

Chapter 1

I stare at my reflection in the bus window, ignoring the scenery passing by. My eyes look tired with dark circles that stand out against my pale skin. My long reddish-blond hair is up in a messy bun because I haven’t brushed it in days.

Days. Four, to be exact.

Four days of running from I don’t know who, but it’s someone I never want to meet in person.

These four days have felt like forever. It’s only been days since I left my home, my job at the diner, and my friends behind.

I had no choice. It was no longer safe for me. Just thinking about the notes I’ve received over the past four months have me breaking out in a sweat as my throat burns from fear.

The last one pushed me to run. It wasn’t just a letter, but pictures, and those pictures had me sneaking out of the back door of my home in the middle of the night like a thief with only a backpack full of clothes and items that are important to me.

I hug the backpack tightly on my lap as the bus rumbles down the road towards my final destination. Inside it is the last picture of my parents before they died. There was no way I would leave that behind.

Everything else I owned were just material things, but it still hurts to give up everything I’ve worked so hard for.

Honestly, I should have run the day I received the first note, but in the beginning, the messages were filled with compliments and flattery. I thought they were harmless, and I had a secret admirer.

I remember how they made me smile. They were sweet at first, saying that they thought I was beautiful and complimented my body or hair. They made me feel good about myself.

That soon changed, though. They turned ominous, filled with words of possessiveness and anger.

There were small criticisms at first, like I shouldn’t wear revealing clothes because I didn’t need them to look beautiful or that makeup only covers up my natural beauty. They also said I could attract the wrong attention if I dressed like that. I thought they were being protective, but he, I’m pretty sure it’s a man leaving these notes, got angry when I went out one night with a few friends wearing a little black dress.

It was just a fun night out with friends. We danced, had a few drinks, and I even made out with a hot guy that asked me for my number. I was looking forward to seeing him again, but it never happened.

After that night, things went from bad to worse and I knew I was being stalked by some crazy fucker.

When I got home from the bar, there was another note on my door. I could feel his anger in this note, and he threatened to punish me if I let the guy from the bar touch me again. He said I was his, and only his to look at, and touch.

I was more pissed off than scared. How dare someone tell me what to do? What kind of coward stalks a woman and tries to control her?

I refused to listen to some crazy person sneaking around, leaving me notes, so I said “fuck him” and did what I wanted. I ignored the notes after that, no longer enjoying the extra attention, but that was a mistake because one evening I came home to another note.

This one I couldn’t ignore.

Tears still fill my eyes when I think of that night. My stalker left more than a note that night. Lying in front of my door was my cat. My dead cat. The asshole killed him and placed him at my door with a note.

“You have been bad, my darling, so I had to show you what happens when you don’t listen. Those you love will suffer.”

“I love you, and it hurts me to make you sad, but you make me so angry when you don’t listen.”

“This is your fault. If you were a good girl, I wouldn’t have done this.”

“Don’t make me angry again. I don’t want to damage your beautiful body with my rage, so I will have to take it out on those closest to you.”

Remember, I’m always watching, and when we’re finally together, you’ll wear my marks of ownership on your body, and you’ll crave my command.

“I’ll only punish you out of love, but you’re not ready for that yet, and soon you’ll be in my arms.”

“You only have yourself to blame for this.”

“You are mine.”

“Behave or your friends are next. Accidents happen all the time.”

“Obey. Be a good girl, and we’ll be together soon.”

“Forever your love, D.”

I cried so much that night. My poor cat Scully was murdered because some asshole picked me to stalk. It terrified me and fucked with my head. I felt responsible, and for a time, I believed it. If I had stayed home, then my cat would be alive. It was my fault for not listening to him.

I needed help, so the next day, I took the letters to the police station, but they were useless. I didn’t know who was leaving me the notes, so all they could do was take my statement and asked me to call them if my stalker showed up.

After that, I was too afraid to go out with friends, so I stayed inside my apartment day and night, only leaving for work.

The notes continued to show up, but I never saw who delivered them. It was always when I was at work, and I asked a few neighbors, but they didn’t see anyone.

The envelope in my locker was the final straw, making me realize nowhere was safe.

My heart feels like it’s going to pound through my ribcage as I remember my last day at work.

That was the first time he had left a note at my workplace, and I stared around the tiny staffroom in the back of the diner, feeling exposed. The previous notes were always in my mailbox or taped to my front door. Never inside my home or workplace.

Nothing seemed out of place in the staff room. Everything looked the same, except for the white envelope sitting innocently on the shelf, but it’s far from innocent.

It just proved that my stalker was always watching and getting bolder by the day.

I picked it up with shaky hands and opened it. Inside were dozens of photos of me. There were ones of me walking, and at the grocery store, sitting in the park, and working at the diner. Those were mild compared to the ones of me inside my apartment. I don’t know how he took them, but there were some of me in the shower, naked, or partially dressed.

I felt violated and dirty. My home was no longer safe.

The last photo broke me. It was a close up of me asleep in my bed, and the only way for him to get that angle was if he was standing right over me.

I turned over the photo, and on the back were two sentences.

“One more day and we’ll be together forever, darling.”

“Till death do us part.”

I knew then that I was out of time and there was no one to help me. He was coming for me.

I had to run.

My life, my freedom, depended on it.


Chapter 2

“This is the last stop, miss.” The bus driver says, and I look up and realize I’m the only occupant left on the bus. “Welcome to Dixon County.”

I don’t even know where Dixon County is exactly, but it’s a small town somewhere in Nevada that’s not on any maps, so it’s perfect. He won’t find me here.

I hope.

I jumped from bus to bus, purchasing tickets using only cash for the soonest departures, not really caring where I ended up. I was just lucky that I got a ticket at the last bus terminal for this town. There is no daily schedule. It’s such a small place that the bus only does this route once every two weeks. No one visits Dixon County. That’s what the lady at the bus terminal said, anyway.

I drag my tired, hungry body off the bus and look around at the small town in the middle of nowhere. A feeling of relief hits me, and I relax for the first time in days.

Dixon County is picturesque, nestled in a valley between two mountain ranges. Its single main street is lined with small, locally owned businesses. I spot a bakery, cafe, and a used bookstore on this side of the street.

When the bus leaves, I get a view of the other side of the street and see the grocery store, a bank, and a small clothing store.

The street is lined with old-fashioned lamp posts, and the buildings are all brick, giving the town charm, and I feel like I’ve been transported back in time.

I’ve never been here before, but suddenly I feel a sense of belonging. It feels like home, which is crazy since I was raised in the suburbs, only thirty minutes outside of a large city.

I can’t explain it, but I was meant to come here. Maybe it wasn’t luck that I got on the right bus, but fate. Whatever it was, it doesn’t matter. I’m just glad it happened.

My stomach growls, interrupting my inspection of the town. I can’t remember how long it has been since I ate.

I reach into my pocket and pull out a handful of crumpled bills. The atm I used the night I fled only allowed me to take out a couple hundred bucks. That was the last time I dared to use my card. I couldn’t risk leaving a trail for him to follow, and now I’m running out of money. Bus tickets are expensive, and so is eating out.

I’m down to my last twenty bucks. Shit! I’m going to need to get a job, but first I need to eat and figure out where I’m going to stay tonight.

The smells coming from the bakery have me heading in that direction, and as I enter, bells jingle above my head, alerting the little old lady at the counter.

“Good afternoon, dear.” She says. Her gaze takes in my rumpled appearance, and I wince in embarrassment. I know I looked awful.

“Hello.” I reply softly.

“Oh, you poor thing. You look exhausted.” For an old lady, she sure moves fast. She quickly steps around the counter and grabs my arm, gently guiding me to a chair. “Come, have a seat before you fall down. Did you just arrive on the bus?”

“Ah yeah. Thank you.” I say after I’m seated.

“Well, welcome to Dixon. I bet you’re hungry. What can I get you?”

I look over at the menu on the wall, and decide on a muffin. I don’t want to spend all my money in one shot. “A blueberry muffin, please.”

“Coming right up.” She says and goes to fetch my muffin.

A few minutes later, my eyes widen in shock when she sets a plate down leaden with my muffin and many other pastries I did not order, along with a glass of milk.

“Um… I didn’t order all this.” I gesture to my plate.

“I know, dear, but you are a tiny thing, and need to eat more. It’s on the house. Welcome to town.” She smiles, and I can’t help but return it.

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“Call me Didi, child. Everyone does.”

“Thank you, Didi.” I say and take a drink of milk. The sweet taste hits my tongue, and I know immediately it’s not cow’s milk. Maybe it’s goat's milk. I’ve never had it before and this tastes pretty good. Plus, it was free, so I won’t be rude and ask.

I’m not offended by her comment about my size, either. I’ve always been small, and I’m shorter than the average woman my age, with a petite frame. The only thing big on me is my chest. I’ve been blessed with a nice rack, even though it attracts unwanted attention sometimes.

My stalker has made a few comments on my tits, and I shiver thinking about those letters.

“You alright dear?” Didi asks. “Why the sudden frown?”

“Oh, it’s nothing.” I say, not wanting to burden a stranger with my problems.

“It’s not nothing. I’m good at reading people, and you, missy, are carrying a heap of trouble on those tiny shoulders. Now spill it and let old Didi help you.”

There’s something about this woman that puts me at ease. I’m not ready to tell anyone about my stalker, and hopefully that nightmare is over now that I’m here, but I could skip that part and just tell her I needed a new start.

I inwardly cringe at lying, but it’s kind of the truth. This is my new start.

“Ah… um, I’m looking for a new start. I didn’t want to stay where I was anymore, and decided Dixon County was the perfect spot to live.” I say with a smile, hoping she doesn’t ask why.

Her shrewd gaze pierces mine, and I have to look away from the downward tilt of her lips. She knows there’s more to the story, but thankfully, after a few seconds of silence which feels like minutes, she doesn’t ask for more information.

Instead, she grabs my hand that’s on the table and gives it a squeeze. My head lifts to meet her gaze and notice her smiling again.

“Dixon is a fine place to start over, and I have to admit, I love this place. Been here all my life, but it’s not somewhere that attracts a young, pretty girl like you.” I blush at her compliment. “It’s a quiet town. Not much happens here. Are you sure you want to live here?”

I smile and nod my head. “I’m sure, and I could do with some quiet.”

My smile slips, “but I need a job and a place to stay. Is there a motel here and do you know if any of the businesses are hiring?”

“Well, it’s funny you asked. I was just thinking that these old legs of mine are giving me trouble. I’m not as quick on my feet as I used to be.” She says, and I doubt that. I saw how fast she moved when I came into the shop.

“I could use someone part-time to keep the place clean and serve customers while I focus on the baking.”

My heart beats in excitement, even though I know she’s only saying this to help me. “I can clean!” I blurt.

She smiles. “I don’t know how many hours I can give you, but the job is yours if you want it.”

“Yes. I do!”

“Well then, it’s settled. You can start tomorrow at 10:00 am.”

“Thank you so much.” I say in relief. It’s not full time, but it’s better than nothing. Now to figure out where I’m going to live. “Do you know if anyone is renting out a room or a cheap apartment in town?”

“I know just the place.” She says.

“You do? Where?”

Didi smiles. “They help cute girls like you all the time.”

I frown in confusion, wondering what she means by that.

“You know the saying, don’t judge a book by its cover?” At my nod, she continues, “Well, keep that in mind when you go there. They may look intimidating, but they are sweet as pie and help the entire town. This place would be a ghost town without them.”

Didi has me curious now. There must be some type of humanitarian organization located here.

“Eat up, and I’ll give you directions when you’re done.” She smiles and stands up to wait on another customer who just walked in.

I do as I’m told, moaning at the tasty treats. Didi is a great baker. I smile to myself. Things are working out, and Dixon was a good choice to begin anew.


Chapter 3

This can’t be the right place.

I stare at the… compound? Base? I don’t even know what to call it. When Didi gave me directions, I walked the mile to get here, and now I’m not sure if I got lost on the way. She was tight-lipped about who I was going to see, but promised they were nice people. I’m starting to think she sent me off to join a cult.

The property is enclosed behind a chain-link fence, but the gate was open, so I just walked right in.

Who would need fortified walls to feel safe? I snort at that question. Me. That’s who, if my stalker catches up to me.

An odd feeling of safety washes over me as I enter through the gate, even though I’m not really sure about being here.

There are several buildings on the property. The largest ones are out in the open at the center of the property, but I can see small cottages scattered amongst the trees to the left.

The largest building looks like a warehouse with a steel door and a few windows. On the outside wall, there is a large mural of a cow’s head with horns. Below it are the words Udder MC Dixon County. My eyes widen when I see about a dozen motorcycles parked in front of it.

Shit! That’s why Didi refused to tell me who owns this place. It’s a damn motorcycle club.

She must have realized I wouldn’t have come if I knew that. Everyone knows gangs like these are trouble.

I debate turning around and walking back to town, but Didi’s departing words have me stopping. “Remember, don’t judge until you get to know them. Trust me, child. I won’t steer you wrong.”

Didi has been nothing but nice, and even though I just met her, I trust her. But a motorcycle club? Maybe she’s getting dementia.

“Can I help you, sweetheart?” A deep voice asks from my right, startles me, and I almost trip over my own feet when I turn in that direction.

A man emerges from an open bay door in what I’m assuming is a garage. He wipes his hands on a rag before shoving it into his jean pocket.

My throat dries up when he gets closer. Holy shit! He might just be the handsomest man I’ve ever seen.

As he nears, I can’t help but look him over. He’s tall, about a foot or taller than my five-foot nothing, and well built, with broad shoulders and a muscular physique. His black leather vest fits him perfectly and underneath, the tight shirt clings to his body like I have the sudden urge to.

My panties are soaked, and that surprises me because I’ve never had such a powerful reaction to a man in my life. Especially a complete stranger.

When my eyes finally meet his green ones, I blush at the smirk on his face. He caught me checking him out.

“Are you lost, honey?” He asks, and now it’s his turn to check me out. As his gaze dips down my body, starting at my dusty flats and moving up my bare legs, taking in my jean shorts. My skin warms, and I can almost feel his gaze like a touch. He eyes my large chest for only a second and my nipples harden. When his gaze flicks up to meet mine, his smile remains friendly, but I can see the heat in his eyes. “Damn, I hope you’re not lost.” His voice is pure lust, and I shiver at the tone. “What’s your name, sweetheart?”

“Briella, and no, I’m not lost. At least I don’t think so.” I say with a polite smile, trying to shove away the urge to rub all over him and climb him like a tree. “Didi sent me.”

“Didi from the bakery?” He asks.

“Yup. Um… I just arrived in town and my first stop was the bakery. Didi is a very nice lady.” I say with a smile. “She even gave me a job.”

His smile widens, and I can see dimples behind his neatly trimmed beard. It just makes him hotter.

“Good. I’ve been telling her she needs help, but she’s too damn stubborn. A woman her age shouldn’t be working all alone. I’m glad you’ll be around to help her.” He steps closer and holds out his large hand. “I’m Axel. VP of the Udder MC.”

I place my much smaller hand in his and shake. “Nice to meet you.” I say.

“Not that I mind you dropping by, but I’m now curious. Why did she send you here?” He asks, still holding my hand.

I can smell his intoxicating manly scent being this close to him, and I have the urge to get closer and just inhale him, but I resist my crazy behavior and step back, releasing his hand. Was it just my imagination or was he reluctant to let go?

This man is dangerous to my sanity. I’m having trouble thinking about anything other than letting those muscular arms wrap around me as I press my face into his chest and slide my hands under his shirt to feel every dip and ridge of his abs.

I wonder what his lips would feel like on mine?

Focus, Briella! I chastise myself.

That sexy smirk is back as he waits on my answer and I blush at being caught daydreaming. Thankfully, he can’t read my thoughts.

“Um… I was looking… looking for a place to stay or rent.” I’m an idiot. I can’t even talk right around this man. “She told me to come here, but I think she might be mistaken.”

He rubs the back of his neck with a hand and his gaze flicks to my chest before looking at the ground. Clearly, something is making him uncomfortable, and I don’t want to cause him problems.

“I’m sorry. Didi was probably wrong, and I won’t take up more of your time. I’ll head back to town now.” I say quickly when he doesn’t say anything right away.

I go to turn around and head back the way I came, but suddenly Axel grabs my arm gently to stop me. “Wait, sweetheart. Didi’s not wrong to send you here, but…”

He pauses and then sighs.

“We have a few women that live here on the compound with us. See that building over there?” He points to a large bunkhouse near the treeline and I nod my head.

“That’s where the women stay, but we have some rules and stipulations when accepting new people. This place is not for everyone.” He looks at my body again. “You are a beautiful girl, and I’d love for you to stay, but you seem so young and innocent. I don’t think what we’re offering is something you want.”

His judgment makes me bristle. I may look young, but I’ve been through hell these past few months. I feel older than my twenty years and worn.

I’m also not that innocent and I’m not stupid. I know he’s talking about sex, and I’ve read a few erotic books on MC’s and how they treat women. They keep club whores and use them for sex in exchange for protection.

It’s not something I ever thought I would consider, but if they can keep me safe, then I’ll do what I have to do. It’s not like I’m a virgin. I’ve had a few boyfriends and I’m not a prude, but my experience is limited.

“You don’t know me, or what I’ve been through, so don’t judge me by what I look like.” I scowl at him.

He holds up his hands placatingly, but his smile widens. “Easy, kitten. You’re right. I apologize. Put those claws away.” He says.

I drop my defensive stance. He’s right, but I can’t help it. It’s been a stressful few months and I’m taking it out on him. “Sorry, that was rude of me.”

“No worries, I like a girl who looks sweet, but can rip me a new one when I step out of line.” He says with a wink, and I’m back to swooning again.

“Come on inside and have a seat. I’ll tell you what we are expecting from you, and if you think you can handle it, then you’re welcome to stay. If not then, no harm done, but I hope to see you around town, Briella. There’s something about you that has me hoping you’ll stay, though.”

“Ella. Call me Ella. All my friends do.” I say with a smile as he directs me towards the clubhouse.

Axel mumbles under his breath, and I think I hear. “Hopefully more than friends soon,” but I’m not positive. Maybe it’s just wishful thinking because I’d like to be more than just friends with Axel.


Chapter 4

Axel is finding it difficult to keep his eyes off the beautiful women walking beside him. Her sexy body was the first thing to catch his attention. You’d have to be dead not to notice how fucking hot she is. Even though her overall appearance is rumpled from her travels, she’s still the most beautiful woman he’s ever seen.

His hands itch to remove the band holding her strawberry blond hair that’s pulled up into a bun and let it cascade down her back in waves.

She’s such a petite little thing, but has curves that make his mouth water. Just thinking about sucking on her perfect tits has his cock hardening, but it’s her gorgeous blue eyes that really drew him in and had his protective instincts flaring.

Her pretty face is pale and the dark circles under her eyes tell him she’s exhausted, and her blue eyes look haunted, and dart around the room nervously. She’s tense and skittish, like a newborn colt, but he doesn’t think she’s afraid of being here.

Something happened to this girl, and he’d bet every cent of his money that she’s running from something or someone.

Just the thought of someone hurting her makes him livid. She’s so small and should be protected and cherished.

He’s never been this nervous explaining their kinks to a new girl before. They either stay or they go and it’s never bothered him, but the thought of Ella walking out the door and out of his life causes a pain in his chest.

It’s a confusing feeling, but something about Ella has him all twisted up and he hopes she’ll stick around after he tells her what the Udder MC is all about.

That feeling gets worse when he realizes if she agrees, then he’ll have to share her with the others. It’s the club’s way of life. All club hucows get passed around, but the thought of anyone but him touching her makes me green with jealousy.

What the fuck is happening?

He’s never been jealous of his brothers before. They all share the women, so why is he feeling this way now?

He looks down at her again and knows the answer.

Ella is different. She’s not like the other girls, and if she stays, he knows this is going to change his life. Hopefully, her life too and for the better.

He just has to figure out how to get what he wants without pissing everyone else off, and what he wants is her, but first he has to convince her to take a chance on him and the club and not think they’re all freaks.


Chapter 5

Axel leads me up the steps of the clubhouse and it’s quiet when we enter. There's no one around.

“The rest of the members are sleeping or out doing errands, but you’ll meet them later if you end up staying.” He tells me, reading my mind.

The main area is one large open space with couches and chairs lining the walls and a pool table in the center. A bar filled with bottles of liquor and lined with stools is off to the left. Behind the bar is an open window showing a kitchen area.

Speakers are placed around the room, and I imagine it can get pretty loud here when they are having a party. The wooden floor is worn, but clean like everything else, and the air smells like leather, and I detect a hint of cigarette smoke.

Axel leads me through the main area and down a long hallway. We enter the last door on the right, which opens to an office.

“Have a seat, sweetheart.” Axel points to the chair in front of the desk.

When I’m seated, he pulls a chair up and sits down in front of me. “I’ll cut right to the chase and tell you what this club is all about. Just listen to everything I have to say first, and then I’ll answer any questions you have. Okay?” He says.

“Um… sure.” I’m not sure what else to say, but I promised Didi I’d be open-minded, so I’ll listen.

“The Udder MC is not an illegal club. We don’t deal in guns, drugs or prostitution. The garage out front is our main business, along with a few other businesses in town.”

That’s good to know.

“Even though we are legit, we do have laws we abide by within the club. Those laws were created by members, and voted on. We are a brotherhood, a family. Even though we came from different backgrounds and places, we banded together because we all share the same interests.”

I nod my head in understanding, not speaking like he asked, which makes him smirk.

“Girls have come and gone over the years, and we allow them to stay as long as they abide by the rules. We offer them protection, a place to stay and food…”
I tense up, knowing this is where he’s going to tell me that the girls offer their bodies to be used in exchange for those things.

“Shit… this is harder than it usually is.” He says, and I frown, wondering why he’s struggling. I’m just like all the other girls who have come through here.

I open my mouth to tell him that, but he holds up a hand, stopping me.

“We are always up front and the girls know we expect them to be available to us whenever we want, for…” He motions with a hand, and I think I see him blush, but he clears his throat and looks me right in the eyes.

“The Udder MC has a lactation fetish.” He rushes out, and my eyes widen in shock. That was not what I expected him to say.

He rushes on. “All the girls who stay take medication to produce milk, and we enjoy suckling from them…” He clears his throat. “Among other things.”

He stops talking and just stares at me. When I don’t say anything, he says, “I’m sure you think we are all perverts and are ready to run out that door.”

I wouldn’t call them perverts, but this is not what I expected to hear.

He sighs when I remain silent and just stare at him dumbly. “Come on. I’ll walk you out.”

He stands up, and it brings me out of my frozen state. This is a lot to absorb, and I’m not sure what to think, but I do have tons of questions.

“Axel, I’m not gonna run. Yet.” I add, “but I have questions.” I say, making him freeze on the spot, clearly shocked that I’m not freaking out.

It shocks me too, but I’m not going to shame someone else’s kinks or desires. Everyone is different, and it’s not my place to decide what he should like and dislike.

He sits back down and waits for me.

“So… the girls let you drink her breast milk in order to stay here?” I ask.

He nods and chuckles. “Sounds crazy, right?”

“No, not crazy, but different.” I wince at how stupid that sounds, but the words are escaping me at the moment.

“Are they all pregnant? How do they have milk?”

“No!” He says quickly. “They take medication to lactate in the beginning, but daily milking keeps them producing.”

I try not to wrinkle my nose at the word milking. It makes them sound like animals.

“So… they can stop whenever they want?”

“Yes, whenever they decide to leave, they can.” He says, and that relieves some of the tension in my body.

“It’s not permanent then?”
He shakes his head.

“Is that all you want from them?” I ask, thinking it’s too simple, but is taking meds to lactate really that simple and am I really considering this just to stay somewhere safe?

“No, but we’re not assholes and don’t force ourselves on women. There is a minor side effect to the medication. It makes you really horny and, in most cases, really fertile.”

I gasp and he rushes on. “Drinking from the club hucows, that’s what we call them, is very intimate, and usually one thing leads to another…” He trails off, but I can fill in the blanks. It leads to sex.

“We always use protection to prevent pregnancy. Our goal is to keep everyone safe and happy. If a girl says no, we stop going no further than the milking part. We may be a bunch of horny bastards, but for us, suckling on a woman’s milked filled udders is almost as good as sex.”

I blush, thinking of Axel’s face between my boobs as his lips wrap around my hard nipples, drinking my milk. My stomach clenches in desire and my panties become soaked. Maybe I have a lactation fetish too, because just the thought turns me on.

“So in order for me to stay, I’d have to take these pills until I get milk and then let you and the other club members drink from me?” I ask to make sure I understand.

He stiffens when I mention the other club members and I wonder why.

“Yeah.” He says.

“How many members are there?”

“There are about fifteen of us, and we have eight club hucows at the moment. If you stay, you’ll be the ninth.”

“And I don’t have to have sex with anyone if I don’t want to?”

“No one will force you, sweetheart. I’ll make sure you’re safe here.” He says with a growl and the protectiveness in his voice has me deciding to stay.

“Okay.”

He looks at me with a smile, and I can see the eagerness in his expression. “Does this mean you’re considering it?”

“Yes, for now, but I’m still not sure if I’m making the right choice. What if the medication doesn’t work on me and I suck at being a hucow?” I stumbled over the new word.

“Don’t worry, baby, it’ll work, and I have a feeling you’re going to be the perfect club hucow.”

I give Axel a nervous smile. “What happens now?”

His smile turns downright sinful as he stares at me. “Now, I tell you to take off your shirt so I can look at your breasts and see what you’re working with.”


Chapter 6

Ella’s face turns a pretty pink when she blushes, making Axel want to strip her bare and see how far that color spreads.

He can’t believe his luck. She agreed to give this a chance, and I plan to make sure she loves being a club hucow. He can hardly wait the three days it takes for the pills to take effect and he can finally drink her cream. Usually they just give the new girls the medication and send them to the bunkhouse, but he’s dying to get her shirt off to see her breasts.

He grabs her hands and pulls her to her feet. “Come on, sweetheart. Just think of this as a test run.”

She scowls. “I’m not something you can test drive.”
He chuckles. “Sorry, kitten, I know you’re not some object, but if you can’t handle this, then I don’t think you’ll be able to be a club hucow.”
Axel can see her look of determination, and her feistiness turns him on. Everything about her turns him on.

“I like when you call me that.” She says.

“What? Kitten?”

She nods.

“It seems fitting for a little thing like you. You may look like a defenseless kitten, but I can tell you have claws when you get pissed.”

“Sorry. I know I’m supposed to obey you now that I’m staying.” She says shyly, and Axel frowns.

“We don’t want mindless obedience, kitten. We like our girls full of spunk and milk. No pun intended.” Axel tells her.

Ella blush deepens, but she takes a deep breath and pulls her shirt over her head, and stands there in a red bra.

Axel watches her as she removes that last piece of material, exposing her breasts to him, and he fights to hold himself back from pouncing on her. Her tits are spectacular, and the only thing that could improve them would be if they were swollen with milk.

“Can I touch you?” He asks her permission. She nods her head and licks her dry lips. There is a hint of nervousness in her gaze, but it’s overshadowed, but lust.

She’s feeling just as aroused as he is.

Her skin feels like silk under his fingertips as he grazes the sides of her breasts before cupping them in his hands, and dragging his thumbs across her nipples, making her shiver. Her nipples harden under his touch, and his mouth waters.

〜〜〜〜〜

“Damn, you’re beautiful. I’m going to taste you now,” Axel says, and I can only nod as my breathing picks up in anticipation.

All the nervousness from exposing myself in front of this man fades when his lips wrap around one nipple. A moan slips out of my mouth. The warmth of his mouth only makes me hornier and suddenly I wish I could give him what he wants right now, my milk.

My hands clench at my sides, wanting to grab his soft hair and hold him against me as he moves from one breast to the next, suckling my breasts like they’re the best dessert he’s ever eaten.

I give up my restraint and my hands sink into his hair, pulling him closer, urging him to suckle more.

He groans as I pull on the strands. “Sorry.” I gasp when I realize it must hurt.

He pulls off my nipple with a pop and smiles up at me. “It’s all good, kitten. Pull my hair all you like. In fact, touch me anywhere you want.”

That sounds tempting, but I’m still hesitant. I just met him and everything is moving pretty fast.

He sits down in the chair and grabs me by my hips, pulling me down onto his lap, so I’m straddling him and bringing my core flush with his hard denim-covered cock. Damn, he feels so big.

When he latches on to my nipple again, my hips jerk, and I rub myself against the bulge in his pants. His large hands grip my hips, pushing me down harder, guiding my movements as I rock back and forth, creating the delicious friction I need against my clit.

He moans around my hardened nub, clearly enjoying our dry humping session. In my lust filled brain, I’m two seconds away from telling him to rip off my shorts and fuck me right now, but I bite back the words. We barely know each other, and I’m running from a stalker.

Just the reminder has my libido cooling enough to keep myself in check, but not enough to stop myself from getting off in this man’s arms.

“Fuck, kitten, you have me rock hard.” He pants and pushes his pelvis upward, driving me closer to orgasm.

I grind down on him harder, and mewl like the kitten he calls me. So close! I just need a little more to push me over the edge, and when Axel’s teeth close around my nub, I detonate.

A loud moan leaves me as my pussy spasms and I cum so hard, I feel faint. Axel groans into my chest and I know he’s found his release, too.

I slump into his chest, exhausted and satiated. His arms wrap around my body as he rubs up and down my back in a soothing motion. We don’t say anything for a while, just bask in the aftermath of what happened.

Being in his arms gives me a feeling of safety that I’ve never felt before.

After a few minutes, I ease back and look up at him with a shy smile. Now that it’s over, I feel unsure of myself. Was I okay? We didn’t have sex, and I wonder if he expected it, but as I look up at him, all I see is tenderness.

He smiles warmly at me as he reaches up and caresses my cheek. He leans in closer, brings his face an inch from mine and speaks softly, “that was amazing, kitten.” Any anxiety flees at his words, and my smile widens.

“It was.” I say and close the last inch to kiss him. It’s a quick kiss, but it still makes my insides melt.

He pulls back and chuckles. “I can’t believe I came in my pants like a teenager from you rubbing your warm heat all over me.”

I giggle too, and then he winks at me. “Don’t tell the guys when you meet them because they’ll never let me live it down.”

“Your secrets are safe with me.” I promise.

He gets serious for a moment. “So are yours, kitten. If you ever have any problems or need my help for anything, just talk to me. Okay?”

It’s my opening to tell him about why I ended up here, but I’m not ready to talk about it to anyone yet, and hopefully it’s all settled now that I left.

“I’ll keep that in mind.” I say instead, and he frowns for a second like he knows I’m holding back, but then he smiles and helps me to my feet.

Our quiet moment is interrupted by a knock at the door, and then it’s opened before Axel says anything. A man walks in wearing a similar vest like Axel’s with the Udder MC logo. He’s a few years older than him, and a little thicker in the middle. He’s handsome with brown hair and eyes, but has nothing on Axel’s looks.

When his gaze moves from Axel to me and smiles, I remember I’m standing there with my tits bare.

“Woah! Who’s this?” He asks and steps further into the room.

I suddenly feel uncomfortable and wrap my arms around myself even though I know that if I plan to stay here and give this a shot, then this man and whoever else is part of the Udder MC will be seeing and touching my chest soon enough.

Axel takes a step in front of me, shielding me from his brother’s view and hands me my shirt. “Basset, you're back early. What do you need?” His voice has a harder edge to it, like he’s pissed off at the man.

“Nothing, Axel. I just heard a girl moaning, and I thought the party was getting started earlier than usual. I’d hate to miss out.” He laughs.

“Well, it’s not.” Axel bites out, and when I step up next to him with my shirt back in place, I see Basset with his hands up.

“Easy, man. What’s up with you and who’s this?” Basset questions. His eyes taking me in from head to toe.

Axel sighs, and some of the tension leaves his body. “Nothing. Sorry for snapping and this,” his hand slides around my waist in a possessive manner, “is Ella. She’s going to be staying here.”

Basset’s smile widens. “So she’s going to be a club hucow. Damn, honey, you look good enough to eat.” He licks his lips, making me tense and Axel’s hand tights around my waist.

I try to relax. This is what I agreed to, after all. Even if I don’t feel the same attraction to him like I do to Axel, I’m still expected to service him once I get milk.

Briella, you just have to think of this as a job, I think to myself. It’s the best way to get used to this weird predicament I find myself in.

“I want first dibs.” Basset says bringing me back to the present.

“Basset, you know that’s not how it works. The President and Vice President get first pick.” Axel points out.

Basset frowns. “But Beast has an old lady now, and doesn’t use the club hucows.”

Axel laughs. “Exactly. So as your VP, I’m first in line.”

I feel a little pissed that they seem to argue over me like an object, but a bigger part of me is thrilled that Axel is being so possessive. I love it.

“Fine, I’m a patient man, and can wait, but my mouth will be on those titties soon enough.” He says with a smirk.

“Yeah, yeah, Basset. Just get out of here.” Axel grumbles, but doesn’t dispute Basset’s words.

It hits me then that I need to face the reality that I’m not his. I now belong to the entire club. What just happened between us meant nothing to him, and I have no claim over him. He’ll be with the other girls, too. That makes me ill just thinking about it, but brush it off.

I need to lock these feelings down before I get hurt. He would never want me for more, and I just have to get over it. Besides, it’s not like I’ll be here forever. Once I get back on my feet, I’ll find a permanent place to stay.


Chapter 7

After Basset left, Axel relaxed and hugged me against him for a moment before stepping back.

His next words seem rushed, and he seems distracted suddenly. “I need to get back to the garage soon. I’ll drop you off at the girls bunkhouse in a minute, but first let me give you the pills you need to take. Make sure you take them twice daily, and in three days you should be producing milk. Once that happens, you’ll be expected to come to the clubhouse every night unless you let me or one of the brothers know you have other plans.”

“You’re not a prisoner here, and are free to come and go whenever you like, but remember, you’re here for a reason. All the brothers are decent men, but don’t take advantage of us and expect a free ride. This is still a motorcycle club and we won’t put up with bullshit.”

His abrupt attitude change has me frowning. Did I do something wrong?

“I don’t plan to take advantage of any of you. You guys are nice enough to take me in, and have been up front about what you want in return. You explained what’s expected of me and I’ll do my part. I think I showed you how serious I was a moment ago.” There is a bit of a bite in my tone, but I can’t help it. I don’t know what’s up his ass all of a sudden, but I don’t deserve his attitude.

I know exactly where I stand, and I try not to let it hurt, but after what just happened between us, it’s hard. This entire thing is nothing more than a transaction, and I need to bury any feelings. I need a place to stay and they have a lactation fetish I can provide. End of story.

He frowns a little, noticing my change in demeanor, but I have to protect myself. Catching feelings for someone like Axel, who has eight other women at his disposal, would be a disaster.

“Shit!” He says, and now I frown, wondering what’s wrong.

“I didn’t mean to sound so callous after what we just did. I’m sorry, kitten. You did nothing wrong. Basset just pissed me off, and I didn’t mean to sound like an ass.” He grabs something out of the desk drawer and comes back to stand in front of me.

His look of remorse makes me want to fall into his arms again and comfort him. My brain goes to mush when I look at him. There’s something about Axel that draws me in, but I resist. Barely. “I don’t know you that well yet, Ella, but I can tell you’d never do that.”

“We both don’t know each other well enough to make judgements yet, but I was truthful. You can rely on me to do the job you want.” I say with a smile.

He winces at the word job, but returns my smile. “Leave it to the stupid biker to fuck up a good thing, but I’m going to fix it.”

I don’t know what he’s talking about, but before I can ask, he holds up a bottle of white tablets. “Here.”

He hands me the pills. “The other girls say it can be uncomfortable during the first few days as your breasts expand and the milk comes in, but after a few milking sessions in the clubhouse, your body should adjust. The girls will help you out if you have questions. A few of the hucows have been here for a couple of years.”

“Thank you.” I say.

〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜

Axel looks down at Ella’s face, and he could kick himself and Basset. If the fucker wouldn’t have interrupted, things wouldn’t be so awkward between them right now. He could have explained things in a nicer way and not have been a dick. Basset just looked at her, and he was pissed, and his anger snuck out when he was speaking with her. This beautiful girl stirs feelings inside him that he’s never felt before and it’s confusing.

The thought of Basset or any of the other guys touching her makes him see red, and he has to fight to keep his jealousy from showing, and fucking things up more.

She’s wary of him now. Her posture is stiff and not like it was moments ago when she lay pliant in his arms from pleasure, and he hates it.

He can’t do anything about it now, but he will. Ella will be back in his arms in a few days once the pills work, and he’ll be ready to relieve any discomfort she has.

The first night is his, and every night after that, if he has anything to say about it.

“Come on, Kitten. Let me show you where you’ll be staying” He tells her, but in his head he’s wishing he could bring her to his cabin.

Soon.


Chapter 8

The hucow bunkhouse is not a far walk from the main clubhouse. It’s a large wooden building with a white door and a few windows.

When Axel walks in, all eyes are on him instantly. In front of us is an open space with single beds lining both sides of the walls. Lying on some are women who are in different stages of undress and a few are walking around in robes or just panties with their large breasts bare.

It’s a shock to see so many women naked and unworried about it. One woman, a beautiful brunette with long legs and an enormous set of breasts encased in a lace bra that fails to hide her dark nipples, stands up and saunters over to us.

“Hey, Axel, baby.” She stops in front of him and places a manicured hand on his chest. “I’m glad you came to see me. Last night was so much fun, and I knew you wouldn’t be able to stay away.” She purrs, and I swallow down the urge to gag.

Axel looks down at me, and I see a flash of something in his eyes, but it’s gone before I blink. He clears his throat and pushes her hand off him, making her pout. “Knock it off, Stacey.”

He ignores her and places a hand on my lower back, which Stacey's eyes zero in on, and they flash with anger.

“Ladies, this is Kitten.” I’m surprised he’s using the nickname he gave me. “She’s going to be our newest club hucow. Make sure she feels welcomed and show her which bunk is free.”

Most of the girls smile in hello, some just nod their heads and go back to whatever they were doing before we arrived, but Stacy looks at me like I’m dirt on her shoe.

Axel turns to me and smiles. “Welcome to the Udder MC, kitten.” With a wink and a kiss on my cheek, he walks out the door, leaving me speechless.

“We don’t need another club hucow.” Stacey’s nasally voice has me turning her way. “Especially one like you?”

What the hell does that mean? One like me?

“Excuse me?” I say, shocked at how rude this girl is.

“You heard me. This place is for women who know how to treat a man right, and not some little girl with no tits.”

“Knock it off, Stacey.” A girl wearing a green robe with red hair says as she comes closer. “It’s not your decision how many girls the club keeps. You’re not in charge, no matter what you think.”

“Shut up, Candice. I’ll be an old lady soon, so remember to show some respect.” Stacey snaps, and I wonder which guy could stand being around this chick long enough to keep her.

“I’ll believe it when I see it.” The red-head named Candice says.

“It’ll be any day now. Axel can never keep his hands off me and always chooses me first. He’ll make me his old lady soon enough.”

I let out a gasp in shock, and Stacy smirks. “Axel is mine, Kitten, so stay away from him, and what kind of stupid name is kitten?”

“It’s Ella, actually, and I don’t care what you and Axel have going on.” It’s a lie. I feel hurt, which is stupid. I already mentally prepared myself for this, but hearing Stacey talk about Axel being with her makes me feel jealous.

“Good. Just remember he’s mine, so stay out of my way.” She says and flips her hair before walking away.

“Ignore her. She thinks she’s the queen bee. It’s all in her head, and the guys will get pissed off if she keeps this up. I’m Candice.” She says.

“It’s nice to meet you Candice.” I reply.

“So what should I call you, Kitten or Ella?” She asks and I blush.

“Ella is fine. Kitten is just something Axel started calling me.”

Candice laughs out loud, drawing everyone’s attention our way. “Oh! This is great. Stacey is going to flip her shit. None of the girls have been given pet names except for you.”

“I don’t want any trouble.” I say quickly.

“I know, Kitten, and I got your back.” She says to me before addressing everyone else. “This is Kitten. Isn’t she the cutest little thing? She’s now my best friend and you will all be nice or deal with me.”

“We hear you Candice. Don’t worry, we’re not all bitches here.” A blond girl says and the others chuckle.

“Come on, I’ll show you around. The bunk next to me is free. You can crash there. I’ll answer any questions you have. The first few days can be tough. Your tits will be sore, but once your milk comes and you get your first session in with one of the club brothers, you’ll feel better.” She says and I follow behind her, grateful that I’ve found a friend here.

She shows me where the bathroom and kitchen is located, and the rest of the day we sit on our bunks and talk.

I talk my pills again before bed, and ignore Stacey’s glares while I get ready for bed. When the lights shut off, I close my eyes and smile in the darkness, feeling much better about my decision to stay.


Chapter 9

“Ouch.” I say when I squeeze my breasts and Candice laughs. It’s been three days since I started taking the pills to make me lactate and my breasts are now swollen and tender.

When I woke up this morning, it felt like a brick was sitting on my chest. My mouth dropped open in shock when I looked in the mirror and saw my new milked filled tits.

They weren’t overly large, but I’ve gained a cup size, and the milk filled mammaries look like implants. I looked good.

“Damn, girl. Those are some nice udders.” Claire says as she walks into the communal bathroom. There are six shower stalls, and four sinks along one mirrored wall.

I wince at the word udder. It makes it sound like I’m some kind of animal. A cow. I may have milk now, but I’m still human. I guess that’s where the word hucow comes from; human cow.

“They hurt worse than yesterday.” I complain, as I pull the short black crop top with the words club hucow on it over my bare chest. It’s short enough that the bottom of my breasts peek out underneath. We can wear whatever we want for bottoms, but this shirt is mandatory inside the club.

This is my first night joining the other girls in the clubhouse. I wasn’t allowed until my milk came in. I’m a ball of nervous, but also curious about my first session with one of the men in the club. I hope they’re all as nice as Axel.

I’ve only seen Axel a few times over the past few days. I work with Didi every morning, and Axel always stops by to grab a coffee and pastry. He’s a perfect gentleman in Didi’s presence, but his gaze eats me up whenever he sees me.

The nickname Kitten has stuck and the girls all call me it, except for Stacey, who flipped her shit when Candice let it slip that Axel gave it to me.

She’s been a major bitch, and every morning she makes sure I’m around when she talks about the nights in the clubhouse and her time with Axel. It bugs me, but I refuse to let her know how much, and I try to ignore her and stay out of her way as much as possible.

Candice was quick to tell me Axel has been sticking to beer the last few nights, and turning down all the hucows, so Stacey is lying her ass off. I tell Candice what Axel does is his business and I don’t care, but she seems to know better. Is my crush on him that obvious?

Tonight will be a test for me. I’ll have to ignore the jealousy that’s going to fill me when Axel drinks or fucks another hucow. I know I’m nothing special here.

“They’ll feel better soon, and now that your milk is in, I’ll show you how to use the pumps when they get too uncomfortable during the day.” Candice says, and I smile in thanks.

Turns out the access milk we pump off is given to the townsfolk. I was surprised when I found out that businesses in town sell the milk as a delicacy. It helps provide the town with extra money, or in Didi's case, free milk for baking.

I thought the milk Didi gave me that first day was different, and now I know where it came from. A hucow’s udders.

“Are you nervous?” Claire asks me as she applies mascara to her lashes.

“A little.” I say honestly.

“Don’t be. You’re smoking hot, and the men will love you. There is nothing you can do to mess up. Just lift your shirt when a brother wants a taste and he’ll do all the rest.” She says and walks out of the room.

I finish applying my lip gloss and brush my hair so it falls in waves down my back. I’m ready or as ready as I can be.

“Come on hucows! Time to head to the club. We have to be in place before the men arrive.” Jackie, another hucow, shouts from the other room.

They expect us to stock the bar, set up the music, and be ready and waiting when they show up. Candice is going to be working the bar with me tonight and will show me the ropes. I’m so happy I’ve made friends.

It’s time for my first night as a club hucow.


Chapter 10

 “They should be here any minute. The club brothers usually start with some beers or shots so we’ll serve them until you know…” Candice giggles. “We really serve them.”

I smile and roll my eyes at her pun. At least knowing they won’t be pouncing on us right away makes me relax some. It’ll give me time to meet all of them first.

Ten minutes later, the main doors open, and the girls all stand up excitedly. I take a deep breath to settle my nerves and face the door.

A giant man with a shaggy beard and gray hairs walks in first with his arm wrapped around a woman’s shoulders.. “That’s Beast, the president, and his old lady Sandra. He doesn’t use the club hucow’s. Sandra supplies all his needs.” Candice whispers to me, and my eyes deep down to Sandra’s chest. Her large breasts are covered in the same shirt as us, but on it are the words Beast.

Candice explained that the old ladies are respected and not messed with. They are above us and we treat them like the club members. Sandra’s shirt shows everyone who she belongs to.

“Hey, ladies.” Sandra says when she and Beast get to the bar. She smiles at us and seems nice, so I return the smile.

“You must be the new girl. I know everyone else, but I’ve never seen your pretty face here before.” She adds.

“She’s the new club hucow Axel recruited.” Beast says.

“Oh! You must be, Kitten. Axel hasn’t shut up about you for the past three days.” Sandra gushes and I blush.

“It’s nice to meet you, and my real name is Briella, but most people call me Ella.” I say politely.

“Kitten!” Axel’s voice is loud and I jump. He walks up to the bar, his eyes trained on my chest for a long time, before moving upward to my face. His smile is almost blinding, and suddenly I feel so much calmer with him around.

“Hey, Axel. What can I get you?” I ask.

“Soon you, but first I’ll have a beer.” He laughs and gives me a wink, and I blush even more. I quickly get him a beer while Candice serves the president and his old lady.

They move to one of the couches while Axel settles himself on the stool at the bar. His wide shoulders block out most of the room behind him, and he takes up my entire view, which I’m not complaining about. This man is handsome.

He makes small talk with me and Candice. Asking how I’m settling in and if I’m having any problems.

“Everyone has been very nice.” I say, and Candice snorts.

I give her a glare. I’m not going to complain to Axel about Stacey’s attitude. It’s not a big deal.

“That’s good, but if you have issues with anyone, let me know.”

I nod. I can handle Stacey and her petty behavior.

“Hey, Axel, honey.”

Speak of the devil and she appears. Stacy leans into Axel’s side, pushing her breast against his arms.

“Stacy.” He nods in her direction, but leans away from her, making me smile.

She pouts and cups her large breasts. “They hurt so much, and I’m dying for your mouth on me to give me some relief.”

I will not gag, I tell myself.

She eyes me before leaning into him again, uncaring or unaware that he’s not interested and whispers in his ear, but she’s loud enough for me to hear. “I’ll make sure you find some relief too, baby. I know just what you like.”

“I’m not interested, Stacey. Go find another brother.” Axel says and pushes her off him gently.

“Come on, baby. You know you want to suckle these udders. I’m always your favorite.” Stacey ignores Axel’s brush off and pulls her shirt up, trying to entice him with her swollen breasts. I have to admit, they are nice to look at, but when someone says no, that means no.

“He said no, Stacey. Have some respect and don’t act desperate.” I snap out without thinking. The only thing I can blame my outburst on is jealousy, because I’d never do it otherwise.

I wince when Stacey’s face turns red in anger, and wait for her to explode. “What did you just say to me? How dare you! Who do you think you are? I’ve been here longer than you so know your place, bitch.”

“No, Stacey. You seem to be the one that’s forgetting their place. You are a club hucow, not an old lady. When a brother tells you he’s not interested, you back off and go find someone else. Go find Basset. He’ll take care of you. If I want you, I’ll let you know, but don’t hold your breath.” Axel growls. “Get out of my sight.”

Stacey grits her teeth in anger, but she’s smart enough to not talk back to Axel. She meets my gaze for a moment and I’m shocked at the amount of hate and anger she’s directing my way. I only spoke the truth. She was hanging off a man who wasn’t interested, and maybe I stepped over the line and told her off, but I don’t deserve the evil looks she’s giving me.

I know this isn’t over between us, but she turns on her high heels and walks away from the bar.

I look at Axel sheepishly. “Sorry. I shouldn’t have said anything. I’ve made things worse.”
Axel doesn’t seem made because he grins at me, and says, “I can handle myself, kitten, but I love how you were ready to defend me.”

I blush.

“You probably made an enemy out of Stacy, though. She can be vindictive.” He warns me.

I snort. “She already dislikes me for some reason, so it won’t be anything new.”

He frowns. “You should have told me, and I would have talked to her. No one should be giving you a hard time.”

Now he’s defending me. I chuckle. “I can handle myself, Axel.”

He just smiles and shakes his head. “You shouldn’t have to here, but I’m glad you’re able to hold your own among the girls. Some of them can get pretty territorial, even if they have no right.”
 A man I’ve never met before comes to the bar, ending our conversation. “What can I get you?” I ask politely.

He nods to Axel in respect, and Axel says, “Hey, Rebel.”
Rebel looks me up and down, and his eyes heat. “Hey new hucow. I’m done with beer for the night. I want a taste of you. Come with me now.” He demands, not asks, and I can’t say no since this is what I’m here for.

I take a deep breath and walk around the bar towards him.

Axel shifts, and I notice how stiff his body is. When Rebel reaches out and grabs my arm. Axel blocks him. “Not tonight, Rebel. I’m taking Kitten.”
Rebel scowls at Axel and tightens his grip, making me whimper.

“I picked her first.” He says.

“That’s not how it works, and you know it. If your pres or VP wants first dibs, then you have to wait, and I want her first.”
I resist the urge to roll my eyes. They are fighting over me like a piece of meat.

“Let her go,” Axel says stiffly. Rebel sighs, but lets me go.

I rub my arm to ease some of the soreness. “You’re mine tomorrow, hucow.” He grumbles, then shouts. “Stacey, get your fine udders over here.”

Stacey prances over and looks at Axel before lifting her top. Rebel leans down and takes her nipple into his mouth and starts sucking right out in the open for everyone to see.

Stacey makes it worse when she starts moaning, and I watch transfixed as Rebel drinks from her.

Stacey smiles at Axel. “I have another udder, baby. Come join us.”

“No, thanks.” He says, then looks at me. “Come on, Kitten. Let’s go somewhere quiet.”

He takes my hand and guides me past Stacey, who hisses at me. Maybe she should have my nickname.

Axel leads me down the hallway and I assume we are headed to the office again, but he turns left into another room. This one turns out to be a bedroom. There’s an enormous bed in the center and a door to the right that leads to a bathroom.

Suddenly I find myself nervous all over again.

Axel guides me down on the bed so I’m lying on my back and he hovers over me. “It’s been hell waiting for your milk to come in. The past three days have felt like a month, and I never touched another hucow. I was waiting for you.”

“I hope I don’t disappoint you.” I say.

“Never.” He responds. “Do you trust me?”

We barely know each other, but my gut tells me he’d never hurt me, so I nod my head. “Yes.”

“Good.” He moves until he’s seated with his back against the headboard. “Straddle my lap, kitten, but first take off the shirt and pants.”

My mouth pops open in surprise, but I quickly do what he asks. I stand up and pull the top over my head, hearing Axel groan when my swollen breasts are exposed. “Better than I imagined.”

His words make me feel more confident, so I don’t hesitate in removing my pants, leaving my black thong on.

I stand still and let Axel look at me. His eyes burn a path across my skin, and I shiver in desire.

“Come here, kitten. I can’t wait any longer.” He moans, and I climb onto his lap and settle my core against the bulge in his pants.

His hands cup my chest and I moan a little in discomfort. The pressure that has been increasing for days has now become painful.

“Shh… you’ll feel better soon.” He says and then his lips wrap around my nipple and he begins to suck.

I’m so sensitive that even the smallest touch has me bucking my hips. “Oh god!” The pressure builds along with my arousal as he suckles first one nipple then the other.

“Come on, Kitten. Release that milk.” He mumbles into my chest.

“I’m trying, but it hurts.” I moan as he suckles me harder. It just won’t work.

“You’re going to need some help this first time. You need to cum. Can I touch you?”
“Yes,” I pant. “Do anything you want, as long as it relieves the ache in my chest.”

I’m not above begging at this point. Something is happening inside my breasts and it’s getting worse by the second. I need something.

Axel’s hand dips inside my thong and he pushes two fingers into my dripping pussy. “Ahh!” I scream as he pushes them in and out, driving my arousal higher. The combined touch of his hand and lips make me dizzy, and the sensation in my chest changes.

My nipples begin to tingle, and I know it’s the milk ready to pour out. I just need a little more and I’ll cum. “Please.” I beg.

He moans, and then the pad of his thumb is rubbing my clit. That small touch sends me over the edge, and I scream out my pleasure.

All of a sudden, the pressure releases, and I can feel my milking spraying into his waiting mouth.

He groans at the taste of my milk and quickly begins to drink. He removes his fingers from inside me and cups the other breast that’s leaking all down the front of me and staining Axel’s shirt.

He pulls off my nipple with a pop and moves to the other one as I stare down at him in a haze. The rhythmic pull of his lips keeps me in my body aroused but puts me into an odd state of mind, and I calm. It feels amazing after so many months of being worried and afraid.

When he’s had his fill and my breasts feel drained. He looks up at me tenderly. “Damn, Kitten, you're fucking amazing, and so damn responsive to my touch.”
“You make me feel safe, and that lets me relax enough to let go. Thank you.” I respond.

“Ella, it’s me that should be thanking you.” He says.

A bang on the door has me tensing, but Axel soothes me with his hands. “It’s okay.”

He raises his voice. “I’m busy.” He shouts.

“When you’re done, I want a turn on the new hucow. She’s a loud one, and I’m fucking rock hard.” I recognize Basset’s voice and cringe at his crude words.

Axel curses under his breath before responding. “Pick someone else. I’ll be with her all night. Now fuck off!”

Basset mumbles something, but walks away, and I turn to Axel in confusion. I thought he’d be done now that he milked me.

“We’re not done yet, Kitten, and I don’t think I ever will be. I’m going to be greedy. I love my brothers, but to be honest with you, the thought of them touching you makes me savage.” He admits, and my body melts into his.

I’m not foolish. I know his attention will fade when he gets bored, but I’m going to enjoy it while it lasts, and take every once of pleasure he gives me.

Now I’m sounding as desperate as Stacey, but I’d never push myself on him. I’ll be his hucow for as long as he wants me and then I’ll have to either let the others have me or move on, but that’s a worry for another day.

“You can be greedy all you want. I’ll be your hucow for as long as you want me.” I say against his lips.

He cups my breasts and lifts them. “They’re already filling. I’ll drain them again before the end of the night, but while we wait, I really want to be inside you. If it’s too fast for you, then we can stop right now and just talk.” He rushes out the last part.

He’s so sweet.

“It is fast, but I don’t care. I want you. I feel so horny, and I like you Axel and I know I’m just a club hucow so I won’t expect anything from you…” He cuts me off with a kiss. His hands cup my face, gently stroking my skin with his fingertips.

He rolls us on the bed until he’s lying on top of me, never breaking the kiss. I open my mouth and thighs to him, but he pulls back and slides off the bed. I’m about to ask him what’s wrong, but words freeze in my throat as he removes his Udder MC cut and places it on the back of a chair.

His shirt doesn’t receive the same treatment and ends up on the floor, along with his jeans. His underwear are next and my mouth dries up when he stands up, naked.

His body is a sculpted work of art, and my eyes dip down to the cock jutting up from between his legs. My dry mouth instantly waters at the sight.

It’s the largest cock I’ve ever seen and my pussy spasms in delight. It’s hard, but the skin looks velvety soft, making me want to run my hands all over it. I lick my lips and it jumps in excitement. Axel groans and grips his cock, sliding his hand over the tip and catching the drop of pre-cum that I was desperate to taste. “Kitten, if you keep looking at me like that, this will be over before we even start.”
“Sorry.” That’s all my addled brain can come up with at the moment.

“Don’t apologize. You can look at me anytime, but I’m in too much of a hurry to take my time right now.” He says and climbs back onto the bed.

He grabs a condom out of the drawer and rips it open before sliding it onto his cock. “I’ve been dreaming of this for days and I’m ashamed to admit I might cum faster than a teenager at prom, but not before I make you feel good.”

He settles between my thighs, and the head of his cock rubs against my wet lips, making us both moan. “Are you sure, baby? I don’t want you to regret it in the morning.” He asks.

I’ll never regret this. “Fuck me Axel.”

His lips meet mine at the same time he thrust his cock deep inside me, making me scream. I’m so wet, there is little resistance, but I feel so full.

“Fuuuck!” He grunts before he begins to fuck me with long hard strokes. My pussy flutters around his shaft, and I’m shocked that my orgasm is so near. I grip his ass with my fingers as I cry out for him to go harder.

He grants my wish and soon he’s pounding into me so hard and fast all I can do is hold on for the ride. Every flex of his hips rubs against my clit, sending tingles of pleasure throughout my body, and when his mouth finds my nipple, and he begins sucking, I’m done for. My pussy clamps down on him and I cry out as my release has me seeing stars.

“Jesus, kitten.” He shouts before he loses his rhythm and cums, too. His muscles tense as he spills his seed, and I can feel the warmth of his release through the thin condom.

He lays next to me on the bed and pulls my body against him. We’re quiet as we cuddle and catch our breath.

“That was…” I start to say, but Axel cuts me off.

“Amazing.” He says.

“It was.” I agree.

He removes the condom and throws it into the garbage bin by the bed, and pulls the blankets over us.

“Don’t I have to go back to the bar?” I ask, even though I want to stay in his arms.

“Fuck no. I’m keeping you right here. Sleep some, and we can do that again, and next time I’ll be a man and last longer than five fucking minutes.” He grumbles, and I can’t help but laugh.

“It was an epic four minutes, though.” I say with a giggle, letting him know I’m teasing him.

“Ha ha. Go to sleep, smart ass. You won’t be saying that again.” He grumbles, but kisses my forehead.

I snuggle into him and close my eyes, content in his arms, and when I wake up to his head between my legs, I was in no mood to tease. It turns out I’ll never be joking about his stamina again.


Chapter 11

I never make it back to the hucow bunkhouse. Axel and I spend the night together and I wake up a little sore, but in a good way, and starved.

Axel carries me to the shower, where he drains my breasts with his mouth while bringing me to climax on his fingers.

He has the biggest smirk on his face as he washes my limp, satiated body before drying me off and giving me a clean shirt and joggers to wear until I can change.

I’m surprised when he insists on talking me out to breakfast, and after I agree, he walks me over to the hucow bunkhouse and waits for me to get changed.

When Stacey realized Axel was taking me out, she was smart enough not to talk shit about it with Axel present, but by her murderous gaze, she was going to be trouble for me in the future.

I was surprised when Axel led me to his bike and helped me on behind him. I wrapped my arms around his waist and just enjoyed the ride.

“Good morning, dear.” Didi greets us when we get to the bakery.

“Good morning Didi.” Axel says, giving her a wink, which makes her blush, but she huffs and grumbles under her breath about young bucks.

We talk and enjoy our breakfast of pastries and coffee, and just before we get ready to leave, Didi comes to the table. “Ella, I almost forgot. Here, this was taped to the bakery door this morning. It’s addressed to you.” She holds out a plain white envelope.

I stare at it, and feel faint. My heart starts to race, and my palms begin to sweat. My vision becomes fuzzy, and I think I’m on the verge of passing out. It can’t be. There is no way it’s from him.

I take the envelope from Didi’s finger with a shaky hand and open it. The two words written on the note inside make all the blood drain from my face.

Found you.

I don’t know how long I stare at those two words, but suddenly Axel’s voice penetrates my haze. “Kitten! Kitten! What’s wrong? You’re white as a sheet.”

He takes the note from my numb fingers and I watch his eyebrows dip in confusion when he reads it.

He looks at me. “What’s this?”

“I… I thought I was careful and he wouldn’t find me.” I mumble, lost in my own thoughts.

“Careful? Who are you talking about, kitten? You’re starting to worry me. Talk to me.” He says, and his concern is what breaks me, and I start to cry.

Suddenly I find myself sitting in his lap, with his arms around me, and I can’t stop the tears. “Shh… kitten. Calm down.” He tries his best to soothe me, but I can’t seem to stop.

Finally, after what seems like hours, my tears dry up, and I become aware that Axel is still holding me and making soothing sounds while rubbing my back.

Didi places a glass of water on the table in front of me, and I give her a grateful smile. “Thank you.” My voice comes out raspy.

“Don’t mention it sweetie, but you need to tell us why that note made you react like that,” Didi says in her no nonsense voice.

My problems have found me in this tiny town, and they deserve to know what they are dealing with by taking me in. I’m worried that this will be too much for them and they will wash their hands of me.

It’s what I would do if I were them. It’s dangerous to be around me.

I take a sip of water and sigh before telling them how I ended up here.

When I’m done, Didi is frowning in concern, and Axel is still as a statue under me. His muscles are rock solid, and I’m afraid to look at him.

“I don’t want to cause you or the club any trouble, so I’ll just get my things and go.” I say when he remains silent.

When I try to stand up, his arms tighten, preventing me from moving. I look up at him and see how angry he is. “Axel?” I whisper his name and he looks down at me. His face softens, but the anger is still in his eyes. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner, but I thought I lost him when I ran. I can understand if you’re mad at me.”
“Fuck, I’m not mad. I’m livid, but not at you. None of this is your fault. Some people are just fucked in the head crazy.”

I snort at his words.

“You’re not going anywhere. In fact, you’re not leaving my sight. I dare that asshole to step foot on Udder MC property. I’ll kill the bastard. No one threatens you.” He says, and the tension leaves my body. I’m not alone in this.

He looks at Didi. “Ella needs to take some time off work until this bastard is caught.”

“But…” I say, only to be cut off.

“No, Ella. I won’t risk him getting his hands on you. You’ll be safer at the clubhouse, where we can protect you.” He says.

“You’re going to tell the other members?” I ask.

“Yes, but only the brothers and they will help keep you safe. We don’t need anyone else knowing about this. Not even the club hucows.” He says.

“How can you be so sure they’d be willing to stick their necks out for me? I’m just a club hucow.” I ask.

“Don’t worry about that, and you’re not just a hucow, you’re mine.” He says and kisses the shit out of me.

When he pulls back, I’m gasping for breath and he smiles at me. “Come on, let’s head home. I’ll feel much calmer when you’re inside the club walls.”

He helps me to my feet and we say bye to Didi, who assures me that my job will be here waiting when this is all over.

It feels good to have people in my life that care.


Chapter 12

“That fucking bitch!” Stacey grumbles as she follows Axel and the new girl to town. “Axel is mine, and no one is going to get in my way.”
She hides behind a tree and watches him help the bitch off the back of his bike, and holds her hand as they enter the bakery.

It’s not fair. She’s been the most popular club hucow since she walked into the Udder MC six months ago. All the men were begging to suckle her perfect creamy teats, and Axel used to ask for her often, but since that little bitch came along, he hasn’t even looked at anyone else.

Once they enter the bakery, Stacey sneaks around the back and enters through the service door. She needs to know what’s going on and figure out how to get rid of Ella.

She finds a perfect hiding place to eavesdrop behind the wall leading to the bathroom. If Ella or the old crone that runs this place comes this way, she can run out the back without getting caught.

The sweet scene makes Stacey sick with jealousy. Axel dotes on her and seems interested in what the dumb girl has to say. Why can’t he look at Stacey like that?

If Ella leaves, then Axel will be hers again.

Stacey was about to give up on her snooping when the old lady brings a letter over to the table.

“Ella, I almost forgot. Here, this was taped to the bakery door this morning. It’s addressed to you.” The old lady says, and Stacey notices the change in Ella right away.

The bitch looks scared, and Stacey smiles.

Stacey rolls her eyes at Ella’s dramatics as she weeps in Axel’s arms. She’s just milking it to gain his sympathy. It’s what Stacey would do.

When Ella finally tells them about her stalker, Stacey wants to shout in glee. This is how she’s going to get rid of the bitch.

Having heard enough, Stacey leaves before she hears what Axel’s response is to the note as a plan forms in her head.

The only problem with her plan is finding the stalker, but she doesn’t have to worry about that because once she’s out the back door of the bakery and walking down the street, a man wearing a baseball jacket and dark sunglasses approaches her.

“Excuse me, miss. Do you recognize the women in this photo? She’s my girlfriend and I’m looking for her.” He holds up a picture of Ella.

Stacey couldn’t believe her luck. “I do, and I’ll be happy to help you reunite with her.”

Soon Axel will be hers again, and she’ll become his old lady.


Chapter 13

It’s been three days since I received the note from my stalker and Axel hasn’t left my side unless he’s working in the garage. Even then, he makes me sit in the office or has one of the other club brothers watch me.

They’ve all been polite, even Rebel and Basset, and none of them have tried to drink from me. They treat me with respect, which is odd since I’m just a club hucow, but I’m not complaining. Axel is the only one that touches me, drinks from me, and fucks me until I’m an exhausted mess, and it’s been amazing considering my stalker is somewhere in town.

When I’m with him, all my worries fade and I feel so safe.

It’s almost time for the evening festivities and I’m at the bar chatting with a club brother named Jeeter while I wait for Axel to return when Stacey comes in. Axel told me earlier that he had to go deal with something, and that I was to stay at the clubhouse until he returns.

“Ella, can I talk to you for a second?” Stacey says to me with a sweet smile, which has me suspicious. Usually her mouth is always twisted up in disgust when I’m near, so this is weird.

“Um… sure.” I say and look at Jeeter. “I’ll be right back.”
He nods, but his attention is now on the other club hucows that are arriving.

“Can we step outside where it’s quieter?” Stacey asks and now I’m curious about what she wants to say.

“Sure.”

We head outside and down the stairs. I stop, but Stacey heads towards the hucow bunkhouse.

She looks back at me. “Come on. I’m not going to hurt you. I’ve realized I’ve been a complete bitch to you and you didn’t deserve it.” She smiles again. “I just want to go somewhere quiet to clear the air, and if the girls hear me apologizing, I’ll never live it down.”

I sigh but follow her. I don’t like drama, so I’ll go with her and hear what she has to say. Then hopefully Axel will be back and I can spend the night in his arms.

It’s dark out and the trees are cast in shadow, making me jumpy. I don’t want to be out here, but I suck it up. Stacey stops on the far side of the bunkhouse porch. It’s private and I can’t see the clubhouse's main door from here.

“Okay, Stacy. What did you want to say?”

She fiddles with her fingers and looks up at me. “I’m sorry.”

“Okay…” I say, wondering why she brought me out here for that.

She huffs. “I was jealous of Axel’s attention towards you. He was mine before you showed up, and I should have handled it better.”

She pauses and looks off toward the woods behind me like she’s lost in thought, then she focuses back on me. “But I’m handling my issues now.”

“That’s good, Stacey.” I say simply.

“I’m glad you agree. That’s why I came up with a plan.” I frown at her in confusion, but she nods her head like I understand her craziness.

“You see, if you’re not here anymore, then Axel will come back to me, and I can be his old lady. I can’t do that with you around, so you need to leave.”

I snort at her. “I’m not going anywhere and even if I did, Axel doesn’t want to be with you. If he did, then he wouldn’t have looked my way.”

She can’t force someone to love her.

Her smile grows mean, and the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. “Oh, but you are leaving. Your boyfriend has been looking for you, and I wanted to help you get back together.”

Suddenly, arms wrap around me, and a cloth covers my mouth and nose. There is a foul smell coming off the rag, so I hold my breath and try to fight, but my assailant is too big.

Their warm breath caresses my ear. “You’ve been a bad girl running away from me. I think it’s time for you to be punished. Then I’ll bring you home and we will finally be together.”

Oh, no! I’m in the hands of my stalker. There’s something familiar about his voice, but I can’t place it.

I stare fearfully at Stacey, begging for help, but she just laughs maniacally.

She pulls a piece of paper out of her pocket and holds it up. “Your goodbye note to Axel will make him so sad, but I’ll be here to comfort him, and soon enough, he’ll forget about you.”

Axel won’t believe I left, and he’ll know something’s wrong. I have to believe he’ll come and find me. Over the past few days, we’ve grown closer than ever and he knows how much I care for him and would never leave.

It’s at that moment that I realize I love Axel.

My lungs are screaming for air, but I hold off as long as I can.

Tears pour down my face at the realization that I may not get to tell him that. If Stacey and this man get away with her plan, I’ll disappear for good. There is no way he’ll let me go once he has me.

A sob breaks free and I suck in a mouth full of the tainted air, causing my head to go foggy. My arms fall limp at my sides, and the man’s arms tighten around my waist, holding me up.

“Bye, bitch.” Stacey says and walks away as I slip into unconsciousness.

“Goodnight, darling. When you wake up, we’ll have so much fun.” The man holding me says before darkness takes me.

I just pray Axel doesn’t fall for Stacey’s tricks, and finds me before it’s too late.


Chapter 14

“Where’s my girl?” Axel asks Jeeter, who was supposed to be looking after her. He’s sitting at the bar talking with one of the hucows. I just got back from my errands, but I don’t see Ella anywhere.

“She was talking with Stacey outside, but she’s not back yet,” Jeeter says and looks at his watch with a frown. “That was thirty minutes ago. What could they be talking about for so long?”

A bad feeling settles in Axel’s stomach. It’s no secret that Ella and Stacey don’t get along, and it’s partly his fault. Stacey used to be one of his main hucows, but he made her no promises and she knew the score. He wasn’t interested in more than her milk, and the few hooks they had were a way to let off some tension. She was out of his bed after he was done and onto the next brother. There was no cuddling after, not like when he has Ella in his arms.

It was nothing like his relationship with Ella. From the very first day in the office he was hooked, and she didn’t even have milk to feed his kink, but now that he’s tasted her, there is no one else for him and the other club members know she’s off limits.

When he explained to them all about her stalker, they were concerned about bringing problems to the club, but then Axel told them he wanted to make Ella his old lady and their concern faded. If Ella is an old lady, she has the club’s full protection. She will be considered family.

He hasn’t talked to her about it yet, but planned to tonight and now he can’t find her, and he’s getting worried.

“Something’s not right. Stacey has been a bitch to Ella since the beginning.”
Jeeter snorts. “That hucow has been walking around her for months like she owns the place. She seems to have forgotten her place. We don’t keep girls that cause trouble.”

Axel nods his head in agreement. It might be time to let Stacey go, especially if she keeps disrespecting Ella. She’ll be an old lady soon, and the club hucows need to treat her like they treat the club members.

Jeeter gets off his stool. “What do you want me to do?”

“Find Stacey and bring her to the office, and I’ll grab Beast and a few other brothers who are free and meet you there. If you find Ella before, then bring her to me.”

He pats me on the shoulder and goes off to look for Stacey.

Meanwhile, the pit in his stomach grows.

╍╍╍╍╍

“What’s this about, Axel?” Beast asks once they’ve all gathered in the office. He grabbed the pres and Rebel along with another brother named Chains.

“I can’t find Ella. She went off with Stacey and hasn’t come back.” Axel tells them and the others frown.

“Stacey’s been in a snit since Ella arrived and has made it no secret she hates your girl.” Chains says and Axel nods.

“Yeah, I know, and that’s why I don’t understand why Ella would go off with her.” Axel says.

The door opens and Jeeter walks in with Stacey.

Her eyes light up and she smiles when she sees me. “Hey baby, Jeeter said you wanted to see me.” She looks around at the other brothers nervously, but she smiles and winks at Axel. “If you wanted an audience to watch us, then all you had to do was ask.”
Axel looks at her in disgust. “That’s not why I called you. Jeeter said Ella left with you to talk, and no one has seen her since. Where is she?”

Stacey’s eyes flash with anger, but she gives me a sad smile. “I’m sorry to tell you all, but she said she wasn’t cut out for this lifestyle and was going back to her boyfriend.”

Stacey pulls out a slip of paper from her pocket and hands it to Axel. “She told me to give you this.”

I open the note.

Axel, I don’t want to be a club hucow, and I decided to leave. Sorry for wasting everyone’s time, but by the time you read this, I’ll be gone. Don’t come after me. I don’t want to see any of you again.

Ella

“What the fuck is this?” I shout and throw the paper in Stacy’s face.

She gasps and looks at me in surprise. “Don’t be like that, Axel. She wasn’t hucow material. She always thought she was better than everyone here, and I caught her talking with Candice about an old boyfriend she kept in touch with. I think he came and picked her up.”

“Go find Candice.” Beasts says, and Jeeter leaves.

Now Stacey looks even more nervous.

Alarm bells are going off in my head. Ella would never leave with her stalker out there, and I know she was happy here with me. We were even planning on taking a trip to the yearly biker rally in a few months. She was so excited to learn more about MC life.

I also saw Ella's fancy handwriting on the order boards at the bakery, and that note was not written by her.

Jeeter returns with Candice.

“Did Ella mention anything to you about a boyfriend?” He asks.

Candice shakes her head. “No. Never. Why?”

Axel just shakes his head. “Nothing. You can go back to the bar.”

Candice nods and glances at Stacey, who’s refusing to look at any of us now before leaving.

Rage fills me, along with a heavy dose of fear. I grab Stacey by the throat and push her back against the wall. “Tell me the truth right now, and I’ll let you live.”

“Axel…” She splutters. “You wouldn’t hurt a woman, would you?”
I laugh darkly, completely unhinged. Not knowing if my kitten is safe is bringing out a side of me I didn’t know I had. “I don’t see a woman. I just see a dirty, lying slut, and you seem to have forgotten that this is a MC. We may not run guns and drugs, but not all our dealings are strictly legal, so getting rid of a traitorous bitch like you will be a piece of cake.”
Stacey’s eyes widen in fear, and I should feel guilty about threatening her, but I don’t and she doesn’t need to know that I won’t kill her.

“What’s so special about that bitch? She’s just a hucow like the rest of us,” Stacey spits.

“Ella isn’t a club hucow. She’s my old lady, or will be when I get her back, so she has the protection of the entire club.” Her face pales at my words. “Protection you don’t have, so start talking.” I tell her and let her go.

She whimpers and looks at the others with a tear-stained face, hoping for someone to come to her defense, but they won’t.

“Talk hucow before I make you.” Beast growls out, making Stacey shake in fear. His club name fits the massive brute. He’s damn scary to look at.

“I’m sorry… I… I just thought if she was gone, you would love me.” She looks up at me, but I remain emotionless. Her shoulders slump, and she looks away. “I followed you and Ella to the bakery the other day and heard about the problem she had with someone stalking her. I was so jealous of her that when a strange man approached me after leaving the bakery, I agreed to help him.”

“Fuck!” I shout and grip my hair hard enough to hurt.

“He said he would never hurt her and that he loves her.” She says lamely, like that makes this all better.

“What did you do?” Beast asks, since I’ve lost the ability to speak for a moment as I absorb what this bitch is telling us.

“He wanted me to get her away from you so he could take her. So I told her I wanted to apologize, but I want to do it privately.”

“Jesus.” Rebel curses.

“So… we went around the side of the hucow bunkhouse and while I had her distracted, he grabbed her and took her.” She slumps down onto the floor and begins to cry.

“Are… are you going to kill me?” She wails.

Axel leans down, so he’s inches from her face and she can see the rage in his eyes when he says his next words. “If he hurts one hair on her head, you will wish for death.”

“He could be long gone by now. We need to spread out and search all the roads leading out of the county. If he makes it out of town, we may never find her.” Beast says and the others agree.

“You don’t need to do that.” Stacey speaks up from her spot on the floor, and we all look her way, ready to rip into her if she tries to stop us, but her next words have my head spinning as relief rushes through me. “He’s been hiding out in the old cabins on the backside of the property just outside of the fence since figured you would all be too dumb to search for her close to the compound once you saw the note. He’ll be keeping her there until it’s safe to move her.”

“Well, Stacey. I think you might have just saved your own life.” Beast says. He looks over at Chains and says, “make sure she stays put. Don’t let her out of your sight until we get back.”

“Sure thing, pres. I’ll make sure she stays on her knees and keeps busy until we decide what to do with her.”

I’m about to walk out the door, knowing the others will follow, just as Chains pulls down his zipper and walks towards Stacey.

I don’t need to see what’s going to happen next, so I walk out, but I hear him say. “You’re not worthy of the title club hucow, you’re a traitor to the club. Open up and make yourself useful and we might show mercy on you.”

We walk into the main room, and the other brothers stand up when they see my face. “Ella’s in trouble. We need two brothers to come with us.”

“I’ll go.” Basset says.

“Me too.” Joker adds.

Beast nods. “The rest of you stay here until we get back and keep the club hucows safe. No one leaves this building.”

“Oh, and Stacey is in the office. She’s been stripped of her hucow title and is now free use, boys. Give her a send off to remember.”

The brothers all nod with grim faces. They know when a hucow gets stripped of her status; she has betrayed the club. She’s lower than dirt, and they’ll have no problem showing her.

It’s vicious, but we’re a fucking MC, not a knitting group.


Chapter 15

My eyes blink open, but I quickly shut them and groan. It feels like my head is about to explode. My throat feels dry, and my chest hurts from the overwhelming pressure in my breasts.

Why didn’t Axel drain them, and where am I?

I try to sit up and realize my hands are tied above my head. What the hell?

I ignore the discomfort and force my eyes open. This is not Axel’s room. I’m lying on my back on a dirty mattress in a small cabin. It looks like it’s been abandoned, but from the food wrappers littering the dirty floor, someone has been living here.
My memories slam into me like a freight train, and I whimper. Oh god!

Stacey lured me away from the clubhouse to apologize, but it was all a lie. She was working with my stalker. She let him take me and all out of jealousy!

I was an idiot to believe her lies, and now I’m going to pay for my stupidity.

Will Axel believe Stacey when she gives him the fake letter? I shake my head at my foolishness. He knows I’d never leave him, or the club, and not just because they were protecting me.

I have fallen in love with Axel, and even if Axel doesn’t feel the same way, I know he cares about me. I would never leave the man I love.

He’ll come for me, I know it. I just have to wait and try to keep myself alive long enough for help to come.

The cabin door opens, and I frown in confusion at the man that walks in.

“Daniel?” I say.

“Hello, darling.”

Oh god. Daniel is my stalker. This can’t be. Every time he came into the diner I used to work at, he was so polite and seemed almost shy. He’d always sit in my section, and would order the same thing, apple pie and a black coffee.

He’s cute in a dorky way. He’s tall, and lean, but not skinny, and he wears glasses. I thought it was adorable when he’d get nervous and push his glass up his nose whenever I would talk to him.

“Why are you here? Untie me right now, Daniel.” I say.

He looks me over and frowns. All shyness gone. “I can’t untie you, darling. You’ve been a bad girl.”
I shudder at his words. It was always in the letters he sent.

“It was you who left me all those letters and killed my cat.” I say as tears form in my eyes.

“That was your fault!” He snaps and stomps towards me, making me cower on the mattress. “You were acting like a whore and parading around in those slutty clothes, letting men look at you. Look at what’s mine!”

“I’m not yours! You’re crazy.” I spit. “You terrorized me, and I was so scared. How can you do that to someone?”
“I did it because I love you. Don’t you see? I was trying to make you listen, and teach you that you don’t need to wear these clothes…” He points to my crop top and shorts. “To attract men. You're too innocent, and pure.”

His expression goes dark. “Or you were, until you let those men from the Udder MC corrupt you.”

“They didn’t corrupt me and I was never innocent. I wasn’t a virgin.” I snap.

“Shut up!” He shouts and covers his ears. “No. No. No.”

He’s clearly lost it.

When I stay quiet and watch him have his meltdown, he settles and lowers his hands. His entire demeanor changes and suddenly he’s smiling at me, but it’s not a pleasant smile. There’s a crazed look in his eyes.

“I can fix this. I can fix you, and then you’ll be back to the good girl I know you are.”
That doesn’t sound good.

He moves over to the table and I see a coil of rope. He grabs it and walks towards me. “No.” I shake my head, but he ignores me and grabs one leg. I instantly kick out with my other one, bet he’s quicker than me, and straddle my legs while I shout.

In moments, my legs are tied together and the only good thing is that my legs are closed. It wouldn’t really stop him if he wanted to…, but it gives me a sense of relief.

He spins around, still straddling my legs, and holds up a knife, making my eyes widen in fear.

“Please, don’t hurt me.” I beg.

“I’m not going to hurt you, darling.” He chuckles then adds, “yet.”

He places the tip of the knife right above my belly button and I freeze as he moves it upward along my skin until he reaches the edge of my crop top. I was ready for a night at the clubhouse, so the only thing covering my breasts is this tiny scrap of material.

“They have you producing milk like a cow just to appease their dirty fantasies. I’ve seen what those men do with the women. It’s disgusting, and you let them touch you.”
He slices through my shirt with ease, and my breasts are exposed to his gaze. I don’t dare say a word with that knife pointed in my direction.

His free hand cups one of my breasts and squeezes it hard enough to leave bruises, and a whimper slips out.

He smirks, enjoying the pain he’s causing me, and continues to squeeze until a stream of milk trickles out of my breast and runs down my chest. “You really are a human cow.” He muses, fascinated with my chest.

“I’m going to let you fill up and suffer in pain until your milk dries up naturally. This will be your punishment, and once you’re back to normal, I’m going to make you mine. I’ll make you forget all about being a club hucow, and you will love your new life with me.”

“Don’t do this. Please let me go, Daniel. I don’t want to be with you. I love…” He moves too fast for me to see and my face whips to the side, my cheek on fire from his slap.

“Shut up. I don’t want to hear it. You’ll fall in love with me. I’ll make you.” He’s so angry, spittle is flying out of his mouth and landing on my bare chest.

I will never love him, no matter what he does to me. “I’ll never love you.”

He raises his hand to hit me again and I close my eyes and brace for it, but suddenly the door to the cabin gets kicked open and men rush into the room. Tears fill my eyes when I see Axel standing there, glaring at Daniel, who’s still holding the knife to my chest.

“Get off my girl, and you might get to walk out of here alive.” Axel demands.

“She’s mine.” Daniel shouts. “How do you find us? I thought you would be out searching the highways.”

“Stacey spilled everything after she gave me the letter, which I knew was fake.” Axel says and meets my eyes. I smile softly at him, grateful that he saw through her bullshit.

I hiss when the tip of the knife cuts into my skin and look at Daniel. “Don’t look at them.”

“You’re going to let us leave her or I’ll kill her right now. If I can’t have her, no one does.” Daniel says, and the knife cuts deeper, making me cry out.

Axel holds up his hands. “Easy. Okay. Just don’t hurt her.”

“Back away from the door. Stand over there.” Daniel points to the opposite corner and the men move slowly, not taking their eyes off us.

Daniel does the same, watching them while he leans behind him and unties my legs. “Don’t do anything stupid, Darling and I won’t have to stab you.” He says to me and I nod, but I know deep down if he gets me into his car I’ll disappear, and Axel will never find me. Daniel has been planning to take me for months, so he must have a place hidden somewhere. I need to stop him.

He leans over me, keeping the knife against my stomach, and unhooks the rope but keeps my hands tied. He turns away from the men for a second and pulls me to my feet. I make eye contact with Axel before mouthing, “get ready.” Axel’s eyes widen in panic, afraid I’m going to do something reckless and get hurt, but then he nods.

He believes in me.

When Daniel pulls me towards the door. I pretend to be unstable on my feet and stumble into his side. He wasn’t expecting that, and moves his knife away to steady me and that’s the opening I need.

I ignore the urge to recoil at his touch and spin into his arms instead. When I’m lined up, I lift my knee as hard as I can right between his legs.

The next part feels like it happens in slow motion.

He grunts and bends over while I throw my body to the left as he falls to his knees. My body hit the floor hard, knocking the wind out of me, and my forearm burns in pain.

“You bitch.” He grunts out.

I look towards Daniel, just as he lunges for me.

BANG!

A shot rings out, and Daniel is flung backwards. Axel rushes forward and scoops me up into his arms.

“Kitten. Oh god. I thought I lost you.” Axel pushes strands of hair from my face and kisses me like he’s dying and I’m the air he needs to breathe.

I melt into him, relishing the feeling of being in his arms again.

He squeezes me tight, and I let out a hiss of pain when he touches my arm. He pulls back and we both look down at my arm. It’s bleeding, and there’s a gash about three inches long running down my arm. Daniel must have cut me when I tried to move away.

“Fuck. You’re hurt. That’s going to need stitches.” He unties my hands and starts to look over the rest of my body. He growls when he sees the other cut on my stomach. This one is hardly bleeding. It’s just a nick, but he looks even angrier. The last straw for Axel is the finger shaped bruising on my breast.

If I didn’t know Axel would never hurt me, then I’d be terrified of the look on his face. He reaches over his head and grips the back of his shirt and pulls it off with one hand. Damn, that’s hot as hell.

He gently pulls it down over my head, covering my bare chest and engulfing me in his scent. Basset comes over with something to wrap around my bleeding arm to help stop the bleeding.

A moan has us whipping our heads in Daniel’s direction. “Ahh… you shot me.”

“Basset, hold my kitten, and make sure she doesn’t get any more injuries.” Axel says and hands me off to Basset.

I hold onto Axel for a second as I panic, thinking he’s leaving me. “Shh… kitten. I’ll be right back.” He kisses me softly and I watch as he stalks towards Daniel.

“You took my old lady.” Axel says, and I gasp. He called me his old lady.

“You put your hands on her, and you hurt her.” Axel continues. His voice is laced with anger.

“Briella is mine.” Daniel says, unaware of the danger he’s in or crazy enough not to care.

Axel is swift and brutal. He’s on Daniel in seconds and begins to reign blow after blow to his face.

“That was your first mistake. Ella is not yours. She’s mine.” Axel yells. “And no one touches what’s mine.”

I should be alarmed by all the red flags Axels displaying, but I like the thought of being his, and even though he is beating a man almost to death, I love him even more. He’s protecting me.

“Axel.” Beast says and grabs Axel by his shoulder, pulling him off Daniel.

He’s breathing hard, and his knuckles are bloody. “Go. Take care of your old lady. I got this.”
I don’t know what Beast is going to do, but I have an idea and I’m not disgusted in the slightest. Daniel deserves whatever he gets after putting me through hell.

Axel nods his head and turns away from a moaning Daniel without looking back. He stomps over to me and takes me from Basset’s arms before walking us out the door.

“Basset, drive them to see Doc. He’ll patch her up.” I hear Beast order. “Joker, Rebel, you're with me.”

Basset follows us out, and as we walk down the steps, the exhaustion from everything hits me and I rest my head against Axel’s chest. I realize I’m shaking a little as my adrenaline wears off and shock sets in.

Basset jogs ahead of us and opens the back door of the truck. I thought they came on foot. I didn’t even hear them show up.

Just as Axel sets me gently in the back seat, another shot goes off, making me jump. “Shh… kitten. He’ll never hurt you again. You’re free.”
I look up at Axel with a watery smile, and I don’t want to wait any longer to tell him how I feel. “I love you.”

His smile is blinding.

“Fuck, kitten, I’m happy to hear that because I love you too, and I’m never letting you go.”

Six weeks later….

“Congratulations!” Shouts and whistles fill the air. The entire club has gathered to celebrate me officially becoming Axel’s old lady.

We party and have fun with everyone for a few hours before Axel pulls me down the hallway to more whistles and catcalls.

“Finally, I have my old lady all to myself.” Axel says with a devilish smirk as he shuts the door, and where alone.

“Now that you have me alone, what do you want to do with me?” I say coyly, loving how his eyes fill with lust when he looks at me.

He wraps his arms around my waist, and I place my arms around his neck and look up at him.

“I love you so much, Kitten.”

“I love you too.”

“I want to ask you something, and if you don’t want to, then just tell me.” I smile softly up at him before pulling him down for a kiss.

“You can ask me anything. I’m yours.” I say.

“Do you remember when I explained to you that the lactation pills make you very fertile?”
 I nod, trying not to smile because I have a feeling I know what he’s going to ask, and I want it too.

“We’ve been using protection from the beginning, but now that you’re my old lady, I have this animalistic urge to breed your fertile pussy and see your belly swollen with my child. Will you let me take you bare and knock you up?” He says with a smirk.

His dirty talk always makes me horny, and he knows it.

“You want to breed me and give me little Axel babies?” I ask.

“Fuck yes.” He cups one of my breasts through my new crop top that says Axel on it, marking me as his.
 I laugh at his eagerness, and I’m wet just thinking about taking him bare and him filling me with his cum.

“Let’s make a baby.” I say, and he shouts in happiness before picking me up and tossing me onto the bed, making me giggle.

“Stip, kitten, and get on all fours. I want to breed you like a proper hucow.”

I eagerly comply. I’m now his old lady, but I’m still a hucow except only Axel can drink from me and fuck me.

Once I’m naked and in position, I watch as Axel removes his clothes and climbs onto the bed.

“These are going to get so much bigger when you’re knocked up. You’ll be feeding me and a baby, so you’ll need to produce a lot.” He says as he cups my large breast and I snort. I can just picture Axel on one boob and a baby suckling the other.

He has been so gentle with me since my abduction, and now that I’m fully healed, I’m hoping he won’t hold back.

“Fuck me, Axel. Breed me with your gigantic cock.” I moan, making him curse.

He moves behind me and I feel his fingers slide down my folds. “You're soaked. Dripping for my cock.”
“Yes. Hurry, baby.” I pant as he thrust two fingers into my wet heat.

I moan as he thrusts them in and out. His other hand finds my clit and my hips buck. He’s an attentive lover and always makes sure I cum more than once.

He rubs that spot inside that has me seeing stars and my eyes roll back in my head. “Cum on my fingers, kitten.” He says and pinches my clit, sending me over the edge.

I shout as my pussy clamps down on his fingers, as spasms of pleasure radiate through my body. My arousal soaks his hands and runs down my thighs.

I’m still fluttering from aftershocks when he removes his fingers and slams his cock into me, sliding deep in one thrust.

“Ahh…” I scream as I instantly cum again from the penetration.

“That’s it, Kitten. Let me hear you scream while I breed you. I’m going to cum in this perfect pussy all night, every night until I’m sure you’re pregnant.”

I’m so rung out from my orgasms that my arms cannot hold me up and my face lands on the soft mattress. Axel holds on to my hips as he fucks me hard and fast. I feel so much more without him covered in latex, and I never want him to wear one again. I don’t care if we end up with a house full of kids.

They’ll be ours, and I’ll love them all.

My walls begin to flutter around Axel’s shaft, and I moan as another orgasm builds, but I don’t think I can handle so much pleasure again so soon.

“That’s it, kitten. Milk my cock. I’m going to fill you up soon. Tell me you want my seed.” He pants and I can tell he’s going to cum soon.

“Axel, oh god!” I wail as a wave of bliss swamps me. “Yes! Cum inside me. Breed me.” I shout as my body shudders, and I cum again.

Axel is right there with me, and I feel the first splash of his seed as he bathes my inside with cum.

I’m being bred by the man I love. I may be his old lady now, but I’ll be forever his hucow.

THE END.

For updates on my hucow stories follow me on my Amazon Author Page or follow me on instagram under lucymoo2023

Find me on Facebook under Lucy Moo

Check out my other books:

The Hucow Black Market Series

Captured. Out Now!

Auctioned. Coming Soon!

The Betrayed Milker Series: A BDSM Hucow Series

Sold to the Farm

Sent to the Farm

Tricked on the Farm

Coming December 2023! Undercover on the Farm.

Life Under the Dome Series:

Selected For Hucow Service

Hucow In Service

Coming November 2023! Escaping Hucow Service

Other Standalone Shorts Available Now:

Abducted: Hucow Alien Space Station

The Hucow Experiment: The Mad Scientist

Hucow Horror Farm

The Hucow Lottery

Life Sentence: The Hucow Prison

HAPPY HUCOW READING!
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