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Chapter 1

Living in one of the Walled Five had never been easy, and I was reminded of just that the day of my draft.

I waited beside three hundred other terrified boys, pressed shoulder-to-shoulder, waiting for my fate. We stood in the courtyard of Barracks Seven, a small fortress in the city’s eastern district, watched by some of the guards lucky enough to be posted in one of the remaining cities on the continent. At least, everyone believed the Walled Five were the last cities on the continent, though no one could say they were certain.

There was no contact with the lands beyond the Scar; though we had pushed the Crawlers far enough back to survive in some way, it didn’t mean we could roam through the continent as before. I certainly wouldn’t, nor would anyone my age. Being forced to defend your home would ensure that – no matter how much the city I was in didn’t feel like home.

I shifted my weight, feeling the worn soles of my boots. I got lucky; they were hand-me-downs from an older boy at the orphanage who had outgrown them. They were slightly too big, but I stuffed them with rags to make them fit.

Eighteen years in this walled cage taught me that I should be grateful for every little thing. Some of my peers weren’t lucky enough to have boots of their own. They had to get by using rags to cover their feet or even walking barefoot.

Nothing was easy in the walled cities.

Food arrived from the hinterlands on schedules that grew more erratic each month; famines weren’t rare. Some were better in life than others, but only those with power, and even then, their lives weren’t exactly easy.

Most of the inhabitants didn’t see twenty-five; either sickness, military duty, or some freak industrial accident in the workshops ended up killing them before that. Sometimes, the other boys in the orphanage and I wondered if it wasn’t on purpose. The fewer mouths to feed, the easier it was to feed the population.

When I thought it over a bit more, I realized it didn’t make much sense. If they wanted to get rid of us, all they had to do was ensure more people went into the military. And for that, all they needed was the draft.

I turned eighteen three weeks ago. A few more days of freedom than most, bought by a birth date that fell just after the last recruitment cycle. Now, I would have to face the same fate that every inhabitant in the city faced when they turned eighteen.

The line inched forward, not that anyone who was in it seemed pleased about it. There were many slumped shoulders and darting eyes. Every time we advanced an inch, I felt closer to the end of my life.

Behind me, some boy vomited into the ground, and I tried not to let the stench of it affect me. He was afraid, but so was everyone here.

We all knew what lay beyond the walls. There was a world out there that would see us dead, and only the very lucky ones managed to survive. It had been different once, I knew, before the Crawlers invaded. No one knew where the insectoid nightmares came from, but it must have been a hell of some kind. Our ancestors did the best they could to resist their advance and managed to give the cities enough time to build their walls.

I know for many years they sieged our lands, until the monster girls arrived and saved us all. Where these women came from, no one seemed to know either, but we knew they had saved us.

I never saw a Crawler. I never saw a monster girl either; they all lived outside the walls.

Things were better now.

No longer were the demon insects against our walls; they had been pushed back outside the valleys, past the mountains. The bordering fortresses had been built, and since then, they had stopped the advance of the monsters. It was not done without sacrifice, though. Most boys were drafted into the fortresses when they turned eighteen, especially those without worthy skills. I didn’t doubt that would end up being my fate.

I would just be another of those meat suits they used to fill the gaps in our defenses, the shields the monster girls would use in their fight against the invaders.

Slowly, the line moved forward until it was my turn.

A scarred sergeant with dead eyes shoved a piece of parchment into my hand. “Move,” he barked.

I stepped through the threshold of the barracks, trying not to show a hint of fear. My legs still shook slightly, but I forced myself to be still. The air inside seemed heavier, carrying a faint metallic tang.

The sergeant barely looked at me as he gestured me towards a wooden desk scarred with knife marks. A woman sat behind it, middle-aged, her skin mapped by deep creases around her eyes. She barely glanced at me either, simply giving my face a glance before focusing on the parchment in front of her.

“Name.”

“Sam, uh, I mean Samuel,” I replied, stumbling a little on my words.

She scribbled something. “Orphanage Seven-B, correct? What did they teach you there?”

I swallowed hard, my throat feeling lined with sand. “Some basic carpentry. I also took care of the younger children; cooking, mending clothes, all things I can do.” It wasn’t much, and I knew it. Carpentry could be useful in the city, but it would also be useful in one of the fortresses, and I wasn’t a master of the craft.

“Uh-uh,” she noted without enthusiasm. “Any combat training?”

“No, ma’am. Just...” I hesitated. “I helped the guardsmen haul supplies up to the ramparts sometimes.”

She eventually looked at me, and her gaze lingered on the hollows beneath my cheekbones and the way my collarbones jutted against my tunic. “At least you’ve got some meat on your bones compared to most of these gutter-rats. Go through the gate. Time for physical.”

What followed was almost a humiliation. I ran until my lungs burned like acid, which didn’t last that long; I pushed against stone blocks that refused to budge under my shaking arms.

When it came time for the pull-ups on the wooden beam, I managed to haul myself five times, my muscles screaming in places I didn’t know existed, then I had to let go and breathe, my chest heaving slightly. The woman didn’t seem pleased, but she didn’t seem surprised either.

The test after that was far simpler, even if it was a little confusing.

I was led into a room where a raised circular surface on the floor awaited me. Lines were curved upon it, interlocking with themselves in patterns I couldn’t understand. There seemed to be symbols at the edges of some of those lines, though I wasn’t sure. I knew how to read; the orphanage had taken care of that, but those were unlike anything I had ever seen.

There was something in the air. A thrumming that made me shiver just slightly, and I tensed, looking from the disk to the woman who had come with me.

“Step into the center of the disk, and try to relax,” she commanded, stepping back.

I didn’t know if I would be able to do that; my pulse was frantic, and I could hear it in my ears.

The closer I got to the circle, the heavier the air seemed to grow, and I almost stopped more than once, then realized it wasn’t as if I had much of a choice. When I stepped into the circle itself, a static charge hit me and made me tremble for a moment, but I continued until I reached the center.

Without warning, the carved lines erupted into light, bright enough that they forced me to look away despite how curious I was. I had to rub my eyes to clear some of the spots, then looked back at the examiner who had come with me and saw her doing the same.

Once she stopped doing that, I could see the expression of surprise on her face, and she eventually approached, her eyes narrowing slightly. “Hold your place and don’t move,” she said, her voice becoming harsher.

I stood there like a statue as she got closer and examined something in the circle, the light having subsided to a softer glow after the initial burst. She hummed something under her breath, speaking to herself as well, and then nodded.

“Come with me,” she said, gesturing for me to do so. She led me towards a side corridor, opened an imposing door, and nudged her head towards it, bidding me to enter. I did so, my heart hammering against my chest.

Inside, I found an office of some kind, well-furnished and comfortable-looking, and I looked back at her, confused.

“Wait here,” the woman said, closing the door behind her with a soft thud. “The commander will see you shortly.”

I gaped.

Why?

I didn’t think I had done something I shouldn’t, but before I could ask her more about the matter, she was gone, and I was left alone, dread slowly filling me as I realized the only choice I had was to wait. It wasn’t as if I could escape from the barracks.

Right?

Every minute that passed felt like torture. Five minutes bled into ten, then twenty, and I fidgeted, my nervousness getting the better of me. A couple of extra minutes passed until someone arrived.

It was a woman. She was imposing even without seeming to try, filling the doorway without difficulty. She wore a fitted leather dress that hugged her generous curves, and her hair was pulled back tightly. She stepped in without hesitation. “Sit,” she commanded. It wasn’t a request.

I sat on the edge of a chair, even as she took her place in the seat behind the desk. Up close, she looked like she was about forty. There was a certain maturity to the lines of her face that most in the cities didn’t manage to reach. Her eyes swept over me like she was deciding whether I was worth anything.

“Samuel,” she said, rolling my name around. She leaned forward, her elbows resting on the desk between us. The movement made her breasts press against her leather bodice, and I couldn’t help but notice it. A smirk appeared on her lips at that, and I colored. “Your assignment has been decided.”

I stared back at her, my throat bobbing slightly. “What is it?”

“We’ll be sending you into the hinterlands, but don’t worry, we have a better use for you than letting you die in some trench holding back Crawlers.”

I blinked, surprised.

“We need someone to take care of Farm Seven-Alpha; it was damaged in a previous raid, and we need someone to reestablish it. It’s not a big place, and you should be able to fix most of the issues with your current knowledge.” She leaned back slightly and cast a glance over me. “You’ll be expected to provide food for our efforts in time, but that will be a secondary objective. For now, focus on restoring what you can, and listen to the person who will be waiting for you on the farm.”

I was tempted to just gape at her. I didn’t know what to think.

For so long, I had mentalized myself that I would be sent to one of the fortresses, would almost certainly die there before fulfilling my assignment, and be allowed to return. And now, I was learning I wouldn’t be sent to my death after all.

Well, that wasn’t strictly true. The simple fact that the farm had been damaged in some kind of raid proved the assignment wouldn’t be that safe, but compared to fighting on the front? Yes, it would be better. And I couldn’t really believe I was that lucky; it felt too good to be true.

A strange silence settled between us as I tried to process it all.

I wasn’t this lucky.

There had to be something more to this assignment.

“How long will I be expected to be there?” I asked.

She smiled, and it wasn’t kind. “It’s a permanent position, Samuel. You’ll be expected to remain at the farm until your death. It will be yours. You’ll learn how to work the soil and how to serve us better. Your partner will assist in the… labor.”

It had felt too good to be true, and yet, it might very well be.

Sure, I was being told I couldn’t return, but I had nothing to live for in the cities anyway. And being sent to the front would have been worse.

If she was telling the truth, I was being offered land, a place to settle and to live in. By working on the land, I would have access to far more food than I ever did once I learned how to plant and farm.

There would always be the danger of being attacked by Crawlers, but that was a certainty in this world. Even the cities weren’t fully safe from that.

What I was being offered wouldn’t be an easy life, but life hadn’t been easy so far…

In the end, I didn’t really have a choice.

“I understand.”

“Good boy.” She stood up abruptly, gesturing for me to do the same. “Be at Gate Three tomorrow morning at first light. Bring whatever belongings you have; you won’t be coming back.”


Chapter 2

I shivered slightly by the time I arrived at Gate Three the next morning. The air was cold enough to bite through my threadbare tunic, and until the sun started to shine a little harder, it wouldn’t change.

I wasn’t the first to arrive. Dozens of recruits lingered around the gate, most of them huddled together to warm themselves. I hesitated for a moment before joining them. I didn’t think they had been as lucky as I was; their eyes darted all over the place, and their nervousness was clear.

In their shoes, I didn’t think I would have been any better.

If most of them were slotted to go into one of the fortresses, chances were they would be dying soon. Once they passed under the gate’s stones, they would be leaving the only home they had known, much like I would.

Knowing they were probably going to die would certainly tempt them to resist the draft, but what other option was there? It wasn’t as if they wouldn’t get caught; there was nowhere to hide in one of the cities. They were too crowded as it was, and there wasn’t much food to go around. At least the military fed their soldiers reasonably well; it wouldn’t be for a soldier to be unable to raise their weapon against the enemy.

What few possessions I had were stored away in a small sack on my back. Two shirts with patched elbows, a small knife I had been given, some thread and needles. It wasn’t anything of note.

In time, a sergeant came to get us. He called my name first, glanced at my face and memorized it, then called the names of the other boys waiting at the gate. Once everyone was assembled, we set out.

There were a few carts full of supplies, mostly weapons and clothing, though I saw some masonry supplies as well, and then there were two empty wagons, which I quickly realized were meant for us. It was a tight fit, and from time to time, some of us were expected to get down and walk for a bit, not to stress the beasts pulling the wagons.

The following two days were spent in the march.

The recruits around me were quiet, their nervousness manifesting in different but obvious ways. It didn’t help that we passed groups of soldiers returning from the front during our journey, saw the fresh scratches on their armor and the hollow look in their eyes. Those were survivors of the fight against the Crawlers, yet they didn’t inspire much hope. The boys beside me were the ones expected to fill the gaps left by them, and by those they lost.

I couldn’t help but feel relief that my duty would be different.

My life wouldn’t be easy; I knew that. I would still be in danger, especially seeing as the farm I had been assigned to was far closer to the fortresses and the borders of human-controlled lands than I might have hoped for. And yet, my life would still be better than that of those other boys beside me.

When we reached the last way station before the local fortress, I started to feel a bit of disquiet. I didn’t want to question the sergeant leading us, but for a moment, I feared he had forgotten about me, or that there had been a mistake of some kind, and I would be taken to the front.

Thankfully, once we stopped in front of the squat stone building surrounded by a sharpened-stake perimeter, the sergeant called for me and spent the following minutes giving me the directions I needed to follow to reach my destination. He spent a lot of time gazing at my face, and he didn’t seem pleased for some reason.

As I started to step away to continue my journey on my own, I heard him call me a lucky bastard under his breath.

I suppose, compared with most other recruits, I was quite lucky, but I was still surprised by his reaction. I didn’t say anything, though, pretending I didn’t hear him.

After that, I was to follow the northern road until I passed a burned copse of trees, turned left, then right, through a small windy road; it was supposed to be about two hours of walking, but the path seemed simple enough, and yet…

The moment I stepped outside that station’s gates, the world changed.

I had seen the hinterlands from above the city walls, but this was different. It felt far more real. I could hear and smell the sounds of nature; a breeze rolled over the hills, carrying scents I had never experienced before. I saw birds flying overhead and heard their sound from the trees.

It was unlike anything I had experienced before.

And I had never felt so free.

For a moment, I realized there was no one around me, that I could try to do whatever it was that I wished. It filled me with hope. It was also daunting. I didn’t know what to do with all that freedom.

Common sense regained control of my mind quickly enough. If I tried to do that, sooner or later, I could be caught, and my fate would be much worse. Heading a farm sounded much better than being sent to the trenches or strung up as a traitor.

It didn’t mean I couldn’t enjoy the journey there. And I did.

I walked toward Farm Seven-Alpha, my boots sinking into the soil below me, feeling alive as I had never before.

The farm appeared at the edge of an ancient forest, a small cluster of buildings nestled against a small grouping of massive trees, though a clearing separated them from the forest itself.

The house was small, and there were signs of damage. A few broken tiles and windows, some damage to the wooden walls. The barn beside it was worse: half its fence posts were snapped, and the wooden door hung by a single rusted hinge.

There was no smoke from any chimney. No movement in the fields. No animals grazing. It looked abandoned.

And yet, as I allowed my eyes to move over it, staring at the empty doorway of that farmhouse, it felt like heaven compared to everything I had known.

I took a step forward and heard something stir inside the building, then a woman stepped out onto the porch, and for three heartbeats, I forgot how to breathe.

Well, for one, she wasn’t a woman. Not a human one, at least.

She was a monster girl, and her presence seemed to fill the space around her, drawing my attention to her and away from the dilapidated house. I froze, my breath hitching, my bundle of belongings slipping from my hands and falling to the ground.

I had never seen a monster girl before. I knew about them, obviously. Every child in the Walled Five grew up knowing they were the reason we managed to survive, that they were the warriors who had broken the Crawler tide. But I had never seen one.

I didn’t quite know what to expect of them. I had imagined them as soldiers, warriors that towered over the others, armored from head to toe.

That wasn’t quite what I found.

The monster girl had a cascade of vivid flame-red hair, long and luxurious, falling down her shoulders and over her back, almost glowing in the sun. From her head, two ivory horns curved upward, and a pair of cow-like ears stood just below the base of those.

She looked at me, and her eyes weren’t human.

They were a piercing orange color with vertical slits for pupils, and I could gleam amusement from them. There was confidence in her gaze, a certainty to it that made me feel every bit of my eighteen years of age.

She allowed her gaze to roam over my frame, and I caught sight of something in her gaze that unbalanced me. It didn’t help that I found myself eyeing the rest of her…

She was dressed in a garment that barely qualified as clothing; it was a tiny, spotted white-and-black strip around her breasts, straining against the proportions of that chest. My gaze fixed itself upon that part of her anatomy; I couldn’t avoid it.

Her breasts were enormous, and they strained so much against that bit of fabric that I marveled at the fact that it didn’t come loose. And despite those bindings, there was still a lot of flesh on display, and I feasted upon it. Her skin was a creamy, healthy white, and it almost seemed to glow under the sunlight.

From her waist down, the monster girl only seemed to be wearing what could only be called panties, made from the same fabric as the binding around her chest.

She didn’t cover herself or shy away from my gaze. Instead, she leaned forward slightly, resting her hands on the porch railing, her posture deliberately seductive. The movement caused her chest to heave forward, the fabric against her breasts stretching to its absolute limit.

I felt the heat rush to my face, and I gaped at her, probably looking as stupid as I felt.

I never expected that a monster girl would look so beautiful.

I tried to speak, to introduce myself, to say anything, but my voice had vanished, swallowed by the sheer, overwhelming physicality of her.

She watched my struggle with a small, knowing smirk. She knew exactly what I was looking at, and she clearly enjoyed the effect she was having on me.

“You’re the boy they’re sending to help me, then,” she purred, her voice a rich, velvety alto that sent a thrill through me.

I swallowed. I couldn’t find my voice. It felt like every muscle in my body had locked into place the moment her eyes met mine.

I stood there, staring at the way the sunlight caught the golden flecks in those strange, slitted pupils, the way her massive breasts strained against the thin fabric like they were fighting to escape. The world beyond her narrowed into nothing.

“I am Erika,” she said, and the sound of her name seemed to vibrate through the air between us. “You’re…”

The words jolted me into action. I blinked, finally remembering how to breathe. “Samuel,” I managed to rasp out, my voice cracking embarrassingly. “My name is Samuel, but you can call me Sam.”

Her smirk deepened, and she moved without hesitation. One moment she was on the porch, and the next she was descending the steps with an agility that seemed otherworldly, especially with the weight she carried up top. Every step made those breasts sway, and I found myself tracking the movement without any conscious control.

She stopped directly in front of me, tilted her head to the side. She was taller than me, not by much, but she was, and I was forced to tilt my head back slightly.

Erika leaned in before I could do anything about it and pressed a kiss on each of my cheeks. Her lips were soft, and they lingered against my skin for a heartbeat on each side. It made the places she kissed burn hot.

I remained frozen, certain that if I moved, I might fall over.

“Come along, Sam,” she whispered against my ear before pulling away. She turned on her heel and began walking toward the farmhouse. “I’ll show you around the farm.”

I didn’t move. I couldn’t; I was too busy trying to get my brain working again.

As she turned, I saw a long, slender tail sprouting from the base of her spine, dark and tufted at the end. It flicked back and forth, distracting me. Then my eyes traveled lower…

Her panties barely covered her rear. A thin strip of black-and-white cloth cut high across her hips, and between her cheeks, leaving the curve of her ass completely bare to the air. The cheeks were full and round, and they immediately drew my attention.

As she walked, the muscles beneath that pale skin flexed with every step, and I felt a heat spreading through me that had nothing to do with embarrassment.

When I realized I was falling behind, panic spiked in my chest. I scrambled forward, nearly tripping over my own feet to close the distance between us, only to realize that I had left my bundle of belongings lying in the dirt where it had fallen.

I spun back, grabbing my sack and sprinting to catch up. Erika didn’t slow down, but she glanced over her shoulder. Her smirk had transformed into something more predatory. She knew exactly what I had been looking at and how it had distracted me.

I walked beside her, staring at the ground, my face burning so hot I thought it might never stop burning.

“This is the barn,” she announced, her voice carrying that same velvety undertone as she led me toward the sagging structure. The door dangled by a single hinge, revealing the inside, and I tried to focus on the damage I could see, but it was hard to. Erika moved all over the place, strutting really, the sway of her hips drawing my eyes every single time.

Every time I tried to focus on anything but her, she would pivot, angling her body one way or the other, pulling my attention to either her rear or her chest. And once those features had my attention, it was hard to pull away.

I still managed to give the place a bit of an inspection and saw some of the things I needed to fix. Some I knew how to do. Others…

It would take a bit of trying.

Once we were over with the barn, Erika took control once more, guiding me out the side door. “And right there are the south orchards.” She pointed to a grouping of trees ahead, and my eyes went wide. It didn’t seem to be much, but I could get fruit from them. In the Five, fruit of any kind was a delicacy, at least for people like me. To think I would have access to as much as I wished in the near future…

It was almost enough for it to overwhelm the effect Erika’s presence had on me. At least it would have been, if her hand hadn’t brushed against my lower back in a deliberate glide that sent a jolt up my spine.

“We’ll need to prune the dead branches before next month. Do you know anything about trees?”

I shook my head. “No.”

“You’ll learn,” she replied, amused. Her fingers trailed along my shoulder as she pointed at some trees in the distance, and I followed her as we moved closer to them. She spoke a bit more about what needed to be done, what kind of trees there were on the farm, but I had to admit I didn’t pay as much attention as I should. I was too caught up in her presence.

The way her tail was swishing behind her was almost hypnotic. When she stepped closer to point out a section of fence that needed repair, her breasts brushed against my arm, and I swallowed at the sensation of it. They were impossibly soft. I jumped like I’d been burned, and she laughed at me, the laugh echoing through the trees.

She knew the effect she had on me. She had to know; yet she certainly didn’t seem to mind it.

The tour circled back to the house, where she showed me the kitchen and the bedroom. When I asked where I was supposed to sleep, she pointed at the bed, and I glanced at her, not quite knowing how to put what I wanted into words.

She figured it out, nonetheless. “Don’t worry, I prefer to sleep in the barn. The straw there is more comfortable for a hucow like me.”

We continued the tour of the house, and each time she pointed something out, she made sure to bend or reach in ways that stretched the already-straining fabric of her clothing. I wanted to understand what I had to fix, but all I could register was the way her bare skin drew my attention, how her curves seared themselves into my mind.

By the time we returned to the main room, I barely knew what I needed to fix, but I was pretty sure I could describe every inch of Erika with my eyes closed.

“That’s enough for now,” she said, straightening and casting me an appraising look. “I’ll prepare dinner; you’re too thin, Sam. We’ll need to fatten you up. You’ll need your strength for what’s coming.” A smile spread across her lips, and I couldn’t help but think there was nothing innocent in it.

I stared at her, unsure whether she meant the labor of rebuilding or something else…

Dinner was the best experience of my life, and unlike everything I had ever known.

In the orphanage, we ate gruel made from hard bread, mixed with some vegetables, and, from time to time, very thin slices of meat. On rare occasions, we got to enjoy a slice of fruit after dinner.

Erika placed a wooden bowl in front of me, filled with a thick stew of root vegetables and meat, tender and rich in its own fat, alongside bread that seemed fresher than any I had ever eaten.

I tore into it like a starving animal, shoveling the food into my mouth before I could even taste it properly.

“Slow down,” Erika said, watching me from across the table with an amused expression. “Eat too fast, and you’ll spend the night retching. Slow down and taste the food, enjoy it.”

She wasn’t wrong. Halfway through the bowl, my stomach began to protest, and I slowed down some, taking care to chew well before continuing. It all tasted so divine…

A moan escaped me when I leaned back against my seat, and I colored when Erika chuckled at me, but there was no mocking in her tone. She seemed to understand how new this all was to me.

I ended up looking at her, focusing on the way her orange eyes tracked every movement of my fork. The meal was incredible, the flavors exploding across my tongue, and I wanted to devour everything she had prepared.

When the meal finally ended, I felt heavier than I ever had.

My belly was full, and a kind of exhaustion settled into me. The journey had been tiring; as used to roaming the city as I was, moving through the rougher terrain of the hinterlands had been a bit more exhausting, and now I was paying the price for it.

“You should wash,” Erika said, standing from her seat. Her breasts swayed with the movement, nearly spilling free of the spotted fabric. “There’s a tub in the barn. It’s small, but you’ll fit.” She paused, watching me. “The water will be cold, though. The enchantments have worn out.”

I hadn’t even known it was possible to enchant a tub like that, but then, I barely knew anything about magic. It was a power only held by the monster girls and by some mages.

I simply nodded and followed her to the barn, then watched her leave before making my way to the tub.

It was a simple wooden basin, and when I filled it, the water bit into my skin like a thousand tiny needles. But the cold felt a bit soothing, and it kind of chased away the heat that Erika had made me feel earlier.

By the time I finished and dressed in one of my patched shirts, I could barely keep my eyes open. I entered the house, and Erika chuckled at me, noticing my exhaustion, before leading me towards the bedroom. She pointed at the bed. “Sleep,” she commanded.

I didn’t need to be told twice.

The moment my head touched the straw mattress, I felt as though I were sinking into a cloud. I fell asleep instantly, breathing deep and steady, and not even thoughts of the redheaded monster girl kept me awake.


Chapter 3

I spent the first three days cataloging what needed to be done on Farm Seven-Alpha.

It was a bleak inventory.

The toolshed was broken apart, and whatever tools I could recover were rusty and seemed like they had been chewed upon. They would still work somewhat, but I would need better ones.

The barn door needed new hinges, and in time, a new door, though I didn’t think it was that urgent. The roof was far more important to address, and it needed some work, though not much. Then there were the missing fence posts, the empty seed stores, and some other things to work out.

At first, I had no idea how to start. It didn’t help that the first few mornings after arriving at the farm, I woke up sore, every muscle protesting when I tried to move. Between the journey and the work I was doing on the farm, I was exercising as never before. And the hunger…

I had become quite hungry as well, but unlike in the past, this time, I had all the food I could wish to eat. It almost felt like paradise.

“Are you hoping it will fix itself?” Erika asked me once she caught me eyeing the barn door, cocking her hip to the side while her tail swished from side to side, drawing my attention for a moment.

“I don’t have anything to work with,” I told her, holding up a hammer with a loose head. “I can wedge this tighter with a piece of leather, but what about the rest of the tools? It’s all a mess…”

She laughed at me. “Don’t worry, we can get what we need at the way-station. We might have to wait for the tools to be sent to us, but your rulers know better than to leave monster girl farms without support.”

I blinked. She made it sound so easy, but I doubted it would be. And yet, Erika seemed quite confident about the matter. Perhaps she did know better.

She certainly knew more than me about farming. She was the one teaching me what needed to be done and how, and I was doing my best to learn. Not that it was easy; Erika was a distraction I couldn’t ignore.

I was certain she was doing it on purpose.

She demonstrated everything with a deliberate, physical intimacy that made concentration impossible. She would crouch beside me in the dirt, her knees sinking into the soil, those enormous breasts swaying forward as she showed me how to space the seedlings.

Her body was always in motion, be it her curves or her tail. Every time she stretched, bent, or reached for something, I had to catch myself and stop staring.

Sometimes, she would take hold of my hand and direct me to do something, and I tried to focus on whatever it was; I really did, but it was impossible. Her orange eyes tracked my face, watching for every flicker of my gaze, amusement shining out of hers.

“Am I distracting you, Sam?” She asked me once in a whisper, leaning in close. Her breath was hot against my ear, and my reply came out strangled.

She laughed and moved away, strutting her hips just a bit more for my benefit.

I swallowed hard.

The answer was yes, but admitting it felt strange. Erika knew exactly what she was doing, the effect she had on me. It wasn’t accidental. She was playing a game.

And the worst part? I wanted to play with her.

The work was harder because of her, but I didn’t mind that. Not when I got to eye her body, when she would laugh at my clumsiness, her lips curling with that hungry amusement.

Erika was a burning torch, and I a simple moth.

Over the days that followed, I felt my body beginning to change. The constant meals and sheer work of the farm ensured I grew muscles where there had been none before. My arms, once thin and knobby, were thickening. The hollows beneath my cheekbones filled out slightly. I was becoming stronger and tougher, and I loved it.

It gave me power; it gave me freedom. It made me more confident as well.

Though it still wasn’t enough to deal with Erika.

One morning, while working on the eastern field, we moved side by side. She was stronger and more experienced than I was, and she ended up doing twice as much work as I did. It didn’t help that she continued distracting me. Her movements were fluid and powerful, and each time she raised the hoe high, her arms ended up squishing her breasts, only to make them bounce when she drove the tool into the ground.

I was pushing myself to keep pace, my breath coming in ragged bursts, not that I managed to move as fast as she did.

The sun was climbing higher, and sweat began to stream down my neck and into my collar. My shirt felt like a wet rag clinging to my skin, and after a few more heaves, I couldn’t take it. I tugged the garment over my head and tossed it onto the grass.

The air hit my bare skin, and for a moment, everything felt lighter.

I went back to work, feeling the muscles in my shoulders and back bunch and release. I was stronger than I had been when I arrived; I could feel it in the way the soil gave way beneath my strikes. But the monster girl was even more impressive.

When she paused and groaned, I stopped as well, using the chance to wipe some sweat from my brow. “Erika?”

She had stopped mid-swing, her shoulders heaving. Her tail was lashing behind her, and it made me even more confused. She had been a bit jittery the whole day. “I can’t take it anymore,” she muttered.

What?

I stepped closer, wondering if the heat was getting to her. Then I stopped as she turned towards me, her face flushed, her eyes fixed on my bare chest with an intensity that made my blood run hot.

Without hesitation, her fingers reached up to the knot holding her spotted bindings, and in one smooth motion, she pulled it.

The fabric gave way, and her breasts spilled free; they swayed with the motion, displaying all their considerable size. They were even larger than I had imagined, the pale skin stretched taut over their weight, the pink circles of her nipples hard and stiff.

I froze. The world narrowed to those pale curves and the way they bounced slightly as she shifted her weight.

“Much better,” she breathed, running her hands up along their sides, cupping those breasts from below. “Now we can really work, Sam. Wouldn’t you agree?”

My hands went slack on the hoe handle.

I couldn’t look away from the sway of her breasts as those pale mounds settled against her torso. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t blink. My mouth opened slightly, and I felt like a starving man watching a feast he wasn’t allowed to touch.

She stepped closer. Her voice reached me, but it was muffled, as if she were speaking through water. All I could register was the way her breasts shifted with each movement; their subtle bounce.

“Sam? Are you listening?”

The words jolted me. I blinked, and suddenly I was aware of how long I’d been staring, how close she was standing, how my own shirtless chest was slick with sweat. Heat flooded my face.

“I… yes, sorry… I…”

“Something wrong?” She tilted her head, and I saw how her lips were twitching. Her tail gave a single flick.

I couldn’t even form a coherent thought, let alone a sentence. “The... the...”

“These?” She looked down at herself with complete nonchalance, as if discussing the weather.

I managed a nod, still too flustered to speak.

“Monster girls like me are different from human women, Sam. I’m a hucow.” Her hands brushed over the swell of her breasts, and I nearly choked. “Hucows have very sensitive breasts. I only wore those bindings for your benefit; I know how awkward humans are about nudity of any kind. Yet, they’re uncomfortable. It’s been days since I’ve been wearing them, and I can’t take it anymore.”

Without waiting for me to say anything, she turned back to her row and drove the hoe into the earth, her breasts bouncing freely with every swing.

I tried to follow her lead. I really did. But if I had been distracted before, with her like that, it was worse.

Every time I looked up to check our progress, I caught sight of her breasts, my eyes drifting in her direction without my say-so.

It was exhausting.

And it didn’t help that Erika kept her breasts uncovered for the rest of the day. The sight kept drawing my attention, distracting me, making me lose track of my own thoughts.

Dinner ended up being quite awkward, with me easily flustered and the redhead monster girl standing there completely unconcerned.

When I found myself in bed, sleep was impossible.

All I could see when I closed my eyes were those breasts, the way they bounced and moved with her motions, how large they were, how hard her nipples had seemed…

My hands ached with the temptation I had felt to reach out and touch them over the entire day.

I rolled onto my back and reached into my trousers, finding myself hard.

I imagined her standing over me, those breasts pressing against my chest. I imagined the weight of them in my hands, and I moved my hand, pumping my rod.

I came quickly, knowing that the next day, I would see Erika again, free and unbound, and I would keep wishing for her.


Chapter 4

If I had hoped that Erika’s teasing might have lessened after that, I was certainly mistaken. It was the opposite.

The monster girl knew the effect she had on me, and now that she didn’t bother covering herself from the waist up, I was finding it even more difficult to focus when she was around. She was pushing me on purpose, knew how to angle her body to draw more attention to her chest.

Once, while I was repairing a section of the fence, she leaned over the rail directly in front of me, her bare breasts swaying mere inches from my face.

I could have reached out and touched her. It was as if she were daring me.

I could have known what her breasts felt like, weighed them in my hand, and enjoyed their softness. My hands almost moved on their own, my fingers twitching with the urge.

I didn’t.

I didn’t know if I was afraid of how she would react or if it was just too embarrassing. I didn’t know if she would put a stop to it if I actually did something. Her teasing made me believe she wouldn’t, but perhaps it was just a game for her, testing me to see how far she could push before I finally broke.

It was certainly making my life difficult.

And then things changed…

It started a few days later. I found myself in the barn alone, clearing out some of the debris from the repairs I had already taken care of, when I saw something leaning against the far wall.

When I approached, I realized it was a weapon of some kind.

It was a long shaft of dark wood, tipped with a curved blade, that glowed against the small amount of sunlight filtering in. The metal was polished, resplendent, and seemed sharp enough to slice through bone.

I reached for it, running my fingers along the cold steel. I felt tempted to test its edge but held back.

“Looking for something, Sam?” Erika sneaked behind me, and I jumped, nearly stumbling into the weapon. When I turned, I found the redhead with her breasts bare, her skin flushed and sweaty. She smirked at me.

“I didn’t know there were weapons here.”

A slow smile spread across her lips. “That’s mine.”

She reached past me and took hold of the weapon’s shaft. That she brushed against me when she did so was certainly an accident. Or not.

After taking hold of her weapon, she took a few steps towards the center of the barn, and with a flick of her wrist, the blade spun in a deadly arc, the steel whistling through the air. She twirled it once, twice, then brought it to rest against her shoulder in a single, fluid motion.

She repeated the motions again and again, changing them just a bit, and I had to marvel at her prowess. It wasn’t the only thing that I focused on. Oh, her motions were terrifying and beautiful all at once, but the way her body shifted with the momentum of the weapon made her breasts sway and settle against her chest, and the sweat that had already adorned her body made her almost shine.

The sight of her struck me mute. I couldn’t help it.

I had known monster girls were deadly, and Erika was proving it right then. The thing was, I could see several ways in which she could kill me, and not all of them involved the weapon in her hands.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” She asked, her slitted pupils fixed on mine.

In that moment, I didn’t know if she meant the weapon or its wielder, and I didn’t really care. Watching her with that staff in hand made me remember the tales about the monster girls, how humanity owed their lives to them, how powerful they were supposed to be. It made her seem even more alluring.

I managed to pry my gaze from her chest and looked her in the eyes. “Yes. Beautiful.”

Her smile deepened. She knew exactly where my attention had been, only this time, she didn’t seem content to just let her teasing get to me and wanted more.

“The weapon? Or my breasts?” She asked, her voice dropping an octave, and she shifted a little closer to my position.

The question made me swallow, and when I tried to speak, my words came out in a stammer. “I... I meant…”

Erika laughed at me, and I noticed how it made her breasts shake, and I felt the air around us getting warmer. Then she stepped even closer, the weapon lowering to her side as her expression shifted into something more serious, more focused.

“I need to ask for your help, Sam,” she said then, and the sudden change in her tone made my breath catch. “You remember when I told you I’m a hucow?”

I nodded, my throat dry.

“A kind of monster girl might have some needs that are different from others. In case of hucows like me, our breasts are very sensitive,” she inched closer, her hands gesturing to her breasts as she did it. I followed the motion, letting myself get distracted for a moment before focusing on her words once more. “The reason for that is that hucows build up milk in their breasts; it gathers within us, and if we don’t remove it, it becomes an uncomfortable weight within us. Painful, even.”

I swallowed hard, my gaze involuntarily dropping to the heavy curves she was referring to. They looked impossibly full; the skin stretched over the weight she carried.

“I need a milking,” she said plainly. “And I would like your help.”

For a single heartbeat, I just looked at her face, not understanding. Then I started to process her words, and looked from her breasts to her face and back again. No sound escaped me, even though my mouth dropped open. The word milking seemed to echo in my mind, overwhelming everything else.

Erika took another step, closing the distance between us. She seemed more serious than I had ever seen her before, and I didn’t know how to take that.

“It would help you, too,” she whispered, her tail curling toward my leg. “Hucow milk is... regenerative. Nutritive beyond anything you’ve tasted.” Her slitted pupils searched mine, holding me in place. “You’re stronger now, Sam, but your body still carries the marks of your past. My milk can help undo that, make you stronger than you’ve ever been.”

She leaned in, her breasts swaying with the movement, and I could see the faint blue veins beneath her pale skin.

“All you need to do is help me. Feast from my breasts. Enjoy yourself.”

I couldn’t find the words to reply to her offer. I held my breath, felt like the world held its breath with me, and the only thing I could focus on was Erika and the offer she had just handed me.

What could I have possibly said to something like that?

A month before, I had been living in one of the Walled Five, thinking I would be sent to my death when the draft came. Now, I was being offered something I would never have dreamed of.

It overwhelmed me.

I wanted Erika; I wanted everything she was willing to offer me. I didn’t think I had the words to describe how much I wanted her. And yet, I didn’t put it into words; I couldn’t make a sound.

Erika saw it anyway. She always saw everything.

A satisfied smile took hold of her lips. Without a word, she took my hand and led me toward a stack of hay bales near the barn wall. She pressed me down onto one, the straw crackling and shifting beneath me as I sat on it. Then she climbed into my lap.

Her weight was solid and warm, her thighs bracketing mine. She pressed herself against me, and the sheer mass of her breasts crushed against my chest, soft and yielding. She reached up and took hold of the back of my head, her fingers tangling in my hair, and guided me forward.

“Go ahead, Sam,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “Feast. Touch me. I need this.”

I didn’t hesitate. The last of my resistance snapped like a dry twig. I leaned forward and took her nipple into my mouth, and the world simply disappeared.

Almost immediately, drops of her milk flowed into my mouth. The taste was unlike anything I had experienced. It was rich and thick and impossibly sweet. It flooded my mouth, warming my throat, and I groaned as I reached for more of it, suckling at her nipple.

I forgot everything except the flavor and the desperate, instinctive pull to drink more.

Erika let out a long, shuddering moan. Her back arched, and her tail wrapped tight around my thigh.

“More,” she gasped, her hands moving to the back of my neck, pressing me closer. “Press your hands against my breast, Sam. Grip me hard, massage the flesh. It will help the milk come faster.”

I did as she said. My hands found the underside of her breast, and I marveled at the softness of her skin, then started kneading the flesh. I felt the warmth of her body through my palms, and the milk flowed more freely, warm and plentiful.

The sensation of it was overwhelming. The taste of her, the way her breasts felt heavy in my grip, the sounds that escaped her as I feasted from her…

It felt like a dream.

Yet, as she moaned again and I felt her pulse quickening against my lips, I knew this was real.

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t have stopped if I wanted to. The taste was addictive, pulling me deeper into a haze where nothing existed but the warmth of her skin and the sweetness of her milk.

I moved from one breast to the other, my mouth working hungrily, feeling her weight shift and settle against me as I drank.

Erika’s breathing changed. The steady, controlled rhythm she’d started with changed into small gasps, then longer breaths and sounds of pleasure that seemed to echo around us. Her fingers tightened in my hair, holding me in place, keeping me close to her.

Then she began to shake.

The tremors started low in her belly and worked upward through her thighs, her hips, her chest. I kept drinking through it all, feeling the way her muscles spasmed beneath my palms as I continued to massage the milk from her. Her tail started thrashing, wrapping and unwrapping around my leg in erratic pulses.

She let out a sound that was part moan and part cry and rested her head atop mine. Her body went rigid for a time, her breasts heaving against my face, and then she leaned back, still holding me close.

It took a long moment before she pulled back enough to look at me.

Her face was flushed, her lips swollen, and those orange slitted eyes were unfocused, half-lidded with satisfaction. She was breathing hard, and I could see the rise and fall of her chest, a few drops of milk glistening on the skin of her breasts.

We looked down.

The thin fabric of her panties was dark and soaked between her thighs, the moisture spreading in a slow stain that ran down her inner legs. She stared at it for a long second, then looked back at me, her expression caught between amusement and something far more primal.

“You’re more effective than I expected, Samuel,” she whispered.

I couldn’t answer. My mouth was still warm with her milk, and the sight of her, dripping and disheveled, knowing I had made her enjoy…

It made my primal instincts roar. I could still feel the warmth of her against me, and I wanted to feel it even more, pull her again, and do far more than just feast from her breasts.

She reached down and touched the wet fabric of her panties, then looked up at me with a hungry look.

Her hands were on my belt before I could move. She pushed down the worn fabric of my trousers and freed me, her fingers impossibly soft and warm against my length.

I didn’t think about resisting her, not for a moment. I wanted her touch; I wanted whatever she was willing to give to me. She wrapped her fingers around my length and began moving them, up and down in a slow, deliberate rhythm.

Erika kept her eyes fixed on mine, the vertical slits of her pupils tracking every hitch in my breathing, every clench of my jaw. She wasn’t teasing any longer. There was an intensity to her that could not be denied, and I could not slow her down. Not that I wanted to.

It didn’t take long for the pressure to become too much.

I wanted her; I had been craving her touch since the moment I first saw her, and there was no denying how enjoyable her fingers felt against my length. I came hard and fast, groaning as she pumped me, my release ending on her hands.

She caught it all, a pale mess of white and clear against her skin. And without any hesitation, without breaking eye contact, she brought her hand to her mouth. Her tongue swept across her palm, slow and thorough, cleaning it. She swallowed once, then twice, her throat moving as she cleaned my seed from her skin without breaking our gaze.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

I blinked at her, and she stood up, some hay falling from her frame as she turned towards the entrance of the barn. Her tail gave one final, lazy flick behind her.

“We have work to do, Sam.”

She didn’t bother to look back after that, and I just watched her go. The door creaked open and then closed behind her, and I remained in place, stupefied by what had just happened. For a moment, I even considered that I might be dreaming, then realized that no, it had truly happened.

And I had no idea what to think about it.


Chapter 5

The following days blurred themselves in my recollection. I couldn’t help it. Time didn’t seem to be measured by hours and minutes, but by how long it would be until I got to taste her milk again.

Erika knew perfectly well the effect she had on me, and teased me, but now, she allowed me to enjoy eventually, allowed me to feast from her breasts, and then gave me pleasure with her hand.

I let her take command of those interactions, still too overwhelmed by them. The barn had become our little sanctuary of pleasure, and I always felt the same desperate pull inside of me when she pressed her breasts against my lips, or when her hand sneaked down and took hold of my rod, pumping me until I was at the limit.

Every time, she cleaned my seed from her fingers, and I watched her do it, her eyes locked on mine.

It felt too good to be true, and part of me feared it was. It was the kind of happiness I had never expected to feel for myself, and that I was experiencing it…

It made me wary.

And so, I started looking for problems where maybe there were none. There was still much to do on the farm, and I wasn’t managing to solve the issues as quickly as I hoped. It didn’t help that Erika distracted me so much, and I would regret that later, when I realized I hadn’t done as much as I had intended because I spent half my time staring at her breasts or her rear.

I was expected to provide help for the military efforts in time, or perhaps even the Walled Five. If I didn’t fix everything I had to, if I didn’t get the farm to produce enough…

What would happen to me then?

I wasn’t there by charity. I was sent to tend to the farm and make sure it functioned as it should, and should I fail, I didn’t doubt there would be consequences. And I couldn’t bear to think about them.

Would my life be on the line? Would I be sent to the front if I failed?

Without a doubt, I wouldn’t be able to remain, and that would have meant saying goodbye to Erika, which I didn’t think I was capable of. It wasn’t just the attraction I felt for her; it was more. She had both expanded my world and narrowed it down to just her, and I didn’t think I would survive without her.

That I had become aware of just how much I craved her didn’t help. My heart started beating faster when she was close, and I wanted her. I wanted far more than just her hand and the chance to taste and feast from her breasts; I wanted her in full, if she would have me – not that I was courageous enough to tell her that.

When, one afternoon, she grabbed me and pulled me away from work, leading us to the barn, all those thoughts filled my mind and distracted me from her. Erika noticed it; she always did.

“What’s going on?” She asked, cocking her hip to the side, crossing her arms under her breasts and pushing them up at the same time. I looked at them; there was no way I couldn’t, but they didn’t command my attention as much as usual.

For a moment, I hesitated to tell her what I was feeling, what my fears were. Then I realized she might be able to help me with all that.

And so, I told her what was on my mind.

I didn’t expect her to laugh.

It wasn’t the usual teasing trill she would use on me; it was somehow biting, almost dismissive. It made me freeze and look at her.

There was no amusement in her features. She looked at me, and the soft and seductive face she always showed me was nowhere to be seen, and instead, there was a sharpness to her, an anger that she had never shown before. Thankfully, the anger didn’t seem to be directed my way.

It still sent a chill down my spine.

“You’re so innocent, Sam,” she said, and I swallowed at the darkness underlying her words. “Tell me something. Do you honestly believe that a farm this small, with just the two of us working it, could produce enough food to matter to the military?”

I stammered. “Well, I don’t know. I was told to expect to provide food for the efforts...”

“The Walled Five have hundreds of farms. Thousands of acres of hinterland. This little patch of dirt and a handful of trees?” She gestured dismissively at the fields. “We wouldn’t produce enough vegetables to feed one squad for a week, let alone a fortress.”

“Then why was I sent here?” I asked, my stomach dropping slightly. “What use does this farm have?”

“Seven-Alpha is a breeding farm, Sam,” Erika replied, shifting closer to me.

“But there are no animals here, no livestock.” I pointed it out.

Her orange eyes narrowed at me, then softened, and her smile became a little more familiar. “There is a kind of livestock – me.” She took a step towards me, her breasts swaying as she did it, and it distracted me momentarily, making me unable to process her words. “And you? You’re the stud, Sam.”

The world seemed to still, and silence followed. The wind stopped, the birds went quiet, and I could only stare at Erika, not understanding.

The redhead tilted her head and closed the distance between us, pressing her bare breasts against my chest. I could feel the weight of them through the thin fabric of my shirt, and I knew just how soft that flesh was. They molded themselves to me as she stepped closer.

“You’re starting to figure out why you’re here,” Erika whispered, and her voice held a strange mix of tenderness and savagery.

My mind was trying to process it all. Her proximity and the want she always invoked in me. What she had just told me, and what that might mean for us. It wasn’t easy. My mind was rushing all over the place, invaded by all kinds of thoughts, and I simply remained silent, trying to figure everything out.

“During your draft,” she continued, her hands coming to rest against my waist, then sliding up and resting over my sternum. “You were tested for your ability with mana.”

I remembered the room with the raised circle back in the barracks, how it had glowed as I stepped into the center of it…

“For you to be sent here, your readings must have been excellent.” Erika allowed her hands to roam over my front, one of her thumbs tracing small circles on my chest. “If you weren’t an orphan, or if someone had figured out how much mana you possess, you might have ended up becoming a mage.”

The idea of being a mage felt like hearing about another life entirely. A world where I carried fire or lightning in my hands instead of dirt under my nails. Yet that hadn’t happened, and now I was here, supposed to stay at Farm Seven-Alpha for the rest of my life.

“But there are other uses for mana,” she murmured, and I felt her shift against me, her massive breasts swaying with the movement. “Our kind… monster girls can grow stronger by mating with those with powerful mana.”

Her hand moved lower, resting on my stomach. I could feel her fingers splaying across the new muscle that had grown there over these past weeks.

Her orange eyes met mine. “And that is just one of the things you can do for monster girls like me, Sam. Any offspring you have with one of us will be strong. And that’s why you weren’t sent here to plant crops. You were sent here to spread your seed.”

She slowly pulled away from me, leaving cold air where her heat had been moments before. Her breasts swayed with the movement, heavy and full.

Erika turned toward the door, started to leave, and paused. “Don’t pretend to be shocked, Sam. You grew up in the Walled Five. You know better than anyone that our world isn’t simple. It isn’t fair or clean.”

Her footsteps were light as she left the barn, her words echoing inside my mind.

I stood there, still trying to process it all. My body still thrummed with her touch, but other things occupied my mind.

I didn’t think much of the Council that ruled the Five. None of us did. They were bureaucrats in clean clothes who rationed bread and sent eighteen-year-olds to die as meat shields, trading lives as currency, and everything knew it.

But this… this was different from what I had imagined my fate would be.

And I couldn’t even say it was a worse fate. I had expected to die in a trench. Serving as some kind of stud to monster girls like Erika…

It wasn’t as if I could complain. Not rationally. And yet, despite knowing that, I still felt used.

I spent the rest of the day moving through my chores like an automaton, not really able to forget about Erika’s revelation, not quite knowing what to do about it either.

Every time I bent over or lifted something heavy, I felt the new strength in my arms and knew it was partially thanks to what Erika offered me, which only confused me further. It wasn’t just my strength now. I was meant to be used to breed monster girls like Erika. To breed Erika herself.

And despite how much I wanted her, I still wasn’t sure how to feel about it all.


Chapter 6

I didn’t sleep that well that night, and yet, when I came down for breakfast, my thoughts were clear.

The reason why I was on the farm didn’t really matter. It wasn’t like I had expected to have a choice in my fate, and I had expected a far worse one than being used as some kind of stud to breed monster girls.

What I did know was that I wanted Erika.

I wanted her more than I had ever wanted anything in my life.

I found the redhead in the kitchen, her back to me as she fiddled with something in a pot. The sunlight that hit her hair lit it up, making it seem like it was on fire.

Erika was gorgeous, the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, and not even her animalistic features changed that. My eyes moved over her back, then to the sides of her breasts that I could see from my position.

She turned and smirked at me, that familiar knowing look in her orange slitted eyes. “Slept well, Sam?”

“No,” I said, and I didn’t try to hide it. “Not after everything you told me.” I sighed. “But I realized it doesn’t matter.”

Her eyebrows shot up, and she set down the spoon in her hand, leaning against the counter and tilting her head. She found a way to draw attention to her breasts as she did it, and I let my eyes linger on them.

Then I straightened, met her gaze. “We’re expected to mate, are we not?”

The air in the kitchen seemed to thicken as Erika smiled wickedly.

She didn’t hesitate to move closer to me, her hips swaying from side to side as she strutted my way. She only stopped when there were a few inches between us, and I could almost smell her. Her hand rose, her fingers brushing the collar of my shirt.

“Is that what you want, Samuel?” Her voice dropped to a velvet whisper. “To fulfill your purpose for being here and mate with me?”

I nodded.

“Right now?” She asked, her eyes locked on mine.

I nodded again.

Erika chuckled, then pushed me into a chair, forcing me to sit before I could say anything in response to her actions. The weight of her settled into my lap made me perfectly aware of how much she made me want. Her breasts pressed against my front with a heat that made my skin prickle, and she forced me back until the chair creaked against the kitchen floor, and her orange eyes burned into mine.

“Not yet, Sam,” she said, and there was no hesitation in her voice. Her tail coiled around my wrist, then down to my waist, lingering against my side. “I want our first time to be perfect. And you’re still not ready for that. You don’t seem to last long when I use my hand…”

I reddened at that; I couldn’t help it. I still opened my mouth to argue, but she pressed her palm against my chest, and I stilled instead.

“That doesn’t mean we can’t do something new,” she pointed out, one of her hands coming down and cupping my cock through my trousers. The other reached up, tangled in my hair, and pulled my head down. “But first, why don’t you take your breakfast?”

The moment she finished speaking the words, my lips were against one of her nipples, and I didn’t hesitate to suck. The first taste of milk hit my tongue, and I let out a sound that was half-groan, half-growl.

My hands found her breasts, and they felt even heavier than usual. I massaged her skin, kneading the flesh and pulling her breast tighter against me, and her milk flowed faster. I drank greedily, the taste flooding my mouth, and it only made me want even more.

The way Erika’s breathing changed didn’t hurt.

“Yes,” she breathed, her fingers tangling in my hair, pulling me deeper. “That’s it. Use your hands, Sam.”

I moved to the other breast, my tongue swirling around her nipple before pulling into my mouth. Erika moaned at that, arching against me, her hips grinding slightly against mine, her breasts pushing even more into my mouth. I sucked hard in response, and her cries increased in volume.

I lost myself in the rhythm of worshipping her breasts, licking and sucking and tasting her, making her body tremble the harder I moved, the harder I pulled her against me. I knew just how sensitive Erika’s breasts were, and I understood it would only be a matter of time until she reached the limit.

My tongue continued working circles around her nipple, and I sucked hard, drinking more of her milk, allowing it to fill my stomach.

Erika’s breathing grew more ragged as I continued, her body shaking, her tail swishing from side to side.

Her hips began to roll against mine, her need building up. Her vocalizations became even more obvious, and I knew it was just a matter of time.

“Fuck, Sam,” she breathed, her fingers clenching in my hair. “Don’t stop.”

I couldn’t have if I wanted to. The taste was addictive, and the way her breasts filled my hands felt just right. The warmth of her frame made me warm in turn, and I could feel her heart hammering through her breasts, which only pushed me to suck and massage her even more.

And then, her body went rigid. Erika threw her head back and arched against me, a drawn-out moan escaping from her throat. Her cries continued for a while longer, and more of her milk escaped her breasts as she enjoyed herself against me.

It wasn’t the first time I had made her come just by milking her breasts.

After that, I pulled away, my mouth glistening with remains from her milk, and I looked at her face. Her eyes were half-closed, her pupils blown wide, and her breasts were red from the stimulation.

Erika stayed like that for a moment, catching her breath, before she slowly dismounted from my lap.

But she didn’t move far. The monster girl dropped to her knees beside my chair, and her orange eyes locked onto mine. Without a word, she reached for my belt. Her fingers moved swiftly, undoing it and sliding my trousers and underwear down in one smooth motion.

My cock sprang free, already hard and aching. She ran her fingers over it for a few moments, then pulled back, gathered her breasts with her hands, pressing them together to create a valley of warm, soft skin.

Then she moved forward, sliding me into the cleavage she had created.

Her skin was impossibly smooth, slick with sweat and traces of her own milk, and as she began to move her body up and down, the friction was unlike anything I’d ever felt. Her massive breasts engulfed my length, swaying and shifting around me, the soft flesh of her inner curves sliding up and down my length.

Every time she moved upward, her nipples brushed against the underside of my shaft; every downward stroke squeezed me between the heavy mounds of her chest.

I didn’t say anything. If I ended up opening my mouth, only screams of pleasure would escape me, and so, I gritted my teeth, trying to resist vocalizing just how much she was undoing me.

Her tail flicked against my ankle, a constant distraction. I wanted to reach down and grab her, to thrust harder, to take control, but she kept her rhythm steady, denying me that.

My need was building, the pressure on my cock the same. I was close, so close…

With just a bit more, Erika would make me come undone, but she seemed to know it, slowing her pace some as she watched my face, my breathing becoming ragged.

“Not yet,” she murmured.

I tried to resist, clenching my jaw, trying to cast my thoughts away until I could ignore some of what she was doing to me. But the feeling of her breasts sliding up and down around me was too much. The heat, the slickness, the way her nipples grazed my skin every few seconds…

Erika saw it in my face. She smiled, a slow, triumphant thing, and increased the pressure slightly.

“Let go, Sam,” she commanded. “Come for me.”

I couldn’t hold back anymore.

With a loud groan, I spent myself across her breasts in thick, white bursts.

My seed splattered across the pale skin of her breasts, mixing with traces of her milk, painting her chest in those colors. I let out a ragged groan, my body shaking as the tension finally broke.

Erika didn’t pull away, quite the opposite. She leaned forward once more and pressed her mounds against my spent cock, watching as my breathing slowly returned to normal.

Once I did, she smirked at me, and then she leaned down.

Her tongue, rough and warm, licked along my length, cleaning me with slow licks. Groans escaped me at that. My rod was still sensitive after how she had made me enjoy, and I wasn’t ready for what she was making me feel. Before this morning, she had never used her breasts like that, had never licked me.

She licked me until I was semi-hard, then pulled back slightly, gathering the seed I had spread across her breasts and licking it from her fingers, only stopping when they were clean, swallowing it all.

That sight was enough to make me fully hard.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dropping to that familiar dangerous purr. “Still so much life in you.”

She leaned forward again, and this time there was no hesitation. She took me into her mouth, her lips warm and impossibly soft, her tongue wrapping around me with the same focused intensity I used on her breasts. The world narrowed down to the wet heat of her mouth, the pressure of her tongue, and the way her breasts swayed as she moved.

I leaned back against my seat, closing my eyes and just enjoying, forgetting about everything else in the world.

Time seemed to blur.

There was only Erika and the warmth of her mouth, her lips, and tongue.

I could feel my need gathering once more, the pressure in my rod increasing in potency, but it was a bit more controlled than before. Having spilled myself once already helped with that.

Erika’s mouth was a furnace around me, her tongue and lips working with a rhythm that demanded everything, but I found myself able to match it, to let the sensation wash over me without drowning in it.

Her orange eyes looked up at me, pupils narrowing to thin slits; her pace quickened, and she started taking me deeper into her, her throat working as she took more of me each time, her hand sliding along the base of my shaft to maintain the rhythm.

I wanted to hold out forever, but the sensations were becoming too much.

Erika felt it too.

She didn’t slow down and allowed me to last longer; instead, she leaned further down, opening her jaw wider and taking me all the way down. My cock pushed fully into her throat, and the sensation was overwhelming. The walls of her throat constricted around me, and I felt a low rumble vibrate through her.

It was too much…

I came hard and deep in her throat. Erika stilled, allowing me to stay there, swallowing every drop of essence I gave her, milking me like I had milked her many times before.

When she finally pulled away, I was spent.

She leaned down and kissed the tip of my rod, softly. “It will only be a matter of time, Sam. Soon you’ll be ready to mate with me properly.” She stood up after that, looking down at me, her breasts still gleaming from our previous activities.

I watched her as she turned and walked away, her hips swaying, her rear drawing my attention.

I wanted her. And I couldn’t wait to have her.


Epilogue

A few hours later, as I stood on the edge of the south pasture, movement near the tree line caught my eye. Erika was returning from her hunt, her figure silhouetted against the afternoon sun. Her hair glowed like embers against the green of the forest, and I could see the sway of her hips, the satisfaction that exuded from her after a successful hunt.

I watched her approach, and a fierce, possessive heat settled in my gut.

She knew I was watching; I didn’t doubt that. And she used the chance to tease me a bit more.

I didn’t mind.

It would only be a matter of time before I had her in full.

Until then, I could wait.

And then I would have her, and she would be mine.

Forever.

To be continued…
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