, I sent her a private message. I wanted to hire her, I explained the conditions to her in detail and offered a hefty sum of money. I eagerly awaited her reply.

However, Lucy refused.

I was mad with rage. I raised the price to astronomical figures, but she still refused, saying that she does not perform such services and does not sleep with her livestream fans. Nothing I offered could convince her otherwise.

I later found out that Lucy had actually never slept with any of the guys who contacted her via livestream. From then on I became obsessed with her.

I had to have her and I didn't care about the cost.

I carefully studied her, her daily life, and I knew her every movement and every moment of her day by heart.

Through my trusted people, I managed to persuade her to take an apartment in the building across from mine as a gift. One of my guys also tuned in via livestream and offered her a voucher that she could use to buy one of the apartments I had chosen. All three apartments were chosen so that I had a perfect view of them at all times of the day. It was a complicated undertaking but worth the effort. My disappointment when she didn't want to move from that hole in the suburbs where she lived to the most luxurious penthouse in the center of the city was indescribably great.

So big that I had to start a fire in her old apartment while she was at work. During the day Lucy worked as a waitress in a local restaurant. When she returned home to find firefighters carrying out the charred remains of her furniture, she had no choice. I was getting closer to the goal.

My obsession with Lucy grew stronger day by day, and fed on the beautiful sight of her young, naked body, the perfect curves that I imagined again and again in my arms.

For months I watched Lucy and thought about her sweet, soft pussy tightening around my cock. I thought about what I would do to be with her. That was easy. Everything.

The obsession turned from wanting to be with her into something even worse. I wanted to have Lucy all to myself for the rest of my life. I wanted to tie her up and teach her a lesson about being a good hucow girl. I wanted to show her that James Langdon always got what he wanted. And this time I wanted her. Sweet, fertile, round, and only mine.

I concluded that the only way to do that, to bind her to me forever with an unbreakable bond, was to sow my seed in her warm womb. When her round belly grew, I would make her my wife, the mother of my child, and a lifelong hucow slave.

The day of execution of my plan was approaching. For this I set the day I thought most suitable, Lucy's 23rd birthday. After the party is over and my sweet little cow is in bed, sound asleep, I'm going to sneak into her apartment with a spare key that only I have and fill her womb with my cum. I will make her only mine forever.

Every minute I got closer and closer to the goal and I enjoyed that sweet knowledge like nothing else.

I took another look through the binoculars. Lucy was in front of the camera and performing for the audience. When she is mine, no one will be allowed to look at her body, soft skin, and massive breasts that will belong only to me. I felt a surge of jealousy and anger and reminded myself that once she was mine I would be able to do whatever I wanted with her.

I cast a few more lustful glances at her naked body and then freed my swollen cock from my pants and jerked profusely with a few quick and cutting movements, then drew the curtains again and went to sleep.
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Ever since I moved into a new, luxury apartment in the city center after my old one burned down in a fire, I've always had this weird, slightly eerie feeling that someone was watching me.

And yes, maybe it's a bit silly to say that, considering I was performing completely naked, showing off my bountiful curves, smiling, dancing, and touching in front of millions of complete strangers, this was different. I had the impression that someone was stalking me.

I couldn't explain it or understand it, but it all started from a conflict with one of my fans. Namely, a completely anonymous person contacted me in private messages and spammed me with offers and requests to sleep with him and be his personal hucow, for which he offered me a considerable sum of money.

I didn't agree to it because I never went to bed with my fans, and even though some girls did it, there wasn't the amount of money I would agree to do it for. Filming and performing in front of the cameras were one thing, but this is something completely different.

When I turned him down, the guy really went crazy. He spammed me with messages and requests every day. Somehow he even managed to find out my email address and sent me messages on it too. Then I decided that he had overstepped the mark and blocked him on the site and reported his emails as spam.

He didn't bother me anymore, but from then
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