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Sandra needs to find a man to take care of her hucow needs…

When Harold asks his co-worker Sandra on a date, he has no idea that she’s hiding a creamy secret. After catching her with her milking machine, he volunteers to take care of all her hucow desires.

Strawberries and Cream is an ABF valentine’s day-themed erotic short full of milky goodness. Intended for readers 18+. 5000 words.


Strawberries & Cream

A Hucow Holiday Special

X. Callisto


ONE

Sandra hated going to the doctor, but as a hucow, she knew how important it was to check up on her unique physiology.

Her legs swung back and forth under the chair while she waited for her doctor to show up. The fluorescent lighting hurt her eyes, and the room smelled of disinfectant and cold.

Dr. Gibson came in a moment later, checking the chart in his hand. "Sandra?" he said, peering over his glasses as he looked at her.

Sandra smiled, her large breasts shifting slightly under her fitted blouse. "That's me, doc. How are you today?"

Dr. Gibson nodded, "I'm well, thank you. You're looking... healthy."

Sandra laughed, "Healthy? Is that the new way to say 'you're looking a bit top-heavy'?"

The doctor's lips twitched, "No, no, that's not what I meant. I was merely commenting on your... vitality. Your breasts have increased in size since our last check-up."

Sandra smiled, "Oh, I see." She ran a hand through her long, wavy hair, pushing it over her shoulder. "Well, I have been making sure to take my vitamins and eat plenty of protein. I guess it's all paying off."

Dr. Gibson set the clipboard down on the counter and adjusted his glasses. "That's good, Sandra. But we do need to discuss something important. With your increased size, it's becoming more and more dangerous for you to go without milking for too long. You know the risks, right?"

Sandra nodded. "Yeah, I know. But I've been managing so far.

I have my methods." Sandra said, trying to keep her voice light. She didn't want to admit to the doctor that she was struggling with the constant discomfort of full breasts that had no outlet.

Dr. Gibson sighed and sat down on his stool. "Sandra, I've warned you about this before. Your current methods may work in the short term, but they're not sustainable. You're putting yourself at risk for mastitis, not to mention the constant discomfort."

Sandra leaned back in her chair, her arms crossing over her chest. "I know, I know. But finding someone to...Help me out. It is easier said than done, Doc. I haven't exactly been swimming in offers." She uncrossed her arms and gestured to her chest. "Not everyone is into this, you know?"

Dr. Gibson patted her knee, his expression serious. "I understand, Sandra. But it's crucial that you find someone who is both willing and able to help you with this. It's not just about pleasure; it's about your health."

Sandra sighed, looking down at her lap. "It's just... it's hard to trust someone with something so intimate, you know? Plus, most guys I meet are either too intimidated or too eager. There's no balance."

Dr. Gibson nodded, "I understand your concerns, Sandra. But please do your best to find a partner soon."

Sandra nodded. "Ok, doc, I'll try."


TWO

Harold was a very average sort of guy. He worked out a few times a week, had glasses, and held down the same account job since graduation. He was unremarkable, the sort of guy who blended in like a background character.

Despite all this, he was handsome and well put together. He just hadn't settled down yet. With Valentine's Day tomorrow, he was painfully aware of how chronically single he was.

His reflection in the monitor stared back at him, unimpressed. He adjusted his glasses and looked away.

A shadow loomed over him, and Sandra's perfume wafted over him. He looked up, meeting her gaze.

"Hey, Harold. How's it going?"

He swallowed hard, trying to keep his cool. "Oh, hey, Sandra. Not much, just... trying to finish this project."

She leaned against his cubicle, her arms folding beneath her impressive chest. "That sounds thrilling. Any plans for Valentine's Day?"

It took every ounce of self-control for Harold not to stare at her tits. They'd surely grown in size since the last time he saw her. They must be double-Gs by now if he had to guess. He always loved women with massive breasts. They were his biggest turn-on.

Harold cleared his throat. Sandra worked in the same office as him, but they rarely crossed paths. The only reason he knew her name was because of how her nametag bounced against the already strained front of her blouse. Seriously, one day, a button would pop off and take someone's eye out.

"No, not this year," he replied weakly, his eyes finally darting down to her chest before he could stop himself.

Sandra pretended not to notice his stare. She highly doubted that this accountant would be able to handle her unique needs.

"Me neither," she admitted. "I'm thinking of just staying in, actually. Maybe catch a movie or something."

Harold could feel his heart racing. He knew this was his moment. He took a deep breath, steeling himself for what he was about to say. "Well, I don't have any plans either. If you wanted company..."

Sandra looked taken aback, but she didn't turn him down immediately. Instead, she bit her lip, considering him. Maybe he could help her with her milking problems. Maybe Harold was secretly an insatiable nympho like her. Her doctor was pretty clear when he said she needed a companion before her health started to deteriorate, and Harold was as good a man as any to milk her. He didn’t seem like the kind of guy who would turn and run when she revealed her secret. Sandra smiled.

"You know what, Harold?" she said after a moment. "I think I'd like that."

Harold couldn't believe his luck. Sandra was the most beautiful woman in the office. There was no way in hell he thought she'd say yes, but she did.

"Meet me at my place tomorrow evening?" the gorgeous brunette asked.

Harold could only nod. This just might be the best Valentine's he'd ever had.


THREE

Harold could barely remember the last time he had a date. Work always took the lead in his life, and he felt awkward and slightly out of practice. He hesitated before knocking on the door.

Her apartment building was luxurious, far more than what he thought she could afford on a Marketing salary.

Sandra opened the door, wearing a figure-hugging blue dress that perfectly matched her eyes. "Harold," she said with a warm smile. "Come in."

He stepped inside, his eyes widening as he took in the opulence of her place. "Wow, Sandra. This is... impressive."

She laughed, closing the door behind him. "Thank you. I like to live comfortably." She turned to face him, her hands on her hips.

Harold nodded, his throat suddenly feeling dry.

Sandra noticed his nervousness. "Don't worry," she said. "Tonight is going to be fun."

Harold didn't miss the heat behind her words. He glanced at her impressive cleavage. What exactly had he gotten himself into?

Despite her scandalous dress, Sandra seemed very calm and demure. She prepared them a delicious pasta dinner. They ate by candlelight. The soft glow of the flames cast shadows on Sandra's face, highlighting the subtle curves of her lips and the softness of her skin. Harold couldn't take his eyes off her. She was mesmerizing.

As they finished their dessert, Sandra pushed her plate away and smiled at Harold. "That was delicious," she said.

"Yes," Harold said. "You are a wonderful cook. That whipped cream and strawberries were divine."

A knowing look passed over her face for a brief moment. Sandra stood. "Excuse me, I need to go to the washroom. Please make yourself comfortable on the sofa."

Sandra stood up from the table, her chair scraping gently against the hardwood floor. She walked down the hall, her hips swaying with each step.

***

Once Sandra was alone in the bathroom, she pulled down her dress, letting her massive tits free. She was so full that her breasts ached with every movement. No matter how many times she milked herself, it just came back worse and worse.

Sandra let out a whimpering sigh as she massaged her nipples.

They were already hard and throbbing, desperate for some sort of release. She reached into her medicine cabinet and pulled out a small, black device. It looked like a mechanical breast pump, made to milk both breasts at the same time. She plugged it in and turned it on, the soft buzzing sound filling the room.

"Fuck, I need this," she muttered to herself, placing one of the rubber cups over her right nipple. The suction began immediately, pulling her nipple deeper into the cup. She bit her lip, her head falling back as a low moan escaped her.

She could feel the pressure growing, the suction sending shivers down her spine.

She placed the other cup on her left nipple, the device humming along, pulling at her tits like a greedy lover.

"Fuck," she whispered, her eyes fluttering shut as she leaned against the counter. "That feels so fucking good." Her pussy was soaked through her lace panties without so much as a single touch.

The machine whirred, pulling her teats and releasing some of the pressure. Hot white milk squirted with each pull, filling the clear container attached to the pump.

Sandra's moans echoed off the bathroom tiles, her back arching as she ground her hips against the edge of the counter. She was so damn close.

Harold heard the moans from the living room. He shifted in his seat, his cock throbbing in his pants. He hadn't expected this, but he wasn't complaining. He stood up, his heart pounding in his chest as he walked towards the sound of her pleasure.

Sandra mewled as she rubbed her clit with fervor. She shuddered, letting herself be lost in her orgasm, her eyes fluttering closed.

Then, she heard footsteps.

"Sandra?" The door opened. Harold stood frozen in the doorway, his eyes locked onto her heaving tits.


FOUR

"Harold!" Sandra gasped, fumbling with the milking machine. With a pop and a hiss, they release her nipples.

Harold couldn't take his eyes off of her massive tits, heaving with every breath. They're pulled out of her dress and pushed together like a delicious treat. His tongue flicked against his bottom lip.

Sandra noticed his bulge straining against his pants. Could he be into hucows? He must be to get a hard-on as impressive as that.

"Um," Sandra said. "Sorry, you have to see me like this. I couldn't wait."

Harold's cheeks reddened as he looked back up to her face. "What's happening?"

"I'm a hucow," Sandra admitted. "I can't help it. I make gallons of milk a day, and it really hurts unless I get milked."

Sandra's face was flushed, her chest heaving with heavy breaths.

Harold's eyes widened, taking in her massive breasts, still glistening with milk. "Wow, that's... that's a lot." He couldn't help but stare, his cock throbbing in his pants.

Sandra bit her lip, her eyes flicking down to his bulge. "You're turned on," she stated, her voice barely above a whisper.

Harold's cheeks flamed red.

He couldn't deny his arousal, not with Sandra standing before him like a goddess of fertility. Her massive tits were heaving, glistening with milk that dripped down onto her stomach. "I... I can't help it," he admitted, his voice husky.

Sandra stepped closer to him, her hips swaying. "You don't have to be ashamed, Harold. I like it. I like that my body turns you on." Her hand reached out, cupping his bulge through his pants.

"In fact," she continued. "I've been needing someone to help milk me for some time." Sandra's hand massaged Harold's cock through his pants, her thumb running over the already wet spot. His breath hitched. "And I think you might be just the person to do it."

Harold swallowed hard, his mind racing. He was so turned on, so hard, and Sandra was standing right in front of him, her massive tits hanging heavy. "I've never done anything like this before," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

Sandra smiled, her hand squeezing his cock tighter. "Don't worry, Harold. I'll guide you through it."

Sandra held up the milking machine. "This is the milking machine. I have to use it every morning and night." She handed the machine to Harold, its weight feeling substantial in his hands. "Now, attach it to my nipples and turn it on. I still have a lot of milk left to give."

Harold's hands shook. His body felt like it was on fire. His cock was leaking precum through his pants.

"What if I milk you the old-fashioned way?" he asked. "With my hands?" He wanted to pull on her teats, massage her breasts, lick them, taste her milk, and devour her essence.

Sandra's eyes widened. "I haven't had that in so long," she admitted. "You're sure you're up for it?"

Harold felt a surge of confidence at her words. He nodded, his eyes locked on her massive, glistening breasts. "I'm sure. I want to do it. I want to milk you, Sandra."

She smiled, her eyes softening. She reached up and unhooked her dress, letting it fall to the floor in a soft heap. She stood before him in just her lace panties, soaked through with her cum.

Harold's mouth watered as he took her in. He reached out, his hands cupping her breasts gently.

They were so full, so fucking huge. He couldn't believe he was finally going to taste her. He leaned down, his tongue flicking out to lick a droplet of milk from her nipple. It was sweet and warm, and he groaned, his cock throbbing at the taste.

"Fuck, that feels good," Sandra moaned, her hips pressing forward, her pussy grinding against his thigh.

Harold took one nipple into his mouth, sucking hard. He could feel the milk gushing out, filling his mouth. He swallowed, his hands squeezing her tits, milking her as he sucked.

He switched to the other nipple, his mouth making slurping sounds as he devoured her milk. Sandra moaned, her hips moving faster, her pussy soaking her panties.

Harold pulled back, his mouth full of warm milk. He swallowed, a moan escaping him. "Fuck, Sandra. You taste incredible."

Sandra reached down, her fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. She tugged them down, her hips wiggling to help them off. Harold watched as she revealed her pussy to him, completely bare and glistening with her juices.

"Do all hucows get turned on when they're milked?" Harold asked.

Sandra bit her lip, nodding.

"Good to know," he chuckled before latching back onto her nipple. He wanted every drop of her delicious cream. He started to alternate between her tits, sucking hard and pulling milk from her body. Sandra's moans filled the room, her hips thrusting forward, desperate to be touched.

Harold released one breast with a pop and reached down to her pussy. He rubbed his fingers along her slit, feeling her wetness coating his digits. He groaned, the scent of her arousal filling his nostrils. "Fuck, you're so wet, Sandra.”

Sandra's eyes rolled back in her head as Harold's thumb circled her clit.

She was so fucking turned on. Her body was on fire, her pussy aching for a cock to fill it. Harold's hands were amazing, squeezing and tugging at her breasts, milking her like a fucking cow. She loved it.

She reached down and grabbed Harold's wrist, guiding his hand to her entrance. "Fuck me, Harold," she begged. "Please, I need your cock inside me."

Harold looked up from her tits, his face flushed and his glasses smudged. His eyes were locked onto her, hungry and desperate.

"Not yet," he said. "I want to milk you dry. Be a good hucow for me. Give me all your delicious cream."


FIVE

Once every drop of milk was drained, Harold took Sandra to the bedroom. Her massive breasts swayed with every step, her nipples hard and still wet from his mouth. He couldn't believe how turned on he was, how much he wanted her.

He laid her down on the bed, his hands running over her body, exploring every curve. He wanted to taste her again, everywhere. He started at her neck, his tongue licking and sucking, leaving marks behind.

Sandra arched her back, her hands fisting the sheets. "Harold," she moaned. "I never thought you'd be so into this..."

He chuckled against her skin, his hands moving down to cup her breasts. "Good," he murmured. "Because I want to make you feel so fucking good, Sandra." His hands squeezed her tits, his thumbs teasing her nipples.

She moaned, her body squirming beneath him. He moved lower, his tongue tracing a path down her stomach, dipping into her navel. She shivered, her breath hitching as he reached her pussy.

Harold looked up at her, his eyes meeting hers. "You're so fucking beautiful, Sandra. And so fucking wet." He spread her lips with his fingers, his breath hot on her clit.

He could see the glistening juices and smell the intoxicating scent of her arousal. He leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her.

"Oh, fuck," Sandra moaned, her hips bucking up to meet his mouth. "Eat my pussy, Harold. Eat my fucking pussy. Please!"

Harold didn't need to be told twice. He dove in, his tongue licking and sucking her sensitive flesh. He teased her clit with the tip of his tongue, then sucked it into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it.

He could feel her legs trembling, her heels digging into the bed as she tried to grind herself against his face. He gripped her hips, holding her in place as he devoured her pussy, his tongue fucking in and out of her, tasting every inch of her.

"Oh god, Harold, right there," Sandra panted, her hands fisting his hair. "Fuck, yes, just like that."

He felt her muscles tensing, her body coiling like a spring ready to snap. He wanted to make her come undone, to hear her scream his name as she shattered into a million pieces. He doubled his efforts, his tongue working her clit with vigor, his fingers inside of her, curling up against her g-spot.

Sandra was close, so fucking close. Her body was on fire, her nerve endings all sparking and jolting with pleasure. She could feel the orgasm building, the pressure mounting.

Harold didn't stop, didn't let up. He wanted to send her over the edge, wanted to taste her cum. He felt her muscles tense, her body arching off the bed.

Then, with a massive cry, she squirted all over his face. Delicious hucow cum drenched his chin. Harold moaned, lapping up her sweet juices, feeling them coat his face and neck. He needed to be inside her, needed to feel her tight pussy milking his cock.

He kissed his way back up her body, his hands squeezing her tits, his fingers plucking at her hard nipples.

"Please, Harold," she begged. "I need you inside me. Hucows need to be fucked to get relief."

Harold licked her tits, watching more precious milk bead from her nipples. "Good," he said. "Because I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before."

In a flash, he undressed, revealing his massively thick cock. "Will this do for you, hucow?" He asked. “Is this cock big enough for your hucow cunt?”

"Oh yes," she said, eyes wide. "Breed me like a bull. I'm yours." She spread her legs wide for him. Her pussy was glistening with her juices, her clit still throbbing from his tongue. He positioned himself at her entrance, his cockhead already slick with precum.

"Look at me, hucow," he growled, his voice thick with lust. Sandra's eyes fluttered open, her gaze locking onto his. "I want you to watch me as I fuck you. I want you to see how much you turn me on."

He pressed the head of his cock against her opening, the tip disappearing inside her warm, wet pussy. They both moaned, their eyes locked, as he began to push inside her.

"You're so fucking big, Harold," Sandra gasped, her hands reaching up to grab onto his biceps. "I can feel every inch of you."

Harold grunted, pushing in deeper, stretching her pussy to accommodate his massive cock.

Sandra's eyes rolled back, her head pressing into the pillow as he began to move, his hips pulling back before slamming into her again, his balls slapping against her ass. Her tits bounced with each thrust, milk dripping from her nipples and onto her stomach.

”Oh fuck, Harold,” she moaned, her nails digging into his flesh. “Fuck me harder. I need your cock. Make me squirt for you.”

Harold groaned, his eyes locked onto her heaving tits. “You like that, don’t you? You like feeling my cock stretch you out, huh? Make you feel like the fucking cow you are.”

Sandra moaned, her body writhing beneath him, her pussy clamping down on his cock. “Yes, yes, yes. I love it. I love being your fucking cow." Sandra's voice was husky with need, her body squirming with every thrust of Harold's cock. She was so fucking wet, so fucking tight, and he was hitting all the right spots inside of her.

Harold picked up the pace, his hips slapping against her ass with a loud smack. He reached down, his hand wrapping around her throat, squeezing gently. "That's right, you fucking take it like a good cow. Take my cock, take my fucking cum," Harold growled, his grip on Sandra's throat tightening as he slammed into her. He could feel every pulse of her heartbeat against his palm.

Sandra was moaning, her eyes rolled back in her head, her body completely at the mercy of Harold's thrusts. "Yes, yes, fuck me, use me, breed me," she chanted, her voice a raspy whisper.

Harold felt his orgasm building, his cock throbbing inside her. He rutted into her like a wild bull. His breaths came faster and faster, his abs tightening, his body shaking as his load exploded from his body. He shot thick, hot ropes of cum inside of her, his cock pulsing with each release.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Harold groaned, his fingers digging into Sandra's hips as he held her in place for his final thrusts. "Oh god, you're so tight, so fucking wet. I'm filling you up, Sandra. I'm fucking breeding you like the little cow you are."

His words sent Sandra over the edge, her body convulsing with her own orgasm.

Harold didn't stop until she was done. He withdrew his cock, watching the hot seed dribble out between her folds and against her asshole.

The sight triggered the beast in him again. "I'm not done with you yet," he growled. "Get on your knees. Ass up."


SIX

Like a good hucow, Sandra quickly did as she was told.

While she did, Harold got the milking machine. "Looks like you're ready for another milking," he said.

Sandra's face burned. The fucking had activated her milk production, and her tits looked ready to burst. She gasped as he attached the suction cups to her and flipped the switch.

Harold slapped his still-hard cock against her asshole. "And while you get milked, my little cow, I'm going to fuck your ass. I want to see how well you can take my cock in your tight little dirty hole."

Sandra shivered with anticipation. She'd never taken a cock in the ass before, but she was willing to try anything with Harold. He'd shown her things she never knew she wanted, and she trusted him completely. "Yes, Harold. Do it. Fuck my ass."

Harold spat onto his hand and slicked it up with the saliva, then reached down and coated her asshole with it. His fingers rubbed her hole, pressing gently against it and rubbing in his saliva and cum to lube her up. Then, he slowly eased his cock into her. "Fuck," Sandra gasped, her hands fisting the sheets as she felt Harold's massive cockhead press against her tight hole. "Oh my god, Harold, it's so fucking big."

Harold grunted, his eyes locked onto her ass as he pushed in deeper. "Relax, Sandra. Just take a deep breath and try to relax those muscles."

Sandra did as she was told, taking a deep breath and trying to push out against Harold's cock. He groaned, pressing in even further, his cock stretching her ass wide.

It burned like hell, but with each inch that filled her, the pleasure intensified. He was massive, her ass was so fucking tight, and she loved it. She never knew she could enjoy something like this, but Harold made her see stars.

"Fuck, Sandra," Harold grunted, his hands gripping her hips tighter. "You're so fucking tight. Your ass feels like a vice around my cock."

Sandra moaned, her head thrashing back and forth, her ass clenching around his cock as she tried to adjust to the intrusion. She couldn't believe how good it felt, how full she was.

The milking machine was working on overdrive, struggling to keep up with the waves of milk she was producing. Sandra's tits were bouncing with each pull, the machine's hum filling the air.

Harold watched, his cock slowly sliding into her tight ass. He could feel every inch of her ass gripping him, her muscles tightening and relaxing as she adjusted to the invasion.

"Fuck, Harold," Sandra moaned, her head hanging down, her hair creating a curtain around her face. "Your cock is so fucking big. It feels like it's going to split me in half," Sandra moaned, her hips wiggling back against him as he continued to push in slowly.

Sandra let out a shaky breath, her body trembling with the effort of taking him. "I can do it," she panted, pushing back against him. "I want it all, Harold. Give me your cock, all of it. Fill my ass with your cum," Sandra begged.

Harold groaned, his cock throbbing at her words. He grabbed her hips tighter, his fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled back and then slammed forward, fully inside of her ass.

"Fuck, yes!" Sandra cried out, her body tensing momentarily before relaxing, allowing him to press deeper. "That's it, Harold. Give it to me. Fill my ass with your big cock."

Harold grunted with every thrust until her body adjusted to him. The cum from her pussy lubricated her ass, making a sticky white mess.

Sandra's eyes rolled back in her head as she was milked and ass-fucked at the same time.

Harold hammered into her like a machine. "I'm going to breed all your holes every day," he growled. "You'll never need to worry about your milk ever again." Harold panted, his hands gripping her flesh so tightly he was sure to leave bruises. "I'll make sure you're always empty, always ready for me."

Sandra moaned, her body shaking with every savage thrust of Harold's cock. The machine was working overtime, suction cups pulling and tugging on her sensitive nipples, drawing out stream after stream of milk.

"Oh fuck, Harold, your cock feels so good in my ass," Sandra whimpered, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Please, please don't stop."

"Never," Harold growled. "I'm going to be inside you every chance I get.

I want to feel your tits filling up with milk while I'm fucking your ass," Harold growled, the sound of the milking machine a constant hum in the background.

Sandra moaned in response, the pleasure building in her body with every thrust of Harold's cock. She could feel her milk spraying from her nipples, filling the cups of the machine with each pull. Her ass was on fire, but she loved the way it felt, the way Harold's cock stretched her wide open.

"I can't believe how good it feels to fuck you here," he groaned. "What a dirty hucow you are."

Sandra whimpered, her body shaking with each brutal thrust. "Oh god, Harold. Yes. Fuck me. Fill my ass with your cum."

Harold greedily grabbed her tits, his fingers squeezing and kneading her soft flesh. The force popped off the suction cups. He could feel the milk spraying from her nipples all over his hands. "You're so fucking leaky, Sandra. I can't fucking wait to see how much milk you produce after I breed you day and night."

Harold's body tensed. He was going to cum again. He was going to cum in his hucow's ass. He let out a guttural groan, releasing for the second time that night. His cum was hot and thick, spurting into her with every tremble of his body.

Sandra could feel it filling her ass, could feel it coating her insides, a deliciously dirty sensation.

"Harold," she panted, her voice hoarse from all the screaming. She tried to speak but couldn't. They both collapsed against the bed, soaked with milk and cum.

Harold slowly withdrew from Sandra's ass, a string of his cum connecting them briefly before breaking.

They lay there in silence for a moment.

Then, Harold chuckled.

"What is it?" she asked.

"The strawberries and cream you made for dessert," he mused. "Was that your cream?"

Sandra lifted her head from the pillow. "Yes. Nothing but the best for you."

Harold grinned. He was going to love having all her fresh, warm milk right from the source. "Aren't you glad I asked you out?"

Sandra giggled. "You have no idea," she hummed. "Finally, I have someone to milk me and breed me and take care of me. " She nuzzled into him. "Happy Valentine's."

THE END

HAPPY VALENTINE’S DAY! - X. CALLISTO
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Chosen for the Alien Experiment

Buy Here

Trapped in the Alien Nest

Buy Here

Bearing the Alien’s Spawn

Buy Here


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

X. Callisto

X. Callisto writes hucow, free-use, alien-abduction and sci-fi/horror themed erotica. They are an avid monster fucking enthusiast and have spent their life savings on the strangest silicon toys money can buy.
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