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        I went to my Uncle Brook’s farm for the summer to help.

        What I didn’t expect was to become his HuCow.
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      I didn’t expect the heat to hit me so hard.

      The second I stepped out of the bus, the summer sun wrapped around me like a thick, heavy blanket. The deep south heat was intense. It wasn’t anything like what I was used to with the dry heat. No, this was oppressive and humid to the point you felt like you couldn’t breathe.

      Dust swirled around my shoes as I carried my bag and walked the five minutes it took to get to my uncle’s farmhouse. I rounded the corner, and his massive home loomed ahead, memories of when I was a child visiting my uncle’s place swirling in my mind.

      I smiled.

      I never once questioned if coming here to help Uncle Brooks was a mistake. I’d overheard my father speaking to his brother on the phone about being short of farmhands… and here I was, willing to help a family member in need.

      And then I saw him.

      My Uncle Brooks.

      He was at the end of the long gravel driveway, his clothes covered in dust and pieces of fur, his hair and shirt soaked from sweat because he’d no doubt been working the farm all day.

      He lifted a hand to his brow, wiping the sweat from it, not seeing me yet. The muscles in his arm flexed, thick and strong, catching the light in a way that made my breath catch.

      He was bigger than I remembered. Broader. So muscular. His dark hair was longer now, too, the damp strands slightly curling at his nape. And God… he now sported a beard, the kind that made him look even rougher, even older.

      Even better.

      I was ashamed to admit I’d always had a crush on Uncle Brooks, but at first, it had only been the kind that was of admiration. He’d always been so strong, always seeming to know everything. There wasn’t anything he didn’t know. 

      But the last time he’d visited, when I was twenty, something had changed in me. I noticed him in a different way.

      A way that was wrong.

      Now, three years later, he’s all I’d been thinking about. Even when I had sex with other men, all I pictured was when Uncle Brooks came to visit and I’d found him hotter than anything else in this world.

      When his head turned in my direction, his smile was instant. “Dolly.” His voice was deep carrying across the short distance, warm and gruff at the same time. 

      He started toward me, the heavy boots on his feet making the gravel crunch under his weight.

      I swallowed, clutching the strap of my bag tighter as he got closer, until I could see the sweat sliding down the ridge of his throat. He was tan from working the fields and livestock day in and day out, a stark contrast to his damp and sweat-covered white shirt.

      When I was only a couple inches before him, I inhaled deeply. The heat strengthened his scent—a combination of sweat and sun and something else that made me dizzy.

      “Look at you,” he said, wiping his hand over his face once more before reaching for my bag. “All grown up, little Dolly.”

      His fingers brushed mine, rough and warm, as he took my bag, sending a shiver up my arm. I tried to smile, but my lips felt numb.

      “Thanks for letting me come,” I said, my voice soft, almost drowned out by the cicadas screaming in the trees.

      “No, it’s all my thanks, niece, for helping your uncle on the farm.” He grinned, and it did something to me, something that had my pussy walls tightening. “You’re family darlin’. Always welcome here and not just to help.”

      Family. That word sank like a stone in my stomach, reminding me exactly why the heat pooling between my thighs was wrong. This was something I shouldn’t let myself want.

      But God…I wanted it bad.
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        * * *

      

      That first night was relaxed. Uncle Brooks made us dinner, and we drank a beer on the porch just reminiscing about everything we’d missed out on in each other’s lives over the last few years.

      Once in bed, I couldn’t sleep. I stared at the ceiling, the old quilt smelling familiar in ways I couldn’t understand.

      The window was cracked to let in the warm, country breeze, but still I felt too hot. It was late, but I could hear Uncle Brooks moving around downstairs, the heavy tread of his feet comforting because I knew he was close.

      I squeezed my eyes shut and shifted onto my side, squeezing my thighs together, trying to ignore the ache there. I was wet and had been all night since I’d sat on the porch with Uncle and gotten a little buzz off the beers. 

      My body felt too hot, too restless. I tried to remind myself who he was–who I was to him.

      … How wrong it all was.

      But every time I closed my eyes, all I could see was how good Uncle Brooks looked, how much he turned me on, and how much I wanted him.

      Out of desperation.

      And I wanted to believe that the way his eyes had lingered on me for a heartbeat too long when he thought I wasn’t looking meant more than what it probably did.

      Because, dare I say, did Uncle Brooks want me, too?
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      Uncle Brooks said he’d give me a couple days to get used to my surroundings and rest after my trip.

      When I wasn’t using my free time to explore the farm, check out all the animals, and even met some of the ranch hands, Uncle Brooks was showing me around.

      The farm was exactly as I remembered it from childhood visits—wide open spaces, the scent of animals mingling with the earth, and the distant hum of machinery. But something felt different this time. Maybe it was the way Uncle Brooks brushed his hand against my lower back as he guided me toward the barn or the way his voice dipped when he talked about the “hard work” I’d be doing.

      He introduced me to a few hands, but the men seemed eager to get back to work and not linger to talk. They also didn’t look at me, instead keeping their gazes averted as if instructed not to stare at me.

      Once we were alone again, we went to another barn, this one for the dairy cows. There were a few heifers in the stalls, and I watched as my uncle spoke softly to them, stroked their faces, and was gentle with his touches. That’s one thing I loved about Brooks. He took care of his animals and treated them with empathy and dignity. He was never cruel. Never.

      If I hadn’t known it before, I knew it now. Anyone who was kind to animals was a wonderful human. A good person.

      “At first, you’ll be helping with the cows because they are tame, and it’ll get you used to things,” he said after facing me. The smell of hay and manure hit me, warm and pungent. 

      The dim light cast shadows across the rows of stalls. The cows turned their heads to watch us, their big, dark eyes curious. Uncle Brooks stopped by one stall, leaning on the gate as he gestured inside.

      “This here’s Flower,” he said, his voice softening. “She’s the sweetest, although all of them are gentle.”

      I stepped closer, peering into the stall. Flower was a beautiful cow, her coat glossy—a sign of being well taken care of. Uncle Brooks rested his hand on the gate, his fingers thick and tanned, slightly scarred and brushing against mine. I could feel the heat radiating off him, and for a moment, I thought he might move closer to me.

      But he straightened up and curled his hand around my shoulder. “Don’t stress. You’ll get the hang of it. Milking’s not so hard once you get the hang of it.”

      I nodded, swallowing hard, my thoughts on anything but taking care of the animals.

      His hand lingered on my shoulder, squeezing gently before he let go and led me out of the barn to show me the rest of the land. But the entire time, all I could think about was how it would feel if Uncle Brooks pushed me against that barn wall and fucked me raw.
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      The mornings started early on the farm.

      The sun was barely cresting over the hills when I padded downstairs, the old wood floors creaking under my sock-covered feet. I found my uncle in the kitchen, a cup of coffee in his hand as he leaned against the counter. 

      I could tell he’d just showered. His hair was damp, and he had this clean, soapy scent surrounding him. He wore a faded T-shirt that clung to the hard lines of his chest and arms showcasing how muscular he was.

      “Thought you’d sleep in, Dolly girl,” he said, his eyes raking over me in a way that caused wet heat to instantly pool between my thighs. I picked at the oversized T-shirt I wore and scolded myself that I hadn’t dressed more modestly. 

      Hell, the shirt barely covered my ass, and to top it off, I was braless.

      Brooks’s gaze lingered, just for a second, on the swatch of thigh that the hem of the shirt covered before he cleared his throat and looked away.

      “Couldn’t sleep.” I didn’t bother admitting it was because he was all I could think about these days.

      “Gonna be a hot one today,” he said, finishing his coffee before turning to rinse his cup in the sink. “You can help me in the barn if you’re up for it.”

      I smiled and nodded. “I want to help. That’s why I’m here. I’m ready to get dirtied up.” My chest heated after I said the words but especially when there was an almost too low to hear rumble that came from him.

      He glanced back, his eyes warm, something unreadable flickering there before he nodded.

      “And dirtied up you’ll get,” Uncle Brooks said under his breath, and it heated me all over again.

      We headed outside and straight for the barn. Once inside, I took note it was hotter than the outside, the air thick with the scent of hay and animals. Dust swirled in the shafts of sunlight that streamed through the open doors.

      I stood back and stayed silent as I watched him work. Seeing my uncle lift bales of hay like they weighed nothing was an aphrodisiac like I’d never imagined. The muscles in his arms and back flexed with every movement. Sweat slicked his skin making it glisten… making me unable to look away as my pussy creamed.

      I grabbed a broom, pretending to sweep while my gaze followed him, unable to control myself. God, the way his jeans hugged his tree trunk sized muscular thighs and framed the biggest damn bulge I’d ever seen had my panties wet. For the millionth time.

      I was so horny for my uncle that even the way the veins in his forearms stood out as he tied a rope had me clenching my thighs like a damn fiend.

      It was erotic torture, and I never wanted it to end.

      At one point, he turned, catching me staring. I swore I saw his eyes darken and his jaw tighten. For a moment, the air between us felt different.

      Heavy. Charged.

      Or maybe this was all a fantasy I wanted to make a reality?

      “How’s my girl doing?” His voice was low, rough, the way it always was, but there was something else there now, something that made my stomach flip.

      My breasts felt heavy, and my nipples ached. I was a busty girl, and right now, my tits felt even more swollen under my thin T-shirt.

      I nodded, my mouth too dry to speak. I cleared my throat and finally said, “I’m fine. I’m good.”

      He didn’t say anything, but I saw the way his hands flexed and his knuckles turned white around the rope he held. And when he exhaled slowly, I swore he was trying to rein something dark in.

      I wanted to see him unravel like that rope.

      Uncle Brooks taught me how to tie knots, how to care for the heifers, and what each one preferred feed wise, and I listened intently. It was easy to hang onto his every word.

      Later, I brought him a bottle of water, holding it out with trembling fingers because I felt like I’d been edging all damn day just being in his presence.

      He reached out, his hand closed over mine as he took it, his skin damp from sweat and rough from manual labor. For a long moment, neither of us moved. His big, calloused fingers curled around mine, keeping them hostage against the condensation-covered water bottle.

      “Thank you,” he whispered, his eyes on mine, unblinking. He looked thirsty for something other than water.

      He looked… possessive.

      “You’re welcome, Uncle Brooks,” I whispered, my voice soft, hesitant, unsure if I’d even said the words aloud.

      Neither of us let go, and I felt the world tilt, the edges of everything blurring as the air between us tightened and threatened to snap.

      When he released my hand, I was surprised I didn’t crumble.

      Brooks drank deeply, the water dripping down his chin, sliding down the column of his throat, and I watched him the entire time. God, my body ached for the taboo things I wanted to do with my uncle.

      My breasts tingled, and I curled my fingers into my palm to stop myself from cupping my heavy mounds.

      I turned away, pretending to be busy, but I could feel his eyes on me. It was a physical touch, one that seemed to brand me everywhere it roamed. And I loved it.

      That night in bed, I couldn’t help myself. Kicking the sheets off my body, I slowly slid my panties down my legs, enjoying the feeling of the soft fabric brushing against my skin, imagining it was Uncle’s thick, calloused fingers touching me instead.

      I splayed my legs wide, exposing my needy pussy. Skimming my fingers down my stomach to my aching slit, I ran them over my swollen, wet lips, massaging them, teasing myself until I couldn’t wait any longer. I sought out my engorged clit, and circled it over and over again, using my juices as lube.

      I wished my uncle was her, his tongue swiping back and forth, up and down, and finally pulling my little bud into his mouth, sucking it like his life depended on it.

      Spasms spread from my cunt outwards, jerking my arms and legs and bowing my back. Copious amounts of thin, slippery fluid coasted my fingers before sliding down my crack and over my asshole.

      I laid on the wet sheets in total amazement. I just had the best orgasm of my life, and it was a daydream. About Brooks. My uncle.

      I’m so fucking screwed.
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      Over the next few days, I settled into a routine.

      I was up at dawn, fed the animals, and helped Uncle Brooks with the chores.

      But no matter where I was, Uncle Brooks was always around me, a constant presence that I welcomed.

      That I yearned for.

      The way my uncle stared at me was far longer than was appropriate. His gazed moved up and down my body in a purely sexual way. And then there was that one charged moment when he reached across me to grab something off the wall, his body pressed against my back, his heat and the scent of his clean, male sweat filling my nose.

      I swore I felt how hard he was… for me.

      Like right now, as I hand-milked Flower–getting the hang of it because sometimes the machines were down and I needed to know how to do this properly–Uncle leaned in close to show me what I was doing wrong.

      His breath was warm on my neck, and I closed my eyes, shivering at how good the sensation felt on my sweaty skin. 

      “You’re picking it up quick,” he murmured, his hands guiding mine so I was gentle with Flower. “You’ve got a natural touch.”

      I could feel his chest against my shoulder, his voice low and rough. My hands trembled, but I didn’t pull away. Instead, I leaned into him, just a little, and I swear I heard his breath catch.

      But all too soon, he pulled away, praising me for how good I was doing and how much I was a natural.

      That night–like every night–Uncle Brooks made us dinner and insisted on giving me vitamins. He said it was to make sure I wasn’t losing nutrients working the farm in this hot weather. I never questioned him.

      After dinner, we sat on the porch like we did every evening, the stars shining brightly overhead. The air was warm with a slight breeze moving tendrils of my hair around my cheeks and neck.

      Uncle Brooks drank deeply from his second beer, his boots propped up on the railing, his jeans snug on his muscular thighs. I sat beside him, our shoulders just barely a hair’s breadth away. I had never felt closer to anyone despite not even touching.

      “You’ve been such a big help, Dolly girl,” he said, his voice soft. He looked over at me and smiled. “I wasn’t sure how you’d handle it. It’s tough work, but having you here… it’s been nice.”

      My heart pounded as we stared at each other. His eyes were dark and unreadable in the moonlight.

      “I like being here,” I said honestly, my voice barely above a whisper.

      He reached out, his hand gripping mine. “You’re a good girl, you know that?”

      My breath hitched, and my pussy immediately wettened at his praise. Warmth continued to spread through me that had nothing to do with the summer heat. His fingers tightened around mine, and for a moment, I thought he might pull me closer. I wanted him too. Badly.

      But then he let go–far too soon for my liking–leaned back in his chair with a sigh, and finished his beer. “It’s getting late,” he finally said, his voice gruff like he was fighting back emotions. “You should get some sleep.”

      Sleep was the last thing on my mind, but I nodded and stood, my legs trembling and my panties already embarrassingly damp. I stood there for a moment, wanting to say something. Maybe I just wanted to come clean… finally. But the words caught in my throat, and with one more lingering look, I headed inside and to my room.

      As I did every night, I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. My skin felt too tight, my thoughts racing. I could still feel his hand on mine, the warmth of his body surrounding me, and his scent making me feel drunk.

      The way he touched me… looked at me.

      I knew deep down that something had shifted between us. Something I couldn’t ignore.

      I wasn’t ashamed to admit I touched myself nightly anymore, playing with my clit and pussy, feeling how slick I got for my uncle. I wasn’t supposed to feel this way toward him. My father was his brother. We were related. But I couldn’t help how my body reacted to Uncle Brooks.

      I fingered myself every single night to images of him touching me. I thought about him licking and touching my pussy, replacing my fingers with his mouth and tongue. God, I’d never orgasmed so hard in my life.
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      The next morning, I woke up before my alarm went off. I stood at my window and watched the sun just peeking over the horizon. I’d dreamt about my uncle sneaking into my room and fucking me until I was too sore to walk.

      I dressed quickly, my hands trembling as I pulled on my boots. Everything felt so quiet and still in the early morning hours. I’d never been a breakfast person, but Uncle Brooks insisted on having something before a long morning of chores.

      I ate two slices of toast, a few strawberries, and downed some orange juice before heading outside. The barn was quiet when I entered.

      Uncle Brooks was already there standing by Flower’s stall. He turned when he heard me approach, his gaze always so dark and intense.

      Dare I say… so possessive.

      He watched me for a moment, his gaze flicking down to my lips, then lower to my big breasts, before he turned back to Flower. Neither of us said anything as I moved to stand beside him, my heart pounding, the side of my arm barely brushing against his. My skin tingled where we touched.

      Uncle was so close, and when he shifted, moving back slightly so he was now behind me, something in the air changed. His chest pressed against my back, his breath stirring the hair at my temple. I could feel the heat radiating from him, the strength in his arms as he brought them around and gripped the stall door, caging me in.

      And then, without thinking, I leaned back into him, my body pressed against his. For a moment, the barn was completely silent except for the sound of our breathing.

      “Uncle Brooks,” I whispered, my voice trembling, excitement and this tentative feeling coursing through me because something was definitely happening here, especially when he pressed harder against me and I felt how… hard he was.

      For me.

      God… was this really happening?

      He said nothing, just held himself behind me as I felt his throbbing, hard and big cock digging into my back.

      And then, slowly, he turned me around to face him. His eyes were dark and filled with something I couldn’t quite name. He lifted his hand and reached up, brushing a strand of hair from my face, his touch so soft.

      Maybe there was a look in my eyes, this acceptance, this need, because something on his face shifted.

      “Are you sure about this?” he asked, his voice rough.

      I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest. “Yes.”

      Ever so quickly,  he slid his hand around my waist, pulling me closer. When his lips pressed to mine, they were soft but warm and insistent. This felt right. Perfect.

      I melted into him, my hands clutching at his shirt as he deepened the kiss and plunged his tongue into my mouth, fucking me there like I wanted him to do between my legs.

      It was everything I’d been imagining. Everything I’d been craving.

      And I wanted more.
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        Months later

      

      

      “Open wider, Dolly,” Uncle Brooks growled, his voice low and rough as he gripped the back of my head. 

      The months since coming to my uncle’s farm had passed in a blur. And honestly… it had been the best time of my life. I’d never felt so free and happy.

      The low growl coming from Uncle pulled me back to the moment. I tried to obey his command, but my jaw stretched painfully as he shoved his cock deeper into my throat. I gagged, trying to take as much as I could, but he was thick and long and so big.

      Tears streamed down my cheeks, and my gag reflex kicked in harder with every second that passed. The slurping and wet sounds coming from me echoed in the room. It turned me on, an auditory pleasure all on its own.

      Uncle Brooks didn’t stop. He never did during these moments together. He just pulled me back by my hair, letting me gasp for air for only a second before he growled in a primal way and shoved his cock back down my throat.

      “Good girl. My niece takes all of her uncle’s thick cock like she was made to do it.”

      The taste of him filled my mouth, salty from his pre-cum that made me hungry for a huge load shot down my throat and into my belly. I worked my lips and tongue over his dick and felt every throbbing inch of him as he used my throat like it was his personal toy. 

      I lifted my eyes to look at his face and gripped his thighs for balance, my nails digging into his bare skin as I tried to keep steady. He face-fucked me in a degrading way, using me for his own pleasure.

      And I was soaked, my pussy drenched, my juices making my inner thighs slick.

      “Jesus, Dolly girl, you look so pretty like this,” he murmured, his voice dripping with praise, his fingers tightening in my hair until the pain mixed with the ecstasy. “Gagging on my cock, taking the whole thing down your throat, and drooling all over yourself.” His whole body shivered, his words and my mouth turning him on until I knew he’d lose control soon. “You’re fucking perfect.”

      I should hate how much I loved this, on my knees and slobbering on my uncle’s massive cock. I should have fucking hated how much my body responded to everything about this. He was my uncle, my father’s brother… and somehow that all made me even more aroused.

      I closed my eyes and worked on getting him off. My pussy clenched with every thrust of his hips. My nipples ached from the minutes, hours… days and months he’d spent teasing them. 

      But I couldn’t deny how much I craved it all. I wanted my uncle’s praise. I needed it. I wanted him to tell me I was his good girl, that I sucked his dick better than anyone else.

      It was long minutes of him face fucking me before Uncle Brooks finally pulled his dick out from between my lips. I coughed and gasped as spit trailed down my chin and covered my heaving breasts. 

      My uncle stood over me, his long, hard shaft glistening with my saliva. His eyes were locked on my tits, and I watched as his dick throbbed right before me, more pre-cum slipping out of the tip.

      “It would be so fucking hot to see those big, juicy titties filled with milk, to have white beads dripping out of those succulent nipples for me.”

      I knew he turned himself on even more when he spoke such erotic things, and truth was… it did for me, too.

      Uncle Brooks shoved his cock back in my mouth and fucked me between my lips until he came. I felt the thick, hot jets of his cum slide down the back of my throat, and I greedily swallowed every drop I could.

      When he pulled out, cum dripped out the tip of him in strings, dripping onto the bedroom floor obscenely. I licked my lips, rose, and he was kissing me instantly. I wondered if he liked the flavor of his semen on my tongue?

      Although he’d already come, I knew he wasn’t done. We had a routine, one that he did every night after dinner.

      I’d be  on my knees sucking his cock. He’d come. I’d take every drop like his hungry slut, and then he’d lay me on his bed and play with my big, sensitive breasts and nipples while eating me out until I went over the edge.

      And every night after I’d taken my vitamins, we ate supper, and shared a beer on the porch.

      Then I yearned for him to take my hand and lead me to his room for dessert.
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      Uncle Brooks loved my breasts. He was obsessed.

      Now, after all his attention to them, they were full and heavy, and my nipples were constantly sensitive from his relentless attention. 

      My uncle spent hours touching them, kneading them, sucking on them  until I was a whimpering mess.

      I didn’t know how long he’d been doing it tonight, but I’d been edging for release for so long. I was crying and begging, tears streaming down my cheeks as I pleaded with him to fuck me.

      But he never did. Uncle Brooks never pushed his enormous dick into my pussy. He only used his mouth and fingers to get me off, and I loved it so much that I never questioned why he didn’t fuck me.

      “You’ve got the prettiest tits I’ve ever seen,” he whispered, his mouth wet, his breath humid and warm as it brushed along my chest. “Perfect for me to play with. Perfect for me to make you feel good.”

      He teased my nipples until they were swollen and sensitive. And I kept begging him to make me come. Uncle used his fingers, his mouth, even his teeth to nip and tug at the peaks until I was writhing beneath him. 

      “Please, Uncle Brooks,” I whimpered, my hips bucking as he moved his hand between my thighs and rubbed my clit. “Please make me come.” I tasted the saltiness of my tears as they continued to fall down my cheeks and pool in the corners of my mouth. 

      “Not yet,” he said, his voice firm. Dominating. “You’ll come when I say you can.”

      And so he kept me edging even longer, pushing me to the brink repeatedly before pulling away and leaving me desperate and shaking and crying harder than before. 

      It was torture but the best kind.

      He made me feel alive in a way nothing else ever had.

      His lips were soft at first, gentle, but then he deepened the kiss on my pussy, opening his mouth wider and plunging his tongue into my hole while he kept tweaking my nipples, stimulating them until they ached.

      “God, Dolly,” he whispered against my soaked, sensitive pussy lips, his thumbs pulling each lip apart so cool air wafted over them. “Your pussy and tits are fucking perfect. I could spend all night worshiping your entire body, and still, it wouldn’t be enough.”

      Uncle Brooks kissed back up to my breasts, taking my nipple between his lips and sucking hard. I gasped, my back arching as pleasure shot through me. 

      “Soon, these will give me what I crave. What I fucking need,” he seemed to say to himself.

      He teased me with his tongue, flicking it over the sensitive bud before biting down gently, just hard enough to make me whimper. And all the while, he cupped the mounds, my breasts overflowing obscenely in his big, calloused palms.

      He switched to the other breast, giving it the same treatment, and I could feel more of my cum leaking from my pussy with every touch.

      “Uncle Brooks,” I moaned, my hands tangling in his hair. “Please… please touch my cunt. Make me come.”

      He chuckled, the sound deep and throaty that vibrated through my whole body. He gave me what I needed and reached between my legs. His fingers brushed against my clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through me, and I cried out. 

      “That’s it, baby girl,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “Just let go for your uncle.”

      While he suckled on my nipples, Uncle Brooks worked me slowly, his fingers rubbing circles around my clit before sliding lower and teasing my pussy hole. I whimpered, my hips bucking as he pushed a thick finger inside me, curling it just right. “Yes,” I gasped, my hands gripping the sheets as he added another finger and then a third until he was stretching me so much I felt pain and pleasure and oh so full.

      Brooks kept his mouth on my breast, sucking and biting as he fingered me, and I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge. I’d been edging for so long, and I needed a few more seconds, a little more pressure…

      By the time he finally let me come, I was sobbing as relief filled me. My orgasm hit me like an anvil slammed into my body. I was a trembling mess as pleasure washed over me, and I cried out at how incredible it felt.

      My uncle kept his fingers lodged in me, thrusting them as he rolled his thumb over my swollen clit. I writhed and gasped as my orgasm just kept going on and on.

      And the whole time, he worshiped my breasts with his talented mouth, which made my pleasure skyrocket.

      After I came, he crawled onto the bed beside me and pulled me into his arms, holding me close as I caught my breath and my body slowly stopped shaking from the post-orgasmic aftermath.

      “My good, fucking girl,” he whispered, kissing the top of my head. “So perfect and mine.”

      I believed him more than anything, but at the back of my mind, I couldn’t help but wonder what he meant when he played with my breasts and said, “Soon, these will give me what I crave. What I fucking need.”
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        Weeks later

      

      

      I woke up with a dull ache in my chest, my tits heavy and sore as if they’d been pulled taut overnight. Although my uncle had brought me to orgasm last night and relentlessly paid station to my breasts, this felt… different.

      I winced as I sat up, the fabric of my nightgown brushing against my nipples, sending a shiver of discomfort down my spine. 

      I glanced down, and my breath caught—tiny wet spots stained the thin material right over my nipples.

      What the hell? I pressed a hand to my chest, feeling the warmth of my swollen breasts beneath my fingers. 

      They felt fuller, heavier, like they’d doubled in size overnight. I lifted my shirt and stared at my massive breasts, the blue veins visible under the taut skin. I squeezed a nipple gently, and a bead of witness pearled at the tip.

      Oh my God. W-What is that?

      My pulse quickened, confusion twisting with something else—something akin to confusion and realization mingling into one.

      Seeing the doctor was, of course, at the forefront of my mind, but I felt like I knew what this was. But… that made no sense.

      How could I have milk? I had never been pregnant, certainly wasn’t now, and I didn’t think women could spontaneously lactate. Could they?

      I shook my head, pushing the thought aside. I dressed quickly, trying to ignore the strange feeling of my chest or the fact I was still leaking through my shirt. I tucked tissue between my cotton bra and breasts and hoped for the best.

      After a quick breakfast, I made my way to the barn. The sun was already high, casting a golden glow over the fields. The cows were nowhere to be seen, but something else caught my eye—the milking machine in the corner. It was gleaming, fresh from the factory new, and it, strangely enough, made me stop in my tracks.

      My stomach tightened, my nipples tingling at the sight. I bit my lip, trying to ignore the heat pooling low in my belly. My thoughts were lewd and obscene.

      “Dolly,” Uncle Brooks’s voice broke through my thoughts, smooth and deep. I turned to see him walking toward me, his shirt drenched from working for hours already, no doubt.

      His muscles flexed with every step, and I didn’t miss how his eyes raked over me, lingering on my chest for longer than he ever had before.

      I felt a flush creep up my neck, and as if his attention to my chest triggered something, I knew I was leaking through my shirt once again.

      “Uncle Brooks,” I murmured, my voice shaky.

      He stopped in front of me, close enough that I could smell the earthy scent of his skin. “How are you feeling?” There was this weird tone in  his voice, this deepness that turned me on.

      I hesitated, wondering if I should bring up my concerns over what happened this morning–and still was–with my breasts. In the end, I didn’t trust anyone more than my uncle. “I… I think something is wrong. My breasts feel… weird, and their–”

      “Leaking milk?” His voice was lower than I’d ever heard it, and there was no mistaking the pleasure laced in those two words.

      He cupped my cheek, his thumb smoothing over my skin. “Come on inside. Let’s have a talk.”

      Confusion filled me, but I followed him into the farmhouse, my heart pounding in my chest when he led me to the kitchen table. 

      “Sit down, Dolly,” he said, his tone firm but gentle. I obeyed.

      He watched me for a moment before speaking. “You’ve been here a while now,” he began, his voice low. “Months.” I nodded. “And I’ve been taking care of you. Making sure you’re healthy. Strong.”

      I nodded, thinking about the meals he cooked for me and the vitamins he gave me every night. “I know. I’m grateful, Uncle Brooks.”

      His lips curved into a faint smile and took my hand, stroking my fingers. “You’re a good girl, Dolly. My good girl.”

      His praise had my pussy dripping and my breasts tingling and feeling even heavier.

      “But there’s something you need to know.” He leaned in closer, his breath warm against my skin. “Those vitamins I’ve been giving you… they’re not just vitamins. They’re medicine. Hormones. I’ve been… preparing you.”

      Everything in my body tightened, then stopped. My stomach dropped, a mix of fear and arousal swirling inside me. “W-What?” I didn’t know if I understood what he meant, but deep down, I knew. “Preparing me? For what?”

      He lifted his other hand and brushed it over my collarbone. I shivered. “For this,” he murmured, his fingers trailing down to cup one of my full breasts, squeezing gently. A gasp escaped my lips, my nipple hardening beneath his touch. I felt my shirt dampen with the warm heat of liquid leaking from my tits. “Your body’s ready, Dolly. Ready for me to milk you.”

      My mind spun, but I couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through me at his words. “Uncle Brooks⁠—”

      “Shhh,” he whispered, moving his chair so he was right next to me, so he could brush his lips against my ear. “You’re perfect. My good girl. Aren’t you?”

      I whimpered, my body betraying me as I nodded and closed my eyes.

      “I know I crossed lines. I know I should have talked to you about what I was giving you, what those vitamins were.” He kept his hand on my breast and kneaded the mound. “But we’ve already crossed so many lines, baby girl. And I couldn’t bear it if you were too confused about what I wanted.”

      “Yes… yes, Uncle Brooks.” I opened my eyes and stared at him, letting–hoping–he saw I wanted this. Did I pretend to know anything about what… this was? Did I act like I was familiar with the desires he had? No, but I wanted to experience everything with him.

      He smiled, his hands moving to grip the bottom of my T-shirt, his movements slow as he undressed me and removed my bra, exposing my swollen breasts. They swayed slightly once freed, the weight of them pulling my nipples taut.

      He leaned back, staring at them. “So big and full,” he groaned. “Look at that milk dripping from these big, red nipples.” He didn’t waste a second as he leaned in, his mouth closing around one and sucking hard.

      A moan tore from my throat as warmth spread through me, centering right in my cunt. The longer he sucked, the more my milk flowed freely into his mouth, that pressure easing as he suckled me. He groaned, his hands gripping my hips, lifting me and then pulling me closer so I sat on his lap.

      “So fucking sweet,” he murmured when he broke away, his tongue flicking against my nipple, lapping up the beads of milk that came out.

      He switched to the other breast, sucking with the same intensity, his hands kneading my flesh. I was on fire, every nerve in my body burning with pleasure.

      “Uncle Brooks, please…” I begged, my voice breaking.

      He pulled back, his eyes dark with desire. “You want more, sweetheart?”

      I nodded, desperate.

      We moved until we stopped in front of the brand new milking machine, and I realized he must have expected I was ready for it because it was all set up.

      “Uncle–”

      “Shhh,” he said, my breath hitching as he guided me to the stool and positioned me in front of the machine.

      “This is what I’ve prepped you for, baby. For us to find mutual pleasure in this,” he whispered, his hands working to attach the suction cups to my nipples.

      When he turned it on, I gasped as they latched on and the suction started. The machine pulled at the peaks with a soft,  steady rhythm. The sensation was overwhelming,  my breasts painfully tingling as a rush of milk spilled out of me and flowed into the tubes. My nipples were obscenely long, visible in the clear tubing, all red and swollen and pouring out milk.

      Uncle Brooks watched me, his gaze locked on my tits with every pull of the machine. “Look at you,” he said, his voice thick with arousal. “So perfect. So fucking beautiful.” He pulled his cock out, the length thick and long and leaking pre-cum. He started jerking off as he watched the machine suck the milk out my nipples.

      I couldn’t lie. The sensation in my breasts and the sight of my uncle masturbating while watching me turned me on. I moaned and started rocking my hips against the stool as pleasure coursed through me. “Uncle Brooks… I need you…”

      He stepped closer, his fingers wrapped around his girthy cock. “You need me to finally fuck you, Dolly? To fill up your pussy as your tits get drained?”

      I closed my eyes and moaned, nodding before whispering, “Yes.” I gasped as the words fell from my lips, my body trembling, wanting to be filled by Uncle Brooks’s huge dick.

      “Soon, baby. Let me watch your milkers getting drained a bit longer, and then I’ll fuck my good girl raw.”

      This was wrong, but God, did it feel good.
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      I didn’t think I’d ever been as aroused as I was right now.

      My hands gripped the edges of the milking machine, my back arching as Uncle Brooks turned up the suction, intensifying it, pulling every drop from my breasts. 

      His hands moved behind me, keeping me attached to the machine while positioning me so I was now on my hands and knees. The hay was soft beneath my knees, my big breasts swaying beneath me as they continued to get suckled on.

      He gripped my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he positioned himself behind me. I glanced over my shoulder to see his shirt gone and his thick shaft aimed right at my cunt.

      He was enormous, his shaft thick and veiny, the tip already slick with pre-cum. I gasped, my heart pounding as I felt the hard, hot crown of his cock pressing against my pussy hole.

      My cunt clenched in anticipation, my body aching for him.

      “You’re going to take all of me, Dolly,” he growled, his voice low and rough. He gripped my waist so tight I knew I’d feel his fingers on me days later, bruises from his fierce hold a delightful reminder.

      Uncle Brooks didn’t wait for a response. He thrust into me with a single, brutal stroke. I cried out, my body rocking forward from the motion. I felt my pussy stretching to accommodate him. I wasn’t a virgin, but it had been a while since I’d had sex, and my uncle’s cock was huge.

      The pain mingled with pleasure in a way that made my head spin coupled with the milking machine still sucking me, heightening my desire.

      He filled me completely. I glanced over my shoulder, panting, seeing the tension in him. The way his muscles contracted as he held himself back was an erotic turn on, and his taboo desire for me was clear in the strain of his body. 

      He was holding himself back. I didn’t want him to. I wanted him to be raw and wild.

      Untamed.

      “Relax, Dolly,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. But before I could respond, he pulled out, ran his tongue from my clit to my asshole, and shoved back in, the head of his cock stretching me wide. I cried out, pain and pleasure mingling in a sharp, electric wave as he claimed his niece. 

      Uncle Brooks was relentless, pressing his hips forward until he was buried to the hilt repeatedly. “God, you’re tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he stilled inside me, giving me a moment to adjust. “So hot and wet for your uncle. My beautiful girl.” 

      It was ecstasy, Uncle finally fucking me and my tits gloriously pumped and squeezed by the milking machine.

      But I could feel the tension in him, the way his cock throbbed inside of me like he was desperate to come but edging himself for his pleasure and mine. 

      He leaned down, his lips brushing against my ear. “You feel so good,” he whispered, his breath hot against my skin. “The best I’ve ever fucking had.” Reaching around, he grabbed one of my tits and kneaded the flesh. Hard. I looked down and saw a gush of milk fill the clear pumping tube.

      Unable to hold back, I moaned loudly, the sight so erotic that I felt a rush of my cum flood around my uncle’s dick in my cunt and drip out my hole. I had never been so turned on in my life.

      Then Uncle Brooks moved again, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but with each passing second, he pistoned harder and faster, seeking his orgasm.

      “You’re mine now,” he growled. “Completely mine. I won’t let you go. I won’t ever let anyone else have you.”

      The sound of the milking machine suctioning in intervals was an auditory orgasm on its own.

      I was going to come just from that and the fantastic fucking I was getting.

      I gripped the machine even tighter, my breasts swaying with every movement, milk still shooting out from my nipples.

      “You feel so good,” he murmured again, his voice thick with lust. “Your cunt… it’s perfect. Just like I imagined.”

      “Come for me, Dolly,” he demanded, his thrusts growing harder, faster. He stretched his arm out and cranked the machine up another notch, the suction harder, more powerful. It stimulated me in ways I didn’t know possible.

      And then I came.

      My orgasm crashed over me. My pussy clenched around his cock in a series of powerful spasms. He groaned, his hips slamming into mine as he followed me over the edge, his dick pulsing inside me as he filled me with his cum.

      I felt the thick, hot ropes fill me before squirting out the sides of where he penetrated me as if his load was so hefty my body couldn’t contain it all.

      When we both came down from our orgasmic high, I was trembling. Uncle Brooks pulled his dick out of me, my pussy juices and his cum leaked out of me and dribbled down my thighs. He whispered praises into my ear, and I smiled, feeling loved more than anything.

      Uncle Brooks kissed the top of my head then carefully removed the suction cups from my breasts, the cold air tingling against my sensitive nipples. Ever so gently, he bent his head and kissed each peak and licked away the residual milk. Then he leaned up, his lips brushing against mine in a kiss that was both sweet and possessive.

      Before I could stand, Uncle Brooks scooped me in his arms and carried me out of the barn, right into the house, and into the shower.

      There, he bathed me carefully, washed my hair, and was so very gentle with my sensitive breasts. We had chores to do, animals to take care of, and a farm to run, but right now, for this brief moment in time… it was about us.
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      The morning sun filtered through the thin curtains of Uncle Brooks’s bedroom, casting a warm glow across the room. 

      This was my home now. I had no intention of going back to my old life, not when I was so deeply in love with my uncle.

      I stirred awake, the familiar ache in my breasts pulling me from sleep. They were heavy, swollen, and tender. Although it was highly uncomfortable, I couldn’t help but smile.

      I shifted, feeling the dampness where my nipples had rubbed against and leaked milk onto my nightgown. 

      I felt my cheeks heat as I gently touched the soft mounds. They were full like this every morning, the weight of them comforting and strange all at once.

      Usually, my uncle was right there, helping to relieve the ache by suckling my breasts, drawing the milk from them and taking heavy gulps. But I was alone in the room this morning and got up to go search for him.

      It had been months since I’d arrived, and the farm felt like home in a way I hadn’t expected. In all honesty, it felt more like home than… home.

      We worked side by side during the day, tending to the animals and the land, and spent our evenings together lost in pleasure and orgasms.

      I slipped into the bathroom and peeled off my nightgown, the fabric clinging slightly to my damp skin. My reflection stared back at me in the mirror, my breasts round and full, my nipples dark and stiff with tiny beads of milk clinging to my skin.

      I traced my fingers lightly over the areola; the touch sending a shiver through me. These were his now just as much as the rest of me was. The thought made my stomach tighten and my pussy grow wet. Unable to resist, I swiped a finger over one of my nipples and scooped up the milk onto the tip then sucked it into my mouth.

      A groan passed between my lips while my cunt pulsed and moistened just from the small taste. I really wanted to milk my breast with one hand and fuck myself with the other, but I was on a mission. I needed to find my man. My Uncle Brooks.

      I dressed quickly, pulling on a loose t-shirt and a pair of shorts, not bothering with a bra because he’d be draining my breasts before any actual work would be done.

      The ache in my breasts was getting harder to ignore, the pressure building as I made my way downstairs, each step bouncing my tits, causing beads of milk to leak from my nipples. I stepped on the landing and let the scent of coffee and bacon greet me. Uncle Brooks was already in the kitchen, shirtless and holding a cup of coffee.

      His broad shoulders flexed as he turned, and our gazes locked, his eyes lowering to note my heaving tits and the wet circles over my nipples because I was so full. 

      “Morning, baby girl,” he said, his voice low and gravelly, sending a thrill through me. His dark eyes lingering on my chest. “Mmm,” he hummed. “You’re leaking for me.”

      “I know,” I murmured, stepping closer to him. “They’re sore. Help ease me, Uncle Brooks.”

      His gaze was intense as he reached out to cup one of my breasts through the fabric. His hand was big and warm, and the touch sent a jolt of heat straight to my pussy.

      “I’ll take care of you,” he said, his voice thick with arousal, his cock straining against the material of his pants.

      When he wanted milk, mine was the only one he drank now, and the thought made me needy. It was intimate and primal.

      I knew the routine. He’d ease my tits first then take me out to the machines. That’s where he really got off on it all. And I did, too.

      I leaned against the counter and let him push my shirt up. He was on my breast seconds later, his lips latched around my areola and nipple as he sucked. His auctions were fierce, and I moaned, my pussy creaming as he slid a hand between my thighs and rubbed me through my shorts.

      I felt my milk letdown, a tingling and almost uncomfortable sensation, but he kept drinking from my breast and rubbing my pussy that it all morphed into pleasure.

      When he drained both breasts enough, they didn’t hurt so badly. He pulled back, and I looked down to see my nipples elongated, wet, and a deeper red color from the suction of his mouth. It was obscene and made my pussy clench.

      He took my hand and led me to the barn.

      The milking machine was already set up, the familiar hum of it filling the air. My nipples tingled at the sight, the anticipation twisting low in my belly.

      “Sit,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. I obeyed, settling onto the stool he’d positioned in front of the machine, now eye-level with his raging hard-on that tented his pants. Wasting no time, Uncle toed his boots off and kicked his pants and boxers off, standing in front of me totally naked.

      I was already removing my shirt and setting it aside, the cool air hitting my exposed breasts. His breath hitched, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight of them—swollen, leaking, and entirely his.

      “Perfect,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. He knelt and leaned in, his lips brushing against the curve of my breast before his mouth closed over one nipple. 

      I gasped, my hands tangling in his hair as he suckled deeply, the pull sending a sharp jolt of pleasure and more relief through me.

      

      I smoothed my hands down his back and grabbed the muscular globes of his ass, massaging them, squeezing them. Caught up the sensation of Uncle Brooks drinking from my breast, I let go of one of his ass cheeks and cupped my other engorged breast. Pinching my nipple with my thumb and forefinger.

      

      I milked myself, coating my fingers until they were dripping with the sticky, sweet fluid. I ran my hand back down through Uncle’s crack, circling a milky fingertip around his tight hole. Pressing in with a firm but gentle touch, I slipped it through the ring of muscle and wiggled it around, causing my uncle to momentarily stop his sucking.

      

      Then I proceeded to pump my digit back and forth into his asshole, fucking him with my milk-coated finger, his ass trying to suck it deeper and deeper inside.  A long, tortured moan vibrated around my tit followed by a hard bite to my sensitive, rock-hard nipple.

      

      Uncle Brooks jumped into overdrive and drank greedily and roughly from me, his lips and tongue working my nipple until I was a trembling mess. I felt milk spilling down my chest and trail to my stomach.

      

      When he released my tit and pulled back, my finger popped from his asshole. He groaned, “Delicious, you naughty, naughty girl.”

      

      I had little time to catch my breath before he was attaching the suction cup to my tit, the cold silicone making me shiver before the machine started up. The rhythmic pull started instantly, coaxing milk from my breast.

      He repeated the process on the other side.

      As the machine worked, Uncle Brooks stood, his gaze fixed on me, his cock straining. His shirtless chest glistened with sweat, his muscles taut as he watched me feed the machine.

      There was something in his eyes—something dark, possessive, and utterly consuming. And it was all for me.

      “You’re mine, Dolly,” he said, his voice low and gravelly, the words sending a shiver down my spine. “Completely mine. I love you.”

      I felt warmth spread through me. “Yes. Yes, I am, Uncle Brooks.” And I was. “I love you, too.”

      And I did. Every part of me did completely and forever.

      

      
        
        The End.
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