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Chapter 1

Lucy couldn’t wait a second longer. She threw her shoes off without unlacing them and left her coat on the floor, undressing as she hurried toward her laptop. Getting her pants off brought the greatest relief. Despite the little size that she was packing, it still hurt like hell sitting with that boner all day with no way to take the edge off.

She tried not to think about it, but with not one, not two, but three coworkers sporting milkers nearly the size of her head, it was impossible to calm down. At least she hadn’t opened any tabs she shouldn’t have at work or snuck off to the restroom for relief. She’d already lost one job like that, and she wasn’t about to lose another. She was twenty years old already—adults weren’t supposed to watch futa porn at work and masturbate non-stop.

But now, having been a good dickgirl all day, she finally earned her release. In the safety of her cramped apartment, with her clothes scattered across the floor, with nothing but a thin white shirt over her meager breasts and panties stretched over her stiff little dick, Lucy let the glow of the monitor wash across her face. Her cock twitched reflexively in anticipation before the first video even loaded.

She didn’t even bother closing the tabs she used last night. She had grown out of that nonsense a long time ago. Why bother closing them when she’d just open them up again not even a day later? And despite what the size of her dick might have implied, her appetites were massive.

“Oooohn, harder!!” the woman on the monitor cried as she got railed by two giant cocks in her ass and pussy while stroking her own massive dick just moments away from climax—the last video Lucy had used earlier that morning for a quick wank before rushing to work. Lucy couldn’t even imagine surviving a whole day in the office without that.

Those stupid cows! she cursed her coworkers as she yanked her panties down and wrapped her hand around her dick. It’s not enough that you have giant tits—you also have to flaunt them in outfits two sizes too small?

With her aching dick in her hand, eyes glued to the screen, Lucy switched tabs from one big-tit futa to another.

In one video a thick redhead stroked her cock over a kneeling slut’s face, aiming it into her wide-open mouth while the kneeling futanari stroked her own cock, tongue hanging out in anticipation of her yummy reward. Both of them eclipsed Lucy’s little dick, and both their tits dwarfed the sad little mounds she had.

The kneeling futa had barely finished swallowing when Lucy clicked to the next video, where a dark-skinned futa stroked her giant cock to climax, splashing her jizz all over her sloppy tits. The pearly stains gleamed against her dark skin.

“Ahn,” Lucy whimpered, envious of the size of those assets while she herself had barely anything to stroke. She could have just used that one video and taken it slow, but she had waited too long to limit herself like that. She wasn’t nearly close enough. She needed more. Her brain demanded more.

The futa’s cock was still leaking its last drops when Lucy switched to another tab, where a hung futa bent over a horny slut and fucked her wide ass raw, both their tits flopping wildly as they moaned in ecstasy.

“Ohhh,” Lucy groaned, leaning in closer to the screen, captivated by the sight while she stroked her dick beneath the table. The fucked woman reminded Lucy of one of her coworkers, making it all too easy for her to imagine herself plowing those big-tit sluts one after another—fucking them in their sloppy pussies, fucking them in the ass, using them wherever and however she pleased—and them saying thank you for the privilege.

Lucy squeezed her small breasts, closing her eyes to better see her coworkers’ faces in her mind, while the moans from the videos grew increasingly depraved. She stroked herself harder as she so clearly saw her coworkers moaning like stupid sluts as she made them climax over and over—until she finally came all over their faces, marking them as forever hers in glorious revenge.

But even through that fantasy, Lucy was all too painfully aware of the true reason for her anger. As she squeezed her chest, her heart ached at how little flesh filled her hand, how badly she wished she had tits as big as her head—just like theirs.

She wanted to grow a rack so huge it could never be ignored. She wanted to make some other futa jealous. But unlike her own little dick, that jealous futa would have a gigantic megacock to revenge-fuck her silly, to make her cum her heart out until she passed out from orgasms in a puddle of their cum.

“Hhhhhuuuhhh~” Lucy whimpered, too weak to even support her head as her approaching orgasm sapped her strength. She slumped against the table, lost in a haze of pleasure, half-watching as the autoplay rolled into something new—something even kinkier.

“Eh?” Lucy’s dazed eyes blinked a little wider when she saw a futa with tits bigger than she’d ever imagined. The blonde sat naked on scattered hay in what looked like a shabby barn stall, rough wooden boards at her back. Her rack was so huge that she easily sucked at her own nipples, white streams already spilling down those giant hills of soft flesh.

At first Lucy thought that the futa had already orgasmed, but the giant cock in her hand was still as hard as an iron pole. And what a cock it was! How come some get to have it all? Lucy’s chest hurt with envy, even as her arousal spiked higher while she watched the blonde slurp greedily at the white liquid flowing from her tits.

Milk! Lucy finally realized. The futa’s tits were swollen with it—they would not stop leaking, and she would not stop drinking even as it overflowed from her plump, sticky lips. Lucy stared entranced, her own stroking unconsciously syncing to the rhythm of the lactating futa’s hand. Every drop trickling down those milky breasts made Lucy lick her lips as she imagined that milk upon her tongue.

She could almost taste that rich, sweet white bounty. She could almost feel those erect nipples brushing against her mouth. And when the futa’s twelve-inch cock throbbed and pulsed in her grip, Lucy’s own dick throbbed and pulsed helplessly too, until—

“Ahhh!” she cried out in ecstasy, climax ripping through her. Her dick erupted, unleashing a jet of cum splattering against her small tits just like the futa showered herself with thick loads.

Rope after rope, the blonde futa splashed cum across her massive breasts, letting her cock milk mix with breast milk as she lapped it up—while all Lucy could do was salivate and lick the cum from her hand— what little cum she had—wishing she too could shower herself in gigantic loads, wishing her tits were so big they’d too start leaking milk.

“Haaah…” Lucy breathed deeply as she licked the last of her salty drops, eyes fixed on the show of the futa lapping up her own milky juices. She slowly felt her arousal stir again—something Lucy had never felt so quickly before, not while her dick was still dripping.

Maybe one more, she thought—just as the video abruptly ended and an ad began playing instead.

[Jealous of giant cocks?
Dream of tits that gush by the gallon?
Wish no more. Sign up today for your chance to join our one-of-a-kind Enhancement Program.

Say goodbye to your pencil dick. Burn those padded bras. If you’re not sporting a twelve-inch cock and triple-H milkers by the end of the first day… then you must’ve walked into the wrong barn. But don’t worry—our top futa handlers will track you down and personally milk you dry until you get there.

Instant results.
Daily growth guaranteed.
Endless leaks, endless orgasms.

Don’t wait—spots are limited!
Become the dripping, moaning milk goddess you always knew you could be.]

A chance to win… Enhancement program…? Yeah, right! Lucy scoffed, shaking her head at the preposterous idea. Yet that did not stop her imagining herself as that futa she just wanked off to—tits bigger than her head, cock thicker than her arm, moaning and leaking with every breath. And as her unbearably tiny shaft throbbed in answer, she clicked the link and signed up all the same.

Lucy’s true shock came when she received an answer only two days later— two days in which her browsing history filled with more milk than a dairy supplier’s catalog. She had watched every single video from that company she could find: big-cocked women lactating, cockless women lactating, girls drinking from one another’s tits… And now, holding a letter from that company in her hands, claiming she qualified…

Lucy shook her head. Again, she dismissed the idea as some sort of scam. It had to be a scam… Didn’t it? Which was precisely why she immediately packed her bag and showed up at the stated address with plenty of time to spare—to prove that it was nothing but a filthy lie.




Chapter 2

After hours on the bus, Lucy finally stepped down at a lonely stop. There was nothing around her but farmland—rolling fields of green, distant barns, and the flat stretch of road shimmering toward the setting sun. The place looked like it hadn’t seen a crowd in years.

Lucy didn’t think much of the fact that the address had led her to a rural farm.

“I suppose if such a procedure were real, they’d want to do it somewhere private,” she reasoned, tightening her grip on her bag as she started down the dirt path beside a long wooden fence.

A solitary truck rattled down the road, the only break in the stillness. Lucy’s steps slowed as it drew near, gravel crunching beneath heavy tires. She turned her head—and her eyes snagged on the logo plastered across the driver’s door: BIG MILK, painted in bold, unapologetic letters. She froze, pulse quickening, as if the universe itself had just given her a sign.

The cab window rolled down, and a woman leaned out, eyes sweeping over her.

“Lucy Vaccaro?” the woman called.

Lucy’s throat caught. “Y-Yes,” she managed, nodding quickly.

“The invitation did say to wait at the bus stop, didn’t it?” the woman asked with a smile.

“A-Ah, I’m sorry.” Lucy fumbled for the invitation in her bag, suddenly remembering that it did say that.

“Never mind that now,” the woman chuckled, swinging open the passenger door. “Come on—get in, unless you want to stretch your legs for a couple of hours before your big debut.”

“Oh, thank you,” Lucy said, grateful her mistake was overlooked. She climbed into the truck without a second thought.

“Call me Megan,” the woman introduced herself with a smile and an offered handshake.

“Lucy Vaccaro.” Lucy accepted and said her name, even though Megan clearly already knew it.

“Alright, buckle up.” The truck pulled away.

“I’ll be taking care of you during your stay with us,” Megan explained as they drove through the countryside. “So if you need anything, just let me know.”

“Right,” Lucy nodded.

Lucy let her gaze wander up and down Megan’s body: a woman in her late twenties, trucker’s hat on her head, buttoned shirt in a checkered pattern, seatbelt pressed between her big jugs. Certainly impressive—but not on the level of the “blessed” women in the videos Lucy drained herself to.

“I’m the handler, not the talent,” the woman reminded, as if she’d plucked the thought straight out of Lucy’s head. Only then did Lucy realize how blatantly she’d been staring. Heat rushed to her cheeks, and she ducked her head, folding into herself with eyes fixed on her knuckles pressed together in her lap.

After a few long, heavy seconds of silence, Megan spoke up, brushing past Lucy’s awkwardness. “Do you have any questions while we drive?”

“Erm…” Lucy hesitated, unsure what to ask. Either all of it was true or it wasn’t. She’d already signed up. She was already here. Starting an interrogation now felt… “How many ‘enhancement procedures’ have you done so far?” she asked at last.

“Me personally? This is going to be my first as a fully promoted handler,” Megan laughed. “So, you might not be the only nervous one.”

“Is that so…”

“But don’t worry—I’ve been a part of several flawless procedures as an assistant. I’ll have you know I’m pretty reliable!” Megan flexed her arm in a reassuring trust me way.

Lucy’s glances at Megan drifted downward, catching on a package that easily dwarfed her own just by bulging against the woman’s jeans. Her cheeks flamed, and she instantly sank down, resuming the study of her knuckles.

“Tough crowd,” Megan said with a dry laugh, mistaking Lucy’s reaction for lack of trust. “Don’t worry—we’re fully staffed this time of year, and everyone here is extremely talented. You’re in good hands. Oh, and for the record, our organization has done nineteen procedures so far—all successful, all with raving reviews. You’ll be our twentieth, a nice round number to cap off the season.”

“Ah… just like my age,” Lucy mumbled.

“Must be fate,” Megan joked, while Lucy couldn’t help but start to wonder if there was something to this “fate” thing.

“And you’ve done all twenty procedures for free?”

“Yep!” Megan said with pride.

“But how can you afford all this?”

“It’s our director’s pet project,” Megan explained. “She’s got more money to burn than you or I could earn in a lifetime. Speaking of which, there are ways you could earn money here too—but that’s a conversation for another time. More importantly, how did you end up in my truck?”

“Eh?” Lucy blinked

“How long have you been interested in milk?”

“I-It’s not that I’m interested in milk.”

“Really? Then why are you here?”

“Well…” Lucy faltered. She didn’t even know where to begin. And so—“I don’t even know where to begin. But… I mean… do you even need to ask? Just looking at me…” She patted the flat spot where she wished her bountiful bosom would be, yet there was barely anything to cup. “Even compared to you…”

“Even?” Megan raised an eyebrow.

“N-nono, you have absolutely wonderful, big, beautiful breasts—any woman would kill for them! I’m sure they look even better beneath that shirt,” Lucy blurted, words spilling over one another.

“Is that a proposal?” Megan laughed.

“W-what? If only!” Lucy went increasingly redder. “I mean, compared to a flat plank of wood like me, with a dick so small it might as well be a clit… compared to yours—ah, forget everything I said!” She hid her face in her hands.

“I see. Life must’ve been tough for you up until now,” Megan said, gaze softening as she looked ahead. “As far as the physical goes, you can count on us,” she added reassuringly as the truck slowed.

By the time Lucy lifted her eyes, the gates were already swinging open. They rolled through beneath the bold BIG MILK logo painted across the arch and into the farm.

Only then did she notice they weren’t on a dirt lane anymore but a clean, paved farm road that forked between low buildings. Stadium-bright floodlights on tall masts erased the twilight, bleaching the yard to noon and throwing knife-clean shadows under every tank and truck.

On her left rose a row of stainless-steel cisterns the height of houses, their curved sides gleaming under the artificial glare; milk trucks idled beneath them with hoses snaking into polished ports. On her right, neat stacks of hay bales made walls taller than a person. Farther in, two wide barns sat with their doors thrown open, the steady throb of generators rolling out to meet her ears.

As the truck slowed, Lucy caught sight of cables snaking across the pavement toward a small outdoor set where lights and backdrops stood ready. A woman in cargo shorts jogged past with a camera slung in one hand and audio gear rattling in a hard case in the other. Beyond the set, a glass-fronted building gleamed like a clinic, its clean lines glaring under the floods. Three women in white lab coats stood outside conferring—then broke off, turning as the truck rolled in.

“Look who I brought!” Megan called, bright with triumph.

“About time. I thought you managed to get lost,” said one of the lab-coat women, her mouth pulled into a dissatisfied line. Behind her glasses, sharp eyes glinted beneath long green hair that spilled over her shoulders. She rested one hand on her hip, the other clutching her notepad.

“Oh, come on, Tabitha, it was just that one time!” Megan frowned. “Won’t you let it go already? You’re making me look bad in front of my new prospect.”

“I’m sure you’ll manage that just fine on your own,” Tabitha stated flatly before she walked over to the passenger side, pulled the door open, and flashed Lucy a warm smile completely at odds with the earlier look she gave to Megan. “Welcome, Lucy Vaccaro.”

“Thank you for having me,” Lucy said, climbing out of the truck.

“Please give your belongings to this lovely gentleman,” Tabitha gestured to the shadow looming behind her. “He’ll take them to your room.”

Lucy squeaked as the dark figure stepped into the light. A bull of a man who towered over everyone present—muscles stacked on top of muscles, shoulders so broad that Lucy struggled to imagine him fitting through a normal doorway. Her gaze dropped, and she nearly lost her breath when she saw the bulge stretching his pants, thick as her leg and hanging all the way down to his knee.

“I-I can manage myself,” Lucy stammered with a nervous smile, eyes glued to the dirt beneath her shoes. She dared not look directly at the shirtless mountain of flesh—or at the tree-trunk cock he carried. For some reason her heartbeat spiked, and a certain feminine ache stirred low in her belly.

“I’m afraid I must insist,” Tabitha said a little more firmly. “We’re already seven minutes behind schedule because of Megan.”

“Oh, that’s some cow dung!” Megan protested. “You’re just trying to sabotage my first solo handling job!”

“I’m trying to salvage it,” Tabitha replied coolly, not even glancing at her, while she nudged Lucy toward the only man in sight.

“Erm…” Lucy’s pulse thudded faster with every step closer to the living statue before her. The closer she got to him, the more impossible he seemed—perfectly sculpted abs, as if chiseled from white marble by an ancient Greek master. His chest rose and fell with steady, controlled breaths, a torso so huge she thought he could probably bench press the truck she’d arrived in.

Why is he the only one not wearing a shirt? Lucy feigned disapproval, though her eyes betrayed her. You’re gonna poke someone’s eye out with those nipples!

And as much as his abs looked hard enough to grind meat on, there was another slab of meat she dared not glance at any closer, even as it tormented her mind. She could swear she smelled him—raw, heavy testosterone in the air—and it made her lightheaded. A ridiculous thought whispered through her mind: that she might end up pregnant just from staring at this creature too long.

“T-Thank you!” Lucy finally blurted, thrusting her bag into his hands just so she could finally retreat before his very presence got her pregnant.

He said nothing as he took it. Their hands brushed for a moment—long enough to make Lucy’s pussy moisten and her dick stiffen all at once. She yanked her hand back, hugging it to her chest as she stumbled a few quick steps away.

The heat of his palm still burned against her skin. Such a giant hand, she thought, breathing hard as she clutched her feminine fingers and imagining those massive hands roaming all over her. She couldn’t stop watching him as he turned away, his wide, powerful back shifting under smooth skin. She imagined herself pinned beneath him, her embrace laughably small against a torso so vast she could never hope to span it.

Behind her, Megan and Tabitha exchanged a knowing grin.

“I’m glad you’re in the mood for some action, but try not to get distracted too soon,” Tabitha said, adjusting her glasses. “Today is about your enhancement—not getting bred by giant hunks.”

Lucy flushed scarlet, steam nearly ready to hiss from her ears.

“Don’t be so hard on her,” Megan said brightly, wrapping an arm around Lucy. “It’s healthy for a female to have thoughts like that now and then. In fact, it will most certainly come in handy very soon.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Lucy mumbled, hanging her head low.

For all her life she’d been attracted to big-breasted women—and big-breasted, hung futas. But ever since she’d watched that video two days ago, Lucy couldn’t help but feel her imagination was exploding into places she had never expected.

“Well, anyway, just follow me.” Megan’s cheerful voice cut through Lucy’s thoughts as she guided her down a lit pathway, still hugging her close, with a small entourage of women in lab coats trailing close behind.

It was impossible not to notice Megan’s breasts pressing against her as they walked. Impossible not to notice how Megan kept her just half a step ahead, angling her body as she hugged Lucy’s arm until it slipped into heaven on earth—snuggled right between those plush, buoyant breasts, held there just like the truck’s seatbelt had.

Lucy tried to ignore it at first. She even succeeded for a couple of seconds. But her willpower could only last so long. There was a reason she’d been drawn to giant, succulent, proudly formed breasts for as long as she could remember. She wanted to be her arm. She wanted to sink into those breasts, bury her face in them, bury her whole self in them, make love to them, fuck them, have them all to herself. Have them herself.

Ahh… just cock is not enough after all, Lucy realized hazily, her brain coming off the testosterone-oozing manflesh and instead sinking back into the soft, swaying promise of the female form.

“And here we are.” Megan’s excited voice snapped Lucy out of her daydreaming fantasies. She blinked up and nearly stumbled. Huge wooden gates loomed in front of her, close enough to touch, and she was shocked she hadn’t even noticed approaching them. The building towered above, dark and weathered, with a pointed roof and crossbeams.

“Wait… isn’t this… just a barn?” Lucy muttered, squinting at the barn-like façade.

“What else?” Megan grinned, as if any other option would be absurd. “Where else would you expect such a milky enhancement to take place?”

“I… suppose…” Lucy mumbled, though she wasn’t supposing anything. Her thoughts reeled. The very first video she’d seen from this company—yes, it must have been shot in a building just like this one. In fact, looking back on it, probably every single video had been. Yet knowing that didn’t help her make sense of it now. She’d signed up for a cock and breast enhancement procedure. She wanted them gigantic. And they seemed to have some lab people already prepared for her. But why in the world would the first building they brought her to be a barn?




Chapter 3

Walking inside, Lucy’s eyes darted back and forth. Nothing resembled a clinic. No sterile tables or tools, no gleaming surgical lights, no machinery humming. Nothing that would indicate this was some high-tech or even low-tech facility for enhancement procedures. Even the illumination was warm, golden, almost cozy.

Wide plank floors stretched beneath her feet, worn smooth by years of use. Rafters loomed thick with shadow. The dusty scent of hay and timber clung to the air. On either side ran open stalls with empty troughs and water pumps still in place. Bales of straw were stacked to the ceiling. It was unmistakably a barn.

Yet something was wrong. No cattle lowed. No chickens clucked. The cavernous space echoed with emptiness—no life at all, except for the warm press of Megan’s body against hers and the quiet shuffle of the group behind.

“Not what you expected?” Megan teased, her grin widening as she caught Lucy’s bewildered look.

“I’m not even sure what I was expecting,” Lucy muttered. And yet… the place felt eerily familiar. As her eyes landed on a crew setting up cameras and lights, all doubt vanished from her mind. This wasn’t just a barn. It was the barn. Exactly the one in the videos she’d been jerking off to for the last two days and nights.

“Oh, take it easy for a bit,” Megan chuckled. “I promise you’re going to enjoy this a lot more than you think. Want anything? A snack? Water? Juice? Maybe…” She leaned closer, voice dropping to a playful purr. “…some milk?”

Lucy turned, startled. A pair of lab-coated assistants had already set up a small refreshment table. Another woman arrived with a tray stacked with cookies, juice bottles, and a tall glass of milk that caught the light like cream.

“Some water… maybe,” Lucy said, though her eyes betrayed her, fixed on the milk.

“It’s fresh, I guarantee it,” Megan grinned, already curling her fingers around the glass. “I personally collected it this morning.”

“You what—” Lucy began, but her confusion was cut short as Tabitha stepped briskly forward, clipboard in hand.

“Alright, alright, let’s move this along.” Tabitha produced a pen and a several-page contract, pressing it into Lucy’s hands.

“What is this?” Lucy asked, flipping the first page.

“Exactly what you think,” Tabitha replied, cool and matter-of-fact. “Although we went over everything in the email, and you agreed to the terms when you signed up, Legal still requires us to go through this boring stuff and for you to sign in person. That you willingly consent to the enhancement procedure. That you understand the process will be recorded, but those recordings can be destroyed if you later request it. And that you acknowledge that someone will always be watching you during the procedure to ensure the procedure is proceeding smoothly and to help you with anything, should you wish it. Fulfilling that role today will be our newest full-time handler, Megan.”

“A pleasure to work with you!” Megan grinned, waving like they were old friends.

“Alright,” Lucy nodded, and her shoulders relaxed. Oddly enough, it was reassuring to see how seriously they cared for her well-being. And when she imagined those same people watching her while her tits and cock grew… even though shame clearly burned her cheeks, something low in her belly grew hotter as she imagined herself on-screen, lost in pleasure just like in those videos—watched by horny, jealous futas exactly like her.

“Among other things,” Tabitha continued, “the enhancements are reversible if they fail to meet your expectations—”

“Though that is yet to happen nineteen times in a row,” Megan interrupted cheerfully.

Tabitha’s eyebrow twitched, but she pressed on. “Should you change your mind mid-procedure, you can call for Megan, and she will immediately interrupt—”

“Though that is yet to happen nineteen times in a row,” Megan added again, her grin turning lewd.

Without looking up, Tabitha gave Megan’s giant tits a casual smack, her lips pressed thin while her tone stayed perfectly steady. “What’s most important is your genuine wish for these enhancements to succeed.”

“Eh?” Lucy raised her eyes from the papers. She remembered skimming something like that in the application, but she’d assumed it was just marketing fluff. Though back then she also hadn’t taken any of this seriously. “Are you saying there’s a chance it won’t work?”

“What she’s saying,” Megan cut in, “is that if your heart truly longs for tits bigger than mine and a cock as long as Bob’s back there, then you’ll have no trouble.”

“It does!” Lucy declared as she signed with a steady hand. “If there’s one thing I’m sure of in this world, it’s that I’m done with a pencil dick and a plank for a chest. If I don’t get breasts bigger than yours, I’m demanding a refund.”

“That’s the spirit!” Megan laughed, smacking her square between the shoulder blades. The blow knocked the breath out of her—and the pen and papers right out of her hands, though Tabitha caught them without effort.

“Here you go,” Megan said quickly, pressing a glass of milk into Lucy’s hands while Tabitha checked the contract.

Lucy hesitated a heartbeat before taking the glass. I guess I might as well—if it’s milky tits I want, she reasoned, and took a sip. Then another. The milk was warm and velvety, slipping down as if her throat had been waiting for it. Each swallow left her lighter, calmer, as though it eased more than thirst.

“Everything’s in order,” Tabitha said, adjusting her glasses and tucking the contract away. “Let’s begin. Strip.”

“Pardon?” Lucy blinked, nearly dropping the glass.

“Did you think such a procedure would be conducted with you remaining fully clothed?” Tabitha asked, adjusting her glasses again.

“I guess not…” Lucy muttered, tugging at her blouse.

“Your enhanced assets would tear your clothes apart anyway,” Megan added. “It was one of the reasons we reminded you to take something more accommodating. Or are you into having your chest and dick squeezed until the blood flow cuts off?”

“No, thank you!” Lucy blurted, shoving the empty glass back at Megan. She absolutely did not want to be squeezed to such an extent. Although—when she glanced down at the empty space before her, which she hoped would soon be filled with her new big breasts—she had to admit that maybe being squeezed a little wouldn’t be too bad…

“Well, whether you want to be squeezed or not, those clothes have to go,” Megan said, while Lucy’s mind fondled her future tits.

“Of course…” Lucy sighed as she returned to her present, breastless reality. She glanced at the people present—Megan, Tabitha, and at least four other women in lab coats, three more in production gear. Even a casual look made it clear they were all waiting on her.

Well, Lucy, you did sign up for this, she reminded herself as her fingers hesitated at the first button. They’re all here to make your wish come true—completely for free, by the way! And it’s not like you have much to show, anyway—

Her fingers froze. It was only then she realized: not a single woman in the barn, lab coat or not, had a rack below a D-cup, while she didn’t dare call her meager bumps even an A. And when it came to cocks… a few stolen glances at their trousers were more than enough to confirm prominent bulges. Meanwhile, her dick wasn’t visible even through her tight jeans.

“Hey, ladies, let’s clear the barn out for a moment, eh?” Megan suddenly called.

“Megan, what is the meaning of this?” Tabitha protested.

“Oh, come on—can’t you see she’s self-conscious?” Megan asked.

“So? We have a job to do!” Tabitha insisted.

“Bah, the two of us are more than enough!” Megan waved her off. “And as handler, I am technically in charge, aren’t I?”

“Technically,” Tabitha said, emphasizing the word. But, after a moment of reluctant pondering, she turned and gestured the others toward the doors.

“Thank you,” Lucy whispered to Megan while she slowly moved behind her.

“No problem,” Megan grinned, patting her shoulder. Her hand lingered—then slid lower.

!? Lucy jolted as the light caress sent tingles down her spine. Before she knew it, Megan had both hands on her, caressing slowly, those big palms gliding over her back, down to her waist, around to her belly.




Chapter 4

“Hnnh,” Lucy couldn’t help but let out a whimper as the gentle massage played with the line between her blouse and belted jeans, teasing at drifting lower but never quite descending, only leaving her wanting for more.

Megan moved slowly right from the start. Then slower still. Yet her touch was so good that in mere seconds Lucy was already craving for Megan to unleash herself upon her body.

“You’ll have to forgive Tabitha,” Megan whispered at her ear while gently working at the buckle of Lucy’s narrow belt. “She’s great when it comes to the technical stuff, but her social skills… well, let’s just say she’s been single for quite some time.”

“How dare—!” Tabitha almost screamed, but Megan only pressed a finger to her lips in a classic, silent shhh gesture, keeping her quiet until Tabitha realized what Megan was doing.

“You wanted her to undress, and that’s fine,” Megan went on, her fingers drifting to the lowest button of Lucy’s blouse just above the belt. “But no need to make such an important moment so crude or sterile.”

Her voice dropped to a whisper as she unbuttoned Lucy’s jeans, parting them just enough to catch the pink of her panties.

“Ahn!” Lucy’s whole body trembled in Megan’s arms when the very tips of those fingers slid across the rim of her panties, grazing the soft, cleanly shaven skin of her lower belly—so close to where the fabric tented over her tiny bulge.

“Haaah…” Lucy’s heart raced as she gave in completely to Megan’s touch. Her little cock hardened, stretching her panties tighter, making them press deeper into the damp heat of her pussy lips as both her sexes now ached to be touched.

But Megan denied her, tormenting her by refusing to slip even an inch below her panty line. Instead, her hands drifted back upward, converging on the lowest button of Lucy’s blouse.

“P-Please…” Lucy whimpered when she realized that Megan had no intention of satisfying her quickly.

Megan glanced toward Tabitha, who tapped her foot impatiently and checked her watch.

“You’re not in a hurry, are you?” Megan teased Lucy, though the barb was clearly aimed at Tabitha.

“I… I’m not…” Lucy moaned. She wanted to be touched there, but it felt so good everywhere else that the only thing she truly wanted was for Megan’s touch to never cease. “Take your… time…” she breathed as her body pressed closer against Megan all on its own.

“Such a cute girl,” Megan murmured as she undid the first button of Lucy’s blouse and slipped her fingers through the unbuttoned gap, brushing Lucy’s skin directly.

“Ooohh!” Lucy flinched from the sudden touch reflexively, but only a moment later she breathed and leaned forward, pressing into Megan’s fingers, inviting them further, begging them to play with her more. Those fingers soon circled lazily around her belly button, taunting her like predators circling their prey. But just as Lucy braced herself to be devoured by this animal, Megan withdrew again, instead toying with her over the fabric.

“Still so many buttons left,” Megan laughed softly, and Lucy’s core melted at the sound.

Megan’s fingers didn’t simply undo the buttons as they traveled upward. They traced every line of Lucy’s petite frame, following each rib through the blouse, drawing out every shiver. Slowly, unbearably slowly, they rose toward her chest.

There was a moment until just now when Lucy dreaded it—dreaded the humiliation of Megan finding nothing to touch, of Tabitha laughing. Why wouldn’t they? Both women had breasts so full, so heavy—especially Megan’s. Lucy could feel their weight so clearly as she pressed back against them, nipples hard and insistent through the fabric.

But by now, her desperation for that touch drowned the fear. With her pussy and cock ignored, her nipples throbbed for Megan’s skilled fingers so sharply that Lucy had no doubt Megan could make her cum just from playing with her meager breasts alone.

She writhed in Megan’s arms, torn between pressing back harder to be closer to her, to feel the squeeze of Megan’s heavy tits against her spine, or pushing forward to beg her hands higher, beg her to fondle her breasts and give her that mythical nipple orgasm she only ever read about. She ended up trying to do both as she writhed and squirmed, melting in her arms, trapped between Megan’s breasts, her breath, her crotch.

“My my, how eagerly your hips are moving,” Megan whispered, her hands now brushing just beneath Lucy’s chest.

“Ah!” Lucy gasped when she realized how wildly she’d been grinding, rubbing herself shamelessly against Megan’s giant bulge like some needy bitch in heat. And worst of all—she didn’t stop even as she realized it. She’s not stopping me! Lucy realized. And if I’m not stopping… I might as well…

And just as she embraced her own grinding against Megan’s cock to tease it to hardness, to entice it toward her hips and what lay between them, Megan pinched her nipples.

“HH-hyiii~!?” Lucy arched like a bow, her ass pressing back against that hard futa cock while her nipples screamed in bliss beneath Megan’s fingers. With every fiber of her being, she thanked the heavens she hadn’t worn a bra that day—each throb carried straight through the thin blouse, every spark of pain-pleasure making her whine.

After all the teasing that had unraveled her, that sharp, sweet-sweet agony awakened something deeper within her. Something she’d been afraid to admit or show until now.

“Pinch me more!” Lucy cried out as she grabbed Megan’s hands and shoved them against her chest, grinding her small breasts into those big palms while her hips bucked with fervent need. She’s hard—I can feel it! Lucy kept her eyes shut, focusing only on the heavy cock straining behind her as she raised her ass higher, angling for it against her pussy. Her own dick already stood stiff and straining—laughably small by comparison, but aching all the same.

“Hnaah, more!!” Lucy cried out again as she clawed at her blouse and tore it open, ripping the last buttons free before grabbing Megan’s hands and dragging them directly against her bare flesh. Her panties were so damp she was sure the wetness had seeped all the way through her jeans.

“I’m sorry they’re so small,” Lucy moaned, pressing Megan’s hands harder into her chest, begging her to abuse her breasts and nipples even more.

“They’re going to be a lot bigger real soon,” Megan whispered.

“Even bigger than yours?” Lucy gasped, ripping what remained of her blouse from her shoulders, desperate to feel Megan’s stiff nipples grind against her naked back.

“Even bigger than mine,” Megan promised softly—then bit into Lucy’s ear. The jolt almost made Lucy cum on the spot. She pressed her hips against Megan’s bulge, wild with the need to be stuffed and pounded.

“Wouldn’t it feel better if you didn’t have your pants on?” Megan teased. “I’d do it myself, but my hands are a little busy.”

Lucy didn’t hesitate. She grabbed at her jeans and yanked them down to her knees in one go. Fear of being seen, shame for her tiny dick—none of that mattered now. All that mattered was more of Megan. Only then did Lucy realize just how soaked she truly was: her panties clung wet to her jeans and peeled down with them, leaving her completely bare from the knees up.

In less than a second she was free. But even a second was too long to be parted from Megan’s body. Now she could reward herself by rubbing her dripping pussy directly against Megan’s swollen bulge.

If only she’d take her pants off too, Lucy wished, her hands drifting lower, toward Megan’s thing—but she didn’t dare touch without permission. All she could do was play with her own body, her fingers inching toward her bouncing little cock that throbbed for relief nearly as much as her pussy did.

“No touching yourself,” Megan whispered, and Lucy’s hands instantly froze.

She almost surprised herself at how quickly she obeyed. But if her handler commanded it, there was no choice but to obey.

There’s a reason I mentioned that giving in to healthy female urges would come in handy,” Megan said with a sly grin, her hot breath and sultry voice raising the tiny hairs at the back of Lucy’s neck.

Lucy wasn’t sure she understood Megan’s meaning, but she didn’t care. Healthy urges, unhealthy urges—all that mattered was that every cell in her body screamed to be used like a bitch in heat. And if she wasn’t allowed to satisfy her urges herself, the hunger only grew worse by the second.

I’m not allowed to touch myself… but if she lets me grind against her… Lucy thought she found a loophole in Megan’s command, and she began rubbing harder—clutching Megan’s hands to tempt them into using her tiny tits like handles to fuck her at any time she desired. All the while, she pressed her back into Megan’s breasts and her pussy against that thick cock. One way or another, she was getting off tonight.

“My breasts or my cock—which do you want more?” Megan asked.

“Both!” Lucy replied instantly.

“What an honest answer,” Megan chuckled at her need.

Lucy no longer cared if she was being laughed at. Laugh at me, shame me, degrade me—just please fuck me! she begged silently, grinding her pussy against Megan’s cock, her clit-dick throbbing for even the smallest touch.

“How about this—if you strip completely, I’ll let you suck on my breasts, and then we’ll see where we go from there,” Megan proposed.

“Suck!!” The word reverberated through Lucy’s skull, four letters crashing again and again until they were all she could think.

She bent over to yank her jeans off, hopping on one leg in her rush, too impatient to even undo her shoes. The fabric caught on a heel or a sock, but she only pulled harder—her little cock bouncing, pussy dripping—until she slipped on the puddle of her own making and went sprawling to the floor.

“Ahn!” Lucy cried out in bliss as a bead of precum spurted from her aching cock. She was so starved for sensation that even the pain of the fall felt like pleasure. But not even that delayed her frantic undressing.

Suck… suck… suck… her brain kept chanting. And her body obeyed. Her desire to suck smarted her up, and she finally tore her shoes off, freeing herself from jeans and socks, stripping one step closer to the promise of sucking on Megan’s tits.

She crawled forward on all fours across the barn’s smooth plank floor, eyes blazing with hunger as she pulled herself closer to Megan.

“Suck,” she mumbled, staring up at Megan’s breasts. Megan had promised just the breasts first—but she’d also hinted at more. Lucy just had to obey, and the rest would come. She knew it. Though at this point, it didn’t matter if it was tits, cock, or even Megan’s toes—so long as she got to suck, that was all that mattered.

“Sure, let’s go somewhere comfy,” Megan said, opening the wooden gate of an empty stall and stepping inside, watching Lucy crawl after her. Once in, Megan sank down into a thick bed of hay spread like a giant nest, lounging as if it were a cushioned sofa.

As Lucy followed on all fours, her heart lurched at how impossibly comfy Megan looked in that fresh hay. She lay back as though she belonged there—commanding, casual, irresistible. Lucy practically salivated as her eyes locked on her handler’s hands, rising to her shirt and undoing the buttons one by one.

Slowly. Agonizingly slowly. But that only let Lucy crawl closer… and closer… and closer—until her nose nearly brushed Megan’s fingers as she watched them move, captivated by the sight, lost to the sucking thoughts inside her head.

Everything else around them dissolved. In Lucy’s world, there was only Megan, the hay beneath them, and those heavy tits she was dying to taste.

Only three buttons remained. Three tiny fastenings held back the avalanche of Megan’s breasts, straining at the task, compared to Lucy’s own blouse, where one lazy button could’ve gone missing and no one would notice. Megan’s fingers hovered on the next when they suddenly paused.

“Hmmmm~~!” Lucy let out such a needy whimper that she almost noticed it herself. For a heartbeat, she regained awareness of her own body—hips shaking, pussy dripping, moaning, and drooling for Megan’s tits like a complete slut. But then the button popped free, and even that small semblance of awareness vanished.

“Ohhh.” The gasp tore out of her chest as if she’d just shoved her eight-inch dildo straight up her ass. And yet her ass was still so woefully empty. All it took was the spill of soft underboob, swelling out beneath Megan’s shirt, to drive her wild. Some rational part of her knew her reaction was insane. But all she cared about was that those tits were one step closer to her mouth.

She could almost lick them. The skin looked so soft to touch, to caress, to bury her face in. She wanted to lick it now. She wanted to taste while she waited for her permission to suck.

“Not yet,” Megan murmured softly yet firmly.

Lucy startled as she realized that her saliva-drenched tongue was already out, inches from contact, and she snapped it back into her thirsting mouth. But as obedient as she was, the anticipation was killing her. She writhed in place, thighs slick, rubbing them together, giving herself the barest scraps of stimulation while Megan moved so agonizingly slowly on to the second button.

“You want a piece of that too?” Megan asked suddenly, glancing over Lucy’s shoulder at Tabitha, who stood behind her, staring at Lucy’s shaking, needy ass.

The words didn’t even register in Lucy’s head. The question wasn’t for her, so her brain erased it as useless noise. She didn’t even notice Tabitha’s presence. But Megan did—and she noticed the prominent bulge straining against the woman’s lab coat, even if Tabitha did not deign to answer and simply continued to watch from the stall’s open gate.

Meanwhile, Megan almost undid that second button, but then stopped at the last second.

“Want to do it yourself?” she asked.

“Mhm!!” Lucy moaned, unable to form words from sheer excitement. She lunged with her hands toward the buttons, but Megan raised a single finger. Lucy froze instantly.

“I’ll allow you,” Megan said, her voice sweet yet sharp, “but on two conditions. One—you do not touch my nipples until both buttons are undone. Two—you may only use your lips and tongue. Agree, and begin.”

Lucy nodded eagerly in agreement and leapt forward. She wrapped her lips around the button without a moment’s hesitation, lips fumbling, tongue probing with frantic hunger. Only then did she realize: she might’ve signed up for more than her mouth could handle.

The buttons were tiny, slippery, and with one of those three buttons already undone, Megan’s shirt pulled even tighter across the rest. The remaining pair strained the fabric so hard they were practically welded shut, making them even harder to budge with only tongue and lips.

“Hhhnnhh—hhhmf!” Lucy whimpered as she worked her tongue, writhing and squirming, but all she managed to do was drool all over Megan’s shirt like an animal. Saliva streamed down her chin, soaking the fabric and slicking the buttons until they were slippery as glass.

Soon Megan’s shirt was drenched with Lucy’s saliva, clinging to her body and turning translucent. Lucy’s prize loomed inches from her face—those hard nipples pressing against the soaked fabric. She could almost touch them with her nose, but she had to be careful not to. She wasn’t allowed.

All she could do was keep trying as she moaned and whimpered in frustration, her pussy leaking and her dick throbbing from how badly she wanted something, anything. Drooling, leaking, weeping—her face was already a ruined wet mess, her body aching to be fucked, her soul despairing.

No, don’t give up! Lucy told herself. They’re testing me. If I give up now, how can I possibly ask for anything? I want giant tits! I want a huge cock! I have to do this! For tits! For cock!

As if possessed by some other, more competent dickgirl, Lucy tightened her lips around the button and coiled her tongue around it, finding just the right angle to push through and—

Plop

The tension snapped loose, and Megan’s giant breasts spilled free, tumbling in a glorious tit drop as Lucy’s eyes locked onto her two prizes—the tantalizing nipples that pulled her gaze like bullseyes.

“Ahn!” Lucy moaned as she lunged for those nipples, mouth open—then barely stopped herself, remembering her handler’s crystal-clear command. She was not to touch those nipples until she undid both buttons. And there was one still holding on for dear life across Megan’s glorious peaks.

So that’s my true test, Lucy realized. To hold myself back, to test my will, to finish my task even with the promise of milky tits right there for the sucking.

Steeling her heart for the final challenge, she dragged her chin past the luscious peaks she ached to devour and wrapped her lips around her last obstacle.

“Good job,” Megan said softly, just as the final button slipped free.




Chapter 5

“Ahn!?” Lucy moaned in surprise. She couldn’t even tell why she succeeded so easily—almost as if it wasn’t the button that was her true test at all. And with Megan’s shirt falling open, folding at her sides beneath the glory of her massive breasts, Lucy could hardly believe it was real. She looked up, saw Megan’s kind smile and permissive nod—and her heart skipped a beat. She nearly came on the spot as she buried her face between those tits.

“Haahn, a thirsting one. Lucky me,” Megan chuckled, resting her hand on Lucy’s head, encouraging her to keep going.

And go she did.

Lucy was insatiable. She licked, she bit, she squeezed. She drooled, she moaned, she choked. Nothing was enough.

“Phuuah~!” Lucy gasped and moaned, trembling in blissful ecstasy as she smothered herself in the heavenly softness of giant futa tits—her face buried in one side, her tongue circling the stiff nipple like it was a clit.

“See?” Megan turned to Tabitha with a grin. “All you ever do is berate me, yet look how she melts—so eager, so happy to obey. If I left this to you…”

Tabitha sighed. Reluctantly, she said, “I’ll admit… you might just not be the complete failure of a handler I feared.”

“Thank you.” Megan’s grin widened, a flicker of wicked pleasure in her eyes—like she was getting off on Tabitha’s reluctant concession almost as much as on the slobbering of a needy girl at her chest. But a sharp bite on her nipple pulled her attention back down. “Would you like a drink with that?” she asked.

“Mhmm.” The sound left Lucy as both a moan and a yes, given without even a thought to what Megan meant. It didn’t matter. If Megan offered, she accepted. That was all there was to it.

Megan gave a silent motion. Tabitha stepped away to the side table and soon came back with a filled glass, circling around the naked, tit-worshiping girl to hand Megan what she’d asked for. Megan lifted the glass, holding it just above her breasts.

“Drink up,” she said softly, tipping the glass and letting the warm milk flow.

“Mmmhm!?” Lucy moaned as the first trickle touched her lips. Even now, she hadn’t noticed Tabitha’s movement, hadn’t seen the glass—even when it was in Megan’s hands mere inches away from her head. But the instant she tasted that warm, white richness for the second time, she parted her lips and slurped greedily before even a drop could escape.

Megan made sure to keep the pour slow, letting the milk splash across her soft valleys, running in rivulets down her tits in all directions. And Lucy showed her gratitude by catching everything she could—licking, sucking, opening her mouth wide to catch the curved streams, slurping it down as eagerly as she did her own cum in her countless lonely sessions.

Soon Lucy caught up to the source of the stream, catching the trickling milk at the very point it splashed onto Megan’s breast. Megan smiled, slowly tilting the glass forward, guiding the stream.

It splattered across Lucy’s face—she licked what she could, smeared the rest with her fingers, and sucked them clean. But then she backed away slightly, letting the stream splash across Megan’s breasts once more. Her craving to lap it up directly from the flesh itself had grown too strong to ignore. And before long, that stream trailed directly onto Megan’s hard nipple—just as Megan had planned, and just as Lucy had silently begged for.

Lucy closed her eyes in bliss as she latched on, drinking straight from the nipple and imagining it was Megan’s own milk she tasted. Her cock throbbed, swollen and aching on the verge of releasing sticky white milk of its own.

Her milk-slurping ecstasy seemed to last forever, yet at the same time it was maddeningly brief as the stream dwindled. Her suckling grew frantic, as if her milk-craving brain hoped she could coax more straight from the source if she just tried hard enough.

“Do you want to drink milk from someplace else?” Megan asked, as though she could feel how hard Lucy’s cock pulsed for release.

“Yes!!” Lucy gasped, swallowing the last drops, her voice breaking with raw hope that Megan meant exactly what she thought.

“Then get to work,” Megan told her with a mischievous grin while passing the empty glass for Tabitha to refill.

“Don’t get too full of yourself,” Tabitha muttered, though she did what was expected of her and stepped out of the stall to refill the glass.

Unlike Tabitha, Lucy had no qualms about Megan’s commanding nature. The only thing on her mind was to fill her mouth and stomach to the brim with Megan. Without waiting for explicit instruction, she went straight to Megan’s pants, doing exactly what she knew was expected of her—taking the solitary button that separated her from her prize into her mouth and swiftly dealing with that lowly obstacle.

“Oh, she’s learning fast,” Megan said as she watched Lucy unbutton her pants in a matter of seconds. “I told you, Tabitha—I had a feeling about this one.”

“Let’s not celebrate prematurely,” Tabitha replied as she came back into Lucy’s stall with the full glass of warm milk.

“You wouldn’t be saying that if you were looking at her from my angle,” Megan murmured, watching Lucy set her throbbing futa cock free without using her hands.

After dealing with the button with nothing but her lips and tongue, undoing the zipper was laughably easy. Each inch Lucy lowered it released a stronger whiff of true cock. And once she pulled the zipper all the way down, a fat, hard piece of meat sprang free and slapped across her face as it rose to full, glorious prominence.

“OOoohhh…” Lucy trembled all over from the mere sight of it. Years of endless loops of fantasizing and masturbating—jerking her tiny dick while dreaming of owning a giant, throbbing twelve-inch cock to fuck with and be fucked by—and now it was right here in front of her face, in front of her lips, right under her nose.

She got a little lightheaded as the smell of cock truly hit her brain. She feared she’d cum just from touching it, and that fear was exactly what made her part her lips and grace her tongue by letting it brush this majestic thing.

“Hhhhh…” Lucy trembled again as her hips squirmed and a pleasurable tingling shot up her body from her leaking little dick.

She knew she was leaking—leaking from that tiny cock that looked smaller than her pinky compared to the veiny colossus in front of her face. She was leaking just from the smell of cock, while this glorious futa could probably fuck her stupid for hours before she let a single drop escape. And Lucy wanted to prove herself worthy of being fucked stupid by this cock.

She licked up the shaft, inch after inch, rising along its length toward the tip like scaling a skyscraper. She giggled as she reveled in the sheer size of it. She wondered if she’d fit even a third in her mouth. Within seconds she doubted she could manage even a fifth. And just as the crown appeared before her eyes and her tongue dared pass its outer rim, a single sublime drop splashed across her tongue.

Milk!! Lucy’s brain cried out, like she’d been thirsting a month in the desert. Suck milk! her mind commanded, and Lucy obeyed. Parting her lips and angling her head, she enveloped the crown and let the splashing milk flow into her mouth as Megan poured it from the heavens, feeding her her favorite meal.

Where she belongs

“Make sure to suck properly if you want more milk,” Megan said, ceasing the stream.

Suck!! Lucy’s brain repeated as she opened wide and drove her mouth down on that throbbing shaft.

“GHhuu~~” Her body convulsed as she gagged on the girth that far surpassed any dildo she’d ever trained with. But if she wanted to taste that milk again she had to suck—Megan had told her so explicitly.

Stupid! Lucy berated herself. She didn’t have to tell you! It should have been obvious! Of course you have to suck properly if you want milk to come out! The fact that you have to be reminded of something so basic is exactly why your own tits and dick are so puny! Why would they ever grow to glorious, milky proportions if you don’t suck like you were born to do!?

Those reprimanding thoughts were what helped Lucy push through the choking gags of her untrained throat and keep down the contents of her stomach as she dove down again and again.

Don’t you dare let a single drop out! she told herself. She so graciously gave you that milk and let you swallow it without permission. If you ungratefully and unsightly expel it back up, she’ll kick you out of here, and you’ll return to your tit-less, dick-less life where you belong! So suck it up and suck some more!!

“KHhhuuhhk!” Lucy spasmed again but swallowed deeper nonetheless, tears streaming down her face as she took that thick cock-log as far into her mouth as she could, pushing it against her clamping throat in an effort to force it deeper.

If you can’t take it deeper, then you’d better hold it there until you pass out! Lucy commanded herself, her head spinning, stars and sparkling drops of milk dancing before her eyes—until she could hold no more and her body forced her to rise for air.

“PHUUAAAH~~!!” Lucy gasped, sucking in breath and catching a rain of milk alongside the sweet oxygen.

“Mhilkh!” she moaned feverishly through bubbles of spit and milk forming at her lips as she caught the flow at the tip of Megan’s cock and drank it down as her just reward.

“Ahh, now do you believe me, Tabi?” Megan asked before another moan escaped her own delighted lips.

“You may have been right,” Tabitha muttered as she took notes in her notebook, surprise glinting behind her glasses. “She does indeed have potential to be a worthy addition to our stock.”

Potential! Lucy’s brain zoned in on that one word. They said I have potential!! Lucy went all tingly in her tits and dick from that praise as she licked the milk from her lips and bent forward to prove her potential even more.

“She certainly is working hard for it,” Megan said, handing Tabitha the empty glass before reclining lazily in the hay to enjoy Lucy’s efforts. “However, something isn’t quite right with this picture.”

Not right!? A cold fear shot through Lucy’s body. What is she talking about? How did I fail her? Panic surged through her as she sucked harder, desperate to fix whatever mistake she hadn’t even seen.

“I see what you mean,” Tabitha said when she returned.

Those words cut straight through Lucy’s heart, quadrupling her fear and driving her into a feverish frenzy to prove her worth.

“Then it’s decided,” Megan said as she shifted her weight and slowly began to rise.

No!! Lucy’s heart screamed—her mouth too stuffed to speak. She felt the shift the moment it happened, and even with Megan’s cock still deep in her mouth, Lucy was powerless to do anything about her deepest fear.

Megan was standing. She’s had enough. I’m not good enough. I’m not worthy of milk, of tits, of cock. She’s getting up and walking away. Why didn’t I suck harder? Why couldn’t I get it down my throat like a proper milk slut!?

Lucy almost wept when Megan’s cock withdrew from her trembling lips as the handler stood fully upright. Left powerless on all fours, Lucy once again felt the vast gulf between them—the godlike futa with tits, cock, and confidence that could rival the heavens, and her pathetic self, still flat-chested and unworthy of even meager B-cups.

But as she hung her head, shattered, hair falling over her face, a single realization broke through the stormclouds of her despair—Megan’s feet remained in front of her. She hadn’t walked away.

Could it be!? Lucy’s head snapped up, eyes wide, and she saw Megan’s pleased smile—and that glorious cock, still thick, still hard as ever, still pointed straight down at her.

“This position suits someone like you much better,” Megan said as she tipped the glass in her hand. A second later, warm milk poured across her thick cock and splashed directly onto Lucy’s stunned, enraptured face.

“Aaaahhhnn…” Lucy moaned, mouth open in ecstasy, sitting on all fours as milk flowed from Megan’s futa cock and spattered across her face. Her whole body shuddered, a numb, tingling pleasure radiating from her tiny dick as it started to leak helplessly.

Riding her pleasure high, Lucy opened wider, letting the delicious milk splash across her tongue and into her mouth as she lapped it up greedily—while her own milky drips slowly trickled into a small puddle in the hay beneath her.

“Mmm… look at you drink,” Megan purred, watching her lap again and again until the glass ran dry. “You were born for this, weren’t you? You’ll make a splendid milker.”

Splendid!? Lucy’s dick twitched at the compliment, spurting a few more creamy drops.

“That’s all of it,” Tabitha said as she took the empty glass from Megan and carried it away.

Milker! Suck milk! Lucy’s mind was single-purpose as she leapt for that milk-drenched cock before Megan could say a single word about clean-up. If those were the last drops of milk she was going to get, then she would suck that cock dry.

“That’s the spirit,” Megan said with a smile, watching Lucy work with her mouth alone.

Megan’s earlier button training had taught Lucy well to avoid using anything unnecessary—including her hands. If she wanted those thick, sticky drops, she had to use her lips. And with each inch she took into her mouth, it became harder and harder to reach the next inch of milk, and the next one after that, until she was gagging—desperate to clean at least one more inch of that milk-blessed cock.

“Need some help?” Megan asked.

“Mhmh, phleash~” Lucy nodded submissively, pleading more with her eyes than her muffled, slobbered words.

“Very good.” Megan praised her obedience and gave her the reward she craved: she placed a firm hand on the back of Lucy’s head and drove her down onto the thick length she already choked on.

“Hghn!” Lucy gagged under the pressure of Megan’s cock, her tiny dick squeezing out a few more drops of joy as Megan pushed through her throat.

Lucy’s esophagus desperately resisted letting such obscene thickness inside—a passage meant for food and drink, not cock—but her mind and soul begged even more desperately for that resilient esophagus to relent and finally let her throat be stuffed and bulged out like it was meant to be.

Her body trembled as the walls of her throat widened around the invading girth. And as she choked, as her throat stretched further, Lucy had no doubt left in her heart: all she needed in life was milk and cock. Getting stuffed full and slurping milk was all her body needed for sustenance. And with Lucy’s mind in such a state, her esophagus could not go on. When its own master had so thoroughly betrayed it, Lucy’s esophagus could do nothing else but give her exactly what she begged for.

“GHGUUURHLK~!!” Lucy gurgled and squirted from both her dick and pussy as her throat bulged around the intrusion. With every inch she choked on, her tongue found more slick traces of milk coating Megan’s cock. She wagged her tongue around them—half consciously, hungry for milk, half involuntarily from the thickest stuffing of her life.

Her gushing pussy ached to be stretched out exactly like her throat, her tiny dick tingled as it oozed more of her own milk, and even her breasts and stiff nipples throbbed as if they too might soon start leaking.

Oh, if only, Lucy wished deliriously as she moaned and choked, hoping against hope that she too could one day produce milk as delicious as the kind she’d tasted from Megan’s tits and cock. If her breasts grew, would they leak? Would her milk taste like this?

I’d probably end up producing some inferior, third-rate store brand, she thought miserably. She knew better than to believe she could ever make first-rate milk like the kind Megan had let her taste.

But if I could make milk…? Lucy dared to hope as another inch of cock pressed down her clamping throat. She instantly realized the truth about herself—third-rate or not—she’d do nothing else for the rest of her life but suck her own tits and drink her milk all day and night.

Would Megan drink it? she wondered. Ah, that would be amazing! The fantasy bloomed so vividly in her milk-addled brain: the two of them lying together in the hay, sixty-nine, sucking each other’s breasts, drinking their fill of warm milk straight from the source.

Her chest swelled at the image, and as another inch of milky cock pushed down her throat, Lucy’s eyes rolled back as her milky orgasm consumed her.

Her entire body convulsed and spasmed, her tongue fluttering around the milky cock that plugged her mouth and stuffed her so deep, Lucy could’ve sworn she felt it pressing behind her chest. Every digit on her body twitched and every muscle clenched as her knees and elbows jerked and her toes curled while she saw and thought of nothing but cock and milk—spurting her own white release, leaking juices from every hole she had, down to her tiny pores—until she felt that glorious, milk-granting cock pulse inside her clamping throat.

“Ohh, damn, she’s draining me like she’s been thirsty for years!” Megan groaned as her body tensed, her face twitching while she pushed Lucy’s head farther down her cock, moaning as she climaxed straight down that thirsting throat.

“GHOOooooo~~” Lucy let out unholy gurgling sounds as every inch of her mouth and throat pulsed, feeling that first-rate cock milk surge through the thick shaft between her lips, shoot down her throat, and unleash a jet of hot cream straight into her stomach.

Her orgasm renewed and swelled, stronger than ever, as she got off on being filled with her handler’s potent cock milk—feeling it fill her stomach, fill her body, fill her soul. With every pulsing pump that passed her lips and down her esophagus, Lucy felt herself come one climax closer to becoming the wonderful milk machine she was always meant to be—receiving milk, granting milk, drinking milk, leaking milk, producing milk, becoming one with milk.

More milk!! Lucy’s soul cried out as she passed out from the sheer, overloading ecstasy of the most powerful orgasm of her life.




Chapter 6

Ah… what bliss.

Lucy floated in an ocean of milk—nothing but bright blue sky and white liquid stretching as far as the eye could see. Her pretty naked body felt lighter than a feather in that divine, creamy sea as the current carried her toward green pastures far beyond the horizon.

Then, at some point, she felt a faint prick against her side—a dried strand of hay. Barely more than a tickle. She thought she was in a hay-filled boat, rocking her gently to sleep. Smiling, eyes closed, she let herself drift, her heavy body sinking deeper into rest.

Why am I heavy? Lucy wondered. No, she wasn’t just heavy. She was full.

Ahh—she remembered. Megan had filled her. The memory made her smile widen as she silently thanked her handler for the sublime experience. No matter what happened in her life from that point on, she knew she would remember that night forever.

Still, her body felt unusually full. Unusually heavy. It was even a little harder to breathe, as though someone had set a sack of potatoes on her chest. Maybe she only noticed it so late because breathing had been so easy after such a thorough throating? She tried shifting in her hay-filled boat, but the weight only became more pronounced—the heaviness dragged her slightly to one side.

“W-What…?” Lucy moaned weakly, the strange sensation throwing her off balance. For all her life, her meager breasts had been so insignificant that the only reminder she even had them was when she compared herself to other, better-endowed females with those obnoxiously prominent milk jugs.

Slowly, she reached to remove that nagging, unhelpful weight from her chest so she could go back to her restful sleep. The sack of potatoes was strangely soft, malleable to the touch. It felt nothing like what she remembered potatoes feeling like.

Is this a different breed of potatoes? Lucy wondered groggily. No, don’t be silly—she shook her head—it must be some other vegetable. Or maybe they’re spoiled, and that’s why they’re so soft? Pleasantly soft… and warm… and—

“Ahn!” Lucy gasped as she caressed those imagined, soft, warm vegetables until her fingers sank into them.

“Oh?” She drew her hands back. Whatever it was, although it felt pleasant to touch, she most certainly did not want to be sinking her fingers into spoiled vegetables on her chest. She tried to push them off before they started to smell.

But no matter how hard she pushed, the heavy objects would not get off her. They budged, they stretched, they squished—but they clung stubbornly to her chest, as if they were part of her own body. Desperate, she grabbed hold of them, sinking her nails in until it hurt, and pulled.

“Yahn!” Lucy cried out as a sharp sting shot through her chest, her back lifting off the hay. The harder she pulled, the more she found herself dragging her own upper body up along with whatever it was she was trying to pull off.

“Haah…” Lucy sank back, sweating and panting, as the heavy sacks settled once more against her chest, compressing her lungs with their soft, yielding weight.

Waking up

“What kind of stupid sacks of vegetables are these!?” Lucy shouted in frustration as she opened her eyes and glared at the source of her irritation. “Ah!?”

Lucy was speechless. The things on her chest weren’t sacks of potatoes at all—they were her own flesh, swollen beyond belief. Huge, soft mounds of breast spilled against her ribs, impossibly heavy, rising and falling with each breath as if begging to be squeezed.

“Ah… a dream, obviously,” Lucy muttered with bittersweet resignation.

She looked around. The rocking boat and endless ocean of milk were gone. She was back in her stall—the same barn where she’d sucked real futa cock for the first time, where she’d filled her belly with milk and cum, where she’d leaked from her tiny dick while drinking both without shame.

But the lack of milk ocean did not make this any more real.

Now that Lucy thought about it, how ridiculous was all of this? That she had somehow traveled to a barn where sexy futa scientists waited to grow her giant breasts and cock? That a bull of a man had taken her luggage while she went inside to drink milk and suck tits without a care in the world?

And now she had breasts that rivaled the marvels she’d worshiped earlier? Lucy eyed her new jugs suspiciously, cupping them from beneath and feeling their weight spill through her fingers.

“Sure, they feel real enough, but…” Her gaze dropped to the floor.

If her encounter had been real, there should’ve been stains—her own cum splattered across the hay from when she’d orgasmed through her throat. But there was nothing.

“That’s the proof,” Lucy sighed, trying to spare herself the pain of shattered hope, though her hands refused to stop exploring her new assets. Her nipples hardened beneath her touch, a pleasant tingling radiating through her heavy flesh.

“Maybe the stains dried out?” she murmured hopefully, wishing that the tits in her hands were real after all. “No… it’s far more likely that neither those stains nor Megan even existed in the first place.”

“Just like this hay,” she muttered, brushing her palm across the dried grass scattered on the floor. “Maybe Megan knocked some hay over my mess when she walked away?” she theorized weakly. “No—why would she leave me at all? All alone, cold, when all I wanted was more—”

Lucy caught herself. Wanted? As if it were over? No. She still wanted more, right that very second. She squeezed her breasts, rolling their weight between her palms, her fingers drifting toward the stiff peaks of her nipples.

The more she touched herself, the more she gave in to the hope that this wasn’t a dream. If it wasn’t, then she really had sucked a giant futa cock. She really had drunk cum and milk until she came from it. She really did have these enormous tits in her hands. She really was pinching her nipples while turning into a lactating bitch in permanent heat.

A vivid image flashed through Lucy’s mind—herself, lost in depravity, begging and moaning for tits, cock, and milk as the very taste and smell of it ravaged her mind. Even that fleeting glimpse into her own milk-addled mind was enough to make her breath hitch, her face flushing scarlet.

Third-rate or not—she heard her own voice echoing in her skull, bouncing from wall to wall—I’d do nothing else for the rest of my life but suck my own tits and drink my milk all day and night.

Her debauched desires kept reverberating inside her skull as her lips parted and she lifted her heavy breasts toward her outstretched tongue.

If this is just a dream, then finally sucking on my own nipples like I always wanted is the first thing I must do, she told herself as she brought her heavy breasts and hard nipples closer to her mouth. I’d be an idiot not to at least try!

And if this is a dream, she continued, feeling the tip of her nipple brush her tongue, then I’ll be leaking milk in no time at all.

“Ohhhh…” she moaned, trembling as she wrapped her lips around the nipple and instantly began to suck—just as she’d sucked on Megan’s breasts—her eyes rolling back as heat flooded her body from the self-sucking pleasure.

This is a dream, Lucy thought, and that means that sucking my own nipples until I start lactating isn’t bad at all—any sane woman would do this if she could. So give me my milk!! she demanded silently, arching her back further, pressing her lips tighter to the swollen flesh.

She was on fire. Every inch of her throbbed all over, her body felt nothing like it’d been before, and yet her mind was exactly as it had always been—exactly as she wanted it—the mind of a lactating sow thirsting for milk.

Her nipples ached and tingled. She could feel something building deep within her swelling breasts, pulsing against her fingers as she dug them into her new and improved, heavy flesh and pressed her tits harder against her lips.

She pushed them closer, opening wide, swallowing her own soft flesh, feeling with every cell of her body that it contained that sweet, sweet milk she was born to make. Pleasure spiked through her. She sucked harder, cheeks hollowing, thighs clamping tight as waves of heat surged through the soft flesh between her fingers to her nipples.

She squeezed her nipples together, licking and swirling her tongue in feverish circles around them as the pleasure built and built to a maddening level, beyond what she could stand. She needed release. She needed pleasure. She needed milk.

She bit down—hard.

“HHHHHHHHHNNNNN!!!” Lucy’s eyes flew wide as two jets of milk burst into the back of her mouth and splashed across every cell in her mouth, every drop of it setting her nerves on fire and sending her into a full-body tremor.

The sensation so overwhelmed her that she couldn’t even swallow. The taste of her own milk seeped into her tongue, the heat of it rolling through her flesh and spilling past her lips. It rocked her brain, and even through the shock, she only knew one thing—she just had to do it again.

She bit down once more.

“HMMMM!!!” Another stream of milk splashed across her tongue, and she shook again, hands trembling, eyes unfocused. Her mouth overflowed; when she jerked from the pleasure, she choked, milk bursting up her nose.

MIIIILK!!! The smell of it inside her nostrils drove Lucy completely over the edge. She’d never gotten the chance to smell it earlier—having gulped it straight down like a thirsting bitch—but now the scent gave her milk so much more depth, so much more life. Thick, sweet, animalistic, unbearably rich—like cream and honey mixed with something purely carnal. It assaulted her senses, and she loved it.

She started swallowing, taking deep, loud gulps—not because it was uncomfortable to have her mouth and nose full of milk, no—it was because she needed to make room for the next batch. Each time she swallowed, she bit down again, getting off on the heat of milk rushing through her breasts and nipples, flooding her mouth and throat—only to be swallowed, and refilled again.

“Ohhh, don’t stop!!” Lucy begged her own body, pleading between mouthfuls as she kept sucking, kept drinking, utterly insatiable no matter how many times she filled her mouth.

And no matter how hard she sucked, her tits only seemed to grow heavier instead of lighter. Soon she became convinced that the milk she swallowed went straight back into her breasts—feeding an endless, blissful cycle. The thought only made her hornier, climaxing again at the fantasy that she’d truly become an endlessly milk-recycling sow.

Her weak arms began to tremble from holding up her heavy, milk-swollen jugs, but she could not imagine stopping for even a second. Every cell in her body rebelled against the very idea of stopping milking herself. Stopping meant denying herself milk—and that, to her milk-dazed mind, was unthinkable.

Instead, she dropped onto her back, redistributing that glorious weight across her ribs. Her cock jerked from the impact of those soft, overfilled bowling balls pressing her deeper into the hay. The weight that once felt suffocating was now part of her pleasure—each pound of it a reminder of her new size.

She barely even had to lift her tits toward her mouth anymore. Lucy was convinced they’d grown again. And if all it took to make them bigger was recycling more milk, then she would keep vacuuming until her lungs gave out.

“GHLUUUGHK~!” Her eyes rolled back as her tits pulsed and throbbed, her core tightening in rhythm. The weight of her own milk pressing on her ribs and lungs was too exquisite for words. With both her nipples in her mouth, she lunged for her pussy with both hands and started fingering herself feverishly.

Oh, if only Megan could see me now, Lucy thought, desperate for her handler’s gaze. She wanted Megan to see what she’d become—her pathetic, self-milking, self-fingering little project. To see the giant breasts she’d grown, to see what a good, big-tittied milker she’d turned into.

She was certain—no, she knew—her tits were now bigger than Megan’s. But she wanted them even bigger still. She wanted to produce enough milk to drown them both in it. To fill a tub and bathe in it. To feed the entire farm. Everyone who had helped her become like this deserved to drink their fill straight from her nipples.

“GHOohH!” Lucy shuddered and came a little, biting into one of her nipples to sharpen the rush as her eye twitched from the delirious pleasure-filled fantasies. She needed more. Always more. She pushed two fingers inside her pussy, then four, then six—each addition only deepening her frustration. Just like with her milk and breasts, it was never enough. She needed more.

She squeezed in eight fingers, trying to at least ease the hollow ache that could not be sated without a giant cock stirring her up.

If only Megan were here… she whimpered, begging the empty air. Megan would know what to do with me. If she brought her cock here… her giant, milk-filled cock…

Lucy shoved her fingers as deep as she could, arching her back as she took another gulp of milk, her cock slapping wetly against her belly, her balls slapping her hands.

“!?!?” Lucy froze, then fell back into the hay as realization hit.

Her tiny futa girldick had never been big enough to reach anywhere near her belly. Yet something heavy now rested against her navel. Her balls had never weighed enough to drag on her thighs—yet now they pressed warmly against her pussy-stirring hands.

Lucy looked toward the source of her confusion, but her view was blocked by the monumental swell of her tits. So she shifted, rising awkwardly, her back scraping the wooden wall of the stall. Each motion sent her breasts swaying like massive water balloons, milk sloshing inside them. But even through this, she did not abandon her needy pussy, did not stop fingering herself—and each clumsy movement made her fingers bend and press at new angles inside her, striking unexpected spots, sparking tiny bursts of pleasure.

Finally, having nearly climaxed just from rising a few inches off the ground, Lucy rested her back against the stall wall, panting under the sheer weight of her own body, tired from simply moving while masturbating.

“AH—!?” Her jaw dropped from the shock of what she saw down below. Her nipples slipped free from her mouth, milk flying in droplets through the air, as gravity took hold of her extra-heavy milk-filled tits.

“GHOAH!?” Lucy almost toppled forward, dragged down by their weight like an anchor. But that momentary discomfort vanished in an instant, eclipsed by the pure joy of an elated soul when the base of her heavy breasts smacked against something thick and hot.

Her breath caught. Her eyes widened.

“C-Can’t be…” she whispered, lips parted, milk dripping from her chin as she stared down at her new and improved cock.

It stood no less than twelve inches long, throbbing with need, thick enough to test the jaw of any would-be cocksucker. On the very tip of it, glistened a faint sheen of milk.

Lucy tried to recall Megan’s proportions, but her memory was a blurry haze of lust and orgasms, and she could not trust the recollections of her milk-addled brain. Still, the thought of her handler’s cock stretching out her throat made her whole body clench on reflex.

That reflexive squeeze made her new shaft spring up from beneath her heavy tits, jutting proudly and displaying itself in all its glory before falling back down, smacking wetly against her milk-swollen curves.

“Yahn!” Lucy yelped, half in shock, half in delight, when her own cock slapped her across her tits.

Her eyes sparkled. Her grin turned wicked.

“Titty fuck,” she breathed. “Titty fuck!!” she cried as she grabbed her tits and smushed them tight around her throbbing shaft. She buried it in her soft, milky flesh and started thrusting with wild, frenzied abandon.

“OOoohhhn!!” Lucy groaned like an animal—grinning, drooling—getting off on the sheer sight of having tits and cock so huge she could titty-fuck herself stupid.

She pulled her breasts down harder, desperate to bury as much of her new shaft between them as she could, thrusting upward faster and harder, her hips moving like this was the first and last fuck of her life, moaning and panting with the need to smear her tits in gallons of cock-milk.

Each thrust made her moan louder; each jiggle of her breast-pussy made them feel fuller, her cock swell larger, as if the very act of fucking was filling her with milk.

“Ahn!” she moaned in ecstasy when she saw the tip of her cock push up between the valleys of her milky titty flesh. Her salivating tongue rolled out as she watched, mesmerized—the swollen, delicious, dick-milk-producing head appearing between her tits with every thrust, each time rising higher, each time edging closer to her tongue.

Suck!! Her brain repeated its singular desire as Lucy arched her neck down toward the tip. She thrust higher—the head brushed her tongue—and a shot of salty cream splashed across it, making her whole body tremble as she took it in her mouth without a thought and swallowed instantly before rolling her tongue back out again, ready for her next feeding.

With the next thrust, the entire head pushed up against her tongue, delivering another hot, salty dose. She wagged her tongue greedily for more. Before she knew it, she was sucking her tip while jerking her shaft with her tits, feeling it swell and stretch longer and harder, filling her mouth until she couldn’t take it anymore.

She started fucking her own mouth through her giant tits—each thrust faster, deeper—until a mind-melting rush of heat surged through her body, up through her cock, between her tits, and burst straight into her mouth, flooding it with fresh, hot cum. Milk pulsed from her twitching, orgasming nipples, bathing her skin while she swallowed ceaselessly, cumming with both cock and breasts at once—rolling her eyes, moaning and shaking, choking on cum while her warm milk flowed freely across her sweaty, trembling body.

“Ghhuu—oOAAhn!!” she groaned and moaned, her tongue and neck sore from all the stretching and licking as she swapped between her cock and breasts, feeding herself stupid on milk and cum, desperation claiming her as she realized she couldn’t keep up with the flow. No matter how much she swallowed, the milk and cum just kept coming.

She despaired, watching it spill onto the hay, soaking into the straw and dirt. She couldn’t bear seeing even a single drop go to waste—but her endless orgasms had left her too weak to keep up.

She fucked her own throat as punishment, but that only made more milk spill from her breasts, her heart aching as she watched it seep away into the soaked hay. Then, through her milk-addled haze, Lucy spotted the only container she had available in her stall—and lunged for it without hesitation.

“WHaah!” She nearly toppled forward, thrown off balance by the ridiculous weight of her new, milk-laden body. Still, sheer willpower—and the refusal to let her precious milk go to waste—drove her onward until she collapsed against the barred wall of her stall, her heavy breasts hanging over the trough as she sighed in relief, milk splashing into it beneath her.

Her giant cock and tits made it hard to move, but they also made it easier to stay in place where she belonged: bent over the trough, her swollen milkers hanging heavy as she aimed her nipples down into the container and let her milk pour freely.

“Hhhhn~” Lucy whimpered and moaned as she milked herself, feeling lighter already, feeling right at home. The sound of her milk splashing below mixed with her breathy moans, a sound so divine she knew she’d been born for this. She was already imagining drinking it again the moment she was done.

Her cock throbbed. Lucy didn’t want to part her fingers from her tingling, milk-producing tits—she couldn’t get enough of the feeling of milk streaming through her sensitive flesh—but her other milk refused to wait for her slow, milk-drunk brain to make a decision as it surged toward release.

Not wanting to waste a drop, Lucy grabbed her pulsing dick and aimed it toward the trough—just in time to unleash another thick spurt of cock-milk. It splashed and mixed with the milky flow from her tits, frothing together as her whole body trembled and she came again—orgasm upon orgasm—just from watching herself milk herself.

She stood like that, mesmerized, for who knew how long—Lucy certainly didn’t. Did a minute pass? An hour? Who cared? She couldn’t look away from the sight of her own milk pouring out until the streams slowed and she squeezed the very last drops free.

When the flow finally ceased, Lucy collapsed to her knees, panting. Without even pausing for breath, she bent over the trough and began lapping up her freshly squeezed mix of tit and dick milk like it was the most divine nectar in existence—fingering her squelching pussy with both hands as she swallowed thirstily again and again, moaning between gulps.

“She’s ready,” Megan said softly, but Lucy was too deep in bliss to hear or care.

***
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[image: A cartoon of a person  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Submitting to Futa Alpha

When a lonely young woman went on a Christmas hiking trip, she couldn't have possibly imagined what kind of miracles Santa had in store for her. A saved wounded wolf transformed into a voluptuous futa monstergirl, reality clashed with fantasy, and the dominant hung futa proved too skilled not to submit. Can any woman resist her body's desire for the ultimate gift from an alpha wolf?
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A little overworked, a little airheaded, I thought nothing of my daughter bringing her girlfriend over to our house for a week. I could never have imagined how quickly my world would spiral out of control.

[image: ]Gender Bender Futa Dungeon: Slime Surprise

Failing as an adventurer and drowning in debts, Sam was driven to desperation when he received a mysterious summon to a dungeon he had never heard of that promised a solution to all his problems.

"Gender-bending potions? Giant drooling flowers with big mouths and long, slippery tongues? Clingy, tingly, morphing slimes? What sort of a perverted dungeon is this?"

[image: A cartoon of a person with green hair  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Futa Elf Queen’s New Submissive Toy

In a world of elven dominance, Elara is one of many gifts offered to curry favor with the formidable Queen Vela. Whispers of the futanari queen’s unmatched fertility and prowess pale in comparison to the reality that captivates Elara.

With total submission and unwavering devotion, Elara embraces her role as Vela’s newest submissive toy within her ever-expanding harem, falling hopelessly in love as she revels in every pulse of ecstasy and torment beneath the queen’s dominant gaze.
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