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Milk Her 1 - Socialized by Multiple Men

By Leandra Camilli


Chapter 1 - What I Lacked


When I signed up for the military, I didn't think that one of my first missions was going to send me straight to the USSR. I was supposed to go there in a couple of days, with nobody to assist me. They wanted to make sure that, if I were to get captured, that the damage to the war effort would be minimal.


Glenn, the man of my dreams, but who was never going to marry me because someone else managed to do that with him first, was sitting in front of me in the bar. We had come here for some drinks, but I had other plans. I didn't plan on robbing him of the woman who married him, but I did imagine that I was going to have an orgasm or two with him.


Carla was away. She was a beautiful redheaded young woman - younger than him, in fact - with a perfect nose that could make most women envious of her. I knew I was envious of her body, which was something she could never find out about me. I hated her for everything she had, including being so rich that she gifted Glenn with a yacht the day after the marriage.


Glenn put his glass on the table and said, "You know that, if someone tells her that we were here, she will do everything in her power to find the truth, right? She might be my woman, but she is very possessive. She doesn't like socializing things."


"Right, I know. She would not survive in the USSR," I said before holding a laugh. Glenn, however, didn't hold back his. Some people looked at us with judging eyes.


I placed my hand on his, feeling his warmth and love for me. "We didn't find the right path to mutual love, but we do have this one opportunity to make up for that a bit. Are you not with me on that?"


I noticed the way his eyes looked at me; conflict troubled his mind. His heart was probably racing as he thought about having his school love in his bed for the first time in his life, while his mind kept torturing him to remain loyal to Carla.


He grabbed my hand and said, "Yes, we are going to do this. Just this one time, I am going to do this. This is a long dream of mine that I have been thinking about my whole life."





Glenn closed the door of my apartment. As I walked to my bedroom, I took off my clothes. I liked being that revealing with him. Before now, that never worked - I almost thought that he was gay - but then I noticed what I was doing wrong. Men like him expected women like me to be a bit more skillful when it came to getting naked for the pleasure of their eyes.


I walked over to the long, vertical mirror beside my bed. Glenn was taking his clothes off as he walked over to me. I felt his arms just sliding along my belly before he pulled me closer to him. I noticed his breath as he put his head closer to mine. His finger caressed my bellybutton. God, he was just so warm.


"You know, I have always noticed that I don't have the things that you treasure the most on a woman."


"And what would those be?" He asked, but it was not really a question. We talked about that years ago, back when we didn't know much about sex and was just finding more about it.


"I don't have wide hips and big breasts. Carla, on the other hand, has those."


Just as I finishing saying that, his hands cupped my breasts and his bulge pressed tighter against my butt. I could feel his cock growing, and his hands warm as they squeezed my melons.


"Yeah, but don't feel bad about that sort of thing. You didn't decide to be born like this, and frankly, I think that you look just fine."


"No, Glenn. You don't really understand," I said, looking at the floor now to avoid his eyes in the mirror.


I just dreamed of having enough money to change those things about me. I imagined what my life would be like with breasts so big that the face of a man would be lost between them. I dreamed of having hips so wide that I would have to custom order chairs for my apartment.


For the time being, though, I was going to have to be satisfied with what I had, which was enough to make Glenn hungry for me.


I turned around and kissed him. His lips felt so tender. His tongue looked for mine, and we connected. We became one as his expert hands felt my back. I felt him too, but I was more interested in what he had between his legs. I was curious about his size, now that he was all grown up.


I disconnected my lips from his and proceeded to kneel on the floor. I slid down his blue briefs in one quick movement. His dick jumped out of its prison looking ready to be tended to by an expert mouth. I licked my lips at the thought of having that thing deep inside my throat. Since I had been waiting for that moment my whole life, I was not going to have anything different from what I wished.


I noticed how much his dick grew. He was easily close to nine inches, which was probably the length of my head from chin to the top of my forehead. His pre-cum flowed from the mouth of his mushroom-like cockhead to the base of his shaft, before wetting his pubic hair. His testicles moved shily inside his rugged scrotum.


His scent was making me crazy. That smell of masculinity that only men like him had was perfect to make my pussy wet.


I wrapped my lips around his cockhead and then proceeded to put it deep inside my throat. I sucked his shaft more and more, while he threw his head back and began to moan. His moans only fueled my hunger even more as I increased the pace of what I was doing. My head went up and down on him, with my mouth wide open to have his full thickness in. I felt his cockhead rubbing and hitting against my throat as it twitched.


His cock soon exploded, making not only my vagina wetter, but also turning my nipples even more rigid. I continued to feel his manliness deep inside me until he, eventually, eased his member out and sat on the bed for another round.


The fun had just started, and he was not leaving my apartment until he was panting.


Chapter 2 - Captured


I looked at photos of mine before entering the USSR's compound. I was just so skinny. My breasts were not big enough to satisfy most men, as those pictures showed. My hips were not wide enough to entice their cocks for me. It was no wonder that, other than Glenn, I didn't have much sex.


I sneaked from corridor to room, then to other corridors, until I found the place I was looking for. To other people, it would have looked like a room with some computers in it, but for someone like me, that was heaven on Earth.


I put the floppy disk inside one of the consoles, and then looked from side to side in fear of someone coming, or having even followed me. Gladly, the lack of footsteps and other noises told me that I was safe for the time being.


I pressed some buttons on the white console and waited for the files to transfer. Those were patrol and troop locations that would be helpful if a future Hot War were to happen.


Thanks to my skills and skinny body, I managed to use the shadows in my favor as I sneaked to the console room. I didn't like boasting about myself, but if there was one thing I was good at, it was being an infiltrator for the American military.


I rested my shoulder and head on the tall computer processor beside me while my eyes waited for the file to transfer. Eleven percent, then thirteen percent, then fourteen percent... that was going to take a lot of time.


I yawned. The night before then was not a good one for me. I kept thinking about the other night where I had sex with Glenn. He fucked my pussy so good. It hurt me to think that I was probably never going to see him again.


The computer screen displayed a hundred percent file transfer. When my hand reached for the floppy disk, I felt something hard and blunt hit my head, making me lose consciousness and control of my body. Before I could even start thinking about what was happening, I was already falling on the floor.





"This will make her talk," I heard one of the Russian men in front of me saying.


I just about woke up, only to realize that I had my legs and arms tied to a chair. Other than us and the wooden chair, the room didn't have anything else. Just one light bulb hanging from the ceiling illuminated the place, but it was positioned so low that it left me guessing about the true size of it.


My head felt dizzy and heavy. I just... could not think clearly about what was happening. Not only that, but I also could not remember what I was even doing there. Events before being tied to that chair were fuzzy, ghost-like even.


The man in front of me, someone tall enough to be a basketball player, grabbed my chin and said, "This woman will turn into a beautiful bimbo hucow for our pleasure. Oh, she will spit out everything she knows alright. Do you have the man who speaks English here? We might need him."


Hucow? What was even that?


The moment his hand left my chin, my head fell, and I noticed the most unusual thing about my body. Not only did it look different enough to make me question myself if I was still me, but it also had everything I had wished for my whole life: big breasts and wide hips.


My breasts fell comfortably on top of my thighs, and my ass was now big enough to make that chair feel very small. However, the biggest change was probably my hunger for sex. The more I looked at the tall man in front of me, the more I wanted to have his cock ramming me deeply.


If only he would do that favor for me... He was talking to another man who was hidden deep in the shadows. The more I looked at him, the more I admired his body, and how that white uniform with black smears made him look perfect. He was such a masculine, virile beast.


He walked over back to me with a glass in his hand. He knelt in front of me, put the glass in front of my nipple, and then used his hand to squeeze it. I thought he had gone insane, because there was no way that milk was going to flow out of me, but then, it did, making my head confused with the turmoil of thoughts that immediately rushed in.


He squeezed my teat more and more until he filled the glass with my milk. His hand pampered my breast before he stood up and walked back to the man that was in the shadows. They said something else about hucow before walking away from there.


When the door closed, I asked myself how technologically advanced they truly were.


Chapter 3 - Socialized by Multiple Men


When I woke up again, I found myself on a bed in a well-lit room. Light from the sun seeped from the curtain-covered windows. I turned my head from side to side, and noticed that other than the bed, the bedroom didn't have much else.


The door swung open. Multiple men walked into the room, and what made me sit on the bed in the same instant was the sight of their naked bodies. My eyes darted from their masculine packages to the rest of their bodies as I tried - and failed - to focus on just one thing.


One of the men stepped forward from the group. His eyes scanned me from feet to head, and then back to my feet. I blank a couple of times as I realized that his face was quite familiar to me. After some seconds of deep thinking, I realized that he was the same officer that talked to me back in the interrogation room.


"You are here to spill out everything that you know about our enemies. However, before that happens, the procedure needs to be finished. You have been turned into an almost mindless woman with big breasts and wide hips. You have wished for those things quite a bit your whole life, right? We have found that about you after scanning your brain."


He was right about that. I didn't remember much about my past life, but I did remember the part about wanting to become a better woman. If they indeed did that to me, then I had no complaints, other than being stuck here with no hope to get out.


"You probably understand what needs to be done. So, do it. We don't have much time to waste."


He was right about that part as well. I just felt my feet being dragged out of the bed as my hunger for their cocks grew. I knew that there was just one thing I wished to do that day, and that was to be fucked by their thick and long manhoods.


I walked from the bed and knelt among them. I kept my head low as they approached me. I knew, deep inside, that they wanted me all submissive for their delight. I knew that that was the finalization of their socalled 'procedure. '


"Open up," one of them said. It was a good thing that I still Knew their language, as otherwise, I would have had a more difficult time understanding them.


I also knew what they asked of me in this instance. I slid my arms on the floor with my hands open, and then opened up my legs while bringing up my butt for them. Cold air coming from the windows rushed inside my exposed holes, making me feel goosebumps.


My hair fell around my head, making it impossible for me to see what they were going to do. However, I did notice as one of them walked until he stood just behind me. He, then, proceeded to kneel behind my waiting cunt.


His hands pampered my butt. One of his fingers got inside my anus, making me arch my back a bit and let out a soft moan. "It's nice and tight, guys. This one has not seen much action. She will do nicely for us."


"Oh, I can't wait for my turn with her," another man said.


I noticed a curious noise coming from around me. A noise very similar to when I fingered myself. Were those men... masturbating? I could not be completely sure about that, but something inside me told me that they were doing that.


The man behind me lowered his head and licked my pussy lips. I arched my back once again, and did not do much to contain another moan that escaped my mouth. He was just so good at that! I felt my pussy getting wetter, and found myself not wanting him to stop doing that too soon.


However, all good things must come to an end. He raised his head, straightened up his torso, grabbed my butt for support and then eased his member inside my vagina. My clit throbbed in response.


I felt as if I was being pierced by a lance. It just came in more and more, all of what appeared to be ten inches of absolute raw meat. His cock grew inside me, and then it did not take long before my tunnel closed itself around it.


"Damn, this is so tight," he said before beginning to pump me.


This time, the moans came out every time he pumped my hungry cunt. His balls slapped against my buttcheeks when he increased his pace a bit more. I was just so wet down there that we didn't need any lube.


And I was just so horny that milk flowed from my nipples, forming two puddles of it on the floor. The other men, in the meantime, continued to stroke their members to keep them fully hard.


The guy behind me grunted and then blew his load deep inside my cunt. I felt his hot, creamy liquid just tainting and painting the walls of my canal. He had so much of it that I felt it dripping onto the floor while his manhood pumped me full still, making me wish to have the chance to lick his man-milk clean from the floor.


He got out, and when I thought I was going to have some minutes to catch my breath, someone else replaced him behind me. His cock was thrust in deep inside me, and he was ramming me with all his might moments after. I felt the air of my lungs being pushed out as I realized that he was rougher and more virile than the one who fucked me.


He blew his load and then eased his dripping member out. Someone else replaced him moments after and then proceeded to do the same as the other guy.


More and more came with their hungry and ready cocks for the immense pleasure of my pussy. Their shafts rammed me so tight and rough that I felt my insides sore. When they were finally done with me, I felt such a lack of air that I thought I was going to suffocate.


"Kneel again and return to your previous position. We are going to do something else right now," the same man who interrogated me now said.


I didn't know when he fucked me during the turmoil. There were so many dicks coming in and out that I didn't have the possibility of identifying which dick was his, though I kind of wished I now knew.


With their cocks in their hands, they approached me. I stuck my tongue out to tease them. Smiles appeared on their faces as their eyes adopted a devilish appearance.


I sucked their members one at a time, never once continuing long enough so that one of them was going to blow his load inside my mouth. All of them deserved equal treatment, as was the rule in a socialized society like the motherland.


Their dicks felt so big as they filled me. I played with them using my hands, and also with their still semen-laden balls as I became one with them. Their mouths only opened to let out their soft moans of pleasures. Their bodies became red-hot as they reached their climax.


Suddenly, when I was going to suck another of those Russian men, they all blew their loads on me at the same time. I stopped what I was doing, but didn't refrain from keeping my mouth open with my tongue stuck out to taste their salty cream.


"It's done. Grab and drag her out of here. We need to find out what she knows," the same nameless man from the interrogation room said before two of his men took me out of there.


As they dragged me back to the interrogation room, with my breasts rubbing against the floor made of wood, I felt ready to spill out everything I knew.
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Chapter 1 - His Darling Little Hucow


He was holding a glass of milk in his hand. My milk. When he showed it to me, I could barely believe the sort of thing that was happening. How were my jugs producing milk when they should not?


"Drink it. It should make you feel better."


But how was I supposed to drink my own milk? The more I thought about it, the more I considered the proposition too crazy for me.


I was his darling little one. He was supposed to protect me and make sure that I was alright, instead of coercing me to have forbidden feelings for him.


There I was, sitting beside him on the couch, all naked because my body changed completely over the last minutes. What was he thinking about when he made me drink that? I didn't want more of the milk, but with him being so insistent, it was difficult not to give in to his wish.


Not only was my body changing, but also my mind. It became difficult to think over time, and I suspected that it was not long before I became a dumb little girl for my step old man.


"Daddi, I am really conflicted about where this is going," I said, and he responded by pampering one of my breasts.


"Don't worry, darling. These boobs here will be great for milking in about a couple of minutes. Right now, though, I was thinking of feeling your ass. It must be so huge right now. Please, stand up."


I did as he asked and brought my butt closer to him. His hand pampered it for a couple of seconds before he traced the crevice with one of his fingers, making me moan and arch my back.


He was so good with that... good enough to make me forget about how wrong that was.


"Do you know for how long I have been thinking about this, my darling?" He asked.


"No... I can't really think right now. Please... don't make hard questions to me."


"I will do that, my darling, but only because you asked me to. You see, I have been fancying you ever since you became a woman. When you turned eighteen, you became legal, and well... now nothing is holding me back."


"But, you know how wrong that is and how people would want your head for having sex with me..."


"I Know, and that is why I want to do this. It's what really turns me on. I want to take care of you for the rest of my life, even if that means marrying you as well."


I was in shock. "Marrying... me? But that would be so wrong, but also... oh!"


A smile appeared on his face. "Are you finally understanding my feelings for you and where they come from?"


"I think I am understanding them, yes..."


"Well, then you do also know that during my whole life, I haven't managed to find a woman good enough for me. You are too young, but still better than everyone else out there," he said and then licked my ass with his wet tongue, making me arch my back once again.


He stood up and crossed his arms around me. I felt his hot breath on my neck when he rested his head there. I felt goosebumps when he pressed me tighter against his body. I so wished to have his big cock inside me, especially with my now renewed fire for the forbidden.


Forbidden sex... that is what I wished to do right now, except that my mind kept thinking about how wrong that would be.


He pressed me tight to his body once again and asked, "Is something the matter? Is your pussy not okay with this?"


"No... it's nothing like that. I just Keep thinking about how wrong this is."


"My little one, you know how dumb society is with these things. If we are both legal and okay with this, then who are they to say what we can't do?" He asked before pressing his body more against mine, making me feel his cock touching my exposed butt.


"I really want the big thing you have in every hole of mine," I said.


"Hmm... just the mention of that makes me leak my pre-cum. Do you want to taste my pre-cum, little one?"


I turned around on the same instant and asked, "Are you really going to let me do that?"


"But of course I would allow you to. I have been thinking about this for a very long time. If you want to take the first step, then just kneel."


Chapter 2 - His Pre-Cum


With my heart now beating like never before, I got down on my knees. "Close your eyes, my little darling. What you will see is going to be a surprise that few women ever had the chance to cherish."


The mention of that made my heart beat even faster, and I almost thought I was going to have a heart attack. Before he made me drink that milk, everything was clear in my mind, but now there was just confusion in there. In the end, all I knew was to have his thick cock shooting his sperm all around me.


I closed my eyes and waited until he lowered his pants. When I opened them, he warned, "Shhhhhh... keep them closed. I have not lowered the last layer yet."


I waited patiently until I heard him lowering his underwear. Pair of briefs or a speedo? I didn't know which he was wearing and preferred to, despite me being with him for a very long time and seeing him naked when I was younger.


Once his hands were done lowering down his underwear, my lungs were filled by his scent. I sniffed it harder at the realization that, for the first time in my life, I was going to see the big cock that once fucked many women before me. They all got on their knees for the big man, and now it was my turn to worship him as well.


"Open your eyes, my darling, but do so carefully. I don't want to shock you too much for seeing the big thing that I have been carrying with me all this time."


I did as he asked of me. Slowly, his big slab of meat was revealed to me. Once my eyes were fully open, I was left in a state of shock. "This thing... it's impossible. No man has something this big."


"Well, my darling little one now turned to a bimbo hucow, I told you that I am one of a kind. You should be happy you are going to have your turn with this big thing. Now, lick the pre-cum and make sure to do so with the utmost respect. I don't want to have to beat you up like I did the other times you were a bad brat."


I stuck my tongue out and began to lick the rope of pre-cum that kept on coming out of the slit of his cockhead. It was so delicious that, in no time at all, I found myself wanting more and more of that. His smile was that of someone who was enjoying turning his darling little brat into the bimbo hucow that I now was.


"Keep doing that, pussybrat. I really like seeing you like this, all submissive for the man who taught you everything."


I could hear myself saying, 'Oh yes, please fuck me, daddi. Please fuck me until I am pregnant with your seeds,' but doing so would have been a disservice to the big slab of meat in front of me. Plus, with my tongue occupied with his liquid of pleasure, there was so much I could do with my mouth.


The big man shook his tool a couple of times and then rubbed it against my face. I was so turned on that I heard my cunt juices dripping to the floor. "Damn, I didn't think that you were this horny already. What happened to all those thoughts of this being too taboo for you? Are they gone now?"


I nodded my head slightly at the realization that he was right about that.


He rubbed his rigid member along my cheeks, nose and forehead. The more he did that, the more I could feel his skin and veins on me, making me feel even more turned on. I thought that something like that was impossible, but he really was an experienced man willing to break any barriers. There was nothing that he was not going to do to have his way with me.


"Now, my darling, I know that you are thinking about giving your step old man a blowjob to finish this, but there is something else I want you to do right now. Get on the couch, put your breasts over the edge of the seats' back supports, and then wait for me. I am gonna drink all the milk that you have."


I did as he asked of me, and then waited for him to come. I closed my eyes until he showed up in front of me and placed his two big, masculine hands on my boobs, making them feel small for the first time that night. I thought that having such a perception was impossible, but here he was, doing just that to me.


"These feel so soft and so full of milk. I should have done this to you much earlier in your life. On the internet, some people say that hucows produce more milk if they are transformed before adulthood. There is a higher risk involved with that, so I didn't think it was worth it, but still... it makes me question myself if, maybe, that was the right decision all along."


His words were of little importance to me when he put one of my nipples inside his mouth. "Tasty teat," he said when he pulled my nipple and milk came out of it. I was more shocked by the mention of 'teat' than anything. Another thing that surprised me was how easy milk flowed out of my nipple.


"Big and succulent teat. I love this," he said, now making me understand where he was coming from with the mention of 'teat' rather than 'nipple': it just was too big to be called the latter.


"You have turned into such a human-cow, and a bimbo one to boot," he said while sucking more of my milk. I could feel the pressure created by his lips as his mouth took in all the milk I had. The pressure created by him made me feel so much pleasure that, once again, my cunt juices leaked out of my pussy.


It was not enough that he was milking me; he had to have his hands all over my boobs. The more they pampered my breasts, the more pleasure I felt, up the point of forcing my toes to curl.


I was almost losing myself. He was just so good, and when he finally let go of the first nipple, I knew that there was much more to come, because he had just put my other nipple inside his mouth. Nipples or teats... at this moment, it didn't matter to me what we should call them. What mattered was how they could be used to make sex even more pleasing.


I felt my milk flowing out and filling his belly. He was a hungry old man. He was twice my age, but with us being so close, that didn't deter me from doing what I was doing. I was now nothing more than his milk-making slut for his delight, and we were both loving that.


However, all good things must come to an end. I felt my breasts dried of their milk the moment he stood up. I pampered and even squeezed them as I looked for more of the amazing liquid that daddi loved so much, but there was not one single drop of it left. He had drunk everything.


"That... really was something else. Such big titties that you have, my darling little one," he said, pampering my breasts once again.


"Or udders might be a more appropriate term, I think," he said with analyzing eyes.


"But anyway, enough about the usage of the right terms. It's a bit comical the kind of face that you are making right now."


I raised my eyebrows and he said, "you must be asking yourself what is happening, right? Well, let me show you."


Chapter 3 - What I Became


He went to his bedroom and brought a small mirror in his hand. He put it in front of me, and I soon realized what he meant: my face was unrecognizable, and I looked as if I had taken a pill to become the dumbest person in the world. My mouth was always slightly open and my eyes... one seemed to be focusing at a different point in the room from the other.


"Time to fuck that small hole of yours," he said with a devilish smile that sent shivers down my spine. However, that didn't deter me from feeling that I was going to have the best fuck of my life.


"Tell me, have you not really been fucked by someone as huge as me?"


I shook my head.


"Well, then this will be very interesting. Get on all fours. With your udders this big, there is only one way that this is going to happen."


I obeyed him. The moment I adjusted myself for better positioning, he gripped my waist and then lined up his big man tool with my waiting vagina. I licked my lips at the thought of being rammed by the man who meant so much for me when I was so little.


"You have grown up and now you are a woman that any man would desire, especially with udders and a RUMP like these," he said while feeling and pampering them with his virile hands.


"Such a nice pair of asscheeks that you have as well," he said, pampering me even more and making me moan out of pure pleasure.


"Have you just heard the sound that came out of your mouth?" He asked.


I nodded, and then he slapped my asscheek hard. "No, you haven' heard it. You heard what you thought you heard, but something much different came out of your mouth. A sound that was much more animal-like. You are a hucow now. You don't moan when you are pleased. You moo because that's the only sound that can come out of your whore mouth."


I tried to moan once again, just to test if his hypothesis was right, only to find out that, indeed, he was not wrong about that. Only moos came out of my mouth. For a moment, I was shocked to have learned something like that, but then, he soothed me, "Don't worry about that. I really love it when a hucow moo. I am going to make you moo a lot tonight."


I was almost asking what he meant by that before he thrust in with force into my dripping vagina, making me understand exactly what it was that he had in mind. A long and wild moo of pleasure escaped from between my lips, and it filled the whole room.


His smile reappeared on his face, and it was the same devilish one from minutes ago. He started to thrust in slowly, but then he picked up pace as his muscles tensed. Daddi was the kind of man that took some time to get going, but once he was in the right mood, there was no stopping him.


He was also a bit violent. He slapped my butt multiple times while his big man tool stretched me to such an extent that I imagined I was not going to be able to walk like a normal human being for the following weeks.


"I love the feeling of your tender and moist entrance around my big slab of meat! I can do this forever!" He said, and with that pace of his, I was sure that he was not lying about that.


My arms were shaking while he pumped me with all his might. I thought they were about to give in at some point, but I did everything in my power to prevent that from happening. The more he pumped me, the more I had to focus on not disappointing him.


His ballsack slapped against my buttcheeks, and each time they collided with me, I felt a jolt of pleasure that ran through my whole body. The more he sensed me succumbing to his manhood, the more it fueled his desire to keep on eating the little hucow he created.


I was his darling little one, but the feelings were telling me that I could become something else: his woman.


He stopped slapping my butt, which relieved me because they were stinging already. He then said, while his hands pampered the crevice of my asscheeks, "What a nice little thing I have for me. All fertile and ready for daddi, are you not?"


He said that moments before his whopping dong twitched and shot rope after rope of his succulent sperm inside my cunt. I was a bit sad that it was not going to be savored by my tastebuds, but that could be left for another time we had sex. I was already licking my lips at the prospect of having his dick blowing his cum down my throat and filling that hole with it.


He tilted his head back and a wild moan escaped his mouth. He was shaking the moment his cock was eased out of me. And then, he sat on the couch as if nothing had happened. He was panting a bit, but he still had his eyes fully open. He could come and fuck me again if he so wished.


However, his mind had other plans for me, "This was good, but tomorrow, I am going to get creative with those big titties of yours."
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