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Bonnie doesn’t want to be alone on St. Patrick’s Day…

When a leprechaun offers to grant Bonnie’s wish, she has no idea that she’ll be transformed into a lactating hucow in need of a good milking. Thankfully, the bartender is looking for his dream girl too, and he knows exactly what she needs.

Lucky Hucow is an ABF St. Patrick’s Day themed erotic short full of milky goodness. Intended for readers 18+. 4500 words.


Lucky Hucow

A Hucow Holiday Special

X. Callisto


ONE

The air was thick with the scent of spilled Guinness and the sweet, sugary notes of whiskey. The din of laughter and loud, slurred conversations washed over Bonnie like a warm, comforting wave. The bar was packed, wall-to-wall people, all hoping to get a piece of the St. Patrick's Day action. The room was a sea of green—hats, shirts, and even beads adorning the revelers, who danced and sang along to the lively Irish tunes blasting from the speakers.

Bonnie leaned against the gleaming mahogany bar, her eyes scanning the crowd. After all of her friends bailed on her, she still forced herself to get out of her tiny flat and enjoy the St. Patty's Day festivities.

"Another round?" The bartender, Jack, asked, nodding to her drink.

Bonnie looked down. The ice had almost melted, diluting the whiskey and dulling the taste.

"No, thanks," she said.

The bartender's eyes twinkled as he smiled. "Don't worry, lass. I'm sure your special day will pick up soon."

Bonnie forced a smile, adjusting the neckline of her green dress. The gaudy clover necklaces strung around her neck kept disappearing between her ample cleavage. She rolled her eyes, tugging at the fabric.

For a moment, she considered heading home, but the thought of her empty apartment stopped her. She didn't want to be alone tonight, not on St. Patrick's Day. She wanted to be seen, to be desired, to be loved.

Suddenly, a small, green figure pushed its way through the crowd, stopping right in front of Bonnie. It was a leprechaun, no more than three feet tall, wearing a mischievous grin and a ridiculous, oversized top hat adorned with a miniature pot of gold.

Bonnie narrowed her gaze before pushing the drink away. "Ok, Bonnie, you've officially drank too much. Time to go home."

She pushed off the bar and headed towards the bathroom, where the lineups were longer than the ones to get drinks. People had been going at it since ten in the morning, after all.

Letting out a frustrated sigh, she decided to go home. Bonnie grabbed a bottle of water and took a long swig. The cool evening air hit her and helped her sober up a bit more.

Then, she saw the flash of green again. The leprechaun was sitting on the curb, grinning up at her. He tipped his hat, and a small, golden coin flew out, landing in Bonnie's palm.

"Well, well, well," he said, his eyes sparkling with mischief. "Looks like I found me a wee bit of luck. I did."

Bonnie stared at the coin, then back at the leprechaun. "What the hell is this?"

The leprechaun chuckled, his voice like the tinkling of tiny bells. "It's St. Patrick's Day, lass.

The one day of the year where wishes come true, and the world's a wee bit more magical. And who might you be?"

Bonnie squinted at the leprechaun, still trying to wrap her head around the situation. She was pretty sure she wasn't drunk enough to hallucinate little green men. "Are you a leprechaun?" she asked.

The little man in green waved his finger. "Answer my question first."

Bonnie looked around. If anyone else noticed the leprechaun man, they didn't say anything. Maybe she was going crazy.

"I'm Bonnie," she said cautiously. "And you are..."

"Ah, Bonnie, a lovely name for a lovely lass like yourself!" The leprechaun beamed. "The name's Lucky. Lucky O'Toole, at your service," the leprechaun said, tipping his hat again with a flourish. He winked, and Bonnie couldn't help but smile at his antics.

Of course, his name was Lucky.

"Ok, I'm definitely drunk," she muttered. After another long sip of water, she spoke again. "Lucky, huh?" Bonnie raised an eyebrow. "So, what's with the coin? You lost a bet or something? Why are you giving this to me?"

Lucky laughed, a sound like tiny bells ringing. "Not a bet, dearie. A wish!"

Bonnie looked at the coin in her hand, then back at Lucky. "A wish?" Bonnie echoed, her eyes widening as she looked at the coin again. "Like, a real wish?"

Lucky nodded enthusiastically. "Aye, a real wish! St. Patrick's Day is one of the days of the year when the veil between worlds is thin, and magic seeps into our ordinary lives. I grant one wish to a lucky soul every year!"

Bonnie looked around, still wondering if she was dreaming.

The bar's front door opened, and a group of rowdy patrons spilled out, their laughter filling the air. No one noticed her talking to the tiny man in green.

Bonnie stepped back, giving them space, and Lucky hopped onto the curb to avoid getting trampled.

"So, what's the catch?" Bonnie asked, eyes still fixed on the coin. "Why me? And why now?"

Lucky shrugged, his tiny shoulders lifting beneath his vibrant green jacket. "Catch, you ask? Well, there's always a catch, isn't there? But nothing sinister, I promise. You just struck me as someone who could use a bit of luck."

Bonnie snorted. "Luck?"

"Your friends ghosted you for another party and left you high and dry. You look like you could use a man." He wiggled his eyebrows at her.

"Sorry, you're too short for me," she said, not thinking.

The leprechaun's face went a little red, almost matching his beard. "Not me, silly lass. A man to take you home."

"I have nothing a man would want," she countered, still holding the coin tight.

"Aye, maybe not yet. But I know how to make a woman irresistible. And there's one man out there as lonely as you tonight. You both just need a little... push." The air sparkled around the little man.

"So, you want me to make a wish?" she repeated.

"Yes. Wish for your true love. He will find you," Lucky explained.

Bonnie sucked in a breath. "Well, what do I have to lose?" She missed the mischievous look in Lucky's eyes as she tightened her hand around the coin. "St. Patty's Day magic, do your thing. I wish to find my true love."

There was a swirl of energy around them and then nothingness.

When Bonnie opened her eyes again, the leprechaun was gone.

"Ok, now I'm sure I'm losing it," she said. But the coin was still in her hand. The gold shone in the streetlights.

Maybe the magic was real.


TWO

Was the magic real? Bonnie only had one way to find out. She had to go back into the fray.

Bonnie took a deep breath, stepped back into the bar, and shook her head at the sheer chaos.

A man stepped on her foot, muttered a quick apology, and stumbled away. She couldn't help but notice how his eyes lingered on her figure, the deep V of her dress accentuating her full breasts.

Suddenly, there was a heavy feeling in her breasts. She sucked in a gasp as they magically grew a size, almost bursting out of her bra.

"Holy fuck," she gasped, wrapping her arms around her chest and hoping no one noticed.

Bonnie made a mad dash to the bathroom. The women's line was still a mile long, so she slipped into the men's and locked herself in a toilet stall. She looked down at her chest, which was now as full as a ripe watermelon. She reached under her dress and felt the warmth of her skin, the outline of her veins pulsing beneath. Her breasts were heavy and achy, and she could feel the milk pooling inside.

"What the fuck?" she whispered to herself, looking down at her cleavage. Is this what Lucky's magic did? Made her cup-size double and her tits fill with milk? How? She could have never expected it to happen so suddenly, so... publicly.

"Shit," she whined. Her breasts strained as the milk began to let down. With just a soft touch against her nipple, milk gushed out and stained her bra.

She looked down, seeing the wet marks darkening her green dress. Panic surged through her. She had to get out of here.

"Dammit," she hissed. Bonnie was cursed, she was sure of it. Cursed with endless boobs and an endless supply of milk. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for what she had to do next.

She couldn't just leave the bar like this. The heat in her breasts was almost unbearable, and she knew that if she didn't find some relief, she was going to be in serious pain.

Bonnie unlocked the stall and stepped out, her eyes darting nervously around the room. She wasn't sure what she expected to find, but she didn't see anyone else in the bathroom. She moved quickly to the sink, wetting another paper towel and pressing it against her chest.

Bonnie splashed some water on a paper towel and dabbed at her breasts, trying to clean up the mess. The cool water provided some relief to the aching, but it also caused her nipples to perk up even more, leaking more milk.

She needed to do something to ease off the pressure.

The redhead moved back into the stall and gently took one of her heavy breasts out, using her fingers to massage her nipple until the milk flowed freely.

"What the hell is happening to me?" she whimpered. As she tugged on her nipple, heat bloomed between her legs. She could feel her pussy getting wet as she milked herself.

The sensation was unlike anything she had ever experienced. It was intimate, sensual, and very, very erotic. She felt a flush creep up her neck and into her cheeks. Her body reacted to her touch, and she couldn't help but let out a soft moan.

She used her free hand to stuff down the front of her panties, finding her cunt slick and hot.

Suddenly, the bathroom door creaked open. Bonnie quickly pulled her dress back up and pressed herself against the stall door, hoping the person wouldn't notice her. Her heart pounded in her chest as she listened to the footsteps approaching.

Milk dribbled down and stained her dress as she struggled not to pant like she'd run a marathon.

"Lassy?"

She knew that voice. It was the bartender. Jack.

"Yes?" she squeaked.

"I was told there was a lady in here. Are you doing alright?" He sounded genuinely concerned.

"I'm... I'm fine," Bonnie stammered, trying to keep her voice steady. She willed herself to stay quiet, hoping he didn't notice the tremor in her voice.

"Are you sure?" Jack asked, his voice soft. "You've been in there for ages. Do you need some help?"

Bonnie hesitated, her brain racing. She needed help, but she wasn't sure she could trust this stranger. Yet, there was something in his voice, a warmth and kindness that made her feel safe. She took a deep breath and pushed open the stall door, revealing herself to Jack.

His eyes widened as he took in the sight of her, the wet front of her dress, the swollen breasts nearly spilling out of her dress. She stood there, vulnerable and exposed, looking up at him with a mix of shame and desperation.

"I... I need help," she admitted.

Jack's expression softened, and he stepped closer, his large frame filling the small bathroom space. "What do you need help with, sweetheart?"

Bonnie bit her lip, looking down at her chest. "I... I can't stop... leaking," she said, gesturing to her breasts. "And it hurts. A lot," Bonnie added, her voice barely above a whisper. She could feel the heat of embarrassment rising in her cheeks but also felt a strange sense of relief at finally admitting what was happening to her.

Jack's eyes softened as he took in her appearance. "Leaking? Like, you're lactating?"

Bonnie nodded, looking down at her chest as she hugged herself again. "Yeah. And I can't seem to stop it."

Jack's expression turned thoughtful, and he looked around the bathroom before stepping closer to Bonnie. "Do you mind if I take a look?" he asked gently. "Maybe I can help." His tongue flicked over his bottom lip. His eyes locked onto her heaving tits.

Bonnie was desperate now. Anything that would stop the pain was worth it.

"You shouldn't have been drinking if you're breastfeeding," the bartender chided as he moved closer.

"I'm not!" Bonnie said. "This just happened like magic. Some little leprechaun," she stopped herself before she sounded more crazy than she already did.

"Aye, might have been. You know how magical this day can be," Jack said with a nod. He looked serious, not questioning her whatsoever. "Let me help you, lass,"


THREE

The handsome bartender gently cupped her breasts, over double in size and swollen with milk. His hands were cool against her feverish skin. He used his calloused thumbs against her swollen nipples, watching as the milk flowed in streams. Bonnie gasped, the sensation of his touch sending shockwaves through her body. She leaned into his hands, her eyes fluttering closed as the pressure began to ease slightly.

"That feels... so good," she breathed She could feel her cheeks flush. "Thank you."

Jack nodded, his eyes never leaving her breasts as he continued to massage them. "You're welcome, lass. I've got a few tricks up my sleeve. Been a bartender for years, seen all sorts of things." He paused, a wicked smile playing on his lips.

"Including St. Patrick's Day milk curses?"

"No, this is a new one," he chuckled, lowering his mouth to her nipple. He took a long pull, letting the milk flood out. Bonnie could feel it, each draw pulling more from her, relieving the ache. She moaned softly, her back arching, pressing her breasts more firmly into his hands.

"That's it, lass," he murmured, switching to the other breast, his tongue now dancing around her other nipple. "Let it all out."

Bonnie's eyes fluttered shut, her body responding to his touch in ways she'd never experienced before. She could feel the warmth spreading through her, a heat that started in her breasts and radiated out until it was all-consuming.

Her body hummed with desire, and she found herself grinding against Jack's leg, seeking friction for the ache that was building between her thighs.

Jack pulled back, his eyes dark and filled with lust. "You're not the only one who's lonely tonight, Bonnie," he admitted, his voice low and husky. "And I think I might have a way to help with both our problems."

Bonnie's eyes widened as she realized what he was suggesting. She bit her lip, her body screaming yes while her mind tried to catch up. "But... I don't even know you," she protested weakly.

"Tell me, what did you wish for?" he asked.

"To find a perfect man."

Jack nodded, moving his mouth to her other nipple. "He came to me too, y'know. Told me I'd meet the woman of my dreams tonight." He chuckled. "Didn't expect it to be like this. Didn't expect the leprechaun to know about my fetish."

Bonnie quivered. The sensation of him suckling was almost too much to bear. Her panties were soaked. She could smell her arousal. Maybe she was into this, too. Being milked turned her on more than anything else ever had in her life.

Jack gulped down her warm milk until the pressure eased off.

Bonnie panted against him. "Thank you. I feel so much better," she hesitated. "But now, I have another problem."

Jack grinned. "I have an idea of what that might be." He pulled her close so that she could feel his rock-hard cock against her thigh. "How about I help you with that too?"

Bonnie's breath hitched, her body aching for release. She looked up at him, her eyes filled with desire and hesitation. "Are you sure? We don't even know each other."

Jack leaned down, capturing her mouth in a fierce, hungry kiss. His hands continued to knead her breasts, drawing out more milk. Bonnie moaned into his mouth, her body melting into his touch.

"We don't need to know each other," he murmured against her lips. "This is St. Patrick's Day, remember? Magic happens."

Bonnie's mind was a swirl of lust and need. The magic of the night had brought them together, and she didn't want to fight it anymore. She wanted him, and she wanted him now. She pulled away from his kiss, her eyes locked onto his. "You're right, let's do this."

The bartender shoved his hand down the front of her panties, finding her a slick mess. He pushed her legs open until he found her swollen clit, running his fingers over the sensitive nub until she could barely stand. "You're so fucking wet," he groaned, his voice ragged with desire.

Bonnie could only nod, her breath coming in short gasps. She moved her hips against his hand, chasing the friction, desperate for release.

"That's it, baby," Jack encouraged her, his fingers urging her closer and closer to the edge. "Come for me."

Bonnie's body tensed, and then she was falling, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave. She cried out, her hands gripping Jack's shoulders for support as the pleasure washed through her.

Jack watched her, his eyes dark with lust.

"Fuck, you're beautiful when you come," he growled. He continued to massage her breasts, milking out the last of her milk as Bonnie rode out the last waves of her orgasm.

Bonnie's body was still humming with pleasure as she finally opened her eyes, looking up at Jack with a mixture of shock and satisfaction. She had never come so hard in her life. The St. Patrick's Day magic had certainly worked its charm on her.

Jack smiled wickedly, his cock rock hard and straining against his jeans. "Your turn," he said, his voice low and husky. He pulled his cock free, pre-cum glistening at the tip.

Bonnie dropped to her knees, eager to milk every drop of cum out of him. She wrapped her full lips around his cock, slurping up the pre-cum.

Jack's head fell back with a groan, his hands fisting her red hair as she sucked him deeper. He was bigger than she thought he'd be. Bonnie relaxed her throat, taking him in until her lips met the base of his cock. He was already so close to the edge.

"Fuck, that feels amazing," Jack gasped, his hips thrusting gently against her face.

Bonnie hummed around him, sending vibrations through his dick. She sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing as she pulled back, then bobbed her head back down. She could taste his salty pre-cum, mixed with the sweetness of her milk from her fingers.

"I want you to cum inside of me," she said. "Please, I need it."


FOUR

"I want you to cum inside of me," Bonnie begged. "Please, I need it."

"You want me to breed you so you're always full of milk?" he said, hauling her to her feet and bending her over the counter. He hiked up her dress, exposing her gleaming, milky ass and the damp panties clinging to her pussy. "You're going to be so full of my cum. You'll be leaking for days."

His words sent a shock of pleasure through her, and Bonnie felt her pussy clench with anticipation. She heard the sound of his belt buckle clinking against the metal countertop, then the rustle of his jeans as he pushed them down.

"Ready for this, lass?" he growled, his voice a low rumble in her ear.

Bonnie could feel the heat of his cock pressing against her entrance. She was soaking wet, her pussy aching for him. She nodded, pushing back against him, desperate for him to fill her.

Jack chuckled, his hands gripping her hips hard. "Say it," he demanded, his voice rough with desire. "Tell me what you want."

Bonnie bit her lip, her body trembling with need. "I want you to fuck me," she whispered, her voice shaking with desire. "I want you to fill me with your cum."

Jack groaned, his hips snapping forward as he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

Bonnie gasped, her hands slamming against the countertop as she felt him stretch her, fill her. He was thick and hard, and she could feel every inch of him inside her.

"Fuck, you're tight," Jack growled, his hands gripping her hips harder as he pulled back, only to slam into her again. "So fucking tight."

Bonnie moaned, her body already aching for more. She could feel every thrust, every slide, and it was driving her wild. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts with her own, desperate for more.

Her tits squished against the cold counter, leaving puddles of milk beneath her. She looked up, her breath fogging the mirror as the bartender pounded her. Her pussy was on fire, each thrust igniting something deep within her she didn't know was there.

Bonnie locked eyes with Jack in the mirror. Their reflection was a sight to behold: the redhead bent over, milk dripping from her swollen breasts, and the tall, muscular bartender behind her, his cock thrusting in and out of her with primal force.

Their connection was electric. Bonnie felt like a live wire, her body humming with pleasure. She reached behind her, gripping Jack's thighs, urging him deeper, harder.

Jack grunted, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

"Fuck, Bonnie, you're so fucking hot," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips tighter as he pounded into her with increased fervor.

Bonnie could feel her orgasm building again, the pressure in her core mounting with each powerful thrust. She watched their reflection in the mirror, her eyes locked onto the way Jack's cock disappeared into her pussy with each stroke. The sight was erotic and filthy, and it sent a shiver of pleasure through her.

"Jack," she panted, her voice breathless. "Fuck me harder. Cum inside me," Bonnie begged, her voice filled with desperation and need. She could feel her orgasm building, ready to crash over her like a tidal wave. She needed Jack to come with her, to fill her with his seed.

Jack's grip on her hips tightened as he picked up the pace, his thrusts becoming faster and more forceful. "You want that, lass? You want me to fill you up?" he growled, his voice ragged with lust.

Bonnie nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. "Yes, yes, I want it."

Jack roared as he released inside of her. Hot thick ropes of cum spurted deep into her womb.

Bonnie's body clenched around him, her orgasm exploding as she felt his seed hitting every part of her insides. She moaned loudly, the sound echoing in the small bathroom. Her fingers gripped the edge of the counter, knuckles white as she pushed back against him, taking every hot inch of him deep inside her.

Jack grunted, his hips jerking as he rode out his own release. "That's it, baby. Take every fucking drop," he growled, his voice hoarse from his own pleasure.

"You're mine now, Bonnie, and I'm never letting you go."

Bonnie could feel every hot, thick drop of his cum filling her, coating her insides, and she loved it. She'd never felt so wanted, so desired, so complete. Her body shook with aftershocks, her pussy clenching around his cock as he slowly pulled out.

Jack chuckled, a low rumble in his chest. "Don't worry, lass. I'm not going anywhere. You're stuck with me now," Jack whispered in her ear, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her close.

Bonnie felt the warmth of his body against her back, the strength of his arms enveloping her. She leaned into him, breathing in the scent of their sex mixed with the sharp tang of whiskey and the faint hint of Irish Spring soap.

Someone knocked on the bathroom door, shouting a colorful pattern of curses.

"I guess we should get you cleaned up," Jack said. "My shift is done at three. Then, I'm going to take you home and milk you all over again."

He nuzzled her neck, his beard scratching softly against her skin.

"Mmm, that sounds perfect," she murmured, her body still humming with satisfaction.

Bonnie followed her man out of the washroom, not caring that everyone was staring. She'd made the perfect St. Patrick's Day wish and found the man of her dreams.

All she had left to do was wait until he took her home and milked her again. The thought made her tits heavy. She could get used to this.

THE END
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WANTED - A housekeeper to cook, clean, and milk!

Bryan is a rich single dad looking for a new housekeeper and he has very specific tastes. Not only is he looking for a maid to cook and clean, but also to indulge in his domestic hucow fantasies. When he meets the beautiful and submissive Belinda, he knows that she’s the perfect hucow to meet all of his needs.
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