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Chapter 1: Arrival at the Meadow Ranch – Meeting My Ripe Minotauress

I stepped off the dirt path into Minny’s sun-drenched meadow ranch, my leather satchel heavy with research scrolls, vials, and measuring tools. My cock was already half-hard, straining against the front of my trousers from the filthy rumors that had reached the capital. At twenty-six, healthy and strong with a body honed by years of trekking across Lustopia’s wilds, I had fucked my share of lesser monster girls—werewolves, teasing harpies, even a particularly flexible slime-queen. But nothing, nothing, had prepared me for the sight that greeted me now.
 
Minny stood six feet of pure, ripe bovine beauty in the middle of her golden meadow, the afternoon sun painting every lush curve in warm light. Her orange-brown hair cascaded in thick, wild waves over her powerful shoulders and down her back, a few strands sticking to the light sweat on her neck. Two elegant, curved horns rose from her forehead—thick at the base, tapering to smooth points that looked like they would make the perfect handles when I grabbed her from behind and fucked her senseless. A dense, matching orange-brown bush peeked shamelessly from beneath the hem of her simple ranch skirt, the fabric so short and worn that I could already see the soft, plump outer lips of her cunt shadowed beneath it. Her heavy breasts—gods, they were massive—swayed heavily with every slow breath she took, each one easily the size of my head, capped with thick, dark nipples that were already faintly glistening with beads of milk. Wide, breeding-ready hips flared out dramatically from her waist, leading down into thick, powerful thighs that looked strong enough to crush a man between them while her cunt milked him dry. Her belly was soft and slightly rounded, maternal in the most delicious way, promising a warm, cushioned ride for any cock lucky enough to sink between those legs.
 
Her face was the crowning glory—beautiful, mature, and overwhelmingly maternal. Large, soft brown eyes framed by long lashes, full lips made for kissing and sucking, and a gentle expression that somehow radiated both welcoming warmth and raw, animal hunger. At thirty-six she was perfectly ripe, her body in its absolute prime for carrying strong human-minotauress hybrids. I could practically smell the fertility rolling off her in waves.
 
The meadow itself was alive with sensory delight. Tall grass brushed against my calves, releasing a sweet, green scent every time the breeze stirred it. Wildflowers dotted the fields in bursts of color, and in the distance I could see her small herd of normal cattle grazing peacefully. The wooden cabin and barn stood sturdy and inviting at the center of it all, but my eyes kept dragging back to her. The air was thick with the heady, intoxicating aroma of sun-warmed grass, fresh hay, rich earth, and—underneath it all—her natural musk. It was feminine, earthy, and unmistakably aroused: a deep, creamy scent that made my balls tighten and my mouth water.
 
I adjusted my satchel and walked forward, my boots crunching softly on the path. My cock was now fully hard, throbbing visibly against the fabric of my pants, the thick shaft outlined for anyone to see. I didn’t bother hiding it. In Lustopia, a monster researcher’s arousal was part of the job.
 
Minny turned fully toward me, those massive breasts jiggling heavily with the movement, a fresh droplet of milk rolling down the curve of one tit and catching the sunlight like liquid gold. Her thick thighs shifted, and I caught a clearer glimpse of her bush—dense, slightly matted with moisture, the lips beneath plump and already puffy with need. She smiled, slow and knowing, her full lips parting to reveal a hint of tongue.
 
“Well now,” she said, her voice warm and husky, like velvet dragged over gravel, “you must be the researcher they sent. Dickard Brieder, right?” She placed one strong hand on her wide hip, the motion making her skirt ride up another inch and exposing the lower swell of her heavy ass cheek. “Been waiting for a strong human bull like you, sweetie. The meadow’s been feeling awfully empty lately.”
 
I stopped a few paces away, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body. Her scent was stronger here—musky cunt, sweet milk, and that deep feminine earthiness that made my head spin. My cock gave a hard twitch, a bead of pre-cum soaking into my underwear.
 
“That’s me,” I replied, voice rougher than I intended. “Dickard Brieder, senior monster researcher. I’m here to study minotauress physiology, breeding compatibility, lactation cycles… everything.” My eyes shamelessly roamed over her body, drinking in every lewd detail. “You’re even more impressive than the reports described, Minny.”
 
She chuckled, low and throaty, and took a step closer. The soft, heavy sway of her breasts was hypnotic. Another drop of milk slipped from her left nipple and traced a wet line down the underside of her tit before dripping onto the grass. I wanted to fall to my knees and lick it straight off her skin.
 
“Flattery from a young human stud always gets my tail twitching,” she purred. “Thirty-six years old and still producing milk year-round, hips wide enough to birth strong calves, and a cunt that stays hot and tight no matter how many times it gets stretched. Think you’re up for a full, thorough inspection, researcher?”
 
Her words sent a bolt of pure lust straight to my groin. I could already imagine spreading those thick thighs, burying my face in that orange-brown bush, and tasting the creamy nectar dripping from her puffy folds. My mouth felt dry, my pulse hammered in my ears, and my cock ached so badly it was nearly painful.
 
“I’m more than up for it,” I said, stepping even closer until we were barely an arm’s length apart. The heat from her body washed over me. I could see the faint sheen of sweat in the valley between her massive breasts, the way her nipples had stiffened into thick, suckable peaks. “I plan on being very… hands-on. Measurements, internal examinations, fluid sampling—every inch of you is going to be studied in detail.”
 
Minny’s eyes darkened with lust. She licked her full lips slowly, deliberately. “Good boy. I like a researcher who knows how to get deep into his subject.” She reached out and brushed one large, soft hand down my chest, stopping just above the throbbing bulge in my pants. The light touch made my cock jump. “You’re already nice and hard for me. That thick human cock is going to feel wonderful stretching this mommy-cow open.”
 
The scent of her arousal grew stronger, mixing with the sweet grass and hay. I could see a thin trail of her juices beginning to run down the inside of one powerful thigh, glistening in the sunlight. My balls felt heavy, full of seed that suddenly felt desperate to be pumped into her ripe womb.
 
She turned slightly, giving me a perfect side view of her body—the dramatic curve of her ass, the way her breasts hung and swayed, the maternal softness of her belly. Then she started walking toward the wooden cabin, hips rolling in a slow, seductive sway that made her thick ass cheeks bounce beneath the short skirt.
 
“Come on, Dickard,” she called over her shoulder, voice dripping with invitation. “Let’s get you settled. The ranch is yours for as long as you need to… research me properly.”
 
I followed, eyes locked on the hypnotic motion of her body, my cock leaking steadily now, heart pounding with raw anticipation. The air between us crackled with unspoken promises of tight, warm cunt, leaking milk, and hours of filthy, delicious study. As we approached the cabin, the scent of grass, hay, and her fertile musk wrapped around me like a lover’s embrace.
 
This was going to be the best assignment of my career.




Chapter 2: Full Body Inspection – Claiming Every Inch of Her

I had her strip slowly in the warm sunlight outside the barn. The golden afternoon light bathed everything in a rich, honeyed glow, making the meadow grass shimmer and highlighting every delicious curve of Minny’s magnificent body. She stood there with a knowing, maternal smile, her thick fingers hooking into the hem of her simple ranch skirt as she began to obey.
 
“Slowly, just like that,” I told her, my voice already husky with lust. “I want to savor every inch as it’s revealed.”
 
Minny’s eyes sparkled with heat. She peeled the thin white blouse off first, lifting it over her head in one smooth motion. Her massive tits spilled free with a heavy, hypnotic bounce—two enormous, soft, orange-brown-skinned orbs that swayed pendulously, each one capped with thick, dark nipples already stiff and leaking. Thin, pearly-white streams of milk trickled steadily from both teats, tracing shiny wet paths down the heavy undersides of her breasts, over the soft swell of her belly, and disappearing into the dense orange-brown bush below. The sweet, creamy scent of her fresh breastmilk immediately filled the air, mixing with the warm hay and her deepening cunt musk.
 
“Gods…” I breathed, cock throbbing painfully hard in my trousers.
 
She hooked her thumbs into her skirt next, shimmying it down over her wide, breeding hips. The fabric whispered over her thick thighs and pooled at her hooves. She stepped out of it, now completely naked except for the natural glory of her body. Her heavy breasts hung full and low, still leaking freely. Her belly was soft and plush, perfect for gripping while fucking. Those powerful thighs framed a lush, fertile sight: a thick, wild orange-brown bush covering her mound, already matted and glistening with her thick arousal cream. The plump outer lips of her cunt peeked through the fur, puffy and swollen with need.
 
She was magnificent—curvy, soft, ripe, every bit the perfect thirty-six-year-old minotauress built for carrying hybrid calves.
 
I stepped forward and let my hands roam. I started with her breasts, cupping their incredible weight. They overflowed my palms, warm, heavy, and impossibly soft. I squeezed firmly and was instantly rewarded: hot jets of sweet milk sprayed out from her thick nipples, splattering across my forearms and chest. The milk was warm, slightly sweet, with a rich, creamy tang that made my mouth water. I kneaded them harder, milking her like the fertile cow she was, watching thick streams pulse and drip in rhythmic squirts every time I compressed those massive udders.
 
“Fuck, they’re so full,” I groaned, leaning in to drag my tongue across one leaking nipple, catching a fresh spurt straight into my mouth. It tasted heavenly—warm, sweet, faintly grassy.
 
Minny moaned softly, a low, bovine rumble that vibrated through her chest. “They’ve been aching for a good pair of hands… squeeze harder, researcher.”
 
I did. I slapped the sides of her heavy tits, watching them jiggle and spray, then dug my fingers deep into the soft flesh, forcing more milk to gush out in messy arcs that landed on the grass and on my boots. Her nipples were fat and rubbery between my fingers, leaking constantly now.
 
My hands moved lower, sliding over the gentle curve of her soft belly, then gripping her wide, child-bearing hips. They were broad and strong, perfect for gripping while pounding her from behind. I dug my fingers in, feeling the plush give of her flesh. Then I dropped lower still, slapping her thick thighs hard enough to make the meaty flesh ripple and jiggle deliciously. The sharp sound of skin-on-skin cracked through the meadow air. Each slap left faint red handprints on her orange-brown skin before fading.
 
“Turn around,” I commanded.
 
She obeyed, presenting her broad, powerful back and that incredible ass. Two massive, rounded cheeks, firm yet deliciously soft, with a deep cleft between them. I slapped them too, watching the heavy globes bounce and wobble, the impacts making her whole body tremble and sending fresh milk dripping faster from her swinging tits.
 
Then the real inspection began.
 
I guided her to a large, flat hay bale just outside the barn door. The sweet, dry scent of fresh hay rose around us as she sat back on it and leaned against the barn wall. I grabbed her powerful legs behind the knees and spread them wide, opening her completely to the sunlight and my hungry gaze. Her thick thighs parted obscenely, revealing everything.
 
With both hands I reached in and parted her dense orange-brown bush, the coarse yet soft hairs damp with her cream. There it was—her tight, warm cunt in all its glory. The outer lips were fat and puffy, flushed dark with arousal, glistening with thick, sticky strands of her girl-cum. As I spread her, the inner petals unfurled like wet flower petals, revealing a hot pink channel already drooling fresh cream. Her clit was swollen, peeking out from its hood like a fat little berry begging to be sucked.
 
I stared, mesmerized, inhaling the strong, heady scent of her fertile pussy—musky, creamy, slightly sweet, pure minotauress in heat.
 
“Beautiful,” I murmured. “So fucking wet already.”
 
I slid two thick fingers along her slit, coating them in her slick, then pushed them slowly inside. Gods, she was molten velvet—scorching hot, silky-smooth walls that clenched greedily around my invading digits. Her cunt sucked me deeper, rippling and fluttering as I sank in to the knuckles. I twisted my fingers, exploring every ridge and fold, feeling how incredibly tight she was despite her size and obvious fertility.
 
Minny’s head fell back against the barn wall, a deep, needy moo escaping her throat. “Mmmhh… yes… study me deep…”
 
I curled my fingers upward, stroking that spongy, sensitive spot on her front wall. Her walls fluttered wildly around me, and a thick gush of cream squirted out around my fingers, running down over her puckered asshole and soaking the hay bale beneath her. I pumped slowly, then faster, scissoring my fingers to stretch her, feeling her cunt adjust and grip even tighter.
 
After long minutes of fingering her dripping hole, I pulled my soaked fingers free with a wet schlick. I brought them to my nose, inhaling her potent scent, then licked them clean—salty-sweet, creamy, addictive.
 
“Turn over,” I ordered, voice thick.
 
Minny rolled onto her stomach on the hay bale, arching her back and pushing her massive ass toward me. I grabbed those firm cheeks with both hands and spread them wide. Her puckered anus came into view— a tight, pretty pink ring nestled between her cheeks, twitching and winking invitingly under my gaze. It was glistening with her own cunt juices that had dripped down. The musky, earthy scent here was deeper, more intimate.
 
I pressed my thumb firmly against that hot little hole, feeling it flutter and kiss back against the pad of my thumb. I rubbed slow circles, applying steady pressure, watching it wink and relax slightly under my touch.
 
Minny moaned like a needy cow, long and low, her thick thighs trembling. “All yours to study, researcher,” she panted, dripping down her thighs.




Chapter 3: Making Out and Fingering – Tasting Her Maternal Heat

I couldn’t wait any longer. The moment I pulled my thumb away from her twitching pink asshole, I grabbed Minny by her wide hips and tugged her off the hay bale. She came willingly, her massive body pressing against mine as I guided her down into the soft, sun-warmed grass just beside the barn. The thick blades tickled and cushioned us perfectly, releasing a fresh, green scent that mixed deliciously with her heavy milk aroma and the thick musk of her dripping cunt.
 
I pulled her on top of me at first, then rolled us so I was half over her powerful form. Her heavy breasts squished against my chest, already leaking warm streams of milk that soaked through my shirt instantly. I looked into her soft brown eyes for one heartbeat, then kissed her hard.
 
Our lips crashed together. Hers were full, bovine, plush and incredibly warm — like kissing heated velvet. I groaned into her mouth as her thick tongue met mine, sliding wetly, tangling with raw hunger. She tasted incredible: sweet grass, fresh cream, and that deep, animal edge of raw lust. Every lick and suck sent sparks straight to my throbbing cock. I devoured her mouth, sucking on her lower lip, biting it gently, then plunging my tongue deep to explore her. She moaned loudly into the kiss, a rich, vibrating sound that turned into a long, needy moo when I sucked harder on her tongue.
 
“Mmmhh… Dickard…” she breathed between hungry kisses, her breath hot and sweet against my lips.
 
My right hand slid down her soft belly, through the dense orange-brown bush, and found her cunt again. This time I didn’t tease. I pushed three thick fingers straight into her molten hole in one smooth thrust.
 
Fuck. She was even hotter and wetter than before. Her velvety walls clenched greedily around my invading fingers, sucking them deeper as thick cream coated me instantly. I pumped them in and out with firm, deliberate strokes, stretching her tight channel while my palm ground against her swollen clit. My thumb found that fat, throbbing nub and rubbed slow, firm circles over it, feeling it pulse under the pad of my thumb.
 
Minny’s thick thighs spread wider for me, her powerful legs trembling already. She mooed again — louder this time — right into my open mouth as our tongues continued their sloppy, wet dance. Her massive tits were smashed between us, leaking constantly now. Warm streams of sweet breastmilk squirted and trickled across my chest, soaking my skin and making everything slick and slippery. The scent was overwhelming: grass, milk, cunt cream, and pure fertile minotauress in heat.
 
I broke the kiss just enough to growl against her lips, “You’re so fucking wet, Minny. This mommy-cow cunt is drooling all over my hand.”
 
She shuddered at the words, her inner walls fluttering hard around my pumping fingers. “Yes… finger your mommy-cow,” she gasped, voice husky and dripping with maternal lust. “Even if you’re too young to be my real calf… even if I’m a different species… it feels so good when you call me that.”
 
I liked it too. The age-gap roleplay hit me harder than I expected. At twenty-six I was far too young to be her actual son, and she was a minotauress while I was human, but something about her warm, maternal body and that soft, coaxing voice made my cock throb painfully. It was filthy. It was perfect. It made me want to bury myself in her and never leave.
 
I kissed her again, deeper, more aggressively, sucking her tongue while I shoved my three fingers faster into her sopping cunt. Wet, obscene squelching sounds filled the meadow air every time I thrust. I curled my fingers hard, searching for that spongy, sensitive ridge on her upper wall. When I found it, I attacked it mercilessly — rubbing and stroking with firm pressure while my thumb kept working her swollen clit in tight, fast circles.
 
Minny’s whole body jerked. Her thick thighs clamped around my wrist, shaking violently as her massive tits leaked even more milk in rhythmic spurts. She mooed loudly into my mouth, the sound vibrating through our kiss as her bovine lips trembled against mine.
 
“That’s it… right there, baby,” she panted between sloppy kisses, saliva mixing with our tongues. “Finger mommy’s cunt harder… make her squirt for her strong young bull…”
 
I growled and gave her exactly what she begged for. My fingers pistoned faster, curling and grinding relentlessly against her g-spot. The palm of my hand slapped wetly against her clit with every thrust. Her thick cream was everywhere — running down my wrist, soaking my forearm, dripping onto the grass beneath us. The scent of her aroused pussy grew thicker, sweeter, more desperate.
 
Her walls suddenly clamped down like a vice, fluttering wildly. Minny’s eyes rolled back, her full lips parted in a long, broken moo as she came hard. Hot girl-cum gushed out around my fingers in powerful, rhythmic squirts, splashing all over my wrist and forearm, soaking the grass and even spraying lightly against my thigh. Her thick thighs shook uncontrollably, powerful muscles flexing and trembling as wave after wave ripped through her.
 
I didn’t stop. I kept fingering her through the orgasm, drawing it out, milking every last spasm from her pulsing cunt while we continued making out like starving animals. Our tongues slid messily, sucking, licking, sharing spit as she rode the pleasure.
 
When the peak finally began to fade, she gasped against my lips, voice shaky and affectionate: “Good boy… finger your mommy-cow harder… just like that…”
 
I slowed my fingers but left them buried deep inside her fluttering hole, gently stroking her soaked walls as she caught her breath. Her massive breasts were still leaking steadily, warm milk coating both our chests. I could feel her heart hammering against me, her soft maternal body trembling with aftershocks.
 
I pulled back just enough to look at her flushed, beautiful face — those soft brown eyes half-lidded with lust, full lips shiny with our mixed saliva. My cock was aching so badly it hurt, pressed hard against her thick thigh, leaking pre-cum into my trousers.
 
The roleplay was getting to me in the best way. Here she was, calling herself mommy while my fingers were knuckle-deep in her squirting cunt. It felt wrong in the hottest possible way. Different species, little age gap, and still my cock had never been harder.
 
I leaned in and kissed her again, slower this time, savoring the sweet grass and lust on her tongue while my fingers gave one final, deep curl inside her dripping heat.
 
Minny moaned softly into my mouth, her thick thighs still quivering around my wrist, her heavy milk-laden breasts pressing warmly against me.
 
This research was only just beginning.




Chapter 4: Worshipping Every Hole – Pussy Eating, Ass Licking, and More

I couldn’t hold back anymore. The taste of her cunt still coated my fingers and the sight of Minny lying there in the soft grass — legs spread, thick orange-brown bush soaked, puffy lips glistening with cream — made my mouth water like a starving man. I dropped to my knees between her powerful thighs, grabbed her wide hips, and buried my face straight into her dripping cunt.
 
The first long, hungry lick from the bottom of her slit all the way up to her swollen clit made her moan loudly. She tasted like pure honeyed cream — rich, sweet, slightly tangy, with that deep fertile musk that made my cock throb painfully. I pushed my tongue as deep as it would go into her molten hole, fucking her with it in wet, thrusting strokes. Her velvety walls fluttered and clenched around my tongue, feeding me thick gushes of her girl-cum that I swallowed greedily.
 
“Mmmph… fuck, Minny,” I groaned into her pussy, the words muffled against her dripping folds.
 
I moved up and latched my lips around her fat, throbbing clit, sucking hard while my tongue flicked rapidly over the sensitive nub. Her massive breasts hung above me, leaking steadily. Warm streams of sweet breastmilk dripped and splattered onto my hair, my forehead, and my shoulders, running down my neck in sticky rivulets. The contrast between the creamy sweetness falling from her tits and the honeyed saltiness of her cunt was driving me wild.
 
Minny’s thick thighs clamped around my head, trembling as she ground her soaked pussy against my face. “Yes… eat mommy’s cunt… deeper, baby…”
 
I obeyed, tongue-fucking her harder, sucking noisily on her clit until her whole body shook. Her cream was everywhere — coating my lips, chin, and cheeks, dripping down my neck to mix with her milk. The scent was overwhelming: sweet milk, rich cunt honey, warm grass, and raw animal lust.
 
I needed more. I flipped her onto all fours with a firm push. Her massive ass rose high, cheeks spreading naturally to reveal both her dripping cunt and that tight pink pucker above it. I grabbed her firm ass cheeks and spread them wider, then dove in.
 
I dragged my tongue slowly over her asshole in long, sloppy licks — circling the tight ring, savoring the deeper, muskier flavor. Then I pointed my tongue and pushed it straight inside her hot, clenching anus. She let out a deep, throaty moan like a beast in full heat, loud and bovine, echoing across the meadow.
 
“Ohhh… gods yes… lick mommy’s dirty hole…”
 
I devoured her asshole with filthy enthusiasm — long, wet, swirling licks around the rim followed by deep tongue-fucking, pushing as far as I could go while my nose pressed into the cleft of her ass. Her tail twitched wildly above me. I alternated between her cunt and her ass, licking both holes messily, drinking her cream and rimming her until both were shiny with my spit and her juices.
 
I moved higher, licking the salty sweat from the small of her back, then pulled her up slightly so I could reach her sweaty armpits. I buried my face in one, then the other, dragging my tongue through the warm, damp skin and savoring the sharp, salty, feminine tang. Minny shivered and mooed softly at the unexpected attention.
 
Then I reached around and under her, grabbing one massive, leaking tit. I lifted the heavy, milk-swollen globe and latched onto her thick, dark nipple like a calf. The moment I sucked, a powerful jet of warm, sweet breastmilk flooded my mouth. It was rich, creamy, faintly sweet with a grassy aftertaste — pure liquid heaven. I drank greedily, swallowing gulp after gulp while milking her other breast with my hand, sending more white streams spraying onto the grass.
 
Minny was panting, moaning, pushing back against my face. “Please… I need more… taste all of mommy…”
 
Her voice was desperate. I pulled back, sat on the grass, and guided her over me. “Then give me everything. Piss for me.”
 
She straddled my chest, thick thighs on either side of my head, and positioned her puffy cunt right above my open mouth. Her face was flushed with lust as she relaxed. A hot, golden stream of piss erupted from her, splashing directly onto my tongue. It was salty-sweet perfection — warm, slightly tangy, with an intimate edge that made my cock twitch violently. I drank as much as I could, letting the rest run down my chin and neck, soaking my shirt. The taste was filthy and addictive, making my head spin with raw arousal.
 
When the stream finally slowed to drips, I pulled her down into a 69 position. Her massive body covered me, heavy tits pressing against my stomach, leaking milk everywhere. I buried my face back between her thick cheeks and attacked both her cunt and asshole at once — licking, sucking, tongue-fucking both holes hungrily while she dripped cream and spit onto my face.
 
Minny moaned loudly and freed my throbbing cock from my trousers. My thick shaft — matching a regular minotaur in size — sprang up, veins pulsing, already leaking heavy strings of pre-cum. She wasted no time. She took me into her warm, wet mouth in one smooth motion, sucking passionately. Her full bovine lips stretched wide around my girth as she bobbed her head, taking me deeper and deeper until I hit the back of her throat.
 
She gagged wetly, drooling thick strings of saliva that ran down my balls, but she didn’t stop. The sloppy, passionate blowjob was heavenly — loud gurgling sounds, wet sucking, her tongue swirling around the shaft while she moaned around my cock. I groaned into her cunt and ass, eating her even more greedily as she deepthroated me.
 
After several minutes of sloppy throat-fucking, she pulled off with a gasp, strings of spit connecting her lips to my glistening cock. Then she lifted those massive, milk-heavy tits and wrapped them around my shaft.
 
The softness was unreal — warm, pillowy, silky-smooth heaven. Her tits completely engulfed my cock, the deep valley between them slick with her leaking milk. She squeezed them together and began to move, sliding her massive breasts up and down my throbbing length. Milk squirted from her nipples with every stroke, lubing my cock and making wet, obscene sounds as she titfucked me.
 
“Fuck… these tits are perfect,” I groaned, hips bucking up into the soft, warm flesh.
 
Minny smiled down at me, eyes full of maternal lust, and squeezed harder, bouncing her heavy udders faster. Milk sprayed everywhere — across my stomach, her cleavage, even splashing onto her chin. The sight of my thick cock disappearing between those enormous, leaking breasts was too much.
 
My balls tightened. Pleasure exploded through me. I roared as the first powerful rope of cum shot straight up, painting her face and tits. Thick, white jets kept erupting — splattering across her beautiful maternal face, coating her lips, cheeks, and those massive breasts until her cleavage was a glazed, milky mess. She kept milking me with her tits through every spurt, squeezing out every drop.
 
I lay there panting, covered in her milk, my own cum, and her juices, while Minny licked her lips and smiled down at me with cum-streaked cheeks.




Chapter 5: Vaginal Sex – Claiming Her Tight, Soft Cunt

I was feral with need after painting her face and massive tits with my cum. My thick cock was still rock-hard, glistening with her spit and my own seed, throbbing angrily between us as I pushed Minny onto her back in the soft meadow grass. The blades crushed beneath her powerful body, releasing fresh green scent that mixed with the thick cloud of milk, cunt juice, and raw sex hanging in the air.
 
I grabbed her wide hips and mounted her like a beast claiming his mate. My knees sank into the grass on either side of her thick thighs as I loomed over her six-foot frame. My heavy cock slapped wetly against her soaked orange-brown bush, the fat head nudging between her puffy lips.
 
“Time to really study this cunt,” I growled, voice rough and bestial.
 
Minny looked up at me with those soft maternal eyes, flushed and hungry. Her massive breasts spread slightly to the sides from their own weight, still leaking thin white streams that ran down her soft belly. She spread her powerful legs wider for me, thick thighs parting obscenely, presenting her dripping hole.
 
I rubbed my swollen cockhead up and down her slit, coating myself in her thick cream, then pushed forward.
 
Gods above. Her cunt was impossibly tight despite her size and obvious fertility. The fat head of my cock spread her puffy lips wide as I sank in, inch after thick inch disappearing into scorching hot, silky-smooth velvet. Her walls clenched greedily around me like a living fist, sucking me deeper with rippling spasms. Every ridge and fold inside her dragged along my shaft, massaging me perfectly.
 
“Fuuuuck… so tight,” I groaned through gritted teeth as I bottomed out, my heavy balls pressed against her ass. Her molten depths pulsed around my entire length, hotter and wetter than anything I’d ever felt.
 
Minny let out a long, deep bovine moan that vibrated through her chest. “Yes… fill mommy’s cunt… stretch me, Dickard…”
 
I started slow and deep, pulling back until just the head remained inside her clinging entrance, then driving forward in one long, powerful stroke. Her silky walls hugged every vein and ridge of my cock. I could feel her heartbeat through her cunt. With each thrust her heavy tits bounced heavily, sending fresh sprays of warm milk shooting from her thick nipples in messy arcs. The sweet liquid splattered across her own chest, my stomach, and even my face as I leaned over her.
 
The wet, obscene sounds of her soaked cunt sucking my cock filled the meadow — loud, squelching, filthy. Schlick… schlick… schlick. Grass and dirt clung to our skin as I fucked her with deliberate, claiming strokes, grinding my pelvis against her swollen clit every time I buried myself to the hilt.
 
Her thick thighs suddenly wrapped around my waist, powerful legs locking behind my back and pulling me even deeper. The added leverage forced my cock impossibly deeper into her womb.
 
“Breed your mommy-cow, Dickard,” she mooed loudly, voice husky and dripping with maternal lust. “Pump your strong human seed into mommy’s ripe womb…”
 
The words hit me like lightning. Even though I was twenty-six and she was thirty-six — a different species entirely — the filthy age-gap roleplay made my balls tighten and my cock swell even harder inside her. I growled like a wild animal and started fucking her harder.
 
My hips slammed forward with bestial force. The soft, curvy flesh of her body jiggled beautifully under every rough impact — her heavy tits bouncing wildly, her soft belly rippling, her thick thighs quivering around me. Milk sprayed in rhythmic jets with every deep thrust, coating us both in warm, sticky sweetness. Her cunt made wet, sloppy sounds as I railed her, cream frothing around the base of my cock and running down to soak my balls.
 
I grabbed her wide hips with both hands, fingers digging deep into plush flesh, and used them as handles to pound her even harder. The sound of my pelvis slapping against her soaked cunt and cushioned ass cracked through the air like whips. Smack. Smack. Smack.
 
Minny’s head tossed back in the grass, orange-brown hair splayed wildly. She mooed and moaned uncontrollably, her massive breasts flopping and spraying milk everywhere as I rutted into her like a breeding bull.
 
“Harder… fuck mommy harder!” she cried, thighs squeezing me tighter, heels digging into my lower back. “Claim this cow cunt!”
 
I gave in completely. I fucked her with raw, savage intensity — long, punishing strokes that made her entire soft, curvy body jiggle and quake. Sweat mixed with milk on our skin. The scent was intoxicating: sweet breastmilk, thick cunt cream, fresh grass, and the sharp tang of raw fucking. Her walls fluttered and rippled around my pistoning cock, milking me with greedy contractions.
 
I leaned down and latched onto one leaking nipple while still pounding her, sucking hard. Sweet, warm milk flooded my mouth as I drank from her like a hungry calf, all while my thick cock battered her cervix with every thrust.
 
Minny’s moans grew higher, more desperate. Her cunt suddenly clamped down like a vice, spasming wildly around my shaft.
 
“I’m cumming… mommy’s cumming on your cock!” she wailed.
 
Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave. Hot girl-cum gushed around my cock in powerful squirts, soaking my balls and spraying out with every thrust. Her walls rippled and milked me in rhythmic, sucking pulses, trying to pull my seed straight into her womb. Her thick thighs shook violently around me, powerful muscles flexing as she came harder than I’d ever felt a woman cum.
 
The sensation was too much. Pleasure exploded up my spine.
 
With a deep, bestial roar I buried myself to the hilt and unloaded. Thick, heavy ropes of cum erupted from my cock, flooding her womb in powerful jets. I kept thrusting through it, grinding deep as I pumped load after load into her fertile depths, filling her until I could feel her belly slightly swell from the sheer volume. Her cunt continued milking me greedily, drawing out every last drop, squeezing and fluttering around my pulsing shaft until I was completely drained.
 
We stayed locked together, panting, sweating, covered in milk and cum and grass. My cock remained buried deep inside her twitching, cum-stuffed cunt as the last weak spurts leaked out of me. Minny’s thick thighs were still wrapped tightly around my waist, holding me inside her like she never wanted to let go.
 
She looked up at me with hazy, satisfied eyes and stroked my hair with one large, soft hand.
 
“Good boy… you gave mommy such a big, warm load…”
 
My cock gave one final twitch inside her flooded pussy at her words.




Chapter 6: Anal Penetration – Fucking Her Perfect Ass

Still buried deep in her cum-stuffed cunt, I pulled out slowly with a wet, obscene squelch. Thick ropes of my own seed mixed with her cream oozed from her stretched hole and ran down over her twitching pink asshole. Minny lay on her back in the grass, panting, her massive breasts rising and falling heavily, still leaking warm milk in slow, steady drips. Her eyes were glazed with lust as she looked up at me.
 
I wasn’t done. Not even close.
 
I scooped up two handfuls of her fresh breastmilk from the puddles on her belly and slathered it all over my still-throbbing cock. The warm, silky liquid coated every thick inch, making my shaft glisten obscenely in the sunlight. I stroked myself a few times, spreading the natural lube until my cock was slick and shiny with her milk.
 
“On all fours, mommy-cow,” I growled, voice rough with bestial hunger. “I’m going to ruin that perfect ass.”
 
Minny mooed softly and obediently rolled over, pushing her massive, soft ass up high. Her thick thighs spread wide, back arched deeply, presenting both her dripping, cum-leaking cunt and that tight, winking pink pucker above it. Her heavy breasts hung low, swinging and spraying thin streams of milk onto the grass beneath her with every breath.
 
I knelt behind her, grabbed her wide hips, and pressed the fat, milk-slick head of my cock against her anus. The tight ring kissed my tip, hot and fluttering. I pushed forward.
 
The feeling was fucking incredible. Her asshole resisted for a moment, then slowly stretched open around my thick girth. Inch after inch sank into scorching, vice-tight heat. Her inner walls gripped me like a burning velvet fist, rippling and clenching in rhythmic waves as I forced my way deeper. The pressure was insane — tighter than her cunt, hotter, more intimate. Every millimeter felt like pure heaven.
 
“Fuuuuck… so goddamn tight,” I groaned, watching her pink ring stretch obscenely around my thick shaft.
 
Minny let out a long, deep, throaty moo that turned into a broken moan. “Deeper, baby… ruin mommy’s asshole… stretch it wide for your big cock…”
 
I gripped her hips harder and kept pushing until my heavy balls pressed against her soaked cunt lips. I was buried to the hilt in her perfect ass — every thick inch claimed by her scorching bowels. The heat was scorching, the tightness almost painful in the best way. Her inner walls pulsed and massaged me in powerful, milking waves, like her body was trying to suck the cum straight out of my balls.
 
I gave her a moment to adjust, then started fucking her.
 
Slow at first — long, deep strokes that let me savor every clench and ripple. I watched in awe as her tight pink ring dragged along my shaft with every thrust, gripping me so perfectly. Milk continued to spray from her swinging tits in messy arcs every time I bottomed out. The wet slap of my hips against her cushioned ass grew louder as I picked up speed.
 
Soon I was fucking her hard. Bestial. Savage.
 
My hips slammed forward with raw power, balls slapping wetly against her dripping cunt with every brutal thrust. Smack. Smack. Smack. The sounds echoed across the meadow along with the filthy squelching of my milk-lubed cock ravaging her asshole. Her massive ass cheeks rippled and jiggled beautifully with every impact, turning a deeper shade of red as I pounded her.
 
“Harder!” she begged, pushing back against me like a bitch in heat. “Ruin mommy’s shithole! Fuck it raw!”
 
I lost all control.
 
I grabbed a fistful of her long orange-brown hair and yanked her head back sharply, arching her spine as I railed her ass with punishing strokes. My other hand cracked down hard on her thick ass cheek — loud, stinging slaps that left bright red handprints on her soft orange-brown skin. I spanked her again and again while I destroyed her asshole, the impacts making her clench even tighter around my cock.
 
The feeling was fucking awesome. Vice-tight, scorching hot, silky-smooth perfection. Every thrust sent waves of pleasure shooting up my spine. Her bowels gripped and rippled along my entire length, massaging me relentlessly. Milk sprayed wildly from her swinging, pendulous tits, splattering the grass, her belly, and even my thighs.
 
I leaned over her powerful back, still yanking her hair, and growled right next to her ear, “This is mine now, mommy-cow. This fat ass belongs to my cock.”
 
“Yes… yes! Breed mommy’s ass!” she screamed, voice hoarse and ecstatic.
 
I fucked her like a wild animal — fast, deep, brutal strokes that made her entire curvy body shake. Her massive tits flopped and swung heavily beneath her, spraying milk in every direction. Her thick thighs trembled. Her asshole clenched and fluttered around my pistoning cock in rhythmic spasms, the heat and pressure driving me closer and closer to the edge.
 
I reached underneath her and shoved two fingers into her cum-filled cunt, curling them hard against her g-spot while my cock continued wrecking her asshole. The double penetration made Minny lose her mind.
 
She screamed in pure ecstasy — a loud, broken bovine wail that echoed across the ranch. Her whole body convulsed. Her asshole clamped down like a burning fist around my cock as she came harder than ever, powerful spasms rippling through her bowels and cunt at the same time. Hot girl-cum gushed out around my fingers, soaking my hand and her thighs.
 
The insane tightness pushed me over the edge.
 
With a deep, primal roar I buried myself as deep as possible in her ass and exploded. Massive, thick ropes of cum erupted straight into her bowels — powerful, heavy jets that flooded her guts. I kept thrusting through the orgasm, grinding deep, pumping load after load into her perfect ass until it was overflowing. Cum leaked out around my cock with every thrust, running down to mix with the mess dripping from her cunt.
 
Minny kept moaning and shaking, her asshole milking every last drop from me in greedy, rhythmic pulses. I held her hair tight and slapped her red ass one final time as the last powerful spurt shot deep inside her.
 
We stayed locked together, panting, sweating, trembling. My cock remained buried to the hilt in her cum-stuffed asshole, twitching with aftershocks. Warm milk continued to drip from her hanging breasts onto the grass. The air was thick with the heavy scent of sex, milk, sweat, and fresh cum.
 
I slowly pulled out, watching her ruined pink hole gape for a moment before slowly closing, thick white cum bubbling out and running down her thighs.
 
Minny collapsed forward into the grass with a satisfied, exhausted moo, her body still quivering.




Chapter 7: Extended Breeding Period – Ranch Life and Delicious Fluids

The days blurred into a hazy, cum-soaked paradise on Minny’s sun-drenched meadow ranch. Weeks passed in a constant cycle of hard work, raw fucking, and feeding from her body like a devoted calf. I moved into her wooden cabin completely, my research notes forgotten on the table most days while my cock stayed buried in one of her holes.
 
Every morning started the same delicious way.
 
The sun would just be rising over the meadow when Minny would pull me from the bed, her massive, leaking tits swaying heavily as she led me outside to the barn. She’d sit on a wide milking stool, lean back against a hay bale, and cradle my head to her chest like I was her baby.
 
“Time for breakfast, my sweet human calf,” she’d coo in that warm, maternal voice.
 
I’d latch onto one thick, dark nipple and suck hard. The first powerful jet of warm breastmilk exploded into my mouth — rich, creamy, faintly sweet with a grassy, almost nutty aftertaste that made my eyes roll back. I drank greedily, swallowing gulp after thick gulp while milking her other heavy tit with my hand. Warm white streams sprayed everywhere, coating my face, chest, and dripping down my stomach. The taste was addictive, thick and satisfying, filling my belly with liquid warmth that spread straight to my cock.
 
Minny would stroke my hair gently with one large hand, moaning softly as I nursed. “That’s it… drink mommy’s milk. Get nice and strong for breeding me later.”
 
By the time I switched to the second tit, my cock was rock-hard and leaking, throbbing painfully against her thick thigh. I’d often end up fucking her right there on the milking stool — bending her over it and pounding her dripping cunt from behind while milk continued to spray from her swinging breasts onto the barn floor.
 
After morning chores — feeding the herd, mending fences, hauling hay — we’d fuck again. Sometimes rough and bestial against the barn wall, me gripping her horns like handles while I railed her cunt until she mooed loud enough to scare the cattle. Other times slow and deep in the grass, her thick thighs wrapped around me as I ground every inch of my thick cock into her silky depths.
 
But the real highlight came every evening as the sun dipped low, painting the meadow in golden light.
 
Minny would take me to our favorite spot behind the cabin, a soft patch of grass near the stream. She’d stand over me, thick powerful legs spread wide, her dense orange-brown bush hovering above my face. I’d lie on my back, mouth open, cock pointing straight up and already dripping with anticipation.
 
“Thirsty, baby?” she’d ask with a filthy, loving smile.
 
I’d nod eagerly. She’d stroke my hair with one hand while relaxing her bladder. A hot, golden stream of her piss would arc down straight into my waiting mouth. It was warm, slightly sweet with a salty-tangy edge that made it strangely delicious — nothing like I’d ever tasted before. I swallowed as much as I could, the intimate, filthy liquid sliding down my throat while the rest splashed across my face, chest, and hair, soaking me completely. The scent was strong, musky, and deeply arousing.
 
I still couldn’t decide which I loved more — her warm, creamy breastmilk or her hot, golden piss. Both made my cock throb so hard it ached for hours afterward. Both marked me as hers.
 
While I drank her piss, Minny would reach down and slowly stroke my cock with her large, soft hand, milking thick beads of pre-cum from the tip. “Good boy… drink every drop from mommy. You love being my personal toilet, don’t you?”
 
I’d moan affirmatively around the stream, swallowing greedily until her flow slowed to a few final drips that I licked clean from her puffy cunt lips. Then I’d pull her down and devour her piss-soaked pussy like a starving animal, tongue-fucking her until she came all over my face.
 
Between chores and feedings, we fucked constantly. No hole was off limits. I’d take her hard against the fence after collecting eggs, slamming into her tight ass while the chickens clucked nearby. I’d wake her in the middle of the night by shoving my cock down her throat, face-fucking her until I flooded her stomach. I’d bend her over the kitchen table after dinner and breed her cunt until cum ran down her thick thighs.
 
Her body truly was my personal paradise. Those massive, constantly leaking tits. That soft, cushiony belly perfect for gripping. Those wide breeding hips and powerful thighs that could crush me while she rode me senseless. Her tight cunt that never seemed to loosen no matter how many times I stretched it, and her even tighter asshole that gripped me like a burning vice.
 
One particularly filthy afternoon, after a long morning of work, I pushed her onto her hands and knees in the middle of the meadow and used her like a breeding sow. I alternated between her cunt and ass, switching holes every few strokes, slapping her red ass and yanking her horns while she mooed and begged for more.
 
“Fill mommy up again,” she’d cry, pushing back onto my cock. “Use every hole. I’m your cumdump cow.”
 
I’d unload in whichever hole I was buried in, then make her push the cum out so I could watch it drip from her stretched openings before pushing back in and going again.
 
Evenings often ended with me nursing from her tits while she sat in my lap, my cock buried deep in her ass as she slowly rocked. I’d drink her milk in long, lazy pulls while her warm piss trickled down my balls from where her cunt rested against me. The combination of her two delicious fluids plus the vice-tight heat of her asshole was enough to make me cum untouched more than once.
 
Weeks of this constant, filthy indulgence passed. My body grew stronger from the ranch work and her nutrient-rich milk. My balls felt heavier, my loads thicker. Minny’s belly still hadn’t swelled with my child yet, but neither of us cared in the moment. We were lost in the raw, animal pleasure of her body and the constant breeding attempts.
 
Every morning her milk, every evening her piss, and all day long her cunt, ass, tits, and mouth — Minny gave me everything. And I took it all like the greedy researcher I was.
 
Her warm, maternal embrace and filthy generosity had turned me into a full-time resident of her ranch… and a full-time addict to every fluid her perfect minotauress body could offer.




Chapter 8: Discouragement and Maternal Comfort – Age-Gap Baby Roleplay

Weeks had slipped by in a warm, sticky haze of constant fucking, yet Minny’s soft belly remained stubbornly flat.
 
No swelling. No sign of life. No hybrid calf growing inside her ripe womb.
 
I sat on the edge of the wooden porch steps one quiet evening, staring at the golden meadow as the sun dipped low. My research journal lay open beside me, pages filled with detailed measurements, fluid samples, and breeding logs. But the truth stared back at me in cold ink: despite my cock matching a full-grown minotaur in both length and thickness, my seed was too weak. Too human. It wasn’t taking root inside her.
 
Crushed didn’t even begin to describe it. A heavy weight settled in my chest. All the raw, bestial breeding sessions, all the loads I’d pumped deep into her cunt and ass, and still… nothing. I felt like a failure as a researcher and as a man.
 
Minny found me there. She didn’t say anything at first. Her large, warm hands gently rested on my shoulders, then slid down my arms as she stepped behind me. The sweet, creamy scent of her constantly leaking milk reached me before her body did.
 
“Come here, my sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice soft and rich like warm honey.
 
She guided me up and turned me around. At six feet tall with her powerful, curvaceous frame, she easily pulled me against her. I buried my face between her massive, heavy breasts without resistance. They were warm, incredibly soft, and already dripping. Thin streams of milk trickled down from her thick dark nipples, soaking into my hair and running over my cheeks.
 
Minny wrapped her strong arms around me, cradling my head deep in the valley of her leaking tits. The soft, pillowy flesh completely engulfed my face, warm and comforting, the rhythmic beating of her heart steady against my ear.
 
“Shhh, my little human calf,” she cooed, her voice dripping with tender age-gap roleplay. “Mommy’s here. Everything’s alright. Let it all out for me.”
 
I shuddered. The words hit something deep inside me. Even though I was twenty-six and she was thirty-six — a fully grown minotauress and me just a young human researcher — the maternal tone melted my defenses. My throat tightened. Tears of frustration stung my eyes as I nuzzled deeper between her massive breasts, smearing warm milk across my face.
 
She rocked me gently, swaying side to side like a mother soothing her upset baby. One large hand stroked my hair while the other rubbed slow, comforting circles across my back.
 
“You’ve been working so hard, trying so much to breed Mommy,” she murmured sweetly, pressing my face firmer into her leaking cleavage. “Such a good, strong boy. But even big bull cocks sometimes need Mommy’s special help. It’s okay to feel small sometimes. Mommy loves her little calf just as he is.”
 
Warm milk dribbled steadily into my mouth as I latched instinctively onto one thick nipple. I suckled slowly, drawing long, comforting pulls of her rich, sweet breastmilk. The creamy liquid flowed over my tongue, thick and soothing, filling my belly with liquid warmth. I drank from her like a nursing baby, swallowing gulp after gulp while more milk leaked from her other nipple and ran down my neck.
 
Minny’s free hand slid down my bare chest, over my stomach, and wrapped gently around my cock. I was already half-hard from being smothered in her tits, but her touch made me swell fully in her palm. She stroked me with slow, loving motions — not rushed, not rough, just tender and caring.
 
“That’s it… let Mommy take care of you,” she whispered, kissing the top of my head. “You don’t have to be a big strong bull right now. You can just be Mommy’s sweet baby boy. Let all that worry melt away.”
 
Her hand moved with perfect, delicious rhythm. Long, slow strokes from base to tip, her thumb occasionally swirling over the sensitive head, spreading the steady flow of my pre-cum. All the while she kept rocking me, cradling my head between her massive, leaking breasts, feeding me her warm milk as I continued to nurse.
 
The combination was overwhelming — the sweet taste of her milk flooding my mouth, the soft, pillowy warmth of her tits surrounding my face, her gentle maternal voice cooing to me, and the steady, loving strokes of her large hand on my throbbing cock. My anxiety, my frustration, my sense of failure… everything began to dissolve.
 
I moaned into her breast, sucking harder. Milk sprayed lightly across my tongue with every pull. My hips started twitching, fucking slowly into her fist as pleasure built deep in my balls.
 
“Good calf… such a good boy for Mommy,” she praised softly, tightening her grip just enough. “You’re going to give Mommy a nice big load, aren’t you? All that thick, potent cum you’ve been holding back. Let it all out on Mommy’s belly.”
 
Her words, spoken in that sweet, coaxing maternal tone, pushed me over the edge.
 
Pleasure surged through me like a breaking dam. I cried out, muffled between her tits, as my cock erupted in her hand. Thick, explosive ropes of cum shot out in powerful jets, painting her soft, rounded belly in heavy white streaks. I kept cumming harder than I had in weeks — long, heavy spurts that kept flowing as she milked me through every pulse, squeezing and stroking gently until every drop had been drained onto her warm skin.
 
When it finally ended, I was trembling, limp in her embrace. Minny kept cradling me, rocking me slowly, letting me continue nursing from her breasts while my cum cooled on her belly. She hummed a soft, soothing melody, one large hand still gently petting my hair.
 
“See? Mommy’s here,” she whispered lovingly. “You’re safe. You’re wanted. And from now on, every night you spend in Mommy’s arms, you’re going to make so much strong, potent cum for me. No more anxiety. Just warmth and comfort.”
 
She was right.
 
From that evening onward, something shifted deep inside me. Every night I fell asleep safe in her massive, soft embrace — my face buried between her leaking breasts, her warm milk occasionally dripping into my mouth as I dozed, her arms wrapped protectively around me. And every single night, my body responded. My balls felt heavier, fuller. My loads became thicker, more voluminous, more potent. The maternal comfort, the age-gap roleplay, the constant loving attention from my beautiful thirty-six-year-old minotauress “mommy” had unlocked something primal in me.
 
I still wanted to breed her more than anything. But now, wrapped in her warmth every night, I no longer felt crushed by failure.
 
I felt loved. Cherished. And endlessly, deliciously aroused.
 
Minny kissed my forehead, tasting the mixture of milk and tears on my skin, and held me tighter against her cum-painted belly.
 
“My sweet little calf… Mommy will always take care of you.”




Chapter 9: Becoming the Beast – Cowgirl Breeding and Total Domination

Thanks to Minny’s warm, maternal comfort and those nightly sessions of being cradled and milked in her arms, something primal awakened inside me. The anxiety that had crushed me for weeks vanished. I woke up every morning stronger, more confident, my balls heavier and my cock thicker with renewed purpose. I was no longer just the young researcher nervously taking notes. I was becoming the beast Minny deserved.
 
That change showed immediately.
 
One bright morning I caught her bent over the wooden fence near the pasture, checking on the herd. Her short ranch skirt had ridden up, exposing her thick orange-brown bush and the glistening lips of her cunt. Without a word I stormed up behind her, yanked her skirt fully over her wide hips, and slammed my rock-hard cock balls-deep into her tight cunt in one brutal thrust.
 
“Fuck!” I snarled, gripping her horns like handles as I started rutting her like a wild animal.
 
Minny let out a loud, startled moo that quickly turned into ecstatic cries. I fucked her raw against the fence, hips slamming forward with savage force. Her massive tits swung heavily beneath her, spraying milk in wild arcs across the grass with every punishing thrust. Her silky walls clenched and fluttered around my thick shaft, but I gave her no mercy. I railed her cunt hard and deep, the wet smack-smack-smack of my hips against her cushioned ass echoing across the meadow.
 
“You’re mine, mommy-cow,” I growled, yanking her head back by the horns. “This fertile cunt belongs to me now.”
 
I pounded her until her legs shook, then pulled out, spun her around, and dropped her onto all fours in the dirt. Without pause I shoved my cock straight into her tight asshole, stretching her burning ring wide. She screamed in pleasure as I destroyed her ass with bestial strokes, balls slapping her dripping cunt, her red ass cheeks rippling from the force. Minny mooed incoherently, tongue lolling, eyes rolled back as I used her holes like a breeding sow.
 
That was only the beginning of my new dominance.
 
Later that same day, while reviewing my research scrolls in the cabin, I found the confirmation I needed. Ancient notes on minotauress physiology were clear: conception rates skyrocketed when the female was on top, actively “milking” the male in long, deep cowgirl sessions. The constant grinding, the full depth, the way her cervix kissed the head of the cock for hours — it triggered something powerful in their wombs.
 
I showed Minny the passage that night with a hungry grin.
 
“From now on, you’re going to ride me for hours every single day,” I told her, voice thick with authority. “Until your belly swells with my calf.”
 
She shivered with lust and nodded eagerly. “Yes, my strong bull… Mommy will milk you dry every day and every night.”
 
And she did.
 
The very next morning she pushed me onto my back in the soft grass behind the cabin. I lay there, cock pointing straight up like a thick pillar, veins pulsing. Minny straddled me, her six-foot curvy body towering over mine. Those massive, milk-heavy breasts swayed heavily as she positioned her dripping cunt above my cockhead and sank down in one smooth, greedy motion.
 
“Fuuuuck…” I groaned as her scorching velvet walls swallowed every inch.
 
She took me to the hilt, her thick orange-brown bush pressed against my pelvis, her soft belly resting on me. Then she began to ride.
 
Slow and deep at first, rolling her wide hips in sensual circles, grinding her cervix against my cockhead with every downward slam. Her heavy tits bounced in my face, leaking constantly. Warm streams of sweet milk sprayed across my chest, my face, and into my open mouth as she fucked me. I grabbed two handfuls of her soft titflesh and squeezed hard, forcing powerful jets of milk to hose my face while she rode faster.
 
Minny’s thick thighs flexed powerfully as she slammed down again and again. The wet, filthy sound of her soaked cunt devouring my cock filled the air — loud, rhythmic, obscene. Schlick… schlick… schlick. Her juices ran down my balls and soaked my ass crack as she milked me with perfect, breeding-focused strokes.
 
Hours passed like this.
 
She rode me through the morning, through the afternoon heat, and well into the night under the stars. I lay back and simply enjoyed the view of my beautiful, maternal minotauress wife fucking me senseless. Her orange-brown hair wild and sweaty, horns glinting in the sunlight, massive tits bouncing hypnotically, spraying milk everywhere. Her soft belly jiggled with every hard drop of her hips. Her thick, powerful thighs flexed and quivered as she impaled herself over and over.
 
“Take it all, baby,” she mooed breathlessly, leaning forward so her leaking nipples dragged across my lips. “Fill Mommy’s womb. Breed your cow.”
 
I sucked hard on her tits while she rode me, drinking her warm milk as her cunt squeezed and rippled along my entire length. When I got close, she would slow down, edging me cruelly for long minutes before slamming back down with renewed vigor.
 
By evening I had already pumped three massive loads deep into her womb, but she kept riding. My cock never fully softened inside her. She would simply grind and milk me back to full hardness, then resume the relentless cowgirl breeding.
 
All night long she fucked me. Under the moonlight, her silhouette was pure erotic perfection — thick hips slamming down, cunt swallowing my cock to the hilt, massive tits bouncing and spraying milk across my body like warm rain. I gripped her wide hips, digging my fingers into plush flesh, and thrust up to meet her, but mostly I let her do the work, savoring how completely she was devoted to milking my seed.
 
Days blended together in this new routine.
 
Every morning and every night she rode me for hours. Sometimes gentle and maternal, other times rough and bestial — bouncing so hard her ass clapped loudly against my thighs while she mooed like a beast in heat. I claimed her in every other position too: bending her over the fence and rutting her cunt raw until she screamed, then flipping her onto her back and pounding her ass until she could barely form words. But the cowgirl sessions became sacred. They were where the real breeding happened.
 
And it worked.
 
After several days of near-constant riding, I noticed the first beautiful change. Minny’s soft belly, once flat despite all our efforts, began to show the faintest swell. A gentle, rounded curve that hadn’t been there before. When she rode me now, that little bump rested warmly against my abdomen as her thick hips slammed down, taking my cock impossibly deep.
 
The sight made something feral roar inside me.
 
I grabbed her hips harder and fucked up into her with renewed bestial power, watching that tiny swell bounce as she milked me. Milk sprayed wildly from her tits, her moans grew louder and needier, and I flooded her womb with another thick, potent load while staring at the proof of our success.
 
My beautiful, maternal minotauress wife was finally carrying my child.
 
And she kept riding me just as hard, determined to make sure my seed took root even deeper.




Chapter 10: Pregnancy, Birth, and Heartbreaking Farewell

Minny’s belly swelled beautifully over the following months, growing huge and round with our hybrid child. What started as a gentle curve after those intense cowgirl breeding sessions soon became a massive, firm, drum-tight dome that dominated her already curvy frame. By the fifth month she looked gloriously pregnant — heavy, radiant, and more desirable than ever.
 
And gods, she was hornier than ever.
 
Her pregnancy only amplified her lust. Every trimester her cunt and ass grew tighter, hotter, and wetter, as if her body was desperate to keep me locked inside her. Her massive tits, already huge, ballooned even larger and gushed milk constantly in thick, sweet streams that soaked everything we touched.
 
We fucked through all of it.
 
In the first trimester I took her roughly against the barn wall almost every morning, her swollen belly pressed between us as I pounded her dripping cunt with deep, bestial strokes. She mooed loudly, legs wrapped around my waist, begging me to breed her even harder while milk sprayed from her fat nipples in powerful jets.
 
By the second trimester her belly was so big she preferred being on top. She’d ride me for hours in the soft grass, that huge round belly resting heavily on my abdomen as her thick hips slammed down. Her cunt felt impossibly tighter, the silky walls rippling and sucking around my cock with every bounce. I’d suckle from her gushing tits while she fucked me senseless, warm milk flooding my mouth as her juices ran down my balls.
 
The third trimester was the most intense. Her belly was enormous now — heavy, stretched, and beautiful. We had to be careful, but Minny’s need never faded. I’d slide into her from behind while she rested on her side, one leg lifted, burying my thick cock deep into her incredibly tight, soaking cunt. She was so wet that obscene squelching sounds accompanied every thrust. Her ass was even better — scorching hot and vice-tight, clenching rhythmically as I fucked her pregnant asshole with long, rough strokes while reaching around to rub her swollen clit.
 
I was buried inside her almost every hour of the day. Whether it was slow, sweet lovemaking in our bed with her massive belly between us, or rough, bestial rutting in the meadow where I held her horns and pounded her leaking holes until she screamed in ecstasy, I stayed close. My cock lived in her cunt or ass for most of the final months. We slept with me still inside her, my arms wrapped protectively around her huge pregnant belly.
 
The 280 days felt both eternal and far too short.
 
Then the moment came.
 
It was a warm, quiet evening when Minny’s water broke in the middle of the cabin. She gripped my hand, breathing heavily, her massive tits leaking milk in nervous streams. I stayed with her through every contraction, whispering encouragement, stroking her sweat-damp orange-brown hair, and kissing her forehead.
 
After hours of labor, our son was born.
 
Minos came into the world strong and healthy — a beautiful hybrid with tiny nubs of horns, soft orange-brown hair, and powerful little legs. He let out a strong cry as Minny held him to her chest, tears of joy streaming down her face. I cut the cord with trembling hands, overwhelmed with pride and love. Our boy was perfect.
 
But the change in Minny was immediate.
 
The wild, insatiable lust that had burned in her eyes for nearly a year vanished the moment she cradled Minos against her leaking breast. It was replaced by fierce, protective maternal instinct. Her body, still soft and curvy, suddenly felt untouchable in a sexual way. When I instinctively reached to touch her swollen, milk-heavy breast later that night, she gently but firmly moved my hand away.
 
“Not yet, my love,” she whispered, voice soft but resolute. “I’m his mother now, completely. My body is for him until he’s big enough and strong enough. I can’t be your breeding cow anymore… not for a long while.”
 
The ache hit me like a physical blow.
 
I loved her — deeply, truly. Not just her holes, but her warmth, her maternal kindness, her laughter, the way she called me her sweet calf. Yet loving her without being able to fuck her, without burying myself in her tight cunt or perfect ass, without drinking from her gushing tits while she rode me… it was too painful. The constant, throbbing need mixed with genuine love created an ache that settled heavy in my chest.
 
Minny saw it immediately. She handed our sleeping son to a soft blanket nest she had prepared, then turned to me. Her beautiful, maternal face was full of understanding as she cradled my face in her large, soft hands.
 
“I know, Dickard,” she said gently, thumbs stroking my cheeks. “I can see how much it hurts you. You’re a young, strong bull with needs that burn hot. I understand. This is the way of our kind after birth. My lust is gone for now, replaced by something deeper and protective.”
 
She leaned in and kissed me tenderly, her full bovine lips warm and loving.
 
“Go, my sweet researcher,” she whispered against my mouth. “There are so many more monster girls waiting for your cock in Lustopia. Harpies, lamias, dragon girls, wolf girls… so many holes and hearts still untouched by you. Go continue your research. Grow stronger. Have adventures.”
 
Tears stung my eyes as I pulled her into a tight embrace, careful of her still-tender body and leaking breasts. I buried my face in her neck, inhaling her familiar scent of milk, grass, and warm femininity one last time.
 
“I’ll come back,” I promised, voice thick. “I swear it. You’re my wife now, Minny. My beautiful, maternal, warm minotauress wife. This isn’t goodbye forever.”
 
She smiled softly, eyes shining. “I know, my calf. I’ll be here waiting when you’re ready. And when you return… if the timing is right, we’ll make more brothers and sisters for Minos.”
 
We kissed one final time — slow, deep, and full of bittersweet love. Her tongue slid gently against mine, tasting of sweet grass and milk. I savored every second, my hands roaming her soft curves one last time, feeling the swell of her hips and the heavy weight of her breasts.
 
Then I stepped back.
 
I packed my leather satchel with my research notes, samples of her milk, and a small lock of her orange-brown hair. My heart felt heavy, torn between the love I had found and the burning urge to continue my journey across Lustopia. Yet my cock was harder than ever, throbbing almost painfully against my trousers at the thought of new monster girls waiting to be studied, fucked, and bred.
 
I turned at the edge of the meadow ranch and looked back one last time. Minny stood in the doorway of the cabin, our son Minos in her arms, her massive pregnant-curvy body still glowing in the morning light. She raised one hand in farewell, a soft, loving smile on her beautiful face.
 
I waved back, then turned toward the dirt path leading away from the ranch.
 
My heart was heavy with love and loss.
 
But my cock was harder than it had ever been.
 
The world of Lustopia still had so many monster girls to research — so many tight cunts, hungry mouths, and fertile wombs waiting for Dickard Brieder’s thick cock and thorough inspection.
 
And one day, I would return to my warm, comforting minotauress wife.
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