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Introduction



All characters in this book are over 18 years of age. This book features kinks and themes that may be offensive to some. The author doesn’t endorse the characters’ beliefs or behavior.

It contains instances of breeding kink, pregnancy, knotting, mild degradation, age gap, unprotected sex, pregnant sex featuring a heavily pregnant woman, lactation kink, and adult nursing. Read further only if you are comfortable with these themes.


Chapter 1



Layla

“They’ll never find you here. Trax’s ranch is the safest place on earth. That minotaur doesn’t let anyone enter without his permission.” The Krampus who is driving the horse cart sneers. “You’re lucky I know a secret passage.”

He holds out his palm, expecting a fat payment in return for his knowledge. His pointed tongue dips in and out of his mouth. Greed radiates off him. I’ll have to satisfy it if I intend to survive. With a sigh, I grab a pouch from my satchel and drop the last coins I have into his outstretched palm.

“Thank you for your help.” I slide off the horse cart, landing hard on my feet. The path outside the ranch is dusty and deserted. It’s the perfect place to hide from the gangsters who have been hounding me to pay off my debts. I don’t have that kind of money and I don’t want to end up being sold to a brothel.

“I wish you luck.” The Krampus smooths his hand over his horns. Even though I only met him yesterday, I spot the concern in his eyes. “Make sure Trax doesn’t catch you roaming his land. He’s a brutal monster. He’ll flay you until you’re dead.”

“I’ll be fine.” I wave my hands at the miles of grassy land sprawled out in front of me. A massive golden gate bars me from entering the paradise known as Trax’s Milking Farm. “This place is bigger than a whole city. I’m sure I can keep myself hidden.”

“If you ever need my services again, I’ll be happy to help.” The Krampus pauses. “But there’s no better place to hide from your creditors than Trax’s ranch. This place is impossible to get into unless you’re a hucow.”

I swallow at the mention of hucows. I know some girls in town signed a contract to become one. It’s a good life if you can get picked by Trax. The pay is generous. Some make three silvers a day if they produce enough milk. The real benefit is that they get to live in green pastures and eat three meals a day without having to do back-breaking work. Their only function is to stay pregnant and keep producing milk.

“Where is the secret entrance?” I inquire. “How do I get in?”

The gate is sturdy and impossible to move. It was built for a minotaur, not humans. It towers above me, its shadow swallowing my body.

The Krampus jumps onto the dusty path and crooks his finger at me. “Follow me.”

I’m a country girl, through and through. I may have moved to the town to make a living, but it was too hard living in crowded, cramped surroundings. I was always restless, wanting to escape the brutal grind of town life. Before long, I was in debt. It’s so easy to get distracted by gambling and other vices when one is away from nature.

But I’ll be fine in Trax’s farm. At least until I can steal some money and figure out a way to move to a new city. But a part of me rebels at the thought of leaving this beautiful farm. If I go to another city, won’t the same thing happen again? I’ll end up getting trapped by clever salesmen from gambling dens and dig myself into a deeper hole. Still, there are no jobs in the country and I need to survive.

If only I could become a hucow. But I’m not pregnant and I have no milk in my teats.

“Be quiet. It’ll be trouble if we’re caught.” The Krampus puts a finger over his lips to warn me. Then he leads me through a narrow hole under a wall. The hole is small. It’s an effort to squeeze through. But with Krampus’s help, I get in.

“You’re on your own now,” he says. “I won’t be going any further. Thanks for the payment.”

“I’ll take care of myself,” I say.

We both nod to each other in understanding. Then the monster slips under the wall and is gone.

I take off my shoes. There’s soft, velvety grass underneath my feet. When I feel that smoothness, it stirs something in me.

My eyes glaze over with tears. Even the wind on Trax’s farm smells of grass and freedom. There’s no stench of soot or human urine. There are no loud noises, overwhelming crowds, or dark temptations to addle my mind.

I trek over a little bit further. The farm stretches endlessly. Even though Trax keeps human women, not actual cows, there’s so much grass here. There are trees, too. Ripe apples and pears hang from the branches, weighing them down. My mouth waters. This is indeed paradise.

Fruits were so expensive in town. Now I can have my fill for free.

I climb up a tree. I used to do this as a child and my skills aren’t rusty yet. When I’ve collected enough fruit to satisfy my hunger, I climb down and devour them hungrily. Their sweet juices trickle down my jaw. I’m a starved woman and this is a luxurious meal.

In the distance, there’s a stone mansion. It’s so grand, it takes my breath away. The exterior is gray stone. It’s carved beautifully and decorated with huge windows. Candlelight illuminates the rooms beyond the windows. Though I can’t see the details, I can tell they must be extravagant. Trax is a very rich minotaur and he lives alone. No doubt, he must have ensured that he has every comfort in the world.

My belly is round and full by the time I’m finished with my meal. I stroll around for a while, drawing a mental map of my new home. There’s an abandoned shed with hay and blankets. It’s an amazing place to sleep, and even better if it rains.

I spread myself out on the cool carpet of grass, patting my stomach as I unwind for the night. The journey from town was stressful and tense. But the weariness in my muscles melts away at the prickle of the blades of grass against my skin.

Stars are twinkling overhead, so bright and beautiful in the inky black sky. I can imagine myself looking up at them every night and falling in love with life all over again.

“This place is amazing,” I whisper. Its verdant fields are full of serene promise. The breeze that hits my face is cool and balmy, making me drowsy sleep instantly.

As my vision fades, the last thing I notice is the massive row of sheds. That’s where Trax must keep his cows. They’re not like actual sheds. They’re fully covered. Light pours out from the small windows of the cow sheds. I wonder when Trax checks up on his hucows. Maybe I’ll go over there and befriend some of them tomorrow. They might help me prolong my stay on the farm.

With that thought, I drift off into slumber.
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When I wake up, I’m bound to a bed.

Blood pounds erratically in my ears. My eyes scramble, committing every detail I see to memory to make sense of what’s going on.

I’m in an extravagant room. The bed I’m lying on is a four-poster bed, with lacy curtains blurring what’s beyond. I’m resting on soft pillows and a firm mattress.

I look down at my body and gasp. I’m fully naked. Not a stitch of clothing on me. My heavy breasts rise and fall. My nipples, aroused by a cruel monster’s gaze, reveal my shameful body’s wanton nature. Beyond the dark curls that cover my pussy, I’m sure he can see how wet my folds are. My legs are spread apart and bound, so it’s easy to gain access to my core.

A pleasant, floral smell emanates from me. Did somebody spray perfume on my skin? It has been a while since I smelled so good. I didn’t have access to a bath in town, so I made do with splashing water on my skin and wiping it with a wet cloth. My toes curl in pleasure. My body sings in rapture. I feel sensual and feminine smelling like this.

I pick up some details through the curtains. There’s other furniture in the room, but I can’t see what it is. It’s dark, but some candles are burning.

I make an effort to free my wrists. The ropes binding my ankles and hands burn as they slide over my soft skin. “Uh!” I cry out, frustrated.

The next moment, I hear a scratching sound followed by a heavy thump. I still. The thuds on the ground grow louder. They’re the footfalls of a heavy monster. My core clenches hard, preparing for danger.

Tingles erupt at the base of my spine. I know what’s coming for me isn’t good. I thought I could stay hidden forever, but looks like the minotaur caught me. A host of horrible scenarios play across my mind as his form is thrown into relief by the glow from the candles. He’s over six feet and completely eclipses me in size and strength. The muscular bulge of his forearms is evident even through the gauzy curtains.

I scrunch my eyes closed when I hear him tear the curtains shielding me.

“So you’re awake.” That monstrous, raspy voice sends a wave down my spine. My pussy contracts. Fear turns me on. Knowing that I’m alone with a massive minotaur makes my pussy throb.

My eyes jerk open when I register the press of his blunt fingertips against my arm. I quickly sketch an image of him from the details available to me. He’s a sculpture of muscle covered by dark brown skin. There are hairs on his body that look and feel smooth like a cow’s hide. His broad, powerful chest tapers down to a chiseled stomach that looks better than any human man’s. Lower down, his humongous cock stands proud, fully erect. My mind feels dizzy looking at the girth of that thing. Even my two hands wouldn’t fit around it. Thick veins cover the brown rod, like vines growing over a stone tower.

“Look at me,” he orders with a demanding edge to his voice. “Tell me your name.”

“Layla.” I fixate on his face. It’s like a bull’s, but there’s a layer of humanness and intelligence underneath that mask. His horns are small and white. His ears are floppy, rippling with the wind. There’s a golden ring between his nostrils which lends him an air of intimidation. His mouth protrudes because of his snout, but his teeth are flat and shiny.

When he talks, his jaw opens and closes just like a human’s.

“Why am I naked?” I dare to ask. It’s not a smart move, given his temperament and my current vulnerability.

“Because your clothes were dirty,” the minotaur replies, in a flat tone. His pupils dilate. A dark, unknown sensation pricks my stomach. “I gave you a bath and scrubbed your body clean. Your tits are fat and tasty, Layla. They felt so soft when I was kneading them.”

Heat blooms in my cheeks. Even the minotaur knows how much of a whore I am.

“I’m sorry,” I mumble.

“Sorry for having great teats?” His laughter is loud and rough. “That’s not something to be sorry for, woman.” I whimper when the minotaur’s green eyes narrow at me. I have never seen such a hue. It’s the same color as the grass on his fields. It fits him perfectly. “But it’s a pity they’re not bursting with milk like they ought to be.”

My belly feels empty when I come face-to-face with Trax even though I just stuffed myself with produce from his farm. I’ve heard of him in stories but never seen him up close. Minotaurs are rare, and they usually stay close to nature. There weren’t any in town.

My lips are trembling and so are my words when they finally leave my mouth. “What are you going to do to me?”

“Depends.” He briefly turns his back on me. I hear the rustle of papers. He brandishes a stack of papers at me. “Are you one of our cows?”

I’m accustomed to lying so the falsehood rolls off my tongue easily. “Yes, Master.”

“What’s your number?”

“Thirteen.”

“Bad girl.” His admonishment travels up my spine like a spike of heat. He presses his horns on my cheek, reminding me of how powerful he is. “You lied to me.”

“I’m sorry.” I shake my head. “I’m only looking for a place to stay. I can’t go back to town. I’ll do anything for you: cook, clean, take care of your cows. I’ll be your maid and clean the stables every day. I’ll keep your house spotless. You don’t even have to pay me. Three meals a day and a place to stay are all I need.”

I’ve always loved cooking. The smell of herbs and ingredients melding together relaxes me. I wouldn’t mind cooking and doing other chores. It’d be worth it to stay on the farm.

“Well, there’s only one rule here on the farm.” The minotaur’s docile eyes suddenly burn with intensity. His irises are ringed by red. My stomach drops in fear. His fat thumb caresses the outline of my breast. I shiver, seeking the warmth of my skin. “If I find you on my land, you’re mine.”

He growls out the word mine. His possessiveness turns my pussy into a dripping faucet. Electric sparks rub against my cunt, making my arousal soar. I’m oddly fascinated by this monstrous creature. First, the minotaur took me to his house and cleaned me up because I was dirty. The next moment he’s staking his claim on me, telling me I belong to him.

The worst part is, that I don’t entirely hate the idea.

“I don’t mind being yours,” I reply. “As long as you take care of me.”

The minotaur’s cock gets stiffer. I see it become straighter, poking at the side of the bed. “I always take care of what’s mine. But you’ll have to fulfill all my needs. You’ll have to feed me and be my good little breeder. I’ll be your master and you’ll be my maid. I’ll sink my cock into your fertile cunt whenever I please, and drink from your milky teats when you’ve been properly bred.”

I gasp. Why is the scene he’s describing sound so perfect? I’ve always wanted to be used and bred by a man, but men usually only want my money, not my body. This minotaur is the first creature who has demanded to fill me. My brain relishes the idea of becoming a mother. I want to nurture a new life and feel the beautiful sensation of growing a baby inside me. I’ve longed for it forever. My restless soul needs an anchor. I left my village because I didn’t have anyone I cared about who could make me stay. The same thing happened once I was in the city. I lost myself to gambling so I could forget about being alone.

A baby to nourish and a monster to take care of is exactly what my soul needs to feel fulfilled and safe. I know I’ll be happy serving Trax and nursing his babies at my tits for the rest of my life.

My intuition tells me this is the right thing to do. This is what my soul has longed for.

Every fiber of my being wants to give my huge minotaur what he wants.

“I’ll be pleased to serve you in any way possible,” I say. “Serving people makes me happy. I feel like I’m doing something good by being useful.”

“You’ll certainly be useful.” The minotaur’s smile is surprisingly handsome. My heart skips a beat when I imagine him smiling like that after eating the food I cooked for him. That alone might make being his maid the best job in the world. “And I see you like being submissive.”

He slowly begins to untie the ropes binding my wrists to the bed. However, he doesn’t touch the ropes that are bound to my ankles.

“Sign this contract,” Trax commands. His tone is violent and needy, rattling the porcelain objects placed on the desk and shelves. “It’ll make you my breeder and my possession. If you break it or try to run away, I can do whatever I want with you.”

He’s tying me down. He’s asking me to stay here forever.

“Isn’t that like marriage?” I joke. I know people sign marriage contracts all the time in the town. It binds them to their husbands for life.

“It’s exactly like marriage.” Trax’s eyes narrow. “I want to own you legally before I put my child in your belly. You’re going to be mine for eternity.”

A part of me warms at the idea that Trax is doing things the right way. He’s first making me his wife. The notion blows my mind. No man has ever wanted me to be his partner for life. No man has wanted to give me a home and a family to raise.

I grip the feather Trax hands me and hastily sign my name at the bottom of the yellowed page. “Thank you for making me your wife,” I mutter. “I’m overjoyed.”

“You’re not my wife yet.” Trax climbs onto the bed. He straddles me. His heavyweight and monstrous body excites my pussy. I start leaking slick, drenching the bedsheets under me. “You’ll be my maid and my breeder first. If you manage to satisfy me, then I’ll make you my wife.”

“Yes, Master.”

She grins, pleased by my feminine submission.

“I’m going to taste to taste your cunt. I’ve heard human cunt tastes like honey.” My mind hazes when Trax probes my wet folds with his snout. The heavy gusts of breath stimulate my intimate area, making my arousal soar. His ring taps my clit, making me scream.

“Oh god, that feels so good.”

I realize I spoke too soon when Trax’s thick tongue starts to tease my slit. The sensation of his wet assault is even better than the hard press of his ring against my clit. He sucks on my clit, awakening my body to new pleasures. I never knew intercourse could be so stimulating. Women in town always spoke of it as a painful ordeal.

Is it because I’m with a monster who knows how to satisfy my body?

His grunts, his hunger evident in the rapid thrust of his tongue into my hole. His tongue writhing inside my most intimate space makes sparks flutter in my belly. I fight against the ropes binding me.

My thighs tremble with need. The space between my thighs is so hot like it’s going to melt. Trax’s tongue strokes the heat, making the temperature of my pussy skyrocket.

“You taste like a sweet female willing to be bred,” Trax says. “Your pussy is telling me it wants to be stretched and impregnated.”

“Yes!” My brain has slowed down. All the blood is rushing to my cunt. My pussy contracts in pleasure again and again as Trax’s tongue dives into my channel. He sucks on my clit, then thrusts in. The rhythm of his actions makes pressure swell inside my core.

I’m swimming in delight, my bones liquefying with every suck on my clit, every hard thrust into my hot feminine cavern.

“Please…” I close my eyes. My body can’t keep up with the minotaur’s insistent tongue-fucking. I feel like I’m about to shatter like I’m about to spray slick on his face.

“My little maid, this is what it means to serve your master.” Trax laughs. “Your body’s responses are your service. Come for me, Layla.”

The gentle way in which he says my name makes the experience feel personalized. When he tugs on my clit with his teeth, I break. My body was naturally molded to serve my master, to give him whatever he demands of me.

And Trax demanded me to come.

My pussy convulses as moisture drips out of me, drenching Trax’s mouth. He makes a satisfied sound, letting me know that I’ve served him well. That joy, that sense of pride of having made my master happy fuels my orgasm.

I radiate in the aftershocks of my body’s undoing. The bed feels like it’s made of clouds and my body is sinking into it. An incredible feeling overwhelms my cells. My muscles are paralyzed by the shockwave emanating from my core. My whole body responds to it, heating up and becoming lighter.

Trax licks my pussy lips before finally removing his head. His cock’s massive head charges against my wet folds. The sudden difference jerks my system awake. His soft tongue has been replaced by his hard shaft, seeking entry into me. “You’re ready for breeding now, Layla.”

“Breed me, Master.” I try to push my legs wide so he can fit into my intimate slot.

“I’ll teach you your place, little maid. You’re going to learn to take cock like a sweet submissive.” Trax slaps my pussy. My skin stings from the impact. “You’re going to be my personal cow and carry my seed.”

A monster baby in my belly? My pussy tingles at the idea. Heat strokes my core, making me aware of the emptiness in my pussy. This monster’s wicked promises are like vines curling in my consciousness. My groin pulses with the need to find out what kind of experience it’d be. Would being stuffed by a minotaur with a huge dick be as satisfying as it sounds?

Trax’s fat cock starts to grind into my hole. A whimper frees itself from my mouth. The slide of his dick into my wet and fertile pussy is slow and deliberate. My nerves burn with the reality of having my virginity taken.

“It’s my first time.” I breathe.

Trax’s eyes glaze with moisture. “Thank you, Layla. It makes me happy that I took you first.”

My chest tightens with the meaning behind his words. He’s thanking me for staying pure for him.

Soon, all thoughts erode. The powerful, gripping sensations unfurling inside my core keep my mind occupied.

I claim the pain Trax gives me because it’s all part of serving my minotaur. It’s all part of becoming his submissive breeder.

At the end of this, I’ll have the thing I’ve always wanted: a little baby growing in my womb. The tiny sting of pain that scrapes my nerves upon his entry intensifies as he pushes into me. My pussy muscles, which have never stretched before, almost split apart trying to accommodate his monstrous length.

He buries his cock deeper and deeper, not stopping unless he has plugged me up.

He roars. “Layla, your pussy is heaven. So wet and tight. I can feel how ready you are for my seed.”  

When his cock bottoms out in me, he grunts. Then his shaft starts to recede, slipping back and sliding out of my hole.

The relief is short-lived. Trax charges into my core with fury, growling and making animalistic sounds. This time, I feel the friction between our organs. It swallows the ache in my pussy. I’m filled with current that zaps through my veins and my nerves.

Slowly, my system adjusts to being pounded hard by a minotaur.

I feel slightly numb but in a good way. My role is simple: I simply have to lie here and take what my master gives me. I feel incredibly feminine as Trax buries himself in me again and again. I’m a vessel, made to take sperm and give it a home inside my womb. The intensity with which Trax plows into my cunt adds to the pleasure of the experience.

He desires me, much more than I have ever been desired. He wants to claim my womb with his seed. His rough movements and hard thrusts tell me more than words could. My body responds to his yearning by convulsing around his dick. My pussy grips his hardness, milking him to force him to spill his seed in me.

“You’re going to be my breeding pet.” Trax sounds breathless. “I’ll keep putting babies inside you and milk you for my own pleasure.”

“You’re going to turn me into a hucow?” I ask.

“You’re not going to live on the farm and make milk for me to sell. You’ll be my personal pet, for me to ravish in my home.”

That means I’ll be different from all the other girls. I know that Trax doesn’t personally drink from his hucows. They are seeded by human bulls on the farm and their milk is sold to monsters for a high price.

But I’m going to be his personal dairy maid. My breasts will serve my master, quenching his thirst and making his cock erect so he can plow my pussy. Heat seeps down my spine when I imagine milk spraying from my breast into Trax’s mouth. The warmth of his mouth closing around my sensitive nipple would make my toes curl.

I want leaking tits. I want my breasts to swell with milk. I’ll be the perfect nourisher, feeding my husband and children with my breasts. Keeping them nurtured and happy even as I grow more babies in my womb.

My pussy clenches at the thought. Trax groans. “Fuck. You’re choking me, Layla. I’m going to come.”

“Come inside me, Master,” I beg.

I can no longer bear the emptiness inside me. I want a minotaur baby making my belly heavy. I want to be fertilized. With his seed planted in me, I’ll be grounded. I’ll live on this farm and have an incredibly fulfilling life as a mother.

My eyes drop shut. The heavy explosions of heat in my unprotected channel burst into my blood, ravaging my body. I gasp, realizing that I’m about to have another orgasm.

“Show your master how much your body loves his cock.” Trax’s command sets off another climax.

Ecstasy floods my core. Gravity shifts to my pussy, making every other part of my body feel like it’s nonexistent. There’s only the pulsing of blood and the weight of a monster’s cock in my world. I surrender to the beautiful experience of being impregnated, of being a feminine vessel and accepting seed.

“You’re going to lie there and take my cock as many times as you need to until I fill your belly with my seed. Understood?” Trax grinds his teeth as he rocks in and out of my body.

My pussy is gripping him harder, trying to squeeze him. My muscles are sore, but the primal need to be planted with his seed defies all tiredness. My body acts on its own sucking his cock in. Stretching. Accommodating. And squeezing.

Until the minotaur gives me what I want.

The hot spray of his seed fills my senses. My core is flooded with ropes of cum. His thick, masculine baby-making batter trickles into my channel, pooling at the entrance to my womb.

The best part is, that Trax never stops coming. He unloads rope after rope of cum into my fertile core. Even when there’s enough seed to knock me up three times over, his cock doesn’t stop spilling.

“It’s all going to come out of my hole,” I joke. “There’s so much.”  

“No.” Trax’s savage tone hits my ear. “I’m going to knot you. Not wasting a single drop of my precious cum.”  

I have only vaguely heard of knotting. But now I feel its effects. Trax’s cock balloons inside me, plugging up my pussy. Keeping his release warm and safe in my fertile pussy so that it takes in my womb.

“Will it ever stop?” I laugh. Trax’s cum is building up inside my stomach.

“Never.” Trax pants. “Minotaurs come until their balls are empty. And in case you didn’t know, I have big balls.”

I stare down at my inflated stomach. He has stuffed me with so much cum. I rub my bloated belly, loving the feeling of being full. My brain tingles at the thought of having a pregnant stomach. This minotaur has put a spell on me. Suddenly, the idea of being pumped full of cum doesn’t seem horrid anymore. I cradle my fat midsection, adoring my new maternal figure.

“I can already smell my baby inside you. You’re going to get pregnant.”

My channel contracts at the certainty in his voice. This monster owns me. He knows my body better than I do.

And I want to simply lie here and be bred by him again and again.


Chapter 2



Trax

A few weeks later…

“You astonish me with your talents,” I growl in approval at the feast Layla has cooked for me. After she offered to become my maid, she insisted on acting like one. Having my baby in her belly makes her excited for the future and she pours all her love and energy into keeping my home beautiful and nourishing both our bodies with fresh and warm meals. “You’re getting better every day.”

Layla grins, stroking her massive stomach with tenderness as she serves me my food. “Thank you, Master.”

Minotaur babies are big, so the size of her stomach is equivalent to a six-month pregnant human, even though she’s only two months into her pregnancy. She will be giving birth soon, too, because humans can’t keep monster babies in them for longer than four months.

“What about my morning milk?” I raise my eyebrows at her. “I don’t see it on the table.”

Layla’s eyes widen and she slaps her hand over her mouth. “I’m sorry. I’ll take care of it immediately.”

She grabs a glass from the kitchen. Then, in front of me, she strips down, baring her full breasts. Her dusky pink areolas have expanded to the size of big coins. The skin over them is smooth and shiny, tempting me to take one dime-sized areola into my mouth and suck on it like sweet candy. Her nipples are swollen and hard. Beads of white milk sit on those distended buds. When a droplet of milk springs free and snakes down her chest, traveling over her pregnant stomach, my cock cries out in agony. I can’t resist my sweet maid anymore.

She’s filled with my child and dripping milk all over her swollen belly. That sight is indescribably arousing. Knowing a monster like me knocked her up and made her breasts swell with cream is the ultimate feeling of power and control.

I feel like a real master.

“Come here.” My voice is a low rasp. “Sit on your master’s lap while I drain milk from your pretty tits.’

Layla is a picture of fertility, dripping milk from her titties with her belly stretched out. When she saunters to me, her belly and tits bounce. My cock scrapes the bottom of the table. My rod is rock-hard. It’s twitching to feel her feminine flesh rippling around it. She feels so tight and perfect whenever I thrust into her. She’s the perfect way to relieve my stress after a day of hard work.

Layla’s ass is soft when it lands on my thighs. My cock pushes between her gown’s folds, seeking the heat of her pussy.

But first, I have to milk her. Her breasts are hanging on her chest like ripe melons. My heartbeat races as I gaze at their perfect roundness, their delicious plumpness, and the milky scent they give off.

I take one fat globe of flesh into my hand, squeezing its softness and admiring how my fingers into it.

Milk spurts from her tip in a thin white jet.

“Looks like I’m already leaking.” Layla moves on my lap. Her belly makes it hard for her to maneuver herself easily. So I turn her body around, setting her plump, milky breast over my mouth.

“You make so much milk,” I comment when another jet sprays from her tit. “Our children will be well fed.”

“I hope to nurse them on my breasts until they’re older,” Layla says. “But of course, my morning milk will always be yours, Master.”

I stroke her hair, loving how she makes me her priority. She was born to be a submissive wife and mother. She always thinks of other people’s comfort before her own. I think I’m starting to fall in love with her. And, for a while now, I’ve thought of her as more than my maid. I think she’s ready to become my real wife, my partner, and my companion who will build a family with me.

Her existence has made me calmer. I look forward to Layla’s soothing presence and to the blissful domesticity that we have together. I know I’ll always long for the comfort and the nourishment she provides me, no matter how old I get.

“Let me suckle on your pretty titties and make you feel like a gorgeous mama,” I say. “You’re doing an incredible job of bearing our child. And it’s time I made you realize how sexy your tits are.”

“I’m yours, Master.” Layla reaches up and kisses my mouth. “I will carry your baby and make your house a home. I will satisfy you in every way possible.”

I lock my mouth around her milk-swollen nipple. Streams of white cream fill my mouth. I swallow her maternal liquid, relishing the sweet, nutty taste of it. Human milk is a prized delicacy amongst monsters because of its special taste. And now I get to drink like a king for the rest of my life. My maid’s breastmilk is especially thick and creamy, better than most of the cows on my farm.  

That’s why I’m going to keep it for myself. I deserve to quench my thirst with this special cream after a day of hard work at the farm.

Layla squirms under me. I know her pussy must be leaking. My tongue plays with her hard bud, coaxing more milk from her breast. I tease her nipple, soaking up the steams of milk she releases.

The thick, hard swell of her nipple and its texture drives my cock crazy. To know that I made her tit swollen and wet with milk excites me. I want to claim her again, remind her of how fertile and precious her body is.

I drain her breast quickly. When I let go of her nipple, Layla’s eyes are glazed with pleasure. She cradles her belly like a pregnant goddess.

She’s a vision to behold. Her hair is loose and wild. Her eyes are dreamy with pleasure. And her naked body is curled on my lap, swollen with my heir. Her skin is flushed and her thighs are glistening with streaks of wetness.

I pat her head. Her weight on my lap makes me enjoy the experience even more.

Layla is so tiny and fragile compared to me. I feel like a monster, protecting her soft body and drawing nourishment from her big, Mommy milkers. We’re opposites, but that’s what attracts me to her. She’ll be the soft nourisher that our family needs and I will be the strong provider she can lean on.

It’s the perfect team. She’d be the perfect wife. But I will have to see what she thinks of it. I’ll have to make it a special announcement, not something spoken in the heat of milking.

“Here’s my other breast, Master.” Layla grabs her boob and offers it to me. “I’m so full it hurts.”

“I’ll take care of that pain,” I reply, pressing a gentle kiss on her distended nipple. “All you need is a quick, rough milking.”

I latch onto her breast with extreme force. Layla bounces on my lap, crying as I suckle from her teat. I bounce her on my thighs, loving the sight of her big belly and tits jiggling while I milk her. Her huge areolas make her look like a proper hucow.

The filthy, dirty sounds she makes as I roughly bite her nipple and devour her cream only add to the primal feeling of this experience. I keep bouncing her hard and rubbing her belly. My mouth provides powerful suction, forcing her milkers to surrender to my command and flood my mouth with milk. I don’t relieve the pressure on her breasts until I’ve emptied her supply.

Then I release her bloated nipple with a pop.

Layla bounces her ass on my thighs.

“Did you love being bounced?” I ask.

“It was amazing, Master. Can we do it again?”

I nod. I liked seeing her baby bump bounce and wouldn’t mind doing it again during our next milking. But now, it’s time to drill her with my cock and remind her who is her master.

I squeeze my big hands around her glorious breasts. “Baby, watching your big titties is making my cock hard. I’m going to have to take you right now.”

“Yes, Master.” Layla spreads her legs. “My cunt is ready for you.”

“Good girl.” I lick her ear. Her pussy starts to grind against my aroused shaft.

My fingers skim the swollen curve of Layla’s belly, enjoying the sensation of her stretched womb pulsing under my touch. The knowledge that my baby is growing inside her feeds a part of my soul that has always hungered to be a father. To be a monster who has a family to call his own. A monster-human pairing isn’t common but I know Layla is the perfect wife and mother for my family.

“You’re growing my baby well. He’s already so big inside you.” I press a kiss onto her bump. Because her expanded belly feels so delicious under my mouth, I have no choice but to suck on her skin. Glancing at her pregnant stomach ignites a fire in my groin. I lick her belly button and continue peppering kisses on her skin.

Breath leaves her mouth in a trembling note. “Master, please. I’m so wet.”

“You’re learning to be the perfect maid, always needy and dripping for your master, even when you’ve been bred.” Layla makes a soft moaning noise as my fingers brush her pubic curls. Her swollen clit begs for attention. Picking her up, I set her body on the table and spread her legs open.

“Master…what are you…” I press my hand to her mouth, silencing her. I adjust her body so her pussy is spread open in front of me, where my meal should be. Today, Layla’s wet cunt is going to be my appetizer before my meal.

“I’m giving you a reward for being a good maid.” I thrust my tongue into her folds. She screams out in ecstasy when I suck her clit. Her belly bounces as she thrusts her hips up, begging to be joined to my dick.

I journey down to the wet, throbbing spot between her legs. My knocked-up hucow is quivering with need. Her knees are trembling. Her pussy folds are slick with cum.

“Ah!” She screams when I rub her clit. She’s overstimulated; ready to come already. It’s a heady feeling, knowing I have such a devastating effect on her body. It’s every monster’s dream come true—to have a fertile human woman like her writhing in their arms, heavy with their seed and whimpering with the need for their cock.

“You want your pussy stuffed with my cock even when you’re heavily pregnant?” I cradle her stomach, then let it go. It wobbles from the weight of the baby growing inside her. “Your belly bounces so well, little submissive. I’m so glad I made you fat and swollen. This state suits you.”

I never imagined a human woman would look so sexy carrying my baby. I’m glad I waited for her instead of settling for any other woman. Layla is the perfect submissive breeder. She’ll be the mother of all my children and my companion. I’ve been lonely on the farm, but a minotaur can’t live away from nature, either. Going to the town was out of the question.

My business was flourishing, but I wanted a family. Sons to carry on my legacy and keep my farm thriving. Daughters to spoil with all the money that I have. Most of all, a wife who will take my breath away and accept my cum in her fertile pussy.  

I breach her pussy with one, powerful stroke. My shaft bottoms out in her, caressing her pregnant womb. My balls pull in at the sensation of being joined to her where my child is growing. Our bond is beyond physical. It’s a family bond, trying Layla, me, and our unborn child together.

I warm up her pussy by riding her in slow strokes. Her stomach heaves as I move inside her and the sight is terrific. My maid looks delicious, her legs and pussy spread out for me, my cock dipping in and out of her as her swollen womb bounces to my brutal fucking.

“This is exactly how you got pregnant,” I remind her. “You took your Master’s cock in your unprotected pussy even though we’d just met.”

Layla smiles, closing her eyes and enjoying the rub of my cock against her intimate walls. “I knew you’d give me the child I’ve always dreamed of.”

“I’ll give you a whole family,” I say. “I fill your womb with more children than you can count. And you’ll have me.”

“I love you,” she mutters. I swallow, confused about whether she means it or not. “You have made me feel safe and feminine, Master. My womb and pussy wanted to nourish lives and you have allowed me to have many children.”

My eyes widen. Layla is serious. She thinks of me as her husband, as her family. And she’ll love my children with all her heart and soul.

“Let me give you an orgasm you’ll always remember,” I say, probing into her pussy. I know the spot where she’s very sensitive.

I seek it with my cock, and when I find it, I pound her roughly, scraping against that secret area until she is jelly in my arms. Her pussy is like a vice grip around my cock, urging me to surrender to her feminine charms.

“Ah!” Layla yells loud enough to wake my cows in their shed as she climaxes. I ride her harder, holding her big belly. Holding the fruit of our sex. This child will be the beginning of our family.

When my body can’t stand the shockwaves of heat that her greedy pussy incites in me, I allow myself to explode into an inferno of passion.

My knot swells, locking inside Layla’s pretty pussy, stuffing it full of my seed. Her belly swells a little bigger as my massive load bloats her.

As usual, she smiles as she caresses her stomach. “Thank you,” she mumbles. “I’m so satisfied.”

“Not as much as me,” I reply. “Your cunt makes me wish I could stay in it and never leave.”

Layla giggles. Then I gather her pregnant body, my cock still stuck in her, and settle her on my lap. I rub her abused nipples and kiss her forehead as she falls asleep in my arms, full of cum.
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Sunlight warms my skin as I watch Layla eating from the picnic basket. I decided to give her a break today. Her pregnancy has been progressing beautifully, making her more swollen and luscious with every passing day. I can’t resist stroking her belly every time I see her. She comes to me when I’m working on the ranch. She sits on my lap and offers me her full, creamy breast to drink from.

That’s how we spend our afternoons. I milk her on the farm and stuff her with my cum. My seed spills down her legs as she walks back to the house.

Life is perfect. I haven’t felt the sting of loneliness since she trespassed into the farm and my body demanded that I make babies with her. My nights are even better, listening to her talk about her day while eating the food she has made for me. My heart has never been so full.

So, I decided it was time for the next step in our relationship. Layla has proven to me beyond doubt that she deserves to be my wife. She’s the only woman who will have my cock and my body for the rest of time.

“Lie down, let me massage your swollen feet,” I tell her. “You’ve been working hard all week.”

Layla’s eyes widen. “You don’t have to⁠—”

“I insist. You’ve been a good breeder, growing my seed and keeping house. I think it’s time for me to do something for you.”

“You’ve given me a place to stay.” Layla lies down on the blanket spread beneath us. “You pay for everything. You are the best provider, Master.”

“Trax. Call me Trax.”

“Trax.” My name sounds special when she says it. Her soft, high-pitched voice seeps into my veins. I feel like I belong to her.

As she nibbles a sandwich, I start to knead her toes. Her feet have been swelling. Her due date is close. I can smell how ready Layla is to give birth to our child and it makes my cock rock hard. I bred her properly, made her carry my seed in her stomach, and now she’s going to push the fruit of our sexual union out of her cunt.

I press my fingers into her heel. She moans.

“Does it feel good?” I ask.

“It feels divine. All my pain is melting away,” she replies.

“You need to take care of your body. You’re about to give birth.”

Layla absently strokes her bump. “I can’t wait to become a mother. I want to see our baby’s face.”

“I’ll be holding your hand as you push him out.” I stroke her ankles. “You don’t have to worry about anything. I’ve arranged for a potion that will numb the pain of childbirth. You won’t feel a thing.”

Layla’s eyes widen. “There’s something like that?”

“It’s really expensive,” I reply. “But you deserve it. I’m going to buy a potion every single time you give birth. You’ll be craving pregnancy because of how easy it is.”

“I’m already craving it.” Layla blushes. “Every time you breed me, my body sings with joy.”

“Good girl.” I pleasure her feet with my hands. “You’re going to give me a big family in no time.”

Layla lies back and whimpers, letting me work on her feet and provide her some comfort. She’s at her feminine best when she’s just lying and letting me give her pleasure. Whether it’s during a massage or during sex, I like knowing that she’s receptive to my touch.

I feel better when I see her face in the morning. Being near her brings me back to my center.

Watching Layla clean and work around the house gets my blood pumping. She looks alluring when she’s doing mundane household chores, her stomach, and tits straining against her gown.

She has changed my life. She has made my house a home. I cherish her more than anyone in the world.

My farm feels complete with her. I can’t imagine living without her now. Which is why I need to tell her that she means more to me than a maid. She’s my wife. She’ll be the mother of my children and the woman I’ll come home to.  

Putting her feet down on the ground, I take her head and rest it on my lap. Layla allows me to do whatever I want without protesting. But I don’t miss the tiny smile.

“That was a great massage. I feel revitalized,” she says. “Nobody has ever done something like that for me. Thank you, Master. You take such good care of me.”

“You’re mine, Layla.” I brush my fingers against her neck. “We’re both lonely, with no other place to go. By creating a family together on this farm, we’ll both be happy. We’ll have our little unit to take care of. You can count on me to keep you content and stuffed with cock. I’ll give you plenty of babies to mother. You’ll never have to worry about money. Every comfort will be available to you. All you have to do is submit to me and be bred by me all your life.”

She rubs her stomach, blushing. “I love how well you’ve bred me, Trax. And you’re right. I’ve always been a lost soul, looking for a place to put down roots. When I first came to your ranch, I knew I’d found the perfect place where my soul would be happy forever.”

I stroke my jaw. Pride blossoms in my chest. I cultivated this farm with so much care and effort and it’s the ultimate validation to hear that my mate is satisfied with the results of my hard work. It makes years of work worthwhile. “I’m glad you enjoy being on this farm as much as I do.”

Layla sighs. “I was always unstable, wandering around and seeking adventure. My soul was restless, longing for something I couldn’t define. I came to town looking to fill that void but I didn’t find it there.” She bends down and kisses her swollen womb. “You put a child in me and made me realize what I desired. You gave me something to grow and nurture. You gave me the stability of having a family and being a caretaker. Now that I have responsibilities toward my little one and you, I want to fulfill them to the best of my ability. I no longer feel restless. In fact, I’m looking forward to spending the rest of my life being bred by your cock and swelling with your monster children.”

My throat constricts with happiness. My muscles are fighting against the joy that’s swelling in every cell of my body. Layla wants our family as much as me. She wants to be mine. My life feels complete with her. I no longer have to wish on the stars at night, hoping for an angel to stave away my loneliness. All my prayers have been answered.

“You like being pregnant?” I ask.

“I’m in heaven,” Layla replies, chuckling. “I feel like a goddess every time I glance at my stomach. I can’t get over how precious our baby feels when it’s kicking inside me. It’s like I’ve been given a wonderful gift by nature. Nature made me this way, Trax. It made my pussy tight, wet, and fertile so I could bear children.”

“You’re perfect.” I stare at Layla in awe. I know I picked the right woman when I picked Layla. She was born to be a nurturer. She was put on earth to be my milky wife and a gorgeous mother. The best part is that she enjoys every moment of living her purpose to the fullest. She glows when she’s heavy with my seed. And my cock loves that look on her. It wants to keep her radiant forever, filled with new life. “I’m so glad you sneaked into my farm and chose to sign the contract with me. I love you, baby. Daddy is going to lock you down and keep you as his companion forever.”

Layla’s air laugh echoes through the vast dining room. “I’m not going anywhere, Trax. I love you, too. I love the life you’ve given me. I get to live in a lovely house, eat fresh fruits, and become a mother to your kids. I’ve never experienced such fulfillment. I promise I’ll never leave you.”

“Layla, baby, I want you to be more than my maid. Will you be my wife?” I ask, my throat heavy with emotion. “You have shown me that you’re not a mere maid. You’re more than that. You’re the woman I want to come home to and call my wife.”

Tears spring into Layla’s eyes, blurring her pupils. “Oh, Trax, I never imagined any man would want to marry me.”

“I already knew you were meant for me. That’s why I made you sign the contract. But I had to make sure you were the kind of woman who would be gratified by motherhood and companionship. I relish spending time with you, Layla.”

“It’s the same for me. I love every moment in your presence. My days are filled with excitement and peace because of you.” Layla pats her belly. “I’m already determined to spend the rest of my life with you. Being your wife would be the greatest honor.”

“Layla…” Words will no longer suffice for the gratitude that I have for this woman.

So I bend down and kiss her. Hard, rough, and dominant, just the way she likes it.

I thrust my tongue into her mouth, imprinting every corner with my taste. This is our silent vow, our first kiss as husband and wife.

She will never have to doubt my loyalty. I will protect and care for her. I will provide her everything she dreams of. Most importantly, I will never let her go.


Epilogue



Layla

Three months later…

I gave birth to a healthy minotaur boy on the farm. We named him Alster. He was bigger than I expected, but he’s the cutest creature in the world. He looks just like his Daddy, with wide, watery eyes and a strapping body. I immediately felt a bond with him.

Nursing him and watching him grow has been a joyful experience. I understand the true bliss of motherhood now. My baby is so precious. Every time he smiles, my world is filled with light.

I feel like my body is useful because I get to nourish him with my breastmilk. He gulps my cream so eagerly, and when his stomach is full, I enjoy the milky smile he gives me. Trax has been doing the housework ever since I gave birth because he wants me to focus on nurturing our little one.

However, I insist on cooking because my minotaur husband can’t cook to save his life. As I stir the pot full of stew, I hear Trax come up behind me.

“You tempt me every time I watch you cooking.” His arms come around my stomach, cradling my empty womb. His thumb draws circles on my belly.

I usually keep myself naked these days. One, because my husband likes easy access to me. And two, because breastfeeding is easier when I don’t have to strip out of layers of clothes. My baby is always hungry and my bare breasts are ready to feed him.  

Trax’s hand cups one of my breasts. He moans into my ear, “Did you already feed Alster?”

“Yes,” I reply. “My other breast is hurting, though. Will you milk me, Trax? The pain is unbearable.”

“You should have told me earlier.” My husband clicks his tongue. “What did I say about being honest?”

“I’m sorry. But you’re busy on the farm.”

“You’re my first priority, Layla. Nothing is more important than my wife and her needs.” He kisses the back of my neck, sending an electric signal to my pussy. In response, my cunt gushes, readying itself for my husband’s cock.

Trax said he can’t penetrate me for three months after childbirth so my pussy won’t be getting any action today. I’ll have to be patient until my body is ready for another child.

My husband cares about me so much. Even though he lusts for me, he doesn’t fuck me. He wants my pussy to recover from the ordeal. But that doesn’t mean he won’t milk me. These days, I long for my mouth to suckle from my breasts. It’s the headiest feeling in the world. Being a nurturer makes me feel sexy. It makes me feel needed and wanted. Both my baby and my husband always seem to be yearning to be nurtured by my breastmilk.

I turn off the stove.

Before my eyes can fully focus, I feel my minotaur’s meaty, rough hands sliding under my ass and cupping my back. He lifts me up. The moonlight paints streaks on his bulging arm muscles. He settles me against his chest. The soft hairs on his pectoral muscles move against my skin. I swallow, wondering what’ll happen to me now.

We pass our son, who is sleeping peacefully in his crib. Trax moves silently, careful not to wake him up. He crosses the threshold of our bedroom and places me on the bed.

“I want to put another baby in you.” His tone is tight. “You have been such a wonderful mother to Alster. You’re so patient and loving every time he cries. You never complain about having to feed him in the middle of the night. And somehow, you even find time to cook.”

I beam at my husband’s praise. I never imagined I’d ever be married to a monster and eager to birth his children. But this is the life of my dreams. I’m milked by my husband every day. I feel complete when my baby suckles from my teat. I knew I was maternal, but the sheer bliss that I’ve experienced in these past few months has been beyond my wildest expectations.

“I wouldn’t be so serene around my baby if my minotaur husband wasn’t here to help me.” I wink at him. “You make me feel important and cared for. That’s why I can care for our child with all I have. You make sure I’m never overburdened or drained. I love you so much, Trax. I can’t imagine carrying anybody else’s babies in my womb.”

Trax climbs onto the bed. His nostrils are flaring at the smell of my milk. “You are such a loving woman, Layla. I am a lucky monster. I thank my stars every day for bringing you to me.”  

“I’m glad I escaped town,” I say. “To be honest, I was in debt. I was being hounded by men for money.”

“I know.” Trax licks my bloated nipple. “I paid off all your debts.”

“You did what!” I jerk in surprise. “You didn’t have to do that.”

Trax growls, his eyebrows knitting together. “You’re my wife, Layla. I won’t have debt collectors and unsavory men chasing after you. Now that it’s settled, they will never bother you, even if you go back to town.”

My chest brims with emotion. Trax makes me fall more and more in love with him every day. He’s more than a husband to me. He’s my soulmate, the monster who stole my heart and refuses to give it back.

“I’ll never forget what you’ve done for me.” I push my chest toward him. “I am the happiest wife in the world. I never imagined I’d marry a monster who would care for me like you do.”

“You’re my whole world, Layla. I’ll do anything for you and our children.” His impatient mouth finds my needy nipple. A spark brushes against my skin when he rubs his jaw over my sensitive bud.

He attaches to me and tugs at my hard peak. My body bends to his will, immediately rewarding his rough demands with thick jets of milk. I spray so much milk from my breasts for him, it’s a miracle he guzzles it all down without choking on it.

This is pure ecstasy. As more and more milk flows out of my breast, I squeeze my nipple, eager to nourish my husband with my breast cream. I feel like a proper wife now, a woman who takes care of her man with her body and nurtures his soul.

I hold his head closer to my chest, encouraging him to keep draining my tit.

Given the amount of milk I produce, one tit is enough to keep my son well-fed. I use the other to satisfy my hungry minotaur husband. I close my eyes and sink into the present moment. The gurgling noises that Trax makes as he suckles on my tit fills my veins with satisfaction. His hands roam over my belly, grabbing onto my breasts roughly.

Heat impales me. I can sense his desperate need for me and it makes me feel like a sexy mama.

More liquid trickles out of me, but I can feel the ache going away. My boob is almost empty.

When Trax devours the final drops of milk left in my breast and raises his heavy-lidded eyes to me, a shock of contentment washes over my body.

Seeing my husband satisfied relaxes me. I wipe the milk mustache from his lips. “Did you enjoy my milk?”

“It’s the best in the world.” Trax snuggles next to me on the bed, holding me close to his warm body.

I shiver with gratitude. I’ve finally found the place of my dreams.

It is on this farm, as a mother and a wife, feeding my husband and my babies from my breast.
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