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    Summoning 
 
      
 
    Very carefully Millie Liberas lit the candles. The smoke exhaled was thick and pungent, filling the small back room of Davis’s Bookstore and Emporium in coiling clouds. Millie shook the match until it was extinguished, then pulled out the book. 
 
    It was a huge, thick volume bound with brass buckles. The leather cover was inlaid with strange characters so faded you would only know them by touch. Diobalus Arkina. The Book of Demons. 
 
    Millie shivered a little as she handled the book, and it was not only due to her nakedness beneath the black robe. It was one of the rarest books in the bookstore. The sort only brought out if the customer came in a limo with two toughs in hand. But she’d taken it from its secure case, brought it down. Read it in secret the last few weeks with the little latin she knew. 
 
    She didn’t really think it would work. Honestly, she didn’t. But she was willing to try anything at this point. She wasn’t any great beauty. She wasn’t hideous, but her face was distinctly plain, her nose peppered with freckles. Her breasts were small, her hips meager, her frame more in common with a boy of fourteen than a woman of eighteen going on nineteen. She’d been anticipating her tomboyish looks to fade for the more familiar curves of her mother. But her eighteenth birthday had come, gone, and here she was. 
 
    And she did feel a little guilty. Mr. Davis had always been good to her. Giving her a part time job, even trusting her with cashing out at the end of the night. 
 
    But she wasn’t – she couldn’t – face the future like she was. They said high school never ended, but she’d be damned if she was going to take that lying down. She wasn’t going into the world with those modest curves. She was a woman damn it! And she was going to fucking look it! 
 
    But still… Was she really going to do this? Was she going to take this leap into the unknown? Delve into the esoteric and odd in the search for tits and ass? 
 
    …Yeah. Yeah, she was. Her pulse quickened with excitement as she opened the book and laid it out in the center of the ritual lines. Oh yes, she thought as she opened the lock with an ornate ivory key. Things were going to change. 
 
    A wind sighed through the room, the flames of the candles fluttering before firming once more. Millie paused, waiting, but when nothing else happened she carefully opened the book and fanned through the pages. 
 
    Of an index there was nothing, and her crude grasp of latin didn’t help her. But that was alright. There was only one section she was really interested in. She flipped through yellowed pages discussing horrors beyond ken and things that lived in the shadows of the world, unseen by mere human eyes. Monsters who plagued the earth in times long past. Beings whose very names were curses and other boring shit. 
 
    She stopped when she came to a page depicting a great horned figure. The picture was done in sharp, jagged paint like the artist had been shaking as he worked. Her eyes sparkled. Now here was something she could work with. Laying down the book, she spread her hands before the binding circle, and began. 
 
    “Mighty Midos. 
 
    Breaker of Maidens. 
 
    Bringer of seed. 
 
    To you I call!” 
 
    The air grew very still. A thrill raced down her spine as she felt something new. Her breath caught, excitement a lump in her throat as the red chalk of the ritual circle began to slowly glow… 
 
    “Midos!” she called again, throwing forward her arms, thrusting out her modest chest. “I call to you across the gulfs. From the depths of the hells and the Maze of the Mad. From your throne and your brides and their bounty, I beg you come before me!” 
 
    The air grew thick. A sense of awareness grew on her like a dark eye from across a long room. Smoke oozed from the candles, washing across the floor. She took a deep breath. “With these words I conjure you before me! Bound within the rings of magic and dimensions beyond. Nilahn saffir Midos matian valuras sciene!” 
 
    Light flashed. A boom rocked the room. Millie gave a cry, throwing up her arms to shield her face. Sparks crackled from the circle and the smoke billowed up before her like a curtain of ash. 
 
    After a moment, she dared lower her arms. 
 
    A figure stood in the center of the circle. Tall. Taller than the room should have been able to hold, he had a barrel chest of rough, leathery brown hide. His two dark nipples were pierced with a pair of golden rings. His arms were big as tree trunks and corded with muscle, his hands the size of shovels. His face ended in a bull’s muzzle and his horns curved forward. He had four eyes that blazed with a terrible red light. 
 
    Yet her eyes couldn’t help but be drawn down. Down past his pierced chest, down past the hard shapes of his washboard stomach, down past the rough fur of his groin, and there they stayed, a gasp escaping her. His thick hose of a bull cock was long as her arm and ending in a brutal flared tip. His balls were the size of oranges and heavy with his demonic seed. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” Millie breathed. 
 
    The monstrous minotaur snorted, steam hissing from his flaring nostrils. “Who?” he demanded in a voice that shook Millie to her core. “Who has summoned me?” 
 
    Millie trembled, overwhelmed by the demon’s awesome presence. But it wasn’t fear alone which shook her to her core. But a raw, primal lust that warmed her before this pagan peak of masculinity. She stood up on shaking legs, every inch of her tingling with desire. “I… I did,” she gasped. “Millie Liberas.” 
 
    The red eyes of the demons fell on her. “A boy?” Again the minotaur snorted, the sudden gust of hot air blowing back her cloak, baring her nakedness before the immense beast. “So! You are a woman,” the demon rumbled. 
 
    Millie flushed, feeling again that old shame. But her heart beat quicker as the demon leered at her. She gulped. “I…I am. I have… I’ve summoned you to ask your boon.” 
 
    “Have you now?” the demon grunted. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “The ah… the book said you were able to bless women and men with your bestial aspect. I’ve summoned you to ask this. So please!” She cupped her flat chest. “Give me tits!” 
 
    The demon’s laugh was like rolling thunder. “Oh! Only that, is it? Just some bigger tits? Ha!” he barked. He reached out. Millie stood stock still, unable to move as his finger touched her chin. She gasped, her cheeks burning, her blood racing hot. He tilted up her chin, forcing her to look into his burning eyes, her breath panting as her legs trembled, thighs rubbing together in a sudden surge of raw need. “Then surely you know of my price!” 
 
    Millie nodded, not with trepidation, but with a growing eagerness. “Yes,” she gasped. “But uh… just an fyi. I’m ah… I’m not quite of… of virginal um… stock, anymore. So…” 
 
    “Bah!” the minotaur scoffed. “What use is a virgin to me? Look upon me!” the minotaur rumbled, spreading his huge arms, his shaft stiffening in a pillar of virile flesh. “Could a tight virgin take such manhood? No! I’ll remake your body, as you wished, little sorceress. But only so I might extract my true payment!” 
 
    Millie’s breath was hot and heavy. All things considered; this was going quite well. And it was such a small thing, she thought, for a body to be the envy of every woman. To be the focus of lust from every man! “Um, yeah! I mean, uh. Mighty Midos. I agree to your terms! Just give me a body like that!” 
 
    The demon laughed again. “So eager. Very well! Rid yourself of that wretched cloak, and I will bless you.” 
 
    With shaking fingers Millie undid the catch of her cloak and let it fall, baring her freckled, boyish frame. Midos grunted at the sights, his beefy fingers wrapping around his forearm thick shaft and began to pump. 
 
    With awe Millie watched his length engorge to its full girth, a pillar of inhuman manhood. His scent washed over her in a wave of intoxicating pheromones. She breathed in eagerly, her skin pinking with her growing desire. Oooooh. Musky and heavy, his scent stirred her in ways she didn’t even know was possible. She guessed what was wanted of her. Spreading her arms, she tilted back her head, eagerly waiting for the inevitable. 
 
    Midos began to grunt, his hand pumping his massive shaft faster. Faster! She could practically taste his cum on the air as his pre dripped freely from the flared tip of his shaft. “Here,” the minotaur groaned. “Know my blessing, woman! Hrrrrraaaa!” 
 
    Bellowing, the bull-demon threw back his horned head. His balls tightened beneath him. His cum burst from his cock, bathing Millie in ropes of burning seed. She cried out as his hot cum splattered across her modest tits and face. Splashed on her small thighs. Yet it kept coming. Jet after jet of hot, burning bull seed soon fairly covered her. 
 
    Midos grunted, slowing his hand, milking out the last few spurts of his load all over the trembling woman. He removed his thick fingers from his shaft and observing the cum soaked figure. “Rub it into your skin, mortal. Let it do its work.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Millie gasped. Immediately she began to massage the thick cream all over herself. The heat of the demon’s seed soaked into her skin, and soon enough she was moaning as she continued her effort. As she rubbed the thick cum into her pert behind, she felt the dull warmth spread. She gasped as her once firm cheeks softened, swelling into her palms. “O-oh!” Millie squeezed her rump lovingly, her mouth parting in a deep moan as a glorious ache throbbed through her once slim derriere as it ballooned to a new size. 
 
    “All of you. slut,” Midos commanded. 
 
    “Y-yes,” Millie gasped. Tearing her hands from her swelling rear, she stroked the hot seed onto her boyish thighs, giggling as she felt her hips thicken. 
 
    But now came the true test. A bubble butt was one thing, but that was only a perk compared to what she really needed. Her hands trembled with eager anticipation as they slid up her trim stomach, and her breath grew shorter as her palms neared her breasts. She grasped her tiny mounds. “Ooooooh,” she moaned as she rubbed and kneaded her once flat chest, massaging the cum into her tits. Feeling it melt into her. 
 
    And her chest begin to grow. 
 
    She panted, hot. Heaving. Feeling the flesh engorge and swell, her fingers plucking at her thickening nipples, feeling them plump with her bust. 
 
    She leaned forward, kneading her palm filling teats, feeling them swell still more, expanding from the size of apples to melons, and growing still softer. Still greater. And through it all that pleasure burned. That needy, tingling, aching pleasure that shot through her like liquid fire, squeezed from her tits to tingle in her core, her pussy slick and dripping with arousal. 
 
    “Oh. Ohhhhhh,” Millue moaned. 
 
    “That’s it,” Midos chuckled. “Keep working them my pretty cow. A slut of mine will have udders worthy of her master.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmooooo,” Millie lowed as her growing teats overflowed her hands. She gasped as she felt their weight increase, nearly toppling her. Her fingers crawled to her ripe nipples and began to squeeze. “Ah!” she cried, their sensitivity shocking her. But after her initial surprise she found herself kneading her ripe melons, milking her gargantuan teats with a desperate need more instinct that anything. “Oh. Oh! Ohhhhhh!” 
 
    A sense of fullness grew in her chest. She groaned, frantically massaging her fat tits. “Nnn! Nnnn! Mmmmmoooooo!” 
 
    She cried out as the dam burst. Milk gushed from her throbbing nipples, spraying the floor in gushing bursts of warm cream. “Ahhhhhnnnnn!” 
 
    Midos laughed again as the voluptuous girl sagged to the floor, weakly massaging her engorged breasts as they continued to dribble their rich cream from puffy nipples. “There! My blessing. A true figure of feminine delight! For what could a woman want more than to be a beautiful cow?” 
 
    Millie shook her head dully. She couldn’t imagine anything better! 
 
    “Now that my end has been fulfilled. I believe you owe me something, slut,” the demon said and gestured at the great slab of his manhood. 
 
    Millie’s mouth fairly watered at the sight of his massive cock, but even so, she looked questioningly up at the minotaur. “But… my lord. It could never fit…” 
 
    Midos scoffed. “You think I am so weak as that. Come here, cow. And I will show you what you can and cannot take.” 
 
    Though doubt assailed her, Millie couldn’t imagine anything other than taking such a massive cock. Trembling, half in fear, half in eager anticipation, she crawled towards the looming figure of the minotaur. She barely hesitated before moving into the circle. The heat within the glowing red lines tingled against her ripe frame. She gave a squeak as his massive hands grasped her, lifting her into the air and positioning her over his bitchbreaker of a cock. 
 
    “Prepare yourself,” the minotaur rumbled, and lowered her. 
 
    She tried to, but nothing could have prepared her for taking a demon’s cock the size of her arm. Not the toys she had used, biting her hand lest her moans awaken her mother across the hall. Not the awkward fumbling experiments with boys in the corner of the school gardens, nor with girls in the locker rooms after gym. 
 
    But take it she did. And as that flared tip parted her pussy, she knew it was an experience she’d never forget. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhh!” she cried, throwing back her head, eyes rolling as inch after inch of thick, demonic bull dick pushed their way inside her. “Oh! Ooooh! M-mmmmmooooo!” 
 
    Surely such a thing should have split her. Yet her body seemed almost elastic when it came to her lover’s shaft. She stretched around his massive cock, feeling every inch of the veiny cockmeat spread her, every beating pulse of his heartbeat thudding through her.  
 
    And yet he filled her. Hilted himself in her, settling her against the rough hair above his shaft. She was beyond words. Her lips quivered, parted wide in a cry of ecstasy she couldn’t voice. 
 
    When he moved within her, her mind nearly broke. He pulled his veiny cock slowly free, then rammed it home with a single great thrust. 
 
    “Ahhh!” she cried. “F-fuck! Yes! Fuck me! Please! Fuck me my lord!” 
 
    Midos roared with laughter, his mighty chest shaking as he began to thrust into her depths. “My price for your new body, cow. And I will have its worth before I am done.” 
 
    Nothing he said could have brought her greater joy. She cried out as he stuffed her, rocking his hips and thrusting his thick shaft again and again into her eager depths. Spearing her on his cock, he grabbed her immense teats and squeezed. “Ahhhh!” she screamed, milk spraying into the demon’s hands. 
 
    The world spun. Every thrust of his cock was a shock to her system. Every squeeze of his thick fingers releasing another burst of her cream. His hips pounded her plush ass with a sound like drums. “Fuck!” Millie moaned. “Fuck me! Oh fuck! Fuck your slutty cow! Milk meeee!” she screamed, her cunt throbbing as her orgasm rocked her. 
 
    Midos laughed. “How soon you adapt! You’ll make a fine cow.” 
 
    “Mnnn!” Millie moaned, twisting on his cock, making the great minotaur grunt with surprise. “F-fuck yes! Make me your slutty cow bitch! Milk my big tits!” 
 
    Midos leaned over her. Lifting one of her massive teats he took her swollen nipple into his mouth. “Ah!” she gasped, crooning as the demon suckled her, drinking from her seemingly endless milk. The sensation of his hungry lips and the bitch breaking cock still hammering her depths threw her once more over the edge, and with a scream of joy she came again. 
 
    Midos grunted as her clutching cunt tensed around his massive cock. His hips beat her, fucking her with a renewed urgency. His massive balls slapped the firm globes of her ass raw. She rocked, squeezing his cock, sensing the thunder of his pulse through the veiny shaft stretching her beyond comprehension. “Yes!” Millie moaned. “Yes! F-fuck! Cum in me master! Fill your ah…ah your c-cow with your seed. P-please! I beg nnnn! Of you! Ahhh! F-fill meeeee!” 
 
    With a howling roar the bull demon hilted himself with her, clutched her massive tits, and came. His thick, hot seed flowed into her overstuffed cunt. Burning ecstasy blinded her. Stars exploded behind her eyes. Her voice was not equal. Her lips parted, wide with a silent scream as the demon’s seed spurted around his cock, splattering onto the runic circle. 
 
    Time lost its meaning for Millie. She might have spent years mounted like some lurid trophy on the demon’s cock. Her master fucked her again, relentless in taking the pleasure due to him from her body. Her milky breasts swayed pendulously with their creamy bounty, her new swollen hips rocked. Her body – a thing of pleasure and supple female curves – throbbed, tingled and ached in turns with the pleasures inflicted by her master. 
 
    He unstuffed her cunt, only to take her plump ass. She squealed, her milky teats mashed to the floor, cushioning her as Midos reamed her tight backdoor. “Moooooooore!” she moaned. 
 
    “More?” Midos laughed, and she squeaked as his broad palm slapped her plump rump. “Such a greedy cow!” 
 
    “Ooooh yessss,” she moaned. “Such a greedy cow. Such ah…ah… a greedy slut! F-fuck me master! Fuck my slutty ass harder!” 
 
    Drunk on pleasure, her body burning with lust, she pressed herself back against his hips as he resumed his thrusts. She squeezed her ass, tightening herself around his cock for fear he might loosen her too much to thoroughly enjoy her. Not likely. His massive bull cock seemed to fill her again for the first time with his every thrust, rocking her with the heights of sinful delights. 
 
    It seemed like years that she lay beneath the minotaur, speared on his punishing manhood. A slave to his pleasure, her body little more than his instrument of carnal delights. She could hardly complain. Her wildest dreams couldn’t have conjured the sensations of that massive, veiny cock stuffing her like a living cock sleeve. 
 
    Yet finally, with a satisfied grunt, the demon withdrew from her for the last time. Her flaring cunt tightened shut, squeezing out what seemed like gallons of his cum. Panting, she looked back blankly at the demon. 
 
    “A pity,” Midos rumbled, looking at the near melted candles, their flames hissing at the bottom of their wicks. “Our time is up.” 
 
    “Nooooo,” Millie moaned weakly. She crawled to him, pressing her face desperately against the heat of the demon’s meaty cock. “Please…” She licked at his massive balls, kissing and lavishing the heavy orbs with desperate devotion. “Doooon’t leave… c-cow…” 
 
    His laugh rumbled through the room. “You’re an eager cow, I will give you that. And your bargain paid in full. But my time ends, little sorceress. Perhaps we shall meet again. Use my gifts well, though,” he added, his dark muzzle twisting with something like a smile. “I believe you’ll find yourself helpless to do anything but.” 
 
    As the strength of the magic began to fade, Millie felt her spinning thoughts resolving some more. She looked up at the looming demon dully. “You… What do you…?” 
 
    The demon chortled, his form growing indistinct, fading into the cloying smoke which spread from the candles. “Oh,” he said, his hand hefting her milky teat, making her gasp as he squeezed another dollop of her warm cream from her. “I think you will find your bounty has some… useful effects on others…” 
 
    “W-what k-kind,” Millie gasped. 
 
    The demon merely chuckled, the sound rolling like fading thunder. His hand dissolved into the black smoke, joining a pillar which masked the demon’s form. His red eyes lingered at the peak, but even they soon vanished as the smoke dispersed, leaving only the thick scent of musk and the echoing rumble of his mirth. 
 
    Millie stared blankly at the place where the demon had stood, the last vestiges of his intoxicating presence vanishing like fog in the light of day. Her body ached with that wonderful sensation of being well and truly fucked. She hefted her new generous tits, admiring the slightly freckled flesh, and glanced back at the soft, round globes of her plump and shapely rear. She giggled, her bosom shuddering. Worth it. So fucking worth it! 
 
    And then her smile was slapped from her face as she looked down at the scorched chalk lines, melted candles, and puddles of demon cum on the bookstore floor. 
 
    “Aw fuck,” she groaned. Son of a bitch left her to clean up after him! She climbed to her feet, wincing as the sweet pain of her fucking throbbed through her tender rear. Bowlegged, gripping the wall for support, Millie staggered off to find a mop. 
 
      
 
    Roadside Assistance 
 
      
 
    The door jangled as Millie wearily locked up the bookshop. Cleaning up the evidence of her fucking the demon had taken longer than she’d expected. Who would have guessed minotaur spooge would stain? In the end, she’d yanked a rug over the remains of the mess and hoped no one looked too deep. And that the smell would dissipate. She glanced about the empty street and raced to her car. She didn’t expect anyone, but it would be incredibly awkward if someone saw her. 
 
    Mainly because all she had on was the robe. 
 
    The cold air tingled against her naked skin as she unlocked the car, her massive breasts pushing open her robe. To be fair, she hadn’t actually expected to summon a demon. So having a change of clothes on hand to accommodate her new form hadn’t really occurred to her. And her old jeans and blouse hadn’t a prayer of doing justice to her new, ample curves. She’d tried fitting into them, but she’d given up on the blouse when her new, hand filling tits had snapped a button off with a sound like a gunshot. Her pants and panties had likewise failed to accommodate her new rounded bottom and wide, fertile hips. So here she was, naked but for a thin black cloak as she groped for the ignition of her old, beaten up car. Things would be okay when she got home. Her mother was of a… closer size to Millie’s new one. She’d be able to borrow something before heading to the store and buying some new clothes. She sighed, feeling more assured as she started the engine, pulling out of the lot and turning onto the highway. 
 
    As she drove, Millie began to become aware of something. 
 
    It had been easy to ignore while she was working. Slopping out the mop on all the cum painting the floor, scraping the wax off and scrubbing out the runic designs had distracted her nicely. But now that she was driving, certain… sensations were making themselves known. 
 
    Primarily, a new weight in her thick, creamy breasts. 
 
    Millie chewed on her lower lip, thighs rubbing together distractedly. She kept her eyes on the road as the headlights groped her way forward and, very carefully, she grasped one of her teats. 
 
    “F-fuck!” Millie gasped, swerving a little as pleasure shocked her. She glanced down at her massive tit in surprise, her fingers finding their way towards a nipple. She forced herself to look back to the road, but her finger continued its wandering, a shudder of delight racing through her as she rubbed that needy nub of puffy flesh. 
 
    “Mnnn,” she moaned, bit her lip as milk trickled from her nipple, sliding down the curvy flesh of her new breast to drip onto her leg. The throbbing in her breasts pulsed through her, making it difficult to focus on anything but how heavy her breasts were. How wonderfully, gorgeously full and milky they were. It took all of her effort not to cup them, squeeze them until her nipples burst with their creamy bounty, spraying the inside of her car in a fountain of cream. 
 
    She was breathing heavily. Her pussy tingled. Her recovery after taking Midos’s inhuman cock had been remarkable, but the aching need for touch in her cunt was growing again. The wheel creaked under her tightening hand. Her head felt… heavy. Heavy like her big, fat, milky tits. Heavy and sloshing and thick and… and… stuff. 
 
    “Fuck,” Millie moaned weakly. It was getting hard to think. Hard to focus. Because all she could imagine was finding someone to put their lips on her fat nipples and just… just… 
 
    Sucking. 
 
    Millie shuddered. She grabbed the wheel with both hands. Oh god. What was happening? She panted. Just a little more. Just another twenty minutes and she’d be home… Then she could plunge her fingers into her hot cunt and play with her pretty titties. Oh yes. That sounded nice. Play with her bouncing boobies. Heh. That rhymed. 
 
    The steady pulse of red and blue caught Millie’s eye. 
 
    “Aw nooo,” she groaned and slowed down her beaten up convertible, drifting onto the shoulder of the road bordering a corn field. She looked back down at her naked form. Her naked, mouth-watering curves with their big milky tits and hungry cunt. 
 
    Fuck did she look good. 
 
    She was torn from her daze as the cop slammed shut the door of his cruiser and approached, his boots crunching on the gravel, his hands already flipping open a notebook. He leaned forward and tapped on the window. 
 
    Millie slowly rolled it down and looked up with a beaming smile. “Is there a problem officer?” 
 
    “Miss, you were swerving a little back there. Did you have anything… to… drink…” He trailed off, having finally looked up and actually saw the young woman in the driver’s seat of the car. “…Miss. Were you aware you’re naked?” 
 
    Millie looked down at herself again. She gasped, honestly surprised. “Oh! You’re right. I like… do need clothes on. Huh? But, um, I do like, have a cape,” she said. 
 
    The policeman stared at her. “Miss. I’m going to need you to step out of the car.” 
 
    Millie sighed, opened the door and squeezed out. She stood in the harsh glow of the police car’s high beams, her massive mammaries jiggling enticingly, gleaming faintly with the weak trickle of her cream. 
 
    The policeman stared raptly at her shaking udders, but once they settled down he shook his head and looked back at her face. But was that a slight flush she spied? “Mind telling me what happened.” 
 
    “Oh,” Millie giggled, her breasts jiggling. “You know. It was… I was at a party. Yeah! Totally a party. And things like… um...” Millie’s face scrunched up. Fuck! It was so hard to think. Especially with a hunky man of the law in front of her. “Sorry, officer. It’s just… like… My tits are making it really hard to think,” she said, cradling her massive jugs in her arms. 
 
    The officer didn’t seem to be listening very hard. His eyes were once more fixed to her creamy breasts as they bounced. Freckles peppering the valley between them, her nipples hard points in the cold night air. Millie blinked, finally noticing where his attention was directed. Not that she was surprised. Who wouldn’t want to stare at her, like, amazing tits! That’s what she wanted, after all. 
 
    Wait. Her brow scrunched a little with the effort of deeper thought. Didn’t Midos say something after fucking her brains out? Oooh that memory sent her thighs grinding together, the ghostly sensation of his massive cock plowing her, stretching her… No! Focus. Something… something about certain gifts beyond merely her new body? 
 
    Fuck. It would be so easy to think if her tits weren’t so full! 
 
    “You know,” she said, inhaling deeply, her large breasts lifting. “My boyfriend just got ahead of himself. He just soooo loves playing with my big tits.” 
 
    “That… that right…” the policeman said thickly. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Millie giggled, wrapping her arms around her generous mounds, lifting them demonstratively. “He just loves putting his hands on my massive tits and just licking them all over. He loves the soft feel of them and how they jiggle when he touches them.” 
 
    The cop stared, entrapped by the creamy weight of her massive breasts. Watching them sway and shudder in Millie’s arms. Bouncing teasingly… 
 
    Millie moaned softly, her sensitive teats aching with need as she rudely fondled them, the palm filling tit flesh spilling over her fingers as she massaged her generous bust. The aching fullness which radiated through her bosom tingling delightfully. She looked him up and down. Yeah. He’d do… 
 
    “What’s your name, officer?” Millie asked coquettishly. 
 
    “Anderson,” the cop said shakily, staring into the luscious depths of her jiggling tit flesh. 
 
    “Well, officer Anderson,” Millie moaned. “Do you wanna know… mmm… what my boyfriend really loves?” 
 
    “Wh-what?” Anderson said. 
 
    “He loves,” Millie moaned, her hands migrating across her sloshing udders, fingers rubbing teasing circles around nipples the size of quarters, “to take my pretty plump nipples in his mouth. Kiss them oh so adoringly. And just. Suck.” 
 
    Millie pinched her nipples and gasped as her milk spurted out, splattering onto the policeman’s tenting pants. He gasped, jolting. Before he could do more Millie lifted her dribbling breasts, giving him a blissful smile. 
 
    “Don’t you want to, officer?” 
 
    Anderson took an uncertain step back. His nostrils flared as he caught a whiff of her creamy milk. A shuddering breath escaped him as liquid list trickled through his veins. “I… I don’t…” 
 
    “But it tastes soooo good,” Millie moaned, massaging her palm filling teats, dribbles of cream gleaming in the moonlight. She lifted one of her generous teats and took a nipple in her mouth. “Mmmn,” she moaned as she suckled her own cream, never breaking eye contact with him. 
 
    Anderson was having a very hard time doing anything other than staring at the lurid sight. His pants strained around his rigid cock. The roof of Millie’s car banged as he grabbed it, grip tightening for some support of a reality where things like this… they just didn’t happen. 
 
    Millie popped her lips free, tongue chasing the remains of her milk. “Come on officer,” Millie said, pushing out her chest, her massive teats jiggling. “Give it a taste. Please? I need it soooo bad. Aren’t you, like, supposed to protect and serve and all that jazz? I could totally use some service.” 
 
    He tried to resist. She could see the effort in his face. But the scent of her on the air, the sight of her near naked body illuminated in the moonlight, did him in. He leaned in, taking her massive teats in his hands. Millie gasped. “Ooooh,” she moaned, pushing her chest more completely into his strong palms. “That’s it. Mnn… Feel them. Aren’t they so totally soft? So lovely?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Anderson breathed, awestruck at the heft of her creamy mounds. He leaned forward, lips quivering, then latching onto her teat. 
 
    “Ah!” Millie gasped, grabbing his head, cradling it against her pillowy breast. “Ooooh,” she moaned as his lips began to work, suckling, drinking down her mind melting cream. “That’s it, officer. Mnnnn! Drink my lovely milk. It tastes so goooood. Doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Anderson moaned. 
 
    Millie giggled in delight as the older man suckled her. She gasped, pulling his head harder against her tit as his teeth grazed the diamond peaks of her nipples. “O-oh! Oh f-fuck yeah! That’s it. Just… just like that. Mmmmn…” 
 
    Millie leaned against her beaten up car, relishing in the sensation as the cop greedily drank his fill. Delight washed through her in a comforting heat, the haze of her thoughts slowly clearing. She let her hand wander down, stroking him through his pants. “Ohhhh officer Anderson! Are you hard for little old me?” 
 
    “Mmmm,” he moaned. 
 
    “Oh!” Millie giggled, an idea popping into her empty head. “Well, if you drink as much as you can, then you can, like, totally and thoroughly fuck me!” 
 
    That certainly got his attention. She cried out, clutching his head to her jiggling tits as he sucked her with greater vigor. “Mmmm!” Millie moaned, thighs trembling. She groped behind her, finding the door of her car. The handle clicked as she wrenched it open. She squealed with delight as she fell into the back seat, pulling Anderson down with her. She bounced on the faux leather, moaning and moving against him, his weight a thick heaviness atop her. 
 
    Millie gasped as heat suddenly scorched her thighs. She looked between them and saw the officer’s cock against her leg, his pants undone by his fumbling hands. At least, it could only be his cock, though it looked distinctly less like any human dick she’d seen before. The tip’s bulbous mushroom head had been nearly eclipsed, the thick shaft looking more like the flared tip of her demonic lover earlier that night. 
 
    Excitement raced through Millie like a bolt of lightning. She pressed her naked mound against Anderson’s legs, staining his pants with her arousal. She pulled his head from her creamy breast and looked into his eyes. 
 
    “Officer,” she moaned. “Time… time to fuck me. Fuck me hard. Tame my slutty pussy with your… your cock. Please officer. I need you. I need your cock soooo bad!” she moaned, grinding her quim against his leg. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, his eyes misted and distant. He grabbed her hip and she gasped as he pressed his manhood against her pussy. She wrapped her arms around him, tightening her grasp as he bucked his hips, pushing his thick cock deep into her, spreading her eager cunt. 
 
    “Oh f-fuck!” she moaned, her breasts heaving with her panting breaths. “Yes! Fill me! Fill me with your thick fucking cock! Fuck your cow bitch! Please! Oh fuck, I need your cock!” 
 
    Anderson grunted, holding her beneath him. The stitch of his uniform creaked around his form, his chest straining the navy blue of his jacket. His badge flashed as he thrust, impaling her. 
 
    “Ahhhh!” Millie moaned. Though not the absurd size of Midos, Anderson’s thick cock rubbed her in all the right places. “Mmm… ooh f-fuck!” 
 
    Anderson immediately began to move. His hips rocked, plunging into her quivering cunt. His expression was fixed, intent. His breath steamed from his mouth and his hips slapped her shapely ass. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Yes! Fuck your slutty cow bitch!” Millie moaned. She wrapped her arms around him, clawing his back as she arched her hips to meet his thrust, mashing her milky tits against his chest. “Oh f-fuck yes! Fuck me! Breed me!” 
 
    “Ah… Ahhh!” Anderson roared as he thrust a final time, burying his cock deep in her depths. 
 
    “Mmmmmoooo!” Millie moaned as his hot seed seared her clutching depths. She lowed in delight, her own climax stabbing through her, her inner walls clutching at the cop’s pulsing manhood. 
 
    Anderson gasped, leaning over her. The scent of milk and sex and musk suffocated the car. He lowered himself atop her, burying his face in the soft cushion of her immense breasts, his hot breath tickling her freckled flesh until she giggled. With a grunt, Anderson pulled out, his thick cock popping free with a wet schlurp from her drooling pussy. 
 
    “Mmmnnn,” Millie moaned, eyes lidded with desire as the officer rose, towering over her. His eyes had the same distant, vague look to them as before. But something was different now. She could sense something about him. Idly, Milly circled a finger around the dark flesh of her nipple. Yes. She could see it now. He was bigger. He had hardly been small before, but now his frame threatened to break his uniform. “Oh,” she sighed, reaching up and pressing her hands against his broad, powerful chest. “Did my milk do all that?” 
 
    Anderson grunted, snorting. Though his eyes lost none of their vague, heated sense, she saw raw, animal desire burn once more in them. A glance below saw his cock stiffen once more. 
 
    “Oh,” Millie breathed, taking his shaft in her hand and teasingly stroking it. “All that for little old me?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Anderson grunted, leaning over her, blocking out the stars as he filled the door. Millie’s heart fluttered in desire at the raw masculinity the cop was radiating. “And you’re going to take it. Aren’t you, slut?” 
 
    “Oooh. Well,” Millie giggled, rolling over in the seat. She glanced over her shoulder, thrusting out her plump bottom for his inspection. “I guess I could let you fuck this cow’s ass. Would you like that, officer?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Anderson grunted. His rough hands grasped her hips roughly, eliciting a pleased gasp from the shapely girl. “Very.” 
 
    “Mmmn. Then you better fuck me hard, officer,” Millie giggled, pressing her plush ass against his meaty shaft, feeling it stiffen between her cheeks. “Or would that be police brutality?” 
 
    Anderson grunted and pushed her forward. He parted her plump cheeks, baring the dark star of her asshole. He rubbed his cock against her tight backdoor, lubing it with his hot pre. Millie shuddered, clutching the seat beneath her as her sensitive inner muscles flexed against the flaring tip of her lover’s manhood. Anderson growled, and suddenly thrust. 
 
    “Ah!” Millie gasped as his shaft filled her tight ass. “Mmmnoooooo,” she moaned, pressing her cheek against the seat, her creamy breasts providing ample cushion as they soaked the faux leather with her lingering cream. 
 
    Her didn’t give her a chance to adjust. Immediately Anderson began to brutally thrust, filling her tight, squeezing ass with every inch of his cock. “Ah!” Millie gasped, rocked with every slap of his balls against her lust dampened cunt. “O-oooh fuck! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck this milky cow. Deeper! Deeper!” 
 
    Anderson had no problem complying. He lifted her hips, angling her down and brutally reaming her clutching ass. He grunted, leaning over her. His hot breath washed across her neck, raising hairs of delight all down her back. 
 
    “Ah!” Millie gasped as he suddenly released her hips, reached around her and grabbing her shuddering breasts. His rough hands squeezed her milky orbs, fingers digging deep into her yielding flesh. “M-moooooore!” Millie moaned, his rough touch milking her, squeezing her cream so it splattered onto the seat and dripped onto the floor. The car creaked, rocking with their fucking, the suspension straining. “F-fuck me! Moooore!” 
 
    Anderson grunted. Thrusting. Pumping into her with the singular intent to cum. To take her and claim her holes for his own. He gave a great, strangled roar as his balls clenched, his cock throbbed, and his hot seed exploded into her welcoming depths. 
 
    “Mooooo!” Millie lowed, her ass quaking as she came all over the backseat of her car. Panting, she looked back over her shoulder at the towering bull of a cop. “Mmmmn,” Millie gasped, squeezing her ass around his cock. “Did you enjoy that, officer?” 
 
    “Yeah…” Anderson breathed. 
 
    Millie giggled, giving his cock a last clench of her ass before scooting forward, pulling herself free from his shaft. She turned over, pressing her back against the far door, angling her body just so that the soft weight of her milky breasts sagged on her chest. She parted her freckled thighs, baring her cum stuffed cunt. Idly, she began to stroke herself. “Oh, but officer,” Millie moaned. “It seems we’ve made such an awful mess of my car.” 
 
    Anderson looked abashed. “Sorry,” he grunted. 
 
    Millie giggled as the hulking cop tried to fit his pants around his now thicker waist, stuffing his thick shaft inside. She eyed the notable shape it made pressing through the cloth as he tried without much success to do up his zipper and belt. “Am I free to go, officer?” Millie asked sweetly. 
 
    “Erm… yeah…” Anderson said, albeit reluctantly. 
 
    “Oh, thank you,” Millie said, scooting back out of the car and standing before him. Her massive teats jiggled as she rose, and at once Anderson’s eyes became locked with her creamy bosom, his jaw slackening as he stared, hypnotized by her palm filling mounds. “It’s just such a relief having such a dedicated,” she breathed, laying her hands on his powerful chest, “muscular officers keeping pretty little milk cows like me safe.” 
 
    “Glad to,” Anderson breathed, inhaling her creamy scent with every heavy breath. 
 
    “I know,” Millie giggled, leaning up and kissing him, her breasts pressing against his chest. He caught her around the waist, holding her tightly against him. Millie hummed, surrendering to his hungry kiss, his tongue exploring her open mouth avidly as his strong arm encircled her. She broke the kiss with a gasp. “Sorry officer,” she giggled. “I have to go.” 
 
    “Hmn,” Anderson grunted, and despite his crushing grip, Millie easily slipped out of his grasp. 
 
    Millie smiled over her shoulder, feeling Anderson’s seed squishing between her legs as she took a seat behind the wheel. “Mmm. Maybe we could get together some other time,” she said. 
 
    Anderson’s eyes lit up, a cocky grin curling about his lips. “Yeah,” he growled, his uniform creaking around the broad build of his chest. “I’d like that.” 
 
    Millie flashed him another smile and started her car. She drove off the side of the road, cruising away and back onto the highway. She glanced back into the rear-view mirror to see him lit by his cruiser’s headlamps, watching her go. 
 
    Exhaling heavily, Millie leaned back in her seat. For the first time since Midos changed her, she felt more her old self. At least, her head wasn’t fogged with a desperate need to fill her cunt with a thick cock and get someone to suck the cream from her tits. She sighed, shaking her head. Well, she’d made her bed. She’d have to lie in it. If getting herself fucked and slutty tits milked every now and then was the price for a body like this, it was a small one to pay. 
 
    But she’d have to manage it somehow, she mused as she glided into the driveway of her home. She shut off the engine, glancing at the house. The lights were off. Her mom must be in bed. Millie yawned into her palm as she walked up to the door. Fortunately, she and her mother kept different hours. Ever since her dad died, her mom had taken on extra shifts, meaning they didn’t see each other quite as often. But… well, inevitably she’d have to explain what had happened to her figure, and she doubted a late and very generous puberty would be answer enough. 
 
    But that was a concern for another night. Opening the door, Millie gingerly made her way upstairs. As she wandered into her room she felt the efforts of the evening fall on her. Lids already drooping, she fell onto the bed, moaning softly as her cushiony tits spread out beneath her. Nuzzling her pillow happily, she fell into a long, contented sleep. 
 
      
 
    My Wife, My Home 
 
      
 
    Officer Anderson drove home in a daze. Streetlights flicked by, washing his face in intermittent glare, his hands flexing on the wheel. 
 
    That could not have happened. These things simply didn’t happen. 
 
    But he couldn’t deny it. Couldn’t deny having pulled over a beaten-up convertible. Certainly, he couldn’t banish the image of the curvy woman stepping out, her only admission of modesty what looked like a stained cloak, the rest of her voluptuous frame practically glowing in the moonlight. How the pattern of freckles on the tops of her breasts caught his eyes. The thick, needy nipple shining. And what had happened next… 
 
    Anderson flushed, but couldn’t help but grin. His cock twitched against the exceedingly constraining fabric of his pants as he recalled the vivid details of their fucking. Probably a violation of some procedural rules. Anderson shrugged his broad shoulders, leaning back more confidently into the seat, one hand on the wheel. Yeah. Probably. But fuck if she didn’t seem to enjoy it. 
 
    And he did too. Her massive breasts filled his recollection, his tongue flicking across his lips at the memory of her milk. How he’d drank his fill, then fucked her on the hood of the car and in the seat, her massive tits shuddering with every thrust of his cock in her gaping cunt. 
 
    Things suddenly seemed simpler to the broad framed cop. He thought of his wife, waiting at home, but oddly, felt no guilt at what could only be seen as a betrayal of their marriage. How could it be, he thought with a shrug. A big dicked stud like him. Well, sometimes he needed a bit of an extra fuck. How could that be wrong? A big, built alpha male needed a little extra something. And if the woman was willing, how was there a problem? 
 
    Not that he anticipated many issues. He grunted, snorting. He had to admit his meeting with the milky bitch had certainly been energizing. He felt better than he had in years. Bigger. Stronger. His uniform lay open, baring his broad chest. Damn thing didn’t close right anymore. Far too tight. Same with his pants. His cock made a notable bulge in the cloth now. He wondered if they shrank in the wash. But they’d fit fine that morning… 
 
    He grunted again. Such things were too complicated to bother with. He felt his cock hardening in his pants. Fucking hell. He was getting horny all over again. 
 
    He cruised up the drive of home, killing the engine and pushing his way out of the car. A few strides brought him to the door. He had to duck in order to avoid knocking his head on the jam as he stepped inside. “Anna?” he called. 
 
    “In the kitchen!” his wife called back. He grinned, ducking through the side door and pausing to admire the sight. 
 
    Anna stood before the stove, her heart shaped ass wonderfully defined by her jeans. She was cooking something. She’d always gone that extra mile, knowing he was tired after his shift. Always trying to make it work, even as their marriage grew strained at the edges. The silent evenings they didn’t talk about. 
 
    But despite the years, she still looked good. Still had tits and ass to die for, curved with maturity and yoga. He realized then she’d been putting the effort in to entice him. To encourage him to give her what she needed, and he’d been too stupid to notice. Why, he could practically smell her arousal in the air. Surrounding her like a halo of innocent desire, just needing for a good fucking. Anderson felt his cock stir anew. He crossed the room, resting his heavy hands on her shoulders. She jumped, squeaked in surprise as she felt his manhood press against her back. 
 
    “Hey,” Anderson grunted. 
 
    She turned, looking up. “Anderson!” she gasped. “You look… good!” 
 
    He grinned. “Thanks,” he said, the word a thick rumble from his throat. “You do too.” 
 
    She inhaled sharply as he cupped her breast in his thick hand. “A-Anderson?” she stuttered. She caught his scent. A thick, masculine odor of sweat and musk. Her lashes fluttered. She let out a soft, “O-oh…” 
 
    “Yeah,” Anderson said, pressing against her. “I know. Go on. Feel it.” 
 
    Slowly, as if unsure, her hand drifted down to the thick bulge of his manhood. “Ohhh,” she gasped, feeling the thickness of his length. “A-Anderson? Y-you’re big…” 
 
    “Yeah,” Anderson said. “I know. Come on. I want to show you how big.” 
 
    Anna laughed breathlessly. “Anderson. I’m cooking…” 
 
    “Leave it to simmer. We’ll be hungry later.” 
 
    She nodded shakily. Something about him precluded argument. His words filled her with a tightening anticipation. No sooner had she turned the knob of the burner he caught her up in his arms. She squealed as he lifted her bridal style. His lips met hers. Hungry. Commanding. She moaned, submitting to the brutal masculinity of her husband. With ease he carried her out of the kitchen and into the lonely bedroom. He grabbed her shirt, tearing it open, sending buttons flying. Anna yelped in surprise, then moaned as his rough hand grabbed her breast, squeezing her pliant flesh. Smaller than the woman on the highway, Anderson couldn’t help but observe. But it would do. 
 
    He sat down on the edge of the bed, idly undressing her even as he kissed her. The bra snapped off in his hands, cast aside to a corner. He expertly undid her belt, pushing down her pants and cupping her mound. He grinned at the dampness. “Oh, you needed this,” he said. 
 
    “Anderson,” Anna gasped with the moment’s respite. Her face was flushed and her breathing heavy. Her modest breasts rose and fell in ragged beats, her eyes lidded and dark like she was drunk. “Oh f-fuck…” 
 
    “Soon enough. But you have to get me ready first.” 
 
    She offered no argument. How could she, confronted by such a potent male? She breathed in his essence as she slipped off the bed, falling to her knees before him. She fumbled with his belt and fly, undoing both, gasping in delight as his cock sprang from the tight confines of his pants. 
 
    “O-oh!” she said. “You’re so…” 
 
    “Big?” Anderson grunted, grinned. “I know. So best get to it.” 
 
    He touched the back of her head, urging her to his shaft. Anna didn’t fight him. She nuzzled his cock, inhaling his musky scent, so close to the source. A shudder worked through her. Her hands shyly found his manhood and tenderly stroked it. 
 
    Anderson grunted. “Good,” he said roughly. “Just like that. Now, give my balls a lick.” 
 
    Anna leaned in, her tongue flicking out and tasting his balls. She moaned at the thick flavour of his musk, her tongue moving more eagerly as she bathed his orbs. She rolled them on her tongue, basting them thoroughly before tenderly taking a churning orb into her mouth. 
 
    “Ah…fuck,” Anderson groaned as she submissively worshipped his shaft. “Yeah… Juuuust like that. How does it feel to taste my sweaty balls, honey?” 
 
    “So good,” Anna slurred around his testicle. 
 
    He chuckled and laced his fingers in her hair. He pulled her from his balls, amused at the soft whine of disappointment. “Easy girl. You’ll get it. But my cock needs some attention too.” 
 
    “Ohhhh,” Anna murmured as she took his shaft in her hands. She leaned back, opening her mouth wide and taking the tip. Anderson sucked in a breath, grunting as her hot lips engulfed the flaring tip of his cock. It didn’t seem strange to her that her husband’s cock should be so changed. Instead she eagerly took it, bobbing her head, her hands stroking the rest of his veiny shaft with every indication of delight. 
 
    “Yessss,” Anderson groaned. “That’s it. Suck it. Suck my fat bull cock. Fuck. You love this don’t you?” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Anna moaned, the vibrations of her agreement humming around his manhood. Her eyelids fluttered, her pupils dark with intoxicating lust. 
 
    Anderson grunted, holding her head as he began to thrust into her soft lips and hot mouth. His thrusts grew more forceful. His breathing more ragged, fairly steaming from his nostrils. “Hrn. Hrn. Hrrraaaagh!” He buried himself into her welcoming mouth. His balls clenched. He bellowed as he came. Surprised by the sheer amount of cum, her lips bulged and Anna choked. She jerked off his cock, gasping, but Anderson paid that little mind. Grabbing his cock, he pumped his thick shaft, spurting his hot, musky cum onto her face and beading her modest breasts with his seed. 
 
    Anna knelt there, head thrown back, eyes distant as ropes of cum painted her face and tits. When Anderson at last finished, giving a heavy snort of sated lust, he grinned at the sight of her. “Swallow, Anna.” 
 
    Instantly Anna closed her mouth. Her throat worked as she swallowed his viscous seed. Thick as honey and far more delicious. She shuddered as his cum formed a heavy weight deep in her stomach, the warmth spreading through her in a tantalizing shudder of pure pleasure. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to say thank you?” Anderson said. 
 
    “O-oh, yes,” Anna gasped. “Th-thank you.” 
 
    “No problem. Now on the bed, slut. Time to tame your pretty cunt. And since you were good enough to swallow it all, you get to choose how I take you.” 
 
    With delight Anna scrambled onto the bed. A moment’s consideration had her on her hands and knees, lifting her prime rear into the air. 
 
    Anderson chuckled at the sight, his thick hand slapping her thigh, eliciting a delighted gasp from his soon to be cock sleeve. His hand migrated down her quivering rump, again feeling that twinge of disappointment at how short the journey was. How lesser this woman’s ass was compared to the goddess he had taken at the side of the road. 
 
    “Ooooh,” Anna moaned, ignorant to his inner thoughts as his finger slid up and down her damp gash. “A-Anderson. Mmmmn… P-please.” 
 
    Anderson shook the disappointment from him. Not hard to do with such a willing cunt before him. And somehow, he had a feeling it would soon be even better. Even more ample. An ass worthy of taking a cock like his. “Don’t worry. I will,” he said. He eased his finger inside her, making her gasp and groan, thrusting her ass into his touch. He chuckled, stroking her clutching cunt with his thick finger. 
 
    He pulled his hand free, finger exiting her damp folds with a pop. Maneuvering behind her, Anderson grabbed her hip with one hand and stroked himself back to full hardness with the other. Angling himself, he aligned his shaft with her gaping cunt, and pushed home. 
 
    Anna’s eyes rolled back as his cock entered her. “Ooooooooh,” she moaned, fisting the blankets as inch after inch of flared dick fed into her aching depths. “Yesssss,” she moaned. “Fuuuuck meeee!” 
 
     Anderson grunted. The only sound he could be bothered to make. His hips drew back and thrust forward again, plunging his cock back into her. Anna gasped, arched, pressing herself more eagerly against the overpowering male. She could barely answer his hard thrusts. She could only grip the bed for traction, rocking with every buck of his hips, gasping with every slap as hips met ass. Moaning as he took her like an animal in heat. 
 
    “Ah! Ah! Ah!” Anna gasped. “F-fuck! Yes! Yes! C-cumming!” 
 
    Her scream rang through the dark room as she climaxed, shuddering around her husband’s brutal manhood. Anderson bellowed like a bull, thrusting as deep as he could into her welcoming depths, his beefy cock pulsating as he shot his seed into her. 
 
    Anna moaned, collapsing, spent. But he wasn’t. Again, Anderson started to fuck her. She couldn’t even think of having him stop. The burning heat of his cock seemed to reach inside her and wake something she never knew existed. She moaned, clinging to the bed as she was taken again, rutted by the massive male. His cock sloshed in her cum drenched cunt. She moaned and gasped, beyond intelligent speech. Only sounds of need. Eager cries to be mated. 
 
    She didn’t know what was happening. How could she? The man she married wasn’t this virile god. Wasn’t nearly this good. This powerful. This commanding. And yet she couldn’t deny him. Couldn’t deny the sensation pulsing through her with every thrust of his meaty cock. Oh god. If this wasn’t real, she thought, biting the blanket to try and muffle her whimpers and mewls of pure pleasure, never let it end. 
 
    He turned her over. She gasped, then he lifted her. His strong hands clutched her hips as he dropped her onto his cock. 
 
    “Ahhhh!” Anna cried. She wound her arms around her lover’s thick neck, her legs wrapping around his waist as he lifted her and dropped her. Lifted her and dropped her. Plunging his cock a little deeper each time. A little harder. 
 
    She came, another orgasm thundering through her. As intense as the last. “F-fuck!” Anna moaned. She kissed him. Hungry for him. Her nostrils flared at the thick musk which bled from him in a haze. Her ass worked eagerly atop him, her breasts mashed against his iron hard pecs. “Fuck meeeee!” 
 
     “Hrrrr!” Anderson roared. He slammed her down on his meaty shaft a final time, and his cum pulsed into her. 
 
    Anna screamed with ecstasy. She went limp, body overloaded with the sheer force of her orgasm. 
 
    Puffing, sated, Anderson laid her down gently on the bed. Anna whimpered as his cock withdrew from her stretched pussy. She felt the bed shift as Anderson sat down beside her and eased himself down, breathing thickly with his exertion. 
 
    Anna’s hand moved across his chest. She pressed herself against his side, leaning her head against his shoulder. “Oh Anderson,” she gasped. “That was amazing.” 
 
    He chuckled throatily. “Good,” he said. 
 
    Her fingers walked shyly down him, wrapping around the limp hose of his cock, still wet with their mingled fluids. “Maybe…” she said shyly. “Maybe we could do that again sometime…” 
 
    “Tomorrow,” Anderson said firmly. “I’ll fuck you again after I get back from work. I’ll need it then.” 
 
    “Tomorrow,” Anna moaned, kissing his shoulder with delight, her tongue running across his bronzed flesh to taste his sweat like a horse would a salt block. Anderson grunted, wrapping his arm around the slender woman, tucking her close against his side. Yet as his hand ran along the curve of her hip, he recalled vividly the plump rump of another woman’s form. He sighed, staring at the dark ceiling, wondering if he would ever see the cow bitch again. 
 
      
 
    A New Day 
 
      
 
    Millie woke to the starting of a car. 
 
    She yawned and pulled herself up to the end of her bed. She fumbled for the blinds and cracked them, peering out and down onto the front lawn. A glance showed her mom’s Chevy back out of the driveway and rumble away, off to work. 
 
    Millie sighed and rolled over onto her back. 
 
    Her tits were full. 
 
    Millie groaned as she reached up and cupped her massive breasts. The events of last night filtered into her thoughts. She lingered over them as she got up, picked her way through the cast-off clothes and scattered odds and ends that carpeted the floor and stepped before to the full-length mirror. For the first time she got a good look at what her body was like. 
 
    And oh but it was fine. 
 
    Millie turned slowly, her every inch bared to her appraisal. Her hands glided over broodmothery hips, slid up a thin waist and cupped her freckled breasts. She gasped, bit her lip to stifle the sudden moan that threatened to escape her as she massaged those impressive orbs. 
 
    “Mnnn,” Millie moaned softly, gently kneading her new teats. Her lashes fluttered and hips gave a weak beat as her mind swirled again in puffy pleasure. 
 
    “Hey there, sexy,” Millie moaned as she fingered her fat teat, another hand sliding towards her hungry cunt. “What are you doing? Oh, not much. Just you know. Standing here. With my fat tits. And my…” Her finger stroked her naked slit hungrily. “My… mnnn. Hot cunt. Oh yeah, baby,” she moaned, her finger sliding up and down that damp gash. “Oh you are fine. My fine, sexy slut. Oooh…” 
 
    The pressure of her tits was growing, but she fought back the urge to finger herself to another mind melting orgasm. No! She forced her hands away from her breasts and cunny, panting. No. She wouldn’t do that. She had things to do today beyond milking her tits and masturbating. 
 
    And those were… important… 
 
    Millie rubbed her brow, trying to focus on something beyond the heaviness of her tits. “Fuck,” she muttered. She needed to take care of that… An idea occurred to her and she opened the door, skipping downstairs. She wandered into the gleaming kitchen and opened the cupboard. Her eyes shone as she beheld the large bottles within waiting to be recycled. She grabbed one and put it to her breast, smothering the moan as the cool glass pressed against her oh so sensitive skin. Her fingers teased at her nipple, gently rubbing it until she felt that pressure grow stronger. Stronger. And then… burst! 
 
    “Ooooooh,” Millie moaned as her milk jetted into the bottle, pinging off the bottom. Her knees quaked and she just managed to sit down as she lovingly milked her fat teat into the bottle. A bottle that, before she knew it, was full. Putting it on the table, she plucked out another and repeated the process. 
 
    Sighing, Milly began to relax, her mind clearing as the pressure in her breasts eased off. She leaned back in the chair, contentedly milking herself. 
 
    Right. Day’s work. 
 
    First off, of course, was getting some new clothes. Her mother would have something she could wear for now. Then, after that, she’d have to think about her next move. Explaining her new curves to her mother would, inevitably, come up. But she didn’t have an answer to that just yet. Millie chewed on her lower lip, gasping as she began to milk her other breast into another bottle. 
 
    Well, practical problems first. She’d figure our what to do about her other ones later. 
 
    Sighing, Millie watched as her milk slowed to a dribble. She looked in awe at the six bottles she’d filled. If this kept up, she’d have to start emptying her tits into the sink. But that would be such a waste… 
 
    Millie shook her head. What else could she do with it? She tucked the bottles into the fridge and went up into her mother’s room. In an hour she emerged from the house, dressed in a blouse that strained against her bust, pushing past the jacket she wore. Her jeans were doing little better, stretching against her plump bottom. She hadn’t been able to find a bra or panties that fit her. Strangely, she didn’t mind it. In fact, she rather liked how the seam of the jeans rubbed against her pussy at the tee teased her nipples 
 
    “Millie?” 
 
    Millie paused and looked next door. Travis Barker stood on the stoop, staring, gobsmacked at the curvy blonde bombshell. Tall, he was dressed in jeans and a simple t-shirt, a shock of curly brown hair atop his head. Typical boy next door type. Millie smiled, waved. “Hey Travis.” 
 
    Travis started, blinked as he focused on her. “Um. Hi. Wow. You look uh…” 
 
    “Different? Yeah. Thanks.” She gave Travis a winning smile. She liked him, though knew he had a thing for her mom. He was pretty fit though. He was on the track team and graduated the same year as her. Her eyes traced his figure through his clothes, and felt a familiar stirring in her loins… 
 
    Realizing the trap the muscular young man posed, Millie forced her thoughts back to the task at hand. She needed new clothes. Not to grab her former classmate, drag him inside, and let him pound her sopping pussy to a screaming orgasm. She swallowed. “Well! I better get going. Lots to do and… uh, stuff. Hope you have a good day. See ya!” 
 
    Ignoring his answer Millie threw open her car door and slipped inside. The interior still reeked with the scent of sex and milk and musk, evidence of her tryst with the cop. Well that wasn’t going to help her horniness. She wondered vaguely how Anderson was doing. She giggled as she pulled out of the driveway and started down the road. Well, if he was married, she imagined he was doing very well indeed. She giggled again as she cruised away, relishing in the changes her life had undergone in so short a time. 
 
    And feeling a familiar tingling beginning in her bust… 
 
      
 
    Mommy’s Milk 
 
      
 
    Francine Liberas pulled into her drive with a sigh. She got out slowly and stretched with a groan. Another day, another dollar. She and looked up at her house with a tingling of pride. It had taken a lot to keep the place after her husband died. She’d never needed a job before, but to support both her and Millie, she’d been forced to find one, inevitably ending up working at the nearby drug store. 
 
    She felt a familiar pain of her husband’s loss. But it had been years now, and the pain was more an ache than anything else. A reminder of a loss without the power to cut her anew. And all things considered, she’d done as well as could be hoped for. Kept house and home together, and raised her daughter. 
 
    Ah, Millie. Her smile grew pained. Since she’d taken her new job, she rarely saw her daughter anymore. Their schedules were so different. But young women needed their independence. To discover themselves and what they needed. Still. She should probably make the effort. She had a few days off. That seemed like a good time. 
 
    “Hi, Miss Liberas.” 
 
    Francine looked towards the voice, smiled at Travis as he leaned on the fence dividing their properties. 
 
    “Travis! Hello. How are you?” 
 
    “Alright, Miss Liberas. Did ah… did Millie get some work done?” 
 
    Francine frowned. “Work?” 
 
    “Well, I mean. She looked… different this morning.” 
 
    “Different how?” 
 
    Travis nervously shrugged his broad shoulders. Francine eyed them with perhaps a bit more interest than she should. His tousled brown hair and bright eyes gave him a coltish youthfulness and strength. The awkward, gangly boy who’d played with her daughter had turned into a man. She felt a warmth in her chest that she hastily stifled. God’s sake. She was more than twice his age. Though she wasn’t so blind she hadn’t noticed he’d had a bit of a crush on her in his younger days. 
 
    “Oh. Just… different. You know?” Travis said lamely. “Did ah, did you still want me to fix up the fence?” 
 
    She smiled at his blatant effort to change the subject. “Oh, I did. Yes. It wouldn’t be too much hassle. Would it?” 
 
    “Oh no. I mean, ours connects to yours, so it really wouldn’t be a problem. I’d be fixing half it anyway. May as well do the rest.” 
 
    “Thanks, Travis. I appreciate it.” 
 
    He beamed at her. “No problem. Happy to.” 
 
    Francine giggled softly to herself as she unlocked the door and stepped inside. Oh yes. He still had that crush on her, the sweet thing.  
 
    She sighed. Ah, vanity. But it did feel nice to know she was still considered attractive to the young men of the world. To be fair, she’d worked on that. She’d been careful to keep herself fit, though nothing could prevent the gradual sagging of age. Her breasts were still fairly firm, and her body had filled out after her pregnancy and kept that plump, motherly look she rather enjoyed. She shook her head as she kicked off her shoes and went into the kitchen and opened the fridge. 
 
    She blinked at the array of bottles filling the upper rack. She took one out and sniffed it. 
 
    “Milk?” she murmured. She sniffed it again. That did smell good. Did Millie buy them? She must have. Maybe for some holistic effort to get bigger breasts. She’d heard of things like that, but didn’t think Millie bought into it. Then again, she knew her daughter was self-conscious about her curves. Particularly with her own mother being so busty. Francine sighed. She really did need to talk to her daughter again. She was a woman now, and needed the facts of life explained. Musing, Francine took a drink from the bottle. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    She lowered the bottle with a gasp. Licked her lip. Oh, that was good. Thick and creamy and probably terrible for her thighs, the milk slid down her throat and gathered in her stomach, spreading warm tendrils throughout her body. 
 
    She took another sip, tasting a faint medley of something else. Something spicy, musky. A familiar flavour she couldn’t quite put her finger on. 
 
    Before she knew it she’d chugged the bottle. She gasped, licking her lips. Her eyes went back to the fridge. 
 
    …Maybe one more. 
 
    Francine downed another bottle. As she did so the warmth spreading through her began to gather more noticeably, fixating on her ample breasts. Her head began to spin. 
 
    She grabbed another bottle. 
 
    Francine sat down on a waiting chair, the same her daughter had that very morning. She moaned softly as her shirt and pants started to feel… tight. She finished off a bottle and groped at her blouse. She pulled it open, freeing her chest from its fabric prison. Her heavy breasts bounced free, bound only by the cups of her bra. She groaned, the pressure remaining. She undid the clasp at the front. 
 
    Her breasts burst into the open, her puffy nipples tingling into the air. Francine moaned as she sagged with relief. To celebrate, she grabbed another bottle and drank it down. 
 
    Oh, that felt good. That felt so fucking good. Her whole body was warm and felt so… so sexy. So soft and plush and firm and fuckable. It was a strangely familiar sensation. She’d felt it last when she’d been pregnant with Millie. Her body hopped on hormones had felt so plush and sexy and big. Glowing! That was the word. Francine smiled, her lips smeared with the thick milk. She cupped her breasts and gently kneaded the full mounds of pliant flesh. 
 
    “Ohhh,” she groaned as pleasure burned through her, her veins sparking and her thighs clenching together at the sudden surge of hot delight. “Mnnnn! Oh yes. Oh f-fuck yes!” 
 
    The empty row of bottles gleamed on the counter as Francine engulfed her breasts in her hands. She groaned, massaging her generous orbs. Her big, firm orbs, nipples veiny and oh so sensitive. So wonderful. So marvellously tender and needy and tingling. Her face grew flush. Her thoughts felt thick and sluggish. It just felt so good to massage her big tits. Her big, bouncy, slutty tits. 
 
    “Ah… Ahn! Yes. Yes!” A pressure began to grow in her chest. A familiar pressure. Her hands massaged her, gathered at her nipples. “Yes. Yes! Come on. Come on. Ah. Ahn! Yesssssss!” 
 
    She screamed, hot cream fountaining from her torrid nipples and across the room to splatter on the floor. Moaning with need Francine kept massaging, kept milking herself. “Moooooore,” she moaned. 
 
    Panting, she sagged on the chair. Her whole body felt… warm. A good warm, like she had after a really good work out. She blinked lazily, focusing on the floor where her white milk shone in puddles. 
 
    She stared, mouth a little slack. Something was wrong about that. Something strange. But… but it was very hard to focus. Hard to do anything other than consider how good it had felt to milk herself. 
 
    But… wasn’t it odd that she was milky? She considered that, and then decided it wasn’t. After all, she’d lactated before. It was probably some hormonal imbalance. Or maybe not. Who knew? It took wiser heads than hers. And besides, it had felt so wonderful. She giggled, again massaging her heavy, soft tits. Oh yes. She hadn’t felt this good in years. 
 
    “Mmm,” she murmured, licking her lips, chasing the remains of the cream from the bottles. She glanced at the open fridge, her nipples stiffening in the cold air breathing across the room. Empty. 
 
    Yet, even as she reflected on that, she knew she wouldn’t lack for milk any time soon. Besides, milking herself alone seemed so… inadequate. After all, this way, only her big, slutty tits got a decent work out. Her pussy felt so neglected and warm and needy. She pouted. No. This was all wrong. Not to mention a waste. Someone should have a chance to enjoy her milk. Someone should have a chance to fuck her milfy cunt. 
 
    Banging came from outside. With some effort Francine climbed to her feet and went to the window. She looked out, spotting a shock of brown hair over the edge of the fence. Travis rose, his shirt outlining his strong frame, clinging to him with sweat. 
 
    Francine licked her lips. She could fairly smell him from here. A smell of young, virile maleness. Of hormonal lust and an uncertainty how to sate it. Her eyes burned, and she palmed her soft breast, squeezing out a pearl of creamy milk. 
 
    Oh yes. That would do. That would do nicely… 
 
      
 
    Slut 
 
      
 
    The doors of the mall slid open, and as if drawn by a magnet, every eye was glued to her. 
 
    Millie walked into the Harvest Valley Mall, aware of the rapt focus of those eyes. She basked in it, her smile flirty, her long lashes shadowing her warm eyes. She couldn’t believe how good it felt to be the focus of attention for once. Men watched her go with lust, most women with envy, but she could feel a few watching her with more of the former than one might assume. Her breasts swayed, enthralling. Her hips swung. Enticing. She brushed some fingers through her hair, smiling. 
 
    Oh, but it felt good to be sexy. 
 
    The feeling filled her like the headiest wine. Anything would have been worth this. This feeling of being so desirable people couldn’t look away from her hot, teenage form. So firm and curvy and powerfully wanted. 
 
    As she relished in this feeling of unsurpassed sensuality, Millie began to feel something else. 
 
    A now quite familiar tingling in her chest. 
 
    The busty blonde sighed and rolled her eyes. Honestly. She really needed to find a solution to this ache. If she was going to be reduced to a brainless bimbo every time her tits filled up, she was never going to get anywhere. She scanned the shops as she passed them by, at last fixating on the Victoria’s Secret. She had never gone inside before, lacking confidence. 
 
    But she was a new her. She stepped through the doors, ignored the sales girl. First thing was first. She’d give her tits a quick milk in the bathroom, then find some clothes. She scanned the interior, peering past racks of lingerie and braziers that Millie almost laughed at. How could anyone be sexy with those pathetic curves? There was nothing to hold on to. No softness. Just bone. Thank god she’d chosen a demon to fuck her that knew what real sexiness was. She rolled her eyes at the monochrome photos of models and brightened at the women’s room. She grabbed the handle. 
 
    And froze when a too familiar voice echoed through the door. 
 
    "And so I said ‘What. The Fuck. Are you thinking wearing that?  Are you serious? The eighties called. They want their skirt back.’" 
 
    Millie grit her teeth. Fuck! She knew that voice. It had haunted her down the years from middle school and beyond, always with a barbed word or scathing remark. Valerie Makinera. Head cheerleader. Brunette with palm filling breasts, pretty fuckable hips, all owned by an absolutely mythic bitch. 
 
    She hesitated there, the old her surfacing with its old insecurities. But only for a moment. In the next Millie again felt the pressure of her milk stuffed breasts. She rolled her eyes, scoffing at herself. She’d literally fucked a demon from hell and came out with a body made for being stared at. How could Valerie Makin-fucking-era possibly compare to that? The old Millie would have shrunk from Valerie, feared her attention and the scorn that would have come with it. But she was a new woman today. And she really needed to milk herself. 
 
    And just like that, Millie found the answer to her problem. 
 
    Her eyes lit up. A smoky grin crept across her lips. Amused, brazen, the new her pressed her engorged tits against the bathroom door and shoved it open. 
 
    Conversation halted as Millie stepped into the bathroom, head thrown back, her massive chest thrust out to the greatest possible position. 
 
    Valerie had been talking to Beckie Browning, another one of the former cheerleaders. The pair had been putting on lipstick before the mirror, but as Millie pushed inside, they’d both stopped, frozen at the sight of the blonde bombshell. Brown hair tied back in a long pony tail, lips a glistening red, Valerie was wearing a tight top that bared her trim stomach and a skirt that flared around her long legs. Beckie was a little shorter and a little curvier, her eyes having a slightly dull look, but now bright with surprise as they took in Millie. 
 
    "Well hello Valerie. Becky," Millie said. "Keeping busy in here?" Laughing, she sauntered over to one of the sinks facing the mirror and began to apply a generous coat of strawberry-flavored lip-gloss, pointedly ignoring the two former cheerleaders. 
 
    "Wha… who the fuck are you?" Valerie said. 
 
    "Oh,” Millie giggled, finishing with the gloss and popping her plump lips. “You wouldn't know me. I'm just the girl who is going to find your boyfriend, fuck his brains out, and then give him back to you so he can know just how much he settled." 
 
    Valerie’s jaw dropped again. But spite was fast to recover. She pushed herself off the sink, straightening, resting a hand on a cocked hip. Millie only grinned, noticing how the cheerleader’s aggressive stance only highlighted the differences between their frames. Something Valerie no doubt noticed as flush climbed her cheeks. But arrogance and anger were practically her bread and butter, and with a defiant toss of her hair and more venom than a cobra, Valerie said, "Excuse you. Who the fuck do you think you are?" 
 
    Popping her lips again, Millie finished applying her gloss and snapped the cap back on. She felt good. Felt powerful! "Oh, no one really," she said, turning to the pair and smiling. Before either could respond Millie strutted towards them. "Don't pretend I'm not right. You look good, cute, especially in that little cheerleader outfit last year, sweetie. I'll bet your pom-poms and high-kicks stiffen the cocks of those dads at the game every Friday. But while you're spelling out Spartans, I'll be in boys locker room with your boyfriend's face buried in my ass. Maybe you can catch him on the rebound though. Give him a big kiss." 
 
    Fury painted Valerie’s cheeks a lovely shade of red. "I don't know who you think you are, you big titted bimbo bitch," she said, jabbing a finger into the buxom blonde’s overflowing tit. "But you've just signed your own fucking death warrant. I am going to fucking ruin you." 
 
    "Oh!" Millie gasped, moaning as Valerie stabbed her hand filling tits. Instantly milk gushed into her top, dripping through the thin fabric of her borrowed shirt. 
 
    "Oh what the fuck!" Valerie yelped, yanking back her finger, the tip dampened with cream. "What the fuck is this?" 
 
    Millie giggled, nonplussed by Valerie’s shock. She felt invincible before the pair. "You like touching me, don't you? You cheersluts are all the same, straight and narrow for the pep-rally, but dirty little whores when you get behind closed doors.” She glanced back over her shoulder. "Oh, look, the door is even closed. So you don't have to pretend anymore. Go ahead,” she breathed, thrusting out her generous chest, her fingers sliding down the blouse, teasing open the straining buttons. “Touch them. Tell me how amazing they feel." 
 
    Her fingers undid the last of the buttons, and her engorged breasts burst into the open, thick nipples sticking out and beading with milk. "Mnnn. You smell it in the air, don't you? Getting you wet, making you remember sucking on your mom's tits. Don't fight it, Valerie. Go ahead, touch my superior breasts. My bigger and better tits." 
 
    The confusion in the former head cheerleader was palpable. Valerie hesitated. But Millie saw the arrogant teen’s nostrils flare. Caught her rapid blinking as if trying to clear a fog from her eyes. "I don't... What the fuck are you..." 
 
    "Uhnnn..." 
 
    Millie blinked and turned in surprise. The groan came not from Valerie, but from Beckie. The shorter girl had her eyes closed, her whole body angled a bit towards Millie. Beckie’s lids fluttered as she inhaled deeply, drinking in the creamy scent that saturated the room. Millie grinned in sudden amusement. Always a kiss ass to Valerie, it was hardly surprised the eager beta bitch was already falling under the heady sway of her scent. 
 
    “Aw,” Millie breathed, reaching out and grabbing Beckie. “Is someone feeling a little… horny?” Millie’s fingers slid into Beckie’s brown hair, making the young woman whimper with desire. "Go ahead, sweetie, have a taste." Never breaking eye contact with Valerie, Millie drew the beta cheerleader to her teat. She rubbed a plump nipple against Beckie's lips, dribbling milk down her chin. 
 
    Utterly gobsmacked, Valerie could only stare as Beckie eagerly latched onto a thumb sized nipple and sucked. 
 
    “Beckie!” Valerie finally gasped in shock. “What the fuck are you doing!” 
 
    "Mmmmnnn," Beckie moaned, hefting Millie’s generous breast, kneading the soft flesh as she hungrily guzzled that warm, intoxicating cream. Her body tightened as pleasure teased through her, spreading from that warm core forming in her belly. Enthralling her with the sweet flavour of Millie’s cream. 
 
    Millie laughed, then gasped and moaned with pleasure, closing her eyes for a moment and cooing as her sweet cream gushed into Beckie's eager mouth. "Ohhhhh, yes, that's it. Suck as much as you like. It tastes good, doesn't it?"  
 
    Murmuring something in the affirmative, Beckie buried herself more avidly in Millie’s creamy chest. Smirking, Millie looked back to the transfixed Valerie and cupped a free breast, a gentle squeeze eliciting another trickle of cream. "Come one, Valerie. Let's be friends. Let's all be my slutty little friends." 
 
    Stumbling back a step, Valerie’s ass banged against the bathroom stall. Her chest rose and fell with increasingly heavy breaths. A few beads Millie’s cream had splattered on her cheek, and the cheerleader’s pink tongue flicked out, tasting the tantalizing milk. A shudder of desire wracked her. Her body instinctively pushed out her bust a little more. Her thighs rubbing against each other with burning desire.  "I... What..." 
 
    Millie giggled, gasped as Beckie moaned again, her pink lips pulling on the hard nubs of nipple, pressing more earnestly against the voluptuous seductress, her slimmer figure overwhelmed by the blonde’s breathtaking curves. 
 
    “Come on, Valerie,” Millie moaned, cupping Beckie’s cheek, holding her against a torrid tit as she advanced on Valerie, driving the cocky brunette into the handicapped stall. “It’ll feel so good to just give in.” She glanced down at the cheerleader latched onto her breast. “Isn’t that right Beckie?” 
 
    Beckie’s eyes slide half open, her gaze unfocused, smoky. She nodded. “Mmmm…” 
 
    Valerie eyes began to glaze. Her cheeks flushed a deeper red. No longer of fury. Of indignant hate. But of lust. Shameful, consuming desire for the busty woman who forced her presence upon her. Whose voluptuous frame surpassed her in every way. "Stop fighting it," Millie moaned, widening her stance with amused confidence, blocking Valerie’s escape from the stall. "Get down on your knees, Valerie. Beg me for it. And if you're a good girl I’ll give you what you deserve." 
 
    The back of Valerie’s knees hit the toilet. Her legs buckled and she went down to her knees, staring at the plump, luscious teats, hypnotized by their rise and fall. Rise and fall. Soft, creamy skin. So firm. So ripe. 
 
     "O-oh...f-fuck," Valerie groaned, trembling with a warring pride and the intoxicating sight. Scent. An ambrosia so thick in the air her tongue could fairly taste it. And she could taste it. That nipple was right before her. Begging for her lips. To be sucked. To be milked. To give her all the pleasure she needed. "P-please..." 
 
    Beckie's hand wandered, lifting her skirt and pressing a finger against her panty clad cunt. "Mnnnn..." Beckie moaned as she begins to eagerly stroke herself, her other hand still busy massaging Millie’s generous teats. 
 
    To this Millie could only laugh, hand curling about Beckie’s head, enjoying the eager suction of her mouth. Milk flowed freely, dribbling at the corners of the cheerslut’s mouth. Beckie’s eager, playful tongue was a delight, but never did Millie forget the true object of her attention. Never did she look away from the kneeling, panting Valerie. 
 
    With a free hand Millie wrenched open her belt and undid her jeans. She wiggled out of them, some doing thanks to her more than generous hips, revealing her thighs soaked with her juices. 
 
    "Remember what you used to call me?” Millie said to the panting Valerie. “You used to call me Millie the Bitch. Which was a really shitty nickname, by the way. But then, you’ve always been a shitty person. A real bitch.” Millie smirked. “And a real bitch has to earn my milk. Come here." She tapped a fingertip against her mound. "Come here and have a taste." 
 
    Valerie shuddered. Fought it. Oh but she did. Every fiber of her being, every ache of her identity sought to deny it. She tried to pull back, shaking with the inner conflict. But her breath panted hot and desperate. The taste of cream had awoken her. Tantalized her. Tempted her too much. The bathroom was saturated in the scent of milk and desire. Beckie’s eager moans as she furiously fingered herself while suckling at Millie’s breast echoed in her head.  
 
    Inch by inch Valerie leaned nearer. Her hot breath steamed against her temptress’s pussy. She inhaled, gasped. 
 
    With a sobbing cry the last of her resistance broke. Pushing her face forward, Valerie buried her tongue in Millie’s pussy, sucking for a taste of the sweet juice. 
 
    Millie laughed, triumphant as Valerie surrendered to her snatch, tongue delving deep into that hot cavern. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” Millie moaned, cradling Valerie’s head against her mound. Giggling and gasping as the former cheerleader eagerly licked her out. "Mmm. I knew you would break, but you lasted longer than your friend here. Go ahead, Valerie. For all the times you've treated other girls like shit, run them down, bullied them, or just ignored them... eat me. Suck me! Ohhhhhh that's it."  
 
    Valerie moaned, the proud alpha bitch gone. Her face smeared with her conqueror’s juices. "Ohhhh fuck, you're actually good at that,” Millie giggled with some surprise. “I think you’ve done this before. Is that it, Valerie? Have you licked out some slut’s cunt before? I bet you have. I bet you’ve been waiting all your life for someone to show you your real place. Now suck my pussy. Suck it for your mistress. Don't forget my clit, cheerslut." 
 
    “Yessss,” Valerie slurred, her eyes glazed, her thoughts in a whirl. Drunk on the intoxicating juices of the cowgirl, Valerie’s clever tongue found the hood of her mistress’s clit, teasing it from its fleshy confines before suckling at the pleasure pearl. Her niggling tongue lapped at the hard bud, then her lips latched on, sucking on it like it were some miniature cock. 
 
    “Mmmmmoooooh!” Millie moaned. She pulled Beckie from her teat and kissed the other girl hungrily, tasting her own milk on the cheerslut’s lips. With joy Beckie submitted to the kiss, her tongue making a token effort to wrestle her mistress’s before surrendering. As she moaned Millie felt something different. She glanced down. Was… oh yes! It was! A glance showed the eager cheerslut’s bust was clearly bigger than before, stretching out the logo on her shirt like some lurid brand. But better yet, Millie could make out the hard points of the other girl’s nipples, and the dampness spreading around each. 
 
    But then Valerie’s teeth grazed Millie’s clit, and stars exploded behind her eyes. Millie’s ass banged on the wall of the stall, her hand pressing against the cool metal as her legs turned to rubber with pleasure. She broke the steaming kiss, moaning. “Ohhhhh that's it! Suck my pussy. Make me cum. Ohhhhhh make me cum like a little cheerslut. Yes! Ah! Fuck yes! I’m going to turn you into a pair of slutty milkers. You’re mine now! Ohhhhhhhhh! Ohhhh yesss!" 
 
    Millie’s hips bucked furiously, smothering Valerie between powerful thighs and a gushing cunt. Millie smothered her cry in Beckie's lips, the pair passing the last taste of Millie’s milk back and forth between them, even as Beckie’s own soaked her sweater. 
 
    All the while Valerie lapped brokenly at her towering mistress’s cunt. Beaten. Conquered, only the desperate desire to please her lactating mistress remained. Smothered between generous thighs, she clung to Millie’s broad hips as if afraid of being swept away on a tide of pleasure. 
 
    With a gasp Millie pushed Beckie away, teasing her by blowing a last kiss. She shoved Valerie back, the brunette falling with a gasp to the tiled floor. Before she could rise Millie straddled her waist, yanking the cheerslut’s sweater off over her head. Drunk on cum, mind hazed with glorious submission, Valerie submitted eagerly to the other girl’s administration.  
 
    Millie giggled. "Such a good girl," she purred, running her hands over Valerie’s adorable little white lace bra with its bow between the cups. She lingered, feeling Valerie’s nipples stiffen through the sheer fabric. "I think you are about to outgrow this." 
 
    “O-okay,” Valerie mumbled vaguely. 
 
    Millie snorted, then leaned forward and kissed the other girl, milk heavy teats pressing down on Valerie’s more modest bust. After a moment Millie broke the kiss, licking her red lips. "Are you ready to taste the sweetest cream you will ever drink?" she asked teasingly. 
 
    "Yesssss," Valerie moaned brokenly. "Please! Let me suck your tits! Let me drown in your milk. I want it so fucking bad! Turn me into your cheerslut. Please! Oh fuck, please!" 
 
    Millie giggled. “That right?” she said, hearing Beckie get down behind them. Millie gasped as Beckie’s hot breath washed along the crease of her ass. “Mmmm!" Millie moaned, wiggling her ass invitingly, leaning forward to better present her plump rear. “Well, I think you've proven you will be better off as a milk cow than a grade-A bitch.” She slid forward, arching just enough so one her fat, milk-laden tits pressed against Valerie’s face. The brunette whimpered with need as a trickle of milk leaked onto her chin. Millie relished the moment. Relished the desperate need on Valerie’s face, knowing the girl who tormented her would do anything for a taste of her cream. 
 
    "Suck it," Millie commanded. 
 
    With a strangled cry of joy Valerie's lips latch onto a fat nipple. "Mmmmm!" she moaned as her eyes rolled back, milk jetting into her mouth. Her throat worked desperately. She grasped the generous tit, massaging it as she hungrily fed. 
 
    “Mnnn!” Millie moaned. The sensation burst through her, the aching pressure relieved, her oh so sensitive nipple tingling as Valerie's soft lips worked on it. 
 
    “Now Beckie!” Millie moaned. “Now! Kiss my ass my pretty cheerslut!” 
 
    “Yes, mistress," Beckie gasped, parting the generous ass before her, burying her face deep as could before her tongue went deeper into that dark star. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Millie moaned and Beckie demonstrated all her skill as an accomplished ass kisser, drilling her tongue into Millie’s tight, musty back door. 
 
    "Mmmmnooooo," Millie moaned, pleasured at both ends. Only her pussy remained to be satisfied, and without a moment of hesitation, Millie dug a hand between her legs, two fingers strumming her damp gash. “Mooooo!” Millie moaned, pulling Valerie’s face harder into her teat. Pushing her plump ass harder against Beckie's. "Yessss, drink it!” Millie cried. “Feel how warm it makes your body. How your tits begin to ache... but in that .... ooooohhh.... good way.' 
 
    "Yesssshhh..." Valerie slurred. There was a creak of fabric as Valerie's already generous bust strained her bra, the cheerleader whimpering as the pressure as the fabric dug into her growing udders, unable to bring herself to take her hands from their duty massaging Millie’s massive breast, squeezing more of the sweet, wonderful, intoxicating cream into her waiting mouth. 
 
    Beckie panted, her hot breath steaming Millie’s ass as she gave it all the attention it deserved. Her immodest breasts dragged against Millie’s legs, leaving the damp hint of her own lactation in streaks. Millie rubbed her ass back against Beckie’s face. Drove three fingers into her sopping cunt. Cried out as Valerie slurped wantonly at her massive tits. The chain of pleasure pounded through her, drove her over the edge. "Yessss!" Millie cried, throwing back her head, blonde hair flying. “Yessss! C-cumming! Ahhhhh!” 
 
     Her asshole clenched against Beckie's tongue with each spasm. Millie pulled her breasts from Valerie's face. The panting brunette, her tits popping out of her bra, moaned. Shuddering with pleasure, Millie looked down at her. The slut wanted more. Needed more.  
 
    "Beckie, come here," Millie commanded, her voice dropping to a sickly-sweet tone. "Poor Valerie needs more milk. Let's make sure she gets enough. Open up, Valerie."  
 
    “Yessssh…” Valerie moaned, stuck out her tongue and opened wide. Beckie waddled to her mistress’s side and lifted her sweater, baring her teats. Millie mashed her udders together, moaning as a stream of her seemingly endless cream poured free. 
 
    "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh," Valerie moaned as Beckie followed suite, the pair bathing the brunette with their milk. Like a kitten Valerie's tongue lapped at the pearly bounty splattering over her face, bathing her body. Beckie moaned rapturously, massaging her massive breasts as she creamed all over her former friend. Puddles of milk drizzled across the tiled floor. Valerie screamed as, with a sudden twang of sundered elastic and fabric, her bra burst open, her generous breasts springing free. 
 
    Millie gave a shuddering sigh, slowing her massaging of her tremendous teats. With delight she looked at her former tormentors, soaked with milk. Breasts engorged with their own creamy bounty. 
 
    Of course, neither cheersluts were as endowed as their mistress. That would be so very wrong. But they were so much bigger now. So much more perfectly equipped to carry their nourishing cream. Ecstasy flowed through Millie, the monstrous triumph over the pair making the thrilling ache of her generous tits relieved of their pressure all the sweeter. 
 
    "Oh, yes, my sweet cheersluts," Millie laughed with delight, embracing them both. "Things are going to be so much more fun with you two on my team." 
 
    The pair buried their faces into their conqueror’s pillowy mounds. “Yes,” they chorused, smiling rapturously like the good cows they were, “Mistress.”  
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    Neighbour Boy 
 
      
 
    The phone rang three times. Clicked. “Hello?’ 
 
    “Hello? T-Travis? It’s Mmmmiss Liberas.” 
 
    “Oh! Hi. How are you?” 
 
    “Oh. Just… Hah… Great… Mn…” 
 
    “Are… are you sure? You sound a little off…” 
 
    “Oh. Well. Ah. That. It’s… it’s nothing. I was wo-wondering if you… if you might want to come by. I n-need someone to… to moooow the l-laaawn.” 
 
    “Um… Sure. Okay.” 
 
    “Great!” Francine panted. “Looking forward to it. I… oh… mmmm! Just… just come right by. The gate’s un-unlocked!” 
 
    “Um… Alright. You sure everything okay?” 
 
    “Oh! Everything is just f-fine! See you s-soo-ooon!” 
 
    Francine hung up and grabbed the cups which capped her massive breasts. She moaned as the pumps thumped, sucking at her tender mounds, her thumb-thick nipples throbbing as her milk pulsed into the milkers, filling the waiting bottles. 
 
    She cradled her massive teats, squeezing the soft flesh, her ass grinding against the bed as gallons of her milk jetted into the massaging cups. “Ah! Ahn! Nnnnnn! Fuuuuuuuuck!” she screamed as at last she came. Panting, she reluctantly shut off the pumps, the engines dying with a disappointed whine. She pulled the cups off her swollen teats, moaning softly as the cool air of the room wafted over her dark nipples. 
 
    “Oh f-fuck,” she gasped, unhooking the latest bottle and placing it among nearly a dozen others. She took a moment to admire them, gleaming in the sunlight streaming through a partly curtained window. All of that from a single morning. She giggled. Guess she was the best cow in the pasture. She sighed and fell back onto the bed, her heavy breasts bouncing on her chest. 
 
    They were so much fuller now. Even more so than when she’d been pregnant with her daughter, Millie. Not that she was complaining. How could she when she was so curvy and plump and sexy? And they were always so full... So often it was all she could do not to just lie in bed and suck at her fat nipples until she came. 
 
    Not so long ago, she’d been uneasy about her body. Sure, she’d still been curvy, but she was in her fifties now. Getting older. Feeling less attractive. But that had changed. So much had changed when she drank those bottles of milk in the fridge. Occasionally she wondered where they’d come from. She’d have asked Millie, but she and her daughter had vastly different schedules. In fact, she hadn’t seen her daughter at all in the last week, a thought that pricked her matronly spirit. After all, a girl needed her mommy. 
 
    But there were other things to think about. The milkers had been easy enough to dig out of the attic, another relic of her days of pregnancy. Of course, they’d needed tuning up. And a bit more… power. Not hard to do. Newhaven had a thriving farming community, though she did giggle at the memory of the co-op owner when she came in and described what she needed done. The poor man hadn’t been able to stop staring at her massive breasts. He’d looked so silly and… and needy. Needing to just bury his face in her breasts and just… suck… 
 
    She’d almost taken him in the back and done so, but she’d wanted to get home. Maybe later she’d go back, but for now, Travis needed her more. She stood, her matronly hips swinging, her massive teats bouncing as she walked over to the window and looked at the house across the street. 
 
    She smiled as she saw the door to the neighbour’s open and Travis Smith walk out. He was young. A full eighteen and with the toned body of some Grecian god. His white t-shirt bared arms firmed with years of playing football, his brown hair a mop of ungainly curls. He had a girlfriend, of course. Tammy or something. Some girl at her daughter’s school. Or, was. Francine supposed she’d graduated too. Not that it really mattered. A boy like Travis, young, full of vigour, he’d need more than just one slut to take his thick cock. He needed a woman of experience. 
 
    And Francine certainly had that. 
 
    And what she really needed, what her body cried out for, was a dedicated milker. Someone to massage her fat tits when she needed it. To fuck her when her pussy ached for a nice, thick cock. She should probably feel bad about her plan. But honestly, she found it a little hard to care. After all, if it worked, Travis would have a nice plush pussy to fuck whenever he wanted to. And who could turn down sucking the milk down from her tits? She giggled, her breasts jiggling. No one of course! 
 
    Quickly Francine threw on a sundress. She didn’t bother with underpants. No bra could hold her massive breasts and panties would just get in the way of what she had planned. She grabbed a bottle of freshly pumped milk as she heard the gate of the yard open and, taking a deep breath, she walked down the stairs and out the back door. 
 
    Travis was halfway across the lawn when he saw her. The youth froze, gaping as she stepped nimbly outside, hips swinging. “Travis!” she cried with delight. “There you are! I was looking forward to seeing you!” 
 
    “M-Miss Liberas?” 
 
    Francine giggled as she crossed the lawn. “Please! Call me Francine.” 
 
    “Uh. Yeah.” In a daze he accepted the bottle off milk she pressed into his hand. She smiled as his eyes inevitably wandered down to her chest, staring at the creamy, freckled orbs straining the fabric. 
 
    “See something you like?” she said. 
 
    Travis started. Blushed. He snuck a glance at her face and swallowed thickly. “S-sorry. It’s just… You were…” 
 
    She laughed. “Oh, don’t worry. I’m glad you noticed, actually. Got myself a boob job,” Francine said, hefting her massive tits. “I think they did great. Don’t you?” 
 
    He gulped. “Uh… yeah.” To try and distract himself he snapped off the top of the bottle and drank. Francine’s smile grew as his eyes widened with surprise. 
 
    “Good?” she said. 
 
    “Um. Yeah. It’s way better than the stuff from the supermarket.” 
 
    “Special order,” Francine said breathlessly, feeling the familiar tingle take over in her core. “I’ve got plenty. Maybe you can have some more when you finish the yard work.” She reached forward and swiped her thumb across his lips, making him jump. “Milk mustache,” she giggled, sucking her thumb between her pouty lips. 
 
    Travis flushed so red he was practically a tomato. Oh, how she wanted to just throw him down right there and fuck his hot, teenage brains out. But not yet. Soon. “The mower’s in the garage. Better get to it.” 
 
    She left him, feeling his eyes arrested to the shape of her ass outlined in the tight dress. She giggled to herself as she shut the door behind her and hurried up to her window to watch. Ooooh, she felt so bad for teasing him. But that was a very small part. Francine shuddered, her hands sinking into her fat teats, damp spots already forming over her throbbing nipples. Soon... 
 
    She took up position on the second floor. Her bedroom was still thick with the creamy, spiced scent of her milk. She sat down by the window, leaning back and watching the strapping young man work. The day was hot, and it wasn’t long before he took off his shirt, baring his tanned chest as he pushed the mower. The rumble of the engine seemed to vibrate through her, and she smiled, catching him glancing at the house several times. She let her hand wander to her crotch, lifting the hem of her dress and teasing her tufted mound. She was already wet, her fingers stroking the hot gusset of her pussy as she felt that stirring again. Her head had that lovely woolen feeling when she got horny. Her pace increased as the young man grunted and pushed at the machine, his muscles flexing as he forced the mower over the knots in the grass. Her fingers slickened on her hot cunny, dipping inside of herself. Her low moans shuddered through her. 
 
    But she held back. She didn’t cum. She wouldn’t. There’d be time enough soon. Her breasts heaved as Travis paused and took another swig of the milk. Was he changing? She leaned forward attentively. Yes. She thought he looked a little bigger. A little stronger. Francine was aware she was a little dumber, but when it came to sex she could harness a laser sharp focus. She knew the changes in her were somehow connected to the milk she drank from the fridge. So, it followed her own must have some kind of effect as well. She squirmed, tingling with expectation. Oh, this was going to be wonderful. 
 
    Soon enough she abandoned her perch by the window, racing down the steps to meet Travis as he finished his final circuit. “Well done!” she said, stepping onto the porch, the pungent scent of sex and pheromones thickening the air. “Thank you so much, Travis!” 
 
    He turned. His nostrils flared as he inhaled the first hint of her scent. He flushed deeper and wiped some sweat from his brow. “Oh, it was nothing. Miss… uh, Francine.” 
 
    “Oh, maybe for you,” she said, clasping her hands before her, her breasts jiggling in her tight dress. “Not for a strapping young man, but for a soft woman like me it would have taken forever. Thank you so much! How can I repay you?” 
 
    Travis’s eyes wandered down to her breasts. His tongue flicked across his lips. She smiled. “Maybe another bottle of my special milk. Hm?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Travis said thickly. “Yeah, I think I’d like that…” 
 
    Francine giggled. “Mmm. Me too.” She turned and crooked her finger, leading him into the house. She left him on the couch while she made her way into the kitchen and the fridge, snatching out one of the many bottles of milk therein. Returning to the living room, she had to pause, inhaling the aroma of young man and the masculine tang of sweat. She felt a shiver of desire race down her spine and her head spin with that familiar fogginess. She bit her lower lip and made her way to the couch, plopping next to him. “Here,” she said, leaning over to ensure he got a good look down her front. “Nice and cold.” 
 
    Travis nodded quickly, taking the bottle. She eased back, watching closely as he ripped off the lid and drank a long swallow of her milk. He took it away, sighing in satisfaction. 
 
    “Travis,” Francine said, edging closer to him. “I’m so glad you live so close. It’s so comforting to know a young, strong man is always nearby.” 
 
    Travis shrugged. “Oh, well. Me too, Miss… I mean, Francine.” 
 
    “Mmm,” she said, drawing close enough their hips were flush. “It means so much to me, Travis.” She leaned against him, let her hand drift onto his leg. 
 
    Travis looked down with surprise. “Uh… Miss Liberas?” 
 
    “Francine,” she said, giggling. “Remember? It’s Francine. But it’s okay, Travis,” she said, her hand stroking his leg, wandering up and to the bulge on his pants. “Ever since Lyle died, things have been so… hard for me. And I just want to make sure you know how much I… appreciate it. All those things you do for me.” She leaned in closer, giving his cock a small squeeze through the fabric. “All the things you could do for me…” 
 
    Travis opened his mouth but only stammered something nonsensical. He took another heavy swig of his milk, prompting Francine to smile even wider. Her head was pounding with the effort of thinking, but she had to keep going. Just a little more and she could let things take their natural course. He didn’t move as she stroked the bulge of his shaft through his pants, feeling his manhood harden under the denim. “Did you like the milk, Travis?” 
 
    “Uh… y-yeah. But…” 
 
    “Not as good cold, is it?” 
 
    He flushed. “I don’t…” 
 
    “I know,” she said, delicately undoing his zipper. He gasped as his cock burst into the open air. She sucked in a breath, inhaling the thick, masculine musk of her teenage beau. She cooed as her fingers stroked his thick shaft. “I know. It’s much better warm.” She gave his thick cock another squeeze, then pulled back her hands. She grabbed her dress and pulled it over her head. Travis gaped as her massive breasts bounced into the open, dark nipples thick and hard with desire. 
 
    Travis stared. But he didn’t lean away. Didn’t question. His eyes were cloudy with lust and the thick haze of her intoxicating milk. His cock throbbed with arousal and his tongue licked his lips. 
 
    “I’m so full, Travis,” Francine moaned, crossing her arms under her chest and lifting her massive teats for his inspection. “Want a taste, farm boy? Do you want to milk my big, soft breasts? Does my stud want to taste my udders and suck out my warm milk?” 
 
    “Francine…” 
 
    “Please,” she breathed, leaning forward, her warm scent of cream and lust wafting over him. Tempting him. Calling to him. “Do it… for me...” 
 
    Breathing heavily, shirtless, his cock throbbing, he reached out and cupped her breasts. “Ah!” Francine gasped, then cooed. “Ooooh. Yes. You’re so strong.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Travis breathed, awestruck as he gently kneaded her massive breasts, fingers sinking into the soft flesh. “You’re so big.” 
 
    “I know,” Francine moaned. Moisture beaded her hardened teats, the scent of her milk thickening the air even more. “And I need your lips on my breasts, Travis. I need you to milk me. Please, farm boy. I need you to milk my slutty udders.” 
 
    Travis stared, almost entranced by her glorious orbs. He leaned forward, lips trembling. “Ah!” Francine gasped as his lips latched onto her fat nipple. “Oooooh,” she moaned as his lips worked, suckling hungrily. She grabbed his head, nestling it against her pillowy teat as he drank her creamy milk. “Mmmmmmoooooore,” she moaned. “Yesss. That’s it. That’s it my sexy stud. Milk my tits. Drink it up, don’t be shy. I want you to drink as much as you can. Yesssss. Just like that.” 
 
    Travis reached up, kneading her breasts. “Ah!” she gasped, laughing as Travis began to milk her with hands and lips. Her breath came deep and hot. Pleasure pooled warm in her stomach. Her head spinning as the sweet pressure was eased. “Oh yes. Yes Travis. Mmm. Oh fuck. Yes. Fuck! Yes! Milk your cow! Drink my milk! Ah-ahhhhhh!” 
 
    Francine pulled him tight as her thighs shook, orgasm thundering through her, juices squirting out of her and all over the couch. Travis moaned as she came, his suckling growing more confident. More demanding. His grasp grew tighter and at last he suddenly pulled free. Milk painted his lips as he grabbed her and pulled her into a firm kiss. 
 
    Francine gasped, then moaned, surrendering to his powerful touch. His firm, unrelenting kiss. She moved, straddling him, her weight pushing him down into the couch, breasts mashing his broad, firm chest. Milk dribbled down the hard lines of his abs. His cock was pressed between them, the heat of his arousal moistening her cunt. She moaned, hips moving, rubbing his cock against her hot quim. 
 
    “Travis,” she gasped, her hands wandering across his powerful arms. Arms that seemed larger than before. Stronger. His skin seemed a little darker. Almost brown. “Oh my hot stud,” Francine moaned. “I want you. I want you to fuck me so badly.” 
 
    Travis grunted. His eyes were dark. Almost animal. “Yeah?” he said, hands resting on her broad hips, wandering over the freckled flesh of her rear before gripping the soft curves of her bum. “You want me to fuck you?” 
 
    “Oh yesss,” Francine moaned. “I want you to bend me over and tame my pretty pink pussy. I want your thick cock inside me.” 
 
    “I want that too,” Travis grunted. A flicker of a troubled look crossed over his face. “Only… I have a girlfriend. I don’t know…” 
 
    Francine laughed, cupping his face, feeling his smooth chin. “I don’t mind. I can be your slutty neighbour cow. As long as you keep me… mmm… nice and satisfied, you can fuck anyone you want.” 
 
    He bit his lower lip uncertainly. The childish quirk gave her an unexpected thrill. She wanted all of a sudden to turn him more. Make him take her like a man. An animal. All testosterone and power. “Travis,” she moaned, rubbing her massive breasts against his chest, her nipples soaking his bronzed skin with her cream, filling the air with the tantalizing musk of her desire. “Travis. You’re a young man. So powerful. So strong. Women will want to fuck you.” 
 
    “Yeah?” he said. 
 
    “Oh yessss,” Francine moaned, grinding her damp cunt against him, her scent spicing the air, suffocating it. “If a woman wants your cock, you deserve to fuck them. It doesn’t hurt anyone. You’re so powerful. So virile. You should have anyone who wants it. It’s not fair to keep your cock for just one woman. They need you, Travis,” Francine moaned. “I need you. I need your thick cock inside me. I need you to fuck me. Fuck me like an animal. Take me Travis. Tame my slutty cunt!” 
 
    Travis hesitated a moment more. So it’s like that, Francine thought. She smiled, lifted her broad hips, and sheathed his thick cock inside of her. 
 
    “Oooooooh!” Francine moaned, her sensitive cunt gripping the hot rod of his manhood. 
 
    “Fuck!” Travis gasped beneath her. His hands dug into her soft flesh. Shame. Loyalty. All were swept away by the hot tightness of her pussy. He lifted her, strong, stronger than ever before, and brought her down, impaling her on his cock. 
 
    “Ahhhh!” Francine screamed, throwing back her head, wheat blonde hair flying. “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me my stud! Ohhh!” 
 
    Travis grunted. Snorted. He slammed his hips into her, his cock throbbing deep in her cunt. “Fuck! Mnnn! C-cumming!” 
 
    Francine screamed as she felt his hot seed burst inside her. “Ah! Ah! Mooooooooore!” she cried as her cunt clutched him to the root, squeezing his throbbing shaft as he came in her. Her breasts shuddered. Heaved with her laboured breath. Travis roared, the sound thundering through her, awakening a deep-seated pulse of desire for the male. For the dominant, powerful masculine which swelled in his chest. 
 
    She came down, panting, leaning against her younger lover. Travis rested his hands on her hips, his touch firm. Confident. She smiled at him. 
 
    “So strong,” she gasped, her hands splaying on his chest, feeling the hard lines of his abs and chest. 
 
    “Thanks,” he grunted, grinning. 
 
    She smiled back, her insides twitching around him. “Do you want to fuck me again, stud?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he growled. His fingers dug into her hips, and Francine moaned as she felt his thick, virile shaft stiffen again inside her. 
 
    “How do you want me?” she asked, batting her long dark lashes. 
 
    “Like this.” 
 
    Francine squeaked in surprise as he suddenly moved from under her, swinging her about and laying her out on the couch. Her breasts shuddered on her chest with the impact, sloshing with their creamy bounty. She looked up through the valley of her massive teats as Travis loomed over her. Tall. Broad. She smiled when she saw the blunter features of his face. The heaviness of his chest and muscles which corded his huge arms. There was something bestial in the eyes that met hers. Confident and proud with unspoken certainty, far from the blushing boy who had first stepped through the gate that morning. 
 
    Francine reached out, putting her hands on his massive shoulders. “Fuck me, stud,” she breathed. “Take your cow like a bull.” 
 
    “Yes,” he grunted. “Francine.” 
 
    He drew back his hips and jerked forward. Francine gasped, breasts bouncing with the impact. Her legs swung about him, locking around his waist as he began to fuck her, the thick pole of his cock sliding in and out of her sloshing cunt. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Francine moaned, clutching the couch. “Ooooh! F-fuck! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck your cow my bull! Fuck her raw! Ah! Ah! Yes! Mnnn! Yes!” 
 
    Travis snorted, the sound thick. Bestial. The cock within her throbbed, his hips drumming against her, his cock pounding her cunt. 
 
    “Moooooo!” Francine moaned. She gasped as he leaned forward and took one of her thick nipples in his mouth, drinking her milk from the tap. Francine cried out, grabbing his head, holding it to her massive, shuddering teat as he drank from her, hips cock never stopping its pistoning into her. His shaft seeming to stretch her more with every thrust. Growing as he fucked her. 
 
    “Yesss!” Francine screamed. “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck this cow! Ah! Ah! Ahhhhhhh!” 
 
    She came, shuddering with her climax as her young lover fucked her into the couch. She clutched at his head, moaning. A dream but a week ago. A fantasy for the woman she had been. Slim and mild, now busty and fuckable, taking her young, virile neighbour. She screamed again as her orgasm tore through her, her massive teats shuddering with delight. 
 
    Travis pulled his head from her breasts. He grabbed her roughly and crushed a kiss to her lips once more. She submitted to it. His thrusts grew ragged. His breath hot. She felt his body tighten with orgasm, and as he came inside her, her own body answered with yet another thundering climax. 
 
    He sagged atop her, spent. Francine moaned, shifting contentedly beneath him as he withdrew his cock from her well fucked cunt. He lay atop her, his head nestled atop the soft cushion of her breasts. Francine smiled down at him, rustling his curly brown hair 
 
    “Mmm. Well Travis, did you enjoy your work today?” 
 
    He grinned back at her. “Oh yeah.” 
 
    She giggled, her breasts jiggling. “Oh good! Because I think I’ll have a lot of work for you to do around the place these days.” 
 
    His dark eyes smoldered with lust. He took one of her gargantuan breasts, idly fondling it. “Looking forward to it,” he said. 
 
    Francine moaned softly as his thick fingers tweaked the nub of a teat, her head spinning again with need. “Mmmm. Glad to hear it. And I think you should take a few bottles of milk home with you. I have soooo many, after all.” 
 
    His grin grew wider. “Sounds good,” he said, his lips an inch from her teat. “Francine.” 
 
    Francine cooed as he took her breast in his mouth and suckled her. She wrapped her arms around him, holding him close as he drank from her once more. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Law and Order 
 
      
 
    Alexa Laina drummed her fingers atop the desk. No one would ever claim it was easy being a cop. Certainly not being the chief of police of Newhaven. But it made it harder to be a woman. 
 
    It was a highly masculine atmosphere she worked in. More than eighty percent of her officers were male. She’d gotten the job by being, frankly, a bitch. You had to be to be taken seriously. Her brown hair was tied in a bun. Her eyes hard behind a pair of half moon glasses and her uniform perfectly pressed, hiding her curves beneath their bland authoritarianism. She needed to be firm. Strong. Otherwise she’d never have any control of her officers. 
 
    And today, she was going to have to show it more than ever. 
 
    Her intercom buzzed. “Chief? Anders is here.” 
 
    “Send him in.” 
 
    She settled back in her seat as the door opened and Officer Anders stepped in. He’d been hitting the gym, she noticed. He was bigger than she’d seen. His body strained against the stiff fabric of his uniform. His chest stretched his jacket and his pants were tight. She knew he’d requested a larger uniform a week ago. He must have gotten it by now, but looking at it, she would swear he needed another size up. She could even see his cock through his pants, the bulge unmistakeable, and fuck if he wasn’t huge! 
 
    But something else had changed about him. Something more indistinct but far more evident. He was more confident. His movements more sure and heavier, like whatever he did carried more weight. It was a strangely attractive air, and one quite at odds with what she had seen in him before. His dark eyes fell over her, and she felt a flash of a flush under that gaze. Like he could see through her clothes and the curves she hid beneath them. 
 
    “You wanted to see me?” he said, his voice a low rumble that sent a strange sensation shooting to her core. 
 
    Alexa straightened in her chair. “Come in, Anders. Sit down.” 
 
    He shouldered his way into the office, shutting the door behind him. As he took a seat his scent washed over Alexa. Her nose twitched as she inhaled the heady musk of him. Something unspeakably male and what she could only call virile. She suppressed a shiver of hot desire as it swept over her, sending hot lust pooling in her stomach. She clasped her hands before her to hide their shaking. “I think you know why I’ve called you in here.” 
 
    “I can think of one reason,” he said. 
 
    Alexa frowned as his eyes lingered on her chest. “Anders. I’ve been getting reports lately about you. Apparently, some of your fellow officers have noted you’ve started a relationship with several of your female colleagues.” 
 
    He shrugged his broad shoulders. “Just some quick fucking. Shouldn’t be a problem.” He glanced at her, grinned. “You’ve gotten a complaint?” 
 
    She ignored the leer. “That’s not important. I reviewed some footage from your dash cam and I found this.” 
 
    She turned her monitor towards him and started the video. She didn’t need to see it. She’d reviewed it several times in, frankly, shocked wonder. Pulling the car to the side of the road, Anders stepping out, approaching. Then the woman had emerged. Naked but for a black cape, her curves, frankly, jaw dropping. 
 
    Anders watched, leaning back lazily. But his eyes grew interested as he was shown fondling the woman’s huge breasts. He shifted as the video showed him fucking the blonde bombshell in the car, rutting her. Even without audio the woman’s blissful pleasure was evident, as was his own as he took her. 
 
    Alexa blinked. The scent she’d noticed when he came in had grown thicker. She felt a flush creep along the back of her neck. She turned off the video. “Care to explain?” 
 
    Anders blinked, looked towards her. He shrugged. “What’s to explain? She wanted a rough fuck. I gave it to her.” 
 
    “You gave it to her!” Alexa gaped. “Anders! That’s completely unprofessional! You can’t just fuck the people you pull over!” 
 
    “She didn’t seem to mind,” he said, again that lazy smile. 
 
    “That is not the point!” 
 
    Anders shrugged again, his uniform shifting across him. “Chief. I don’t see the problem. She wanted me to fuck her. And who could blame her? What woman wouldn’t want to ride my cock?” 
 
    Alexa gaped. She planted a hand on her face, head spinning. Damn but it was hot in her office. “That is… Anders, this sort of conduct cannot be tolerated.” 
 
    “Oh?” Anders said. He tilted his head forward as he rose out of the chair. “Chief? Are you maybe… jealous?” 
 
    Alexa’s head snapped up. Anders leaned over the desk, his large, powerful hands gripping the edges. She inhaled sharply, her lungs blazing with the hot, spicy scent of his musk. Her head pounded, her uniform almost painfully tight. A-Anders. What are you…” 
 
    “If you wanted a taste, all you had to do was ask.” 
 
    Anders moved about the desk. Alexa watched him come around, her heart beating faster. Her pussy ached, her breasts throbbing. She felt hot and flushed. As if she were drugged. She stared up at him as he loomed over her, the buttons of his uniform straining to contain his body. 
 
    “Anders…” she gasped. 
 
    He smirked, reached down and palmed her breast. She gasped, arching a little, lashes fluttering as hot pleasure surged down her veins like hot wine. “O-oooh,” she groaned. 
 
    Anders grinned and leaned down. His lips locked with hers. 
 
    Her thoughts exploded. Fireworks screamed in her head as he kissed her. Heat surged through her. She felt weak. Needy as his lips devoured hers. His strong hand fondled her breast, teasing the soft flesh. She’d always worn baggier clothing to hide the size of them. She’d needed to. Needed to be seen as sexless as possible. 
 
    Anders released her lips. Alexa sagged in her chair, every breath a gasp. Anders snorted, steam practically shooting from his nostrils. “Let’s see those tits.” 
 
    “I… uh… o-okay…” 
 
    He grabbed her shirt and tore it open. She gasped, buttons clattering across the floor, baring her generous breasts in the modest bra. His eyes flashed. She whimpered at the sheer animal lust in those eyes even as her body answered it, pushing out her chest instinctively. 
 
    “Look at those tits,” he said, snapping the latch of her bra. It fell away, pushed aside by her shapely orbs, nipples capping them with hardened nubs of pink, needy flesh. Anders’s large hand cupped them, palming them with confident hunger. 
 
    “Nnnng!” Alexa gasped, gripping the arms of her chair as pleasure throbbed through her chest. 
 
    “Those’ll look even better soon,” he said. He reached down, opening his pants. Alexa stared, breath heaving through her, head spinning. What was happening? What was going on? This wasn’t how it was supposed to go! 
 
    Then Anders pulled his cock out, and every thought went out the window. Alexa stared, stunned at the size of him. He had to be as thick as her forearm and near as long. And the head of his cock… it was like nothing she’d seen before. The tip flared like a bull. 
 
    She didn’t realize what she was doing until she already on her knees. And by then, it was so much easier, so much simpler, to let her hands glide forward and heft his cock. The scent she’d noticed since he’d entered was so much stronger now. Almost physical like a mist. She inhaled deeply, and her thoughts were further away. Instinct ruled her. Her body’s needs compelling her hands to run up and down that girthy length, feeling the immensity of his shaft with trembling desire. 
 
    Anders grunted deeply. “Want a taste?” 
 
    Alexa nodded shakily. His hand came to rest at the back of her head and urged her forward. She didn’t fight it. Her tongue pushed from between her parted lips and tasted the underside of his cock. She shuddered, moaning. Her breasts ached, a high unlike anything she’d known racing through her. She felt hot. She felt sexy. 
 
    She felt needy. 
 
    She ran her tongue up and down his cock, tasting that virile masculinity. Her breath steamed the air. Her body pinked with flush. She stroked him, feeling the extent of his girthy manhood. She’d had boyfriends, not for a while, and none who could compare to the cock in her hands. She panted, stroking him faster. Her lips kissed the flaring tip of his cock, then parted, and took the first inch. 
 
    “Fuck,” Anders groaned as her lips closed on the head. She moaned, her eyes lidded. His cock hit the back of her mouth. As much as she could take. She began to bob, sucking the tip, her hands moving up and down his virile shaft, stroking the rest of him. 
 
    “Fuck! Yes. Just like that. How does it taste, chief? How does… mnn… how does my cock taste?” 
 
    “Mnnn,” Alexa moaned around his cock. One of her hands slipped lower, following his shaft until she found the hefty weight of his balls. She cupped those thick orbs, cradling them. Her blood pounded through her head. She moaned, fondling him, feeling the thick seed that filled them churn with the urge to stuff her. 
 
    Anders groaned, his hand tightening on the bun of her hair. “Fuck. Chief. I… I’m close. Oh fuck! Fuck!” 
 
    He bellowed, a sound that shot down her spine with a primal sensation of need. His cock throbbed, and he came. Hot seed burst into her mouth. Alexa gagged, pulling off, and still he came. His cum splattered on her face, her chest. She gasped at the heat of his cum as it burned her flushed tits, her nipples throbbing beneath it. 
 
    Alexa looked down at herself in shock. Her hands rose as if on their own accord. Palms ripe with the scent of his cock began to massage his cum into her tits. She moaned, eyes lidding as that wonderful heat seemed to permeate her skin, spreading across her aching breasts. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah,” Anders breathed, watching in awe as Alexa’s breasts slowly expanded. Throbbing with every frantic beat of her heart until all of his cum was gone, soaked into her new breasts. “Lovely.” 
 
    Alexa looked down, staring at her breasts. She cupped them, gasping as a spear of sensitive pleasure raced through her and into her core. She looked up at Anders, and felt a little of her old self. 
 
    “Officer Anders,” Alexa said, climbing to her feet. She planted her hands on her hips, her breasts shuddering as she thrust them out. “You just ruined my uniform and came all over me!” 
 
    Anders grinned. “Sorry ma’am.” 
 
    “Sorry? That’s not going to cut it! Anders, you owe me far more than an apology.” With a smoky look she pushed her bum back onto the edge of the desk. She leaned back, one hand propping her up, the other wandering down her front and sliding down the zipper of her pants. “Officer, I’m afraid I‘m going to have to order you to fuck me.” 
 
    Anders’s grin broadened. “Yes ma’am,” he growled, stepping forward. Alexa smiled heatedly as her fingers deftly undid her belt. Fuck! This was a pain. She was going to have to start wearing skirts at the office. It’d make things so much easier. She exhaled thickly as her pants at last fell open, baring the pink gash of her cunt. 
 
    Anders loomed over her, his hand falling on her hip. Alexa bit her lip as his fingers tightened against her soft flesh, squeezing her shapely hip as he aligned his cock to her pussy. It was so big. She held her breath, the logical part of her wondering if it would fit. Yet she seemed to know it would. 
 
    And she was right. 
 
    “Oooooooh!” Alexa groaned as Anders pushed his cock against her pussy, feeding inch after inch of his thick manhood into her. Her hands tightened on the wood of her desk, her voice rising as more and more of him filled her, stretched her around him. Her inner walls trembled, feeling every pulse of the veins along his inhumanly massive shaft. 
 
    “Fuuuuck!” Alexa cried. She grabbed his back, pulling him tight against her. She trembled around his cock, and when he at last hilted, when she felt the rough fur above his cock tickle her mound, she knew something had changed in her. 
 
    Not to say she had long to reflect on that. Not with Anders stuffing her tight cunt like it were a sleeve. With a heavy grunt he pulled back, then thrust forward. “Ah!” Alexa gasped, quim tightening around his cock, pulling him inside of her again. “Yes! That’s… it! Fuck me, officer. That’s… ahn… an order!” 
 
    “Yes. Ma’am,” Anders grunted, and began to pump. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” Alexa cried as his girthy length sawed inside of her. The desk thumped against the wall, her monitor shaking as Anders pounded her. She rocked against him, pressing her heavy breasts against his chest. Her tits ached, throbbing with that nameless pleasure mirrored in her clutching cunt. 
 
    It didn’t take long for her to feel the beginning of that pressure. That sweet barrier to unspeakable ecstasy. She’d never known it before in such intensity. Her head pounded in time to Anders’s thrusting manhood. Her tits shuddered, swayed. His scent filled the room. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me officer! Don’t… ah… stoooop!” She threw back her head. “Mooooooooore!” 
 
    Anders swore, pushing his head into her shoulder, his hips beating her with bruising force. She felt him near. Felt his hot seed churning inside of him, eager to fill her with his ungodly cum. At last, roaring, he came. Alexa screamed as he did, his hot seed washing through her, blinding her with sweet pleasure. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” she cried as her pussy tightened and rippled around his fat cock, consuming her with waves of orgasmic bliss. Her mind went white as his cum shot into her. She floated on a pink cloud of pleasure for what felt like an eternity. 
 
    Panting, she felt his thick, virile manhood withdraw from her. She slumped back atop her desk, large breasts heaving with every breath. She shook her head, that sweet haze dissipating slowly. She looked back at Anders, who was lazily smiling down at her like a sated bull. 
 
    “Well… officer,” Alexa gasped. “I hope you took away… something from this meeting.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” Anders breathed.  
 
    “Good. Then you… are dismissed.” 
 
    Anders nodded, pushing his cock back into his pants. He ducked out of the office, shutting the door firmly behind him. 
 
    Alexa sighed. She rose from her desk and dropped into her chair. She tilted it back, gasping, staring at the ceiling. Her pussy ached, gaping and drooling a river of thick cum onto her seat. Her shirt and jacket were ripped, her large breasts rising and falling with every heavy breath. 
 
    What happened? 
 
    Alexa stared at the humming fluorescent light in the ceiling for a while. Idly, she ran a hand up to her breast, sucking in a sharp breath as she felt the full flesh, her fingers sinking into it. She glanced down at her heavy tits with fascination as she slowly kneaded it, massaging herself. 
 
    She felt… incomplete, strangely. She frowned a little at her breast, feeling somehow that more should be happening with it. She’d always had large breasts. But for the first time in her life, she felt like they were strangely… inadequate. At least, for her needs. 
 
    And oh, she had needs. She squeezed, biting her lip to stifle the moan that threatened to break from her. She shook her head slowly, leaning forward. Well. First thing’s first. She was going to need a new shirt. And a skirt. Yes. A skirt would look very good. She shifted, her bum creaking in the chair. 
 
    And then she was going to take another look at those tapes... 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Morning Rituals 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! Fuck me my lord! Master Midos! Ah! Yes! Fuck your slutty cooooow!” 
 
    Millie screamed with ecstasy, the sound bouncing around an opulent chamber like some fallen deity’s personal realm. A place of Grecian pillars and fluttering silks. A bed so big it practically was the room. Pillows piled high around them. The harem of a fiend. The pleasure palace of hell. 
 
    Midos didn’t bother to answer her pleasured cries. He just moved, pumping his thick, flaring cock into her. Millie clung to him, her breasts swinging on her chest, her pussy rippling with what seemed like pleasure never-ending as the demon took her, his every breath snorting steam from his bestial nostrils. His eyes glowing with terrible lust, his horns fairly scraping the ceiling with every thrust. 
 
    He was impossible. Perfect. A thing of pure male virility. Sweat rolled off Millie’s flesh, coloured gold in the lava that streamed from the screaming mouths of fountains in the walls. A heat that only spurred her on further. Urged her to take more of her master. Her conqueror. Her god. 
 
    “Ohhh!” Millie squealed as his lips locked onto her fat nipple. “Mnnn! Yes! Suck me! Suck my slutty tits, master! Oh fuck! Fuck me my big bull! Yes! Ah! Fuuuuuck!” she cried as her hot cream splashed onto his tongue. He growled, a sound so low, so feral, so animal Millie felt her heart flutter with breathless lust. She rocked, her pussy squelching around his thick manhood, spreading her atop the bed, spearing her with every thrust, his rugged body a case study in male anatomy if it was drawn by a horny catholic girl. 
 
    Her head spun. Her breath came in ragged gasps. She screamed as she came. “Mmmmmooooore! Fuck me! Fuck your cow my bull! Ahhhhh!” 
 
    She arched, quim tightening around the thick rod of his manhood, her cry rising to a wail. As her hot channel tightened on his veiny shaft Midos grunted, thrust, stuffing her with every inch of his bull cock as he finally came. Millie moaned, her voice trebling as his hot seed washed her hungry depths in a sudden rush of cum. 
 
    She gasped, falling back onto the bed, practically deflating. Her tangled blonde hair clung to her brow with sweat, her cunt aching wonderfully, her breasts filled with the wonderful feeling of satiation after a good, thorough, milking. As she lay beneath him, Millie felt her head clear once more. She sighed, rubbing her forehead lazily. “Mmnnn. Thank you, Midos. That was just what I needed.” 
 
    The bull demon smirked. His mouth opened. 
 
    “Er! Er! Er! Er!” 
 
    Millie jolted awake at the squeal of the alarm, yanked from that realm of demonic debauchery and back to dull reality. She was naked, the blankets twined around her like a choking python. She blinked hazily at the too familiar cream coloured ceiling of her room and postered walls. Glanced at the floor currently hidden under a thick layer of tattered clothes. 
 
    “Hrrrrrnnnnn…” she groaned, falling back. She lifted her foot and banged her heel on the alarm clock, silencing it at last. 
 
    For a moment she simply laid in the blessed silence. Ugh. What a night. What a dream! With a heavy sigh she rolled herself out of the bed and to the floor. She straightened, stretching, and in so doing, caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. 
 
    And damn did she look fine. 
 
    It was rare that she didn’t take any opportunity to admire herself. After all, not so long ago, there hadn’t been much to admire. But those days of flat chested, thin and gangly Millie Liberas were gone. The woman who looked back at the young blonde was a bombshell. Her tits, full and shapely, curved from her chest. Her waist was thin but not skinny, her hips sporting the curves of a fertility goddess. Fitting, considering what had given her them.  She turned this way and that in the mirror, admiring her stunning figure. She smirked and hefted her tits, biting her lip as hot pleasure seared through her. Oh yes. Oh fuck yesssss. She stared at herself in the mirror. At her shapely, heavy tits. She began to bounce them, admiring how firm they were. How full and sloshing and… stuff… 
 
    Realizing what she was doing Millie forced herself to stop. Fuck. She rubbed her face. It had been growing harder to think lately. As the heaviness of her sloshing milk grew in her massive teats, so did her thoughts grow more sluggish and simpler. Her head becoming heavy with a pink fog of dumb need. It was almost maddening if it didn’t feel so fucking good! Fuck. She had to get herself an industrial milker or… something. But good luck explaining why a girl fresh from high school needed one to the guy at the co-op, she thought bitterly as she made her way into the bathroom and turned on the shower. 
 
    Fortunately, she’d found an alternative. One that she more than enjoyed. The clever, eager hands of her cheerslut, formerly known as queen bitch Valerie Mackinera. The hot water helped her focus a little more. She sighed, lathing up her hair. Valerie was good. Very good. Thanks to her, the encroaching stupidity when her tits got too full of milk hadn’t happened for the last few days. 
 
    Yet even as Millie got dressed, she could feel the insidious haze of her brainless ditziness creep in, lurking at the corner of her mind. She gasped as she pulled down her shirt over her gravity defying breasts, biting her lower lip to suppress a moan as the fabric pressed against her thick nipples. She didn’t even try to put on a bra. She’d have to special order one to fit her new cup size, but she doubted she’d bother. A bra just got in her way these days. 
 
    In the idle moments, she wondered if she had made the right decision on that dark night in the bookshop. Her torrid tits ached with the memory of the summoning. Of the demon she’d brought forth. How the massive creature had taken her, fucking her brutally, changing her slim body to grant her new, voluptuous curves. Bathing her in his burning seed until her breasts had swelled to almost absurd dimensions, her hips broadening to fertile curves. So soft. Yet so firm, without the dragging sag she should, by all rights, be suffering under. 
 
    And her milk. Oh, her sweet, sensitive breasts and their lovely milk. 
 
    She sighed heavily, shaking her head. Alright. Time to focus. She frowned, the expression pouty with her soft red lips, her blonde hair bouncing around her head. Maybe she could have Valerie come by and give her a good milking. Ah! So frustrating. Why did her cheerslut have to live so far away? At this rate, she’d need to find herself a stud within four blocks of herself at all times. Or be willing to milk herself into the sink constantly. And that was no option. The world deserved her milk. She wasn’t sure how she knew that, but it was a feeling so strong there was no denying it. She pursed her lips, narrowing her eyes against the tingling sensation of creeping stupidity. No. She’d need a more permanent solution. One that would keep her in good stead. 
 
    But what? 
 
    She didn’t know, and figuring it out wasn’t getting any fucking easier. Fuck! Why did thinking have to be so hard? It would be so much easier to just be a stupid milky heifer getting fucked every day by some bull of a man. 
 
    But instead, she had things to do. She had to get to Newhaven’s college and apply for her courses. Not that she was entirely committed to it yet. She still wasn’t sure what she wanted out of a career. Maybe nursing. Or a lawyer. Or a cop, like that beefy one that fucked her in her car. His big, thick cock stuffing her hungry cunt. Pounding her like a bitch should be. Ooooh, she remembered how his veiny shaft had swelled as he stuffed her. How his lips had latched on to her milky tits and just… sucked… 
 
    Millie realized she was fondling her tits again. God dammit! She wrenched her hands away and kicked about the clothes on the floor until she found her cell phone. Not that long ago, she would have just driven to college in her beaten up old car. But that was another Millie. A string bean, boyish, thin Millie. And current Millie, that shapely, busty, bombshell of a blonde, had something better. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Stop and Frisk 
 
      
 
    Valerie stared into the mirror vacantly. She’d been doing it for a while. She was naked, her expansive breasts on full display. And they were big! She was amazed at this. But she was a little amazed at most things these days, her thoughts wrapped in a milky haze of blissful horniness. Her Mistress’s gift. 
 
    She smiled dazedly as she thought of her Mistress. Mistress had another name, once. Valerie had called her that. But Valerie couldn’t remember what she used to call Mistress. Mistress was Mistress. And she was such a kind Mistress, letting Valerie drink her milk and kiss her ass whenever Mistress let her. Valerie shuddered, cupping her heavy breasts. Mistress was such a good Mistress to such a stupid little slut. Valerie flushed to remember Mistress with her jaw dropping curves. Heavy breasts and toned, curvy bum, nipples hard and drooling that sweet, addictive cream… 
 
    “Mmmmnn…” Valerie moaned as she groped her expansive titflesh. She whimpered, feeling that sweet pressure in her breast. Her fingers crept to her nipples, the hard nubs throbbing with a need to be touched. Panting, Valerie tweaked them. 
 
    “Ah!” she gasped, beads of her cream dribbling down her fat teat. She crooned to herself, the familiar hazy bliss of being milked consuming her head. With utter delight she massaged her nipples, squeezing out a steady trickle of her cream. Ever since she’d started drinking Mistress’s milk her breasts had gotten bigger. Of course, they weren’t bigger than Mistress’s. That would be so totally dumb! How could cheerslut possibly have tits as big as Mistress? 
 
    Mistress… Valerie mashed her breasts together, feeling that sweet pressure grow tighter inside her, like a knot that… like, got tighter if you pulled it! Metaphors were hard. Valerie giggled, gasped as she rubbed her fat breasts eagerly, squeezing out more of her creamy milk. Oh fuck… something was missing. Something that would send her over the edge. Break that wall inside of her she knew some new height of pleasure lurked behind. She pouted at the mirror. If she was smarter, she could figure it out. But Mistress liked her little cheerslut nice and dumb and horny. And to be fair, she liked it too. 
 
    Valerie sighed and dropped her hands, letting her breasts bounce back into place on her chest. Not a hint of sag, she noted proudly. In fact, her whole body was incredibly firm, despite its jaw dropping curves. She turned in the mirror, admiring her every inch, looking over her shoulder as her hands stroked the tan flesh of her bottom. She licked her lips as she rubbed her fingers into her rear, flexing the taut flesh. She gave herself a sharp spank, gasping at the thrum that shot through her, then giggling in delight. 
 
    Bubblegum pop burst through the silence. With all the skill of a spaghetti western marksman Valerie unholstered her phone and put it to her ear. “Hiya!” 
 
    “Hey cheerslut.” 
 
    That voice. Oh, that wonderful voice. Those husky tones fairly turned Valerie’s knees to water. She bit her lower lip, her core thrumming with eagerness. “Mmmistress!” Valerie moaned, curling a lock of hair around a finger. “Um, like, hi! What’s up?” 
 
    “Just need a ride. And I know my favorite slut is going to just be too happy to give me one in her new Porsche.” 
 
    “Totes!” Valerie gasped. “Anything you say!” 
 
    “Good cheerslut. If you hurry, I might even give you a reward.” 
 
    Valerie whimpered, already palming her full tit. “Mmmm. A r-reward?” she gasped, her fingers sinking into pliant, plush tit. 
 
    “That’s right. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Ooooh yessss!” 
 
    “Then come on over. We got things to do.” 
 
    “Okay! Be there… be there in like… two shakes of a lamb’s tail!” 
 
    “Sure. Whatever.” 
 
    Valerie felt her heart plummet as the phone hung up. Oh poop. She wanted to hear Mistress’s voice some more. One time, Mistress had even talked her through drinking her own milk. Lifting her plump tit to her own mouth. The feeling of sucking down her own sweet cream… 
 
    Oh! But, Mistress wanted to see her. Which meant Valerie would get to lick Mistress out. Or better yet! Drink her milk! Which meant the sooner Valerie got there, the sooner she’d be drowning in soft tit flesh! 
 
    Giggling in delight, Valerie quickly dressed. With a tight top and a skirt binding up her assets, she pattered down the stairs and swung into her car. It was a lovely one. A Porsche. Richard, her stepfather, had gotten it for her on her birthday. He had a thing for her, and since she had been drinking Mistress’s milk and getting, just, the bestest curves he’d been absolutely ogling her! She giggled to herself as she slipped into the driver’s seat. Maybe she should let him fuck her. She knew he’d love it. 
 
    The Porsche purred under her hands and down the drive. The suburban streets flicked by, houses all lined up in neat rows of cookie cutter perfection. Valerie idly watched them flick by. She must have been going fast, because the next thing she knew was a pair of flashing red and white lights in her rearview mirror. 
 
    “Oh dang,” Valerie groaned as she pulled over. She pouted behind the wheel, disappointed by the delay. 
 
    Then she saw the man who stepped out of the cruiser, and she sat up attentively. He was a big man, practically bursting out of his uniform and just oozing that confident masculinity that made her melt. He strode forward, and as his powerful legs moved, Valerie caught the unmistakeable shape of his cock pressing against his pants. 
 
    He tapped the window. Valerie rolled it down, her nose twitching as his scent rolled over. It was thick and powerful. Masculine and sharpened by the thick musk of sweat. A quiver shot through the young bimbo, racing down to tingle in her core. Valerie batted her lashes at the powerful male. 
 
    “What… um… what can I, like, do for you, officer?” 
 
    The cop pushed his tinted glasses down. “Anders,” he said, his voice a low rumble that rolled through her in a storm of lust. “Officer Anders. Were you aware you were speeding?” 
 
    Valerie licked her plump lips. “Um. No, sir. But I can explain.” 
 
    Anders leaned on the roof of the car. “Can you now?” 
 
    Valerie giggled. “Oh yes officer! I can. See, I’m, like, a cheerslut.” 
 
    “…Hm?” 
 
    “Oh yeah!” Valerie gushed. “And, a cheerslut is, like, suuuper dumb. Because she doesn’t have to be smart! She just has to be slutty and horny for Mistress!” 
 
    “I’ll agree with that,” Anders grunted.  
 
    “Oh I know!” Valerie piped. “So I was thinking of, like, climbing between Mistress’s legs and just, like, licking her out until she gave me her nipple to suck. Because she just has, like, the best cream ever. Even better than mine! See?” Valerie lifted her chest, her breasts bouncing in the tight confines of her shirt. Anders eyed them. 
 
    “That right?” 
 
    “Oh yes! And so, I was, like, thinking about doing that, and I guess I got kind of ditzy and silly and like, forgot about how fast I was going. Mistress is always telling me I’m like, super silly and stupid. And that’s why I need Mistress around. Because she always knows what I should do, and I know she’s right because I, like, totally love whatever she makes me do.” 
 
    Anders took in a deep breath of Valerie’s tingling scent. His nostrils flared and his eyes burned. Valerie sat, looking up at him with her soulful eyes, wiggling back and forth to make her milky tits sway enticingly. 
 
    “Please, officer. I really need to go.” 
 
    Anders drummed his fingers on the roof of the car. “Alright, cheerslut. I guess I can’t arrest someone for being a dumb bimbo.” 
 
    “Yeah!” Valerie giggled. “Oh thanks sir! I, like, really owe you one!” 
 
    “Yeah,” Anders grunted. He pointed down. “And I think you can start paying me back right now.” 
 
    Valerie’s eyes swung down automatically to the straining bulge in her pants. She smiled brightly. Oh! She knew how to do this! “Totally!” Valerie giggled. She opened the car door and stepped out, her short skirt riding high on her plush hips. 
 
    Anders watched her intently, grinning. He glanced casually aside, noting the car shielded them from sight, then nodded to her. “Alright. Get to work.” 
 
    Valerie was only too happy to. She dropped to her knees before him, a place she found almost as comfortable as on her back. She took his zipper between her fingers and gave it a tug, easing it down and freeing his thick, turgid shaft. The musky smell of it made her quiver with hungry need. She practically drooled as she hefted his manhood. Oooh! His tip was all blunt and flared. Like a bull. Was that… normal? Eh. Who cared? Thinking about it was too much effort. Especially when his shaft practically begged for her attention. Her hands ran slowly up and down his meaty cock, stroking him to get him as hard as possible. She felt her core throb, her blood heat with need. Of course. This was what she’d been missing. This was what she’d needed. A fat cock to lick and suck and do so much for… 
 
    Adoringly, she ran her tongue up his thick cock. Anders groaned as she licked up the underside, teased the tip, her lips kissing the head of his oddly blunted cock. Oh fuck. The taste of him made her eyes roll with almost drugged ecstasy. Her pussy steam with need. Again she licked up him. Again she sucked on that thick tip. 
 
    “Oh fuck yes,” Anders groaned. “Fuck, you’re a born bimbo slut.” 
 
    “Mmm. Thanks,” she giggled. 
 
    “No talking, now,” he said, pushing her face back against his dark cock. “Your mouth should be busy.” 
 
    She couldn’t agree more. Happily she opened her lips and took his thick shaft between them, her mouth engulfing his cock in a moist heat that made him moan. Valerie began to bob, her cheeks hollowing for better suction, her hand reaching below to find his apple sized balls and toy with them. Oh fucking fuck he was so big. So wonderful. None of the boys she’d had in high school or since compared. So this was what it was like to take a real man’s cock. She moaned hungrily, bobbing faster. Oh, it was so goooood. 
 
    Anders’s breathing was deep, his uniform creaking as his thick chest rose and fell. He let his head fall back, moaning softly, eyes shut as he focused only on the sensation of the bimbo slut worshipping his cock. He groaned, thrusting into her sucking mouth, shivering with delight as she eagerly worked his cock, her soft tits pressed against his legs. He could feel himself drawing closer to that peak. His balls churning as she rolled them between her fingers. Teased him towards that wonderful peak. 
 
    “F-fuck! Yes. Yes! Gnnn!” 
 
    He gasped as he exploded inside her mouth, Valerie moaning as his cum pumped into her, her throat working as she eagerly swallowed his hot load, feeling it slide down her throat to form a comforting, warm lump in her stomach. She pulled her lips free with a heavy gasp, a dollop gleaming in the corner of her mouth before her tongue slurped it up. 
 
    “Mmnn. So good,” she moaned, looking up at him eagerly. 
 
    Anders grinned down at her. “Good girl,” he said. He glanced back down the road. “Well,” he said, pulling back up his pants, zipping up. “I guess I’ll let you off. Today.” 
 
    “Oh thanks!” Valerie beamed up at him. “You’re like, just the best!” 
 
    Anders snorted, mussed her hair. “That’s right. Now, get along.” 
 
    Valerie giggled as she pushed her plump bottom back into her car. She fluttered her lashes at Anders. “Thank you, officer,” she giggled, blowing him a kiss.” 
 
    Anders smirked at her and turned back. Valerie watched him walk back to his cruiser, admiring the toned, physical perfection in him. Ooooh how she wished she could have let him bend her over, cuff her to the seat, and show her what a bimbo slut she truly was. But no. No. Mistress wanted to see her. 
 
    The memory of Millie banished any lingering attachment she felt towards staying. After all, she thought as the engine purred to life under her hand, what could be better than servicing Mistress? Drinking all her warm milk. Being permitted to lick Mistress’s cunt. 
 
    Such thoughts were high in her mind as she pulled to a stop before that familiar home. Flushed, but beaming, Valerie eased into the drive and out the car. She fairly bounced to the door and rang the bell. 
 
    The door opened, and there she was. 
 
    Valerie basked in her Mistress’s presence. Oh. Her imagination hadn’t done her goddess justice. “Mistress!” Valerie gasped. “Hi!” 
 
    “You’re late, cheerslut,” Millie observed, crossing her arms beneath her heavy bust. 
 
    “Yeah! I got pulled over by a cop.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yeah! But when I explained that I had to get to you, Mistress, he was totes understanding.” 
 
    “Is that right?” Millie said with a single raised brow. 
 
    “Oh yeah! I just had to explain. But um… it was a little hard.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Well his cock was in my mouth an awful long time.” 
 
    Millie rolled her eyes. “Of course it was. Any problem can be solved with copious cock sucking, can’t it, cheerslut?” 
 
    “Uh huh!” Valerie beamed. 
 
    “Whatever. Come on. We need to get going.” 
 
    “Where to, mistress?” Valerie asked, bouncing after Millie as the curvier woman made her way to the waiting Porsche. 
 
    “Got things to do. Need to apply at the college for my courses.” 
 
    Valerie scratched her head. “Huh? But like… why would you need to?” 
 
    Millie sighed. “Well, cheerslut, not all of us have a rich daddy to pay our way through life. So I need an education and a decent job.” 
 
    “Oh. But Mistress, why would you need to? Anyone would be totally willing to do whatever you want if they got to suck your tits.” 
 
    Millie’s hand froze on the handle of the door. She lifted her head, looking back. “…What?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “What you just said. What was it?” 
 
    Valerie blinked as she tried to remember back ten seconds. “Oh!” she said, brightening like a bulb. “Like, why would you need a degree, Mistress? Won’t everyone just do, like, whatever you told them to if you offered them to, like, suck your tits?” 
 
    Millie slowly turned back to the beaming bimbo. “…That’s… actually not the stupidest thing you’ve ever said, cheerslut. Congratulations. Looks like a stopped clock is right twice a day.” 
 
    “Thanks, mistress!” Valerie giggled. “But, what do clocks have to do with this?” 
 
    Millie shook her head. “Figure of speech, cheerslut.” 
 
    “Oh! I gotcha. Oooh! Does that mean we can go shopping?” 
 
    “Eh?” 
 
    “We aren’t going to college now. Right? Then let’s go shopping!” 
 
    Millie considered that. But after all, why not? It would give her an opportunity to think about what Valerie said some more. “Alright. Sure. You drive, cheerslut.” 
 
    Valerie gave a squeak of delight as Millie slapped her firm bottom, urging her towards the car. Giggling, Valerie bounced back into the driver’s side, shut the door, and started the engine. She squirmed with awareness of Mistress as she climbed in the passenger side. Soon enough she’d get a chance to bury her tongue in Mistress’s muff. 
 
    And what could be better than that? 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    House Calls 
 
      
 
    Alexa drew her cruiser to a halt before the cream coloured house with the red roof. She checked the address again. This was it. The Liberas house. Apparently this was where Millie Liberas, the owner of the car Anders had pulled over, lived. She tucked the slip of paper away and stepped out of the cruiser, shutting the door. Her vest creaked a little around her bust as she brushed out her skirt.  
 
    Her mind went back to the experience in the station, when she’d called Anders to her office. She felt a flush climb her face again, her breathing deepening. Oh god. Why had she done that? What could have possessed her to… to… 
 
    Alexa took a deep breath, centered herself. She groaned as her breasts strained her tight jacket. Fuck! Why was the damn thing so tight these days? It hadn’t used to be. She massaged her brow until her headache faded a bit, then pulled her hat back on, adjusting it firmly. 
 
    Right. Time to deal with this. 
 
    She walked up the drive to the waiting home. It was nice. A little island of suburbia in a town that, quite frequently, was dominated more by the swathes of farmland just beyond. She smiled at a few butterflies on some flowers, fanning their wings in the hot noon day, then looked back to the door. She raised her hand to knock. 
 
    “Fuuuuck!” 
 
    Alexa froze. Something banged inside the house. A woman cried again, the sound sending a shock through Alexa’s core. She stepped back, scanned the building quickly. Reaching down, she carefully unholstered her gun and activated her radio. 
 
    “This is car 49. Possible domestic disturbance. I’m going in.” 
 
    “Roger.” 
 
    Alexa carefully touched the handle and tried it. Unlocked, thank god. Alexa eased it open and darted inside. 
 
    The gun was a comfortable weight in her hand as she moved through the foyer. The banging sound was coming from the living room. Alexa edged near the entrance and spun around the corner. 
 
    “Police! Fre…” 
 
    The word died in her throat. Her mouth slowly fell slack. 
 
    Draped on the couch was quite possibly the curviest woman Alexa had ever seen. Her breasts swayed, her hips rocking and her stunning face a picture of blissful enjoyment. Clutched between her thighs, naked as her, was a powerfully built young man pistoning into her sopping cunt. The banging had been the couch slamming against the wall, the screams the woman’s wails of pleasure and the grunts those of her eager lover as he fucked her. 
 
    Then, to Alexa’s horror, the woman opened her eyes and looked straight at her. The woman smiled blissfully, rocking her hips even more eagerly. “Yessss!” she screamed, clawing the man’s back. “Yes! Ah! Yes Travis! Deeper! Deeper! Fuck meeeee! Mnnnnnnn!” 
 
    She moaned whorishly, and Alexa watched as the young man stiffened, give a great cry that shot through Alexa like a bullet, and came inside the curvy blonde. 
 
    Panting in post coital delight, the woman patted her lover on the back. “Oh Travis. Mnn. Good… good job. Ah. But… but we got company…” 
 
    Travis turned his head. His features were… unusual. Heavy and broad for such a young man, but something about him sent a shiver through to Alexa’s core. He withdrew his cock from his lover with a wet, slurping sound, and Alexa had to try hard not to stare at the size of his tool. 
 
    “Officer,” he grunted. 
 
    Alexa realized she was still holding her gun. Quickly she holstered it. “Um. Sorry. I… I thought I heard…” 
 
    “Oh no problem,” the woman breathed, lounging in all her naked glory on the couch, cum drooling from her gaping pussy. “No doubt we were being very loud.” She giggled. “Travis? Mind going upstairs and getting my bathrobe. I’m just… so indecent right now.” 
 
    “Sure, Francine.” Travis walked by Alexa, his scent wafting over her and sending a pulse of hot lust through the officer. Alexa watched him go, his hard ass clenching as he walked upstairs. 
 
    “So how can I help you?” Francine asked sweetly. 
 
    Alexa started. She keyed her radio. “False alarm. Situation under control.” 
 
    “Roger,” crackled the reply. 
 
    Alexa took her hand away from the radio and turned back to the buxom woman on the couch. “Again, I am so sorry for bursting in. Alexa Laina. Chief of the Newhaven Police Department. I thought… I didn’t realize…” 
 
    “It’s really no problem,” Francine giggled. “It was kind of nice. Oh, I haven’t been caught out like that since I was in my teens. Mmm. What a night that was,” she breathed, a finger circling a puffy nipple. 
 
    Alexa swallowed. She was downright relieved when Travis returned with a loose bathrobe he handed to Francine. “Thank you, honey,” Francine said sweetly. She cupped his cheek, kissing him long and hungrily. Alexa stood, watching, too nervous to look away or do much of anything else. Her heart hammered in her chest, her breasts aching against her bra and her too tight uniform. 
 
    “So,” Francine said, throwing the bathrobe over her shoulders and cinching it around the waist, something that only brought her gargantuan breasts into further prominence as the fabric strained about her mounds, not even managing to fully close. “What can I help you with, officer?” 
 
    Alexa cleared her throat, trying not to stare at the window of creamy flesh. “Ah. Yes. Miss Liberas. It seems one of my officers stopped your… your daughter about a week ago.” 
 
    “Oh!” Francine gasped, hand flying to her mouth. She leaned forward, her bathrobe stretching around her chest, just revealing the beginning of those pink, luscious nipples. “Millie? Nothing happened to her, did it? She okay?” 
 
    “She’s… she’s fine,” Alexa quickly assured her, trying not to stare at the massive breasts. Were… were those a pair of damp spots forming in the bathrobe? “I just came by to see… to ask her a few questions regarding the stop…” 
 
    “Oh, I’m afraid Millie isn’t home right now. She keeps such odd hours,” Francine said. 
 
    “Uh huh,” Alexa murmured. The scent in the air was getting stronger. The tang of sex, almost stifling before, was being joined by something… not altogether unpleasant. But very… odd. Something creamy and sweet. Alexa’s head began to pound. Her breasts ache and her quim moisten against her panties. 
 
    “Would you like to wait for her to get back?” Francine asked sweetly. “She’ll be due later today. I’m not sure when, but she always come back in good time. I think she has classes. She just graduated; you know. I’m so proud of her.” 
 
    “Uh… yes… Waiting sounds… sounds good,” Alexa said weakly. 
 
    “So glad to hear it. Would you like a glass of milk?” 
 
    “Milk?” 
 
    She jumped as a cool glass was dangled over her. She tilted back her head, eyes widening at the sight of Travis looming behind her. The young man smiled, and Alexa felt her heart speed up at that grin on his broad, masculine face. She inhaled, and his musky scent washed over her, spiced with the sharp scent of sex. 
 
    Alexa took the glass. “Uh… thank you… Travis.” 
 
    “No problem,” he said, rounding the chair. He went over to the couch where Francine sat, leaning over the busty blonde and kissing her long and hungrily. Alexa felt her flush deepen; her body burn in the confines of her uniform. She hastily took a drink of her milk. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Oh… that was good. 
 
    Alexa chugged the sweet cream eagerly. It filled her, spreading through her like a warm haze, lulling her thoughts and body into a warm muzziness. 
 
    “Enjoy it?” Francine said with a smile. 
 
    “That was good,” Alexa breathed. 
 
    Francine giggled. “So glad you liked it! But goodness you look so warm Alexa. Why not get that stuffy jacket off? It might be a while until Millie gets back. You should get comfortable.” 
 
    “I… I don’t know if that would be appropriate,” Alexa said. 
 
    “Nonsense. Not appropriate was you walking in on me taking Travis’s fat cock. Relax a little.” 
 
    Alexa flushed again. But… she supposed it would be okay. And it was so unseasonably hot in there. Awkwardly, she loosened the buttons of her jacket. She sighed as her breasts pushed out into the air, still confined by her shirt, but free of the tightness of her jacket. 
 
    “Mnn. Isn’t that better?” Francine said. 
 
    “It is more comfortable,” Alexa admitted. 
 
    “Course it is. Now. Travis? Where were we?” 
 
    “I think I know,” he said, yanking aside Francine’s bathrobe. 
 
    Alexa gaped as Francine’s massive teat once more came into view. Only this time, she saw something she hadn’t before. Or perhaps, hadn’t quite realized was there. A moistness on her jutting nipple, gleaming in the light of the lamp. Travis leaned in, and his lips locked onto that tender peak. 
 
    Alexa stared as the young man began to hungrily drink from the buxom milf’s teat. Francine moaned, easing back into the couch, her body quivering with pleasure as her younger lover suckled her. “Oooooh y-yes! Mnnn! So… so hungry… ah…” 
 
    Alexa sat, frozen, unable to properly comprehend what she was seeing. What was happening. But one thing she did know. One thing she couldn’t deny was the low pulse of warmth that spread through her in a wave. Her hands clutched the empty glass. Her tongue flicked across her lips, again tasting that sweet milk. 
 
    The milk… 
 
    Realization hit her like a brick. Alexa’s eyes widened in shock as she watched Travis milk the busty blonde. “Oh god,” Alexa breathed. Her heart hammered in her chest, and yet… and yet she couldn’t look away. She could only stare, dumbstruck by the debased sight happening right in front of her. 
 
    “Oooooh Travis,” Francine moaned, her hips quivering, the bathrobe slipping aside, pushed away by her shuddering tits, revealing her inner thighs and her slickened pussy, still wet with cum. “Ohhhh yessss! Mnnn! F-fuck that’s so good. That’s so good! Milk me. Milk me my hungry boy. Ah. Ahn! Oh fuck yes…” 
 
    Alexa’s breasts were aching. Her shirt, her bra, were almost painfully confining across her chest. Her hands shook, but she couldn’t stop them from touching her own soft breasts. From hooking her fingers in the edge of her shirt and tugging it off, baring her lacy bra. 
 
    She grasped her breasts, fingers sinking into those plush orbs. Not near so large as Francine’s, but ample still. Ample and soft… and tight… and… and so good. She was panting, watching as the torrid embrace of Francine and her younger lover, the pair grinding against each other as if she wasn’t here. Wasn’t watching. Like her panties weren’t clinging to her rapidly dampening cunt… 
 
    “Ohhh Travis! Ah. Ah! Yes. Yes… Oh… Oh o…officer… S-so sorry, I… ah… I’m being so rude. Would you… mmnnn… like a taste?” 
 
    Alexa looked down as Francine shifted, lifting a heavy breast. The buxom milf gave a gentle squeeze to her teat, moaning as a dollop of cream grew on her puffy nipple, sliding down the pale curve. Alexa gave a soft whine. 
 
    “I… I don’t… I…” 
 
    “Oh please,” Francine moaned. “It’s so… so heavy. And you… you serve and… mnnn… protect. Right? Then… ah… please serve… serve me…” 
 
    Alexa stared. She couldn’t look away from that shuddering orb. She realized she was on her feet, moving across the room. She couldn’t help it. Couldn’t look away. Her body burned with need. With red hot desire that shot through her veins like mulled wine. Her head spun as she settled down on the couch, straddling Francine’s leg, whimpering as her hot snatch rested on the curvy woman’s thigh. Then she was leaning forward, her lips were on that nipple, and she sucked. 
 
    And sucked. 
 
    And drowned in warm cream. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh!” Francine screamed as the two drank at her gushing tits. “Yesssss! Oh yes. Oh fuck yesss! Milk me. Taste me. Oh fuck. Oh mnnnn! D-don’t stop. Never stop! Ohhh yes. Yes! Ahhhhh!” 
 
    Francine screamed with joy, her pussy tightening as she came. Alexa moaned as she sucked at the milf’s soft tit, drinking down her gushing cream with every hint of satisfaction, drowning herself, burying herself deeper. Deeper. 
 
    A calm began to spread through her. A new sense of purpose and… vitality. A sense of her old self. Yet more than that. So much more. She lifted her lips from Francine’s tit, her mouth buzzing with the taste of the milf’s sweet cream. Her eyes were dark and hungry as she looked down at the flushed, panting cow of a blonde. 
 
    “Well Miss Liberas, it seems to me this meeting has been a bit derailed.” 
 
    “Ohhh yesss,” Francine moaned weakly. 
 
    “Quiet miss,” Alexa said, tweaking Francine’s nipple. Francine squeaked, arching, a bead of milk dribbling from her teat. “Now, it seems to me that I won’t be able to get a word of sense from you right now. So it behooves me to ensure that you are in a calmer state of mind.” 
 
    “Ohhh it doeeees,” Francine moaned weakly. 
 
    “So glad we agree,” Alexa said, sliding down the busty milf’s form and in between her shapely thighs. Alexa smirked at the sight of Francine’s gaping cunt, still damp with Travis’s cum. Alexa inhaled deeply, admiring the older woman’s depths. Then she leaned in and ran her tongue up Francine’s gash. 
 
    “Ohhhhh!” Francine gasped, eyes flying open, then lidding in desire. “Mnnn. Yessss. Just like that. Oh you… ah… naughty thing you…” 
 
    Alexa let that one slide. Her mouth was much better occupied. Travis’s seed oozed onto her tongue, mingling with Francine’s own womanly taste. A faintly bitter medley. Yet, strangely, deeply satisfying. She pushed Francine’s thighs further apart, drilling her tongue into the mature woman’s pussy. 
 
    “Mn!” Alexa gasped as she felt a pair of strong hands slide up her hips and under her skirt. She glanced back, finding Travis behind her. The young man grinned down at her, pushing her skirt up, baring the flush orbs of her ass as he tenderly stroked her. 
 
    “Mnnn. Oh Travis. Are you thinking about fucking the nice police officer?” Francine gasped. 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    The blonde milf giggled. “Oooh, I think that could be fun! What about you, officer?” 
 
    “Hmm, an interesting proposal,” Alexa mused, nuzzling at Francine’s mound. “You think you’re up to it?” 
 
    “Oh he is,” Francine moaned, palming one of her own heavy tits, her expression rapturous. “Mmm. There’s nothing like a… ah… virile young man to just make you feel alive again…” 
 
    “Hmph,” Alexa said, raising her toned ass. She adjusted her hat back around her ears purposefully. “Well, you’d better live up to it. Or I might have to take you in.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” Travis said, his grin telegraphing how he relished the prospect, even as he hooked a finger in Alexa’s panties and tugged them down, baring the flush gash of her cunt. 
 
    “Oooh,” Alexa gasped as Travis teased her lower lips with the flaring head of his cock. 
 
    “Sounds like she likes it,” Francine hummed. 
 
    Alexa gave the flushing milf a look and dove back into her cunt. “Ahhh!” Francine gasped, flexing with pleasure as the policewoman’s tongue licked and stroked her shuddering cunt. “Ohhh. Oh yes! Mnnn! Oh officer. Oh fuuuuck!” 
 
    Alexa moaned into Francine’s muff as she felt Travis press inside her. Ohhh it felt so good to have a cock in her again. Something so wonderful and completing about being spread by a thick slab of virile manhood. He drew back, only the crown of his throbbing cock remaining in the busty officer, then thrust home again. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” Alexa cried into Francine’s cunt. With all the impatience of the young Travis began to pound her, sawing his veiny shaft in and out of her eager cunt. Alexa panted, her breath steaming as she hungrily ate out Francine. Her tongue slipped in deeper, seeking out the hooded pearl of the other woman’s clit, her tastebuds tingling against bitter cum and sweet juices. 
 
    “Ahhn!” Francine gasped, thighs tightening around Alexa’s head, her hands clinging to the couch. Oh ho! Grinning, panting, Alexa attacked that buzzing bead with all the skill she never knew she had. She’d never considered herself a lesbian, or even attracted to women. But there was just something about Francine’s mature, milky body. Her heaving breasts and panting face that made Alexa want to torment her. Drive the other woman to her peak and then beyond. Tease her until she screamed and whimpered and just… melted… 
 
    “Oh… oh fuck… oh fffffuck! Cumming! I’m… Moooooo!” 
 
    Francine shuddered as she came. Alexa gasped as she was suddenly washed in the mature woman’s juices, Francine’s orgasm thundering through her like a freight train, sending her whole body tightening with her exquisite peak. 
 
    “Ahnn. Mnnn,” Alexa panted over the slapping of Travis’s hips against her firm ass. She started to thrust back, rocking between them, driving the whimpering Francine towards another sweet orgasm. Oh god she was so close. So terribly, terribly close! Her whole body was warm. On fire! Her bra strained against her tits. Her ass ached with the pounding of Travis’s hips. “Mmmn… mmmm…. Mnnnnnn!” Alexa’s scream was muffled by Francine’s cunt, her peak racing through her like liquid fire. 
 
    “Ohhhhh!” Francine screamed, pushed again beyond the edge. 
 
    “Fuck!” Travis swore, burying his thick cock as deep as he could into Alexa’s cunt. She cried out as the hot surge of his cum surged into her womb, her pussy clamping down on his twitching cock. Her head spun. Her body twitched. 
 
    She collapsed into Francine’s muff, panting, gasping. With a grunt Travis drew his cock out of her, Alexa groaning as she felt that wonderful fullness abandon her hot depths. 
 
    “Mnnn. That was… that was wonderful…” Francine moaned, stroking her shaking teats happily. 
 
    Alexa took a deep breath, inhaling another gasp of Francine’s pussy before she lifted her head, expression pert. “Well, Miss Liberas, I am glad that you enjoyed it. However, I don’t think we… ha… managed to get much of an interview done.” 
 
    Francine giggled. “True. But… mm… my daughter isn’t even home yet…” 
 
    “No. She is not. And I’m beginning to wonder if you’re telling me all you know.” 
 
    Francine blinked blankly. “Sorry?” 
 
    “Miss Liberas,” Alexa said, rising. She reached into her belt, producing a pair of handcuffs. “I believe I’m going to have to interrogate you. Somewhere more… private.” 
 
    Francine blinked again, then her expression deepened, growing smoky and playful. “Oh but officer… I don’t know anything…” 
 
    “I will be the judge of that. On your feet. I believe we’ll conduct this interview in your bedroom. Travis?” 
 
    The burly young man stiffened, in several ways. “Ma’am?” 
 
    “I’m deputizing you for the moment. Your assistance in interrogating Miss Liberas will be invaluable. Now, kindly assist me in escorting her upstairs.” 
 
    Travis grinned. “Yes ma’am!” 
 
    Francine giggled, pulling herself to her feet. Playfully she raised her hands, walking down the hall, her ass pressing against her bathrobe and swaying tantalizingly before them. Alexa watched it raptly and licked her lips, tasting Francine’s juices still on her face. She groped one of her heavy breasts as she followed the pair, then glanced down curiously at a pair of damp spots on her bra… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Home 
 
      
 
    Millie pushed open the door and staggered inside. God she was tired. Playing with her cheerslut really wore her out. She yawned, fanning her mouth, then paused and sniffed. Something smelled… heady. Creamy. Not unpleasantly so, but distinctly. 
 
    She considered it a moment, then shrugged and made her way upstairs. She needed a nap. As she climbed the steps, she made out a creaking sound from her mother’s room. She paused, glancing in that direction curiously. A muffled moan came from beyond the door. 
 
    Millie gaped. She felt a flush climb her cheeks in a sudden swell of heat. Was… was her mom… 
 
    “Ohhhhh!” 
 
    The trebling moan shot up Millie’s spine like lightning. She stiffened, her nipples pushing out against her shirt in a sudden rigid tension. No way. No way! Who, though? Her father died years ago and she didn’t think her mother was dating anyone. So… 
 
    Curiosity tingled in the back of her mind. Millie carefully cracked open the door and peered inside. 
 
    It was dark inside her mother’s room. A sliver in the curtains let in a bit of light, and by it, Millie could make out two curvy forms on the bed. Her mother lay back, thighs parted, panting heavily, a pair of breasts that defied reality heaving with pleasure. Between her legs crouched an equally curvaceous woman, though her body was far more toned and firmed than her mother’s soft curves. The second woman was wearing a police hat, for some reason, and was busily lapping at Francine’s cunt. 
 
    “Oooh yessss! Fuuuuck mee,” Millie’s mother moaned, rolling her hips against the other woman’s face. There was a clink, and Millie realized her mother was handcuffed to the bed posts. 
 
    Millie stared, stunned for a moment. And… oddly aroused. She could feel the familiar pink haze fluttering around her head. Her breasts aching to be milked of their creamy bounty. She bit her lip, trying to resist the torrid pleasure that stirred deep in her cunt. Oh fuuuck. She wanted to be in there. She wanted to shove her fat tit into her mother’s face. Wanted to ride the older woman while the one in the cap licked her plump bottom, all the while a man hammered her cunt, driving her to an orgasm. 
 
    Millie’s hand slid down, coaxing open her pants, sliding a finger along her quim. Oh she shouldn’t. She really shouldn’t. But… but she couldn’t stop. Couldn’t stop her finger from sliding up and down her hot cunt. Couldn’t deny that same finger slipping inside of her honeypot, stirring it inside her tightening cunt. 
 
    “Oh yes!” her mother gasped, shuddering, panting. “P-please! More! P-please!” 
 
    “What’s that?” the woman in the hat said, cocking her head. “Did I hear you ask for something?” 
 
    “Y-yes. Yes! Please. Please Alexa! Oh f-fuck… P-please! Suck my tits! I’m soooo full!” 
 
    Millie gasped as her mother thrust out her chest, presenting her flush orbs for inspection, her thighs quaking with need. Alexa smiled with such wicked delight that Millie’s hand redoubled its pace, thrusting into her hot cove, stroking her shuddering inner walls. 
 
    “Hmm. Well, when a slut is so eager, I suppose I could do something…” 
 
    Millie nodded as she watched. Oh yes. Yes, please do something. Please do it! She panted, watching as the buxom cop slid up her mother’s form, sliding a hand between her mother’s thighs. Her lips locked on to Francine’s nipples, tongue flicking out, teasing circles around the jutting nipples, already leaking their pale cream. 
 
    The sight spurred Millie on. Urged her fingers faster. Faster. Her mother’s gasping whines, trembling with need filled her daughter with a panting fire that burned in her chest like an inferno. Millie felt the sweet pressure in her chest. She palmed her tit with a free hand, her hips rocking, her fingers thrusting, her whole body flowing with the movements of her sultry pleasures. Oh fuck. Oh fuck she was so close! So near! Her breath steamed from her mouth, her eyes locked on the scene through the door as Alexa continued to tease her mother. Spurring her on and on. Making her gasp and moan and tremble with need for that sweet completion she so craved. 
 
    Millie wanted it. She wanted to see it. Her whole body burned. Ached. Her mind spun in clouds of sweet pink arousal. 
 
    She gasped as a pair of hands rested on her rump. She tilted back her head, looking up. It took her a moment to recognize Travis. He was… bigger. Stronger. His face firmer and broader. Thick hair covered his chest and the backs of his arms almost like fur. Readily apparent, because he was utterly naked. 
 
    “Millie,” he said, squeezing her plush rump. 
 
    “T-Travis,” she gasped, pushing her bottom into his palms. “What… what are…” 
 
    “Been helping your mom around the place,” he said, his voice heavy, thick with desire. 
 
    Millie panted, her ass unconsciously pressing into his palm. Into his lap, where she felt an unmistakeable bulge. “O-oh. I um… see. You ah… look different…” 
 
    “Yeah,” Travis said, his hands migrating from her ass to her hips, up her sides. “You too. Gotta say, was surprised when I saw you leave your house that one time. But, guess we’ve both been… drinking our milk.” 
 
    Millie’s eyes widened, a single idea piercing that growing pink haze. Oh. Oh fuck! She thought her mother was curvier than before. The milk. The bottles of milk she’d left in the fridge! Fuck! Her mother must have drunk them. Which meant… which meant… 
 
    That Travis’s hands had now reached her tits, and gave them a big, hungry squeeze. 
 
    “Moooooo,” Millie moaned, arching under that firm grip, stains already marking her shirt. 
 
    “There it is,” Travis breathed. “Fuck. Millie. I always wanted your mom. She’s such a sexy, needy milf. But when I saw you that day leaving the house… all curves… fuck I wanted you so bad…” 
 
    “T-Travis… this… mnnn… My mom…” 
 
    “It was amazing,” Travis breathed, kissing her ear, nibbling on it. Fuck! Where’d he learn how to do that? “I came by and she showed me so much. She invited me in and just fucked me down. She needed a good fucking so badly, Millie. And a good milking. How about you?” he asked, massaging her plump teats through her shirt. “Do you want one?” 
 
    Millie was panting, her chest heaving. The roar of her rushing blood drowning out thought and reason. Her eyes couldn’t turn away from the sight through the bedroom door. Her own mother crying out in orgasm as another woman licked her pussy. Oh this was so wrong. So very, very wrong. 
 
    And she so wanted a part of it. 
 
    “Fuck, Travis,” Millie moaned. Her hand reached back, cupping his cock, feeling him engorge under her touch. “You… mnnn… Oh fuck it.” 
 
    Millie turned about, surrendering herself to the pink haze of bimbo idiocy, and kissed him. 
 
    Travis grunted, his arms wrapping around her, pulling her plush frame against him. Millie moaned. His kiss had more urgency than skill. A youthful hunger different from the other men she’d tasted in the days since that torrid night in the back of the bookshop. Not that she was complaining. There was a strange, vibrant energy in his embrace. How he easily scooped her up in his strong arms, never breaking his hungry kiss. Carrying her away from the room where her mother enjoyed the sapphic embrace of another woman. Why shouldn’t her mother enjoy the affections of who she wanted? She deserved it for sure. Everyone did. Everyone deserved to be nice and sexy and dumb and fucked whenever they wanted. 
 
    Millie giggled, marvelling at that truth. How had everyone missed it? It was so obvious! She gasped as she was tossed onto her bed, bouncing on the mattress. She looked up at Travis as he loomed over her. A primal god of youthful strength and ruggedness. 
 
    “Wait,” Millie gasped as he moved forward. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Not like this.” 
 
    Travis wrinkled his brow. “What. Like, we have dinner first?” 
 
    “Huh? No. I mean…” Millie rolled over onto her hands and knees, lifting her plush bottom for his inspection. “Fuck me like this.” 
 
    Travis’s face cleared. “Oh. Yeah, okay.” 
 
    Millie moaned as his hands grasped her plush hips, his fingers sinking into her yielding, eager flesh. Then gasped as she felt him kneel behind her, and his tongue slide along her cunt. 
 
    “Oh! T-Travis? What… mnnn… what are…” 
 
    “Your mom taught me a lot, Millie. Doesn’t it always feel better… to be prepared first?” 
 
    Well, Millie couldn’t deny that. In fact, she’d have to be insane to tell the buff young man currently licking out her dripping cunt to stop. So she didn’t. Instead she pressed her face into the blankets, raised up her rump, and moaned with delight as his tongue delved into her hot box, coaxing her to shuddering delights of tactile pleasure. 
 
    “Oooh fuck! Yessss! Travis… Mnnn… Yes… Right there. That’s so ah! Oh fuck! That’s good. That’s sooooo gooooood!” 
 
    Her voice rose in a keening moan as his tongue flicked at her tender clit, sending her voice high with delight as he serviced her twitching cunny. 
 
    “Ooooh! Oh fuck. Fuck! Travis! Mnnn! There! Right there! Oh you’re… ah… you’re good at this! Oooh! Lots of… of practice? Do you lick out my mom like this? Get her all ready for your big… ah… big cock?” 
 
    “Mmm,” Travis moaned. “Yeah.” 
 
    Millie giggled, drunk on pleasure. She pushed back her bottom. “Then… hn… then get me nice and… ah… nice and wet. Then f-fuck me. Fuck me so haaaaard.” 
 
    Travis grunted his agreement, pulled back. Millie quivered in anticipation, feeling his presence move behind her. Her lover stand, his cock stroke her dripping cunt. Oh fuck she was so hot and ready. She was practically drooling on his cock, lubing up his blunted manhood as he pressed it against her quivering pussy, and thrust inside. 
 
    The feeling was incredible. Beyond belief. It had been so long since she’d had a real cock in her. A true bitch-breaker. She screamed in delight as he filled her. Her cunt, so primed, rippled around his cock. Cumming instantly with great shudders of hot pleasure. 
 
    And it only got better. 
 
    Travis grabbed her hips and hammered his cock into her. Millie gasped, moaning, fisting the blankets. She bit down on the fabric, muffling her moan as his cock sawed into her, hammering her, taking her like a bitch in heat. And fuck did she ever feel like one. Like a fertile fuck-toy of human flesh, her ass spanked with his every thrust. The impact rippling through her, her core quivering in the height of pure, unadulterated need. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Millie. Fuck yes. Oh fuck,” Travis grunted, monosyllabic growls that raced up Millie’s spine. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Yes! Fuck me haaaaard!” Millie moaned, thrusting back, every slap on her shapely ass another shudder of pure pleasure to her core, her mind lost in that glorious haze of pure need. Of pure fucking lust and bimbo desire as she was mated like a bitch. Oh she wanted more. More! 
 
    “Moooooooore!” Millie moaned as she came again, her cunt squeezing that thick cock inside her. Travis gave a great groan, hilting his cock within her rippling depths, his orgasm a surge of hot cum, stuffing her with his molten cum. 
 
    And he was still hard! 
 
    “Nnnnn!” Millie squealed as his hands abandoned her hips, wrapped around her front and grasped her bouncing tits. “Oh fuck! Yes!” she gasped as his rough palms massaged those plush orbs. “Yes! Milk me, Travis. Milk your slutty cow bitch! Ohhhh fuck yessss! Yesss! Mooooooo!” 
 
    Millie’s lowing cry echoed as she came again. Again. The world was lost in an ephemeral haze of pink pleasure and gasping thrusts. In endless milky delight. She was on her back, her ass being pounded while Travis sucked at her fat tits. She was on her knees, sucking off his cock while he moaned beneath her. This was it. This was what she wanted out of life. What she needed. She needed to be fucked. To be used. To be mated like a true cow slut. 
 
    A storm of pleasure, violent, powerful. But at last, at long, long last, it ended. 
 
    Travis withdrew from her a final time and collapsed atop the bed, his barrel chest heaving, his eyes lidded with sated pleasure. Lying beside him, feeling his cum dripping from her cunt and bottom, Millie rested her head on his chest, her hand stroking the thick hair that sprouted there. Had it been there before? She didn’t remember. But it looked good on him. Wild. Savage. 
 
    Millie giggled, sighed and fell back, stretching out on the bed, languishing in the feeling of being well and truly fucked and milked. Her head was clear once more, her body buzzing with the acute sensation of mated bliss. She ran her hands through her blonde hair lazily. 
 
    Paused. 
 
    Her eyes widened as her fingers felt something growing out of her head. Heedless of Travis’s grunt, she pushed him off and rose, staggering towards the bathroom. She shoved open the door and flicked on the light. 
 
    For a moment she could only stare at her reflection in the mirror, dumbfounded. Then, very slowly, Millie raised her shaking hands, and touched the two nubby cow horns rising out of her hair. 
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    Plans 
 
      
 
    Millie stared in the mirror once again. Not terribly surprising. She’d been doing that a lot lately. Ever since that fateful night in the bookshop, when she’d brought down that leather tome, etched the markings on the floor, and summoned up a demon. She hadn’t expected it to work, but had hoped, and she supposed she’d gotten what she wanted out of that exchange. The first of many changes. 
 
    As she’d done for the last several hours, her hands clasped curving hips that were once as slender as a boy’s. She moved up, running her fingers along a trim stomach that was once firm with athleticism. Higher, she weighed a pair of breasts that had once been like mosquito bites, now fairly swelling from her chests in a pair of impossibly firm orbs the size of basketballs. She shuddered, that sweet, sweet sensitivity in those breasts tingling through her, her nipples aching to be touched, the milk that now stuffed her sloshing within her tits. 
 
    She felt that now familiar haze of arousal spread through her, and before she could lose herself to mindless need; before she brought one of those ripe tits up and sucked on her own puffy nipple, she forced her hands away, higher, higher, along her ravishing face, up to her brow, where the newest and most shocking addition lay. 
 
    For a moment Millie merely ran her fingers over the nubby horns sprouting from her head, stroking them without understanding just what she was faced with. A shiver coursed up her spine at the strange sensation. A tingling delight that spread across every follicle of her scalp. 
 
    She pulled her hands away before she could descend back into that mindless bliss of eager fucking, but already she knew it was too late. That familiar confusion was spreading through her, filling her head with pink fluff. Her breasts were heaving, her cunny drooling with arousal, and her tits… oh fuck, her tits were sooo heavy. Sooo needy. 
 
    Millie moaned, her hands engulfing her obscene breasts, squeezing the soft, supple flesh, dribbles of her delicious cream leaking from her nipples and coursing down the underside of her tits. She was panting. Her head spinning. Fuuuuuck! She needed a fuck so goddam badly! She couldn’t think straight. But then, a pretty, fat titted cow didn’t need to think, did she? She just needed someone to fuck her raw. 
 
    Millie shook her head, banishing the thought. No. No! She wasn’t just some big titted cow slut. She was more than that! 
 
    Distantly, she heard the doorbell chime. 
 
    “Mistress!” a familiar voice chirped. “Like, where are you?” 
 
    Speaking of big titted sluts. Millie breathed a sigh of relief and turned. She fairly flew out of her room and hastened down the steps. She grabbed the front door and threw it open. 
 
    Valerie, better known as Cheerslut, stood on the other side. The busty bimbo that had once been Millie’s tormentor beamed blissfully at the sight of her mistress. “Like, hi mis-“ 
 
    Millie grabbed the slut and yanked her inside with a squeak. Her hip slammed the door shut behind them as she whirled about and forced the cheerslut to her knees. “Lick!” Millie commanded, forcing the slut’s face into her drooling cunt. 
 
    Without a word Valerie eagerly obeyed, grasping Millie’s hips as she worshipped at the temple that was Millie’s cunt. Millie moaned, bucking her hips, riding the young woman’s face with every hint of eagerness. 
 
    “Yessss!” Millie moaned, panting, her breasts heaving as her bimbo bitch lapped and tongued out her pussy. “That’s it! Good cheerslut. Good slut. Ah. Fuuuuck! Lick out your mistress. Oh… oh fuck. I… I’m… mnnnnnn!” 
 
    Millie moaned, hips bucking, burying Valerie’s face against her muff as she came. With every surge of her sweet orgasm the mist in her head cleared a little more, her mind once more becoming hers. 
 
    Panting, Millie pushed Valerie out of her cunt. “Good… good job cheerslut.” 
 
    Valerie beamed up at her mistress, licking up the juices which still stained her plush lips. “Ohhh thank you mistress!” she gasped eagerly. “That was soooo good. And… um… Hey! Mistress. You’ve got, like, horns!” 
 
    Millie’s hand flew up. She scowled a little at the reminder. “Yes. I do. What about them?” 
 
    “Oh they just look so pretty!” Valerie gushed. “Can I touch them?” 
 
    “N-no,” Millie said. “Not just now.” She beckoned. “Come on, cheerslut. I need to do some thinking, and I do it best with a bitch sucking at my fat tit.” 
 
    Valerie jumped to her feet. “Oh! I can do that! I’ll totally suck your plump titty! Is this why you called me?” 
 
    “Why else would I want you around?” Millie asked. 
 
    Valerie cocked her head. “Ummm… I dunno!” 
 
    Millie rolled her eyes, but smiled a little as she led the eager bimbo deeper into the house and upstairs. She threw open the door to her room and flopped onto the bed, propped up among a pile of pillows with thighs parted and eyes lidded. 
 
    “C’mere, cheerslut. Time to milk your mistress.” 
 
    Valerie beamed as she crawled onto the bed. “Oh thank you so much mistress!” she giggled as she straddled Millie’s hips and hefted a generous teat. Millie gasped as soft lips engulfed a puffy nipple, then moaned as Valerie began to hungrily suck, draining her hefty teat of its intoxicating cream. 
 
    Millie exhaled slowly, the mist in her mind beginning to fade, her thoughts sharpening once more. She stroked Valerie’s hair as the brainless bimbo suckled at her teat, focusing on the matter at hand. The horns were new for sure, and unwanted. But her transformation into what she was now had a number of such changes associated with it. And not only to herself. 
 
    Millie eased among the pillows, cradling Valerie’s head, pleasure coursing through her in a lazy, contented warmth that dampened her pussy once again. Oh yes. She remembered when Valerie had been her bully. The queen bitch who had made her high school years a nightmare to endure. But since the slut had partaken of her sweet milk, the changes had been much for the better. Reducing the once proud and venomous teen into an eager slut was just the tip of the iceberg. And then there was whatever had happened to her mother… 
 
    “Something wrong, mistress?” 
 
    Millie glanced down at Valerie, who looked up at her with guileless worry, even as she slowly gave Millie’s nipple another hungry suck. 
 
    Millie pursed her lips. “Cheerslut,” she said. “See the horns I have now?” 
 
    “Yeah! I see them. They look good on you, mistress,” Valerie said happily. 
 
    Millie rolled her eyes. “They’re real, slut. And I grew them just yesterday.” 
 
    “Congratulations!” 
 
    Millie sighed. “I don’t want them, cheerslut.” 
 
    “Ohhh.” 
 
    Millie groaned. She’d forgotten how truly stupid Valerie was. Still, that also made her uniquely positioned to allow Millie to vent. She pinched Valerie’s cheeks with two fingers and forced the bimbo to look her way. “Listen close, slut,” Millie said, and told the dazzled bimbo about the demon’s summoning and how she came to be where she was. 
 
    “…and then, after fucking him, I got up and saw these horns!” Millie finished with exasperation. 
 
    Valerie blinked. “Ohhhhh,” she said in a dawning understanding. “But, um, then, mistress? Why don’t you just, like, summon him again and ask him to undo that?” 
 
    “Well…” Millie trailed off, squinting in thought. “That’s… actually not the worst idea. Huh. Maybe you do still have a few brain cells knocking around in there, cheerslut.” 
 
    Valerie giggled. “Like, thanks a ton mistress! Can I drink your milk again?” 
 
    “Alright. Drink me dry, slut. Then, we’re going on a little trip to the bookshop.” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress!” Valerie gasped and eagerly buried her face once more in Millie’s breasts, sucking hungrily at her mistress’s milk, tongue swirling around the budding nipples as rich, warm cream squirted into her hungry mouth. 
 
    Millie moaned, easing back as her busty cheerslut sucked and suckled at her milky tits. Yes. They’d head to the bookshop soon enough. But… for now… this was good… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Authority 
 
      
 
    Alexa considered herself in the mirror. She was looking good, she had to admit. Her skin seemed clearer than before. Her hair had a little more bounce. It was a strange thing to consider. Particularly after all that had been happening. 
 
    But there were more changes than merely those. 
 
    She leaned back, letting the mirror reveal more of her. In particular, how tight her uniform was around the chest. The buttons quivered, ready to shoot free at the slightest movement from her. Frowning with thought, Alexa gave in and loosened the first few. 
 
    “Ahhh,” she sighed in relief as the upper globes of her creamy breasts came into view. Alexa cupped those generous orbs, scrutinizing herself in the mirror. Well… she had to admit her curves were rather nice to see. She’d always been attractive, but she’d downplayed it, wanting to be taken seriously by the men under her command. 
 
    But… maybe she’d been looking at it the wrong way. Alexa bit her lip as her fingers sank into her breasts, kneading the ripe, soft flesh. Maybe her beauty could be an asset, so long as she knew how to use it. Yes. And it did feel good to be sexy, she had to admit. It felt… right. It felt good. It felt… 
 
    Liberating. 
 
    Alexa stood, turning down the mirror and glancing about her. Her office was as rigidly meticulous as she was, but she tended to command from here. A queen upon her throne. 
 
    “Chief?” 
 
    Alexa started and glanced down at the intercom. “Yes?” 
 
    “Officer Daniel here to see you.” 
 
    “Oh. Right. Send him in.” 
 
    Alexa removed her finger from the speaker button. Daniel… Daniel… Right! He was a recent addition to the force, but had already made a name for himself. Very community oriented and was well liked by the town. Alexa smiled wider, easing back in her chair, the buttons of her jacket straining against her bust. Yes… A queen on her throne. And a queen needed to inspire her followers, after all. 
 
    The door opened and Daniel stepped inside, paused. He was a well-built young man. Twenty-four if she recalled, and still toned with strength, filling out his uniform in a way that made Alexa’s engine rev. He had peach coloured hair and a bright complexion. 
 
    “Chief. You look…” 
 
    “Good?” she suggested, pushing out her chest a little more. 
 
    Daniel’s eyes snapped down to those generous orbs. He flushed a little and quickly looked back to her. “Um, yeah. Very.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it. Have a seat, officer.” 
 
    Daniel pulled out the chair and quickly settled into it. He fidgeted, glancing about the room uncertainly. Alexa pursed her lips at that. Unfortunately, thanks to her former management style she’d been labelled something of an iron bitch. Not a bad thing, necessarily, but that was when she had been afraid of her femininity. That the men and women working under her wouldn’t respect her unless she proved she was harder than them. Became less of a woman and more a cold, sexless figure of authority meant to be feared and deferred to. 
 
    Looking back, she was amazed at her own actions. How could she have been so blind? People didn’t follow the whip. They were driven by it. One needed the carrot to inspire the troops. She would have to redecorate her office. Make it less a cold thing of fear and one of more familiarity. Of comfort. That when her officers were called in, they were excited and eager with anticipation of their visit. 
 
    But first things first. 
 
    “Daniel,” Alexa said, picking up his file with a warm smile, leafing through the pages. “I’ve called you in here because I’ve been receiving some excellent feedback from the community about you.” 
 
    “O-oh?” he said, perking up a little, but still wary. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Alexa said. “You’re both respectful and polite. You have been very proactive in meeting with community leaders and youth. Frankly, you’re a model officer.” 
 
    Daniel sat up straight, even daring a smile. “I… thank you, ma’am. I’m just doing my best. We should be a pillar of the community.” 
 
    “Of course,” Alexa said. “And, I can’t help but notice that a number of compliments we receive come from the female side.” 
 
    Daniel’s cheeks pinked ever so slightly. “Ma’am?” 
 
    Alexa set down the file, rose out of her chair. “Daniel,” she said, walking slowly around the desk, her generous hips swinging with every step. Swaying in a way that drew Daniel’s eye like a magnet. At least, until he looked back up and was caught by her large breasts. “It’s been a bad few years for police across the nation. Trust has eroded. People are afraid of us. Angry at us. At times like this, we need officers like you. Officers who are willing to… engage with the community. Be there for them. Be a model they can depend on.” 
 
    Daniel swallowed as Alexa’s hand ghosted along his shoulders, stroking the sensitive hairs along the back of his neck. He forced himself to look forward. What was going on? It couldn’t be… no. Not Alexa. She wouldn’t… would never… 
 
    “I… ah… take pride in my work. Ma’am,” he said quickly. 
 
    “Of course. And it’s inspiring to see young people putting on the badge. You are the future, Daniel. And such a proactive officer deserves… praise… Deserves… a reward…” 
 
    She was leaning behind him. He could feel her breasts, their warmth, near the back of his head. His eyes were wide and staring. He didn’t dare turn around. Her scent wrapped around him. What was that? It smelled faintly of… of cream. Cream and perfume. He sniffed again without even realizing it. Took a shuddering breath. Oh fuck. Oh fuck he was so hard. His cock was straining his pants. He prayed she didn’t look down. 
 
    “Daniel.” 
 
    He started as her warm breath brushed against his cheek. “M-ma’am?” 
 
    She stepped around him, and sat down in his lap. Daniel whimpered as her plush bottom pressed down on his bulge. Her pencil skirt riding up a little higher along her thighs, baring more of that tanned flesh for the eye to see. This couldn’t be happening. This had to be a dream. But then her finger touched his chin. Lifted his head, and he was staring into her warm eyes. His tongue clove to the roof of his mouth as he saw the hot promise smoldering in those brown orbs. 
 
    “A reward,” she repeated, leaned in, and kissed him. 
 
    Daniel gasped, his hands hovering uncertainly as his busty captain slipped her tongue into his mouth. He moaned softly as her soft ass ground against his cock. Oh fuck. He felt blisteringly hot. His head was spinning. He wasn’t sure what was happening. It couldn’t be real. It felt like a dream to have the ice queen that was his boss kissing him. Touching him. Her expansive tits pressing against his chest. 
 
    She broke the kiss. He was panting, his eyes spinning as he stared at her. 
 
    “Well, Daniel?” Alexa said, with a flick of her hand snapping open another button of her jacket. “Are you ready… for the rest… of your reward?” 
 
    Snap. 
 
    Snap. 
 
    Snap. 
 
    Daniel stared as her full breasts burst into the open, unencumbered by a bra. Her fat nipples thick and hard. Her chest heaving with every laboured breath. Oh fuck she was so big. She hadn’t been this big before. He tried to be respectful, but he was still a man, and he had stolen glances at her, tracing her figure despite the cold, austere uniform she normally wore. 
 
    Yet here they were, staring him in the face. Shameful late-night dreams rose in his minds. “Holy fuck,” he breathed. 
 
    “Would you like to touch them?” Alexa purred, crossing her arms under her chest, hefting her expansive tit-flesh for his inspection. “Do you want to… taste them…?” 
 
    Daniel gulped. “I… uh…” 
 
    She reached out, touched the sides of his head. “Don’t worry, officer. I’ll allow it. Here. Claim your reward.” 
 
    And Daniel’s face was moving down, down, down into that valley of pale flesh. His head was engulfed in them. The creamy scent overwhelmed him. He moaned and reached up, cupping her bare breasts. 
 
    Alexa gasped, sweet pleasure burning through her, shooting to her throbbing core. She released his head, rose from his lap, and scooted her broad bum onto her desk. She moaned as Daniel followed her, pushed against her, his lips kissing her expansive breasts, melting her with wonderful pleasure. Then his lips found a nipple. Captured it. 
 
    And sucked. 
 
    “Ooooooh,” Alexa moaned, her thighs trembling, her head thrown back as ripples of pleasure spread through her like a rock thrown into a placid pond. Her legs wrapped around him, pulling him against her as she panted, gasped, his lips and tongue moving against her fat nipple, urging her on. She felt a sweet pressure in her teats. Growing. Growing. Oh god. Oh god was she… was it… 
 
    “Mnnnn!” she gasped as the pressure burst, sweet cream pouring freely into Daniel’s mouth. The uniformed officer paused in surprise but she wrapped her arms around his head, tugged him back against the pillow of her tit, and in a moment, he was sucking again, guzzling her warm cream. 
 
    “Oh god yes,” Alexa panted. “Yesss! Drink me dry. Oh fuck… fuck! That’s it. Drink… drink me, Daniel. Suckle my fat tits.” 
 
    She panted as his grip grew rougher. As his lips sucked harder. Her head was spinning. Her body tingling. She felt him press against her harder. His cock bulged in his pants, yearning for her hot cunt. She ground her muff against him. Her hot box was soaking her panties. He seemed to be bigger than before. Filling his uniform even better. Even more. 
 
    “Oh fuck. Daniel. You’re… mnnn!” Gently she pushed his face off of her breast, whimpering as his lips left her nipple, shining with his saliva. He stepped back, reluctant, his eyes molten with lust, his face flushed, his uniform creaking around his heaving chest. 
 
    Alexa got down, turned around, and bent herself over the desk, her skirt stretching along her bottom, riding up and revealing the first hint of her quim. 
 
    Daniel’s hands came to her aid. Grasped the hem of her skirt and pushed it up. His thumb hooked in her lacy panties, yanked them down. Alexa sighed in relief as her ass and pussy were fully revealed. “Mnn. Daniel,” she breathed, glancing back, spreading her legs and baring the pink lips of her dripping cunny. “It’s time. Time for the rest of your reward. Here. Fuck me, Daniel. Fill me up with your cock. I need it so badly, stud. Come on.” 
 
    She gave her ass a wiggle. Daniel knew, in some distant way, that he should hesitate. Question this. What had brought him here? How they had come to this point? But just as he knew this, he also knew he couldn’t resist this opportunity. Something deeper than logic and self control called to him. Something primal urged him towards those fertile curves of his boss. He undid his zipper, yanked down his pants. His cock swelled into the open air. Was he bigger? His cock almost… flared? But didn’t linger on such thoughts. Not when he could reach out and grasp the eager curves of the hips presented to him. Not when he could push forward, rubbing the tip of his cock against those dripping pussy lips. Not when his heart hammered, his blood raced, and with a sudden motion, he thrust into his boss’s cunt. 
 
    Alexa threw back her head, a heady moan escaping her. She thrust back against him, eager for more. More of his iron rod inside her. Filling her. Fucking her. 
 
    “Yessss!” she moaned. “Oh fuck yes! Fill me up, Daniel! Fuck me! Pound my pussy! Take your reward. Take me!” 
 
    “Fuck! You’re so good!” Daniel gasped. 
 
    “I know!” Alexa panted, her ass tingling as his hips slapped her plush derriere. “I knooow! And… and you’ll work so hard… ah… hard for another chance, won’t you my sexy s-stud? You’ll do such a good job to fuck me again, won’t… mnnn! Won’t you?” 
 
    “Oh fuck yes!” Daniel groaned. 
 
    And Alexa heard something different in his reply. A change in the timber of his voice. His hands tightened on her broad hips. His cock seemed to fill her more than before. His thrusts took on a more forceful bend. A more aggressive, hungry lust. She panted, her heavy tits cushioning her atop the desk, rubbing against the varnished wood as her subordinate railed her tight cunny. 
 
    “Oh fuck. Fuck! Fuck meeee!” Alexa cried out, every muscle tightening as her orgasm released that wonderful tension within her. As she came around the pounding cock, her pussy clenching around that punishing shaft. 
 
    The sensation was too much for him. With a cry of delight Daniel hilted his cock within her and came, his hot cum pumping into her in a sea of blessed warmth. A sensation that rocked Alexa to her very core as she rode her high and his, trembling with the force of her peak. 
 
    Panting, gasping, she shifted her shapely hips. With a throaty groan Daniel unsheathed his cock from within her. She turned about, leaning against the edge of her desk, her plush tits heaving as her long lashes shaded her eyes. 
 
    “Well,” she breathed, smiling slyly. “I hope you enjoyed… your reward for being… such a commendable officer, Daniel.” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” he said, his eyes hot and foggy with pleasure. “Very much, chief.” 
 
    Alexa giggled, and it didn’t feel odd to giggle anymore. It felt right. It felt feminine, yet not in a derogatory way. Because, she realized, she was still the chief. She was still the head of the department, and all that entailed. She didn’t have to be a hard case. A frigid entity eliciting more fear than anything from her officers. Her sex would put her at a disadvantage only if she let it. But if she owned it… 
 
    She smirked as she examined Daniel. He looked better. Bigger. Broader and stronger. His jacket was stretched over his chest, outlining his physical prowess. The sight of him quickened her blood and stirred her once more. 
 
    “Hmm,” she murmured, spreading her legs again, baring her cum stuffed cunny. “How about a quickie before you go out on patrol, Daniel? Motivate you to continue to work hard for your community.” 
 
    Daniel grinned, stepping into her. He grasped her hips and tugged her back to the edge of the desk, aligning his cock. She settled her hands on his shoulders, humming as she felt the tip of his cock tease her cunny. Moaning as he pushed forward, filling her anew with his girthy shaft. 
 
    “Ooooh yes!” she moaned as he started to bounce her, her tits pressing into his jacket, her nipples leaving twin stains of creamy milk as he claimed her cunt again. “Oh fuck yes! Fuck me! Fuck me my stud! Oh god yes. Yes! Yes!” 
 
    Daniel gripped her tightly, hammering her cunt with all the eager vigour she so desired. Soon enough he’d be off on patrol. But for now, he simply enjoyed her rippling cunt, and dreamed of how he could earn her company again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Back to the Bookshop 
 
      
 
    Valerie pulled up and stopped the car. Easing open the door, Millie stepped out and looked up at the familiar old sign. Davis’s Bookstore and Emporium. What a strange thing to see again, and under such different circumstances. Though, she certainly hadn’t been thinking she would in order to fetch that old tome again. 
 
    “Come on, cheerslut,” Millie said as she started towards the shop, adjusting the hat that hid her horns. 
 
    “Yes mistress!” her slave chimed, bouncing in her wake. 
 
    Millie smirked as she walked up to the old doors and pushed them in, the little bell above jangling softly. She paused inside, closing her eyes and breathing in that faint, musty order of old paper and faded ink. A scent so familiar, so soothing, she couldn’t help but smile. 
 
    “Hello? May I help you?” 
 
    Millie’s eyes flashed open and she looked down towards the long desk. A bespectacled older man stood behind it, clad in a simple tweed jacket, a snowy tumble of wiry hair atop his head. He smiled pleasantly, though naturally he couldn’t help but stare at her. 
 
    “Mister Davis!” Milly said happily. 
 
    The old man blinked owlishly. “Millie? My goodness! Is that you?” 
 
    Fuck! Millie had forgotten that Davis hadn’t seen her since before her transformation. Well, no helping it now. “It is!” Millie said delightedly, sauntering across the room and leaning on the desk, pushing out the heavy globes of her soft tits. “Been a while, hasn’t it? I’ve really filled out then, huh?” 
 
    She smirked, noticing how his eyes wandered down before being arrested at the valley of her breasts. His adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. “Oh, er. Um. Y-yes. You have. Very much in… in a week…” 
 
    “A lot can change in that time,” she said, smiling. And wasn’t that a truth! 
 
    Davis coughed. “Ah, well. Yes. Um… Aha. Well! What can I do for you, ah, my dear?” 
 
    “We-ll,” Millie mused, her finger drawing playful circles on the desk. “I was actually hoping I could maybe… borrow a book.” 
 
    Davis looked up, his eyes fixing on her face. He smiled. “Millie, my dear,” he chuckled. “We’re not a library. But, considering who you are, I do suppose we can make an exception. Now! Which were you thinking of? Pride and Prejudice? Oh! Or perhaps that Twilight series all the young ones are talking about.” 
 
    Millie rolled her eyes in bemused exasperation. “No, Mr. Davis. I’m fine for those. It’s um… actually for a different book. One of the special ones.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. The uh… Book of Demons.” 
 
    Davis stilled. He peered over the rims of his glasses at Millie. “Young lady. What are you…” 
 
    “Oh it’s nothing, um, serious,” Millie said, twirling a lock of shining blonde hair around her finger. She felt a familiar ache in her teats. Fuck, this was not a good time. Her head throbbed with the growing need. “It’s um… for a school project. Yeah. You know that um, I’m in college. I’m taking a class on folklore and could… um, totally use it as a research material.” 
 
    Davis gave her a flat look. She contrived to look as innocent as possible. 
 
    “Please?” Millie said, leaning forward, her breasts straining the tight fabric of her shirt. She bit her lower lip as her teats pressed against the tight fabric. “I really… really need it…” 
 
    Davis’s eyes flicked down to her shirt. He cleared his throat, rubbing his chin. “Ah, Millie. I really can’t… But er, perhaps I could… allow you to take a quick look at it. Under supervision, of course.” 
 
    “I really need it,” Millie said frantically. As the words passed her lips, she realized that she did need it. Somehow, she knew she’d need the physical book when performing the arcane ritual to summon the demonic creature who had first given her this new body. “Please? I promise I’ll bring it back as soon as I’m done with it. Pinky promise!” 
 
    “Millie, I really can’t…” 
 
    “Then, um, maybe I could buy it?” Millie said, realizing belatedly just how expensive that prospect would be. “Or… um, rent it?” 
 
    “Millie, you know I can’t rent it out.” 
 
    “Pleeeease,” she groaned, leaning further across the desk, her creamy tits threatening to burst from the top of her shirt. “I need it so bad!” 
 
    Davis stammered, his face growing flush, his eyes yanked down to the enthralling valley revealed by the window of her shirt. Millie noticed his nostrils flare. Her eyes grew lidded, and a smirk tease across her lips as a new idea presented itself. 
 
    “Mister Davis,” Millie said, her voice growing lower. Heavier. Thickened with the animal growl of hungry lust. Her hand rose, touching his chest. “I really need that book.” Her fingers found a button of his vest, toying with it. Popped it free. “I’d be willing to do anything to get my hands on it. Just for a little while…” 
 
    “Millie…” 
 
    “Anything,” she breathed, popping free a second button. 
 
    Davis stared, entranced into her sparkling blue eyes. Her cheeks brushed with a pink flush, her breasts heaving, straining her shirt with every laboured breath. 
 
    “M-Millie. I don’t…” 
 
    “Think it’s not a good enough deal? Alright. You twisted my arm,” Millie giggled. “Valerie?” 
 
    “Yes!” the bimbo chirped, bouncing to her side. 
 
    “I think Mister Davis needs a bit more convincing.” 
 
    Though Valerie was about as smart as a brick, the one thing she easily understood was innuendo. Her bright eyes flashed and she giggled. “Oh, yes mistress!” 
 
    Davis turned to this new front as Valerie rounded the desk and walked towards him, her every jaw dropping curve bouncing. Before he could protest Valerie was kneeling before him, undoing his pants. 
 
    “M-miss! I don’t… Millie, what are…” 
 
    “Mister Davis,” Millie purred, climbing over the desk. “I would be ever so grateful if you agreed.” 
 
    Davis fell back, but the bookcase behind him blocked his escape, trapping him between the two bountiful women closing in around him. Their mingled scent of sex, something creamy and something indescribable yet enthralling surrounded the pair. Overwhelming him as Millie’s soft breasts pressed against his chest. As Valerie giggled. 
 
    “M-Millie, this is… this is highly… I don’t… we can’t…” 
 
    “Just say yes,” Millie breathed, opening his jacket, his shirt, revealing his thin chest, her hands stroking him. “It’s so easy to say yes,” she panted, her eyes hot as hellfire. Her breasts mashing against his chest, so soft. So tempting. She took his hand, lifted it to her generous teat, moaned softly as his fingers sank into the ripe flesh. 
 
    Davis was beet red, his glasses slipped halfway down his nose. His mouth trembled, dry, but Millie heard it. Heard the softest gasp escape him. 
 
    “Y-yes.” 
 
    Millie’s eyes shone. “Mmm. Then we have a deal,” she breathed, lacing her arms around his head, and pulling him into a kiss. 
 
    Davis melted like butter as Millie’s lips trapped his. He moaned as Valerie freed his cock, stiff and quivering into the open air, only to engulf it a moment later in her hot mouth, lips soft as marshmallows bobbing up and down his turgid shaft. 
 
    “Mmmnnn,” Davis moaned, his hands groping for something to hold on to as he drowned in the mingling pleasures from top to bottom. Millie groaned as his hand still on her breast squeezed those soft orbs, kneading them like dough. She pressed forward, her teats filling his palms, dampness spreading in her shirt from where her nipples budded against the fabric. 
 
    “Oh Davis,” she gasped, breaking the kiss for a moment. “Yes. Fuck yes. Grope my big cow tits. Oh it feels soooo gooood.” 
 
    “Millie, my god Millie,” Davis whimpered. “How… how did…” 
 
    “Not important,” she interrupted immediately. “Only this is.” And she kissed him again, deeper. Hungrier. 
 
    Davis sagged into her arms, her lips, her tits. His knees quivered under the strain of Valerie’s sucking mouth bobbing atop his cock, the bimbo moaning in ecstasy as she suckled, tongue swirling around the head of the old man’s shaft. 
 
    Millie trapped him between the wall and her softness. Drowned him in her kiss and pleasure. His hands fumbled with her shirt, pushing it aside. Millie moaned as her breasts bounced into the open, utterly unhampered by fabric or confinement. She arched, baring her long neck, pushing her generous tits into Davis’s face. 
 
    “Ohhhh fuuuuck!” she moaned as he immediately latched on to a thick nipple, sucking greedily. She whined in helpless delight, pleasure sparking through her as Davis drank from the bounty of her teats, sucking down her deliciously corruptive cream. “Oh fuck yes! Suck my fat nipples, Davis. Drink me all up! Ooooh yessss! Drink my slutty tits. Ah. Mnnnn!” 
 
    Davis said nothing. Trapped, enthralled, bound to her breasts, drunk on her cream as his cock was eagerly serviced by the shapely teen still crouched before him, Valerie moaning in sympathetic pleasure as she listened to her mistress’s cries. A hand groped her own teat, another had shoved aside her skirt and was frantically strumming her slick cunt, teasing her buzzing clit with the submissive glee that only a true slut could comprehend. 
 
    Millie moaned above the two, delighting in the sensations. The power. She ground herself against Davis, hugging his head into her massive teats, relishing the sensation of the two submitting to her desires. Oh this was so good! She panted heavily; her panties soaked in her arousal. 
 
    “Fuck. Make him cum cheerslut. Make him cum! Oh fuck. Oh fuck yessss!” 
 
    “Millie,” Davis moaned, breaking off his sucking of her tit. “Millie. I… I’m… mnnnnn!” 
 
    Valerie groaned as he came, his cum pulsing into her mouth, eagerly swallowed by the sultry slut. Her tongue continued to work, taking in every spurt of his cum with slavish eagerness before, at last, pulling back, gasping. 
 
    Millie smirked down at Valerie, then back to Davis. “So about that book…” 
 
    “M-Millie,” Davis gasped, his eyes swimming in the weakness of post orgasmic bliss. And yet he stood firmer now, less shaky. He even looked vaguely sturdier as he stood in front of her, his jaw a bit more defined, though still speckled with silver hair. “I…I don’t think I…” 
 
    “Cheerslut?” Millie said abruptly. “Show mister Davis your pretty rump.” 
 
    “Oh yes mistress!” Valerie giggled. Bounding back to her feet she spun about and leaned forward onto the desk. She lifted her shapely ass into the air, her breasts mashing into the desk beneath her like a pair of softest cushions. Millie casually brushed back the other woman’s skirt, revealing her naked rear, inner thighs dampened with her drooling arousal. 
 
    “Mister Davis,” Millie crooned, stroking Valerie’s ass idly. “Valerie and I would be ever so grateful if you’d lend us that book. Just for a little while.” 
 
    “Ooooh yessss,” Valerie moaned sweetly, rising to her tip toes, pushing out her ass and into Millie’s hands. 
 
    “And naturally,” Millie continued, playfully molding the other woman’s flawless ass, demonstrating the softness and the neediness of it, “I think Valerie would be willing to stick around for a while and show you just how much she appreciates it.” 
 
    “Yessss,” Valerie sighed, her ass swaying side to side tantalizingly. “I would, like, um, totally want to reward you!” 
 
    “For being so generous,” Millie breathed, giving Valerie’s bottom a firm smack, sending that pliant flesh quivering. 
 
    “Oooooh!” 
 
    Davis stared, hypnotized by the lurid scene before him. His cock had risen to the challenge once more, and was it just her, or did his cock seem a little bigger than before? A little harder? Then again, Millie thought, her smile deepening, given that he had guzzled at her breast, she shouldn’t be too surprised. 
 
    “How about it, Mister Davis?” she said. 
 
    Davis gave a trembling nod. “A-alright, M-Millie. Alright. I guess… I guess it couldn’t hurt…” 
 
    “Course not,” Millie said. “You know how responsible I can be. Now, enjoy your reward.” 
 
    “Oh yesss,” Valerie moaned, wiggling her tantalizing ass. “Enjoy meeee.” 
 
    Davis approached slowly, enthralled. He grasped her ass, Valerie gasping, purring in delight as she pushed out her bottom to meet Davis’s cock. Davis groaned, rutting his shaft in the valley offered by Valerie’s cheeks. He forced his turgid cock down and thrust forward, at last finding that hot, wet cavern of Valerie’s whorish cunt. 
 
    The former cheerleader squealed in delight, her inner walls clamping down on the thick intruder. She moaned, rocking against him, thrusting back as Davis began to fuck her, his cock sloshing into her spacious pussy. 
 
    “Ohhhh yesssss!” Valerie screamed. “Fuck me Mister Davis! Fuck my slutty pussy! Oh fuuuuuck yessssss!” 
 
    Davis moaned, reaching around her front, filling his hands with Valerie’s expansive tit-flesh. Valerie squealed in delight, arching, pushing her chest into those groping hands as she fucked back against his pounding cock. 
 
    Smirking, Millie left them to it, heading into the private back room behind the desk. She flicked on the light, its glow flashing off glass cases filled with leather bound tomes and rare volumes. For a moment Millie simply stood there, admiring the knowledge and rare books arranged before her once more. She brushed her fingers along the glass. One of these days, she’d have to see what else those books contained. After all, she seemed to have found the key to reading them. An orgasmic wail from behind her made her smirk, and she abandoned her musings for the purpose that brought her there. She opened the case and reached inside, taking out that leathery old tome. The feel of the cover and the scent of old paper brought back that memory of the first night in the dark back room. The smell of brimstone, the sensation of the demon’s cock within her, his seed burning as it coated her skin… 
 
    Millie shuddered, her teats aching even though she’d just had them milked. Focus, girl. This is what you came here for. She spun about and left the room, the volume tucked under her arm. 
 
    She paused a moment in the main shop, watching as Davis, having apparently gotten over whatever paltry objections he’d harboured in filling Valerie’s nineteen-year-old pussy, rammed his cock into the woman bent over the desk, his cock sloshing out of her cunt as the slut gasped and keened, moaning and fairly drooling in bliss. Davis did look different. No less old, but more… robust. Like an old wolf. Millie smirked at the image and passed before Valerie’s face. 
 
    “Keys, cheerslut. I’m heading off. But you stay here and keep Davis company until he’s finished.” 
 
    Valerie stared at her, mouth slack, eyes dimmed with her blissful fucking. 
 
    “Keys,” Millie said again, holding out her hand. 
 
    The words penetrated the fog of arousal swirling in Valerie’s head. With a shaking hand she reached into her pocket and pulled out the keys to her car. Plucking them from Valerie’s shaking fingers, Millie turned and left the pair to it. As she opened the door, she paused. Then switched the OPEN sign to CLOSED and shut the door, muffling the latest scream and groan as the pair came together. Millie smirked, twirling the keys around her finger as she slid into the waiting Porsche. As she adjusted the mirror she froze, staring. 
 
    Her hat had fallen off. Her horns were visible. No. Not just visible. Bigger. They pushed free of her hair, a little more pointed. A little more obvious. 
 
    Millie growled and started the engine. 
 
    Time to get some answers.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Home Schooled 
 
      
 
    It took some time to get Anita Barker into what her husband called: ‘a tizzy’. She was, by nature, a woman slow to anger or to any excess of emotions. She first approached what vexed her slowly. She circled it, considering the possibilities. The implications involved. She set it up before her as a creature to be knocked down, and she gathered her strength for that expression of purpose. Few things could even rouse her to such anger. But the one thing that never failed to was when it involved her son. 
 
    It didn’t take her long to notice certain changes in Travis. The fact he seemed bigger. More confident. More oddly masculine and potent. But all of these changes were, quite naturally, good, as she had always been worried about him. After all, he was a growing boy. Becoming a man. 
 
    But what she also couldn’t help but notice, was where her son was spending his days. 
 
    It seemed like he started every day by heading over to the Liberas house, and some of the sounds that had carried over the immaculately tended lawns had told her, quite thoroughly, that her son was not having Millie Liberas help him with his homework. In fact, it seemed quite apparent that it wasn’t the younger Liberas who was the target of his attentions. 
 
    And that, naturally, alarmed her. 
 
    Anita did not consider herself a mother hen. But when her son, her baby boy, was apparently having… relations with a woman as old as her, that was some cause for concern! True, she had never been fond of the boy’s girlfriends. Any of them. Corrupting harridans that they were. But their neighbour and the mother of his former crush? Anita had to step in! 
 
    Needless to say, it took much to throw Anita Barker from her mission. But once the neighbour’s door opened to her harsh knock, the sight of Francine Liberas did. 
 
    The woman who stood in the doorway was not the one Anita had grown used to seeing. The woman before her had curves of an 80’s era Playboy model Breasts whose size pushed out the t-shirt so much it revealed the bottoms of those creamy orbs. Yoga pants that strained to contain the curves of hips and an ass that defied understanding. And above it all, a frizz of blonde hair bouncing around the face of a woman mature in years but young in spirit, her eyes misty and expression that of sated pleasure. 
 
    Francine blinked down at the gaping Anita and beamed. 
 
    “Anita! How good to see you. How have you been?” 
 
    Anita jolted back to herself. “Oh. Francine. H-hello. I’m… sorry to intrude.” 
 
    “Oh, not at all,” Francine breathed as she leaned against the frame of the door, her dishevelled shirt riding a little higher, revealing a little more of her creamy flesh and hinting further at the shape of her firm breasts. “It’s so wonderful to see the neighbours.” 
 
    “Yes. You’re looking… well…” 
 
    Francine smiled lazily. “Oh, I started a new diet. As you can see, it’s done just wonders.” 
 
    Anita found her eyes again following the jaw dropping shape of the woman before her. “S-so I see…” 
 
    “Oh, but where are my manners!” Francine giggled. “Come in. God, we haven’t talked in ages!” 
 
    “Yesss,” Anita said slowly, coming back to herself. “That’s actually why I came by.” 
 
    “Well, let’s go to the living room. It’s much more pleasant in there.” 
 
    Anita found her eyes riveted to Francine’s ass as the other woman turned about and sauntered into the house, every step shown in the way her bottom moved against the tight fabric. Blushing, Anita hurried after her and inside. 
 
    Although Francine had greatly changed, Anita was relieved to see the house still looked more or less the same. As they wandered into the living room, Anita’s nostrils flared at a curious, musky scent lingering in the air. Something familiar yet strange. 
 
    “Let me go get us something to drink,” Francine said, vanishing through a door before Anita could say a thing. With a huff she sat down on a couch. But maybe the wait was good. It gave her a chance to gather her thoughts. Refocus her anger. Although that smell was oddly distracting. Just what was that? Good lord, this was going to drive her absolutely up the wall. 
 
    She never had a chance to figure it out, for a moment later Francine bumped open the door with her bottom and strutted back in, bearing two tall glasses of rich, foamy milk. “Here we go! It’s a part of my new diet. Only drink this milk before my exercise regime.” 
 
    She gave Anita a wink as she passed her a glass. “Um. Yes. Thank you,” Anita said, accepting the glass cautiously. Once again Francine beamed, them settled into the couch beside her. 
 
    Francine took a long drink of her milk, tilting her head back, pushing her breasts out. Anita watched, fascinated by the scene. With a gasp the buxom milf put aside the glass and shook her head, frizzy hair fluttering. “Mnn! Now, what was it you wanted to talk about?” Francine said brightly. 
 
    “Well, it’s about Travis.” 
 
    “Oh of course it is!” Francine giggled. “I’m sorry. I really should have told you I was fucking him.” 
 
    “You… you’re what!” Anita gasped. 
 
    “Well it’s not that surprising,” Francine said. “After all, how could I resist such a… virile young man. He’s so strong and commanding and his cock is just amazing inside me…” 
 
    Anita stared as Francine’s eyes grew foggy with remembered pleasure. A hand groped up the milf’s curving chest, engulfing a heavy breast and giving it a lusty squeeze. Francine moaned softly, tucking her legs in close as she pawed at her own teat. “And it feels so wonderful to be fucked by a strong young man. So much energy and enthusiasm.” 
 
    “F-Francine! This… my god!” Anita gasped, blushing furiously at her old friend’s behaviour. “Do you even hear yourself? How can you… what…” 
 
    “I’m so sorry Anita. It’s just been soooo long since my husband died. Kevin-“ 
 
    “Lyle.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your husband, his name was Lyle.” 
 
    “Oh! Yes. It’s been so long since Lyle passed away and I am still a woman, Anita. I still have needs that need to be fulfilled. Surely you wouldn’t deny me that? And your son is such a kind young man. Coming by and being so affectionate to the bereaved widow next door.” 
 
    “It’s… ah…” Anita was confused. She felt warm and bothered and disturbed and dear god where was that scent coming from? It seemed to be even more intense now. It fairly stuffed the air, but not unpleasantly so. To gain herself a chance to think she quickly put the glass of milk to her lips. 
 
    And gasped. 
 
    The milk flowed into her mouth warm and smooth as silk. Good heavens! No wonder Francine loved the stuff. It just slid down her throat, gathering in her stomach and spreading through her a warm, torpid feeling. Like her arms and legs were growing weak and soft. 
 
    Francine watched with amusement as Anita drank the glass down to the dregs. With a gasp Anita set the glass aside, blinking rapidly. “That… that was very good.” 
 
    “So glad you agree. As for your son…” 
 
    “O-oh. Yes,” Anita said, coming back to the subject at hand. She turned back to Francine, and found herself again amazed at just how beautiful the other woman was. How curvy and desirable she was in those tight-fitting clothes, like she was just waiting to burst out of them. “Yes. Travis. I just don’t… um… know if it’s appropriate for him to be dating… dating a woman as mature as you…” 
 
    “Oh but don’t you see,” Francine breathed, leaning forward, her breasts pushed out, straining the thin fabric of her t-shirt. And were those two damp spots Anita spied? “It’s for the best, Anita, love. After all, who better than an older woman like me to teach him? If he went out with another girl from school, some high school sweetheart, they could both make such a terrible mistake. Better he be with someone with experience. Who can teach him what a woman likes and needs without risking anything. After all, he’s such a virile young man, isn’t he?” 
 
    Anita stared, flabbergasted. “That’s… I don’t…” 
 
    “Oh. But… maybe it’s not me who’s the problem,” Francine mused, drawing closer. Anita leaned away, then gasped as she fell back onto the arm of the couch. Francine moved above her, loomed over her. “Anita. Did you want to fuck Travis?” 
 
    The words were like a punch to the gut. “I… I… w-what!” she gasped. “I only… only his best interest… How could you…” She realized her face was beet red, her breath coming in short pants, inhaling that sweet scent surrounding Francine. The heaviness of the milk continued to spread through her. Warming her. 
 
    “I can’t blame you,” Francine said hotly. “After all, he’s so strong. So young. So unbelievably sexy, isn’t he?” Francine sighed, her hands planted beside Anita’s head, trapping the other woman beneath her. “Oh but, it would be wrong for you to fuck him, wouldn’t it?” Francine murmured. “So you’re jealous. And you have to live with him too. Watching him strut around the house. You must get so hot and bothered and needy.” 
 
    Anita couldn’t speak. She realized suddenly that her panties were damp. That her breasts were aching. She was hot. Feverish. And she couldn’t stop thinking about the scenes Francine had described. Her son stepping out of the shower, his body sculpted like a horny schoolgirl’s dream, only a towel hiding his modesty, and oh god what weak defence that was against the shape bulging against the fabric. How he filled the house, his scent of sweat and musk and masculine things that sent her heart pounding. 
 
    “It must be so hard,” Francine purred, leaning in closer. Closer. Her massive breasts gently resting on Anita’s own modest orbs. 
 
    “Yes,” Anita whimpered before she even realized she had. 
 
    “Of course. You must be so horny. So needy allll the time. Here,” Francine said, her soft lips coming closer. “Let me help you relieve some of it.” 
 
    Anita opened her mouth, but the words of protest didn’t come. And then it was too late. The soft lips of the other woman were pressed to her own. 
 
    And Anita just… melted… 
 
    A moan quaked through her, her mouth opened in a gasp, and Francine’s tongue plunged in, swirling and wrestling with Anita’s own. She shuddered, trapped, helpless against the kiss that sent her blood pumping and vision spinning. That made her legs rub together and quim burn with the need to be touched and used and fucked. 
 
    She didn’t know what was happening. What was going on. She had never considered another woman like this, let alone Francine. And yet… and yet… 
 
    The kiss broke. Anita gasped, breath steaming, staring up senselessly into Francine’s hovering face. “Let’s get you more comfortable,” the other woman said, deftly pulling up and off Anita’s blouse, baring her modest bra and aching teats. Anita blushed hotter when she compared her size to her busty neighbour. Such heavy, bouncy breasts. 
 
    Francine smiled. “Oh Anita. You don’t need to worry. You’re such a beautiful woman still.” 
 
    “I… I don’t…” 
 
    “Shh. It’s okay. Let momma Francine help you. After all, those naughty feelings for your son are so… distracting. I’m sure you want him. Want to ride his fat cock. Sneak into his room and kiss his powerful chest. Stroke his cock. Lick the tip like a good mother should…” 
 
    Anita was so hot. Her thoughts swirled and raced. Confused. Frantic. Yet aroused. So hopelessly, helplessly horny. She shook her head, but it was a weak effort of denial. “N-no! I wouldn’t… that’s…” 
 
    “Wrong? I’m sure it feels that way. And I know how good a woman you are. You don’t want it to be awkward. To be odd. But you still have these… urges, don’t you,” Francine whispered, her fingers teasing along Anita’s mound. “Those feelings of lust that just can’t quite be sated.” 
 
    Anita’s mouth opened and closed uselessly. She… she did, she had to admit. Married life didn’t lend itself to certain needs. And with her son wandering around the house, reeking of masculinity and power… Only now was she realizing that she had been… been aware of him. Aroused by him. “I… I couldn’t… I mustn’t…” 
 
    “Hmm. Well then, maybe you just need some satisfaction.” 
 
    Anita’s breasts heaved as Francine gripped her pants, panties, and tugged them down, baring her slit, framed with a tuft of brown hair. Anita burned with embarrassment. Oh god! Oh god was this really happening? She watched, dumbfounded, as Francine moved down her, between her parted thighs. The curvaceous milf lowered her face, hovered over the other woman’s slit. Francine met Anita’s wide eyes, smiled, 
 
    And licked. 
 
    “Ah!” Anita gasped, tensing, hips twitching, held down by Francine’s hands. 
 
    Licked. 
 
    “Mnnn!” Anita moaned, fisting the blanket on the couch. 
 
    Licked. 
 
    “Nnn!” 
 
    “So happy to be of help,” Francine teased, and then dove in. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” Anita wailed, throwing her head back as molten pleasure poured through her. As her neighbour’s tongue delved into her hot cunny, as her lips kissed Anita’s pussy. As her hands kneaded Anita’s veiny thighs. 
 
    “Oh god. Oh fuck! Mnnn!” Anita moaned, helpless beneath the skillful tongue of her neighbour. “How… what…” 
 
    Francine giggled. “Oh, well, I did go to college, Anita. And I’ve learned a few tricks since then too.” 
 
    “T-tricks?” 
 
    “Easier to show you.” 
 
    Anita cried out in helpless pleasure as Francine’s tongue resumed its work on her clutching cunny, sliding up and to her tender clit. “Ooooh!” Anita moaned as the other woman’s lips captured that bead, sucking tenderly on it, tongue snaking out and teasing it. 
 
    Anita’s chest heaved with pleasured panting. Her voice rose in soft, needy whines. Oh god. Oh god this couldn’t be happening! What was going on? What… what… 
 
    “Mnnn!” Anita moaned, shuddering as she climaxed, her whole body tightening as her orgasm filled her with that heady tension. Francine moaned, slurping up the other woman’s juices eagerly. Gasping, she raised her head from Anita’s cunt. 
 
    “Oh, Anita. You’re delicious.” 
 
    Anita stared at Francine, lost. Confused. But willing. Pleasured. She didn’t know how it had come to this. Why she was letting this happen. But she was. And she couldn’t find the will to stop. Not even when Francine moved over her again. Not even when the other woman loosened her robe, let it fall back, revealing the expanse of her tits. And when that dusky nipple was lowered, Anita thought nothing of opening her mouth, and taking it between her lips. 
 
    Sweet cream burst on her tongue. Anita moaned, her hips gently moving as she suckled at Francine’s milk. Oh god it was so goooood! She moaned, lashes fluttering, sweet, torpid pleasure spiraling through her. Relaxing her. Easing her. Drowning her worries in a sea of cream and endless pleasures. 
 
    “Mnnn. So eager, Anita,” Francine moaned. “You needed this so badly. Don’t you worry. Everything is going to be so much better now.” 
 
    Anita nodded vaguely. Distantly, she heard a door open, shut. Heard the heavy tread of feet. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    Anita turned her head and saw her son standing before them. Travis was tall and well built, his chest and shoulders broad, his face strong and blunt. His sleeves were rolled up, baring tanned arms corded with muscle and a growing carpet of hair so thick it almost resembled fur. As he stood there she couldn’t help but notice how his pants couldn’t quite hide his swelling bulge. 
 
    Francine glanced back, smiling. “Oh, just some girl talk, Travis. Your mother was awfully worried about you. I just wanted to assure her that you’re in the best of hands.” 
 
    Travis smirked and delivered a smack to Francine’s bottom. The busty blonde arched, gasping with delight. “Too true,” he said. 
 
    “Mnn. Should we show her?” Francine asked, her cheeks flush with delight, her lashes fluttering as she lifted her shapely rear into the air. 
 
    Travis’s grin widened. He didn’t bother answering in words. Anita watched, her lips sucking harder on a stiff nipple as her son undid his pants, shucking them and his boxers down. His cock swelled into the open air, thick and large. And… and blunt. Blunted like a bull’s. Was that normal? 
 
    But she didn’t really care. Such things seemed so inconsequential as Travis moved behind Francine and grasped the shapely milf’s plush behind. He shoved down her yoga pants, baring her curvy ass and tender pink folds. His large hands took Francine’s generous hips, aligned his cock, and thrust! 
 
    Francine threw back her head with a great, “Mooooo!” as Travis began to saw into her cunt, fucking her with a steady rhythm, his cock pounding into those well stretched depths. The scent of him hit Anita like a brick. A musky heaviness that made her chest feel tight and her cunt twitch. Every thrust of her son’s cock seemed to reverberate through Francine, shuddering into her as Francine moaned and moved atop her. 
 
    Fuck she was so thirsty! 
 
    None of this seemed odd anymore. Wrong. It all seemed so perfect. So natural. So easy to guzzle her neighbours’ cream while her son fucked the busty milf atop her. To rock and gasp as Francine’s leg moved between her thighs, rubbing Anita’s tender cunny in a way that made her whimper and cling to the other woman as if to prevent herself being swept away by the sea of pleasure surging through her. She felt good. Warm. She felt… different. Her breasts and ass ached. Her body burned with a heat that swelled through her and tingled in places she’d long forgotten. She felt good. She felt sexy. She felt… felt… 
 
    Wonderful. 
 
    “Yessss!” Francine moaned. “Yes! Fuck me! Oh fuck me my big dicked stud! That’s it! Mnnn! Fuck me on your mom! Show her what a good bull you are to your sexy cow! Oh fuck. Fuck! Yes! Yes! Travis! Yessssss!” 
 
    Francine’s scream was overwhelmed by Travis’s bellow as they came together, his hot cum pumping into the busty woman’s cunt. Her own orgasm shuddering through her. And Anita came with them, moaning into Francine’s tits, her thighs quaking, the milk she guzzled seeming thicker, more potent in that sweet moment of surrendered pleasure. 
 
    Francine sagged, panting atop Anita. She smiled happily down at her neighbour and tenderly lifted her teat from the other woman’s lips. “Well… Anita? How… how do you feel about… about your son and me now?” 
 
    Anita gazed up at the blushing woman, and a giddy smile teased from her lips. “Mnn. Well, I… suppose it would be better for him to… to have a more… mature lover. Like you said. But…” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    Anita giggled, her cheeks a bright red. “Well, I think I should still check in, now and then. You know. Ah, make sure that you’re still being… being good to him. And enough for him.” 
 
    Francine laughed. “Oh too true,” she breathed, leaning down and kissing her. 
 
    Anita moaned into those lips, twitching when she felt Travis resume fucking Francine, the busty woman’s breasts rubbing against her own, which seemed more sensitive than she remembered. More shapely. She wondered at that, but when Francine’s hand again found her sopping cunt, she forgot about it. There’d be time to deal with that later. For now, she had much better things to focus on. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Summoning 
 
      
 
    Millie glanced from the book to the markings on the floor again. She’d done her best. By the look of it the signs were the same as those she’d used that night in the bookshop. The only difference was that now she’d worked them onto the floor of her basement. 
 
    The atmosphere was different down here from that night she’d first summoned the demon. The air of the basement lacked the scholarly gloominess of the bookshop, with the scent of papers and inks and aged knowledge close to hand. It was far darker as well. And the sensation of the cold concrete all around her felt odd. The lack of windows. The heaviness of the earth pressing in made the whole scene seem more… forbidden somehow. More dangerous and, perhaps, more menacing. She felt like she were performing this ritual in a dungeon. 
 
    She shook her head, slapped her cheeks. “Focus!” she muttered to herself as she set aside the book and began to light the candles arranged around the ring. Ugh. Her head was hurting again. Her breasts were aching with that all too familiar sensation of denial. She really needed to be milked, but she’d been too busy. Not to mention she was a little leery of doing that now. There was no denying whatever had been done to her was getting worse. She was changing in ways she was far from comfortable with. 
 
    And she was going to get some goddam answers. 
 
    Soon enough the candles flickered and danced with flame. The room seemed darker for it as she stepped back and picked up the ancient volume once again. She flipped to that familiar page, her pussy giving a throb when she looked on the horned figure depicted thereon. He was far more impressive in the flesh, she had to admit. Clearing her throat, Millie raised her hand before the circle. 
 
    “Mighty Midos. 
 
    Breaker of Maidens. 
 
    Bringer of seed. 
 
    To you I call!” 
 
    Everything around her seemed to grow still. Even the candles ceased their wavering dance. Her breath caught, excitement a lump in her throat as the red chalk of the ritual circle began to slowly glow. The ceiling was lost in the shadows. The walls seemed to recede. It was as if she stood in the dark gulf which lies between the sane world and the strange. Good signs all. 
 
    “Midos!” she called, throwing forward her arms, her voice rising, filled with a longing, a power. “I call to you across the gulfs. From the depths of the hells and the Maze of the Mad. From your throne and your brides and their bounty, I beg you come before me!” 
 
    Acrid, thick smoke oozed from the candles, washing across the floor. Her heart hammered. Here it comes. Here he comes. For the first time she wondered if this were wise. But it was too late. The words rushed from her in a gasp, surrendered to the glowing circle and the darkness of the room. “With these words I conjure you before me! Bound within the rings of magic and dimensions beyond. Nilahn saffir Midos matian valuras sciene!” 
 
    The flames flared. Smoke billowed from the circle, gathering before her. Millie looked up, staring, her breasts heaving as she watched the smoke coalesce, combining into that terrible form. Horned head and a muzzle like a bull. Hairy hide and eyes that burned with the infernal lust of the hells. She felt his presence. His primal, unholy power hit her very sense of self. Her soul quailed, her body burned, washed in waves of pure animal lust for the creature before her. 
 
    Midos chuckled, a sound that rumbled from gulfs beyond time. He straightened, towering over her. Her eyes wandered across the brutality of his frame. His heavy chest and massive arms. Down, down, drawn inevitably to what she knew so well. To the thick, hose of his cock, semi-hard, jutting out with its bestial flared tip. 
 
    “Well well. If it isn’t my precious cow,” the demon said. 
 
    Millie shuddered, forcing her eyes to his. “Y-you!” she cried, pointing at him. “You did this to me! You changed me!” 
 
    “As you requested. Are you unsatisfied?” the demon asked, his lip curled in mocking amusement. “Hmm. Perhaps the changes did not come properly. Let me see.” 
 
    The demon gestured contemptuously. Millie squeaked in surprise as flames suddenly engulfed her clothes. It was over in an instant, everything she wore turned to ash, though her skin remained untouched. 
 
    “Yesss,” Midos said, his burning eyes roving across her naked curves. Her plump bottom and great, firm tits. He chuckled as needy milk beaded her stiff nipples. “I’d say the changes worked out fantastically.” 
 
    “What!” Millie gasped. “I didn’t ask for this!” 
 
    “Didn’t you?” the demon mused. “Did you not ask for curves every man would lust for? For a figure of pure desire? Didn’t you offer yourself to me in exchange for a body of sultry pleasure and naked lusts?” 
 
    “I didn’t ask for these!” Millie cried, grasping the horns growing from her blonde hair. “I didn’t ask to lactate. To need to have my tits milked or I’d become just some… some horny, stupid bimbo slut!” 
 
    “A price, true,” the minotaur said, amused. “But a small one, it seems to me. Have you not everything you wanted? The body? The slaves? Every man desires you. Every woman wishes they were you. And, for a sip of your cream, could grow nearer.” 
 
    “I… That isn’t…” 
 
    Her protests died before the demon’s amused smirk. She shivered, lust burning through her in tingling waves of naked desire. Midos stepped forward and Millie drew back, even as her body yearned to draw nearer. To touch him. To yield to him. 
 
    “I have given you a gift, my dear. I have chosen you.” 
 
    “Ch-chosen? For what?” she gasped, panting. 
 
    The minotaur stopped before her. He kneeled down and reached out, grasping her heavy breast. Millie moaned as his rough hand engulfed her. Squeezed her, milk leaking in thick rivulets from her whorish teat. 
 
    “To spread my influence. To be the beginning of something great. Something powerful in this world,” Midos rumbled. “Through you my corruption shall spread. Through you, this world shall know my presence once more.” 
 
    Millie panted, eyes wide as Midos drew her nearer, pulled her against his front. He was so warm. His fur reeked of bestial musk and something like ash. She felt sweat bead her body, her blood thumping through her veins. “But… but I…” 
 
    “And you,” Midos growled, grasping her head, pushing her to her knees, her face against the great hose of his cock. “You shall be my priestess in this world. Through whom I speak with the faithful. Who shall make my will be known. Greater than any queen. You will be my bride. My slave and more. To you I gave my blessing. 
 
    “What say you, Millie?” 
 
    She was breathing hard. Her face was right next to his pulsing shaft. His scent, that medley of brimstone, musk and power surrounded her. Filled her in clouds of pure, primal lust. Her hands shook as she raised them, touched the pillar of his cock, stroked him. Recalled that night in the bookshop. His manhood within her. Conquering her. Changing her. His burning seed as it bathed her virgin flesh. She’d been so innocent, then. So stupid. All she’d wanted was a body of pure voluptuous beauty. 
 
    She had been given that. And more, she realized now. Much more. She recalled what she had done to her eager cheersluts. How she had got away without a ticket that night in the car. Her former neighbour. Her mother. She truly was corruption. A plague of sensuality. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Power, she thoughts, her hands gliding up and down the demon’s veiny shaft. She’d been given power. Power to corrupt. Power to rule. Power to find and bring herself pleasure from wherever she wanted. She thought of her mother, flush tits heaving as Travis plunged his cock into her. Travis, always well built, now massive. Strong. Powerful. She thought of Valerie, so high and mighty once. Now little more than a panting slave. A slut eager for her mistress’s touch. To please. To be pleasured. 
 
    Her heart was beating faster. Millie had never imagined such power. Such control. She realized as she stroked the demon’s cock that she wanted more. More. Greed? Oh yes. She could be greedy. Power hungry. And what were horns? What was corruption of herself when it gave her so many gifts to spread. To infect. 
 
    “I’ll be your priestess?” Millie murmured, her tongue flicking from between her lips, tasting the flared tip of the massive demon’s shaft. “Your agent?” 
 
    “My gifts shall be yours. And I will not deny you the pleasures you so seek,” the demon purred as she stroked his cock. 
 
    “You mean… you’ll fuck me?” she asked, kissing the tip of his cock, shivering as that wonderful, musky taste tingled on her plump lips. 
 
    “I’ll do more than that, my dear. I’ll tame you. I’ll break you. I’ll bring you to such heights you’ll think you’re in heaven.” 
 
    Millie paused. “Heaven… exists?” 
 
    The demon’s smirk deepened. “Millie,” he growled, touching her head, easing her forward. “You of all on this world shall never know that.” 
 
    Millie shuddered in delight. Her lips parted, taking the tip of his cock. She moaned as her tongue slid along his musky fuck-meat. Her head buzzed. Her body burned. That’s right. If there was a heaven, she didn’t really care. She’d have heaven on earth right here. Beneath her master’s cock. Pleasure unending. The delights of corruption. Of power. All hers. 
 
    She sucked adoringly at the demon’s cock, her hands running along the pillar of his manhood. There was no way she could fit him all in his mouth. He was too glorious for that. But her pussy throbbed with the memory of how deep she had taken him that first time. When she had been truly corrupted by her master. Oh fuck she wanted more. More! 
 
    She pulled her lips free, her tongue thick and heavy from his musk. Her adoring eyes met the demon’s own burning orbs. She eased back, baring her naked form, parting her shapely thighs to reveal the gaping slit of her cunny. 
 
    “Yes,” she breathed. “I want it, master. Please. I don’t care what it costs. What I lose. I’ll gain so much more. Fuck me. Do whatever you have to. Give me more of your power. More of your greatness. I want everyone who tastes my milk to get fat tits and curvy thighs. I want every man who fills me to get big and powerful and horned. I want everyone I take to bed to come out like me. Like you. I want to spread your blessing, master. So please,” she breathed. “Please, fuck me.” 
 
    Midos laughed, the sound thundering in the strange, unreal darkness that surrounded them. “I knew I chose well, Millie. A true slut. You’ll serve me well. Now,” he said, grasping her hips in leathery hands, the mere touch sending shockwaves through her core. He pulled her close, moved between her legs, the tip of his cock teasing her flushed, dripping lower lips. “Prepare for the true blessing of Midos.” 
 
    Millie thought she was prepared. But she could not have been more wrong. When that flaring shaft pushed against her cunt, parting her, she could only moan with whorish glee as his engorged shaft filled her. She trembled, shuddered, locked in a terrible, wonderful, glorious pleasure of his cock. She bit her lower lip in a futile effort to stifle the whimpers and moans escaping her. 
 
    Fuck! She was taking so much of him. So much! It should have been impossible to take this much. She should have been split in two by the girth of the demon’s shaft. Her breath hitched as his cock lodged so deep in her she could fairly feel it brush against her womb. The pain she expected never came. Merely a sensation of fullness. Of being utterly owned and taken by this creature from beyond logic and reason. 
 
    And yet she still had only managed to take perhaps half of him. 
 
    Midos laughed, sensing her thoughts, the sound vibrating through his shaft and her, making her fat breasts bounce. “Don’t worry, Millie. In time you will take all of me. And we will be meeting more often, to be sure. And let me show you why.” 
 
    Midos pulled back his cock. “Nnnnn!” Millie moaned as his cock slid back through her overstuffed pussy, then suddenly rammed forward. 
 
    She screamed in ecstasy at the sensation of his thrust, wailed as he pulled back and did so again. Again. In moments his immense cock was plunging into her willing form. Her soft curves bouncing as she was speared atop his immense shaft, writhing beneath him, a panting, moaning, keening mess of soft curves and feminine pleasure. 
 
    “Yessss!” Midos growled. “Let me hear you scream, slut. Let your master hear you! Give it all to me, Millie. Give me your best. I’ll make you the greatest slut this world has ever seen!” 
 
    “Masterrrrr!” Millie screamed in delight. “Midos! Oh fuck. Oh god! Yes! Yes! Pleeeease! Please don’t stop! Keep ah… keep fucking me! Oh fuck. Oh shit! Yes! Mnnnnn!” 
 
    She screamed as she came, her juices squirting about his plunging cock, lubing his demonic shaft even further. His cock was so hot. So thick. So powerful! Every stroke filled her, pounding her quivering pussy, rubbing her throbbing clit with every thrust home. 
 
    Madness lingered at the edge of such pleasure. Calling to her. Urging her to give in. To surrender utterly. To become nothing more than this demon’s mindless cock sleeve. She clung to the demon’s promise. To the possibility he offered. Through the haze of wailing, gasping pleasure Millie dimly realized he was testing her. Seeing if she had the resolve to maintain her very sanity in the face of him. Of his overwhelming might and pleasure. 
 
    His hands suddenly engulfed her tits, sank into those pillows of milky flesh. “Mooooooooore!” Millie screamed as milk jetted from her bouncing tits, mauled from them by the demon’s immense hands. 
 
    “Wonderful, slut! A perfect cow. Your corruption went so well!” 
 
    “Ah! Th-thank you! Thank you master!” 
 
    Midos laughed at her, but she didn’t care. Let him. He gave her all of this. She’d be anything for him. If only to get more of him. More of this cock sawing in and out of her quivering pussy. She cried out, again tensing in a flowering orgasm. God. How many? How many had it been now? She didn’t know. She didn’t care. She only wanted more. More! More! 
 
    Midos grabbed her, pulled her back. He settled on the floor and her on his lap, facing him. She looked up into his eyes as his hands engulfed the soft cheeks of her ass and began to bounce her on his lap. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” Millie screamed at this new angle of delight. She threw her arms around his mighty shoulders, panting, mewling as he skewered her on his cock. Her breath steamed from her. Her skin was so flush it was red like she had a fever. Her head was swimming. Her body tingling, throbbing like she’d burned out every nerve from sheer stimulation. Midos smirked down at her, and kissed her. 
 
    She moaned, surrendering to those lips. Surrendering to him. Every thrust of his cock into her spread through her shocks of sweet electric pleasure. Her body was blazing with the fire of lust. She wanted more. More! 
 
    Midos growled into her lips. His thrusts became heavier. He broke the kiss, threw back his head. His roar was a thing of inspiring awe. A roar that laid low empires. The heralded the end of worlds. The sound thundered around her, and Millie screamed as she felt his cock tighten, swell, and explode within her. 
 
    “Yesss!” she screamed as his demonic seed pumped into her hungry depths, squeezed from the joining of his cock and her pussy. “Oh master! Yes. Yes! Ah. Ah! F-fuck me! Fuck meeee! M-more! Moooooooooore!” she lowed, her milk spurting from her luscious tits. 
 
    As her master came within her, she felt the change. She cried out as pain blinded her, her horns growing further in size, curving upward. Her breasts swelled even greater than she had known, her hips and ass engorging, inflating into perfect, shapely breeder curves. She cried out again, throwing back her head, nearly going mad with the ecstasy of his orgasm and her own. 
 
    But he wasn’t done. He was far from done. 
 
    Midos pushed her off him and onto the floor. Moaning she crawled onto her hands and knees, freezing as she felt the demon’s presence behind her. His hands engulfed her thick hips, and again his cock thrust home into her leaking cunny. 
 
    “Yessssss!” she screamed as he began to rut her, moving behind her, fucking her like the beast he so resembled. “Yes! AH! Ah! Master! More! Fuck me mooore! Fuck your cow slut! Ah!” 
 
    “Who’s are you?” Midos bellowed as he conquered her with every thrust of his cock. 
 
    “Yooooours! I am youuuurs!” Millie wailed, fireworks exploding through her as she came again. “I’m yours! Body! Mind! Soul! I’m Midos’s! I’m his slave! His thrall! His eager slut! So please… ah… please. Master! Don’t stop! Don’t stop fucking meeeeee!” 
 
    Midos roared with laughter. “Then you are mine!” 
 
    Millie screamed as she felt something burn on her rump. She dared a glance back to find a brand there, still sizzling with the magic with which it had been inscribed. A demonic face with a pair of horns, not the goat-like Baphomet, but a beast of more bovine nature. 
 
    Branded. She’d been branded by Midos. 
 
    Perhaps she might have felt some uncertainty about that. About how deeply she had now sworn herself, and to what cause. But then the demon’s cock thrust back home, and all she could know was the pounding pleasure once more surging through her. The sound of her own scream as she thrust back, taking the plowing cock of her new master. 
 
    “Yesss!” she screamed. “Midos! Masterrrrrr!” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Succowbus 
 
      
 
    Valerie open the door to mistress’s home and stepped inside. She idly adjusted her jacket and skirt, still dishevelled from the thorough fucking she’d been given in the bookstore. She smiled blissfully, kicking off her shoes, lashes fluttering as she breathed in the air of the home. Mmm. Gosh, it always smelled so good inside. The perfume of her mistress hung heavy in the air along with a creamy, rich scent that made her tits ache and her core throb. She’d been in the home frequently since mistress had shown Valerie the true merits of being a good cheerslut. Often mistress had her come by to eat her out and milk her. 
 
    But there was a different scent in the air today. Valerie sniffed curiously, licking her lips. Something muskier. Something… heavier. 
 
    The scent drew the bimbo deeper inside. Her chin tilted back, button nose in the air and sniffing her way along like a pomeranian in a steak house. Whatever it was, it made the bimbo’s tits tingle and her well fucked pussy ache with renewed desire. She giggled. She was such a silly slut. Always so ready to just, like, fuck! 
 
    She found herself at the door to the basement. She glanced down, and saw a strange light leaking from beneath, along with a pale, shining smoke. The scent was strongest here. She should probably go get someone. It might be a fire or something. That would be the smart thing to do. 
 
    So naturally, she instead turned the doorknob and opened it. 
 
    The door swung lazily open. Smoke billowed out, engulfing her. Valerie gasped, stiffening, her lashes fluttering as she inhaled that pungent scent. Her pussy, always wet, fairly soaked her now. Her nipples tented her shirt, twin spots of fresh cream staining the fabric. Her legs quivered and buckled, sending her to her knees, a more familiar position to be sure. 
 
    And highly appropriate as she saw Millie step out of the room. 
 
    At least, Valerie thought it was mistress. She looked a little different. Not the lack of clothes, Valerie had seen mistress naked very often. She liked seeing her naked. It usually meant she was going to make cheerslut cum. But there was something else about her. Mistress’s skin was a little bit darker than she remembered, like she’d been tanning all summer. Her curves were more impressive, but she was taller too, giving her shapely breasts and hips more than proper proportions. Or maybe she just looked taller thanks to the pair of curving cow horns rising from her head. 
 
    And then there were her eyes. They were red now, and seemed to glow with a power that made Valerie tremble with desire with a mere glance. 
 
    Valerie’s weak will melted like a candle lit by a volcano. She beamed at her mistress, so happy she was already on her knees. It was so proper. “Mistress,” Valerie gasped. “Oh gosh! You look, like, so good!” 
 
    Millie glanced down at the girl she’d made her slave. She laughed, brushing a hand through her long blonde hair, flicking it back over her shoulder. “Mmm. And I feel good, cheerslut.” 
 
    “What happened?” Valerie asked, peeking past the voluptuous curves of her mistress. 
 
    Millie tapped a finger to her chin. “Hm. Valerie, if I told you, do you think you’d understand?” 
 
    Valerie looked happily back to Millie’s face. “Oh gosh! I um… no! I don’t think so. I’m like, suuuuper dumb,” she giggled. “If mistress says it’s okay then, like, I guess it must be!” 
 
    Millie smirked. How she adored that blissfully eager face. “Too true,” she said, stroking Valerie’s hair, watching as the brunette leaned into her touch with an eager sigh. “You’re much too dumb for me to worry you with anything. Let’s just say things have changed for me, my pretty cheerslut. But it’s nothing you have to worry about. You just have to do what you do best.” 
 
    Valerie wondered what that was. Then Millie pushed her head forward, and the bimbo found her face buried in her mistress’s muff. Valerie brightened happily. Oh! She knew this! She grasped her mistress’s hips (they were bigger, she was sure of it) and happily plunged her tongue into the hot box before her. 
 
    Her eyes flew open. Her tongue blazed with a taste. An alien one. Not cum, as she had tasted from her mistress many times before. Not quite her mistress either. Similar, yet different. Rawer. Spicier in some indefinable way. And yet, so good. Soooo good. Her lashes fluttered. Her moan was muffled as she pushed her lips against that leaking pussy, eagerly swirling her tongue about, tasting the hot essence of her mistress. 
 
    Millie moaned from above, cocking her hips forward, pressing Valerie’s face against her pussy. “Ooooh yes! That’s it. That’s a good cheerslut. Mph. Fuck! You always know… ah… just what to do. Such a good bitch. Fuck! So glad… ah… so glad I decided to make you my slut. Hmmn.” 
 
    “Mph phmmm,” Valerie said. 
 
    “Don’t talk with your mouth full. In fact, don’t talk at all. Just shut up and lick me.” 
 
    Valerie was happy to take that instruction to heart. Talking was so hard anyway. And her tongue was much better suited to pleasuring her mistress. She closed her eyes contentedly, kissing and adoring her mistress’s cunt, relishing the juices that spilled onto her taste buds. Fuck, mistress tasted so good. So wonderful. So amazing. Valerie’s hand teased down her front, pushing down her pants and finding her own gaping quim. With a moan of happiness she began to strum her slick pussy, eagerly fingering herself towards her own blessed peak. 
 
    “Ha. Ah!” Millie gasped as Valerie found her clit, expert tongue teasing that engorged bead of pleasure. Millie moaned, rocking her hips, humping the bimbo’s face. Her other hand grasped her own milky teat, sinking into that plush orb, massaging it with delight until milk drooled down her soft curve, dripping onto Valerie’s head as she continued to lick out her mistress. “Mmnnn! That’s it. Oh fuck. Good girl. Right there! Yes. Ah. Yes! That’s my slut. That’s my pretty… mnn… pretty bitch. Oh fuck. Oh fuck I’m close. I’m so close. Don’t you dare stop. Don’t… don’t you… nnnn!” 
 
    Millie cried out, hot pleasure surging through her. She crammed Valerie’s head against her pussy, wracked with hot pulses of pleasure, her juices eagerly lapped up by her moaning cheerslut. 
 
    Millie felt something under her hand. She glanced down at Valerie’s head, her grin widening as she saw a pair of stubby horns crest the bimbo’s hair. Valerie moaned, too lost in the pleasure of serving her mistress to feel the pain of her further transformation. Her cry of pleasure was muffled by Millie’s pussy as the eager slut came, her juices soaking her pants in a sudden flood of her pleasure. 
 
    Panting, Millie wrenched the slut’s face from her quim. She smirked down at Valerie’s dim expression, eyes glazed and mouth parted, shining with her mistress’s juices. 
 
    “Look at that, cheerslut. You got your panties all soaked,” Millie scolded. 
 
    “S-slut is soooorry,” Valerie moaned, slurring her words with drunken pleasure. 
 
    Millie laughed and patted her cheek. “Don’t worry slut. I forgive you. I can’t expect too much from my stupid bimbo, can I? You’re just too horny and dumb, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yesh,” Valerie panted, bobbing her head. “Bitch ish jusht… sho dumb and shilly.” 
 
    “Of course you are. Now get up.” Millie hefted her gloriously milky teat, smirking as she squeezed another dribble of cream. “Time for your treat. And get rid of those clothes.” 
 
    Valerie scrambled to her feet, stumbling after her mistress in her haste to shed her clothes. By the time Millie reached the living room and settled on the couch Valerie was utterly naked. Millie smirked, settling like a queen on her throne and patted her lap. “Here, slut. Mistress needs a good milking.” 
 
    Nothing could have brought Valerie greater joy. She quickly climbed into Millie’s lap, settling against her. 
 
    “Good girl. Now, here you are,” Millie crooned, lifting her milky teat. “Take a drink like a good cheerslut should. Come on.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Valerie moaned, leaning against her mistress and beginning to suckle. She felt so small like this. So vulnerable and safe on her mistress’s knee, a thumb-sized nipple in her mouth, sucking at that sweet, sweet cream. Valerie moaned, snuggling against Millie, hungrily suckling from her mistress’s teat, feeling the wonderful, pleasurable sensation slowly course through her like warm wine. Filling her. Changing her. 
 
    Millie watched, her smile growing as Valerie’s hair stirred. As those two stubby horns grew from the buxom bimbo’s head. As her tits swelled heavier still. “Oh good cheerslut,” Millie murmured, cupping the girl’s immense teat. She gave a playful squeeze, making Valerie whimper with pleasured submission, milk dribbling from her fat nipple. “You’re going to make a great cow.” 
 
    “Mmnn,” Valerie moaned, too enthralled with her mistress’s milk to care what was being said. It didn’t matter. Her mistress was so smart and good to her. Anything she did would be just wonderful. Just perfect. She clung to her mistress as if Millie was the only thing that made sense in a world so changed. 
 
    Millie sighed, easing back. She half-closed her eyes, contented, warm languor filling her as her eager slut milked and suckled from her teat. She knew even then that this wouldn’t be enough anymore. That the changes Midos had worked in her would demand more of her. More milkings. More pleasure. More slaves. 
 
    But that was okay, she mused, giving Valerie’s breast a squeeze, making the eager slut moan again, wriggle in delight as more of her warm cream dribbled down her shapely tit. After all, there was a whole town outside. And Millie had a feeling that they’d be all too eager to have a taste of her sweet cream. 
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    You Can Never Go Home 
 
      
 
    The road to Newhaven seemed framed with the golden stalks of wheat. It was a quiet highway, peaceful. One could almost believe there was nothing at the end of it. 
 
    In Chris’s opinion, there wasn’t. He sighed, a hand resting lazily on the wheel, guiding him over the small hill and down towards the valley where Newhaven was laid out in a swathe of mingled homes and businesses. He hadn’t been home in years. For him, his life had been in Los Angeles, working a radio station as a DJ, his voice heard in a thousand homes. The clubs were his hunting grounds. The beachfronts his scenery. The beautiful women who could afford the finest treatments, diets, and tans his treasures to be plucked at a will. Everyone wanted to fuck a man whose name they could recognize. 
 
    It had been nice. Emphasis on had. 
 
    Chris exhaled heavily out the corner of his mouth. Had been nice, until podcasts and that sort of thing became more mainstream. It was hard work in radio these days. Cost cutting. Blah blah blah. Maybe have some better luck on the east coast. Well, alright. He would. And since Newhaven was on the way, he may as well take a look at the town that he’d grown up in. 
 
    The first buildings on main street were passing by. Fuck’s sake. The shops were even the same from back then. Like the place had been frozen in time. He shook his head. Some things just never changed. The road. Davis’s Bookshop and Emporium. The women walking by. 
 
    The women… 
 
    Chris’s jaw slowly dropped as he cruised past, watching two women walk down the sidewalk. They were tall, with wheat blonde hair and bright, open faces. Firm, full breasts swelled against sweaters, their hips and rears curved so their skirts rode high enough that every step risked exposure. 
 
    Chris couldn’t pull his eyes away from the two beauties. No. More than two. Every woman on the street seemed impossibly curvy. Judiciously sexy. A parade of feminine sensuality of every stripe. His head craned around, unable to look away. 
 
    Until he hit the utility pole. 
 
    Chris’s head banged off the steering wheel and hit the back of his seat. The horn blared and he sagged back, vision swimming. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    He was dead. He must have died. Because an angel was beside him. She must be an angel. Because no mortal woman could have such perfect, pale skin. Such honeyed blonde hair and beautiful features. Or heavy, full tits that risked bursting from the buttons of her police uniform. 
 
    “Hrrrrr?” Chris managed, his sunglasses slipping down his nose. 
 
    “Here. Let me help you.” 
 
    “Nnnkay…” 
 
    Chris was aided out of the car, staggering to his feet, head still spinning. He didn’t feel injured. But that might have been shock. Or it might have been how the officer tugged his arm into the valley of her breasts, helping him along, letting him lean against her plush frame. 
 
    “There we go. Nice and easy. Let’s just sit down here.” 
 
    Chris was eased down onto a waiting bench. He sagged as the officer sat down beside him, gently petting his hand. 
 
    “He okay?” 
 
    Chris raised his eyes. Then raised them higher because standing on his tip toes, Chris would maybe reach the speaker’s chest. Built didn’t do justice to the second officer. The man could have been sculpted by a horny catholic schoolgirl. His chest was so broad it positively stretched his uniform to the limit, pants that did their utmost to contain an almost unseemly bulge, and a hat that didn’t quite seem to fit properly on his head. 
 
    “Seems alright, Anders,” the woman said. “Just a bit dazed.” 
 
    “Distracted driving,” Anders tsked. 
 
    “Oh please. You don’t drive the cruiser because you can’t stop ogling women.” 
 
    He snorted. “Don’t hear you complain when I do it to you, Charlotte.” 
 
    Charlotte giggled. “We-ll, I could hardly blame you. Could I?” 
 
    Chris must have hit his head harder than he thought. “’Scuse me,” Chris said. 
 
    Charlotte turned back to him. “Whoops! Sorry. I just got distracted. Um, it seems like you’re alright. But…” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “Well, seems to me you’re still a little addled. I should probably take you to the doctor. Just to be on the safe side.” 
 
    Chris rubbed his forehead, wincing at the pain. “Uh, I think I’m okay. Just a bit in shock.” 
 
    “Please?” Christine said, leaning over him, her eyes shining. “I just want to make sure you’re not really injured. Do it for me?” 
 
    Chris tried to refuse. But he didn’t try too hard. Not with those tits an inch from his face, the first few buttons undone to reveal a glimpse into the creamy valley that awaited within. His mumbled reply was taken as an affirmative, and Chris was pulled up and led towards a waiting police cruiser. 
 
    “What about your partner?” Chris managed to ask as she helped him into the passenger side. 
 
    “Oh, he found someone else who needed him,” Christine said. 
 
    Interesting. Because as they pulled away, Chris was pretty sure he saw Anders interviewing a pair of busty, giggling women, leading both towards a nearby alleyway. 
 
    Chris blinked to try and clear his vision. “Newhaven’s really changed…” he mumbled. 
 
    “Oh, it has!” Charlotte said happily. “I’ve noticed it too. The whole town has gotten a lot more comfortable since the mayor hired his new aid. Comfortable and… mmm… interconnected…” 
 
    “Interconnected?” 
 
    She winked, and Chris again felt that warm wave. 
 
    The cruiser glided to a halt before a large bricked building. Chris got out, and though he was certainly feeling much better, he had no issues with leaning on Charlotte’s arm a little bit more. Inhaling that soft, creamy scent that lingered around her. He wondered what kind of perfume that was. It was such a soothing scent… 
 
    He felt like he was walking on air as he found himself in the examination room. Around him were anatomical posters and the sterile, surgical white walls typical of all health centres. The paper covering the bed crinkled as he sat down, the curtain nearby fluttering softly from his movement. 
 
    “Let me go grab the doctor,” Charlotte said, vanishing through the door before Chris could say a thing. 
 
    Chris sighed and kicked his feet against the side of the examination bed. Well, he certainly hadn’t been planning on this when visiting his home town. He clicked his tongue, easing back and staring at the ceiling. Had he really been gone from Newhaven this long? It had changed so much in the six years since he left. And all in a very good way. 
 
    The longer he mulled over those changes, the more a tingling sense of unease teased at the back of his mind. A sense that something was… off. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it. Something about all the busty women walking about. How youthful they all seemed. How beautiful and curvy and light and sexy. 
 
    The unease grew stronger. Maybe he should go. He hadn’t been driving too fast. His car was probably in pretty good shape. Certainly driveable. If they sent him a ticket that was fine. He could pay it. He got up. 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    The woman who filled it (and fill it she did) was slightly taller than Charlotte, and slightly bustier. Short black hair bounced about a face of ageless beauty. She wore a simple blouse and skirt with a doctor’s coat overlaying it, open at the front allowing the heft of her breasts ample breathing space. A tag clipped to the corner of her coat declared her Doctor Karen Couvier. 
 
    “Chris, is it?” that beauty said, smiling warmly, her ample breasts straining the buttons of her blouse. “I’m here to examine you.” 
 
    …Maybe staying a few more minutes wouldn’t hurt. 
 
    “Uh, thanks,” Chris said, sitting back down. “I think I’m okay.” 
 
    “That’s what we’re here to confirm,” Karen said as she swept into the room, her open jacket fluttering like wings. “Don’t worry. This will be a simple exam. We just want to make sure that nothing is broken. Or harmed. Now, would you mind removing your shirt?” 
 
    “My shirt? Why?” 
 
    “Your seat belt might have cracked something on the impact. We need to make sure you’re fine.” 
 
    Chris licked his lips, but took off his shades and pulled his shirt over his head. His body was toned. Not built like Anders but not fat at all. Still, at the memory of that bull of a man Chris felt vaguely inadequate. 
 
    The subtle little smile that hovered around Karen’s lips didn’t help. “Hmm,” she said, her hands gently touching his tanned chest, making him start with surprise. “Yes. Very good,” she murmured, her voice low and husky, her hands gentle, inquisitive as they stroked his naked flesh, sending another flutter through Chris. And an entirely different sensation below the belt. 
 
    “You’re quite the healthy specimen,” Karen said, meeting his eyes, her own shining in a playful way that made Chris’s heart lodge in his throat. 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Thanks.” 
 
    “Certainly. Now, would you be so good as to remove your pants?” 
 
    “My pants? Why!” 
 
    “Chris, please. I am a doctor.” 
 
    “I mean… I didn’t take a steering wheel to the crotch or anything. Why would…” 
 
    “There’s no need to be shy. But if you’re feeling uncomfortable, perhaps we could help with that. Officer?” she said, glancing to Charlotte. “Would you mind removing your uniform?” 
 
    “What?” Chris said. 
 
    “Sure thing!” Charlotte chimed. 
 
    “What!” 
 
    Chris’s jaw fell open as Charlotte, with a practiced ease more at home in a strip club than a doctor’s office, proceeded to remove her uniform. And lo and behold, she was not wearing a bra. Or underpants, as very quickly became apparent. Her plush tits bounced with her every movement, nipples thick and nubby. Begging to be kissed and licked. Groped and touched. Her hips gave her some trouble getting her skirt down, but when she did he beheld her shaven pussy in all its glistening glory. 
 
    Chris could only stare at the buxom beauty, still wearing her peaked cap for reasons that eluded him. She planted her hands on her hips, head lifted in pride. And to be fair, with a body like that, she had ample to be proud of. 
 
    “Now, Chris. Your turn.” 
 
    Chris snapped back to reality, if reality could describe the situation he found himself in. “I… I mean… what? I…” 
 
    “Chris, officer Charlotte has been very accommodating. Now, kindly strip. This is routine.” 
 
    “She’s naked!” 
 
    “How astute of you. We’re waiting.” 
 
    Apparently, sanity was in short supply here. It must have been infectious, because not only could Chris not formulate an answer, but he stood up, undid his belt, and shucked off his pants. 
 
    There was no disguising how hard he was. He tented his boxers in a more than obvious way. He saw Karen’s eyes light up at the sight, and her smile grew a little hotter, her eyes a little warmer. Fitting, since it seemed unusually hot in the room. He wondered if Christine had applied more of her perfume, because now it was absolutely saturating the room in a thick, creamy medley that stuffed his head with an aching thickness. 
 
    “Mmm. Not bad,” Karen said. 
 
    “E-excuse me?” Chris gasped. 
 
    “Nothing. Nothing. Now, we’re going to need to measure your pulse. Officer? Could you assist me?” 
 
    “Anything, doctor,” Christine breathed, moving forward, her ample tits bouncing. Bouncing. So heavy and soft that Chris couldn’t quite tear his eyes from them. Then the sultry blonde was kneeling before him. Her fingers flicked the button of his boxers open, and his cock was revealed. 
 
    “H-hey!” Chris gasped. “What the fuck are…” 
 
    “The newest method of measuring the pulse. The penis, when engorged, gives an extremely accurate reading on a patient’s heartbeat. And as you may know, a woman’s lips are acutely sensitive. Officer? Proceed.” 
 
    “W-wait a second I…” 
 
    Chris didn’t get any further, because the next thing out of his mouth was a throaty moan as the softest lips he’d ever known wrapped themselves around his cock and gave a nice, heavy, suck. 
 
    “Ohhhh fuck!” Chris gasped. 
 
    Hands grasped his head, eased him forward. He had enough time to realize the doctor had undone her blouse before his face was nestled in a pair of soft, pillowy tits. 
 
    “It’s very important you relax for this,” Karen said, her voice so soft, so reasonable. “Just relax, Chris. Just let us… work…” 
 
    Chris couldn’t find the will to argue with that. Instead he leaned into the softness of the doctor’s tits while Charlotte bobbed on his lap, eagerly sucking his twitching cock. Karen’s scent was overwhelming. So thick it seemed to fill his head with a warm haze. His body tingling with pleasure and desire. 
 
    He didn’t even realize what was happening when the doctor moved his head to a fat nipple, his lips opened instinctively, latched on, and sucked. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” Karen moaned. 
 
    “Mmmm!” Chris groaned as warm milk spurted into his mouth. The shock of it was almost enough to pull him from that debauched reverie. But then Charlotte’s cheeks hollowed, she bobbed faster, and it was all he could do to keep sucking. 
 
    Not that it was hard. Every spurt of that warm cream encouraged him to keep going. Danced on his tongue with rich, velvety delight. Filled his stomach with warm heat that spread through him. Filling his limbs and chest with a throbbing sensitivity that eased his worries. His cares. His thoughts of how wrong it all was faded away like smoke in the wind. Only the dual sensations of milk on his tongue and lips on his cock remained. 
 
    Karen panted, mewling with pleasure as he sucked her milk. Her thighs trembled as she clenched them tight, dampening with her irresistible arousal. Ohhhhh! Her breasts were so wonderfully sensitive. So gloriously tender. She was trembling with her own desire as she felt his breath warm. Heard him grunt as he neared his peak. With a sudden, throaty groan Chris came, pumping his seed into Charlotte’s willing mouth. The eager bimbo moaned as she sucked down his essence with slavish delight, only pulling her lips off his cock when the last dredges of his cum had been safely licked up, leaving his softening cock slick with her saliva. 
 
    “Mmm. Very… ha… good, Chris,” Karen gasped. “Charlotte? Did you… ha… manage to mmmnnn… Get a read of his p-pulse?” 
 
    “Oh. No,” Charlotte said, smiling up at the doctor with blissful delight. “I was um… pretty distracted.” 
 
    Karen rolled her eyes. “Oh dear. Then, I guess I’ll have to do it.” 
 
    Chris perked up. Gasped as she eased his head from her tit. He sat up straight again, blinking slowly. He felt… he felt good. Really good, actually. He rolled his shoulders, feeling the ease of the movements. He didn’t think to question it. Why his chest was more toned. His arms a bit thicker. His cock, certainly ample before, a bit bigger. He could only focus on the two buxom beauties before him, and his tongue slipped around his lips, tingling with the taste of warm cream. 
 
    “Sorry. What? I wasn’t… wasn’t paying attention,” Chris slurred. 
 
    Karen and Catherine exchanged a knowing look. “Nothing too serious, Chris. Catherine just didn’t get a good reading on your pulse.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “So I’m going to have to take a measurement myself.” 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “Now lie back,” Karen said, hefting her expansive tits, her husky smile sending warm tingles racing down Chris and engorging his formerly limp shaft. “Fortunately, my breasts are extremely sensitive, so I will be taking your pulse with them.” 
 
    “Oooooh,” Chris breathed. 
 
    Any hesitation about what was happening was long gone. Chris might not understand what was happening in a broader sense, but an immediate sense and promise of more to come was enough for him. He lay back on the table, the paper crinkling under him as he folded his hands behind his head. He squinted as the light was suddenly blocked out, Charlotte rising to straddle his chest, the cop’s flirty smile almost as fascinating as the vision of the underside of her plush tits and molten, shaven cunt. 
 
    Chris was pretty sure this wasn’t proper medical procedure. He was also sure he didn’t give a shit, and happily let the busty blonde lower her cunt onto his face, his tongue immediately plunging up into that hot, quivering box. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” Charlotte moaned as he licked her out. Her thighs quivering around his head as she rubbed her cunt against his face. “Ooooh f-fuuuuck!” 
 
    Chris had never really pleasured a woman like this before. He always thought it too degrading. But it was so hard to resist, let alone argue with the two beauties. Especially when he felt Karen’s breasts mash about his cock, rubbing his spit-soaked shaft between those soft, milky orbs. Making him moan and thrust into the coaxing mounds of glorious tit flesh. 
 
    “That’s it,” Karen said, her hot breath washing over the head of his cock each time it crested those creamy mounds. “Get nice and hard. Mmm. Give it to me, Chris. Doctor needs her sample of your thick cum. Are you close, Chris? Are you close to cumming?” 
 
    “Mmm!” Chris moaned, the reply somewhat muffled by the muff he was busy tonguing. 
 
    “Oh dear. Hm. I suppose… I may need a more… sensitive way to read it…” 
 
    Chris groaned with protest as he felt those pillowy tits abandon his throbbing manhood. But he didn’t move. Oh no. Not when he could sense movement from the doctor. Hear the crinkle of the sheet as she climbed up. Feel the heat of her cunt as it hovered above his quivering cock. No way. Was she… Was this… 
 
    Velvety softness enveloped his cock. Hot and tight, squeezing his throbbing shaft. Oh. Oh it was. It so was. 
 
    And it was glorious. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Karen moaned as she began to bounce on his lap, her pussy quivering around his cock as she rode him like a bucking bull. “Fuck! Mnnn! Such a healthy… ah… thick cock! Oh yes. Fuck! Fuck me harder, Chris… Oh fuck. Yes! Yes my bull! Oh fuuuuuck!” 
 
    Her voice rose in a cry of sweetest desire. Her cunny clamped down on his cock, and Chris never had a prayer of holding back. He groaned into Charlotte’s pussy as he came, pumping his thick load into those warm depths, stuffing the dear doctor with what felt like gallons of his hot cum. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Charlotte gasped, her thighs tightening around his head as she joined them in their height, biting her lip to stifle her cry as she came all over his face. 
 
    Chris fell back onto the table, his chest heaving. He blinked as Catherine lifted herself off him, the light pouring in and momentarily blinding him. 
 
    Karen’s head filled his view, the doctor’s hair dishevelled and her eyes warm and hot with desire. “Well, Chris, it seems you’re in… excellent shape,” she gasped. 
 
    “That… right…” he panted as the doctor’s soft breasts pressed down on his chest. His head was lifted, a pair of knees scooting under him. He tilted his head further back and saw a pair of plump, round tits hovering overhead. And just past those Catherine’s smiling face. 
 
    “Mmm,” she giggled, stroking his hair in a way that made his toes curl with delight and heart quicken in lust. “I’ll say. You were so… vital…” 
 
    Chris licked his lips, tasting again Catherine’s juices and that strange, thick cream. None of this seemed strange to him anymore. That these two buxom sluts would let him milk them. Guzzle them. That they would tease and fuck him like the stud he was. He shifted, flexing his arms. Feeling strong. Certainly strong enough to escape the pair’s grasp. 
 
    But then, why should he? Why shouldn’t he enjoy a pillow of a lap with a view of a perfect pair of tits? Why should he be concerned with the curvy doctor sitting on his chest, her cunt still drooling his thick seed? He smirked, getting comfortable. 
 
    Charlotte and Karen shared a look. A smile. “Chris,” Karen said, her hands stroking his chest. “Though you don’t seem to be injured, maybe you should… stick around town for a little while. Just for observation.” 
 
    “Oh yes,” Charlotte breathed as she carefully set Chris’s sunglasses over his eyes once more. “It would be such a good idea. We wouldn’t want any belated injuries to pop up.” 
 
    “I feel pretty healthy,” Chris said, grinning up at the pair. 
 
    “Of course. But, still, we think it best if you stay. Just for a little while.” 
 
    “I do have a job on the coast…” 
 
    “Of course,” Karen purred. “But a few days wouldn’t be so bad.” Her ass slid back, her slit stroking his wilted cock. “Would it?” 
 
    Chris hissed as his cock responded to the hot cunt pressing against it. He felt himself stiffen anew. “Well… maybe a little while… wouldn’t hurt.” 
 
    “Oh good,” Karen purred, her eyes shining with delight. 
 
    “I suppose I could get a hotel…” 
 
    “Oh no,” Charlotte said. “We couldn’t have that. After all, what if you suddenly fall unconscious during the night? No no. We’d better keep a close eye on you.” 
 
    “What did you have in mind?” Karen asked, lifting her bottom, her hand reaching down and grasping Chris’s stiffening cock, giving that flaring slab of bitch breaking cockmeat a lazy stroke. 
 
    “Hmmm. He could always… stay with me for a while.” 
 
    “You have a spare bedroom?” Chris asked. 
 
    “No,” Charlotte giggled, her eyes flashing with delight. “That going to be a problem?” 
 
    Chris grinned. “No,” he breathed, giving a short thrust into that stroking hand. “I think I’ll manage.” 
 
    “And I’ll stop by whenever I can,” Karen said, lifting his cock, aligning it once more with her molten cunt. “Make sure you’re still… mmm… healthy…” 
 
    “Sounds… ha… like a plan,” Chris gasped. 
 
    “Mmm,” Karen murmured, her eyes glinting as she sheathed him inside her once again. “So glad you agree…”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Visitors 
 
      
 
    Davis looked at the letter in his hands. He’d written it last night, waking up in a cold sweat, the memories of that evening in the bookshop haunting him. Valerie was long gone, but her scent lingered. That tantalizing mix of cream and something sweet. An intoxicating medley that hung heavy in his shop, reminding him of his shame. His weakness. And more. 
 
    He had given Millie the book. 
 
    Davis wasn’t a spiritual man. But anyone who dealt with rare books for a long time had their perspectives opened in certain ways. He’d had a lot of people come looking for the Book of Demons. Some were collectors of the odd. Others were the odd ones themselves. Those who heard rumors of the book and sought to have Davis sell it to them. But something had always held him back from admitting he had the volume. Something about those people made him believe that they wanted it for reasons other than scholarly curiosity. 
 
    “Here,” the man with the steely eyes had said, passing him a card. “If something ever happens to the book, send a letter here.” 
 
    Davis had smiled politely, slipped the card into a pocket, and then tried to sell the man a James Patterson novel. 
 
    But now… now… 
 
    Davis shut his eyes tight. Oh it was hard. Somehow so hard to put that envelope into the bright red mailbox. He knew he had to. But every time he put the edge against the flap, he remembered Valerie’s face, her lips wrapped around his cock. An image of Millie, her lush tits swelling from her chest. Her eyes bright. 
 
    He heard the metal creak of the slot. The letter shook in his hand. 
 
    Valerie bouncing on his lap, taking his cock. Moaning. Panting. Sweet milk dribbling from her fat tits. His lips locked around a nipple, sucking her. Sucking. Sucking. 
 
    The flap of paper stopped as it teased into the entrance of the slot. 
 
    “Yessss!” Valerie moaning as she rode him. As she fucked him. As she took his cock. As he felt strength fill him with the warmth of her milk. “Fuck me! Oh fuck me haaaard!” 
 
    Davis whimpered. His fingers wouldn’t let go of the letter. He forced it. Opened them. 
 
    The letter slid into the slot. 
 
    With a gasp Davis collapsed against the mailbox, panting. Sweat beaded his brow. God. It had taken such an effort. Why was that? Those images of Valerie and Millie echoing in his thoughts. He rubbed his face, feeling hot. He should get back to the shop. 
 
    The sun was warm as Davis made his way back. He was uneasy about sending the letter, but didn’t know what else to do. He wasn’t sure who that man had been. But he had a feeling that the situation with Millie and Valerie… that somehow the man had suspected it would come out like this in some form. That he would have some answer to what had happened to this town. 
 
    Davis prayed he did. Because he had no idea what to believe anymore. 
 
    The bell over the door tingled as he opened it, and instantly stopped. 
 
    Amid the books and shelves of his store was her. Millie. 
 
    And yet, it wasn’t. 
 
    Davis had been shocked on seeing her last. Stunned beyond belief at the changes in the once slender girl, returned as a blonde bombshell of shapely hips and curvy breasts. Yet, now she seemed even more different. More voluptuous and shapely. A perfect feminine form, her breasts swelling against her shirt, nearly pushing it off her. Her jeans bound her hips and an ass that begged to be squeezed. She was wearing a hat that shaded her bright eyes, but when she turned to him, he saw them burning. Red as embers kindled in the pits of hell. 
 
    “Davis,” she said, pushing off the counter, her breasts bouncing on her chest. “I was so looking forward to seeing you again.” 
 
    Her voice was a throaty purr that shot through him. Davis knew he was an old man. But the sound of her voice made his old cock stiffen against his pants. His heart beat faster. “M-Millie. What are you…” 
 
    “Just came by to check on you. I hope there wasn’t a problem with me taking the book. A man like you… that kind of a shock could do a number on him.” 
 
    He heard the door shut behind him, that bell ringing again. Trapped. Trapped with her. He knew he shouldn’t be intimidated. Millie’s curves weren’t muscles. Old as he was, he could probably take her. 
 
    But… why did he feel so nervous? So weak? 
 
    He smelled her as she drew nearer, and nearly swooned. That scent. That intoxicatingly thick medley of cream and lust and pure, unbridled sexuality. It hit him like a fist. Took his breath away. 
 
    Millie smiled down at him. Her breasts met his chest, pressed against him. His back hit the glass door of the shop. She seemed taller all of a sudden. More powerful. “Mister Davis,” she breathed, wrapping her arms around him. “We’re all alone. I made sure to ask anyone in here to leave. They were all so eager to do as I said. Most of them just couldn’t find the strength to tear their eyes from my tits.” 
 
    He heard a click. Realized she’d locked the door behind him. “Millie,” Davis rasped. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Don’t you like me like this?” she asked, giggling, her eyes shining with delight. Oh fuck he could feel her nipples through her shirt. They were so thick and hard and… and big… “I thought you’d be happy to see me again.” 
 
    “Millie. What… what happened t-to you? It’s… it’s not natural…” 
 
    “You better believe it,” Millie purred, her grin wicked. “There’s nothing natural about any of this. Do you want to know, Mister Davis? Do you really want to know?” 
 
    Davis sucked in a breath as he felt her fingers on his belt. Heard the metallic click as she undid it. Slid them down. 
 
    “Or,” she breathed, her breasts mashed against his chest. Soft. So soft. Her fingers wrapping around his cock. Stroking him slow. So slow. “Would you… rather I use my mouth… to suck you off…?” 
 
    Davis whimpered. His cock was so hard. Her hand so tender. Slowly pumping him. Drawing him to full length. He needed her. He needed to fuck her so badly. His every breath brought in more of her scent. More of her. Her red eyes drew him in. Swallowed him up. An abyss of insanity. A promise of unearthly pleasure. Of cumming and cumming for her. A delight the likes of which he’d never known. 
 
    “Millie…” he whimpered. 
 
    “Say yes, Mister Davis,” Millie purred, grinding her plush tits against his chest. “Say yes.” 
 
    “Y-yes.” 
 
    The admission came no louder than a whisper. But she heard. She smiled, her long lashes beating. 
 
    “Glad to.” 
 
    And then she was going down. Down. Her breath steamed against his cock. Her tongue licked his tip, made him gasp, his cock bobbing. Then her smirking lips engulfed him. 
 
    And he was in heaven. 
 
    “Ooooooh,” Davis moaned, his head banging against the door behind him. Her lips slid up and down his throbbing shaft. Tender. Hungry. Her lips were so soft and plump. He whimpered, groping down. Found her hair. 
 
    And her horns. 
 
    His eyes fluttered open. He looked down at the pair of curving horns once covered by her hat. Davis’s breath came ragged. His horror a shock. But then Millie hollowed her cheeks, and he couldn’t focus on anything but the sensation thrilling up his shaft. 
 
    “Ah!” Davis gasped, grasping her new horns, holding on to them as she took his cock. Bobbing more eagerly. Davis’s pulse raced. His vision swam as he felt his peak growing nearer. Nearer. So close. So close. “Oh god,” he gasped. “Oh fuck. Millie. Oh fuck. Fuck! Yes. Oh fuck yes! Millie! Yes! More. Oh f-fuck yes. Yess! Millie! Ohhhhhh!” 
 
    His orgasm surged through him. Swept him away. Hot. Burning. His cock quivered as he came, pumping his seed into her mouth, feeling her guzzle it hungrily. With every pump he felt weaker. Weaker. Sagging against the glass. 
 
    Millie’s lips popped off his cock, her tongue flicking out, chasing the last remains of his cum. Her eyes burned with delight as she rose, took a step back. She pushed her plump bottom onto the till and parted her thighs. 
 
    “Oh Mister Davis,” she purred, a flick undoing her belt. Her thumbs rolling down her pants, baring her steamy, pink cunny. “Do you want to fuck me?” she said. Smirking, she reached down and spread her pussy lips, baring those hot depths. Her other hand touched the hem of her t-shirt, tugging it up, up, up until her glorious tits were unveiled. Bigger than his dreams. Her nipples drooling her intoxicating cream. Of course she didn’t wear a bra. Just like she didn’t wear any panties. She was a creature of lust. Of dark dreams and sordid pleasures. A demon of carnal delights. 
 
    And even knowing this, Davis felt himself step forward. Felt his cock rise again to full mast. 
 
    Millie giggled. “Oh, Mister Davis. Are you sure? You’re not at all like some of my studs. They can just fuck me all night long. Why, if you tried to keep up with your tiny cock, you might not make it. You might die. But what a way to go. Fucking a beauty like me. Are you still ready to do it, Mister Davis? Do you still want to fuck this hot cunt?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Davis whimpered. 
 
    Millie laughed. “Then come on. Show me what you’ve got.” 
 
    Davis knew she was right. Knew this was beyond wrong. Yet he walked forward. Grasped her hips. Felt her breasts press against his chest again. 
 
    And entered her. 
 
    Oh fuck. Oh fuck it was too good. Her cunt sucked him in, squeezing his cock wonderfully. He moaned, even as Millie laughed. 
 
    “Oh, Mister Davis! Yess. That’s it. Fuck me with your tiny cock. Mmm. Trying so hard. Ah… That’s it. Thrust in me. Try and make me cum with your itty-bitty cock. Oh, Mister Davis. You’re so small! Oh fuck… mnnn!” 
 
    Davis gasped, hot with humiliation. Yet he couldn’t stop thrusting. Couldn’t stop pumping into that molten cunt. It was too good. Too good. Her scent surrounded him. Devoured him. He felt like he might go mad. Already he was losing himself. Entranced in the motions of his fucking. The pleasure of her cunt rippling around his cock. Devouring him. His sanity. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Millie!” Davis screamed as he came, his cock shuddering in her cunt, pulsing with his seed. 
 
    Millie moaned, her hips rocked, fucking her against him, squeezing out every droplet of his cum. “Oh yesss! There we go! Oh Davis, fuck yes! Cum in me. Fill me up!” 
 
    Davis panted, sagging against her, his cock withering. 
 
    “Oh no,” Millie giggled, pulling his head into the softness of her tits. “Now now. We can’t have that. I haven’t even cum yet. You’re gonna have to keep going, Mister Davis.” 
 
    “Millie… I… I can’t…” 
 
    “Sure you can,” she whispered, moving his head to her full, firm breast. “You just need… motivation…” 
 
    Davis didn’t think. His lips opened, took that thick nipple in his mouth, and sucked. He moaned, shuddering as warm cream burst onto his tongue. Whimpered as he felt his cock harden again within her. He started to move again, fucking her anew, every suck of her milk driving another thrust. 
 
    “Mmm! That’s it! Keep trying, Mister Davis. Keep trying to make me cum! Squirt it all in me. Try and make me scream with your tiny cock. Yes. Yes! Ooooh!” 
 
    Davis was nearly sobbing. He came again, his cock shuddering in her pussy, yet he didn’t soften. He just kept thrusting. Kept plowing her soft body. His face buried in her tits, sucking her milk. And with every orgasm, he felt himself grow weaker. Weaker. As if all the vitality in him were pumping into her with his cum. 
 
    Millie giggled, feeling the older man sag against her, yet kept thrusting. Kept fucking her. Her arms lazily wrapped about him. “That’s it. Mmm. Keep fucking me. Keep trying. Keep trying until you can’t anymore. Just keep going. Just keep fucking.” 
 
    And as darkness began to close around his mind, Davis knew he wouldn’t be able to stop. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Reunions 
 
      
 
    Millie shut the bookshop door and locked it. Adjusting her hat, she rolled her shoulders and looked to the sky. Oh. It was so beautiful. Such a lovely blue and soft, fluffy white clouds. The air so crisp and clean. Freed of the musty scent of the bookshop, now spiced with that of sex and cum. And milk, of course. Millie giggled, her heavy tits bouncing. Drained for the nonce. Mmm. And oh how it felt so good. 
 
    In fact, everything felt good. She felt like the world was in the palm of her hand. She could have anything. Anyone. Nothing was beyond her reach. She looked back on her days before she opened that book. Before she read the spell. Before Midos. Fuck, what a miserable existence. Pathetic, really. And such a shame. Such a shame when she could be this. This buxom sex bomb. Desired by everyone. A gift really. One she needed to share. 
 
    Millie looked about the downtown with eyes opened. She saw the people pass her by. She could practically smell their misery. Their need. The men so thin and weak. The women so flat and pathetic. Both eying her for different reasons. Lust. Envy. And sometimes, the same. She shook her head, her horns brushing the inside of her hat. Men should be alphas. They should be muscled and powerful. Capable of showing a woman what pleasure really was. Being worthy of being fucked by such a powerful specimen of a male. So strong. So powerful. 
 
    And the women. God. The poor women. So ignorant of how much happier they could be as big titted bimbo sluts. Ever ready to take a true male’s cock. Their tits heavy with sweetest cream. Their asses begging to be groped. Touched. 
 
    And fucked. Mustn’t forget the fucking. 
 
    And that, to Millie, was the truth of it all. What Midos had shown her. What he had given her. Clarity. Truth. She’d been considering, not so long ago, of going to college. Taking on a career as a lawyer. But that had no appeal now. It would be pissing away her potential. Potential to change her small town. To make it better. 
 
    And she had a good idea where to start. 
 
    Stuck in her musings, she never heard the police car cruise up behind her. Not even the door open, shut with a slam. 
 
    But she smelled who came out. Her nose twitched and she stopped in her tracks. Her eyes closed, her head tilted back as she breathed in deeply, shuddered in delight at the raw, musky scent of pure maleness. 
 
    “Millie Liberas.” 
 
    Millie turned slowly. Her eyes flittered open, and a smile curled her lip. 
 
    “Officer Anders.” 
 
    Her eyes ran up and down his form. His uniform appeared to have been altered, but even so the blue fabric stretched against a barrel chest and arms of corded muscle. He towered, a mass of raw male musculature. His pants were loose, but she still couldn’t help but make out the bulge of his cock. 
 
    But it was more than the mere physical changes she noted. It was his eyes. They held a confidence. A power. An awareness of his own desirability and strength that made her heart skip and her teats ache with need. 
 
    “You look good,” Millie breathed. 
 
    “Thanks. I feel good.” 
 
    He stepped forward, crowding her. And oh how she yearned for him. His scent was so thick she felt like swooning, but didn’t. A lesser woman would have. Would have been little more than his willing cocksleeve so near to him. But she had done more. Faced more. She had dealt with Midos. Had taken the demon of lust himself and came out of it changed. 
 
    Her hands moved up, slid down his chest, feeling the hardness of his body. “So I see,” she murmured. She stepped nearer, and saw his nostrils flare with her scent. A spark of amusement raced through her. “Been busy, I bet. Showing women what it’s like to be taken by a real man.” 
 
    Anders rumbled with pleasure. His arms moved around her, grasped her plush bottom, tugged her close. Millie gasped as her hips met his, felt the thickness of his cock press against her front. And felt it harden. She bit her lips as his hands kneaded her ass like softest dough. 
 
    “Oh fuck. Officer…” 
 
    “Do you know how hard it is not to throw you onto the hood of my car and fuck you right here?” 
 
    “Out in the open?” Millie giggled, pressing her plush tits against his chest. “Oh, but officer. Wouldn’t that be… mnn… indecent?” 
 
    “Do you think I care?” Anders growled. 
 
    “Mmm. No,” Millie purred, rubbing her tits against his chest. Oh fuck, she could already feel her milk leaking into her shirt. She wanted him so badly. She needed him so much. “In fact, I bet you’d love it. To show all these nice people how hard you can fuck me. How loud I can scream. Fucking my hot cunt with your big… thick… cock…” 
 
    She cupped his bulge, gasping at the heat of him. Oh fuck she could feel her juices trickling down her leg. Fuck. She was doing this. She had to have him. She leaned in closer, stood on her tip toes. “Let’s go.” 
 
    His arm moved around her, taking her back to his cruiser. He pushed her into the passenger side before settling into the driver’s, the cruiser shifting with his weight. If Millie thought his scent was intense outside the car, she couldn’t have dreamed how much it was within. Crammed within the vehicle, every inch of it soaked in him, she could practically feel the stud’s presence seeping into her. Her breathing deepening, heavy tits rising, falling, steady. Steady. Deeper. Fuck. Fuck, she needed some relief. She needed him now. 
 
    Heedless of the moving car she shifted and squirmed under his arm. Anders grunted, glancing down as Milly leaned over his lap. “What are… oh,” he breathed as he felt her hands on his pants. “Hmm.” 
 
    “Gotta have some,” Millie gasped. “Oh fuck. I need a taste.” 
 
    “Take all you want. You’ll be getting more soon enough.” 
 
    The utter confidence in his voice purred through her. She fumbled with his pants, finally freeing his cock. His shaft fairly burst out of his pants, every inch of his thick manhood, pulsating with lust. The tip of his cock flattened like a bull’s. A bitch breaker in every sense of the word. 
 
    Millie was practically drooling at the sight of it. The scent of it. That thick medley of pure testosterone and lust. She licked her lips, so soft and puffy. She leaned in and ran her tongue lovingly up him. 
 
    “Mmm,” Anders groaned, shifting in his seat. “Good girl.” 
 
    Millie hadn’t the time to say anything. Not with that slab of cock meat right in front of her, just begging for a thorough tonguing. And she was more than willing. Her tongue slid up his thick cock, her lashes fluttering at the musky taste that danced on her taste buds, tingled through her veins to her very toes. Her hands took the bottom half, so big she hadn’t a prayer of giving it the proper oral adoration it deserved, but more than willing to lick, her tongue teasing the tip, her breath steaming. 
 
    And the next time she reached that peak, her lips took him. 
 
    “Ohhhh yesssss,” Anders moaned as Millie engulfed his shaft with her mouth, her blonde hair bouncing as she bobbed atop him, sucking him with all the eager adoration of a true connoisseur of dick. “That’s it. Fuck! Good slut. Suck me deep. Take me, bitch. Mmm. That’s it. Give it the love it deserves.” 
 
    No worries there. Millie doubted she could take her lips off that cock if she wanted to. And she didn’t. Oh, fuck she didn’t want to miss even a second of sucking that fat cock. The taste of him was ecstasy. The feeling of being bent over his lap as he drove thrilled her beyond words. And when his free hand came to rest on her head, driving her up and down on his cock at his pace… 
 
    Oh… 
 
    Oh god yes… 
 
    “Hrrrr,” Anders grunted, his cock throbbing between her lips. His hand pushing her faster down on his cock. She could feel him tighten, tense. Her heart raced as she threw her whole being into sucking him. Into making him cum. Into giving her a mouthful of that thick, glorious seed. 
 
    “Yes. Yes! That’s it. Good slut. Good… hrrrrr!” 
 
    His thick fingers tightened in her hair. His cock quivered as she pushed her down nearly to the root, 
 
    And came. 
 
    His thick seed pumped into Millie’s willing mouth. She swallowed him. Frantic. Eager. Every pulse of his cock sent another burst of his hot cum into her hungry mouth. Her throat worked, swallowing him. She was in heaven. Bliss. And all thanks to the cum she was so eagerly swallowing. 
 
    Finally, he released her head. Millie jerked back, gasping, her head spinning from lack of oxygen, the thickness of cum all over her mouth. Her tongue quickly swept her lips clean of any remnant of that wonderful seed. 
 
    The car jostled, the nature of the road changing from the smoothness of highway to the crunch of gravel. The cruiser pulled to a halt, and Anders opened the door, stepped out. 
 
    “Come.” 
 
    Millie followed, wiggling out of the car. The first thing she noticed was that Anders hadn’t pulled his pants back up, or slipped his thick cock back in. Only then did she allow herself the luxury of looking around. 
 
    They’d stopped down a small road along a wheat field. The golden stalks grew tall, waving lazily in the breeze, obscuring the road. They were alone. Millie almost regretted that. What a delight it would have been to be seen. To be fucked before a crowd of shocked onlookers. 
 
    But there’d be time for that. She was here. Now. And she knew what to do. 
 
    “Mmm. Officer,” Millie giggled, resting her hands on the hood of the cruiser. She reached down, playing with her belt, undoing it with a metal click. She teased down her zipper, hooking a thumb in her pants and tugging them down off her brood motherly hips. “Taking me all alone out here? Whatever were you thinking?” 
 
    Anders watched her, his nostrils flaring as her pussy was revealed. Flush and hungry. “I was thinking I’d fuck you, slut. Tame that pussy.” 
 
    “Would you?” Millie moaned, easing back, lifting her blouse, tucking it over the swell of her fat tits, revealing the thick nipples and swollen orbs. “I hope so. Because I just fucked someone else.” 
 
    “Did you?” Anders growled, moving forward. 
 
    “Oh yes. But he had such a tiny cock. So small. But he tried so hard, officer. I almost felt sorry for him. But I knew what I needed. I needed a true fucking. An utter dicking from a real male. A stud who would fill me up and fuck me like I deserved. Turn me into a panting cock sleeve for him. Are you going to do that, officer? Are you going to protect…” She licked her lips, pushed out her tits. “…and serve?” 
 
    Anders loomed over her. Leaned over her. He cupped her tits, making Millie gasp, arch. His rough, leathery palms felt so good on her pale, firm tits. Her milk fairly sloshing as Anders massaged her breasts, making her bite her lip, whimper in delight. Cream drooling from her eager nipples. 
 
    “Damn right,” Anders growled, leaned down, and took her nipple in his lips. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Millie moaned as he sucked at her rich cream. She grabbed his head, pulling him against her, rocking against him as he suckled her teat. “Oh fuck! Yes. Yes! Oh that’s it! Milk me my stud… ah… milk my fat tits my big bull. Oooooh yessss! That’s so good! Please. Oh please. Fuck me. Fuck me n-now. Fill me with your cock.” 
 
    She reached down between them, her hand filling with his thick shaft. She guided him to her hot cunt, and screamed in delight as he thrust home. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Millie cried out, rocking against him, every thrust of his bull cock stuffing her to the brim with virile manhood. “Yesss! Fuck me! Oh yes! Fuuuuck yes! Take me! Mate me! Breed meeee!” 
 
    Anders panted. His thrusts grew heavier, his bitchbreaker pumping into her, making her moan and gasp and quiver. The cruiser rocked beneath them, the hood banging from the impacts of his hips into her fertile cunt. 
 
    And all the while he was milking her. Sucking her. Making her shudder and moan. 
 
    “Oh yes. Oh fuck yes! Officer… nnn… Officer I’m gonna… I’m… nnnnn!” 
 
    Millie quivered, every muscle tightening in delight as she came, her orgasm sweeping through her, suffocating her. Devouring her in sweetest ecstasy. The tightness of her cunt was too much for Anders. He broke the lurid kiss with her breast, threw back his head, and bellowed like a bull. 
 
    He came. His juices fountained into her. Pumped into her. Molten hot. Her pussy quivered around him as she came with him, throwing her head back, her hat flying off, revealing her horns. 
 
    But he wasn’t done. 
 
    Despite cumming he remained hard. He thrust into her harder. More brutally. Sloshing his flared cock into her stuffed pussy. He panted, breath fairly steaming. His eyes intent on her curvy frame. 
 
    Rrrrrrip 
 
    Millie lifted her head, gasped as she saw that her lover’s uniform was so stretched it had begun to tear, baring his tanned, almost brown chest. He didn’t notice. Too fixed on filling her hungry cunt with his cock. Fucking her like the slut she was. Even as the skin on his brow split, a pair of horns curling up. 
 
    “Oooooh!” Millie moaned, throwing back her head, her breasts bouncing with the impact of his every thrust. Oh fuck! She felt so goooood! So wonderful. So fulfilled. There was nothing better. Nothing could compare to being taken by such an alpha. By such a man! 
 
    “Yesssss! Cum in me! Anders! Ah. Ah! Cum in me! Fill me up! Stuff me with your seed. Please… Please! Do it! Fuck meeeeee!” 
 
    Her voice rose in a wail of pure ecstasy as she came, quivering around his bitchbreaker. Anders grabbed her hips, hilted within her. He threw back his head, a heavy moan escaping his lips as he came, his hot cum pumping into her eager cunny. Stuffing her as she’d begged him to. 
 
    “Mooooooo!” Millie lowed, her vision going white with the sheer intensity of her pleasure. That endless sensation of utter fulfillment.  
 
    She came back to herself after what felt an eternity. Her tits were heaving, sweat beading her curvy frame. She felt heavy. Languid. Basking in the afterglow of her latest orgasm. Oh. Oh that had been good. So good. 
 
    Anders again moved over her. He reached out and touched her horns. 
 
    “You’ve got horns,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Millie murmured. She flashed a saucy smile. “Is there a problem?” 
 
    Anders grunted. His hand engulfed her heavy breast again and squeezed. “No,” he said, the sound a low, guttural growl of primal lust. “No problem.” 
 
    Millie laughed, then gasped as his fingers teased her budding nipples. “Mnnn! Glad to… hear it… Oooh. Did you have fun?” 
 
    “Yeah. Missed this. Missed you.” 
 
    “Aw. You’re so sweet. I missed your cock too. It feels so good to have a real man fuck me. Are you married?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Your wife doesn’t mind?” 
 
    Anders shrugged his broad shoulders. 
 
    She laughed again. “Oooh. Too true. After all, why would she when it made you such a hunk of a man,” Millie breathed, running her hands over the sculpted shape of his chest and abs, his tattered shirt revealing that bronzed flesh in all their glory. Her eyes sparked as her fingers found thick fur here and there. “Mmm. And it looks like changes keep going.” 
 
    “She’s changing too.” 
 
    “Is she? How interesting. Officer? Would you like to have some… mmm… more changes?” 
 
    Anders nodded. “Yeah.” 
 
    “Mmm. That’s my stud. Then, get your lips back on my nipple. Guzzle my milk. And fuck me some more.” 
 
    The grin on his face showed how much Anders enjoyed that prospect. And as his hips began to work again, and his rough lips latched again on her milky tit, Millie moaned and rocked against him, delighting in the changes wrought in her lover. 
 
    And wondered what else had changed in her town? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Community Engagement 
 
      
 
    Alexa took in the officers before her. The two men and one woman stood straight, chins raised high, their uniforms tight around their chests and pants. They were in her office, a now familiar location to most in the station, once a symbol of fear, now, her men (and women) would fight to be the first through the door. 
 
    And they were excited. She could tell. More easily than ever before. She could practically smell it on them. That hot, musky scent of raw masculinity and sweet feminine desire. It was subtle. A thing only someone whose senses were attuned to the needs of those around them could detect. 
 
    Oh, and the bulges in the men’s pants. That was her other clue. 
 
    Fuck they wanted her. Yearned for her approval. For her reward. Alexa’s smile was husky. It had become so easy to manage her department of late. These days, everyone wanted to meet the former hard ass of the office. And little wonder. She’d abandoned the efforts at modesty that had once buttoned up her uniform and made her as sexless as a piece of rebar. Now, the upper buttons of her uniform were undone, unveiling the creamy valley of her tits. Pants had been abandoned as utterly unnecessary, replaced with a skirt that swelled around her shapely hips, flaring out and giving tantalizing hints at what lay beneath. 
 
    It amazed Alexa how people had yet to understand how unnecessary panties and a bra were. They just got in the way. Sure, she wore panties on patrol, but in the precinct itself there wasn’t any need. In fact, her fashion choice had been picked up by a number of the female officers. Apparently she’d been quite inspiring. In fact, she’d been ‘inspiring’ her staff for the last week now. Mmm. She wondered if she could put a bed in the breakroom. The couch had been so abused the last few days… 
 
    What was she doing? Oh! Right. The three before her. 
 
    “Well, officers,” she began, pacing before the expectant three. “I have to say I’ve been getting a lot of praise from the community for your work. Martin,” she said, halting before the red headed man. “Apparently you’ve been working very closely with the nearby college, helping out with security.” 
 
    “Thank you, ma’am!” Martin said, unable to hide a grin. 
 
    Alexa lingered a moment, admiring his frame. His orange hair had grown thicker since she’d been meeting with him. His build flexing against his uniform. She should probably order some larger ones next time. Only… it was so nice to see how he strained the fabric. Threatening to pop out of it at any moment. 
 
    Alexa licked her lips, then suddenly turned. “And Trent! I’ve gotten word you’ve been putting in some extra hours with the youths at the community center. Excellent work. Young people need a strong, powerful role model in these days.” 
 
    Trent grinned. His skin a dark brown, his head shaved, he straightened noticeably and clasped his hands behind his back. Ex marine, she remembered. Even before certain… changes had been undergone, he’d been an impressive specimen. And afterwards… well, it was hard to complain about results. 
 
    “Thanks, captain.” 
 
    “Anytime. In these days, we need to build… bridges with our local communities. Especially to avoid racialized issues.” 
 
    “I couldn’t agree more, captain.” 
 
    “Mmm. I know. And Anita.” 
 
    Anita jumped back to attention, her full tits bouncing on her chest. So curvy now. She used to be much skinnier. Mousy, even. But now, her short frame only emphasized her full breasts and curvy hips. 
 
    “Ma’am!” 
 
    “I hear you’ve been doing some wonderful work with the women’s shelter. Excellent. The women of our town need a strong, supportive member of this station to encourage them. To show them that we have their backs.” 
 
    “Thank you, ma’am! Protect and serve. That’s our motto.” 
 
    “That it is. And you’ve all been doing a terrific job.” 
 
    Alexa leaned back against her desk, eying the trio. Poor souls. They were practically quivering in awareness of her. Her scent saturated the office. That wonderful tang of sex and sweat and leather. To say nothing of the raw, thick and musky aroma of the two men. That primal scent of arousal and maleness. It made her heart beat faster, her fat tits heave. 
 
    “You’ve all done wonderfully,” Alexa breathed, slowly uncrossing her legs. Three pairs of eyes were instantly drawn to the shadows of her skirt. “And a reward in proportion. Trent? Since you’ve been doing such excellent work of late in raising the station’s profile, I think you can get a good taste of my cunt.” 
 
    Trent swelled with eagerness. “Thank you, captain!” 
 
    “And Martin? For your efforts, I think my ass could use a good dicking from your big cock.” 
 
    Any lingering disappointment was promptly banished from the red head’s face. “Yes ma’am!” 
 
    “Mmm. And Anita? I think you deserve my tongue on your hot cunt.” 
 
    “Oh captain,” Anita breathed, her eyes shining with eagerness. “Yes, please!” 
 
    Alexa beamed, and gestured. The buttons of her jacket gave way with almost visible relief, freed of the burden of holding back her heavy breasts. Those creamy orbs burst into the open, bouncing tantalizingly. Oh fuck. That felt so much better. She’d rapidly learned what a pain in the ass it was to sew buttons on, so now was more than happy to undo her jacket herself before the rough, brutal hands of her lovers had a chance to simply tear them open. Though, that had its own appeal. 
 
    She smirked as both Trent and Martin stared in rapt lust at her full breasts. It was hard not to notice how their pants stretched around their thick cocks. Mmm. She could smell their lust again. That thick, masculine musk that made her heart quicken and folds moisten. 
 
    She pushed herself off the desk and sauntered towards the trio, her hips swinging. She ran her hands down Trent’s uniform, her other hand grasping Martin’s tie, tugging him around to her side. She cupped Trent’s bulge, feeling the throb of his cock. 
 
    “Mmm. Time for your rewards, my studs…” 
 
    She reached down, grasping the pair’s zippers, tugging them down in tandem. She licked her lips as their cocks fairly burst from the confines of their pants, tips flared like a bull’s, veiny fuck meat quivering with the expectancy of plowing her fertile curves. 
 
    She turned, grasping Trent’s shoulders, leaning up and thrusting out her bubble butt for Martin. “Fuck me, boys,” she breathed. 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” the two growled. 
 
    Martin grabbed her ass, pushing up her skirt, revealing her plump bottom. She moaned as his thick cock was pushed against her cheeks, rubbing against the crease of her rear, slickening her with his hot pre. Trent growled, wrapping an arm around her, pressing her soft breasts against his chest before his lips descended on hers in a hungry kiss. 
 
    Eagerly she yielded to that rough kiss, rising to her tip toes as tensile delighted sparked all down her frame, lingering in her hot core and her thick nipples. Oh. Oh fuck she could feel her cream already escaping. Staining Trent’s shirt. That scent of wonderful, heavenly milk filling the air. 
 
    She reached down, her fingers fumbling for her stud’s cock, finding it, wrapping her hand around his throbbing shaft. She moaned as she gave it two teasing strokes, then guided it to her. 
 
    As if sensing their shared opportunity, Martin aligned his cock with her tight backdoor, Trent with her cunt, and thrust. 
 
    “Mmmnnnn!” Alexa moaned, arching as the two cocks stuffed her ass and cunt. Two pleasures so wildly different and so wonderfully the same. The tightness of her rear swallowed the thickness of Martin, flexing around his shaft, squeezing it wonderfully. Her pussy swallowed Trent’s. More spacious, but far hungrier. More tender. 
 
    “Mmmoooooooo!” she moaned, breaking her kiss with Trent. “Yessss! Fuck meeee!” 
 
    In tandem, the two alphas pulled back, and pushed forward. Fairly lifting Alexa up with the force of their thrusts. Trapped between them, lost, Alexa could only moan and pant as the pair ruthlessly fucked her, pounding her hot cunt and ass, taking her like the slut she had grown to be. Had come to love. Oh yes. Oh fuck yes! How had she never known it could be so good? How had she lived without being able to take a thick, beast cock whenever she could. 
 
    “Mooooore! Yes! Oh fuck. Fuck yes! Fuck me, boys. Fuck my cunt! Yes! Mnnn! Take me! Fuck me hard! Oh yes. Yes! Your reward… ah… take your reward! Ohhhh baby yes! Oh fuck yesssss!” 
 
    She came, her orgasm blinding, her body tightening around the twin cocks taking her curvy frame. She shuddered with her ecstasy, squeezing the two impaling her. Martin and Trent bellowed, their balls tightening, their hot cum pumping into her. Molten. Heavy. Heavenly. She shuddered in the throes of her orgasm. 
 
    Her ears were ringing like she’d just survived an explosion. She dimly heard Martin, Trent, and Anita talking. Then, Martin’s cock was withdrawn from her ass. 
 
    “Nooo,” she moaned weakly as his hot cum dribbled from her stuffed backdoor. 
 
    “We’re not done yet, captain,” Trent grunted, his hips bucking as he carried her, still impaled on his shaft, to her desk. She gasped as she was lain down on the cool wood. Fuck, it was a good thing she’d kept this space clear. 
 
    A shadow moved over her. Alexa lifted her head and saw Anita kneeling over her, the other woman’s loose cunt suspended over her head. She was naked, revealing her full, milky breasts and trim stomach. She giggled. “My turn, captain.” 
 
    Alexa smiled. She raised her hands, grasping Anita’s hips. “Fuck yes,” she breathed, tugging the other woman down. “Let me get a taste.” 
 
    Anita giggled again, then moaned in delight as her muff met Alexa’s hungry lips. Anita gasped as Martin’s hands suddenly came around her, grasping her heaving tits, massaging those plump orbs. Moaning, Anita turned her head, meeting Martin’s lips with her own, her hips rocking as she ground her pussy onto her captain’s face, her breasts mauled and molded in the hungry hands of her fellow officer. 
 
    “Oh fuck yes,” Trent groaned, sawing his cock into Alexa’s stuffed cunt, every thrust lewdly squelching with his and her mingled juices. He leaned over, capturing one of those heaving breasts, his lips locking on a fat nipple. He sucked, eyes closing as Alexa’s glorious cream spilled into his mouth. 
 
    “MMmmmm!” Alexa moaned, trapped by her three subordinated, fucked in a glorious orgy of creamy, shapely delights. Oh fuck it felt so good. So wonderful to have such eager alphas waiting to fill her. To be such a milky, curvy slut for whoever wanted some. As Trent pounded her sopping cunt she eagerly licked and sucked at the sweet pussy on her face, her tongue teasing that hard bead that made Anita gasp and shudder and tighten with glorious pleasure. 
 
    Ecstasy. Orgy. It all swirled around Alexa’s head. How? How had she never thought of this? How had this obvious solution escaped her for so long? 
 
    But no longer. It was a new department under her. 
 
    “Mmm. Mmmph! Mmmmm!” Alexa moaned, shuddering as her second orgasm surged through her, devouring her in a wave of ecstasy. Her pussy tightened around Trent’s pounding cock, her black lover giving a howl of delight as he hilted within her shuddering cunt and came, his hot seed again bursting within her, cum drooling from her overstuffed cunny. In the height of her orgasm, she nipped Anita’s clit. 
 
    “Oh fuuuuuuck!” Anita screamed, her thighs tightening around Alexa’s head as she came, drenching her chief with her hot juices. 
 
    Alexa’s head was spinning. The light made her wince as, panting, Anita got up and off of her. She gave a soft moan of distress as Trent’s cock was withdrawn from her stuffed cunny. 
 
    “Now now, captain. Martin is needing another taste too.” 
 
    “And eager for it,” Martin said, grinning as he lewdly thrust. 
 
    “Ohhh of course,” Alexa panted, sliding off her desk and to her knees. “Mmm. But I’m afraid my ass is… so stuffed. How about I give you a little something different…” 
 
    Martin moaned as her hands took his throbbing manhood. Fuck, how she loved the sight of that flared cock. So beastly. Dimly, she thought that she should probably find something off about that. Men didn’t have dicks like that. 
 
    On the other hand, she mused, her hands gliding over his slick manhood, feeling every beat of his heart through the veiny slab of fuck meat, she realized they should. All men should have such cocks. Cocks like the beasts they needed to fuck women like. A manhood of pure, primal masculinity. Her mouth watered as she inhaled that thick, pungent scent of sex and raw lust. Her lips parting, taking the head of his masterful cock. 
 
    Martin moaned as she began to bob, taking as much of his shaft as she could. She shuddered in delight as his hands rested on her head, his hips slowly bucking, pushing her deeper onto his bitch breaker. She heard a similar noise and glanced aside, spotting Anita kneeling before Trent, eagerly sucking off her dark coworker, her eyes looking up at the towering man with eager devotion as she slid her lips up and down his manhood. Alexa giggled and closed her eyes, bobbing faster. 
 
    So nice to see her staff getting along. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Daddy’s Daughter 
 
      
 
    Richard Price had a problem, and that problem’s name was Valerie. 
 
    It was a, by now, familiar problem. One doesn’t enter a relationship with a woman who already has a teenage daughter and not face… difficulties. Let alone how to relate to the young woman. But he’d accepted that when he married Chelsea Mackinera. He considered Valerie a… challenge. But not one worth focusing on. 
 
    After all, he had a lot of other things he would rather focus on. His legal business in Newhaven absorbed him for the most part. He was one of four practices in town, and one of the few that focused primarily on common law. It was a lot of work, and he had a number of clients everyday. As for Chelsea, she took up the remainder of his time. He did love her, but again, there was the daughter. He knew Valerie didn’t like him. He was the intruder. The interloper. The alien to a life the young cheerleader had been leading. 
 
    So he did what he could. Which was nothing. 
 
    If Valerie wanted nothing to do with him, he could live with that. He let her do as she pleased, secure in the knowledge she would, inevitably, move off to college. Figure out where her life was going. Probably experiment a bit with girls or what have you. Richard knew how things went. And while she was gone, maybe he could finally get some work done and develop further his relationship with Chelsea, which had, somewhat, chilled in the last few years. Again, going back to Valerie. 
 
    It was hard, he was sure, for a mother to see her daughter and her new husband not get along. He loved Chelsea, but she was… not terribly clever. He was willing to admit that. She had an earnest sort of helplessness about her when it came to these issues. She was more accustomed to going out to California or the tanning salon if things started to overwhelm her. Out of sight, out of mind. Which hadn’t dealt with the problems so much as delayed them. 
 
    Richard sighed and took off his glasses, rubbing his brow. He wondered if that had produced the problems he now faced with his step daughter. Possibly it had been his negligence. If so, he supposed it was time to correct it. 
 
    He’d first heard about Valerie’s change of character from one of his clients. Douglas Kith ran a clothing shop in town that Valerie frequented. 
 
    “Richard, is Valerie… uh… going through a phase?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” he’d asked. 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    And Richard had left it at that. 
 
    Then he’d actually seen his step daughter leaving the house, and he understood. 
 
    The first time he’d been too gobsmacked to say anything. He’d been making coffee when Valerie flounced into the kitchen. Richard was used to his step daughter wearing little at the best of times. 
 
    Nothing at all was new, though. 
 
    The stir stick had frozen in his coffee. Richard’s eyes had grown large. “Valerie…” 
 
    “Oh! Hi daddy!” 
 
    Richard actually felt the gears in his head skip. That was also a first. He’d been called many things by his step daughter. The Asshole was her personal favorite. Dick had been his least. But daddy was something he had most assuredly abandoned ever being called by Valerie. 
 
    “What… who?” 
 
    “You,” Valerie giggled. 
 
    Richard wasn’t an idiot. He was aware his step daughter had an attractive body. But seeing it in the nude, she seemed… a bit more voluptuous than even he recalled. Even as he recognized he really shouldn’t be staring at his step daughter’s tits. And her ass. Her hips. Her flush, silky cunt and… 
 
    He’d forced his eyes back to the relative safety of her face. Except now she had a banana, and was dexterously unpeeling it. 
 
    “Valerie. You’re… ah… naked. I notice.” 
 
    Valerie had paused her work deep throating a piece of fruit to look down at herself. “Oh yeah! Whoops!” she giggled. “Oh well. I still look good!” 
 
    Hard to argue with that. Richard’s dick certainly wasn’t. Which was making this ordeal far worse. He’d cleared his throat, trying to recover some semblance of normality. “Valerie. This… is this another one of your jokes?” 
 
    “Hm?’ she said, her tongue again occupied by the banana. 
 
    “Valerie, what’s going on?” 
 
    “Havin’ breakfast!” 
 
    “No, I mean-“ 
 
    “Oh my gosh! Is that the time! Oh poop! I was totally supposed to pick up Mistress!” 
 
    “Mistress!” 
 
    “Yeah! Oh, I should totes introduce you, daddy. Oh but, maybe later. I like, gotta go!” 
 
    She’d dashed out of the kitchen, her rich, full tits bouncing on her chest. Minutes later he’d caught a glimpse of her again, this time clothed (if a pair of cutoffs and a tanktop counted as clothed) as she dashed to the car he’d gotten her for her birthday, then sped off somewhere in town. 
 
    Richard had spent the rest of the day out of sorts. His erection had lasted hours longer. He’d approached the matter from every angle he could conceive, in particular the way her throat had worked on that banana… In the end, he supposed he’d figured it out. This was another of Valerie’s games. The little things she sometimes played to fuck with him. She did it every now and then. Trying to get a rise out of him for some reason. It rarely worked. But this was particularly brazen of her. 
 
    Having put the encounter and her behaviour in more normal terms, he then had to decide what to do about it. 
 
    And so here he was, in his office, waiting. He heard the car he’d bought her pull in with a low purr, then engine die. Then the door open, shut. 
 
    “Valerie,” he called. “Mind coming in here?” 
 
    Her steps changed, and a moment later she arrived. And as ever, Richard could only stare. 
 
    He was pretty sure Valerie had looked different before. Now he was goddam sure. Her breasts were barely contained in her t-shirt. Her ass and hips strained the threads of her jeans until he could practically hear that heroic denim creak with her every step. Her hair spilled around her head in a tangled mane and… were those horns poking out? They looked like horns. Little stubby things. Was she doing that thing that teenagers do? Cos… cosplaying? That didn’t seem like Valerie. She was more the type to call people who dressed up nerds. 
 
    But the horns couldn’t hold his attention long. Inevitably, his eyes were drawn back down. Down to those globes of her tits and the way they stretched the brand on her shirt to painful proportions. 
 
    “Yeah, daddy?” Valerie beamed. 
 
    Richard felt the beginning of a flush. He cleared his throat. “Valerie. Please. Have a seat. I think we ah… need to talk.” 
 
    “Oooh! A heart to heart! I’m totes on board!” Valerie giggled as she bounced into the room, her breasts jiggling as she plunked down in the chair across from him. 
 
    “…Yes. More or less,” Richard said slowly. He took off his glasses, placing them on the desk. Folded his hands and fixed the blissfully smiling young woman with a firm look. “Now, Valerie. I try not to interfere with your day to day life. But certain… things have come to my attention.” 
 
    “Oh?” Valerie asked. “What?” 
 
    Richard’s nose twitched. What was that smell? Something like rich vanilla. Quite sweet, really. Was it a new perfume? “Well, Valerie. It’s about how you’re dressing.” 
 
    “Oh! Yeah. I’m so sorry, daddy. I know.” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “Yeah! But Mistress says I can’t go around naked everywhere. So I have to like, wear pants and stuff. Which is soooo super uncool.” 
 
    Richard felt his train of thoughts grinding. “I… what?” 
 
    “Yeah! I mean, if I had it my way, I’d go around like, super naked everywhere! That way anyone could get a good look at my big tits and ass. I mean, it’s so dumb I have to hide these sweater puppies!” 
 
    She cupped her tits, lifting them. She bit her lower lip as her fingers sank into the fabric of her shirt, moaning softly. 
 
    Richard gaped. But he recovered fast. He schooled his face into grim disapproval. “Valerie Mackinera. I don’t know what you’re trying to do, but this has to stop. Now. I know we don’t get along, but don’t for a second think I’m just going to permit this behaviour to continue.” 
 
    Valerie stared at him, then nodded quickly. “Oh, I like, totes agree.” 
 
    “Are you getting smart with me, young lady?” 
 
    “Oh no! I’d never try and be smart. Mistress wants a big titted bimbo.” 
 
    “Mistress? Who is this Mistress? Valerie, did you join a cult?” 
 
    “Nope! But I like, totally agree. I was very bad to you for so long, daddy. And I’m like, super sorry.” 
 
    “You… are?” 
 
    “Oh yeah!” Valerie said, nodding eagerly. “Totes! I was like, so super mean to you all the time! Pretending I didn’t know your name. Saying bad things about you. Spitting in your whisky when you weren’t looking.” 
 
    “You spat in my whisky!” 
 
    “Yeah! But I feel super bad about all that. Oh daddy, I’m so sorry.” 
 
    She stood, leaning forward, hands planted on the desk and her soulful eyes staring into his. The intensity of that gaze forced Richard to lean back in his chair, beyond uncomfortable. 
 
    And… other things. 
 
    The scent of vanilla was far stronger now. Thicker. Almost overpowering. He felt hot. And more, aroused. He couldn’t deny that Valerie was… attractive. Her tight clothes, the way her tits moved. It all added in to making his cock swell against his pants, straining the fabric despite himself. 
 
    “I know it won’t fix things, but maybe I should be… punished…” 
 
    Richard cleared his throat. “Punished?” he said hoarsely. 
 
    “Yeah,” Valerie sighed, her hips slowly swaying back and forth behind her. “Punished. Oh daddy. I think… the reason I’ve been such a bitch to you is I, like, had trouble seeing you as my dad. When you married my mom, I just looked at you and realized you’d be fucking her.” 
 
    Richard shifted. “That’s a… a natural concern…” 
 
    “I know. And I just wished you’d be fucking me!” 
 
    Richard’s brain short circuited. “You… ah…” 
 
    “Mhmm. Every time I called you Dick, I just imagined yours ramming into my tight pussy. You were just so much older and more… mmm… mature. Every time I saw you with my mom I dreamed it was me. I used to hide outside the bedroom door listening to you fuck my mom, frigging my slick pussy desperately. I wanted it so bad, daddy.” 
 
    Richard was having trouble thinking. This was all too much. He had no idea what to make of her admission. And that fucking smell was so thick now. It clogged his nose. Stuffed his head. Fucking perfume. Why was he so goddam hard? Fuck, surely he didn’t want this. Did he? 
 
    Well… as to that. Confronted with Valerie’s ample form, he couldn’t deny some desire. He wouldn’t be human if he didn’t feel a certain… physical reaction to her. The way her ass swayed. How her tits butted up against her shirt, the valley between revealing through the collar. He was breathing heavily. Were those two damp spots on her tee? “Valerie…” 
 
    “But I’ve been so naughty towards you, daddy,” Valerie breathed. “All those years desiring you. Wanting your big… hard… manly cock inside me. Fucking my teenage cunt. But I missed it. So like, maybe you should… punish me.” 
 
    “Punish you?” Richard breathed. 
 
    “Yeah,” Valerie said, her eyes shining. “Punish me hard.” 
 
    The idea… had appeal. Strong appeal. Almost as strong as that wonderful scent of cream and vanilla and musk. He’d suffered from Valerie’s bitchiness for years now, and here she was, offering herself to be punished for it all. 
 
    But grounding her wouldn’t do. No. Not at all. She wasn’t the sort to learn from that. No. He had to take a strong hand. Show her who was boss. 
 
    And he knew just the way. 
 
    Richard pushed his chair back and fixed the blushing bimbo with a stern look. “Across my knees, Valerie.” 
 
    “Daddy,” she breathed, practically quivering in eager anticipation. “What… what are you gonna do?” 
 
    “I said across my knees, young lady. Don’t make me repeat myself.” 
 
    The sharpness of the whip coloured his tone, and Valerie bolted upright. Her cheeks were flaming, her eyes sparkling as she moved around the desk, her lush hips swaying tantalizingly. With care she draped herself over his knees, lifting up her plump bum, her heavy breasts hanging over his legs. 
 
    “Pants down.” 
 
    Valerie whimpered in expectancy as she undid her belt, shimmying out of her oh so tight jeans, revealing her creamy ass flesh to the open air. 
 
    Richard sucked in a shuddering breath. Oh fuck. Fuck she was so soft. Soft and ample. His hand came to rest on her flawless, plump bottom, and how it thrilled him to feel her start. Gasp, her ass quivering with delight. His hand stoked the globes of her ass, feeling those flawless curves. It was almost too much to draw his hand back. 
 
    But so easy to bring it back down. 
 
    The crack of his palm against her bottom resounded in the room. 
 
    “Ah!” Valerie gasped, bucking. 
 
     “Count them, Valerie. This is your punishment.” 
 
    “Ooooh yesss daddy. One.” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Ah! Two!” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Th-threeee!” Valerie moaned. 
 
    Richard felt something warm and damp against his leg as he spanked her. Good lord. She was… she was getting off on this! She was fucking enjoying it. 
 
    And he was too, he realized with a start. Every time his palm came down on her ass, every time Valerie shuddered in delight, moaning whorishly, he felt his cock twitch. Harden more. He felt hot. He could feel his sweat cling to his clothes. His head throbbed as he spanked his stepdaughter’s bare bottom, relishing her every whimper and moan. 
 
    At last, his hand came down a final time. Valerie whimpered, her ass red and throbbing, but her cunt was absolutely dripping. Richard let out a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding, moving his palm against her plush bottom in slow, soothing motions. 
 
    “You… stopped counting,” he noted, his breath a husky growl. 
 
    “S-sorry, daddy,” Valerie whimpered. 
 
    “Sorry isn’t going to cut it.” 
 
    He wasn’t sure where the words came from, but Richard didn’t question them. He felt good. In control. Powerful. And the curvy bimbo on his legs, eager for his every command, only heightened that sense of might. He stroked the seam of her ass, his finger gliding down that curve, feeling her twitch and whimper in delight as he neared her damp thighs and what lay at their peak. 
 
    “You got my pants all wet, Valerie,” he said. “Why?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, daddy. It just felt… so good…” 
 
    “That’s no excuse. It seems to me you need to be punished more.” 
 
    “Oh yes, daddy.” 
 
    His head felt heavy. Feverish. Dreamlike even. He watched as Valerie rose off his lap and tucked her reddened bum onto his desk. She grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it free, releasing her tits from their fabric prison. Richard’s pulse thundered as he looked on those creamy, flawless orbs. Her nipples jutting out. Thick and pink and… and… 
 
    Moist. 
 
    The scent was overpowering. Richard didn’t know why he leaned forward. Curiosity, most likely. Probably the same reason he licked his lips. Cupped her breasts, took a nipple in his mouth. 
 
    And sucked. 
 
    Oh fuck. Oh heavenly fuck. Sweet cream burst onto his tongue, down his throat. He moaned as he suckled from her fat teat, his hands sinking in those plush orbs. 
 
    “Ooooooooh! Ohhh daddy!” Valerie moaned, her hips bucking as he sucked down her sweet cream, her face flushed a bright red, her panting sending her chest heaving. “Oh fuck yes! Milk me, daddy. Milk your cow slut of a… ah… step daughter. Oh fuuuuuck! Mooooo! Mooooore! Oh it’s so good daddy! Don’t stop! Please! Ah. Ah! Mooooooore!” 
 
    Richard could barely hear her. Enraptured in the taste of her wonderful cream. The softness of her tit. Her whimpering moans enthralling him as he squeezed her. She was so soft. So willing. So delicious. Was it strange that she was lactating? No. Not at all. It was right that she should have so much cream for him. Be so willing and able to sucked and milked. Such a shapely slut should be milky and curvy and willing. So what if she was his stepdaughter? If anything, that only made more sense. It meant she knew him. Was available to him. Was eager and desperate to be milked and sucked. He had to teach her. Teach her what it meant for her to be such a big titted bimbo slut. 
 
    Dimly, Richard became aware of how tight his shirt and pants had become. How annoying. He took his hands from Valerie’s tits to grasp the buttons of his blazer, but his fingers were so thick. It was so hard to unbutton them. 
 
    “Oh daddy, no. Let me. Please…” 
 
    Yes. Yes, that was proper. He let Valerie’s dexterous digits undo the buttons of his shirt. Unbuckle his belt. His hands were far better occupied on her fat tits. Squeezing and milking her as he switched nipples, sucking down her luxurious cream. Heaven was real. And it was in his stepdaughter’s tits. 
 
    “Hrrrr,” Richard groaned as his blazer was opened, freeing his chest as it heaved with every breath. He growled as his pants were undone, releasing his cock from those silky confines, his shaft bulging in the space between them. 
 
    “Oh daddy,” Valerie moaned, reaching between them and stroking his fat cock. “Oh daddy. So… mnnn… so big… P-please. I need… need you inside me. Need you to fuck me. Fuck me hard. Show me… ah… show me what a good slut I am…” 
 
    Now there was an idea. Richard didn’t consider anything improper about it. After all, Valerie needed to learn some respect. She’d been such a bitch for so long. He’d neglected her, really. Neglected instructing her on how big of a bimbo slut she was. He almost felt bad that someone else had to show her that truth before he could. This ‘Mistress’ of hers. He’d have to ask her about that. Later, of course. The more immediate situation required him to grab her hips, making her gasp and pant. Align his cock with her sopping cunt. 
 
    And fuck her admittedly meager brains out. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Valerie screamed in delight as his thick cock filled her. “Oh yesss! Fuck me, daddy! Fuck me haaaaard!” 
 
    Richard groaned as he thrust into her tight cunny, stuffing her eager depths with every powerful thrust of his hips. “Hrrrr! You’re so… ha… tight, girl!” 
 
    “Mmmm! Tight for you, daddy! So tight! Mnnnn! Yes! Oh fuck yes!” 
 
    Hell’s bells it was good. Every pump of his hips rippled through him. Her tits bounced, her curvy frame wrapped around him in rippling ecstasy. Every pump of his cock seemed to go deeper. As if his cock were growing even as he fucked her. He felt big. Bigger than before. Powerful. Primal. His head was heavy. His arms where he held her seemed tanner. And he was getting close. Close. 
 
    “Yes. Yesss! Oh fuck! Valerie! Yesssss!” Richard moaned as he hilted within her, his balls tightening, his hands gripping her as he exploded in her. Filling her with his hot, thick cum. 
 
    “Ooooooooh!” Valerie screamed, shuddering, her eyes rolling back with her orgasm, her pussy tightening around his punishing cock with waves of ecstasy. She collapsed atop the desk, a helpless mess of plush curves and milky tits, heaving with the force of her peak. 
 
    Richard panted, leaning over her, his cock still so hard. 
 
    From beneath him, Valerie looked up at a changed man. Richard had always been tall, but now he was buff. He filled out thickly, his body toned like a Greek god’s. His eyes were dark behind his glasses, his chin heavier. Features a little blunter. Valerie smiled dreamily. She knew without having to say it what had changed. Mistress had explained it. That her purpose was more than to just be a good cheerslut. She was a beginning. She was to change the face of Newhaven from top to bottom. Make all the men in town sexy, hot bulls. Ready to fuck a cow slut at the slightest provocation. 
 
    That it was her big, strong daddy she’d had the privilege of turning first was just icing on the cake. Valerie sighed dreamily, then squeaked in delight as she felt Richard’s grip on her hips tighten again. “Oh d-daddy! What… nnn! What are you…” 
 
    “I’m not done with you yet, Valerie,” Richard informed her, his cock slowly moving in and out of her, making her quiver and moan in delight. “You’ve been a very naughty girl. And I need to make sure you take… a thorough punishment…” 
 
    Valerie giggled, moaned. “Ooooh yesss daddy!” she panted as Richard began to thrust into her molten cunt once more. 
 
    It was a punishment she was more than happy to endure. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Kneading the Dough 
 
      
 
    Beckie tugged back on her shirt and smoothed out her apron. “Thanks a ton!” the cheerslut said. 
 
    The shopkeeper – Greg or Ned or Fred or something – moaned from where he lay among the piles of stock, pants around his ankles, cock limp and spent. Beckie giggled, her eyes roaming over the older man’s frame. Mmm. She loved how after they got a good mouthful of her milk, she could start seeing the changes. How his chest filled out some more. His gut shrinking, becoming more toned. After a few more sessions, he was bound to end up looking like a big, beefy stud of a man. 
 
    She was almost tempted to give him another drink of her milk, but decided against it. After all, if he got his cock back to full mast, he’d insist on fucking her again. And she couldn’t have that! She had to get to work, after all. 
 
    She opened the door back out of the staff room and back behind the counter. The warm scent of bread and baking filled the air of the small bakery. Her family had run it for the last two generations, and she was the latest to take on the job. 
 
    The store was empty, the streets quiet outside the window painted with the words Heaven Scent Bakery. 
 
    “Beckie!” Julian shouted from behind the counter. “There you are. Hurry up! We need those muffins asap! Lunch rush is close.” 
 
    “You got it!” Beckie giggled as she bounced into the back. Ah yes. Her special muffins. That was another reason she didn’t play too long with whatever his name was. She was needed elsewhere. And she still needed her sweet stock. 
 
    The kitchen gleamed as she made her way into it. Let’s see… flour. Eggs. Blueberries and some baking powder. Thank goodness the ingredients were written down. Beckie had always had talent as a baker, and lately it had almost been instinctive in how to make sweet, fluffy bread and cakes. Good thing too. Recipes were so hard to remember. 
 
    But for Mistress, she’d do it. 
 
    As she poured the flour, she remembered those days before. After Mistress had let her and Valerie drink from her in that bathroom, suckling those firm tits, drowning her mind and thoughts in that sweet haze of puffy pink pleasure, she’d been so forlorn. Mistress rarely called her. Usually Valerie was the one summoned to serve their Mistress. Which meant Beckie had to find other ways of relieving that sweet pressure in her tits. 
 
    Often, she and Valerie would get together in the evenings. Once, they’d done so to gossip about all the losers at their high school and how lame everyone was. But after The Event, they now did something far more fun. As she cracked the eggs Beckie’s lashes fluttered with the memory of how she and Valerie would take turns drinking from each other’s tits. Licking at the other’s muff until they came, gasping with those pleasured heights. 
 
    And yet, it hadn’t been enough. It had only relieved the pressure. Beckie didn’t understand that. 
 
    Until Mistress came to her. 
 
    Beckie whimpered as she opened her shirt and pushed down her apron, fetching out a plush breast. Yes. This was why she didn’t let what’s his face milk her totally. She still needed that sweet cream. Needed it for this. For Mistress’s purpose. 
 
    “Mmm,” she moaned as she gently squeezed her tit, teasing that ripe orb, feeling that sweet, sweet pressure gather up at her throbbing nipple. Oh. Ohhhh yes. She remembered how Mistress had come by. How wonderful it had been. How generous Mistress had been, letting her drink from her tit. Filling her with that warm, lovely milk. And how Mistress had explained to her. Told her what needed to be done. What she needed to do… 
 
    “Ohhhh yessss,” Beckie whimpered as milk squirted from her teat and into the waiting bowl, splattering over flour, sugar and eggs. Mistress had been so reasonable. So sure. Had explained things so thoroughly to her sweet, silly bimbo slave. 
 
    “Ah. Ahn! Nnnn!” Beckie moaned as she pumped her milk into the waiting batter. She smiled breathlessly down, her breasts still bouncing free as she lifted that silver bowl and placing it under the mixer. The sound of the mixer whirring made her knees quake. It sounded so like the wand she’d used when she was alone, desperate to satisfy her needy quim. Her fantasies spinning about her head as she spooned out the batter and filled the waiting muffing cups and pushed them into the oven. 
 
    Soon enough the door opened and Julian poked his head inside. “Beckie! Where are those muffins? We’ve got customers!” 
 
    Beckie pulled the tray out of the oven and turned around. She beamed, her breasts once more masked behind shirt and apron as she hefted the tray. “All done!” 
 
    “Finally!” Julian gasped, grabbing the tray from her. “Come on! The customers are lining up for these!” 
 
    “I bet they are!” Beckie giggled as she followed Julian back into the front. 
 
    And into a scene of chaos. 
 
    Customers crowded the front till, their voices a clamour of hunger and greed. 
 
    “Take the other till,” Julian ordered. 
 
    “Sure!” Beckie said as she bounced over before a ruddy faced woman. “Hi! How can I help you?” 
 
    “Newhaven Muffin please! Oh finally!” the woman sighed as she took her order. “I’ve been craving this all day. Though I think they might be making me fat.” 
 
    “Oh not at all!” Beckie said. “Look at you. You’re just so ample and sexy!” 
 
    The woman looked down at her plush breasts. “Yeah… I guess you’re right.” 
 
    Beckie beamed. She knew she was. She remembered the woman from before. And indeed, she was more ample. More curvy. More firm and plush and sexy. Bliss filled the young cheerslut as she portioned out her muffins, stuffed with her sweet cream. Corruptive and delicious and intoxicatingly wonderful. All through the line she saw the glorious effect of her milk. Of Mistress’s blessed gift to her. A sea of people with ample breasts and curvy hips. Of men grown stronger. Bigger. It took some time, as her milk was so diluted by the muffins. Oh. If only she could take each and every one and pull them to her breasts. Let them suckle and drink from her like good, eager bimbos. Just like her. Oh, what a dream. 
 
    But Mistress was clear. Slow and steady won the race. 
 
    So entranced in her thoughts, Beckie didn’t see the next customer come to the counter. “I’ll take the special.” 
 
    That voice. That purr. It oozed through Beckie like warm syrup. She stiffened, her nipples hardening, her pussy pulsing. Her nose twitched, inhaling a sweet scent. A perfume of pure desire and creamy goodness. 
 
    Her eyes fluttered open, filled with the adoration of the addict for their fix, and turned to the utter perfection across the counter. 
 
    Mistress smirked at her. Dressed in a low-cut shirt that bared the upper globes and deep, deep valley of her tits, overlaid with a jacket, Millie looked down on her eager milk thrall with amusement. Her hat shadowed her eyes and their faint, crimson glow while jeans strained against her mouth watering ass and hips. 
 
    “Mistress,” Beckie squeaked. 
 
    Millie glanced back over the crowd, their eyes riveted to the goddess in the midst. Some sense deep within them calling them towards the statuesque blonde. A note quivering in their very souls. Something like fear, yet so much more. Awe. Adoration. Emotions so faint and unfamiliar they didn’t know what to make of it. 
 
    But they would. 
 
    “You’ve been very busy,” Millie said, returning her attention to the quivering mess of eager servitude across the counter. “I think… that you deserve a reward.” 
 
    The word burst in her mind with all those wonderful implications. “I’m taking my break!” Beckie called to Julian, flinging her apron off and practically vaulting over the counter. 
 
    “What! Beckie! Fucking hell!” Julian howled as the sea of hungry customers again beat against the counter. 
 
    Beckie didn’t even hear him. Because the moment she was over that counter, Mistress’s hands were on her. Sliding down her back, giving her plump bottom a hungry squeeze. “Mmm. My curvy slut,” Mistress breathed. “Where can we go that’s more… private?” 
 
    Beckie whimpered, pushing out tits straining the fabric of her shirt, stretching the bakery’s logo beyond the realm of literary deciphering. “S-Store room… Mistress… oh gosh…” 
 
    Beckie led the way. Maybe. It was hard to tell when Mistress was near. She seemed to compel the poor bimbo forward with her mere presence. Urging Beckie to find the private realm where she could at last surrender to the goddess beside her. 
 
    By the time Beckie’s ass hit the door Mistress was kissing her. Devouring her plush lips as Beckie surrendered, moaning and whimpering as she was overwhelmed by her Mistress. Her ass pressed against the door. Her hand fumbled with the handle, and at last it burst open, and they were inside. 
 
    Beckie’s hip swung, slamming shut the door behind them. In the dusky cool room Millie’s glowing eyes were all the more evident. Shining like the primeval hunter’s in the dark. She broke that lurid kiss, looking down on her eager, quivering slave. 
 
    Then glanced aside at the unconscious man lying among the boxes. 
 
    “Who’s that?” 
 
    “Huh?” Beckie gasped, her head so puffed with pink arousal she barely heard her Mistress. She glanced over. “Oh. Uh… Frank?” 
 
    Millie glanced back down at her slut. “Oh,” she said, hefting Beckie’s tits, making the whimpering slut mewl with delight. “Have you been busy getting yourself milked? Hmm,” Millie crooned, squeezing and massaging Beckie’s soft, needy tits. “You haven’t been naughty and giving up so much milk you haven’t been able to do your baking, have you?” 
 
    “Nooooo!” Beckie moaned, her knees weak as unkneaded dough. “Been… mnnn… keeping lots… lots for baking… making… ah… making it… like you said… ahn…” Oh fuck. She thought she was empty, but with Mistress’s hands on her tits, she felt them grow heavy again. Thick with that sweet, wonderful, mind melting cream. 
 
    “Is that so? Good, my pretty cow slut,” Millie crooned, toying with her eager slave, massaging those teats, sending the desperate slut before her into a spiral of submissive glee. “My lovely baking bitch. Now, about that reward…” 
 
    Oh yes. Yes! Reward! Beckie was panting as Millie took her hands from those plump tits, wandered down her own, down across her slender stomach and to her jeans. Her belt gave way with but a touch. Her zipper whispered down, and Millie tugged down her pants, kicked them away. 
 
    Beckie couldn’t help herself. Her legs gave way and she fell to her knees. She closed her eyes, basking in the warm, spiced scent of her Mistress’s muff. That slick cunny that she so craved. Grasping those brood motherly hips, Beckie leaned in and nuzzled Millie’s muff, moaning softly as she coated her face in her Mistress’s scent. Drinking it in until her head spun and throbbed in wonderful intoxication. 
 
    “Mmm. That’s what I love about you cheersluts,” Millie murmured as she threaded her fingers in Beckie’s hair, grasping those soft locks and pushing her slave into her cunt. “You always know… just what to do…” 
 
    Beckie did. And without needing a word more her tongue slipped from between her rosy lips and ran up that slick pussy. 
 
    And she was in heaven. 
 
    Beckie whimpered as she licked out her Mistress, burying her face in that hot box. Lapping at those slick folds so eagerly. Oh this. This! This was the taste she so yearned to replicate. To copy into her baking. To feed to her customers. This wonderful texture. Flavour. Tang. If everyone could taste this, they would all love Mistress as much as she did. They couldn’t help it. They’d have to. Have to serve her. Worship her. Realize what a wonderful, amazing, perfect… um… just… great person she was! 
 
    “Ooooh yesssss,” Millie moaned, her head falling back, red eyes growing lidded as her eager slut ate her out. “That’s a good baking bitch. Mmmnnn. Get your fill my pretty slut. Ha. Nnnn… Ah!” she gasped as Beckie found that tender pearl at the peak of her cunny. “Oooooh fuck yes! Right there. Right there, slut. Oh fuck. That’s it, Beckie. Take your reward. Take it like a… ah… a good bitch. My bitch… my slut… oh… oh fuck… fuck yes. Yes! Mnnnn!” 
 
    Her hand tightened in Beckie’s hair. Her hips pushed forward, burying Beckie’s face against her cunt as she came, juices soaking her slave’s face. Beckie whimpered in delight, the pain of her fisted hair accenting that glorious haze of pleasured servitude as she basked in her Mistress’s juices. Soaking her face. Basting her in that wonderful scent. One she knew she’d carry for the rest of the day. 
 
    A yank to her hair elicited a soft cry as Beckie staggered back to her feet. Her eyes met Millie’s. Those hot red orbs piercing her to the very soul, freezing her like a rabbit faced with the wolf. 
 
    “Good slut,” Millie breathed as she grasped the hem of her shirt and tugged it up. “Now, I think your pretty lips have something else to do.” 
 
    Beckie quivered with desire as those plump tits came into view. She forgot about everything but those two flawless orbs. The dusky nipples stiff and needy, already beaded with sweetest cream. Beckie whimpered, and when Millie released her hair, the brunette practically hurled herself onto those tits, her lips fastening on to a budding nipple, and sucking. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Ohhhhhhh! 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” Beckie moaned as sweet, sweet cream burst onto her tongue, down her throat. Filling her with bliss. With that warm, heady sensation of utter surrender. Oh fuck. Oh fuck yes! Beckie had, on occasion, drank from her own tits when that pressure grew too great. She’d tasted Valerie’s milk and that of a cop who had pulled her over one day. She’d known the sweetness of cakes and muffins and rolls. 
 
    But this. 
 
    This was heaven. 
 
    “Ohhhhh fuuuuuck,” Millie moaned, grasping her slut’s head, pushing Beckie further into her tit. “That’s it. Mmmmmoooooo… Yesss. Oh good slut. Good bitch. Ha. Fuck. You girls… all so good at… at milking me… oh yes… like a good bitch. That’s it. Take your reward. Drink it down. Reward for… for being such a… nnn… a good slut. Baking for the town… getting them all… all that sweet cream… Oh fuck. Fuck yes!” 
 
    Beckie was lost. Lost in a world of milk and Mistress’s praise. Her whole body sang with Mistress’s praises. Warmed by her milk. She felt it. Felt those wonderful changes. Her breasts growing larger, straining her already tight uniform. Her hips grow curvier. Her head fluffier with that haze of eager submission. She wanted to cry. To thank her Mistress for making her what she was. For this gift and glory of serving her. 
 
    But she couldn’t speak. Her lips were occupied. So she showed her Mistress her gratitude in the only way she could think. 
 
    Fortunately, Millie seemed happy with that. 
 
    “Oooooh fuck!” Millie moaned, pulling Beckie’s head against her plump teat, biting her lip as those soft lips suckled at her cream. “That’s it! Mnnn! Oh fuck. Fuck yes… Ah. That’s a good slut. Oh yes. M-milk me. Milk your Mistress. Suck it all up. Make your tits… ah… so big and milky. So you can get everyone… ah… everyone stuffed on your milk. Oh yes!” 
 
    Beckie mewled as Mistress reached down, sliding down slut’s pants and stroking her cunny. She clung to her goddess, lost in the storm of milky desire, clinging to Millie as pleasure pulsed through her from head to toe. Thrumming from her strummed cunny, vibrating through her milk entranced form. Oh. Oh she was gonna… she was gonna… 
 
    “Mmmm!” Beckie moaned, her hips bucking, quivering as she came in an orgasm that swept her away. Her mind went white with the intensity of her orgasm, the world fading around her, replaced with only a feeling. A presence of utter contention, and unutterable please. 
 
    She seemed to ease back into the world slowly, finding herself sprawled among the boxed beside the man she’d fucked down earlier. She felt drowsy. Her head thick and woolen. And her body… oh her body felt so warm and soft and… and… good… 
 
    Millie was pulling back up her pants. As she buckled up her belt, she glanced down at the milk drunk Beckie and smirked. She leaned over the limp slut and rustled her hair. 
 
    “Now, you be a good girl and keep giving all the nice people your pretty treats. Okay? And Mistress will make sure you’re very well rewarded.” 
 
    Beckie found the strength to nod her head, though words escaped her, leaving her only to mewl in eager submission. 
 
    Millie chuckled, her red eyes burning. “Good girl,” she breathed. 
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    Arrival 
 
      
 
    Two miles out of Newhaven Victor Camillo could sense the sin. 
 
    It wasn’t anything specific like black clouds swirling over city hall. The horizon wasn’t coloured red in the wavering dawn like the word were dipped in darker hues. In fact, the fields of golden grain that ran along the highway were serene. But he knew something had happened. Every hunter had a sense of such things, and his had been honed by years of work. It tingled in his palms and tightened his stomach with a sense of unease. 
 
    Victor grit his teeth, a low growl working up from deep in his chest. 
 
    Over the hill the small town of a few thousand souls was laid bare. A main street spiralling out into side avenues, shops and homes. It seemed the same on the surface, but there was something different about it since the last time he’d come by. Victor remembered that day all too well. 
 
    Like much of his work, he followed rumours and leads. He often told his daughters that the best tool a hunter had wasn’t a gun or a scroll, but their gut. A sense of wrongness that pervaded the world. A tingle of the strange in the land of mundanity, where sorcery and demons were little more than the subject of bad young adult novels. Novels where the creature turned out to be a handsome young man, one who just needed a good dicking to get over his nature of wanting to eat people. 
 
    It was harder work these days than in his father’s. But he’d carried on the tradition of his clan. Since time uncounted his family had fought the things that lurked in the dark. He’d taught his children as much as he could, but there was always so much to investigate these days. So much time away. So many journeys made to seek out evil. 
 
    And at a glance, Victor could tell that this warranted it. 
 
    There weren’t many people out and about, but those who were had a… particular feature in common. It was impossible to miss. He stared at the size of the tits on every woman walking by. Not that they were hiding them. Every girl wore clothes that a streetwalking slut would blush at. High skirts or tight pants. Blouses with few if any buttons done up, and those risked popping off with the force of a bullet. 
 
    And that was just the women! Victor wasn’t small, but every man he could see looked like they spent every waking moment in a gym. Built didn’t do them justice. That type of physique only existed in the realm of body building magazines that used the term ‘nerd’ and ‘ripped’ without a hint of irony. 
 
    Victor felt that familiar tension in his stomach grow stronger. He pursed his lips, wondering how deep the taint of Newhaven went. 
 
    Well, he was about to find out. 
 
    He remembered the old bookshop during his last stop in Newhaven. He pulled up before it and glanced at the fronting. It was nearly noon, but the closed sign was still up. Victor pulled out of the glovebox the letter he’d received. 
 
      
 
    To Mr. Camillo 
 
    I don’t know entirely why I’m writing this. No. That’s not true. I know why, but I don’t know if you can really help me. If anyone can. God. It’s all so mad. But it can’t be denied. Not anymore. 
 
    You came to my shop looking for the Book of Demons, and now I know I should have given it to you. Things have changed in Newhaven. I don’t know how much. I don’t know if I dare to believe how much. But if my suspicions are correct… It doesn’t warrant thinking about. 
 
    I’ll go to the police tonight. I’m not sure what I’ll tell them, but they’ll have to help me. If I can convince their chief to work with me, I’ll have the potential to fix this. Maybe. But I think Millie has gotten involved in something beyond what I understand. I want to try and help her, but I don’t know if I can. 
 
    I’m writing this in case the worst comes to pass. In case I fail. Please. You have to come. You have to see what can be done. 
 
    I’m sorry I can’t tell you more. I don’t even know myself if it can be true. But I send this, hoping I am wrong, but fearing I’m not. 
 
    Lyon Davis 
 
      
 
    Victor frowned and tucked the letter back into the glove compartment. He stepped out of his car and walked up to the shop. The handle rattled, but didn’t open. Locked. 
 
    “Need something?” 
 
    Victor turned sharply at the voice. A few feet away a cop stood. Blonde, buxom, her uniform struggled to rein in curves of explosive proportions. She beamed at him, hat tilted back, revealing sparkling blues. A skirt hugged her hips, riding so high that every moment threatened to reveal what she wore beneath. 
 
    Victor was momentarily caught off guard by the beauty, but he bounced back quick, a smile slipping onto his face. “Just wondering if they were open.” 
 
    “Nope,” the blonde giggled. “Afraid they’ve been closed for the last few weeks.” 
 
    His stomach clenched. “Oh?” Victor said. “Why’s that?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I think he went out of town.” 
 
    If ever Victor had known a red flag, it was that one. “Ah, pity,” Victor said. “Do you know any other bookstores in town?” 
 
    The blonde put a delicate finger to her pouty lip, tilting her head back as if trying to see into her so-called mind. Victor felt a not terribly subtle throb from below at the fetching little gesture. He couldn’t help looking at her. Admiring those jaw-dropping curves and heavy, bouncy tits. He was married to the loveliest woman in the world, but he wouldn’t be a man if he didn’t appreciate the extent that those breasts, hips, and bubble butt stretched her oh so official uniform. Not even Dina, his youngest daughter, sported such curves. 
 
    Victor snapped back to the present as she spoke. 
 
    “There’s Derek’s Bookshop on seventh. Mmm. But they don’t have the best collection. It really is a shame Davis had to go.” 
 
    Victor felt a chill quiver up his spine. “No doubt,” he said. “I guess I’ll try there, then.” 
 
    The beauty giggled, snapping off a salute. “Glad to be of service! Have a good day!” 
 
    Victor swallowed hard, his eyes arrested to the cop’s ass as she walked away, that tantalizing rear swaying back and forth almost hypnotically. Victor shook his head. Focus, Victor. Focus. You’re married. You have children. 
 
    He looked again at the dark windows of the bookshop, then slowly made his way along the front. An alley cut through the brickwork, and Victor casually walked down it. 
 
    The dark, cool air helped him clear his head. He scanned the eaves above and walls alongside. Graffiti was splashed along the bricks in blaring hues. Trash cluttered around his feet and weeds grew riot. Victor ignored it all, his attention entirely on the wall as he rounded the back, and smiled. As he’d hoped, a rear entrance opened into the alleyway, affording him a way in. Victor checked the lock and smiled wider. Old, but that worked fine. 
 
    A quick glance showed he was alone. His hand delved into his pocket and retrieved a silk sheet. He unrolled it, selecting the lockpicks with a practiced ease. A second glance about and he pressed himself against the door, carefully easing the pick into the lock. 
 
    It didn’t take long before he heard the soft click. Victor allowed himself a confident nod, and he turned the knob, slipping into the back of the shop. 
 
    The moment he stepped inside he knew something had happened within. His sense, acute as ever, could detect the subtle tang of acrid air. A taste of hell. Victor frowned deeply, his eyes soon adjusting to the dark. He was in a back room filled with shelves overflowing with books. He practically had to squeeze through the clutter to get to the door leading in to the main shop, opening it a crack and peeking through. 
 
    All was quiet. Soft bars of sunlight filtered through the blinds of the windows, washing the interior in a hazy gloom. Victor ducked inside, finding himself behind the counter. He ran his finger along the desk, grimacing at the dust he gathered. Not good, he mused, rubbing out the dust between his thumb and forefinger. 
 
    Something tickled at the corner of Victor’s awareness. Very slowly he turned his head. 
 
    …and found Mister Davis. 
 
    Victor stared at the corpse. More of a mummy than anything, the dead man’s clothes were clean, albeit covered in a layer of dust. The face was slack, shrunken as if every ounce of moisture had been sucked out of it. The same for the wrists and hands, shrivelled up like it had been laid out in the desert for decades. The eye sockets stared up at him, the mouth a black void opened in a scream never to be heard. 
 
    Dead bodies were hardly rare in his line of work, but never a good sign. Victor kneeled next to the corpse. He didn’t need any special power of deduction to tell him something unnatural had ended Davis’s life. No one mummified a corpse and left it behind in a used bookstore. Especially with its pants around the ankles. 
 
    “Shit,” Victor muttered. “You damn fool. You should have just sold me the fucking book…” 
 
    Victor shook his head and rose again. Right. Well, it seemed someone was in possession of the Book of Demons. Someone who was willing to use it too. Of course, a demon couldn’t remain in the material realm for long. Only summoned and dismissed as needed. Davis had doubtless been killed by just such a creature. A succubus judging by the pants and the wasted appearance. Victor sighed and rubbed his forehead. Well, at least he knew what he was up against. He’d dealt with succubi before. The demonesses were generally summoned by horny college students who accidentally managed to glean some occult bullshit off the internet, or bored older men and women with access to more money than sense, and therefore able to procure either grimoires, or a place in an underground sex cult. He’d come across many in the eighties. God, that had been a strange time. When coke and sorcery had run like rivers. He shivered. 
 
    “Used to be so much easier before the fucking internet,” Victor muttered as he moved back into the side room. Glass cases once enshrined the rarest books in the store’s collection. The empty display within one was telling, and Victor tapped his finger contemplatively on it. Fortunately, ritualistic designs tended not to translate well through a scanner. Meaning those who attempted to use such mysticisms, even if they got an actual copy of such information off a website, generally only managed to stain the floor with paint and melted wax. But every now and then someone managed to get it just wrong enough to be right. Not a huge amount, granted. But get enough monkeys typing in a room… 
 
    The back door creaked. Victor spun in surprise. For a moment he could only see the silhouette, but that was more than enough. There was no mistaking those curves. Nor the hat. And especially not the gun she was holding. 
 
    “Hold it there, mister,” the blonde cop said. “Hands where I can see them!” 
 
    Very slowly, Victor raised his hands. 
 
    Oh perfect… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Bail Hearings 
 
      
 
    The hood of the Newhaven cruiser banged under Victor’s body. For such a curvy woman the cop was strong! 
 
    “Look, officer, this is all a misunderstanding,” Victor said. 
 
    “So I’m misunderstanding you breaking and entering?” she said as she began to pat him down. “Hands on the hood!” 
 
    “Lady-“ 
 
    “That’s officer Anya.” 
 
    “Anya,” Victor said. “Look. There was a… a situation inside of the bookstore. Davis was a close friend of mine, and I came in to check out what had happened to him.” 
 
    “And you found?” 
 
    “Nothing good. Look, if you went behind the desk you’d find out.” 
 
    “I’m not falling for that again!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I know this game,” she said, her hands running over his ass, perhaps a little more intently than should be. “You say there’s evidence exonerating you under the desk. I get down there. And instead there’s just your cock and then I’m sucking you off.” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    “Nuh uh! Not this time. You bulls are all the same.” 
 
    “Anya, I have no idea what the fuck you’re on about. But I ffff!” 
 
    “Aha! What have we here? A concealed weapon?” 
 
    “No,” Victor said tightly. “That would… be my dick…” 
 
    “O-oh!” 
 
    Victor expected her hand to be abruptly snatched back. Less so her gently cupping his bulge, delicately squeezing him. “Oh…” 
 
    Victor gasped as her fingers traced the shape of his cock, the nails pressing just enough to be felt through the denim. He bit his lower lip, shifting as her fingers slowly moved up and down. 
 
    “Mmmm… I’m ah… Hm. I’m not so sure… it’s not a weapon. Seems like you could do… some damage… with this…” 
 
    Victor sucked in a breath between his teeth. No way. No fucking way. He felt her lean against him, those plush tits he had been admiring mashing against his back. “I might… mnn… need to confirm… with you…” 
 
    Victor’s fingers squeaked on the hood of the cruiser as they tightened. Her hot breath was on the back of his neck. He could almost feel those plush, kissable lips forming every syllable. His cock stiffened under that expert touch. His heart pounded and blood rushed in his ears. He loved his wife. He dearly did. But having two daughters around all the time… Being parted from Suzanne for so long, it wore on a man. And the way Anya moved against him. The way her body pressed against his back, promising so much if he would just let it happen. 
 
    “If… if I prove it’s… it’s not a weapon… will you let me go?” 
 
    He heard her teeth nibble on the bottom of her lip. “Ooooh,” she moaned, her finger stroking his cock through the tight fabric. “I um… I really shouldn’t…” 
 
    “If I… if I don’t have a weapon, I couldn’t have committed the crime. Right?” 
 
    “You couldn’t have?” 
 
    “Uh, no. No, I could not.” 
 
    “I guess that makes sense…” 
 
    It really didn’t. But Victor had a feeling sense had left the building some time ago, taking all the furniture and the dog with it. Which left only whatever the fuck this was. He felt her fingers jangle on his belt.  
 
    “Ooooh. I should probably take you back to the station. But…” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    She didn’t answer. But her fingers grasped his zipper, eased it down, and freed the slab of his cock. Victor groaned as her warm fingers grasped his manhood, running up to the tip, her thumb stroking it with an expertise that shocked the hunter. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Victor groaned. 
 
    “Like that?” Anya breathed. “Is that how you like it? Mnn… You’re pretty big, Victor…” 
 
    “Th-thanks…” 
 
    “I mean, I’ve had bigger. But… well…” 
 
    Victor felt his pride prickle at that. “Have you now?” 
 
    “Oh yes. The guys at the station are so huge,” she said, her hand moving faster, stroking him more eagerly. “They have such thick, fat cocks. And they just love to ream a good cow.” He could feel her hips move, rocking from side to side like a bitch in heat. Her breasts moving against his back as she pressed her pelvis against his ass. “And they so want a piece of me. I’m one of the most popular girls around. They just love to have me kneel in front of them. My lips on their big… meaty… cocks… And just… mnnn… suck…” 
 
    Victor had enough. He moved with startling speed. Anya managed a startled squeak before she found their positions reversed, her breasts mashed on the shining hood of the cruiser, her ass lifted, skirt riding high along her hips. She yelped as Victor grabbed the edge of her skirt and pulled it all the way up. 
 
    He smirked at the sight of her bare bottom revealed, her slit just visible, slick with desire. “Why am I not surprised?” he mused, reaching down. Anya gasped, rising to her tip toes as his finger slid along her cunny. “No underwear? Well well...” 
 
    “Mnnnn!” Anya moaned, pressing back, her cunny parting around his finger as he continued to stroke her. “Oooooh fuuuuuck…” 
 
    Victor sucked in a breath. The scent of her arousal was startlingly strong, and far from unpleasant. It tickled his nose with a strange, creamy spiciness that made his cock harden even more. The way her pussy greedily sucked at his finger sent shivers of lust racing through him. “Oh,” he murmured, leaning in, his palm cupping her bottom, lifting her up even more as his finger continued to tease her slickened folds. “Do you like this? Like being fingered by your suspect out here? Where anyone could see?” 
 
    “Mmmmmmaaaaaybe,” Anya half giggled, half moaned. 
 
    “I bet you do. Because you’re just a slut,” Victor said, his grip on her ass tightening, his finger pushing deeper inside her squelching cunt. “You’re just a slut eager for a cock to stuff your plump pussy until you scream, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Ooooh yesssss!” Anya moaned. 
 
    Victor was breathing hard. This wasn’t like him. Not at all. He was a married man. A good husband. A skilled hunter. But his blood was pumping now. His senses keened and focused on the whimpering slut in his grasp. And it had been so very long… Far, far too long. 
 
    He pressed himself against her ass. He withdrew his finger from her dripping cunt and aligned his cock with her parted folds and pushed inside. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” she moaned as he filled her. She quivered with delight, thrusting back against his cock. “Yessss!” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Victor gasped as those slick depths sucked at his shaft, rippling about him. He grabbed her hips, drew back, and hammered into her. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” Anya cried, the cuffs, gun, and pouches on her belt jangling as she was fucked, her body banging against the frame of the cruiser as she took him. “Yesss! Fuck! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck this slut! Ooooh! Tame my slutty pussy! Make me yoooooours!” 
 
    “Oh fucking hell!” Victor panted as he pounded her, every thrust slapping her plump bottom, his cock delving deep into that sweet honey pot. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! P-please! Play with my… my tits! I’m… ah… b-begging youuuuu!” 
 
    Victor was beyond questioning any of this. Anything to make this buxom bitch pant and moan and scream again. He abandoned her hips, leaned against her, and grasped her bouncing tits. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” Anya screamed in orgiastic delight as his fingers sank into her pliant tits, squeezing those round, soft orbs with the hunger of a starving man. “Yesssss! Fuuuuuck!” 
 
    He felt her inner folds tighten around him, her orgasm surging through her in a tidal wave of pleasure. Her cunt squeezed and massaged his cock as he pounded her into the car. He tried to hold back. Truly, he did. But there was never a prayer. With a shout he hilted within her, and came. His balls tightened and he unleashed a load of his hot cum straight into her rippling cunt. 
 
    Victor shuddered. With a gasp he withdrew from Anya’s dripping quim. Without him to hold her up, she slumped to her knees, groaning as their mingled cum oozed from her stuffed cunt and onto the alley pavement. 
 
    Victor coughed. “So… Right.” He zipped up his pants and hurriedly turned about, walking out of the alley. On his way, he noticed his hand was damp. He lifted it to his nose and gave a sniff. The scent tingled. He could practically taste it. Before he knew it, he had, his tongue slipping out and licking at the dampness of his palm. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    That was sweet. 
 
    Victor smacked his lips, shook his head. He hastily took off his hat and ran a hand through his hair. Focus, Victor. Focus. Whatever the fuck happened in that alleyway; it was done now. He could safely forget about it. 
 
    But the sensation refused to be consigned to the dust bin of history. His cock continued to twitch, throbbing with the remembered sensation of her pussy around him. His palms tingling with the softness of her breasts, and his mind spun with the perfume of Anya’s pussy. He could still taste it. Even when he pulled out of the lot and drove down the road, trying to focus on the next step to this strange mystery. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Cuffed 
 
      
 
    Alexa looked down grimly at the wasted figure behind the counter of Davis’s Bookstore and Emporium. 
 
    “You’re sure about this?” 
 
    Anya nodded eagerly. “Oh yeah, chief! I totes saw him come in here and break in through the back door.” 
 
    “And he is where?” 
 
    Anya bit her lip. Alexa could guess. The younger officer reeked of sex and satisfaction. Not to mention the damp spots still slightly visible on her jacket. Alexa toucher her brow, massaging it. Well, there was no help for it now. And at least Anya had the wherewithal to call back to the station once she’d recovered. 
 
    “So he told you to come in here after he was gone?” 
 
    “Oh! Yes. And when I did I found… uh, that. There. So, I thought maybe I should report it. Or… stuff.” 
 
    Alexa nodded. She turned and patted Anya on the head. “You did the right thing. Well done.” 
 
    Anya preened at her praise. “Thanks, chief! But um… I was kinda… you know…” 
 
    Alexa rolled her eyes in good natured bemusement. “Hmm. Now what is it,” she said, her other hand moving down her own chest, a finger slowly circling the swelling shape of her soft teat. “What could you possibly be thinking about…?” 
 
    Anya’s eyes were glued to that teasing finger as it circled the shape of a budding nipple, tenting the taut fabric of Alexa’s uniform. With the upper buttons undone, baring the upper globes of her creamy breasts, Alexa could practically taste Anya’s eager need to tear the rest of the fabric away and reveal those luscious orbs. No surprise. After all, Alexa had been rewarding her staff for their excellent work the last long while with tastes of her creamy milk. Letting the men and women of the force imbibe to their satisfaction of her bounty had been a delight she enjoyed at every opportunity. 
 
    Anya shifted from foot to foot. “Can… can I… oh gosh… um. I…” 
 
    The way the needy slut stumbled over her own words thrilled Alexa beyond belief. But she was getting riled up too. “Oh!” she said, putting her fingers to her lips. “Did you want… these!” 
 
    Not for the first time, Alexa was glad she’d replaced the buttons of her jacket with snap ons. She tore her shirt open in a dramatic flourish that would make Bollywood proud, baring the plump orbs of her fat tits. Her breasts bounced in the open air, pink nipples thick and fat with need to be sucked. 
 
    Anya practically drooled as Alexa cupped her breasts, fingers sinking into those plush orbs. “Did you want to cradle my milky tits? Suckle them? Did you want to be my milk slut? My hungry cow girl who can’t wait to suck…” She hefted her breasts. “And drink…” Her fingers framed her nipples. “And mmmmmelt?” 
 
    Alexa squeezed her thrumming nipples, moaning whorishly as sweet cream drooled down the orbs of her fat tits. 
 
    “Oooooh yessssss!” Anya moaned, practically vibrating in her eagerness to guzzle her boss’s cream. 
 
    “Mhmm. Good girl.” 
 
    Alexa gently took Anya’s head and guided the eager slut to her tit. She gasped, lashes fluttering as those soft, greedy lips latched on to a puffy nipple. “Oooooh,” Alexa moaned as Anya’s head bobbed, sucking hungrily. “That’s ah… such a g-good giiiiirl. M-more. Drink mooooooooore!” 
 
    Anya was more than happy to comply. In fact, it very likely would have been quite the fight to take her lips off Alexa’s milky teat. Alexa’s knees shook to the point she had to scoot her bum onto the edge of the desk to stay upright, her throaty moans hitching with glee as her leg pushed between Anya’s thighs, the buxom cop eagerly grinding her cunt atop her chief’s leg, leaving a shining trail of girl-cum in her wake. 
 
    It was so good. It was always so good. So wonderful to have a pair of hungry lips on her tits. Switching between nipples when one grew dry. Alexa drove her free hand between her thighs, hiking up skirt and panties, fingers delving into that hot box waiting for her. She bit her lip, throwing back her head as she furiously frigged herself while her curvy underling sucked and humped and trembled with pleasure. 
 
    “Oh fuck. Fuck yes! Yes! Nnnnn!” Alexa cried out, her hips bucking as she came, her orgasm a swell of pleasure that washed away all her doubts and fears and hesitations. She sagged atop the bookstore’s counter, panting heavily. 
 
    Anya whimpered, and Alexa realized the poor girl had cum without her even noticing, rubbing herself to completion on Alexa’s leg. Alexa patted the mewling woman’s head, gently easing her off. Anya lips popped off Alexa’s nipple, a thin dribble of cream flowing down the curve of Alexa’s teat. 
 
    “Good… good girl, Anya. Did you enjoy your reward?” 
 
    “Mnnn. So much,” Anya slurred, her eyes dim and drunken with lust. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear. Now, once you get your bearings, head back to the station and get yourself cleaned up. You look just a mess.” 
 
    “Yesh… ma’am…” 
 
    Alexa smirked and fondled the girl’s hair before easing her off. Rising, stretching, Alexa snapped shut her shirt and tugged down her skirt. Fortunately, her new jacket came equipped with a pair of pads to absorb her leaking cream. Up to a point, anyway, but practice made perfect, and by the time she stepped out of the bookstore she looked as ravishing as ever, and certainly not like she’d just engaged in a sapphic milking with one of her officers. 
 
    Nonetheless, Anya’s report and the mummified corpse was a little worrying. As she eased into her cruiser, another thought occurred to her. Another something different that she forgot about a fair bit. Pursing her lips, Alexa adjusted the rearview mirror, took off her cap. 
 
    And considered the two nubby horns that grew from her brow. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Baked 
 
      
 
    There was a smell in the air. 
 
    Victor wondered how he hadn’t noticed it before. It was tempting. Tantalizing. Sugary sweet and heady as fine wine. He hadn’t been entirely sure what it was when he was driving. But now, pulled over, he could practically follow it like a bloodhound. 
 
    All of which brought him to the bakery. He sat in the car, watching the people go in and out in astonishing numbers. His hands flexed slowly on the steering wheel. Then, almost forcefully, he got out and walked towards the door. 
 
    He’d timed it well. The last few people were departing, chewing happily on donuts and rolls so good and chocolaty it seemed to melt in their mouths. Again, he marvelled at how every man he passed was as stacked as a body builder, and every woman as curvy as a teenager’s wet dream. As he opened the door and the little bell jangled, the warm smell of baking hit him like a wave. His eyes grew lidded, his nostrils flaring at that rich scent. One tinged with a thick, creaminess that shot straight down to his cock. 
 
    But his palms were tingling with unease, and when he opened his eyes they were immediately glued to the girl behind the counter. 
 
    The apron did absolutely nothing to hide the basketball sized breasts that swelled from her chest. She was a little short, but seemed all the curvier for it. Brown hair tumbled from beneath the rim of one of those absurd muffin-shaped chef hats Victor had only seen in cartoons. The girl beamed as Victor approached. 
 
    “Like, hi! Welcome! My name’s Beckie. Were you looking for some donuts? Oooh! Or maybe cake? We got, like, a whole bunch of cake! It’s sooo good too.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Victor said, scanning the bakery, the glass cases holding the opulent delicacies of muffins, baguettes, and every other kind of confection under the sun. Although, he couldn’t help but note his eyes inevitably were drawn to the pair of breasts fairly bursting from her apron. “You make everything here?” 
 
    “Oh totes! Been in the family for, like, ever!” 
 
    What was that smell… Victor’s nose twitched as he took a deep breath. It was half obscured by the scent of the bakery. Or… was it a part of it? He leaned forward a little. “Tell me,” he said. “Have you been using any… special ingredients lately?” 
 
    “Special? Ohhhhh!” she said with a wink. “You mean… special special.” 
 
    “Yeaaaaah,” Victor said slowly. “Special. Can you tell me where you get it?” 
 
    “Here!” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Oh, we make our special cream in house,” Beckie said, clapping her hands with delight, which only made her tits bounce again. “It’s really great! Mistress helped me.” 
 
    “I’m… sorry, mistress?” Victor said. 
 
    “Yeah!” Beckie chirped. “She’s been, like, so good. And it’s all been her idea!” 
 
    Victor stared into the guileless face of the big titted bimbo, wondering if she was bullshitting him. He quickly dismissed it. He’d dealt with demons, cults, and sociopaths. And in his experience, no one with eyes that bright and a brain that dim could manage deception. Which meant she was telling the truth. 
 
    Naturally, the argument that maybe the dim brunette before him might be into some sort of odd bdsm thing presented itself. Lesbian cookery was a possibility. But that would be a stretch. Besides, Victor didn’t believe in coincidences. Especially not where demons were involved. “Your mistress,” Victor said. “What’s her name?” 
 
    Beckie put a finger to her lip. “Ummm… I um… oh gosh,” she giggled. “It’s been like, so long since I had to call her name before.” 
 
    “Think, Beckie. Think,” Victor said. 
 
    “Um… I dunno if I should be telling you about that…” 
 
    Damn, he’d nearly had her. “Well, if you don’t want to say, you don’t have to,” Victor said with a shrug. “Now, about that… secret ingredient…” 
 
    Beckie brightened, her unease vanishing in a blink. “Oh! Yeah.” 
 
    “How do you make it?” 
 
    “Oh, do you… wanna see?” 
 
    “Very much,” Victor said. 
 
    Beckie giggled. “Like, okay! I can totally show you. Let’s go to the back.” 
 
    Victor smiled to himself as he followed the bouncing slut. But he wasn’t a fool. Casually, he loosened the knife at his side, ready for anything that might be through the double doors leading into the back of the bakery. 
 
    It was warm in the kitchens. The stone ovens filled the far wall, radiating heat. Mixers and sacks of flours and sugars stuffed counters while the air hung heavy and thick with the smell of fresh bread. Victor found himself licking his lips at the smell, hungry despite himself. 
 
    Beckie bounced up behind a large steel counter and picked out a mixing bowl, plopping it down. “People just love my bakery,” she giggled. “And especially the food. It’s like, so good!” 
 
    “I imagine so,” Victor said as he leaned atop the counter, watching the bubbly girl take off her apron. “So, you use nutmeg? Or vanilla? Or…” 
 
    Victor trailed off, his jaw slowly falling open as Beckie happily undid the buttons of her blouse and pulled it open, her firm, engorged breasts bouncing into the open air. Beckie smiled blissfully at him as she hefted those generous orbs, angling them over the bowl. 
 
    No way. No fucking way. Victor’s eyebrows climbed further as Beckie began to massage her generous tits. Her hands sliding over those mounds, her cheeks warming, her teeth nibbling on her lower lip as she pressed and lifted, stroked and bounced her heavy teats in her hands. Her hips rocking, practically humping the table 
 
    Victor swallowed thickly. “What are…” 
 
    “Oooh, I just get, like, so backed up when I’m working,” Beckie moaned, her fingers sinking into those pale tits. “I need a bit of… mmm… squeezing to get me nice and… ah… pumped… Ooooh fuck!” 
 
    Something dripped, hitting the bottom of the mixing bowl with a ping like a dropped quarter. Victor’s eyes widened as milk dribbled from Beckie’s nipples. 
 
    “Mnn! Yes. Oh fuck… Yes! It’s… ah… so good to… mnnnn! P-play with my breasts. It feels so good to ah… ah… to get my big slutty titties milked. Mistress always… always did it but… but… I… nnnnn!” 
 
    Beckie’s lashes fluttered, her lips opening in a great O of pure delight as her fingers found her fat nipples, squeezed, and released her cream. Milk sprayed down into the bowl, pinging off the hard steel before the flood gushed into the waiting bowl. So much flowed from her heaving breasts it splattered on the counter, which was probably a health violation, not that Victor could care or even notice. He was entrapped by the sight of the busty slut eagerly milking herself, squirting her rich, thick cream into the bowl. 
 
    And fuck, there was so much! 
 
    The bowl was practically overflowing with her foaming cream by the time Beckie slowed the movements of her hands, her breasts heaving with her panting breaths. A warm, contented smile was on her lips. 
 
    Only then did Victor notice that Beckie’s absurd hat had fallen off. 
 
    Only then did he see the pair of stubby cow horns now revealed. 
 
    Victor’s hands tightened on the table, his teeth gritting. Beckie beamed at him contentedly. “Mmm. See? And then, I like, totally bake with the secret ingredient.” 
 
    “Yes,” Victor said tightly. “So I see.” 
 
    Every instinct screamed for him to draw his knife, to cut down the tainted girl. But he held back. Corruption didn’t come from nothing. It never did. And the woman before him, lovely though she was, couldn’t have been the source. His mind replayed her words from the beginning. Mistress. Her mistress did this to her. 
 
    He forced himself to relax. He took another look at the ditzy cow slut before him. No. No, she wasn’t a danger to him. Dim and shapely as she was, she was merely a victim of whatever taint coursed through this town. A victim of this mysterious mistress. The same who, no doubt, had been responsible for Davis’s fate. 
 
    Which meant that Beckie was also his best lead. 
 
    “You certainly have a… ah… lot of milk,” Victor said. 
 
    Beckie beamed. “You think so? Mistress says so too! But she also says that I could do better. I’m nowhere near as milky as her.” 
 
    “That must be hard,” Victor said. 
 
    Beckie’s lower lip trembled. She nodded. 
 
    “You know,” Victor said slowly. “I happen to be a… uh… expert massage therapist.” 
 
    Beckie perked up. “You are?” 
 
    “Yessss,” Victor said slowly, the lie forming on his tongue. “In fact, I’m something of a um… a fertility expert. Oh yes. I specialize in making sure women can… milk themselves to their… um, best capacity.” 
 
    Beckie leaned over the counter, her eyes shining. “You do?” 
 
    Victor stared at her. No way could anyone be this dumb. Yet there was no guile in those eyes. In fact, there wasn’t much of anything other than afterglow from milking her own fat, milky tits. She believed him. Dear god, she one hundred percent believed the bullshit he was saying. 
 
    “Oh yes. And I could… probably help you with the amount of milk you have.” 
 
    Beckie squealed, clapping her hands and bouncing in place, and Victor wouldn’t be a man if he didn’t notice how those creamy breasts bounced with her. “Oh my gosh! That would be the best! Can you show me now? Pleeeease!” 
 
    “Sure,” Victor said. “Just uh, get another bowl out and lean over it.” 
 
    As Beckie eagerly produced another steel bowl Victor slowly moved about the table. This was a new one for him, to be sure. He didn’t shy from torturing the thralls of demons and the things which lurked in the dark. Too often those willing servants of the realms beyond had done such monstrosities, or intended to, that guilt was as foreign a concept for them as for him. No. Victor did not shy from the blade or brand to get the info he needed. But with Beckie, he found it difficult to even conceive of it. How could he? The girl was cooperative. About as smart and soft as the bread she baked. The brainless slut was as much a victim of whatever had taken hold of Newhaven as those she served her treats to. 
 
    Besides, there was clearly an alternative to wringing the information out of her. And as Victor moved behind her, unable to quite ignore how her plump bottom strained her skirt, he found he didn’t mind this. It would certainly help his conscious to make a woman scream in pleasure rather than pain. 
 
    And he’d be lying if that depraved scene of Beckie milking herself hadn’t made him hard as steel. A fact quite abundantly apparent as he reached around her, his hands engulfing her soft tits. 
 
    “Oooh!” Beckie moaned, her soft bottom pushing back and against his bluge. “Oh gosh! You’re… mnnn… so hard…” 
 
    “It’s ah… not too surprising,” Victor said, his face warming. 
 
    Beckie giggled. “Nope,” she purred, rubbing her ass against his shaft. “Um, if you want. I’d be like, totes fine if you wanted to…” 
 
    Even knowing what she was, Victor found a refusal tied on his tongue. To cover it, he quickly grabbed her breasts, giving those soft orbs a greedy squeeze. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” Beckie moaned, thrusting out her chest into his hands, her ass into his crotch. “Oh fuuuuck! You… you really are a masseuse!” 
 
    “Yeah,” Victor gasped. Fuck, her ass was so soft. And he was so hard. He knew what she was, but his body only registered the fact that his hands were filled with a pair of soft, squeezable tits. And an ass just begging to be hammered was grinding into his cock. 
 
    Victor tried to remember his wife. His daughters. His mission. Dear Suzanne. Dina and Liz. But it was getting harder. He loved them dearly. But this was… this was something else. It was primal. It was lust, pure and simple. And there were few things more potent. More powerful. 
 
    He felt a pair of fingers on his pants. How did she… Then his zipper hissed down, his cock was free, and questions were far, far from his mind. 
 
    “Ohhhh,” Victor groaned as his cock sawed against her cunt. Her pussy drooling over his shaft, lubing his manhood in a way that made his body tighten with desire. 
 
    “Oh… oh f-fuck!” Beckie panted, her breasts bouncing in his grasp. “Oh fuck. Yes! Massage my big tittes. Oh, it feels soooo good! Mnnn! I… oh gosh. Oh fuck!” 
 
    Her voice rose in a squeal of delight as milk spurted from her nipples, pooling on the metal table beneath her. The smell hit Victor, stirring his thoughts. He panted, his cock schlicking against her cunt. Rubbing her naked pussy. 
 
    And before he knew it, he’d drawn back, and slipped inside her. 
 
    “Ohhhhh!” Victor groaned. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” Beckie echoed, arching, pushing her plush tits more thoroughly into his hands as her ass bounced against his groin, fucking herself against him with whorish delight. “Oh fuck! Yes! Fuck me, stud! Massage my big tits! Make me scream!” 
 
    Victor barely heard her. Not that it mattered. His body accommodated her need with the instinct of the male. His hips Pounding into her, slapping her plump bottom, his cock pistoning into the heat of her molten cunt. 
 
    “Moooooooo!” Beckie lowed, her whole body tightening as she came, milking pulsing out of her fat breasts, her thighs quaking as her cunt squeezed Victor’s cock in the height of orgasm. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuck!” Victor groaned. “Bet your… your mistress would like this. Huh?” 
 
    “Oh yesssss,” Beckie groaned. 
 
    “Then maybe… maybe I should give her some,” Victor said. 
 
    “Mmm. I… I dunnooooooo!” Beckie trailed off as his hands squeezed her ripe tits, thumbs stroking her nipples, teasing yet more of her milk out. 
 
    “Don’t you want to serve your mistress?” Victor breathed, his hips still moving, but slowing now, drawing her out, his spine tingling at her whine of need. “Give her this sort of happiness?” 
 
    “Oh yessss!” 
 
    “Then what’s her name. Come on. Tell me.” 
 
    Victor didn’t know where this was all coming from. This tormenting her with pleasure. Drawing his cock in and out of her with agonizing slowness. Every instinct screamed for him to pound her into the table. Fuck her like the cow slut she was. Milk her and breed her with his cock. And yet he had no trouble teasing her too. In fact, making her squirm and moan with need had his breathing deepening, his hands massaging and stroking. His cock throbbing as he dragged it in and out of her. 
 
    “M-Millie!” Beckie moaned. 
 
    “Millie?” 
 
    “Millie Liberaaaaaas!” Beckie cried out. “Mistress is Millie! Mistress… oh… Mistress so… so good!” 
 
    “Where does she live?” 
 
    “T-Twelve Pine Street!” 
 
    Progress, at last. “Alright then. Good girl. Here’s your reward.” 
 
    Beckie screamed with delight as Victor slammed his hips home, filling her molten depths with his cock. She bucked, pushing herself back as he fucked her, pounded her against the table. He’d never dreamed sex could be like this. This primal and rough and glorious. Every thrust echoed through him. Every grasp of her tits making her gasp. Keen. A tool of pleasure. A slut made to be fucked. To be bred. To be mated and made to scream. 
 
    “Yessss!” Beckie cried out. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck meeeeeee!” 
 
    She came, and this time Victor couldn’t hold back. He moaned with pleasure as her pussy clamped down on his cock, and came. Spurting into her cunt, his balls tightening as they unloaded his virile seed within her depths. 
 
    Beckie collapsed atop the table, whimpering with pleasure as her breasts were mashed in the pools of her own milk. With a groan, Victor unsheathed his cock, stepping back. The sight of her, that curvy woman, spent and whimpering from his brutal fucking, sent a twinge through some deeper part of his soul. Victor swallowed thickly, resisting the urge to stuff her ass next. 
 
    “I’ll ah… go see your mistress now. Goodbye.” 
 
    “Mnnn,” was the only answer Beckie managed to formulate. 
 
    Victor lingered a moment more, but finally managed to wrench himself away and out of the door. He was breathing heavily by the time he exited the bakery and made his way back to his car, never even realizing he was licking his fingers of all the thick cream he’d milked from Beckie’s bouncing breasts. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mayoral Decisions 
 
      
 
    City hall was a building that seemed drawn from the past. Grecian pillars framed the doors. The roof peaked around the face of a large clock the boomed with every stroke of the hour. Alexa had always liked this. It made her feel like she served a venerable institute, even though Newhaven itself was respectably small. Inside were paintings depicting important moments in the town and county’s history, and at the very end of the long hall, the mayor’s office itself. 
 
    Alexa rapped her knuckles on the door and stood back, hands clasped behind her back. 
 
    “Enter.” 
 
    She pushed the doors open and stepped inside. 
 
    It was odd to try and square away the person behind the desk with the one in the painting behind it. Mayor Bowers in the painting was a plumping, large man with watery eyes and, even given artistic license, a genial smile at best. Like what someone assumed a grandfatherly figure had been. Of course, the painting hadn’t been moved since the recent election in town. Thinking on it, Alexa wondered briefly why it was that mayor Bowers hadn’t run. Or been seen lately, actually. 
 
    Such thoughts passed in and out of Alexa’s head as quick as water through a sieve when she actually saw the new mayor. 
 
    Millie Liberas’s outfit could charitably be called formal. The upper buttons of both her jacket and shirt were undone, revealing a window into the valley between curvy breasts, so deep you could get lost in simply staring at them. She was tall. Taller than Alexa, who had always prided herself on her height. Curves that men would kill and women maim for strained her outfit. Alexa’s eyes slid over the horns which curled from the statuesque woman’s golden hair, not even fully registering them. Especially not with that scent in the room. A thick, heavy musk that made Alexa acutely aware of how empty her pussy was. How heavy her tits, and how milky she was. 
 
    “Alexa,” Millie purred, a sound that tingled through to Alexa’s very toes. “To what do I owe the pleasure?” 
 
    Alexa bit her lip, shivering slightly at the way that voice seemed to stroke her arms and tingle in her breasts. “Mayor… Liberas. I just came by to inform you that there’s been… been a murder…” 
 
    “A murder?” Millie said, raising an eyebrow. “Now that is something. Who was murdered?” 
 
    “A local bookshop owner. A Mister Davis.” 
 
    “Davis? How shocking!” she breathed. 
 
    But… she didn’t sound shocked. Did she? Alexa’s brows furrowed a little at that. Why didn’t… 
 
    “However did you find him?” 
 
    “We were informed… by a concerned citizen…” 
 
    “One of ours?” 
 
    Alexa swayed. The scent was getting to her. The heat. She bit her lip, her tits aching. So milky. So heavy. Were the mayor’s eyes always like that? They looked almost… almost red. And so potent. So raw. Yes. Yes, Millie had been… been the mayor. Won the election. The election… When did they have an election? 
 
    “Alexa? Are you alright?” 
 
    “F-fine,” Alexa gasped. “Just… um… Mayor? What happened to Bowers? He…” 
 
    “Oh, don’t you remember?” Millie said, smiling brightly. “He resigned. Poor man. Just couldn’t… mnn… handle the strain of administering the town. Such a shame…” 
 
    “Yes,” Alexa murmured. “Shame…” 
 
    “You were saying?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “About the person who found the body?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Yes. The person. A… a visitor to town. Just stopped in. My officer found him… him in the shop…” 
 
    “Oh dear. What was he doing in there? It was locked…” 
 
    “How did you know that?” 
 
    Millie glanced back up from her distraction. “Hm?” 
 
    “The door. It was locked. How…” 
 
    “Oh. That isn’t really important. Is it, Alexa? I’m sure you’ve got… so much more to worry about. Such a weight on your… chest…” 
 
    Alexa whimpered softly. Her tits were so heavy. So achy. 
 
    “Alexa. Are you having trouble concentrating?” 
 
    “I… I don’t…” 
 
    “Oh my,” Millie said, and oh how wicked that was smile. How it made Alexa’s knees quake like her legs were made of water. “Oh dear. Alexa, have you been neglecting to milk yourself?” 
 
    “N-no!” Alexa gasped. The idea she’d forget something so important! “Never! I…I always…” 
 
    “But you seem so… pent up. So needy. It’s really not good to be so wound up. So achy. Why, you might make a poor judgement. Like thinking the mayor didn’t have the best interest of the town at heart. And that would be so dumb, wouldn’t it? Why, I might think you were being unprofessional.” 
 
    “I am… completely professional…” 
 
    “Of course you are,” Millie said, smiling. Oh, that smile. That lovely smile. “That’s why I have the highest opinion of you. In fact, I have such a high opinion of you, that I think you should find this man and bring him to me. I think we need to have a chat.” 
 
    “You think so?” 
 
    “Oh yes. After all, he might have some information to share. And we don’t want to spread panic through the town, do we? After all, our job is to serve the community, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    Alexa took a shuddering breath at that word. Oh. Oh, that brought back such memories. 
 
    “Thank you so much for informing me of this, Alexa. I do appreciate your loyalty to your office. It’s so good to have such a commanding woman in charge of the police force.” 
 
    Alexa saluted belatedly. “J-just doing my duty, ma’am.” 
 
    “Of course. But you do seem somewhat pent up. Come here. I think it’s time for me to give you a special treatment for such efficient police work.” 
 
    Alexa was crossing the room before she even knew it. Millie had pushed her chair back, and Alexa saw she was wearing nothing below the belt but a pencil skirt that rode almost scandalously high on her shapely thighs. Millie… Oh Millie. She had such lovely eyes. Such rich, heavy, full breasts. Bigger than any woman Alexa had ever seen. 
 
    Alexa eased down onto Millie’s lap. In other circumstances this would by highly inappropriate. Alexa only sat on her officer’s laps in order to reward them for a job well done. Teasing their breasts or rubbing her plush bottom against hardening cocks. 
 
    But this was different. Millie was different. In ways that Alexa couldn’t quite explain. Something about her air. Her eyes. Her breasts. Her scent. Her horns. Her beauty. 
 
    And the way her hands slid up Alexa’s body, and cupped her plush tits. 
 
    “Mmnnnnn!” Alexa moaned as Millie’s skillful fingers sank into her plush tit-flesh. 
 
    “Alexa,” Millie crooned, her fingers gliding over the taut fabric of the cop’s uniform, every brush over nipples tenting the fabric, making the statuesque woman buck her hips. “You’re doing such a good job. You so rarely get the reward you deserve.” 
 
    “A job… mnnn… well done, is r-reward…” 
 
    “Too true. But a good job deserves other rewards too…” 
 
    Alexa whimpered as Millie’s lips kissed her neck, the sensation tingling through her. She gasped as Millie’s fingers glided down her front, the clips of her uniform parting like they weren’t even there, her breasts bursting into the open, plump, tingling, and oh so very needy. 
 
    A need that Millie knew too well how to satisfy. 
 
    “Hmmm. I think you’ve gotten bigger since last time,” Millie purred as her hands engulfed those plump, pale orbs. Her fingers sinking into Alexa’s firm tit-flesh. 
 
    “Mmmm!” Alexa moaned, her thighs quivering. 
 
    “Oh yes. Much… bigger…” Millie breathed, kissing her neck some more, her fingers gliding around the hardened pink nubs of Alexa’s swelling tits, her fingers focusing in slowly on the buds in teasing circles, ringing round the areolas before at last giving them a pinch. 
 
    “Ah!” Alexa gasped, her hips twitching as a bead of milk dribbled down her pale tits. 
 
    “Alexa. You lied to me! You said you were getting milked.” 
 
    “I… nnn… do. At the… the station. My officers… ah… officers are always eager to… to drink…” 
 
    “Are they? Great idea! I’m so glad such an intelligent, strong woman is in charge of the police in this town.” 
 
    Alexa shivered. Ooooh, she didn’t feel strong in Millie’s grasp. She felt weak. She felt horny. She felt desperately needy for more of those teasing fingers and stroking touches. 
 
    Touches which had shifted. Touches that one hand administered down Alexa’s toned stomach. Down. Down. Touches that pulled up her skirt, baring her cunny. Touches that slid along her lower lips, making Alexa whimper with helpless pleasure. And how good it felt to be helpless. How wonderful to be putty in Millie’s hands. Alexa’s every breath inhaled more of that sweet, pungent scent that the new mayor was wrapped within. That made Alexa moan and hips buck eagerly. 
 
    “Hmm. I don’t know if being milked by your subordinates is doing enough,” Millie breathed as she continued to stroke the moaning woman in her lap. Continued to tease and squeeze Alexa’s breast until milk was practically squirting from her plump nipples. “Oh dear. I’m starting to think you need to come by the office more often. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Alexa gasped. Oh she did. She really did. If this was what awaited her then she needed to come by whenever she had a chance! 
 
    “Good girl. Here’s your reward.” 
 
    Millie’s fingers plunged into Alexa’s cunt. Her other hand squeezed Alexa’s breast. 
 
    And she was lost. 
 
    “Moooooooo!” Alexa moaned, quivering as she came, her juices spurting onto Millie’s lap, her milk spraying halfway across the room with the intensity of her orgasm. 
 
    Millie crooned as Alexa sagged against the busty younger woman. “Ooooh Alexa. You did so well.” 
 
    “Mmm…” 
 
    “I hope you enjoyed your reward.” 
 
    “Mmm…” 
 
    “Good girl,” Millie said, smiling so wide she showed the hint of fang. “Now. How about you repay me. I need to think, and I could really use some relaxation while I do.” 
 
    Alexa blinked dimly, then smiled as realization trickled in. She slowly slid out of Millie’s lap and to the floor. On her knees, she pushed up Millie’s skirt, hooked her finger’s in Millie’s panties, and pulled them down. The scent of the other woman’s sinful sex swirled Alexa’s thoughts to nothing. With a sigh of blessed surrender, Alexa leaned in and ran her tongue up those glistening folds. 
 
    Millie moaned, leaning back in her chair as the chief of police ate her out. She put a pen to her soft lips, nibbling on it thoughtfully, her thighs tightening on Alexa’s head, urging the eager police chief to delve deeper into Millie’s hot cunt. She always did her best thinking while a milk corrupted slut devoured her muff. And she had some thinking to do. 
 
    And some planning. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mother Knows Best 
 
      
 
    Victor pulled up before the almost painfully suburban home. He peered at the cream coloured building thoughtfully, the number on the door shining in the sunlight. This was it. Now, what ‘it’ turned out to be was another question entirely. Victor stepped out of his car, wary and ready for most anything. He scanned the trimmed hedges and flowerbeds that flanked the path, his boots crunching on the gravel. His hand stroked the butt of his knife, his eyes narrow. As he touched the doorknob he froze. 
 
    Sensations struck him like a blow. A sense of evil far stronger than the one he’d encountered in the bookshop. It burned on his tongue with an acid taste. It shuddered through him, singing in his teeth like an electric shock. He yanked his hand back, panting. 
 
    Cold sweat stuck against his shirt to his back with an itching sting. He flexed his hands slowly, then narrowed his eyes, grasped the doorknob with gritted teeth, and opened it. 
 
    He didn’t know what he expected. But the quaint sight that met him as he stepped through the door gave him pause. The foyer was quiet and still. Pictures looked out at him from the wall and a bowl for keys was on a stand beside him. There was a warmth in the house. Something so homey Victor could almost forget about the sensation that had blasted him when he first touched the knob. 
 
    “Travis? Is that you?” 
 
    Victor stiffened at the warm voice echoing from the kitchen. 
 
    Soft laughter followed soon after. “Naughty boy. Coming by all unannounced.” 
 
    Victor hesitated as footsteps approached. He reached down and touched his knife, but didn’t draw it as the owner of that voice stepped around the corner. 
 
    Since arriving in Newhaven, Victor had been met with a number of shapely women. But none matched the one before him. She seemed wrought of fertile, feminine curves. Her breasts swelled against an immodest apron, the only thing she was wearing. Her hair framed a face of matronly beauty. Her eyes widened in surprise, matching Victor’s own as he stared at the nubby horns that rose out of her hair. 
 
    “Oh!” she gasped. “You’re not Travis.” 
 
    Victor inhaled, and his head swam at a sudden hit of warm scent. He swallowed thickly, practically tasting the musk the woman exuded. A creamy perfume that seemed to surround her like a haze. Warmth and baking and adoring homeliness practically oozed from her. Again he felt a sudden ache for the wife he once knew. A woman far distant in both time and space. 
 
    But the woman before him was real. Was here. 
 
    Her eyes grew warmer. She seemed to take no notice of her near nudity as she stepped closer, but Victor certainly did, his bulge growing, straining against the denim of his pants. “Sir?” she said, her voice lowering to a soft husk. “Can I help you?” 
 
    “I… think… so,” Victor said, his thoughts sluggish, but slowly catching up with him. “I was looking for your daughter…” 
 
    “Oh?” she asked, lifting a brow curiously. “Why? She’s not in trouble, is she?” 
 
    Again Victor was struck by how ignorant the curvy woman was of her state. As if a pair of cow horns, breathtaking curves, and an aura of demonic lust were utterly normal. A corruption so insidious that his blood thumped in his ears. His body grew taut, and his breath heavy. 
 
    “Ah. Trouble. Trouble… Well… About that… You must be… be her mother.” 
 
    “Yes!” She thrust out a hand. “Francine Liberas. A pleasure to meet such a fine figure of a man.” 
 
    “Victor,” he said, taking her hand, giving it a shake. 
 
    “Mmm. What a strong grip.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “Please. Come. Sit down. Tell me what’s happening.” 
 
    Victor let her pull him into the living room. It was a strangely open space. The couch in particular looked very sturdy. Perhaps necessary, given Francine’s size. But that didn’t ring true to him. He had the strangest feeling that she needed it that strong for an entirely different reason. 
 
    As he sat down his nostrils flared, scenting something new. A thick muskiness that tingled in his nose and made his muscles tense. The scent of another male. A rival. Oh yes. Francine used this couch for something very different than watching cooking shows... 
 
    He looked at her again as she sat beside him, her breasts bouncing, straining her apron. He again felt that coiling heat. Like a snake of fire deep in his stomach. 
 
    “Now, what trouble is Millie in?” Francine asked, her eyes glowing with worry. 
 
    “It’s not really my place to say,” Victor said, edging closer to her. “This is an ongoing investigation. We’re worried she might have taken something, and I was hoping I might me able to take a look in her room.” 
 
    “Her room?” 
 
    “Just a routine examination.” 
 
    “Oh,” Francine said, biting her lower lip. Wiggling in uncertainty. “I don’t know…” 
 
    Victor would normally work to talk her around. But he didn’t have the patience for that. Not with her so close. So soft. So lovely with her soft eyes and body. 
 
    “Maybe I can convince you…” 
 
    She looked up at him, and the doubt seemed to fade from her eyes. He felt her gaze wander across his frame. Saw her teeth nibbled her lip. He could fairly smell her arousal. It had been so long since his wife had looked at him that way. So long since she’d desired him like this. 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    She leaned towards him as if drawn by a magnet. Up to him. And then her lips were on his. A kiss that sang through him like the wine. 
 
    His hands were on her. Pulling her close. Pulling her plush, pliable, shapely body against him. His hands wandered. Closer. He needed her closer. His fingers hooked in her apron, pulled. Francine gasped as he tore the fabric off of her, revealing every inch of her bouncy bust. She moaned, arching, letting his tongue plunder her mouth. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Of course she wasn’t. Her breasts pressed against his chest. Her nipples were hardened buds of purest need. He felt dampness dribble from those peaks. The milk. Oh fuck, the milk. 
 
    He pushed her back and down on the couch, propping her against the arm. He moved over her. Loomed over her. Her breasts heaved with her panting breaths. Her eyes were hot with lust. Her body quivering with need. 
 
    “Oh Victor…” 
 
    “Like that?” he asked, his hands sliding up her sides, hefting her breasts. “I thought you might.” 
 
    “Nnnnn,” she moaned as his tongue slid along her budding nipple, gathering up a taste of that sweet, warm milk. A taste of home. Of love. Of hot lust. He swallowed. Fuck. So good. He needed another taste. He needed more. 
 
    He was barely thinking when his lips locked on to her nipple. When he hungrily sucked, making her cry out, her hips buck with helpless pleasure. He held down her hips with one hand, the other sliding a finger along her slit, feeling how wet she was. How eager to taste the manhood of a male. 
 
    He grasped her other breast. Squeezed it, sinking his fingers into that orb of glorious, pliant female flesh. She cried out in delight, rubbing herself against his fingers. Moaning and stroking his head as he drank from her fat breast. 
 
    “Oh fuck. Oh fuck! Victor! Yes! Yes! M-milk me! Oh fuck…. Milk me like your cow slut. Milk me like a good cow wife. Oooooh! So good! Oh fuck!” 
 
    Victor felt her hands stroke his chiselled jaw. Admiring him. Her hands slid along his neck. To his jacket. She pulled it open, buttons snapping off, scattering across the floor. He barely noticed. Barely cared. 
 
    He growled, released her nipple. He climbed over her, looming, looking down at her flushed face. Her milk lingered, warm on his tongue and in his stomach. A warmth that spread through him, feeding that fire in his loins. She looked into his eyes, coy and flirty. Shy yet hungry in that way only women from another generation knew how to be. He felt her hands on his zipper. Felt her ease it down, bare the thickness of his cock. 
 
    “Oh,” she breathed, hefting him in her hands, feeling the heat of his manhood. He groaned as she stroked him. “So big…” 
 
    “Yeah. Been hearing that,” he said. 
 
    “Is this why you’re looking for my daughter, Victor? You want to fuck her?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “Oh my. But, if you are, I should get a taste too. Shouldn’t I? I mean, it only seems fair. For me to check and see if you’re… worth it.” 
 
    His eyes flashed. “Worth it?” 
 
    She met his eyes, smiled at that flash of almost feral anger. That challenge she’d excited in him. “Oh absolutely,” she giggled. “It’s a mother’s job to make sure her children get the best. And are you… the best?” 
 
    He curled a lip, baring his teeth. He moved his hips, rubbing the blunt tip of his cock against her hot cunt. “Let’s find out!” 
 
     He pushed inside her, and oh how her cry of pleasure sang to him. She was so deep. She seemed to swallow his cock as he buried it within her, moaning as he sawed into her cavernous cunt. 
 
    “Oooooh Victor!” Francine moaned, rocking beneath him. “Oh fuck!” 
 
    “Fuck!” Victor gasped. 
 
    “Deeper! Please! Oh god deeper!” 
 
    Victor growled, rocking his hips, plunging his cock into her eager cunt. Feeling her ripple around him. Squeeze his shaft. Her breasts bounced with his every thrust. Her eyes smoky with desire. He caught those plump orbs in his hands, squeezing them, making her cry out in ecstasy, her milk dribbling into his palms as he massaged those ample tits. 
 
    “Ohhhh fuck! Yes! Play with my breasts. Squeeze them! Oh god fucking yes! Victor. Ohhhh Victor!” 
 
    It felt so good to hear his name moaned with such pleasure. Such need. How long had it been since he’d heard that? Since he’d truly taken a woman? How long since his wife had dismissed him and his needs? Too long. Too long to remember. It didn’t even seem important. That man. That man that was denied, rejected, found wanting by his wife seemed so distant. It couldn’t be him. It couldn’t be the him now. Not the man that had such an ample slut wrapped around his cock. Not the man making this lovely woman scream and moan in helpless lust as he plowed her fertile curves with his cock. 
 
    No. The him now could never be found wanting. 
 
    As if to prove this he increased his pace. Plunging his thick cock into her eager cunt. Listening to the siren song of her moans, his hands capturing her plump tits. His shirt creaking around his chest. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Francine screamed, her whole body moving against him. Rutting beneath him. “More! More! Moooooooooore!” 
 
    Her last, lowing cry peaked with her. Her orgasm surged through her. Tightened her cunt around his cock yet further. Every jolt of her orgasm made her buck beneath him. Pushed her tits more firmly into his hands. 
 
    “Good enough for you?” Victor gasped as he mashed her breasts together, her nipples squirting her sweet milk. “Good enough for your daughter?” 
 
    “Yesssss! Fuck yesssss!” 
 
    “Do you think she deserves this cock? Do you think I’ve got what it takes to fuck her?” 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    Victor growled. He abandoned her tits and grabbed her hips. Francine squealed in surprise as he lifted her curvy frame, pushed her back against the wall, and started to fuck her, plunging her down onto his cock. 
 
    “Oooooooh!” Francine cried out, her hips wrapping around him, squeezing him as he fucked her, paintings on the walls rattling in their frames at the quaking of their mating. 
 
    “Is. This. Good. Enough?” Victor snarled. 
 
    “Yes! Oh fuck yesssssss!” Francine screamed, her arms around him, clinging to him as she came again, her pussy clutching his cock, stroking him. The sensation of the shapely milf clinging to him. Her tits mashed against his chest. Her pussy squeezing him. Her milk staining his shirt was too much. With a bellowing roar Victor hilted within her, and came. 
 
    It felt like he pumped gallons of his seed into the shapely slut’s depths. Francine moaned again, shuddering as he pushed her to yet another orgasm. How she quivered and clung to him, lost to her own endless pleasure. Victor’s chest swelled with pride at her state. How he’d driven her to such a mind melting high. 
 
    He unsheathed himself from her, their mingled juices running down her thighs. He laid her down on the couch where she collapsed, moaning softly. Victor’s chest heaved with exertion, his jacket creaking. He came back to himself slowly, that strange, bestial fog lifting from his mind. Reminding him why he had come there. 
 
    “I’ll ah… I’ll take a look in her room now. Alright?” 
 
    “Mnnnnn…” Francine moaned. 
 
    Victor swallowed heavily, his eyes glued to the way her milky breasts rose and fell so tantalizingly. It was all he could do not to flip her over and mount her like a steer. Instead, he forced himself to zip up his pants (had they always been that tight?) and make his way deeper into the house. 
 
    It was hard to get a sense of where he was going. His normally keen senses seemed blunted by the sheer weight of demonic corruption saturating the house. His nose twitched, scenting Francine’s heady perfume around every corner. A scent that made him ever more acutely aware of his cock stiffening down his pant leg. He was well endowed, wasn’t he? It was so odd Suzanne denied him so often. Why was that? Maybe it had been him? 
 
    Victor frowned, trying to push away the thought as he sniffed the air, not questioning how he was able to differentiate Francine’s heady scent from a different, sharper tang that lingered in the air. But he couldn’t dismiss the concern, even as he opened the door and stepped inside a room familiar to any father of girls, with cast off clothing forming a second carpet on the floor, a vanity in the corner and a bed so unmade and slept in it looked like a topographical model of the alps. What if Suzanne was right not to have wanted him before? After all, he had to admit, maybe he hadn’t quite been up to the task of pleasuring her. Always so distracted by work. Spending so long away. How could he be expected to truly pleasure his wife if he did so? She deserved more. She deserved to have access to his cock whenever she needed it. And he should have been available to her. 
 
    At the same time, he realized he’d been putting too much pressure on his wife as well. If Suzanne didn’t feel up to fucking, well, he’d simply have to find another female willing. It wouldn’t be hard. Not for him. Not for such a peak of a male. It only made sense, really. Why should he expect her to be able to handle all of his lust? It was unfair of him. He should be more understanding. Be willing to spread himself around, as he once had. Be ready to mate and fuck with other sluts who couldn’t wait to taste his cock. 
 
    Victor nodded slowly as he searched through a bookcase of painfully teenage lit. The book wasn’t there. And once he found it. Once he dealt with the corruption in Newhaven, he’d head home. And things were going to change. Change far for the better. 
 
    The conviction soothed Victor’s senses. He relaxed a little as he abandoned sorting through the room. Now that he’d properly decided what to do about his married and sexual life, his senses seemed to clear up. No longer distracted by the musk of the two women who lived in the house, he sensed something different. Something that itched at the back of his neck and shoulders like the gnawing teeth of some predator. A vileness of demonic power. 
 
    Victor left the room, moving back down the stairs. Drawn by that sense of corruption. He passed the living room again, glancing inside to see that Francine was still very much still in her pleasured stupor. He indulged in a smirk of satisfaction, then steeled his features as he moved down the hall. 
 
    He found himself before a door. He could almost hear the whispers of whatever unholy work had been done beyond. His fingers flexed as he touched the knob, eased it open. 
 
    Stairs descended into the darkness of the basement. Slowly, warily, Victor began to walk down into the earth. His fingers found a light switch that failed to work. Fetching a flashlight from his belt, he switched it on and descended the steps. 
 
    The feel of corruption crawled over his skin like an oil. The flashlight’s beam never seemed to extend as far as it should into the dark, but it went far enough. As he reached the ground level Victor moved it over the floor, and the designs which had been written there. 
 
    Rings spiraled outward. Words written in a tongue older than man were scrawled meticulously within, burned into the concrete floor. Victor knelt before it, running his finger along the marking. Faded. Oh yes. Dark powers had been worked here. But that had been some time ago. Months ago, possibly. Victor muttered a curse. Davis. The fool. He shouldn’t have waited so long. 
 
    Still, if he could figure out just what had been summoned, then maybe he’d have a chance at banishing whatever hell spawn had been raised. Though the corruption ran deep, he hoped that it might be enough to free this town as well. 
 
    He set down the flashlight on an old desk, its light washing over the marks in the floor and fetched out his phone. Technology was really something, he mused, only to frown slightly as his fingers fumbled with the buttons. He didn’t remember it being so small. Were his hands bigger? 
 
    He stepped over the designs and carefully lifted the phone so it got a full display of the designs written on the floor. The camera flashed and he inspected the picture, grimacing. Damn. Blurred. Technology often had trouble properly capturing such works. It was why tomes were still so common. 
 
    Putting away his phone, Victor pulled out a notepad and pen. Sometimes, the old ways were best. He squinted in the gloom, beginning to carefully inscribe the symbols written on the floor. He had to be as accurate as possible. Though he’d never seen this spell before, it was always a good idea to have a copy, just in case. Truth be told, to banish whatever had been summoned, he’d likely need the original book. He wasn’t sure if that would reverse all of what had been done to Newhaven, but it was a start. 
 
    Be a shame, though. 
 
    Victor paused. Where had that thought come from? Of course it was essential to undo the spell on the town. The taint of the demon’s works. It needed to be done. The women… needed to not have such soft, curvy bodies. Such ample breasts. Such eager affections. It wasn’t… it wasn’t right. 
 
    Was it? 
 
    Victor chewed on his lower lip. He shook his head, banishing the doubts to the back of his mind. Focusing on the page to drown out those thoughts. 
 
    So focused on the paper, he didn’t hear the door open. The heavy tread on the stairs. 
 
    “Who the hell are you?” 
 
    Victor froze. He turned sharply. 
 
    What had been a man stood not far. He wasn’t wearing a shirt, baring a barrel chest of browned flesh, with a carpet of virile, wiry fur on his arms and body. His features were blunted, his face projecting outwards slightly like a muzzle. The horns of a bull curled from his head. His eyes were dark, almost animal. The only thing he wore was a pair of jeans that failed to completely mask the more than obvious bulge of his bull cock. 
 
    Victor stared, for a second stunned beyond words at the sight of the beast-man. “Shit!” he gasped, dropping his notepad, reaching for his runed knife. 
 
    Despite his size, the minotaur moved fast. He crossed the room in two steps, slamming into Victor just as he unholstered his blade. The knife went flying, clattering across the floor. Victor gasped, the breath driven from his body as the bull-man slammed him against the wall.  
 
    The impact battered Victor, but he recovered fast. He drove his fist into the beast man’s throat. It was like punching a slab of wood, but the minotaur gagged and released him, grabbing his neck. Victor fell against the wall, gasping for breath. He caught movement in the glow of the flashlight and ducked the beast-man’s fist. Cement crumpled under the impact, cracking from the force of the blow. Victor rolled back to his feet and punched the monster in the chest. 
 
    “Fuck!” Victor gasped, his fist feeling like he’d been the one to punch the wall. The minotaur turned with him, eyes glowing with rage. He swung wide an arm like a tree trunk and Victor just managed to evade it. He’d gotten his breath back, but his hand was still stinging and his head ringing. The minotaur loomed over him, eyes shining in the light. Frame huge and terrible. Victor reached down, drawing a second knife from his belt. The blade shone bright in the gloom as he brought it to the ready. 
 
    The minotaur eyed the blade, the etchings in the steel glowing softly. His lips peeled back. He reached out and grabbed the table Victor had balanced the flashlight on and hurled the entire thing like it weighed as much as air. 
 
    Victor tried to dodge, but he hadn’t a prayer. The table struck him, tearing him off his feet. He hit the ground heavily, the table landing on him. His head banged off the cement floor and the world spun. 
 
    The minotaur loomed over him, watching him, and Victor’s consciousness left him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Corruption 
 
      
 
     The last time Victor woke with a headache this bad he’d been drinking for three days straight. 
 
    He groaned, his head hammering as he forced open his eyes. Weak light momentarily made him wince, but wherever he was, it wasn’t too bright. For a moment he thanked small miracles. Then his eyes opened the rest of the way and his stomach plummeted. 
 
    He was in a room wrapped in shadows. What appeared to be hundreds of tea candles glowed here and there, illuminating little but offering a token glow. A bed sat at the opposite side of the room, veiled in a diaphanous sheet of crimson. 
 
    Not good. Victor tried to move but came to quickly understand he was tied to a chair. Perhaps equally important, he was naked. 
 
    “Awake I see.” 
 
    Victor turned his head towards the voice. Soft footsteps sounded, and a woman stepped into the light. 
 
    And what a woman. 
 
    She was tall and shapely as a fertility goddess. Impossibly full, bouncing breasts nestled on her chest, counterpoint to a pair of curvy hips that swung with her every step. Her blonde hair tumbled around a pair of curling horns, her skin a tanned hue, almost bronzed. And if the horns hadn’t clued him in to her demonic nature, her red eyes with their subtle glow would do it. 
 
    “And who are you?” he asked. 
 
    “Millie. I hear you’ve been looking for me.” 
 
    “I have no idea what you’re on about. What the fuck is going on? Untie me!” 
 
    She laughed, a sound so rich it tingled down to Victor’s toes. “That’s a very good question! What the fuck indeed is going on.” Her hand ran along his shoulder, and even as Victor’s soul recoiled from the taint fairly rolling off her, he felt his cock respond to her proximity in an undeniable way. “Because something is going on. Something that called you, a stranger, down to Newhaven, investigating a bookshop that no one had any reason to investigate. Interrogate a baker who was too dumb to be anything but a bimbo cock sleeve. Enter my home and fuck my mother senseless, and then take photos of my basement.” 
 
    Victor tensed as she brought up his phone, flicking through it and the blurred photo of the old ritual circle he’d taken. Her lips quirked in curiosity, her fingers kneading his shoulder as she examined it. 
 
    “So again we come to the question. Just what is going on, and who, exactly, are you?” 
 
    Victor licked his lips. He’d been in worse situations. None came immediately to mind, but he was sure he had. It was just… hard to concentrate with her so near. A perfume lingered around her. Something spicy and tantalizing. Something so familiar yet he struggled to name it. Something that made him ever more aware of her hand on his shoulder. Her curves so near. 
 
    “I’m a reporter. I came investigating…” 
 
    “The Book of Demons?” 
 
    “I… Yes. That.” 
 
    “Is that right?” 
 
    “It is. Yes.” 
 
    “Mmm. And I suppose reporters always walk around with a knife inlaid in marks that glow when I touch them? Reporters also tend to fuck any woman they come across for stories? It’s okay. I know how they work. I’ve seen Richard Jewell.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Millie tossed the phone away. Victor winced as he heard it crack off the hard floor. Well. So much for that. Shame too. He’d gotten a good family plan. But then Millie was moving around him. Was standing before him, and he couldn’t help but run his eyes up her curvy frame. He tried to focus on her face, but her breasts called to him. Drew his eyes down to those budding nipples and full heft. 
 
    “Now, what am I to do with you?” 
 
    “I didn’t do anything,” Victor said, forcing his eyes back to hers. 
 
    “Mmm. I wonder,” Millie said, tossing some of her blonde hair back over her shoulder, her eyes smoky and amused. She stepped nearer, straddling him. She slowly lowered herself onto his lap, and Victor hissed as her mons pushed his cock between them, against their stomachs. He could feel the heat of her cunt, molten against his shaft. His breathing had deepened. He couldn’t look away from her bright, heavy eyes. 
 
    “Maybe you don’t know anything,” Millie breathed, running her fingers through his hair. “Or, didn’t. But I think you know something now. A few things that I would really rather not get out.” 
 
    “I… I won’t tell any… anyone…” 
 
    Millie hummed. “Ohhh. I want to trust you,” she breathed, her hips beginning to move, rubbing her pussy against his cock, her breasts pressing against his chest. He hissed as his cock hardened further. Throbbing. As he fisted his hands at his side at that insidious pleasure already tingling through him. “But I have such trust issues. I think… I’d prefer if… you stayed here…” 
 
    “S-stayed?” 
 
    “Mhmm. Stayed as my big… dicked… bull… stud…” 
 
    Victor groaned as her pussy pressed against his cock, her slick folds stroking the underside, her breasts so soft against his chest. Her scent all around him. Intoxicating. “I… I can’t… have… have a family…” 
 
    “Do you? How wonderful. But I think I have something better to offer. Wouldn’t you rather stay? Wouldn’t you rather be a big dicked dom? An alpha male who could mate with any sexy woman he wanted? Would it be so bad to just… give in? To let your mind go? To just be my big bull stud?” 
 
    “You… I won’t…” 
 
    Millie giggled, a sound that trilled through Victor like cold water before the inevitable heat of his arousal returned. “Oh, well, if you insist. All you have to do is not cum. Is not bend me over like the big bull that you are and fuck me raw.” 
 
    “I’m… I’m tied up…” 
 
    “But you can be so strong. Why, if you drank a bit of my milk, I bet the change would happen again. I bet you would get even bigger. Even stronger. Even more of a burly, sexy alpha male. You could probably pop out of those ropes no problem. And I know you want to,” Millie breathed, lifting one of her engorged breasts, her red eyes sparking as she teasingly ran her tongue around a budding, dark nipple, the tip of her tongue flicking the peak, tasting a bead of cream that dangled there. “So why not… have a taste?” 
 
    Victor shook, trying to resist that siren call. Trying to resist that rich scent of heady cream. The sensation of her soft curves rubbing against him. Her cunny stroking his stiffened shaft between them. He tried to look away but couldn’t. Couldn’t stop staring as her tongue again flicked out, licking up a bead of cream. Again. Again. His cock was throbbing. His breath came in hot pants. 
 
    “Maybe you can resist,” she said, her voice a sibilant whisper that wrapped around his mind like a snake. Squeezing just so. “Maybe you can take just enough. Maybe you can stay yourself, and not become my big dicked bull stud. Maybe you can. Maybe you have the will. The will to be strong enough to break those bonds and not throw me onto that bed. Not fuck me like the stud you are. Not breed me like your personal cock sleeve. Mmm. Maybe you can. But… there’s only one way… to find out…” 
 
    She lifted that plump breast to his lips. That nipple stiff and needy. A bead of precious cream dangling from the tip. Maybe… maybe he could resist her. He knew what she was. He knew what would happen if he gave in. Maybe a taste wouldn’t be so bad. Just a bit. Just enough to be strong enough. Strong enough to overcome her. To best her. 
 
    Almost without thinking, his lips moved forward, and he took that nipple in a hungry kiss. 
 
    And sucked. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” Millie moaned, squeezing her milky breast as he drank from her tit. Victor moaned, his eyes growing lidded as that rich cream poured into his mouth. As he guzzled it down like an addict. Oh fuck it was so good! His cock twitched between them, and with a second groan he came, his cum spurting in thick ropes, squeezed between them as she rocked against him, stroking herself against his spurting cock even as he drank from her plump tit. 
 
    And yet he was still hard. 
 
    “Yessss!” Millie moaned as he sucked down her milk. “Oh fuck yes! Drink me. Drink my cream! Suck me down. Ah… ah! That’s it. Like that. Just like… mnnnn… that. Drain my tits. My stud. Oh fuck. My alpha. That’s right. Oh you’re doing… nnnn… so gooood!” 
 
    He was doing good. Victor could feel it. Feel strength like none he’d ever known spread from the warmth in his stomach to his every limb. His arms felt powerful. His chest heavy, stacked with potent muscle. He grunted, his eyes lidded. Hot. Hungry. The cords that bound him creaked. Almost. He needed to be stronger. Bigger. More powerful. A giant. A bull! 
 
    His head was pounding. He was hot. Feverish. He flexed and the ropes creaked. He pushed himself forward and the cords snapped against his might. The ropes fell away, broken by his sheer strength. He tore his lips from her breast, grabbed the horned seductress, relishing her squeal of surprise as he lifted her with ease, holding her before him. 
 
    They stared into each other’s eyes. Panting. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she gasped, her voice a whimper of need. 
 
    Victor tossed her onto the bed. Millie gasped as she hit the mattress, propping herself onto her elbows, only to pause as Victor moved towards her. She saw his eyes. Knew that dark, feral look. She smiled, parted her legs to reveal the flush gusset of her cunt. 
 
    “All for you, my mate,” she said. 
 
    Those words stirred something in Victor. Some dark part of his soul. Some place of primal, animal lust. He growled, moving over her. “You demonic bitch,” he said, grabbing her, pushing her down onto the bed, moving over her. “You fucking slut.” 
 
    “Yes,” Millie breathed, pushing out her breasts, lifting her mons, rubbing it against the pillar of his cock. “I am. I need you to punish me.” 
 
    “You gave up everything,” Victor said, holding her wrists above her head, looking down at her voluptuous form and heaving, heavy breasts. “You sold yourself to a demon. Was it worth it?” 
 
    Millie smirked, her red eyes flashing. “You tell me.” 
 
    Victor crouched over her, torn. Everything that he was screamed for him to kill this creature. To wrap his hands around her throat and squeeze. To escape. To flee this town and never return. 
 
    And yet, he leaned down. His hips moved, rubbing the blunted head of his cock against her slick folds. He stared into those red eyes. Felt the nearness of those plush lips. That eager, sinful body beneath him. So willing. So hungry for him. For his powerful body. For his thick cock. 
 
    He kissed her. 
 
    And hell felt so much like heaven. 
 
    Her lips parted and his tongue met hers in a battle for dominance. His hips moved and sheathed his manhood within her tight, deep cunny. He groaned as her pussy tightened around his heavy shaft. As he pulled back and thrust forward. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Millie moaned. “Mooooooo!” 
 
    The sound of her lowing thrilled Victor in a way he could never explain. A sound of such submissive pleasure that he started moving faster. Deeper. Fucking her harder into the reinforced bed. 
 
    “Ah,” he gasped, breaking that kiss, sucking in great lungfuls of air. “Fuck!” 
 
    “Yessss!” Millie moaned. “Fuck me! Tame me! Give me your big cock. Stuff me! Fuck me hard! I can take it. I can take it all! Show me. Show me what kind of a bull you are!” 
 
    Her every cry hammered into him. Drove the thrusts into her shapely form. Pounded her into the bed beneath them. Her breasts bounced atop her chest. Steam fairly jetted from his nostrils. He wanted to fuck her. Wanted to take her. More. He wanted to conquer her. He wanted to make her beg for his cum. Scream for his cock. He wanted her. All of her. All of this! 
 
    “Yessssssssss!” Millie screamed as she came, her pussy tightening around his plunging cock. Her hands grabbed his solid shoulders for support as she arched beneath him. “More! Give me moooooooore!” 
 
    He couldn’t stop. Couldn’t dream of it. The reason he was here. The horror of what was being done. It was all so unimportant. Only this mattered. Only the bucking figure beneath him. Only her cries of ecstasy and the way she moved around him. His cock sheathed within her hot depths. The way she squeezed him. The way she clung to him. Her scent stuffed his nose. His head. He wanted her so much. He needed her. He was going to take her. Make her his. 
 
    “My bull! Yes! Fuck yes!” Millie cried. 
 
    “Rooooooooo!” Victor howled as he hilted within her, and came. His cock pulsed, stuffing her with what felt like gallons of his thick, virile cum. A sensation so glorious. So wonderful. So liberating it made his mind go blank. His roar of completion rose until it shook the walls of the chamber. Until Millie came again beneath him, tightening around him. 
 
    And how good it felt to hear her scream. To feel her tighten around his mighty shaft. Yield to his manhood like a good bitch should. 
 
    He came down from that glorious height slowly. Leisurely. Riding out his orgasm with lazy thrusts into her fluttering quim. Millie moaning and gasping beneath him, her full breasts heaving. 
 
    Her soft hands touched his face. Stroked his muzzle. “Oh Victor,” she breathed. “That was… that was so good…” 
 
    Pride swelled in his chest. Victor grinned. “Thanks,” he grunted. 
 
    Millie giggled. “Mmm. Keep going, stud. Keep fucking me,” she breathed, reaching down and stroking the pillar of his cock, her fingers slickening on the mingled cum leaking from her stuffed pussy, teasing him into again lazily moving into her. “I need all your cum. I need you to drink all my cream. To fuck me raw. To fuck every woman in town like they should be. To fuck their silly heads out.” 
 
    Victor panted. His brow slowly knit. “But… wasn’t… What was…” 
 
    “Shhhh,” Millie crooned, rocking beneath him. “Don’t worry about a thing. Big, beastly studs don’t need to think. They just need to know. Just need to know that so many women need their cocks. Need you to fuck them. To breed them stupid. Don’t you want that?” 
 
    Confusion slowly cleared for Victor. He did want that. He wanted more of it. More of this. His hips began to move with hers, again fucking her. Millie smiled beneath him, and it was so much easier to listen to her. After all, she seemed smart. And she obviously loved his cock. She’d never do anything he didn’t want her to. Tell him anything. Yes. She made so much sense. 
 
    Victor began to fuck her more earnestly as his mind settled in to those thoughts. Briefly, he wondered who the women were that momentarily rose in his memory. A wife? Daughters? A mission? He shrugged them off. He’d think about it later. For now, Millie was guiding his head back to her tit. His lips locking around a plump nipple as he continued to plow her. Her cream again bursting onto his tongue, easing his worries. His cares. 
 
    There’s be time to think later. And if there wasn’t, that’d be okay too. Because bulls didn’t need to think. They just needed to fuck their willing cows. Plunge their big, beefy cocks into their willing cunts. 
 
    Again. And again… and again… 
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    A Hunt Begins 
 
      
 
    The sign flicked past before Suzanne Camillo had a chance to read it. She cocked her head towards the back seat. “Did either of you see that sign?” 
 
    “Huh?” Liz said. The athletic young woman lounged in the back seat of the sedan, her trim stomach bared thanks to her low-cut shirt, which also accented her modest breasts. Toned, strong, her short-cropped hair flicked about her ears as she squinted at her mother. “What sign?” 
 
    Suzanne sighed. “Dina? Did you see it?” 
 
    Dina glanced up from the leather-bound book in her hands, her glasses slipping down her nose a little. Unlike her sister, she wore a frumpy sweater and pants, her blonde hair a frizzy mess. Despite her baggy clothes, her generous curves were easy to spot, rivalling her mother in that respect. She hastily shut her book. “Oh, the um… sign? Yes. I did. It said Newhaven, thirty miles.” 
 
    Suzanne nodded slowly. She drummed her fingers on the wheel as she guided the car along the highway. She didn’t want to show nervousness, not before her girls. But it was tough. Victor had only ever missed reporting back to her once, which had been because a fey had trapped him in a mirror world. She hoped this time it was nothing, but something in her gut told her otherwise. 
 
    She again glanced in the rear-view mirror at her daughters. Her pride and joys. Both huntresses in their own rights, although Dina was rather less accomplished than her more athletic sister. Nevertheless, both were skilled in different arts of the hunt, and Suzanne couldn’t hope for a better pair to be watching her back. 
 
    Because she had a feeling; a tightness in the pit of her stomach that something was different this time around. Something unlike every other hunt she’d known in her career. No poltergeist or ghoul or small time corruption awaited her in Newhaven. And the nearer they came, the stronger that feeling grew. 
 
    She just wished she knew what it was they were walking into. Just prayed they would be in time to prevent whatever it was that made her feel tense and ill. 
 
    She glanced down at the fuel gage and cursed beneath her breath. She’d been so frantic to get to Newhaven she hadn’t filled up since leaving Connecticut. And in her experience, whenever working on a job, it was always a good idea to have a full tank of gas. One never knew when they’d need to skip town in a hurry. Or outrun a bunch of furious cultists who just saw their ‘god’ explode in a ball of fire and brimstone. 
 
    Suzanne checked the passing road until she spotted a gas station. She cruised up to the pumps, gravel grinding under the wheels until she came to a halt. She stepped out, then glanced in the back. 
 
    “Liz? Pump us up. I’m heading inside to pay and ask some questions.” 
 
    “Why not let me do it?” Liz asked, grinning as she cracked her knuckles. “I can get information pretty quick.” 
 
    Suzanne rolled her eyes. She loved her daughter, but the girl had a tendency to see her only tool as a hammer and the world made of nails. “I got it, Liz. Just fill us up. You always want a full tank just in case.” 
 
    “I remember,” Liz said. 
 
    Suzanne’s lips lifted just enough to make a smile before she turned and made her way towards the gas station. Sometimes she just couldn’t help herself. She had always been the girl’s teacher. So had Victor, of course, but her husband had always been a bit more standoffish when it came to raising them. Little surprise. She knew he loved their daughters, but suspected he’d always wanted a son. Fortunately, Liz had ended up more boyish than most men, which had suited her just fine. But Suzanne was worried about her. She suspected Liz was taking her father’s disappearance a bit stronger than either Suzanne or Dina. It was always a mistake to bring personal feelings into a hunt. Those they fought too often seized on such weaknesses, and had no qualms in using them. 
 
    The bell over the door chimed as she pushed it open and stepped inside. It was typical of gas stations across America. The vinyl floors half covered in traction mats. The displays loaded with the predictable of snacks and drinks to the odd of shoelaces and detergents. Behind the counter, amid racks of cigarettes, a slushie machine spun green and red in endless circles. 
 
    Also behind the counter was one of the bustiest women Suzanne had ever seen. 
 
    She was young. Just past twenty if Suzanne had to guess. The upper buttons of her uniform were undone to compensate for the heft of her freckled breasts, the edge of her bra just visible through the gap. Her blonde hair was bound up in a long ponytail, her eyes fixed to her phone while she lazily chewed some gum. Just over her shoulder sat a radio, the crackling music soon giving way to the smooth drone of a DJ. 
 
    “Hello Newhaven! This is Chris Marten and that was Tow Hound and the Swingers! Up later today we’ve got an interview with our very own Millie Liberas about her recent election win to become our much beloved mayor. Stay tuned!” 
 
    The girl behind the counter was half listening to this, half watching her phone, and paying absolutely no attention to the till until Suzanne finally rang the little bell. The girl jumped, her ample bust bouncing teasingly, threatening to burst the filmy blouse that bound them before she turned to Suzanne and beamed. 
 
    “Oh! Hi! How’r you doing?” 
 
    “Alright. I’m just filling up at pump number two.” 
 
    “Oh, right! Okay. Just um… gimme a second here…” 
 
    The blonde squeezed her lips in concentration as she turned to the till and rang Suzanne through. As she paid, Suzanne glanced over the girl’s shoulder at the radio again, which had begun its interview with the new mayor. “Are you from Newhaven?” 
 
    “Yep!” the girl giggled. “Born and bred. Name’s Annie. Nice to meetcha!” 
 
    “Likewise,” Suzanne said, putting on her most winning smile. “I’m passing through Newhaven, actually. What kind of town is it?” 
 
    “Oh, super small town feel. Really quaint but, um, really nice too,” Annie giggled. “Really tight knit down there. Like, everyone knows everyone else around town and um… stuff. But they’re also super friendly. Really friendly,” Annie said, her cheeks warming. 
 
    Suzanne cocked her head at that. “I see. Any sights I should see?” 
 
    “Sights? Ummm…” Annie tilted back her head, tapping her chin with the effort of concentration. Suzanne could practically see the little used gears turning in the girl’s empty head. “Mmm… Well, there’s like, lots of farms and stuff around there. And if you ask I’m sure you’d be able to get a tour. Oh! Main Street is pretty great. The townhall is like, super old too. From like, the civil war or something. The new mayor has really been working at sprucing the whole place up!” 
 
    “New mayor? Is she recent?” 
 
    “Oh yeah! And a woman too. Isn’t that, like, so progressive?” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “Yeah! Like, just showing all the men that all girls aren’t just empty-headed bimbos. We can be super smart too!” 
 
    Suzanne looked into Annie’s vacant eyes and nodded slowly. “Yes. I bet.” 
 
    “Uh huh! Not that there’s anything necessarily wrong with being pretty. I mean, you’re super pretty yourself.” 
 
    Suzanne blinked, slightly taken aback. True, she did feel she was still attractive. A rigorous exercise regime had kept her body toned and fit, even if her breasts had given a bit of sag. And to be complimented by such a bombshell was highly flattering. Self-consciously she brushed a hand through her long brown hair. “Oh,” she said. “You think so?” 
 
    “Oh yeah! You’re so mature and beautiful! I bet the guys are just falling over themselves for you.” 
 
    Suzanne cleared her throat. “Oh, well. I am married.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    Suzanne gave the girl a look. “So?” 
 
    “I mean, why would that stop guys hitting on you? You’re just so hot!” 
 
    “Well, I mean. Even if they did, I wouldn’t do anything,” Suzanne said. “I’m married, which I said. I couldn’t just… Well, I’d be flattered of course.” 
 
    “Mmm. It would feel so wrong to do it with a guy, is that it?” 
 
    “Well, not wrong per say. But it wouldn’t be… I mean…” 
 
    Suzanne realized she was getting flustered. That wasn’t like her. She was a woman in control. In power at all times. She had to be in her job. But even as she thought this, she felt Annie’s eyes look soulfully at hers. And though it wasn’t fair, she couldn’t help but remember Victor’s little tryst some years back. Of course he had done it to escape the grips of a cult. And yes, he’d done it to prevent them from summoning a creature from beneath the depths of the sea. But as she stood there, the raw feeling of betrayal, smoothed over by years of excuses and platitudes was rubbed anew, and was as painful as that first day she’s opened the door and found her husband naked with another woman. 
 
    Annie smiled, and Suzanne felt a new a blush. “I totally get it,” the busty cashier said, leaning atop the counter, her plush breasts squeezed against the plastic protecting the flashy lottery tickets. “You gotta be faithful, right? Gotta be a good girl to your husband. Not kiss another man.” 
 
    “Well, I mean. Yes. I did take a vow, after all.” 
 
    “Totally,” Annie nodded, leaning closer. “But, what about a girl?” 
 
    Suzanne stared at her, stunned by surprise and indecision. Suzanne had never considered herself attracted to women, exactly. She knew what she liked. But there was no denying that the young blonde was attractive. That the thought of getting those soft, bouncy breasts in her hands was shockingly tempting. 
 
    “A… A girl?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Annie giggled. “A hot girl who’s big, bouncy tits you could just… fill your hands with. Who’d just love to kiss you. Crawl between your legs. Lick you like a good bimbo slut…” 
 
    Suzanne swallowed hard, her eyes almost magnetically drawn to those expansive tits. How they strained the uniform. Threatening to burst free. To fill her hands. She could almost picture those plump nipples begging to be teased. To be touched. 
 
    To be sucked… 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    “Yes! What! Uh huh!” Suzanne gasped, spinning about. 
 
    Dina stood in the doorway, holding her book close to her chest. “Um, we’re all gassed up. Liz was wondering what was taking so long.” 
 
    “Oh. Um, nothing. Nothing at all. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    Dina gave her a curious look, then turned and went back outside. Suzanne touched her chest, feeling her heart hammering with surprise and shame. 
 
    “That your daughter?” 
 
    Suzanne glanced back at Annie, who beamed at her. 
 
    “Um, yes. She is.” 
 
    “She’s pretty too. Must get it from her mom, hm?” 
 
    Suzanne’s face warmed again and she coughed. “Ah, thank you for your help. Goodbye.” 
 
    “Oh! But, your change!” 
 
    “Keep it!” Suzanne said, practically running out the door. The bell clanged above her as she hurried across the lot and to her waiting sedan. She squeezed into the front and started the engine, gravel spitting from the rear wheels as she peeled out. 
 
    “Um, mom?” Dina said. 
 
    “What? What is it?” Suzanne said quickly.  
 
    “Maybe we should go back.” 
 
    “Why? We got the gas. What else do we need?” 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    “We’re perfectly fine. No need to go back. None at all.” 
 
    “If you say so. But…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “Well, we sorta left Liz behind.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Newhaven 
 
      
 
    Newhaven spread out before them in a mess of loose lanes and scattered buildings. A small town in every sense of the word. Main street seemed to bisect it perfectly, which was the first thing someone noticed. 
 
    The second thing one noticed was only when they cruised down the hill and into town proper. And it was Dina and Liz that truly saw it. 
 
    The two sisters gaped at the people on the streets. No woman they passed looked smaller than a D cup, and not a man didn’t look like he spent every evening pumping iron at the gym. The pair exchanged a stunned look, then returned to staring out the windows as their mother pulled to a stop. 
 
    Suzanne sighed as she looked up at the little shop they’d parked before. Davis’s Bookstore and Emporium stared back at them, the lights out and windows dark. Suzanne shook her head, still feeling hot from the encounter in the gas station. Again that quiet little suggestion tingled in her mind. What if she hadn’t left? What if she’d lingered a second longer? The sight of those breasts filled her thoughts. The suggestion in the cashier’s eyes. 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    Suzanne shook her head forcefully. “Okay, here’s the plan,” she said, turning about to look at her daughters. “Your father’s only lead when he left was this bookshop. The man who owned it apparently had a diabolic book. One of the really old ones.” 
 
    “Do you know which?” Dina said eagerly. 
 
    Suzanne frowned. “The Book of Demons,” she said. 
 
    “Which edition? The 1817 German reprint? Or the 1920 Arkham Print edition? It couldn’t be the first, could it?” she gasped. “They burned all those!” 
 
    “Apparently they didn’t burn enough of them,” Liz said with a grin. She crossed her arms behind her head, leaning back in the seat, her shirt riding up and revealing the runed knife she wore tucked in her belt. Naturally, she also had a number of other weapons and tools to use against demons, but this was her favorite. 
 
    Suzanne sighed. “Girls, please.” 
 
    “Sorry, mom,” Dina said. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Suzanne said. “Alright. Now, I’m going to take a look in the bookstore. Dina? I want you to head to the library. Small towns like these always have plenty of public records. See if there’s anything in local history or the registry about anything suspicious. Liz?” 
 
    “Yeahuh?” 
 
    “Head around to the bars. Cults always worm their way into the underbelly of cities. Seek it out and find out what you can about any organization working in the shadows. If there’s nothing, then whatever’s happening here might not be too serious quite yet. If not…” 
 
    She left the implication hang in the air. Dina nodded, and even Liz sat up more attentively. 
 
    “Alright. I’ll take the car,” Liz said. “It’s got my stuff in the trunk.” 
 
    Suzanne nodded. “Of course,” she said, knowing her eldest daughter kept her sword in there. An old piece, and something rather hard to lug around in the open these days. But if push came to shove and you found yourself facing down a creature from the pits, a blessed sword was better than anything else they’d brought. (Not that they didn’t have ample more equipment in the trunk too. A hunter of evil never lost out by being too prepared.) 
 
    “Keep in contact,” Suzanne said as she opened the door. “And look out for each other.” 
 
    “Got it. I’ll drive!” Liz cried. 
 
    “What? But… aw…” Dina moaned as Liz fairly threw herself into the front seat, squirming into place behind the wheel. 
 
    Suzanne smiled a little at her daughters as she shut the car door behind her and watched Liz pull out of the driveway and peel down the street. They’d be wonderful huntresses soon. But she worried about them too. Liz’s solutions to most problems involved a fist to the face, and Dina spent so long researching a problem she sometimes ran out of time to fix it. 
 
    Yet together, those two girls could be the greatest hunters the world had seen since Argen Salem. She brushed her hair back and turned to the bookstore. Time to focus. 
 
    As Suzanne walked around the store and into the narrow, dirty alley behind it, she found concentration oddly elusive. She kept thinking about the girl at the gas station. How attractive she was. Suzanne didn’t consider herself a lesbian. Of course, she’d had a few experiences. Especially among other hunters. When the chips were down. When you were waiting in the dark to face down death, one sought any way to release the tension. 
 
    It didn’t help that she and her husband had grown apart of late. She was busy raising their girls to be huntresses in their own rights. And he was away so often. So distant sometimes, lapsing into brooding silences. He’d always drank. A hunter without some vice to take off the edge is rarer than a celibate demon. But of late he’d been drinking a bit more than she was comfortable with. Not to mention how rarely she went with him on missions. And there always seemed to be more keeping them apart. 
 
    She still loved him. She did. But it was hard to love a man consistently when he was absent so often. She didn’t blame him. At least, she hoped she didn’t. But it was hard to be affectionate with him. And that young cashier had been so open. So breathless and admiring of her… 
 
    Suzanne swallowed, again remembering that sweet scent that had hung about the busty girl. Then she opened the unlocked back door, and an entirely different scent hit her. 
 
    She froze, gasping. She’d never had her husbands’ acute sense for fiends. The man was like a bloodhound in that respect. But even she could smell the taint of the unholy. It hung in the air like grease, oiling her skin despite her clothes. 
 
    Her initial alarm slowly faded. She stepped inside, feeling the current of air. Yes. Yes, something happened in here, but it was a long time ago. The acrid feeling was like the shiver from a bad memory. Present, but passed. 
 
    The darkness within the bookshop was stifling as she slowly moved inside. The back was stuffed with ancient books in secure shelves, and she panned her flashlight across them thoughtfully. None of the titles rang a bell beyond her memories of literature and pop cultural osmosis. 
 
    A sense of unease began to pervade her. It started in her hands, tingling up her arms, gathering in her chest and deeper still. Victor surely would have started here. He had the same information she did. And yet, he hadn’t called her when he knew more. They’d grown distant, yes, but he would still give her an update. Which meant he’d either found nothing, which she discounted at once, or he’d been taken before he had a chance to. 
 
    She felt tension knot in her chest. From the holster tucked in the back of her pants she slid the cold weight of a gun into her hand. Each bullet was transcribed with a catechism. Depending on what she was dealing with, one of them would do the job. 
 
    She moved forward slowly, her flashlight panning across the shelves. She’d reached the front of the store. The blinds cut the interior with sharp bars of light. A smell tickled her nose. Something lying beneath the acrid stench of corruption. 
 
    The smell of death. 
 
    She rounded the corner, trained her flashlight down behind the desk. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    She let out a shaking breath. Lowered her gun. 
 
    And felt the coldness of a barrel press into the back of her neck. 
 
    “Newhaven police,” a smooth, purring voice said. “You, miss, are under arrest.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Library 
 
      
 
    Dina hummed as she scanned the next page of her book. 
 
    The Congolese Sap Tree is an unusual plant. It grows from an apple fed to a murderer before his death, and grows on the bitterness of the soul. Its fruit are thick, purple masses whose juices can be used in potions of lust by witchdoctors. 
 
    However, should the murderer also have been a rapist, then his soul shall take up residence in the tree, and instead of fruit it grows long, grasping vines. The vines will seize any woman who walks within range and violate her, subduing her with intoxicating sap until she is nothing more than a plaything for the tree. 
 
    Dina’s eyes were drawn to the woodcut on the opposite page, depicting just such a scene. She felt her cheeks warm and nibbled on her lower lip. 
 
    “Dina! Get your nose out of that book and into a map. Where’s the library?” 
 
    Dina jolted from her revelry. “Huh? Oh! Right. Um…” 
 
    She fished out her phone and hastily thumbed to the map. “Um, okay. So hang a right here, and it’s about three blocks down.” 
 
    Liz nodded and cranked the steering wheel, nearly slamming Dina against the door. Dina hastily readjusted her glasses and glared at her sister, who didn’t seem to even notice. The curvy young woman sighed. It wasn’t Liz’s fault. It was just that she was a fucking awful driver. Which was why their mother usually took the wheel. Dina looked out the window tiredly. 
 
    She knew Liz didn’t really ‘get’ her sister’s way of doing things. Not that Liz didn’t respect her. But in Liz’s mind, every situation could be solved with a fist, a fuck, or explosives. Occasionally a combination of the three. And to be fair, she was, on occasion, right. Hard for cultists to summon a demon when the house they’re holding a séance in collapses on top of them. 
 
    But Dina didn’t think that way. She looked for a more… academic solution. Knowledge was power, in her opinion. And it was necessary in developing a more complete solution. Only by fully understanding the issues taking place could an appropriate resolution be found. When fighting the supernatural, knowledge was the best weapon in a hunter’s arsenal. 
 
    The car jerked to a halt and Liz grinned. “Here we are!” 
 
    Dina leaned forward and peeked through the windshield. The Newhaven library rose up in the typical small-time town look. They either were hulking monsters of stone and pillars like a brutal temple to books, or small, old wooden buildings that had persisted over the years despite changing priorities and styles. 
 
    The Newhaven library was of the former sort. Likely built in the forties, it rose in heavy cement walls and pillared entrance. The large doors were propped open, inviting and yet forbidding at the same time. 
 
    “Right,” Dina said, stepping out of the car. As she shut the door Liz rolled down her window. 
 
    “Hey, Dye?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Keep an eye out,” Liz said, her face unusually serious. “I don’t like this job at all.” 
 
    Dina looked closer at her sister. “What do you mean?” 
 
    Liz shrugged. “I dunno,” she said, squirming in her sleeveless shirt. “Something about this whole thing. Just… gives me a bad feeling.” 
 
    Dina gave her sister a close look. Despite Liz’s disinterest in the learning aspect of their job, Dina knew her sister had a good instinct for these sorts of things. She seemed to be able to sense the undercurrent of danger before it even materialized. She likely got it from their father, who’s sense for the unnatural was almost prescient. 
 
    “Got it,” Dina said. “You take care too. Keep your phone handy.” 
 
    “Always. Someone needs to rush in and save your ass.” 
 
    Dina felt her cheeks warm. “Just… um… I’ll call you.” 
 
    Liz grinned. “Later!” she called, reversing with a squeal of rubber tires. The car she nearly backed into skidded to a halt, honking angrily, which was met with a one fingered salute before Liz peeled off down the road to her own task. 
 
    Dina watched her go and shook her head in exasperation. Her grimoire tucked under her arm, she climbed the steps to the doors of the library and peeked inside. 
 
    The main floor sprawled out before her with shelves upon shelves of books. The tall ceiling gave the place a cavernous feeling, like being in a church, a sensation that made Dina’s heart flutter and a faint smile tease her lips. She pushed her glasses back up her nose, peering about the broad room as she walked through the sensors. 
 
    “Can I help you?” 
 
    Dina turned to the librarian desk and stopped in her tracks. The woman behind it was best described as mature. A close runner up would be beautiful. She smiled, her hair done up in a bun, her blouse working very hard to contain a pair of breasts that rivalled volleyballs. Her earrings were large gold hoops, the sort popular when Dina’s mother was young, but which the librarian wore with the easy grace of her age. 
 
    “Miss?” 
 
    Dina started. “Oh, um, yes. Um. I came looking for some local history and newspapers.” Dina patted the book she carried under her arm. “I’m researching Newhaven and the county for my research paper.” 
 
    “Are you!” the librarian said, beaming, and that smile made Dina swallow. The librarian was curved in all the right ways, her hand gliding around the top of the desk as she walked towards Dina. “How lovely! Young people today so rarely take an interest in local history. Well! Come along. Right this way.” 
 
    Dina followed, trying not to stare at the way the librarian’s mini skirt gamely tried to ride up her shapely rump. This was not the sort of librarian Dina was used to. But then, considering all of the people she’d seen on her way through town, she didn’t know if she should be surprised. It seemed like everyone in Newhaven was attractive. The genetics of this town would be the envy of the world. 
 
    She almost didn’t notice when they stopped before a rack of newsprints filed delicately away. “It’s only the last year or two,” the librarian said. “I can get more from the basement if you need them.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, but I think I’ll start here. I’ll ask if I need anything else.” 
 
    “Of course. And if you do need a hand, our new intern would be glad to help out.” 
 
    “Intern?” 
 
    Dina felt a shadow fall over her. She stiffened, a thrill racing up her back. A scent tickled her nose and she unconsciously took in a sharp breath of something musky and sharp. Not unpleasant. But undeniable. Potent. 
 
    Slowly she turned her head, and looked up. 
 
    Up. 
 
    Up. 
 
    The man behind her was huge. His arms were corded with muscle and his face had a somewhat blunt look. His hair tangled about his head and peeked from under a large hat, and his smile was broad and confident. His shirt stretched across a barrel chest, and his pants, though baggy, failed to hide a prominent bulge. 
 
    “Travis here’s been working for us for the last few weeks. He’s been very helpful.” 
 
    “I do my best,” Travis said with a lazy grin. 
 
    The librarian giggled and slapped his chest with a sound like she’d hit a piece of iron. “You! Honestly. But he’s been amazing at getting around the library. Just ask him if you need anything. Anything at all.” 
 
    Dina felt a flush climb into her cheeks as the librarian gave her a wink. The longer she stood there, the more she was aware of Travis. Of his presence. Of his scent. “I um… I think I’ll be okay for now. I’ll definitely keep that in… in mind.” 
 
    “Mmm. Suit yourself. Travis? I need a hand picking something out of the storeroom. Would you be a darling and help a girl out?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    The librarian giggled, hooking a finger in Travis’s collar and tugging him along like a bull on a lead. Dina watched them go, gobsmacked. She shook herself. No. Enough! Don’t think about it. Dina turned to the newspapers, gathering an armful and carrying them to a small cubby out of the way. She let them fall and bent over them, flipping through the first few pages. 
 
    And trying so very hard not to picture the librarian bent over the checkout desk, Travis shirtless, his muscled body flexing as he drove his massive cock into her flush pussy. How the librarian would moan and pant, her big breasts captive in his massive hands. Massaging. Squeezing. Making her whimper and moan. 
 
    Dina realized she was nibbling on a pen and hastily took it away. Fuck! She was so warm. Her breasts were heaving with desire. Focus. Time to get to work. Have to concentrate. 
 
    She opened the newspapers and began to flip through. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Bar 
 
      
 
    Liz cruised to a halt in the shadowy part of downtown. She opened the door and stepped out, stretching, feeling alive for the first time in a long while. Nothing got her engine purring like the hunt. The thrill of it. The danger of it. She grinned at nothing and took a deep breath. 
 
    She could smell the taint of dark arts around the town. It hung like a miasma. Her senses were acute. She knew something was wrong here. And if something of this scale was wrong, odds were people knew about it. However, they were undoubtedly reticent to talk. 
 
    And Liz loved to make people talk. 
 
    She wasn’t violent by nature. In her opinion. It was just that her job allowed her to be. So why not enjoy it a bit? Was it wrong? A fist and a bullet solved problems much faster than a book and a plea. 
 
    Whistling softly to herself, Liz made her way towards the seedy looking bar. Made of wood, it reminded her of a saloon, and she threw a bit more swagger into her step as she walked up to it. Oh yeah. Angel Eyes off to collect another bounty. 
 
    She pushed open the door and stepped inside, and frowned. 
 
    The bar was nearly empty. The chairs and stools were out but there wasn’t a soul in them. Which rather put a crimp of trying to interrogate the scum of the earth. Around the bar were strung Christmas lights in old beer bottles to give it an oddly festive glow. The only person present was the bartender. A pretty young thing with a winning smile and a pair of breasts that lifted up her t-shirt to tease a slim midriff and the underside of shapely tits. 
 
    “Hey there!” 
 
    “Uh, hey,” Liz said, stepping inside. “Where are-“ 
 
    The scent hit her like a wet rag across the face. The place was absolutely soaked in the musk of sin and infernal powers. The strength of it nearly dazed her, her nostrils flaring at the headiness of it. She blinked rapidly, trying to get past the almost animal stink of it. 
 
    “Um, you okay?” 
 
    Liz refocused. The bar girl had her head cocked, her pretty blue eyes looking at her with concern. Liz took a few slow, deep breaths, calming herself, taking in some more of the rank scent. Oh yeah. This place was used as a hangout. Whatever was going on in this town, this bar knew the presence of the tainted. 
 
    Too bad none were here. 
 
    But maybe she still had options… 
 
    Liz flashed a smile to the pretty barmaid. “Oh, yeah. It was nothing.” She swaggered over to the bar and slid into a stool. “Pretty empty, huh?” 
 
    “I mean, it is two o’clock,” the girl said. 
 
    Liz shrugged. “I guess.” She held her hand out. “Liz.” 
 
    The barmaid giggled, her t-shirt moving in interesting ways as she took Liz’s hand and gave it a shy shake. “Betty.” 
 
    Liz grinned, her thumb stroking the inside of Betty’s palm. “Betty. That’s a pretty name.” 
 
    Betty blushed, and oh, wasn’t that a cute little blush. The way it reddened her cheeks, made the freckles peppering the bridge of her nose stand out. 
 
    “You work here often?” Liz asked. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I do the early shift and sometimes nights. Whenever they need me.” 
 
    “I bet they need a cute thing like you a lot,” Liz said with a flash of a smile. 
 
    Betty blushed again. “Mmm. Well. Sometimes,” she said. 
 
    Liz shifted in her seat, feeling that familiar warm coiling of desire in her. She didn’t find most men attractive. They were all too macho. Wanting to show off to her. Win her over by flexing their muscles. Liz didn’t necessarily mind, if they didn’t think themselves god’s gift to women. Besides, none that she’d known had ever been able to take her. A quick jab to the arms and a fist to the jaw laid them out. Only her dad had ever been a match for her. 
 
    But women? Mmm, she had a weakness for women. And women had a weakness for her. They were just so soft and pretty. It made her want to wrap her arms around them and squeeze them. Stroke them. Own them and make them moan. 
 
    And fuck, if Betty didn’t ring every one of those bells. 
 
    “You’re awfully pretty,” Liz purred, leaning forward on the bar. “I bet the guys who come in are all over you.” 
 
    Betty giggled again. “Oh, um. Well…” 
 
    “No need to deny it. How could they help wanting to spank that little bum or grope those big breasts?” 
 
    Betty blushed hotter, but Liz could see how she squirmed, rubbing her thighs together, nibbling on her lower lip. Oh fuck. This little slut was almost too easy. Not that Liz complained. Some people liked a challenge. Liz wasn’t one of them. Her eyes fairly glowed as she leaned closer. “I bet you get all kinds of… interesting people coming in here. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” Betty giggled. “Like you.” 
 
    “Oh, believe me. You’ve never met anyone like me,” Liz breathed. 
 
    Betty found herself nodding. “Yeah,” she said, lips slightly parted, breath warm. 
 
    “These interesting people. What are they like?” Liz asked. 
 
    “Oh. Um…” 
 
    “Go on. You can tell me.” 
 
    Betty nodded. “O-okay. The cops.” 
 
    “Cops?” 
 
    “Yeah. They come in here a lot. And they just love to… to touch me…” 
 
    “They do?” 
 
    “Oh gosh yes,” Betty giggled. She was still flushed, but it seemed different to Liz now. Her face wasn’t nervous with embarrassment, but warm with memory. “They always love to play with my tits.” 
 
    “They do?” 
 
    “Oh gosh, yes,” Betty said again in a deeper, throatier tone, cupping her big breasts, lifting them, her nipples tenting the thin fabric of her shirt. Dear god she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her tits were that firm and full naturally. “They just love to watch my big titties bounce and fill their hands with them and…and squeeze them.” 
 
    “I bet they do,” Liz breathed, mouth practically watering at the sight of those buxom orbs. 
 
    “Yeah! And they always smack my ass when I walk by them.” 
 
    “Do they?” 
 
    “Oh yeah! And, I mean, who can blame them?” Betty giggled, shifting a bit so Liz could see more of her firm bottom. The girl reached down, rubbing slow circles against her tight jeans, her ass conforming flawlessly to the denim. 
 
    “Not me,” Liz said. 
 
    The huntress was feeling warm. No. Not just warm. Hot. She could feel how her clothes were so tight around her. She could practically smell Betty’s arousal as the shapely barmaid looked at her. The neediness in those eyes. 
 
    Liz’s heart was beating slow and heavy. Warmth tingled through her. 
 
    “Betty,” she purred. 
 
    “Yeah?” Betty said, her big breasts rising and falling with every panting breath. 
 
    “I bet that they don’t just spank you and grope your big, soft tits.” 
 
    “O-oh?” 
 
    “No,” Liz said, sliding out of her stool. Stalking slowly around the bar. Betty watched her, eyes wide like a rabbit paralyzed before a hungry fox. Liz smirked as she walked up to the other girl, towered over her. “I think they do all sorts of things with you. I think they use you like the walking glory hole you are. Just a little slut shaking her rump, begging for a good, hard fucking.” 
 
    “Oh? Nnn!” Betty gasped as Liz grabbed a handful of her bouncy breasts, squeezing those soft orbs. “Ooooooh!” 
 
    “Yeah,” Liz breathed, turning her around, pulling the buxom slut against her front. Leaning in, whispering into her ear, relishing how Betty shivered with delight. “I bet you just beg to let them fuck you. You bend over this bar, yank down your pants, and wiggle your ass like a good little cum dump. So eager for their cocks.” 
 
    “I… I… mnnnn!” 
 
    Liz grinned as she felt the blonde rub her ass against her groin. The huntress began to massage those yielding tits, soft and firm as well kneaded dough. “You’d do just anything to take another massive cock in you. You’d beg and whimper and moan for another taste. You know why?” 
 
    “Wh-why?” she gasped. 
 
    “Because you love it,” Liz breathed, nibbling on the other woman’s earlobe. “You love being just a busty, slutty little plaything for anyone who walks through that door. Anyone who touches your tits. You just can’t help yourself. You need to be a busty, needy, slut. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Oooooh!” Betty moaned. “Yesssss!” 
 
    “And I bet you hear lots about what’s going on in town,” Liz panted, her thumbs rubbing Betty’s nipples through the slut’s t-shirt. Feeling those buds twitch. The shirt dampen. “I bet they talk about whatever they’re doing while filling up your slutty cunt with their cocks. Because why wouldn’t they? A stupid, dumb cow like you wouldn’t understand what they’re saying. Not while being fucked into oblivion. Hmmm?” 
 
    “I… ah… um… mmmm…” 
 
    “Don’t be shy,” Liz murmured, one had abandoning the girl’s breast, sliding down her front, touching her pants. Teasing down her zipper, and sliding a finger along that damp gusset of her panties. “You want to tell me just anything.” 
 
    “Oooooh!” Betty moaned. “Y-yeah! Want to… want to tell… tell… but… Um… Can’t… um… Can’t…” 
 
    “Remember?” Liz said, smirking. “You’re just not in the right state of mind to remember. Let’s fix that.” 
 
    Betty squeaked as Liz suddenly spun her around, and pressed a punishing, hot kiss against the busty barmaid’s lips. Surprise faded with delight, and Betty melted against Liz’s firm frame, her moan of adoration shivering down Liz’s spine like liquid lust. 
 
    For her part, Liz was thoroughly enjoying those soft lips. The way the needy slut pressed against her, big breasts mashed between them, nipples rubbing Liz’s chest. She broke the kiss, breathing hot. Heavy. She looked down at the panting girl, Betty’s eyes fairly spinning from the intensity of that kiss. 
 
    Liz grinned. 
 
    Betty gasped as Liz suddenly looped her arms around the eager slut’s thighs, lifting her up and onto the bar. “Such a needy little slut,” Liz growled as she hooked her fingers in the band of Liz’s pants and panties, yanking them down. 
 
    “Oh!” Betty gasped as her plump bottom was bared, her glistening cunny revealed, wet and needy. Liz’s nostrils flared at the scent of the busty young woman. How she squirmed in helpless eagerness. 
 
    “Well well! Look at that. You’re so wet,” Liz breathed, gliding a finger along Betty’s slit. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” Betty moaned, throwing her head back. “Oh… ohhh…” 
 
    “So needy. So hungry for a good. Thorough. Fucking,” Liz growled, leaning up, smirking an inch from Betty’s face. 
 
    “Mm-mhmmmm,” Betty whimpered, biting her lower lip, her eyes bright with lust. Her ample chest heaving. 
 
    “What’s that?” Liz chuckled, stroking Betty’s folds, getting her fingers nice and slick on the girl’s trembling, twitching pussy. “I don’t think I heard that.” 
 
    “I… I n-need a good fucking,” Betty said, beet red, but her eyes shining with naked desire. 
 
    “You gonna tell me everything I want to know if I fuck you?” Liz purred. “You going to do just whatever I say?” 
 
    “Yes. Oh f-fuck yes!” Betty panted. 
 
    “That’s what I love to hear,” Liz grinned, kissed her again, and slid a finger into Betty’s cunt. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” Betty moaned, hips lifting, ass clenching with hot pleasure. Liz’s head spun as she pressed her kiss to those soft lips. As Betty yielded so easily to her. Why she was tormenting this desperate slut flew out of her mind at the thrill of triumph. Of how Betty moaned and arched. How her thighs tightened and she moved under her. She wanted more. So much more! 
 
    Liz broke the kiss, grabbed Betty’s shirt and yanked it over the girl’s head. Betty gasped, then moaned, pushing out her tits eagerly. Liz stared, enraptured by those firm, pink globes of female flesh. How the nipples jutted out, hungry to be touched. To be used. To be pleasured. And was that moisture on the tips of those buds? 
 
    Liz barely noticed. Certainly didn’t care as she leaned in, and captured a needy nipple in a torrid kiss. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” Betty screamed, legs tightening around Liz’s arms, grasping the huntress’s head and pulling it flush into her fat teat. She came, exploding with ecstasy. Sweetness spurted from her nipple and into Liz’s mouth. 
 
    Liz was surprised at the sudden spray of milk onto her tongue. She pulled back with a gasp, her mouth tingling with the taste. “Are you… are you lactating?” 
 
    Betty giggled like the ditz she so resembled. “Um, is that a problem?” she asked. 
 
    Liz looked at the blonde, her hair a mess, her lips puffy from their kiss. Her eyes shy and eager and wanting more, and Liz grinned. “No,” she chuckled, leaning in anew. “Not at all.” 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” Betty moaned as Liz renewed her oral assault on those needy little nipples. Sucking and licking and toying with them. Her free hand hefted one firm orb, lifting it to her mouth so she could pepper that sensitive globe with adoring kisses, relishing how Betty squeaked and moaned and whimpered in helpless pleasure. Liz sucked, hungrier than ever for more of the slut’s submissive cries. Her whimpering moans. 
 
    More. 
 
    More! 
 
    Liz sucked at that tender teat, pressing Betty down onto her back, the needy bimbo moaning, stroking Liz’s hair as she sucked. As she drank her fill of that sweet, lovely cream. 
 
    “Ohhhhh fuuuck. Yes. Oh yes! God…. Oh fuck, yes. Milk me. Oh… oh my gosh, that’s sooo… mnnn… so good. M-more. Mooooooore!” 
 
    Liz’s head was a mess. But she was loving it. That was all that mattered. Having this needy cowslut hers to fuck. To play with. To make her moo and moan. Liz lifted her lips from Betty’s tits and climbed onto the bar. Onto Betty. She fumbled with her belt and tugged it down, baring her unshaved cunt. She kicked off her pants and straddled Betty, resting her muff against the other woman’s chin. 
 
    “Alright,” Liz said. “Enough playing. Your turn to make me cum.” 
 
    Betty giggled. “Oh yes, mistress,” the eager bimbo moaned, and let her tongue glide up Liz’s pussy. 
 
    Explosions went off in Liz’s mind. She cried out, her thighs tightening around the eager slut’s head. “Oh fuuuuck!” she moaned as Betty eagerly buried her face in the other woman’s muff, adoring Liz’s pussy with tongue and kisses. Liz grabbed her by the hair, pushing the barmaid harder against her cunt, grinding herself on the moaning woman’s face. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Liz moaned. “Fuck yes! Lick me, slut. Lick me haaaard! Fuck! You love this, don’t you? Love being… mnnn… my eager cow slut. Oh fuck. Fuck! Yesssss!” 
 
    Liz screamed as she came, thighs shuddering with pleasure. Her breasts heaving, she lifted her cunt from atop Betty’s head, allowing the blonde a moment of breath before she reversed position to a sapphic 69. With a lust that surprised her, even as it drove her, Liz lowered her face against the other woman’s cunt, kissing Betty’s slickened pussy. Her tongue lathing the bimbo’s hot honeypot. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” Betty moaned, returning the favour with stunning skill. 
 
    Liz was in heaven. Her whole body was hot with pulsing pleasure. Her hips moved, grinding herself upon Betty face. Liz had known women before. Women at the height of their physical prowess. Women eager to share in pleasure. But nothing compared to this. To the eager bimbo licking her out. To the feeling of the warm milk within her. 
 
    Her mission. Her father. Her mother. All of it slipped her mind in favour of another climax on the tongue of the barmaid. Another stroke of the tongue. Another kiss on her clit. Betty submitted to her every pleasure. Returned it with the eagerness of a born slut. It was all so good. So wonderful. So glorious. 
 
    She barely registered anymore where she was. That she was in a public place, on the bar, licking out another woman in the middle of the day. But the thought teased the back of her mind. Inspiring greater heights of sinful delight. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! More! Moooooooore!” Betty moaned, massaging her fat tits, squirting her thick cream. The scent wafting around them. Filling Liz’s senses. Dulling her thoughts in an endless throb of pure pleasure. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    In the Library of Good and Evil 
 
      
 
    Dina’s heart beat hard and fast. 
 
    Start from the top, work your way down. That was what her father had always taught her. Cults and sorcerers always wormed their way into influence and power. Their members skulked in the shadows, but everyone needs a day job, and the whole reason people get involved with demons is for deals. To get something that they want. 
 
    And inevitably, that’s power. 
 
    An unexpected death of a government official. Civil disobedience where none was before. A sudden push forward of some no name individual. It all factored in. Pieces of a puzzle put together and amassed into a result that favored the infernal. 
 
    And splayed out in headlines of the Newhaven Herald was the truth of it all. 
 
    It was on the cover, where prominent and forward was the new mayor Millie Liberas. The youngest mayor in Newhaven history. Barely twenty, she stood before city hall, her fist raised in triumph, ample breasts pushing out against her jacket while men and woman applauded her, their eyes filled with adoration. And yet, Millie’s image seemed curiously different. Dina was a good dissembler, but even an idiot could spot the very telltale efforts of excessive photoshop. 
 
    Dina flipped back through the pages. The campaign was so simple. Millie had been hired as an assistant to the mayor not even a year before running for office. And the former mayor had abandoned his campaign, and even endorsed Millie. Articles praising her filled every page. The sort of slack jawed adulation of bovine stupidity. 
 
    Then there were the photos of the crowds. 
 
    The further back Dina flipped, the less… ample they were. The women looked like the sort of women you find all over America. The men the same. Average, a few attractive, a few ugly. Yet, as the pages advanced, those within the photos became more and more stunning. The men more handsome and muscular. The women more beautiful and, it had to be said, bustier. 
 
    And in looking at those, Dina had found a photo of the local high school’s championship volleyball team. And among those names was Millie Liberas. 
 
    Now, maybe Dina wasn’t in tune with all the new plastic surgeries and spa treatments available to middle America, but she was having a hard time reconciling the smiling, slim girl on the cover with the jaw dropping, curvaceous beauty that had just been elected mayor. Dina was pretty sure that a year and a half were not enough for a woman to have a growth spurt that won them about eight cup sizes, an hourglass figure, and the sort of sultry confidence that came with it. 
 
    A memory tickled at the young huntress’s thoughts. She drew out her tome and opened it, flipping through the pages. She often recorded information she found pertinent within. Her family had a number of books of demonic nature. Fragments of others were often compiled. And among them, Dina had come across one that had, to be honest, struck a chord deep within her. She flipped through page after page until she found it. 
 
    Midos. 
 
    The fragment had been well preserved. Found in the possession of a low grade cult weaned from a sorority. It always was sororities. Girls in college loved to experiment, and were just dumb enough and just smart enough to get a summoning ritual right. 
 
    Dina’s thumb traced over the words on the page. Yes. Mid 60’s, the age of the bra burning. The girls had been found to have contacted a demon. To have accepted his offer of beauty and curves. They’d been in the middle of trying to recruit others to their order, but hunters always kept a close eye on universities. In addition to often possessing volumes of ancient origin, they tended to attract those who took an interest in such things, good and bad. The hunter who had responded had managed to break up the cult and purify the girls of their corruption by… 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Oh my. 
 
    Dina felt a blush burn across her face. Now she remembered why she’d written down that case in her private journal. She was a young woman, after all. And the vision of a hunter taking each girl into an inscribed circle and milking their plump breasts of all the corruptive powers had given her fertile imagination fuel for a number of dates with Rosie Palms. 
 
    But suddenly, Dina found herself faced with the reality of that. And a corruption that went far deeper than a couple of ditzy college sluts playing with candles and powers that shouldn’t be fucked with. If she was right, the corruption in Newhaven had reached bedrock. A thread that ran through every man and woman in town. That climbed all the way to the mayor, and through her, probably every institution. 
 
    Like the library. 
 
    “Our mayor, hm?” 
 
    Dina stiffened. Turned slowly. She often got lost in her own thoughts. But to not hear the approach of the hulking library assistant, she must have been very lost indeed. Her eyes slowly wandered up and to Travis’s blunt features as he looked down at her. Features that, now that she really looked, almost looked like a muzzle. 
 
    “Um, yeah,” Dina said, quickly shutting her leather-bound volume. “She seems like, um, an important part of local history.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Travis said, and as he spoke, Dina saw how his eyes were dark. Almost animal as he spoke of his mayor, his voice falling to a low, lusty rumble that echoed through Dina in a way that made her all too aware of the bulge in his pants. “She’s the best mayor we’ve ever had. So beautiful and sexy. She just loves meeting with everyone in town.” His eyes went back down to her. “Would you like to meet her?” 
 
    “Oh, uh, I… wouldn’t want to impose,” Dina said quickly, rising, clasping her heavy book to her chest as she slid along the side of the desk. 
 
    His heavy hand fell on her shoulder. He didn’t squeeze her hard, but she shivered at the strength in those fingers. A shiver of fear. And something near to delight. “I think she’d love to meet you…” he said. 
 
    Dina gave a shaky smile. His scent surrounded her again. A thick, pungent musk of purest male. It made her dizzy, and afraid. For now she knew the source of the inhuman desire he radiated. Her eyes moved over him, noticing how excessively powerful he was built. Her breath came heavy. Her breasts ached and her quim glistened. 
 
    Travis grinned down at her. 
 
    Then howled as she jabbed his hand with her dagger. He drew back his grasp and she hastily followed it up by slamming her palm into the bottom of his jaw. The blow didn’t have the same strength that her sister could put behind it, and instead of laying out the immense male it merely knocked his hat off. 
 
    And revealed his bull horns. 
 
    Dina’s shock was so great she almost missed Travis grab for her. She squeaked, ducked under the blow and dashed away, deeper into the library. She heard him bellow behind her and give chase, smashing aside tables in his haste to get her. 
 
    Dina slipped among the stacks, Travis growling, the narrow spaces between shelves forcing him to move sideway, slowing him enough for Dina to speed through and out of sight. She squeezed into the nonfiction section, past, and to the front doors. She grabbed the handles and yanked. 
 
    The lock rattled, the doors remaining stubbornly shut. 
 
    Oh fuck. 
 
    Dina looked back. She could just see the tips of Travis’s horns moving above the shelves like a shark’s fin on the hunt. She looked about, then hurried back into the maze of the stacks. If the front doors were locked, the back ones probably were too. She found a closet and yanked it open. 
 
    The librarian sagged within, her clothes ripped open to reveal a pair of heavy, milky breasts. Her legs were splayed, her pussy fairly drooling with cum. Rapture painted her face as she drowsily lifted her head to the stunned huntress and smiled. 
 
    “Heyyyyyy,” the librarian moaned. “You wanna… check something ouuuuut?” 
 
    Dina slammed the door on the woman, her heart hammering. She realized she was nibbling on her lower lip and shook her head furiously. No! Bad libido. Now was not the time! 
 
    A low animal growl recalled her and she fairly leaped back among the stacks. She peered through the shelves and over the edges of dusty volumes. At least three rows away she saw Travis’s bulk lumber forward. Her breath stuck in her throat as the massive male paused, sniffing the air like a hound rather than the bull he so resembled. 
 
    Dina had an idea. 
 
    It wasn’t an idea she really wanted to do, but her options were somewhat limited at that point. Looking up the stack, she braced herself against the wall behind her, and put her feet against the shelves. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” she murmured to the books. 
 
    And pushed. 
 
    Dina wasn’t as strong as her sister. But she’d been trained as a huntress too, and had never neglected her physical practice. So though it took a second, the stack soon gave a groan, tilted, and toppled under her feet. 
 
    Like a domino the stack hit the next, and the next, and the next. Books flew from their shelves. She caught a glimpse of Travis turning in surprise. Then heard his bellow as the domino of shelves hit him. He went down under their weight, knocked the stack behind him. The crash was thunderous, and Dina winced at the impact. 
 
    After a moment she pushed herself back to her feet and picked her way gingerly along the trail of destruction. She found Travis easily enough, the massive bull-man insensate beneath a number of toppled shelving units, his head back, groaning softly. 
 
    Dina let out a breath of relief. 
 
    As the shock of her brush with the beast-man faded she recovered fast. She had to warn her mother. Her sister. 
 
    She grabbed her phone and dialed, putting it to her ear. As her mother’s phone rang on and on, she felt a pit open in her stomach and drop her through. “Oh no,” Dina whispered. “Oh no no no!” 
 
    She pulled the phone back and desperately dialed her sister. 
 
    She stood, tense, every ring making her breathe a little faster. Again and again the ringing went. 
 
    Click 
 
    “Hi, it’s Liz. Leave a message.” 
 
    Dina stood there, eyes wide, mouth hanging open after the beep. She shakily hung up her phone and stared at it numbly. 
 
    “Oh no,” she whispered again as true fear started to settle in. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Reunions 
 
      
 
    Suzanne tested the cuffs again, and found that they had not magically turned into pretzel bread. Which meant that she would still be unable to break them. 
 
    Suzanne sighed and looked around the cell she’d been locked in. Drab cement on every side. A cot she now sat on, a sink and a toilet. Not much to go with. Especially since they’d taken all her weapons and tools when they arrested her. 
 
    They’d been waiting for her. That was the only possible explanation. And it didn’t encourage her about her chances. The man who’d arrested her had been simply massive, and trying to fight a cop with a gun against her head had been insane. She’d been forced into the car and driven down to the station, then left to stew. 
 
    She could just see the front desk from where she sat. The officer on guard was a striking blonde with generous tits that forced her to leave her jacket open, revealing the swells of her white shirt. She was currently sucking delicately on a lollipop, reading one of those trashy gossip magazines that made Suzanne cringe. 
 
    She straightened a little at the sound of a door opening, and saw another cop enter. 
 
    He was massive, his features blunt, almost bestial. The second he walked in the girl at the desk looked up and smiled brightly. 
 
    “Hey Anders,” the girl giggled. 
 
    “Anita,” Anders grunted, leaning on the desk, his top-heavy build towering over the shapely woman. “How goes it?” 
 
    “It’s goin’!” she said, nibbling on the lollipop. 
 
    Suzanna sat up a little straighter as she caught a whiff of Anders’s scent. A thick, pungent aroma of heady maleness. She’s gotten to experience something like it when she was being arrested and shoved into the cruiser, but Anders seemed practically drenched in that thick musk. 
 
    It wasn’t a totally unpleasant smell. In fact, Suzanne liked it in a way that she didn’t quite understand. It made her feel warm and tingly. Sensitive. And judging by the needy look on Anita’s face, the blonde was having a similar experience. Her eyes grew warm and her tongue stroked the lolly in her lips. 
 
    “Just came by to chat?” Anita purred. 
 
    Anders laughed, a sound that vibrated through Suzanna like a drumbeat. “No. Just came back from patrol. And figured you’d be on shift.” 
 
    “Oooh, did you?” Anita said, curling a lock of hair around a finger, shifting in her desk, pushing out her tits. “Um, why?” 
 
    “You know why.” 
 
    Anita giggled again, her hands gliding up her sides, resting on the swell of her tits. “Mmm. Maybe for… these?” 
 
    Suzanne’s jaw dropped as the busty cop yanked open her shirt, revealing a pair of full, bouncy tits that just had to be fake. Not that Anders seemed to care. The burly cop merely growled and leaned down, planting his hands on either side of the desk. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “Those are nice.” 
 
    “You want some?” Anita purred. 
 
    “Oh yeah.” 
 
    “Then you gotta give me something too.” 
 
    “I think I can do that.” 
 
    Before Suzanne’s stunned eyes Anders made his way around the desk, his hands moving below his belt. Momentarily obscured by the desk, she didn’t actually see him pull his cock free, but when he rounded it she couldn’t miss it. 
 
    Her jaw fell slack. He was huge! His cock was a massive, browned shaft, oddly blunted at the tip. Anita giggled in delight, kicking her chair away, revealing the fact that she was only wearing an almost indecently short skirt as she pushed out her shapely rump. And as Anders ran his hand along that heart-shaped bottom, lifting up the hem of the skirt, it also revealed the fact she wasn’t wearing any panties. 
 
    Anders grinned, his thick finger sliding between Anita’s parted thighs, stroking her slick pussy. “Looks like you were waiting for this. Such an eager slut.” 
 
    “Mmm. Yesssss,” Anita moaned. “Just a bouncy, giggly slut for you.” 
 
    Anders chuckled, the low sound again rolling through Suzanne. “That’s what I like to hear.” 
 
    Suzanne was having some trouble working through what she was watching. She was pretty sure she hadn’t accidentally stepped through a portal into a late-night cable porn channel. But she was also pretty sure this didn’t happen in reality. A feeling reinforced as Anders moved behind the panting slut, and sheathed his bitchbreaker to the hilt within her. 
 
    “Oooooooh fuuuuuck!” Anita moaned as inch after inch of bull cock filled her. Bent over the desk, her naked tits mashed to the lacquered wood, she bit her lower lip, thrusting back against the immensity filling her. “Oh… Oh fuuuuck yessss! Fill me, Anders. Yes. Oh fuck yes!” 
 
    “Rrrrr! How are you… nnn… so tight? I know I… ha… fucked you yesterday?” 
 
    Anita giggled. “Mnnn. I just… ah… guess I just… mnnnn… l-love it too muuuuuch!” 
 
    Her last word came out in a needy whine as Anders began to move within her, plunging his thick cock in and out of her clutching cunny. Anita moaning, panting, whining with helpless ecstasy as she took his cock to the hilt, his hips spanking her plump bottom, her thighs trembling as she clung to the desk like an anchor for her sanity as she took her alpha’s cock. 
 
    Suzanne was gobsmacked. She’d never seen anything like it. Certainly never experienced it herself. She felt her face warming. The tingling in her body growing. Her pussy ached with need as she watched the two police officers fuck. She a moaning, bubbly slut, her lollipop still in her mouth, her lips sucking on it desperately. He a massive bull of a man, plunging his cock in and out of her slick pussy. 
 
    Anders’s thrusts grew heavier. More eager. As his head moved, his cap shifted strangely. With a sudden bellow he hilted within her, threw back his head, and came. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Anita screamed, convulsing around his cock, arching as her orgasm joined with his. “Yessss! Fucking fill me. Stuff me with your cuuuuum!” the busty slut cried out. 
 
    Suzanne gaped at the intensity of that orgasm. The scent of sex mingled with the thickness of musk and Anita’s perfume. A heady medley that made her thoughts spin and breath come in slow, gasping pants. So enthralled by the vision of brutal mating she didn’t even notice Anders had lost his hat. 
 
    When she did, Suzanne sucked in a sharp breath at the sight of the two bull horns rising from his head, parting his dark hair in two deadly points. The realization hit her like a punch to the gut. The girl at the gas station. The men and women seen while driving. Now she saw how thick the corruption of Newhaven truly was. 
 
    Yet, none of these sudden understandings stopped her hand from wandering between her parted legs. A finger from gently pressing against the front of her pants. Or her sudden intake of breath as she started teasing the gusset of her fabric-clad cunt. 
 
    She couldn’t help it. Her horror somehow added a spice to the sight of Anders resuming his assault on Anita’s cunt, slamming his cock into the busty blonde. He pulled her against his chest, bouncing her on his lap, his cock schlicking in and out of her soaked pussy, the sight making Suzanne’s blood quicken and heat. Lust pooling in her core in a twisting delight that rippled through her body. 
 
    “Yessss!” Anita moaned as she rode the male’s punishing bull cock. “Yessss! Fuck meeeee!” 
 
    Before Suzanne’s eyes Anders filled his hands with Anita’s breasts, his thick fingers enveloping the shapely slut’s bust, squeezing and massing her bouncing breasts. Fingers tweaked and teased budding nipples, and with a cry of pure ecstasy Anita came again, her tits quivering as rich milk spurted from her tits. 
 
    “OOooooooh!” Anita moaned, riding his cock, every stroke accented by another spurt of creamy milk. A sight that made Suzanne whimper with horror and her finger press harder against her slit. If she didn’t take off her pants, she was okay. So long as she remained dressed. Desperately she clung to that thought, even as she rubbed herself through her pants and panties, her head pounding with demented lusts. 
 
    The bang of a door opening shocked Suzanne from her pleasured revelries. She snatched her hand back from her snatch, flushed with shame and humiliation. The clip of heeled shoes sounded through the room, and even Anders and Anita slowed their bestial rutting, though Suzanne couldn’t help but notice Anders didn’t actually stop lazily thrusting into the panting slut. 
 
    A woman stepped into view. Tall, proud and busty. She wore a policeman’s jacket and a short skirt, her curves putting even Anita’s to shame. She radiated command and a heady arousal that made Suzanne tingle with a desire different from the one while watching the bullman and cowgirl rut. A sense of submission to a woman in a well pressed uniform. 
 
    “Anders. Anita,” the woman said. 
 
    Anders gave a sharp salute with one hand, the other remaining locked on Anita’s hip. “Chief.” 
 
    Anita smiled drunkenly, giving an awkward salute. “H-hi, Alexa.” 
 
    Alexa’s eyes narrowed a fraction. She crossed her arms under her massive bust, tapping a finger against her bicep. “That’s Chief, Anita.” 
 
    Anita giggled, gasped as Anders playfully gave a sharp thrust. “Mnnn! S-sorry, ch-chief…” 
 
    “I’m sure you are. But discipline must be maintained. I want to see you in my office, stripped and on your knees. You’ll be repeating my proper rank while you lick me out. Understood?” 
 
    By the way Anita’s eyes glowed, Suzanne doubted the cop saw it as much of a punishment. “Oh y-yes, chief! I’ll… mnnn… I’ll be there!” 
 
    “Good. Now, Anders? Kindly release her. I’ll need your help transporting the prisoner.” 
 
    “Sure, chief,” Anders grunted. 
 
    Obediently, the massive male withdrew his cock from Anita, who fairly collapsed atop the desk without the pillar of virility filling her, whimpering and moaning as she sagged atop the wood. Anders moved about the desk, not even bothering to zip up, his cock still slick with Anita’s juices and dangling thickly between his thighs. 
 
    Alexa looked him up and down, smirked and ran a hand across the iron thews of his chest, feeling where his uniform strained to contain his bulky physique. “Mmm. You’re going to need a new uniform soon, Anders.” 
 
    “Just got one,” he grunted. 
 
    Alexa shook her head. “Honestly,” she hummed. “We’re blowing through our budget. At this rate, I may as well have every officer go shirtless.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t complain,” Anders said. 
 
    Alexa gave him a hot smile. “Mmm. I doubt many would.” 
 
    She flicked his badge with a gentle ring, then turned and marched towards Suzanne’s cell. The huntress scrambled to her feet, steeling herself to meet the chief of the corrupted police force. 
 
    For a moment they stared each other down. Then, Alexa smirked. “Suzanna Camillo. Lovely to see you.” 
 
    A chill coursed down Suzanne spine. Her real name wasn’t on any of the documentation she had on her. Hunters were meant to be ghosts. Gliding in the shadows of society, protecting humanity from the things that existed only in legend and nightmares. 
 
    Alexa’s smile widened. “Surprised?” 
 
    “Who are you people?” Suzanne demanded tightly. 
 
    “I’m the chief of police in Newhaven. I thought that was clear.” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure I just saw a dozen public decency laws being broken in here.” 
 
    “Hm. Well, we do certain things differently in Newhaven.” 
 
    Suzanne glanced back at the twitching, moaning mess that was Anita. “So I gathered.” 
 
    Alexa tilted her head and Anders lumbered forward. He unlocked the door and pulled it open with a metal scraping. Suzanne glanced at the massive man. She was confident in her abilities, but she wasn’t stupid. Even if she could take Anders and Alexa, she was still in the middle of a police station, likely surrounded by other corrupted cops, and all as built as Anders. So when Alexa gestured for her to exit, she did so without complaint. 
 
    “Thank you. That sort of obedience is going to help you a lot here,” Alexa said. 
 
    “Where are you taking me?” Suzanne demanded as Anders guided her out of the cell. 
 
    “To see the mayor, of course,” Alexa said brightly. “She’s been waiting for you.” 
 
    Suzanne grit her teeth. 
 
    Alexa shrugged and beckoned, and Anders pushed Suzanne forward and through the cement halls. 
 
    As they walked, Suzanne had an opportunity to really get a feel for the station, and it wasn’t great. The scent of corruption and musk of sex seemed to permeate every inch of the place. Every man who walked by was built like a linebacker and every girl like a playboy bunny. 
 
    Suzanne didn’t want to feel as turned on as she was. But the scent, combined with the scene from before made her heart thump hard and fast. Her blood run hot, and her pussy soak her panties with her juices. She knew it had been stupid to stroke herself while in the cell. Well, she was paying for it now, that was for sure. It really didn’t help that Anders was still behind her, and still hadn’t put his cock back in his pants. Just knowing that slab of dick meat was behind her made her shiver, to say nothing of when it pressed against her ass as he marched her through the station. 
 
    It took Suzanne a few minutes to realize something was off. They weren’t leaving the station, but they were going deeper. A heavy metal door opened to a set of descending steps. The paint on the walls looked stripped and flaking. A tingle of alarm coursed through Suzanne as they moved beneath the earth. 
 
    “Where are we going?” Suzanne demanded. 
 
    “The cells used to be beneath the station, back in the twenties. But when they renovated the buildings, they sealed them up, and expanded them on the upper floors. Humanitarian grounds and all. Never really had a need for the old ones since.” 
 
    “I thought I was going to see the mayor.” 
 
    “You are,” Alexa hummed. 
 
    Suzanne bit her lip. A large door met them and Alexa unlocked it, opened it up and admitted them inside. 
 
    Within was an interrogation room, the walls cold cement recently scrubbed and still smelling of disinfectant. A large metal table was in the middle of the room along with two chairs. At the far wall was another door. A more recent installation to judge by the bare bricks that went around the frame. It was a large door, bolted with steel like a bank vault, and looking at it, Suzanne felt a quaver of unease. 
 
    She hadn’t much time for the door, however, for the woman waiting in the room drew attention like a magnet. She was tall. Not just tall, huge. Easily a head taller than Suzanne, yet perfectly proportioned. Her eyes glowed red, denoting her demonic corruption. Her breasts strained her well pressed suit, even larger than Alexa’s. But it was the horns that most drew Suzanne’s attention. How they curled from her golden blonde hair. 
 
    To look at her was to look at lust in human form. Suzanne swallowed hard, her nipples tenting her shirt, her moist cunny aching with emptiness so she had to fight not to rub her thighs together like a horny teenager. The mayor smirked, and Suzanne felt in the pit of her stomach that the demonic creature wasn’t fooled in the least. 
 
    “Suzanne. How lovely to meet you,” the mayor purred, leaning forward, cupping her chin in her palms, her chest straining her shirt and jacket. “My name is Millie Liberas. And I’ve been so looking forward to this.” 
 
    Suzanne tried to ignore the chord struck within her at that, shrugging off Anders’s hand as she took a seat at the table. “You’re insane,” she said. “Look at what you’ve been doing! You have to stop this.” 
 
    “I disagree,” Millie said, smirking down at the huntress. “I think I should keep going. After all, everyone is so much happier in Newhaven since I took over.” 
 
    “You corrupted them!” 
 
    “Tits like this aren’t easy to come by,” Millie said, hefting her own plump orbs in her hands. “Demon taint or silicone. One or the other.” 
 
    “Demon taint?” Alexa said. 
 
    Millie glanced at the chief and smiled deeply. “Never mind, Alexa. Just a little something. Would you and Anders mind running along? Me and Suzanne have some things to discuss.” 
 
    “Oh,” Alexa said, and looking at her, Suzanne noticed the policewoman seemed a little out of it. Like she was drugged or under a haze. But at a smile from Millie, Alexa’s expression grew rapturous. “Of course, mistress. I mean… um… Yes, mayor. Right away. Come on, Anders. Let’s see if Anita is in my office yet.” 
 
    The hulking male grunted and ducked out the doorway after his chief, shutting the heavy door behind them. Strange to say, but Alexa didn’t feel reassured with their absence. She glanced again at Millie, who grinned back. 
 
    “So, Suzanne. Tell me. Where are your daughters?” 
 
    It was a testament to her training that Suzanne didn’t start, but it was a close thing. “Who?” she said as nonchalantly as she could. 
 
    Millie giggled, a sound with a strange echo in the room. “Now don’t be coy. Your pretty daughters. I’m sure they’re here somewhere. What were their names? Elizabeth and Dina?” 
 
    Suzanne’s grip tightened on the table. “You stay away from them!” 
 
    “Why? Don’t you think they’d be so much happier as a pair of big titted cows? Getting fucked every day by big dicked alpha males? So far I haven’t been getting any complaints.” 
 
    “You bitch!” Suzanne snapped, slamming her fists down on the table. “If you lay a finger on them, I’ll… I’ll…” 
 
    Suzanne trailed off, her eyes widening as Millie lazily snapped open the buttons of her jacket, and let her voluptuous tits spill out into the open. 
 
    The sight hit Suzanne like a boxing glove labelled FUCK. The scent she’d noticed on entering the room thickened like the richest cream. As she stared at those heavy breasts she saw beads of moisture prick Millie’s nipples. Begging to be licked. To be suckled. 
 
    “We don’t have to be enemies, you know,” Millie purred, hefting her heavy breasts, thumbs gliding around budding nipples. “I don’t think you want to, either…” 
 
    Suzanne licked her lips, her mouth dry, her head pounding. “N-no?” 
 
    “Oh no,” Millie giggled. If a wolf could giggle, it would sound like her as her fingers traced lazy circles around her plump nipples. “I think you want to… sit in my lap… fill your mouth with a nipple. And just… Suck…” 
 
    It was like someone had put the drive of instinct into words. Suzanne fairly trembled in her seat at the sight of those plump, flush breasts. The milk that trembled on the tips of nipples. The scent of the succowbus wrapped around her like a python, seeping into her mind, squeezing her brain. A whimper escaped her as a droplet of pearly milk fell, hitting the table. Wasted. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Millie said, hefting her heavy tits, massaging them. “I have so much more. And all can be for you, Suzanne. You just need to tell me what I want to know. Just sink into my tits. Just love them. Adore them. 
 
    “Just. 
 
    “Obey them.” 
 
    Suzanne had fought cultists before. She’d faced down demons and nymphs and a hundred other horrors. But never had she been so tempted to give in. Never had her body yearned so much for something. It was like an addict had gone cold turkey and never realized it until he was presented with the blessed relief of his fix. 
 
    Suzanne’s hands tightened on her lap, her own breasts rising and falling in slow pants. 
 
    “Must be so lonely, not having your husband around,” Millie crooned, her eyes wicked and smile just dripping in sympathy. “Must be so… hard… not being satisfied. But I know what you need, Suzanne. I’ve known since before you set foot in this town. You’ve needed to just… let go. Just surrender to a good. Hard. Fucking. 
 
    “I can help with that,” Millie purred, and it was so hard to remember this girl was more than half Suzanne’s age. “I can bring you to heights you’ve never dreamed. I can make you beg for more. Turn you into a busty, giggling, cock loving cow slut. You just have to tell me what I want to know. You just have to give in. Give in to my tits. Obey me. Drink me.” 
 
    Suzanne whimpered. Her eyes followed as Millie slowly walked around the table, her horns nearly scraping the ceiling, her luscious breasts bouncing on her chest. Her hips swinging with every step. Like sex squeezed into a skirt and jacket, Millie planted a hand on the table beside Suzanne, leaned forward, filled Suzanne’s vision with those soft, engorged breasts. 
 
    “Just a little lick,” Millie teased, massaging her plump breast. “Just a quick… suckle. It’ll feel so good,” she breathed, leaning in closer. “I’ll make you feel so… very… good…” 
 
    Suzanne whimpered. She’d never felt so powerless. So needy. Her whole body shook with hot lust. Her lips burned to taste that nipple. To drink that corruptive milk. 
 
    And yet. 
 
    And yet… 
 
    She couldn’t. She couldn’t bring herself to do it. Not her daughters. Any other hunter. Her husband. Anything else she’d have thrown at Millie’s feet for a taste of that sweet milk. For a drink at her wonderful teat. 
 
    But not that. 
 
    Never that. 
 
    Suzanne turned her head away. “N-no,” she gasped. “I…I can’t. I can’t…” 
 
    “Aw,” Millie purred. “A mother’s love. That’s so sweet.” 
 
    Suzanne gasped as Millie straddled her lap, sitting on her, breasts an inch from Suzanne’s face. “I respect that. And so, a reward. A nice. Long. Drink.” 
 
    Suzanne couldn’t hold herself back. She latched on to that teasing nipple, sucking, moaning as sweet ambrosia filled her mouth and flowed down her throat. She moaned, shuddering as she clung to the demonic seductress, filling herself with warm, corruptive milk. Knowing what Millie was only made Suzanne want more. More. More! All those years of denial. Of being strong. Of fighting, all of it led to such a wonderful moment. Such a glorious experience. 
 
    Sweet warmth filled the huntress from head to toe. Spreading through her in a haze of pleasured adoration. Of suckling surrender. Her fears, her worries, all buried in clouds of soft, pink pleasure. She whimpered, moaned. 
 
    “Good girl,” Millie cooed, stroking her hair, teasing her sensitive scalp. “You’re being so good right now. Here. Let’s get these off. We don’t need them anymore.” 
 
    Suzanne moaned as Millie unlocked her cuffs. The huntress used her newfound freedom to grasp those glorious tits, lifting them, massaging them, squeezing them as she tongued and sucked on those tender nipples. 
 
    Millie giggled. “Mmm. What a good slut. I can’t wait to find out how your daughters are. Maybe if you’re a good, milky cow, I’ll let them drink from your soft breasts. Won’t that be nice? Being such a good mommy to your obedient daughters?” 
 
    Suzanne moaned, shame mingling with sinful delight at the vision of a prospect she’d never dreamed. 
 
    “Honestly,” Millie hummed as she rose, Suzanne dragged up by virtue of refusing to be separated from those glorious milky tits for a second. “Your family are so disconnected. You need… mmm… something to keep you all tied together. And obedience to me seems like a good start. I love the nuclear family,” Millie said, wrapping an arm around Suzanne, keeping the huntress tucked against her breasts, stumbling along with the demoness as she walked around the table. “And you’ve been having some trouble, haven’t you?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Suzanne gasped around that sweet nipple. “Yes. T-trouble… I…” 
 
    “Hush. I know all about it,” Millie crooned, her red eyes burning with amusement. “Your husband was ever so forthcoming. And I want you to know that it really struck a chord in me. And I decided that I would do just anything to reunite you all.” 
 
    Suzanne realized they were at the rear door only when Millie opened it. The massive iron portal swung slowly wide. Air so hot, so warm, so filled with thick, heady scent of male it practically bowled her off her feet as it wafted out. The intensity of it actually broke Suzanne from her adoring worship of Millie’s breasts, and look into the room. 
 
    It was nearly bare but for a bunch of straw. At the far end, a muscled mass awaited. 
 
    He was huge, leaning forward on his knuckles. His face was twisted into a bestial muzzle. Horns sprouted from his brow and fur all over his form, caught between the shape of a man and a demonic bull. 
 
    Suzanne stared at the creature, and inevitably, her eyes wandered down to the massive cock that hung between its thighs. Nearly as big as her arm, as thick as her bicep, and blunted like a perfect bitchbreaker. 
 
    “Oh,” she gasped. 
 
    “Victor, darling,” Millie giggled. “I brought a present for you.” 
 
    Suzanne’s eyes shot back up to the beast’s face. Oh. Oh god. Now that she was looking for it, she saw the similarities between it and her husband. The features, distorted, still echoed of the man. Before her eyes he reared up, joints popping, cracking, like the mere movement erupted new changes within his frame. 
 
    “Rrrrr. Miss…tress,” the monster grunted 
 
    Suzanne’s heart was pounding. Horror eroding with every moment she spent before the towering creature, replaced with infernal lust. She trembled with a feverish desire for this creature before her. This thing that had been her husband, corrupted. Changed. Turned into a being of pure, virile, bestial masculinity. 
 
    “Isn’t he wonderful?” Millie whispered in Suzanne’s ear, the demoness’s hands already moving over Suzanne body. The warmth of Millie’s milk coursing through her like liquid lust. Primal desire coiled in the space beneath her stomach. Her pussy ached for the feel of that cock within her. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Millie giggled, her hands stroking Suzanne, making the huntress shiver and moan as her sensitive skin tingled to that knowing touch. “My milk is very special. You can take that cock. Not all of it. Nobody but me can take all of him. And he loves me so much for it, don’t you, big boy?” 
 
    “Hrrrrr,” the thing that had been Victor grunted, his muscles tightening, twitching. “Yessss… Mistress…” 
 
    “Oooh. Looks like he’s a bit horny just now. Here. Why don’t you go ahead and give his cock the attention it deserves.” 
 
    She suddenly pushed Suzanne forward. The huntress stumbled two steps, then fell to her knees, her face an inch from that pulsing pillar of a cock. She froze, staring at his manhood as it dripped a steady stream of steaming pre. This had not been how she expected her reunion. She… she was… 
 
    She was reaching forward, and wrapping her fingers around his cock, and giving him a slow stroke. 
 
    “Hrrrrr,” Victor growled. Low. Guttural. A sound that reached into a part of Suzanne’s brain far below her conscious thoughts, and flicked a certain switch. 
 
    Heat spread through her. She took a shuddering breath, inhaling more of his pungent musk as her fingers stroked up and down the bull man’s impossible manhood. Feeling the throbbing lust in that great pillar of a cock.  
 
    She was drooling. Enthralled. Panting, her thoughts lost in a cloud of helpless desire. She leaned forward, and ran her tongue up her husband’s cock. 
 
    “Mmnnnnnn!” Suzanne moaned, the musky taste of his cock tingling on her tongue. Overwhelming her senses. Her ass tightened as she licked him up and down, lathing his cock with adoration, her hands stroking when her tongue could not. 
 
    Victor grunted, leaning over her. She looked up and met his dark eyes. The warmth of weakness, of submission flowed through her. The wonderful sense of obeying and serving such a specimen of raw power. Never had she felt such an overwhelming sensation. It surged through her, spinning her thoughts. She ran her tongue up to his tip, and kissed it. With the feel of his flared tip still tingling on her lips, she leaned forward, and took him in her mouth. 
 
    She barely managed a quarter of his length. Her jaw felt like it would crack as she bobbed atop his cock, her hands stroking the rest of his spit-slickened manhood. 
 
    Suzanne whimpered as feather-light touches danced over her. She felt Millie kneel behind her, press those glorious breasts against the huntress’s back. “Wonderful, isn’t it?” Millie whispered in Suzanne’s ear, sending shivers racing through the other woman. “So much more powerful now, hm? After having a taste of this cock, you’d never want another. A true male can keep you with only the weight of his cock. And you always wanted a true man, didn’t you?” 
 
    Suzanne moaned around her husband’s dick. 
 
    “There we go,” Millie purred, her fingers working over Suzanne’s body. The cool air whispering against Suzanne’s glistening cunt and ass. “You’re doing so well. He’s just going to love fucking you again.” 
 
    “Mmmm!” Suzanne moaned. 
 
    “Rrrrrrr!” Victor growled as Suzanne obediently worshipped his cock. She could feel him getting close. Closer. Closer to feeding her that thick, inhuman cum. 
 
    “Such a shame you can’t take his full cock in your mouth,” Millie said. “But I know what you can do. You can take off that shirt. Your bra. You can use those big tits of your to get him off. He loves big breasts. Big, firm, cow tits. You want to please him, don’t you, Suzanne? You want him to cum, don’t you?” 
 
    Oh, she did. More than anything. More than the world she wanted him to cum. To feel his hot cum spurt all over her. To soak her in his seed. She needed it. She wanted it. She lifted her lips off his cock just long enough to yank her shirt over her head, her shapely breasts bouncing into the open. Firm. Plump. Needy. Her eyes were fairly spinning in lust, her pussy twitching in desire. She immediately adhered her lips once more to his shaft. Squeezed her soft tits around his cock as she sucked and stroked him with her breasts. 
 
    Victor rumbled, thrusting between her lips, hungry to cum. He threw back his horned head and roared in climax. Thick, virile cum sprayed from his cock like from a firehouse. It slammed into Suzanne’s mouth, knocking her off his cock with the force of it. She fell back onto the cold stone floor, moaning as Victor’s cock kept pumping, spraying great ropes of his inhuman cum onto the huntress. 
 
    Millie stood back, smirking at the sight of Suzanne, fairly coated in the beastman’s cum, moaning and rubbing it into her breasts and body like an addict. Victor grunted and took a step forward, his cock still hard and eager, but Millie touched his chest. 
 
    “No,” she said. “Not yet, Victor. Can’t have you ruining her lovely pussy quite yet. I’ve got plans for that moment. Remember?” 
 
    Victor growled, shaking his shaggy head, but obeyed. As she knew he would. She’d tamed the beast well, even as she corrupted the man. She stroked his cheek, glancing down at the mewling Suzanne. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Millie breathed, cupping her breasts, giving the milky orb a teasing squeeze. “I’ve got plans…” 
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    Incantations 
 
      
 
    Travis groaned where he lay and tried to stand. 
 
    This presented an unusual problem. Namely, he couldn’t get up. 
 
    He opened his eyes with a moan of pain and looked about himself. He was still in the library, this being evident due to all the bookcases, but the deep gloom was rather new. It was night, the lights being out. Fortunately, someone had lit some candles. 
 
    And put them on the floor. 
 
    In certain places around a complex ritual circle. 
 
    That Travis lay in the middle of. 
 
    “What the fuck!” the bullman bellowed, trying to surge upright, only to find himself still unable to rise. He looked down and realized that some chains had been wound around his chest, binding him to the floor. The chains were strange, silvery things that didn’t quite look real, as if they were made of smoke, but as he quickly proved, were more than substantial enough to hold him. This alarmed him even more, for in recent weeks he’d found little able to resist his strength, his mass and confidence building with every day and every slut he fucked and milked. 
 
    “Oh, um, you’re awake.” 
 
    Travis craned his head about to find the speaker, his eyes at last resting on a curvy blonde in a sweater and round framed glasses. She carried a massive leather-bound tome tightly against her chest like a shield, and her eyes were wary, yet purposeful. 
 
    Recent events rocked him, and he recalled with abruptness what he was doing in the library. The chase through the stacks, following the woman before him. One whom the mistress had ordered secured.  
 
    Which, apparently, he hadn’t done very well. In fact, it was hard to think of a way this could have gone worse on his end. 
 
    “You bitch!” Travis bellowed, heaving against the chains that bound him like some Lilliputian giant to the floor. “Let me go!” 
 
    “I-I will. Only, um, I need to do this first,” Dina said. 
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about?” 
 
    Dina flushed and moved slowly about him, peering at the rings drawn onto the floor. “Ah, it seems that you’re corrupted by demonic power. F-fortunately it’s not too bad. I mean, obviously it’s kinda bad, but you haven’t sold your soul or anything. But if the corruption continues, it might not matter.” 
 
    “What? Corruption? Fucking hell! Just let me go!” 
 
    “Yes, corruption,” Dina said, paying less and less attention to him as she looked in her book, becoming enthralled in the problem before her. “It’s really a quite interesting one. I’ve never seen this style of corruption in action before. But um, there were records from Lastrus the III, very famous hunter in France during the sixteenth century. Apparently he came across something similar to this in a small village. This looks like the demon Midos’s corruption, which isn’t that surprising. Um, how long have you had horns?” 
 
    “What? I’ve always had horns!” 
 
    “Oh, that is interesting,” Dina breathed, scribbling something into her book. “It must alter memories. Or at least make you ignore certain changes. I wish I had more time to study this. What an insidious corruption! Yes. More time… Oh, but um, we don’t have that. I think my sister and mom are in trouble, so I need your help.” 
 
    “You need a good dicking is what you need, slut!” 
 
    Dina reddened even further. “Um, let’s see. So, I think this ritual should at least purify the curse somewhat. To get rid of it fully, we’ll need to take down the initial source of the corruption. But this should free your mind. Or um… make you explode.” 
 
    “Explode!” 
 
    “But that’s a very low risk,” Dina was hasty to add. “I’m confident I got the patterns right! Although it was only copied from a copy. So I had to um, guess about some of the symbols.” 
 
    “Guess!” 
 
    “It’s an educated guess,” Dina said defensively, slamming shut her book. “So um, let’s get started.” 
 
    “Hey! Don’t I get a say in this?” 
 
    “Um, well you tried to kidnap me. So… no.” Dina cleared her throat and raised her hand over Travis’s form. The horned man bellowed and strained, but the chains remained strong, binding him. The markings etched beneath him began to glow. Flickering to the cadence of Dina’s voice. 
 
    “Ian! Asta! Lignay ees untuasa!” 
 
    Travis stiffened. His eyes widened and he suddenly arched, a great howl rising from deep within his throat. His veins thudded with the sudden staccato beating of his heart. His stomach twisted and his head pounded like his horns were inverting into his skull. His fists slammed on the floor as he tried to bear the agony ripping through him. Gathering down. Down. Down… 
 
    He became suddenly aware of Dina kneeling before him. The young huntress licked her lips nervously, reached out, and undid his pants. Travis groaned as his thick bull cock sprang into the open, veins bulging with the strange spell working through him. 
 
    “Woah,” Dina gasped, staring at the sheer mass of his cock. She gulped quickly and flexed her hands, forcing herself to focus. And to ignore the thick musk of his cock and balls. A scent that threatened to make her swoon. Even knowing what taking the brute’s seed would do to her, she found herself being tempted. Being corrupted. Broken upon that pillar of virility. Turning her into little more than a dumb, moaning cow slut eager to do anything for another taste of that cock. She felt the idea tingle in her core. Ache through her quim. 
 
    She clenched her teeth, reached out, and wrapped her hands around the slab of his cock. 
 
    “Hrrrrr!” Travis groaned, hips twitching as her fingers touched his massive shaft, so sensitive he nearly came right there. But something held him back. Something he didn’t understand, but that pulsed through him in a sudden swell. 
 
    “Ian. Ian. Midan nos Midos estra. Ian,” Dina whispered, her voice hot as her fingers moved up and down his inhuman cock. Stroking that pillar of a manhood. Slickening her hands with his pre. 
 
    Travis would have probably said something sufficiently witty like, ‘if you wanted it that bad, you could have just asked.’ Or ‘hands are great, but your pussy would be even better’. Unfortunately, words rather failed him due to the aching of his balls. The tightening of his muscles. The pounding strain of his body as he pumped his cock into her eager hands. 
 
    “Ian. Ian! Midos astin. Sezain istar!” 
 
    Words were beyond Travis. The sensation of those delicate hands running up and down his fat cock was overwhelming him. His pants thundered from his chest, heaving with every grunting moan. Frantically he pumped his cock into her grasp, feeling the pressure of his balls grow. 
 
    Grow. 
 
    Grow! 
 
    “Istain Midos ian!” Dina cried. 
 
    “Raaaaaaaa!” Travis roared, arching, his mouth flying open. His cock quivered, and he came with great globs of inhuman cum. It spurted from his cock like from a firehose, splattering the ceiling with the force of his orgasm, his thick seed mingling with strains of inky darkness. Again and again his manhood pulsed. Again and again he spent his load until it seemed like his balls had emptied themselves utterly. 
 
    Travis collapsed on the floor, barrel chest heaving, his eyes spinning as he tried to focus back on what had happened. He blinked slowly, the red clearing from his vision, the world thrown into such sudden relief it was like he’d finally found a pair of glasses suited to his eyes. 
 
    “Um, how are you feeling?” Dina asked. 
 
    “I… H-hold on… I…” 
 
    Travis blinked slowly, then sat up. The chains melted through him as if they had no more purchase on his form. He raised his hands, looking at the leathery mitts, then reached up and touched the horns sprouting from his head. He gave a sudden shudder. 
 
    “Oh. Oh god. What… what is this!” 
 
    Dina relaxed at his stunned expression. She beamed. “Good. It worked.” 
 
    “What worked? What did you do?” 
 
    Dina shifted in her sweater, coughing softly. “Um, well. I ah, purified you. Not totally, of course. I can’t do that until we deal with the root of the corruption. But fortunately, you weren’t fully corrupted. I sort of… cleansed you. Mostly. But it’s kinda temporary.” 
 
    Travis stopped touching his horns and looked to her. “Temporary?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Dina said, nodding quickly. “Um, that is, since you didn’t sell your soul to a demon, but are a victim of corruption, we can reverse it, but only if we deal with the originator of the curse. So we need to find the first.” 
 
    “The first…” Realization dawned in Travis’s eyes. “Millie!” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    Travis looked quickly to the huntress. “Millie. She was my neighbour. But, a few months ago she came home and was… well, changed. And after that her mother was…” Travis felt a blush and cleared his throat, memories washing in. Memories that made his cock twitch and half harden anew. He winced as his head began to cloud again. “Her mother was…” 
 
    “D-don’t get horny!” 
 
    “Eh?” 
 
    Dina looked at his horns, blushed, then back to his head. “I… I mean, don’t think about fucking. Or the purification will start to wear off. A-and you’ll fall under the spell of the demon again.” 
 
    “Right. Right.” Travis closed his eyes. Forcing himself to think unsexy thoughts. Like taxes. The DMV. Grocery shopping where that cute cashier with the huge rack would invite him into the back to… 
 
    Travis grunted, rubbing his forehead. “Ugh. This is… gonna be hard.” 
 
    “Try,” Dina said. “I need your help!” 
 
    Travis lifted his muzzle, squinted at her. “You do?” 
 
    “Yes! I can’t get in contact with my mom or sister. I don’t know what to do! I can’t try and banish this curse on my own. I need help!” 
 
    Travis caught himself rubbing his horns again and forced himself to stop. Dina clutched her hands in front of him, shifting nervously from one foot to the other. He grimaced, then sighed. “Alright,” he said. “I’ll help. This is my town and I… Well, I don’t really want to go back to just being a dumb meathead.” 
 
    “You will? Oh thank you!” Dina cried, throwing herself against him, hugging him tightly. Travis grunted, feeling her soft breasts press against him. His cock rub against her leg, hardening anew. His head fogging further. “D-Dina?” 
 
    She gasped, pulling back. “Oh! S-sorry. I didn’t mean… Um, here. Let me help with that. Once I top you off we can get going. We need to track down my sister first. I have a tracking app on her phone. We have to rescue her.” 
 
    “Nnnn,” Travis moaned as Dina’s fingers wrapped anew around his shaft, stroking him eagerly. “Yeah. Gotta… do that…” 
 
    Right after he came again… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Bar Room Blitz 
 
      
 
    Short cropped hair swung to and fro. Liz moaned, her toned stomach flexing, her modest breasts bouncing as the young huntress ground her pussy onto the face of the busty bar slut. Betty, once the barmaid, now her personal pussy licker, moaned slavishly, eagerly servicing the young woman upon her face, ass rocking and hips twitching as she continued to finger herself while servicing her new mistress. 
 
    “Yes! Fuck yes! Lick me… Oh fuck. That’s right. Right there. Oh fuck! Fuck! Mnnnnn!” 
 
    Liz flexed, crying out as her hips pumped eagerly, cumming once again. She’d lost count of the number of her orgasms. It all spun together. A storm of ceaseless pleasure as she fucked and rode the milky slut. 
 
    In fact, she couldn’t remember a lot of things. Her head felt heavy and empty. Her body warm and torpid with pleasure and the sweet, sweet milk of her new slut. Which reminded her. She tightened her grip on Betty’s head, pulling the panting slut up, kissing the moaning girl’s plump lips with a hunger. 
 
    She broke the kiss, panting. “Gimme those tits…” 
 
    “Yes,” Betty moaned, hefting her plump breasts, milk dribbling from her perky nipples. Liz licked her lips, not hesitating a moment before pulling the moaning Betty close and sucking eagerly on those milky orbs. She moaned adoringly, hips twitching as she milked her new slut, hands capturing those plump orbs, squeezing and massaging them, drinking her fill of the moaning girl’s cream. That there might be something wrong with all this escaped her. She was too far gone. Too lost in the weighty pleasure of her new pet’s moans.  
 
    Dimly, Liz heard the door open, but didn’t raise her head. 
 
    “Well well! Isn’t that interesting.” 
 
    Liz lifted her eyes from Betty’s breasts. A shapely woman stood not far, her eyes bright, her curves clad in a police uniform with the upper buttons undone, revealing the endless valley between a pair of curvy breasts. Her hips strained her skirt and her smile was amused as she took in the scene. Behind her were the massive shapes of two other officers, both men, their own uniforms straining their almost absurd musculature. 
 
    Liz stared at them, not quite comprehending what was happening. Betty giggled. “Hi officer A-Alexa. What are… oooh… what are you um, doing he-here…” 
 
    Alexa chuckled. “Actually, the boys and I have a bit of business with your girl there,” Alexa said, pointing at the panting Liz. “She’s been a bit naughty and needs a night in the cells.” 
 
    Betty giggled. “Ooooh! She’s been very um, naughty. Oh fuck… Yes… She’s ah… ha… been drinking um, allllll my milk!” 
 
    “What? And not leaving any for my men? That should be almost criminal!” 
 
    Liz listened to the conversation with vague confusion. She didn’t understand quite what was happening. But… but a glimmer of her old self tingled deep within her. A sense of a certain wrongness about that situation. The… the police were looking for her? But um… but why would they… they… unless… um… unless they… 
 
    Alarm bells belatedly began to ring in her head as the two hulking cops moved forward. Liz noticed that their faces were curiously blunted, almost animalistic. Their bulk thrilled her yet alarmed her, and a feeling of fear finally made it through her milk dazed mind. She pushed Betty back, her lips popping off the slut’s heavy breasts. She staggered to her feet and faced off against the pair. 
 
    One of the officers chuckled and reached for her. His movement was easy, casual, and yet she almost failed to evade him. She felt so warm. So weak and panting. Her head spun as she tried to dodge his next grab, but he caught her arm and pulled her close. She drew back her fist and slammed it into his stomach, only to whimper. The man’s abs were like steel! 
 
    His partner moved in, and Liz groaned as they easily pulled her arms behind her, wrapping the cuffs around her wrists. 
 
    “You’re taking her?” Betty moaned. “But…” 
 
    Alexa laughed as she took Liz’s arms. “Aw, don’t worry. I’m sure we can compensate you. Right, boys?” 
 
    The two who had come with Alexa grinned at the buxom Betty. The barmaid’s eyes widened and breathing deepened as they casually undid their pants, their huge, flaring cocks fairly bursting into the open. They grinned, stroking themselves as they closed with the eager barmaid. 
 
    Alexa smirked, pushing Liz out of the bar as Betty eagerly submitted her mouth and pussy to be properly spit roasted by the two hulking cops. Alexa sighed as she walked the milk addled huntress to one of the waiting police cruisers, pushing the girl into the back and slamming the door shut. As she was moving around to the driver’s side, she caught a flicker of movement in a nearby alley. She squinted. It was hard to see, night having fallen across Newhaven, masking the world in the soft darkness of the midwest. She thought she could make out two figures by the light of a streetlamp, but couldn’t be sure. 
 
    She straightened as one broke off, the other slinking deeper into the alley. Within moments the figure had stepped into the light. 
 
    “Alexa?” 
 
    Alexa smiled, letting her hand fall from her holstered gun. “Why, Travis! Isn’t it? It has been a while.” 
 
    Travis grinned. He looked a little nervous, which struck her as odd. She’d never known a male in recent memory who was uncertain about themselves, or what a woman wanted from them. He straightened, rubbing the back of his head, and Alexa once more caught herself staring at the heavy bulge that swelled in his pants. She felt again that wonderful aching in her breasts when confronted by such an example of peak masculinity, and she forced herself to look back into his eyes. Though she had taken many men since that day in the Liberas house, she still recalled the thickness of Travis’s cock claiming her as she suckled Francine’s full breasts. 
 
    “Yeah, it has,” Travis said. “Too long…” 
 
    “Oh?” Alexa breathed, her lashes fluttering at him, her body tingling at the presence of such raw male power. “Did you want to fix that?” 
 
    She saw his eyes warm. That cocky grin she knew from before stole across his face as his thick cock strained against the fabric of his pants. “Yeah,” he grunted, moving forward, resting his hands on her shoulders. “I do.” 
 
    Alexa again felt that quiver in her core. That aching need for a good, thorough fucking. Her breasts tingled, aching to be groped. To be stroked. “Sounds wonderful,” she breathed. “Let’s…” 
 
    “Not here,” Travis said suddenly. “Um, over there. In the alley.” 
 
    “The alley?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Alexa giggled. “Naughty boy,” she breathed, pressing against him. “Let’s go then.” 
 
    His smile was hungry, his hand engulfing her curvy bottom as he guided her over to the waiting side street. She glanced at the walls, noticing to her surprise that someone had graffitied the brickwork with chalk in a number of strange designs and patterns she couldn’t quite make out. She wondered at that, but then Travis’s hands were upon her breasts, and everything else was woefully unimportant.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” she panted as Travis massaged the plump orbs of her generous tits. She bit her lower lip in an effort to stifle the sounds of pleasure escaping her, to minimal effect. Her ass pressed back, rubbing against the bulge of his cock, her milk already drooling from her fat nipples and into the pads she always wore these days. 
 
    “Travis… oh f-fuck, that’s… mnnnn…” 
 
    “Fucking…” Travis growled, his voice deepening as he grabbed her shirt and suddenly yanked it open. Alexa gasped as the clips that bound her top gave way with a magnetic snapping, her full, generous tits bouncing into the open, swollen with milk, nipples hardened with lust. Immediately Travis groped her breasts, filling his palms with those pale orbs. 
 
    “Moooooore!” Alexa moaned, quivering in heady lust as he mauled her plump teats, mashing them together, squeezing them, teasing them, driving her wild with his expert touch. 
 
    “Mnnn!” she gasped as Travis shoved himself forward. His zipper was undone, and soon, so was hers, her pants and panties falling about her ankles. He spun her about, his cock swelled between her legs, the meaty length of his shaft pressing against her gloriously sensitive pussy, her juices dripping onto his flaring shaft. “Oh fuck… Travis… fuck me. Please. You… You’re gotta f-fuck me.” 
 
    “Yeah. Gotta… um…” 
 
    Alexa heard a frantic whispering, but failed to really register it. Especially with those hands on her tits. That cock rubbing against her cunny. 
 
    “Right. Yeah. I’ll try… this!” 
 
    “Nnnnnn!” Alexa cried out, arching in his grasp, her plump tits heaving as Travis started to hump her, rubbing his cock against her glistening folds, yet failing to penetrate her. 
 
    “Ah! Ah! Ohhhh fuuuuuck!” Alexa moaned. His hips spanked her firm bottom, thrusting her forward. She threw out her arms, bracing herself against the wall and the strange design of chalk. “Oh fuck! Yes! Milk me, Travis. Mnnnn! Oh yessss! Milk my breasts. Fuck me! Oh fuck. Fuck! Mnnnn! Yes! Milk me like a good cow slut. Oh god. Oh fuck I can… mnnnnn… feel it! Oh fuck. More. More! Moooooooo!” 
 
    Alexa lowed with a sound of purest pleasure, her orgasm like nothing she’d felt up to that point, her aching breasts releasing their bounty, her milk spurting in Travis’s hands, spraying to alleyway. Over the sound of her scream of pleasure she heard a voice chanting. Through spinning eyes she saw the design etched on the alley wall pulse with light. 
 
    “Rooooooo!” Travis bellowed, cumming with all the force of the bull he resembled, pumping his thick, virile cum onto the ground where it mingled with Alexa’s heady cream. Every spurt of his cock making him shudder as the circle of magic did its work upon the pair. 
 
    The light faded with their orgasms, and Travis fell back, leaving Alexa where she stood, legs apart, braced against the wall. The chief of Newhaven’s police panted, her hair a mess, her body in little better shape. 
 
    And her mind racing. 
 
    She stared at the wall, mouth agape as a fog seemed to rise from her mind. As things that she had seen suddenly began to make sense and memories flood in with renewed context. 
 
    “Oh,” Alexa breathed. “Oh my god…” 
 
    “You’re… you’re the chief of police?” 
 
    Alexa turned her head slowly, staring at the young woman in glasses and a sweater who had come up from behind. She held a book tightly at her side, looking intently at the panting officer. 
 
    “I… I am,” Alexa said. “I… oh god. What… what’s been happening?” 
 
    The blonde breathed a sigh of relief. “It’s okay. My name is Dina. Your town… it’s been, well, cursed. My sister, mother and I came to help but… um, well, my sister seems to be in your cruiser and my mom… I don’t know where my mom is.” 
 
    Alexa took a hand off the wall, rubbing her forehead. Memories lingered behind a fog of lust and desire. She opened her eyes slowly and straightened, turning to face Travis and Dina. 
 
    “I… think we should talk….” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ritual 
 
      
 
    Millie admired city hall, hardly for the first time. But it would soon be the last. Oh yes. Soon it would be. For starters it had been good. Being the youngest mayor in Newhaven history had been an impressive thing to slap onto the resume. Granted, there hadn’t exactly been a proper election, but that was more of a ‘details’ thing. 
 
    And though being mayor was fun, bigger things awaited her. When she first walked up those steps into city hall, past the pillars of the doors, into the office of the former mayor and, with remarkable ease, had him on the floor under her, his pathetic little cock pumping into her as he moaned and panted and the life slowly drained from him, she’d thought it was as high as she could go. How petty that seemed now. She wasn’t meant to be a mayor. A cheerleader. A big titted bimbo. 
 
    She was meant to be a queen! 
 
    Unfortunately, America had some issues with queens, unless your name was Latifa. 
 
    But Millie had grown adept at changing people’s minds. 
 
    Speaking of… 
 
    She turned from city hall, the clock chiming ten, strobing lights painting the white and grey bricks red. Several police cruisers waited about, their officers standing at attention, unable to tear their eyes from her. Not that she could blame them. She smiled at the men she had corrupted, strutting forward, her black jacket undone to reveal the valley of her perfect tits, her short skirt swishing around her thighs. 
 
    None of the officers before her noticed that she was also nearly nine feet tall, sporting bronzed skin, a pair of glowing crimson eyes and a pair of horns sprouting from her forehead. Not that they’d have much room to judge. Every man before her was stacked with muscle, their faces blunted and brutish, their horns curling up from beneath their hats. The women were bustier than Dolly Parton and as brainless as a proper ditz should be. Alexa had really done a great job turning them into the perfect cows and bulls. The rest of Newhaven were well on their way, and soon enough, Millie would rule over a world of burly bull men and lusty bimbos. 
 
    “Thank you all for coming. I’m sure Alexa explained the importance of tonight, and I want to be the first to tell you all how much the mayor’s office appreciates your assistance,” Millie said. 
 
    Anders, her first conquest as the new her, grinned, straightening, his vest undone to reveal the dark fur that coated his chest. He snorted, his eyes hungry as they worked up and down her curves. “Glad to be of service, mayor.” 
 
    Millie felt again that curdling of lust. Since her changes, she no longer had to worry about her brain frying under the weight of her milky tits, but it was impossible to stand in front of such a male and not feel that tingle of hot arousal. Keep it cool, she reminded herself. You can fuck them all you want once you’re done. 
 
    “I know. And I’m sure all of you will do a simply terrific job,” she said to all the men and women before her. “Because tonight is very important for me. And I need to be undisturbed. Now, if you’ll all step back.” 
 
    They did, watching curiously as the massive paddy wagon slowly backed up to the steps. The doors opened, and from its depths emerged the beast. 
 
    Anders’s eyes flew open at the sight of the shaggy brute who loped out of the back, carrying under his arm a thoroughly well fucked Suzanna Camillo. Millie beamed. Victor had been her greatest triumph in Newhaven. Turning the proud hunter into her personal pet/monster had been a stroke of delight, almost as much as when she’d given his former wife over to him for a thorough fucking. 
 
    “What the fuck!” Anders gasped, reaching for his sidearm. 
 
    Victor lifted his horned head, a low, rumbling growl rising from deep within his chest. 
 
    Oops. Millie should have foreseen this. The curse allowed for a lot to slide under people’s radars once they were thoroughly hooked on her milk, but the sight of the changed Victor would probably be a bit too much. 
 
    Fortunately, Millie had a way around that. 
 
    “Boys. Boys!” she cried, stepping in front of Anders and his fellow officers. “Take it easy. That’s nothing important.” 
 
    “What is it?” Anders gasped, gaping at the bulky monster, his eyes narrowed, his nostrils flaring in challenge. 
 
    “Nothing at all. Certainly nothing… like these,” Millie said, and snapped open the buttons of her jacket. 
 
    Instantly every eye was riveted to her massive breasts, nipples engorged and fat with desire. She smirked at the sight of Anders and his fellow officers fairly drooling at her tits. It was almost too easy. But why shouldn’t it be? Isn’t this all that she wanted? 
 
    “Gentlemen. Ladies,” Millie said, cupping her plump breasts, so hefty she couldn’t even get her hands all the way around those jaw dropping orbs. “I would like to thank you for all your assistance at this time. Things have been… so hard,” she breathed, cupping her plump tits, observing the tenting pants of the staring officers. “And all this… overtime you all have been putting in is to be well rewarded, of course.” 
 
    She sauntered forward, her hips swaying like a pendulum, the slow rocking motion keeping their eyes utterly arrested on her. All on her. All desiring her. Wanting her. Wanting to fuck her. To ream her. To bend her over a waiting cruiser and rail her pussy until she was molded to the shape of their cocks. The thought thrilled her, and few things would have delighted her more. 
 
    But she had work to do. Always work. 
 
    However, no reason not to have… a little fun first… 
 
    She stopped before Anders and pressed her tits against his chest, delighting in the way he sucked in a sharp gasp. “Anders,” she breathed, reaching down, undoing his pants, her smile widening as his thick manhood swelled into her waiting palm, the flaring tip more like an animal’s than a man’s as she stroked him. “I want you and your officers to know I really do appreciate their help. What would be a good way to do that?” 
 
    “Hrrrr,” Anders grunted, grinning broadly, his eyes growing warm and lidded. “I think getting a taste of your pussy would be a start,” he growled. 
 
    “Every officer? Oh my,” Millie giggled, her eyes hot. “So much cock. Well, I suppose I could manage it. Once I finish my work in town hall.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah. Buuuut… I suppose a demonstration is still in order.” 
 
    Her eyes sparkling with delight, Millie squatted down before him, his massive cock level with her face. She practically drooled over that slab of manhood, and with another teasing glance into his eyes, opened her mouth, and took it between her lips. 
 
    Anders groaned as her soft lips stroked his shaft, bobbing up and down, her ass and breasts swaying as she really got into the motion. Her gag reflex was little more than a memory, allowing her to take more of his shaft than any woman in town. She hummed, her lashes fluttering in delight as she sucked him off, moaning softly as the thick taste of bullman sizzled on her tongue. Fuck she loved this. She loved being adored. She loved fucking these bulls. Everything about it was just so perfect! 
 
    “Ohhhh fuck!” Anders moaned, his hands on her horns, using them for leverage as his hips beat, rutting into her mouth, fucking her face with ever increasing abandon. “Nnnnn! Fuck. Fuck yes. Yes! Oh fuck yes. Yessss! Take it. Take my cock. Oh fuck. Fuck! Yesssss!” 
 
    He bellowed, the sound echoing in the night as he came, cock pumping his thick cum into her, down her throat. Millie moaned, her lashes fluttering as she drank him down, her red eyes flaring. 
 
    Slowly, languidly, she pulled her lips off of his cock. She licked her lips delightedly, smirking. “Mmm. Thank you, Anders. I appreciate your assistance.” 
 
    “Anytime, ma’am,” he panted, grinning. 
 
    Rising, flicking her long blonde locks over a shoulder, Millie turned back to the rest of the force. Not a man or woman had been able to avoid watching her suck Anders cock, each of them wishing it had been them. She caught a glimpse of Victor’s tail slithering through the doors of city hall and nodded with satisfaction. 
 
    “Thank you. Once I finish my work, I can’t wait to reward you all for all your work.” 
 
    Her heels clicking, Millie swayed past the uniformed men and women, and up the steps of city hall. She paused at the doors, listening to the dim rumble of thunder overhead. 
 
    Her lip quirked, her eyes smoldered, and she slipped inside. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Plans 
 
      
 
    Liz moaned, head in her hands. She’d been hung over before. But this was like the grandfather of all hangovers. She recalled dimly the drive from the bar, up to Alexa’s house where she’d been brought inside, sat down, and Dina had done a quick purification ritual on her. She still winced at the memory of what she’d done in the bar. Not the fucking of course. That had been amazing. But that she’d been stupid enough to be ensorcelled in such an obvious trap. 
 
    Dina had explained that it was lucky this had been Liz’s first session. Apparently, her dear sister had discovered the nature of the corruption in Newhaven. 
 
    At which point Alexa had put in some new information, and now things were getting very serious. 
 
    Despite the pounding in her skull, Liz listened intently to Dina and Alexa talk, Dina explaining their purpose here, and then Alexa talking about all that had been happening in Newhaven. At least, to her understanding. It was tough to follow. Not only because Alexa tended to get sidetracked, blushing and hot when she got to certain things done with Millie and others, but because Liz was having an awfully hard time not staring at the police chief’s generous tits and the way they bounced with her every word. Dina had said that was a lingering effect of the milk. Liz hadn’t corrected her. 
 
    “Millie took your mother into the basement of the old station, where she’d been keeping… something. I think it was your father, but at that point, I just don’t know,” Alexa said, shaking her head. She massaged her brow where her nubby horns sprouted, wincing. “It’s all so confusing…” 
 
    “Do you know where they went after?” Dina asked. 
 
    Alexa grimaced. “I… I think so, yes. Millie hadn’t been very tight lipped when around me. I doubt she even considered me a threat anymore.” Alexa smiled grimly. “Not too surprising, all things told. How could I have been so stupid!” 
 
    “Demons are clever creatures,” Dina said quickly. “And this… Millie Liberas may not be a demon, but she’s got the wiles of one. And the power. Honestly, what you’ve described… I don’t know. There are records of humans becoming demons. But that’s…” 
 
    “She wasn’t always like this,” Travis put in, shaking his horned head. “I remember… She used to be a lot smaller. More um… modest.” 
 
    “Who cares what she was?” Liz said. “All I know is I’m going to beat her ass when I find her!” 
 
    “Something we had best do soon,” Alexa said slowly. 
 
    Dina turned sharply to the cop, peering over her glasses at the buxom woman. “What do you mean?” 
 
    Alexa rubbed her horned head, wincing as she tried to focus through the haze of pleasure and Millie’s presence. “I… I’m not sure. But she was… I remember she was preparing to do something. Something big tonight. She had me put a number of my officers on security around city hall. And… And I remember her taking your mother and the… the monster in the basement out and into a paddy wagon. She was going to take them there. She mentioned something about making more changes…” 
 
    “More changes?” Liz snorted. “How much bigger a change could she make?” She glanced towards her sister, then frowned at the horrified expression on Dina’s face. “Dina? What’s up?” 
 
    “Mom and… Oh god!” 
 
    Dina grabbed her book and pulled it out, frantically flipping to one of the many bookmarked pages. “Midos. Back when Lastrus confronted Midos in France, the village… the village had been involved in a vast ritual. They were attempting to bring Midos into the real world.” 
 
    Liz flinched, grimacing. “Oh. That’s bad…” 
 
    “Worse than bad!” Dina said, reaching the pages, her eyes flicking through the words inscribed within. “With the corruption in town, if Midos comes through, he’d be able to touch every soul in Newhaven, corrupting them even more fully! And… and if he manages that, his curse will become even more potent. He could spread it all over the country!” 
 
    “What!” Travis said, pushing off the wall and to his full height. “Is that possible?” 
 
    “Yes!” Dina gasped. “Millie has been increasing his presence here. She’s like an anchor to his magic, funneling his corruption into the real world. But if he comes through fully, empowered by the corruption he’s already spread, there’s no telling what he might be able to do!” 
 
    “Fucking hell!” Liz said, standing so fast she almost passed out again. The toned huntress swayed until the spots stopped dancing before her eyes. “We’ve gotta stop her!” 
 
    “How?” Alexa said. 
 
    Dina hesitated. “Um, there might be a way. But it really depends on how far Millie has fallen. If we can purify her corruption, that’d be best. But…” 
 
    “But if she’s too far gone?” Alexa prompted. 
 
    “We’ll have to slay her,” Liz said grimly. 
 
    Alexa rounded on the huntress. “We can’t just kill her! That’s… that’s murder!” 
 
    “I doubt she’s even human at this point,” Liz said. She gestured wildly. “You saw what happened to this town. Do you want it to spread!” 
 
    Alexa winced. 
 
    “We… we might not need to,” Dina said. “If we can purify Millie, then we could stop the whole thing right here. But we have to try.” 
 
    Alexa sighed. “Alright. We’ll go to city hall. There’s a large basement area under the building. Millie has been spending much time down there. If what you say is true, it’s likely for this… ritual thing.” 
 
    “Then that’s where we’re going,” Liz said firmly. 
 
    “I just hope we’re not too late,” Dina sighed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sacrifice 
 
      
 
    It was looking to be too late. 
 
    Liz pressed on then gas as she sped after Alexa’s cruiser and down the streets of Newhaven. Her nose twitched, wrinkling at a scent in the air. That morning hadn’t seemed so laden with evil. But the night had come, and with it, an awakening. 
 
    Leaves hissed in a foul wind blowing through the nighted streets, and over the city dark clouds moved, gathering and rumbling with menace. As the two cars sped by, the streetlamps began to flicker and die, as if their light had been sucked from them one by one. 
 
    “I don’t like this,” Liz growled. 
 
    “Me neither,” Dina said. She nodded forward. “Look.” 
 
    Liz peered up through the windshield and cursed. City hall lay ahead, and around it stirred the dark clouds. From the pinnacle of the clock tower they swirled, expanding outward like a whirlpool of rumbling darkness. Liz looked back down, slamming on the brakes behind Alexa’s cruiser as it ground to a stop. 
 
    Alexa stepped out of the car, peering down the street. A strange nimbus of light seemed to glow from city hall’s many tall windows, illuminating the front where a number of men and a few women in uniform were gathered. Her heart ached in sudden pain. Her officers. The men and women who had relied on her, and instead, she’d assisted in their curse. 
 
    She heard a trunk pop and turned to see Liz lean into the rear of her car. When she emerged, it was with a sword, sheathed in leather inscribed with strange markings. The muscular young woman looked at the guarded doors grimly. 
 
    “Wait!” Alexa gasped. “You can’t hurt them!” 
 
    “Well we’re going in some way,” Liz said, jerking her head at the swirling clouds. “See that? That means shit’s about to go down and I’m not waiting for it.” 
 
    “Hey, hold on. I’m all for fixing this, but she’s right. We can’t just start stabbing people,” Travis protested. 
 
    “Sure we can,” Liz said. 
 
    Alexa licked her lips. “Wait,” she said. “I’ll take care of it.” 
 
    “You?” Dina said. “But… will they listen to you?” 
 
    “I… I don’t know. Just trust me. I can get them to move. There shouldn’t be any officers inside. I didn’t assign them there.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” Dina said. 
 
    Alexa took a deep breath. “Trust me,” she said. 
 
    Before any of them could protest, Alexa turned and marched towards the great doors of Newhaven’s city hall. Her heart pounded in her chest, her mind for the moment clear. She had a duty. To protect Newhaven. Though her success was… debatable, she intended to at least right it as best she could. 
 
    Is what she told herself. But even she suspected there… might have been another reason. A reason that made her blood warm like mulled wine. That made her breasts ache as the cops at the doors became aware of her, their eyes automatically drawn to her short skirt, her tight, oh so official uniform, and the way her hips rocked with her every step. 
 
    Alexa took a deep breath, and despite the wind that whipped through the night, she caught a whiff of male musk. Of powerful masculine prowess and strength. Of the pure, animal lust that hung from the broad frames of her officers, male and female. 
 
    A familiar one stood at the bottoms of the steps. His dark eyes took her in, his face an almost bestial muzzle and horns sprouting from beneath his hat. He grinned at the sight of her and threw a salute. “Chief.” 
 
    Alexa felt a quiver to her core at the guttural growl of that male. “Officer Anders,” Alexa purred, smiling. “Doing good work?” 
 
    “We are,” he said. 
 
    “I know,” she said, feeling her unease melting away. A familiar sensation of teasing desire swelling in her chest and generous, full breasts. “You are all always working so hard. I think it’s high time you were given a break.” 
 
    “A break?” Anders grunted, grinning, the other officers perking up and crowding around. 
 
    “Yes,” Alexa breathed, reaching up, flicking open the first clip of her top. “And a… reward…” 
 
    It was almost pathetically easy how she gave in to it. How she let the heaviness of her breasts, the fullness of her desires wash over her again. Submit to the thick scent of male musk and the desire for the rough hands of the watching bullmen. Her thoughts sank into the background, the need of her body taking precedence as she looked about herself at the near dozen cops, the males straining their uniforms with raw, potent muscles. The women with jaw-dropping curves. 
 
    She gasped as Anders stepped forward, engulfing her fat breasts in his hungry hands. Her knees quaked and she moaned eagerly. “I like a reward,” Anders grunted. 
 
    “You deserve it,” she panted, her thoughts misting over with those pink clouds of sweet desire. Her legs slowly giving way beneath her, lowering her to her knees before him. Her fingers deftly unzipped his pants, freeing the thickness of his cock, letting it burst into the open, flaring, veiny length on full display. The sight of it, the scent of it, finished her. She smiled dimly up at him, cupped her breasts, and mashed his bitchbreaker between them. 
 
    “Hrrrr!” Anders growled, the sound vibrating through his cock to her breasts. Alexa smirked, rubbing her breasts around his gargantuan cock, stroking him with an eagerness she more than felt. 
 
    “Mmm. Do you like that, officer? Do you like my big, milky tits wrapped around your cock? Oh you’re so slick… So thick and heavy. Do you want to cum between my big, fat tits? Do you want to hose my pretty face with your virile seed? Come on,” she breathed, hot, eager, her eyes shining with delight. “Cum for me, Anders. Give me all your seed.” 
 
    “Yes… ha… yes ma’aaaaaaaam!” Anders bellowed as his cock gave up the fight with the beautiful cow slut, twitching and fountaining with great ropes of his cum, draping Alexa’s face with his seed. She moaned, eyes fairly rolling back as her tongue slid along her lips, tasting the thickness of his cream. She shuddered, ass twitching in delight. 
 
    “Please,” she moaned, thrusting out her rear, shaking it like a bitch in heat. “Please. F-fuck me…” 
 
    Grins lit up on every savage muzzle. Pants were opened and thick, veiny cocks surrounded her. She gasped as she felt one male grab her hips, rubbing his thick manhood against her slick folds, much as Travis had done a few short hours ago. But this time, he didn’t stop, and pushed home inside of her. 
 
    “Ah!” she gasped, eyes flying open, lips parting in a throaty moan. “Oooooh yesssss! Fuck me! Fill me with your big cock! Oh f-fuck yes. Yes! Stuff my pussy with your cock. Fuck your cow slut. Fuck me!” 
 
    The male behind her bellowed and began to ruthlessly hammer her, his hips spanking her ass, sending shocks of sweet pleasure rippling through her. Her parted lips were promptly claimed by another cock, thrusting into the soft ring of her mouth, nearly bottoming out as her forgotten gag reflex allowed extra inches of virile bullcock to fill her. Alexa moaned, lashes fluttering as she bobbed atop this new cock, spitroasted, used, little more than a living gloryhole to the burly males under her command. 
 
    And she loved it. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” she moaned as she was taken, used. The taste of cock on her tongue amazing. The feeling of her depths being stuffed with inch upon inch of bullcock enthralling. And that was nothing compared to when the male behind her reached out, and filled his hands with her soft tits. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” she moaned, quivering as her pussy tightened around the slamming cock, her orgasm riding on a wave of pure ecstasy as the squeezing of her tits unleashes her heavy milk, her nipples squirting her sweet cream over the cold asphalt of the ground. 
 
    “Rooooooo!” the males filling her cried out, cumming, stuffing her with great spurts of their massive cocks. Every burst of hot seed within her sending her thoughts spinning and body shuddering with sweet lust. 
 
    The cock within her mouth pulled back. The one within her pussy retreated. But not for long. Almost instantly another thick shaft filled her cunny, squeezing out the cum stuffing her in favor of his length. The male pulled her back onto his lap. “Ah!” Alexa gasped as she was realigned atop his shaft, her head spinning. She squeaked as one of her female officers appeared before her, fluttering her dark lashes. 
 
    “Can’t let the boys have all the fun,” she giggled. 
 
    “N-no. Can’t… mmm…” 
 
    Alexa trailed off as the other busty officer kissed her hungrily, tasting the cum that drenched her face before kissing down her throat and to her shuddering tits. As the male behind her began to bounce Alexa atop his thick cock, the woman before her latched onto her nipple, cradling it like some treasure as she began to suck. 
 
    “Ohhhh yesssss!” Alexa moaned, grasping the woman’s head, pulling it against her oh so sensitive breast. “Yes! Ah! Fuck! Mmnnnn! S-suck me. Drink my sweet cream. Oh fuck yes. Yes! Drink me up! Fuck me! Use me! M-moo. Mooooooo!” 
 
    Her voice rose in a crescendo of pleasure as she came again, milked again, used again. When the male within her came anew he withdrew, and another plugged her leaking pussy. Her hands wound beneath the woman’s skirt and fingered that panting beauty to orgasm. 
 
    The scene enthralled the other officers. They surrounded her, some amusing themselves with their female colleagues, others opening their pants and stroking their veiny cocks in eagerness for their turn to claim their captain. Some failed to last, moaning as they came, spurting their thick, virile seed onto her as she was fucked by another male. But Alexa didn’t worry. She of all people knew that they were a wellspring. There would be plenty of cum to fill her. So much it would swell her stomach from swallowing. Form a puddle from leaking from her pussy. It would keep up. She would keep up. 
 
    As she rode the cock of another male, she spotted three figures hurry up the unguarded steps and through the doors of city hall. And before her mind gave over to the cum hungry whore she so resembled, she managed a slight smile, which was promptly smothered by the muff of one of her female officers, and Alexa had far more important things to do than thinking. 
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    “I mean, don’t get me wrong. A gangbang worked. But couldn’t she have just tried to move them around the building? She is the chief,” Liz said, her voice a hushed whisper in the echoing corridors of city hall. 
 
    “It’s… the curse doesn’t really leave a lot of room for thinking,” Travis said, his muzzle slightly pink, his eyes constantly straying to Dina’s sweater and the two shapely treasures they contained. The scene out front had distracted him more than a little, to the point that Dina had to practically drag him towards the waiting doors of city hall. And even then he couldn’t get the image of Alexa on her knees, taking a dozen cocks of her waiting officers out of his mind. Not helping was the more than obvious bulge that strained his pants to the limit, and the way his mind ached with a fog of naked lust. He shook his horned head, trying to clear it. And trying not to watch the way Dina’s breasts moved as she walked… 
 
    “I guess not,” Dina said, unaware of the male’s looks. She glanced at her sister. “Got anything?” 
 
    Liz’s nose wrinkled. “Ugh. Yes. This whole place reeks of corruption.” She lifted her head, sniffing the air like a bloodhound. Her eyes narrowed and she suddenly changed direction. “This way.” 
 
    They moved past offices shut for the night. Their shoes clicked off shining floors waxed to a mirror shine. Murals of Newhaven’s history were half hidden in darkness and the trio’s shadows flickered off glass windows and doors as they passed. Liz led the way, her eyes narrow, sharp and intent as she guided them to a door with the word Maintenance written on it. Liz checked the handle, muttering at the click. 
 
    “Locked.” 
 
    “You got it?” 
 
    “Course I do,” Liz sniffed, resting her sword against the wall as she knelt before the door and fetched out her lockpicks. Her father had trained her well, and within moments there was a click and the door swung open. Liz ducked inside, followed closely by Dina and Travis. Steps descended into the dark. Pipes snaked up and along the walls, humming with the heat of the furnace. Cold cement lined their path, and as they moved into the dark depths of the building Dina had the creeping feeling of descending into some dank dungeon beneath the earth. 
 
    And it was warm down there. Warmer than it should have been. Even Dina could sense the evil permeating the stone now, to say nothing of how Liz covered her nose with a grimace. The maintenance corridor seemed to run endlessly, and soon enough the hard cement had made way for stone brickwork. 
 
    They slowed as they became aware of a low light ahead, and Dina cocked her head and nodded to them. They crept down the tunnel more slowly now. The maintenance corridor ended suddenly at a wall that looked like it had been broken through, leaving a gaping hole in the old brickwork, and beyond the glow intensified. Dina slipped through, and even Travis was able to easily traverse it despite the bullman’s bulk.  
 
    Soft sounds met their ears the closer they grew, and Liz beckoned them to move aside and approach from along the wall. An arch formed the end of the corridor, and sliding up to it, Liz peeked out from behind, and into a nightmare. 
 
    A large room had been worked out of the raw stone of the passage. Shelves and tables were filled with skulls, feathers, bottles, and various items of occult purpose. Candles glowed all around a dizzying pattern worked in the floor. Whirling designs and cryptic signs that made the eyes ache to look upon. Lines worked in chalk, but that seemed to glow with a malefic light all their own. Pulsing with power, seeming to vibrate through the very air, throbbing like a pulse, flowing with cruel light. 
 
    A woman stood before the circles, and Dina knew she looked upon Millie. 
 
    And what a sight she was. 
 
    Dina wasn’t new to the hunt. She and her sister had accompanied their parents on a number of battles against evil. She had seen demons and fey and creatures of the dark often and up close. She had borne witness to the madness and the darkness of Newhaven and its corruption. She was one of the few that could truly appreciate the weight of evil that demons did cause. 
 
    And even knowing all this, feeling it in her very bones, she couldn’t hide the sudden quickening of her heart or aching of her core at the sight of the beauty standing before the rings. 
 
    Millie Liberas was not human, but her beauty transcended it. She was tall, tall as Travis with all his feral strength and height. Her skin was tinted a deep crimson and her cow horns curled from her brow and up in cruel points. Her height lent itself to her jaw dropping curves, her nipples dark as coal, her quim on full display. She was dressed in nothing but a dark robe open at the front to reveal her assets to all the world, her arms raised, her expression blissful with delight. 
 
    In testament to how enthralled she was to the busty blonde, it took Dina a moment to see what was happening at the figure’s feet. When she did, Dina’s heart clenched with shock, her eyes widening at the sight of her mother lying on the floor, naked and in the center of the pulsating ring of magic. 
 
    A monster was above Suzanne, and was quite busy. Powerful muscles moved beneath a thick frame of dark fur. Horns sprouted from its brow, the thing like a cross between a bull and a wolf, its lips peeled back in a snarl, its inhuman cock pumping into Suzanne’s cunt with sharp, brutal thrusts. But the real horror were the moans escaping the huntress. As Dina watched, her mother cried out and gasped, face a rictus of unholy pleasure as she took the utterly impossible cock of the monster, reaming her naked pussy, claiming it, making her pant and moan. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! M-more! Moooore!” Suzanne screamed as she shuddered, climaxing yet again. 
 
    Dina tore her eyes from the unholy sight and back to Millie. The sorceress was speaking in a tongue that no human should have known, her eyes glowing red and lost in the enthrallment of power. Whispers seemed to accompany her words, slithering around the stony outcroppings and teasing like stroking tongues against Dina’s skin. 
 
    “Oooh…” 
 
    Dina glanced back. Liz was staring at Millie, fairly drooling at the sight of the buxom demoness working her magic. Travis seemed even more far gone, staring in enthralled lust at the woman who had corrupted her mother, her town. His cock was clearly outlined against his pants as it strained to free itself from the fabric. 
 
    “Liz!” 
 
    “Huh? Oh fuck!” she gasped. “Is that mom!” 
 
    “Shh! And yes,” Dina hissed. “We have to stop her spell. But before that, we have to get mom out of there. Millie’s casting some sort of summoning ritual. I think she’s trying to bring Midos into the world.” 
 
    “Looks like we gotta kill the bitch, then,” Liz said, drawing her sword, the blade glowing silver in the presence of power it was meant to oppose. 
 
    “Huh?” Travis said, coming slightly back to himself. “But, um… what about…” 
 
    “She’s trying to summon a demon from hell to damn the whole town,” Liz snapped. “I think it’s a bit late for a feel-good sharing circle. Don’t you?” 
 
    Travis flushed. “Um… Well. I guess. But…” 
 
    “Shh!” Dina hissed, staring. The monster fucking her mother had paused, its huge head raised, sniffing the air. Dina’s eyes widened as the massive head swung about. Towards the door. 
 
    Towards them. 
 
    A low growl rose in the beast’s throat. Millie, her lips still moving with the chanting, tilted her head towards what had drawn her beast’s attention, her eyes narrowing. With a snarl and a thick, schlurping sound, the beast pulled its cock from the whimpering Suzanne. 
 
    “Oh damn,” Dina whispered. 
 
    “Attack!” Liz roared, taking the initiative. The huntress burst into the open, her sword fairly blazing with magic as she brought it about. Travis belatedly surged after her and into the vast chamber, and Dina was swept along, her mind moving twice as fast as her feet as she tried to think of how to end this travesty. 
 
    The monster howled, bunching its muscles and lunging for them. “Fuck!” Travis bellowed as the beast slammed into him. He grabbed the pair of sharp horns, his feet digging into the floor as the bestial mass forced him across the room, his shoes squealing for purchase across the rough stone. 
 
    Both Liz and Dina were thrown aside, rolling to evade the monster’s massive claws. Both scrambled back to their feet and faced the way the monster had carried Travis. 
 
    Travis’s muscles bulged as he fought against the monster’s might. He gave a great bellow and heaved, lifting the monster and throwing it aside. It hit the ground hard, rolling before recovering swiftly and rounding on them. 
 
    “Help him!” Dina gasped to her sister. “I’ll get mom!” 
 
    “Fucking hell!” Liz snapped, her blade glistening silver as she dashed off to face the beast with Travis. 
 
    Dina didn’t waste a moment. Millie’s voice had faltered at the sudden combat, her eyes narrowed in annoyance, but soon she was chanting even stronger than before. Her robes whipped about her, her plush breasts heaving with energy as she raised her arms. The glow of the runes was steady. They candles flickered in their places. Suzanna moaned, her hips rocking with desire as if to some invisible cock still thrusting into her. 
 
    Dina hurled herself into the circle. The runes were hot like molten iron as she dashed between them. She grabbed her mother just as Millie’s voice rose in a crescendo, and together Dina and Suzanne tumbled away even as Millie screamed the final incantation. 
 
    Behind her, Dina felt the ground melt away like it was made of wax. She frantically kicked off the floor, rolling the rest of the way as the ground behind her fell into a vast, fiery pit. She and her mother landed on the edge of the summoning circle, halting with a gasp. 
 
    “Dammit!” Millie snapped, rounding on her with eyes ablaze with fury. “Give her back!” 
 
    “No!” Dina gasped, rising to her feet. “You won’t sacrifice her to Midos!” 
 
    For the first time, Millie looked surprised. “Well!” she said, sneering. “Looks like some bitch has been doing a bit of reading. Hah! Suppose this is what I get for trusting a bunch of brainless meat heads and bimbos to get the job done.” 
 
    “That’s right! Your summoning failed.” 
 
    “Failed?” Millie said, raising a blonde brow. She laughed, her generous breasts bouncing in a way that made Dina’s insides knot. “Now that’s funny. I didn’t fail. You’ve just made things a bit more… complicated…” 
 
    Dina stared, for a moment uncomprehending. But then she saw the dark smoke rising from the pit. Boil from it. Twist and coil into the air. A presence filled the room. Thickened it with a saturation of pure power. Of raw might. 
 
    Dina’s eyes climbed up as Midos rose from the depths of hell. His horns cleared it first, piercing and tall. Then his bestial muzzle, four eyes burning with a terrible light. His immense chest cleared the edge, a giant, a terror, a thing of such raw evil and power that Dina felt her very soul shrink in fear and awe at the demon. 
 
    Midos chuckled, a sound that rumbled like an earthquake. He took a deep breath, his chest expanding as his eyes slid shut. “Mmm. The mortal realm always smells so good…” 
 
    “Midos!” Millie shouted, euphoric at the sight of the colossus. “At last!” 
 
    “Millie,” the demonic bullman said, glancing down at the smiling cow slut. “You’ve done so very well. But what,” he added, his eye roaming to Dina and her mother, “is going on?” 
 
    “Huntresses or some shit,” Millie growled, glaring at Dina. 
 
    “So they are,” Midos said, leaning forward, inhaling deeply. “Hmmm. I remember this scent too well.” 
 
    Dina stared up at the demon, horror freezing her in place. But more. For more. The sight of the creature before her awoke something within her. Something that had only been teased with Travis. A naked, liquid lust that poured through her like hot wine, threatening to drown her. Her nipples tented against her bra. Her quim moistened with desire for this creature. This monster. This male. Her breathing had deepened, and every gasp inhaled more of the pungent scent of demonic lust that Midos exuded. 
 
    The demon chuckled, and Dina whimpered as her skin tingled at the sound. “A fine prize for my return, Millie. You’ve done very well.” 
 
    Dina stared, overcome, unable to formulate a reply. A resistance. Every fiber of her being begged her to strip her clothes, bare her naked curves, give herself over to the beast before her in an orgy of desperate lust. She saw the demon grin. His confidence like a wave of heat to her very core. She had to. 
 
    Had to… 
 
    “Strip,” Midos commanded. 
 
    Her hands seemed to have a mind of their own. She couldn’t break her stare with those four eyes. Their power over her was absolute. Her fingers trembled as they touched her sweater, pulled it up and over, baring her plump breasts bound in the paltry lingerie. The demon’s eyes flashed and again he chuckled. “Hmm. Not bad. You’ll make a fine cow. I could use some concubines in the mortal realm.” 
 
    Dina whimpered as an image filled her mind. Of her, naked, her plump bottom branded with the demon’s mark, her breasts engorged with milk as she adoringly kneeled at the dark stone throne of Midos, basting the inhuman pillar of his cock with her tongue before she engulfed it with her breasts, joined by her mother, her sister, slaves to this creature of hell and lust. 
 
    Her hands were trembling. She’d undone her belt before she realized it. Pulled her pants down around her hips. Every article of clothes she removed surrendered another defence to the demon. 
 
    Midos laughed as she shucked off her pants, clad now in nothing but her bra and panties. “Now, the last,” he commanded in a voice like a tolling bell, reaching down for the gasping huntress. At last to claim her. 
 
    “Raaaaa!” 
 
    Travis sailed through the air, thrown by his foe. The bullman tumbled across the stones, knocking Dina down and breaking the hold the demon had on her. She toppled, head spinning, and heard her sister’s war cry. 
 
    Midos did too. The immense demon turned, just in time for Liz’s blade to slash against his gigantic hand. The demon bellowed, rearing back and looking at the red wound sliced in his hide, a thin trickle of sizzling dark blood oozing from it. Midos looked back down at Liz, the slim huntress taking up a stance before him, blade raised, lips pulled back in a snarl. 
 
    “Impudent slut!” the demon growled. 
 
    “Come get some, bull boy!” Liz retorted, grinning savagely. 
 
    Dina stared, the danger her sister was in shocking her from her stupor. She squeaked, covering her nearly naked curves with her hands, but hastily pulled them aside. No time for modesty. She scrambled towards her clothes and her book. She beamed when she found the old leather volume and pulled it towards her. 
 
    A foot slammed down on the cover, pinning it to the ground. Dina froze, her eyes wandered up and up Millie’s stunning curves. The succowbus smirked down at the curvy huntress with eyes burning red. “I think we’ve had about enough of that.” 
 
    Dina scrambled to her feet, but Millie swooped down, grabbing her by the throat. Dina gagged as the succowbus lifted the huntress to her feet, smiling and revealing fangs that gleamed in the hellish glow of the pit. 
 
    “No more magic for you, slut. Time for you to join Newhaven. I think the town bicycle would be good. Everyone should get a chance to ride you. All you need to do… is take a sip…” 
 
    With her free hand Millie cupped her plump breast, lifting it teasingly, corruptive milk drooling from her nipple. The scent made Dina’s head spin. Her mouth was suddenly so dry. So needy. She whimpered. 
 
    “L-let her go…” 
 
    Millie glanced aside. She raised a brow as Travis staggered a step towards her, breathing hard. Millie rolled her eyes. “Really?” 
 
    “I s-said let her go,” he repeated, straightening slowly. 
 
    “Is that what you really want, Travis,” Millie said, her voice lowering to a throaty purr, her eyes alight with lust. “Because I think you want something else entirely…” 
 
    Her eyes moved down, affixing themselves to Travis’s pants, and the unmistakeable bulge that swelled against the fabric. Travis flushed hotly, swaying a little where he stood. 
 
    “D-don’t make me say it again…” 
 
    “Oh Travis,” Millie cooed. “You don’t want me to let her go. You want to stuff her slutty cunt with that big, meaty bull cock of yours. Don’t you? That’s what all good bulls want.” 
 
    Travis’s muzzle had grown flush. His cock threatened to burst out of his pants with every moment. “I… I…” 
 
    “Don’t you remember the good times? The fucking? The eager cow sluts kneeling before you, sucking your big, fat tool? Don’t you remember bending over them over, filling them up with your fat manhood and plowing those fertile curves? I know you do. A stud needs his sluts. And you’re no different. You’re so horny, aren’t you? So eager. Don’t worry,” Millie smirked, chuckling. “I’ve got what you need. And it’s right… here…” 
 
    Dina trembled in the grasp of the succowbus, but she could see that the meager purification she had employed on Travis had begun to fade. His eyes had grown hot. His nostrils flaring. His chest heaved with every breath as his cock twitched against his pants. Dina’s eyes flashed back towards Liz, her sister dancing around the heavy blows of the demon, a single direct hit would crush the huntress like an ant. Dina had to do something! Anything! 
 
    Her eyes fell back to Millie’s breasts. 
 
    Dina reached up, pinched the succowbus’s nipples in her fingers, and twisted. 
 
    “Eeeeeyaaaaaaah!” Millie screamed in pain as her oh so sensitive nipples were squeezed. Reflexively she released Dina to grab her plump, crimson tits. Dina gasped, hitting the ground, then threw her weight forward and against the startled succowbus. 
 
    Millie took the impact with a heavy oomph! She staggered back several feet, her arms pinwheeling as her heel met the edge of the pit. She glanced back in shock, then towards Dina. 
 
    “Oh you fucking biiiiiiiitch!” 
 
    Millie screamed as the edge of the floor crumbled under the weight of her curves. She fell, and into the dark flames far, far below. 
 
    The subterranean chamber shuddered. 
 
    Midos froze. He raised his great horned head towards the ceiling. Travis let out a sudden bellow as he fell to his knees, a haze of darkness oozing from him like a mist. A rush of air built in the chamber, screaming about pillars, tearing skulls and pages and items free, sucked through the air and towards the gaping maw of the pit. Ribbons of darkness bled through the ceiling, corruption drooling down and back to where it came. 
 
    Dina gaped, watching as Travis’s horns receded. As his build shrank to more human proportions. As the bleeding of corruption began to lessen while the changes worked upon the mortal faded away. 
 
    “No!” Midos bellowed as the air pulled at him, dragging him back down into the pit, sucked away along with all the darkness of his demonic might, back to where he came. “Noooooooooo!” 
 
    Dina strained against the pull of the wind as the pit in the floor began to close, returning to what it once was. Midos slowly sank down, his bellow of fury deafening as his horned head vanished beneath the earth, as his hand reached up as if to cling to the mortal realm. But it went too, and with it gone, the floor sealed itself up. 
 
    A thunderclap laid Dina low, sending her crashing to the ground where she lay, groaning. In its wake, a stillness filled the chamber. And with it, an utter blackness so deep she couldn’t see. 
 
    Silence filled the air. Dina blinked against it. “Liz?” she called. 
 
    “Dina? Dina! I think I’m blind!” 
 
    “Um, no. Liz. I think the candles just went out.” 
 
    “…Oh.” 
 
    There was a click, and a beam of light cut through the darkness. Dina squinted as Liz’s flashlight flicked about. The other huntress raced across the floor and threw her arms about her sister in a crushing hug. 
 
    “Dina! Oh thank fuck! You’re okay!” 
 
    “Liz!” Dina sobbed, tears pricking her eyes as she wept for all that had happened and become of them. She hugged her sister so tight she wondered if she’d ever let go. 
 
    “…G-girls?” 
 
    Dina and Liz looked back to see their mother blinking against the glare of the flashlight, her naked curves illuminated in the harsh glow. Sobbing in relief, the two pulled their mother into their hug, the three laughing and sobbing in equal measure against the terror of the confrontation. 
 
    “Oh fuck. Oh fuck, mom, it was… holy shit.” 
 
    “Girls. I’m so… I’m so sorry…” She shook her head, stunned and horrified by what had happened. “It’s over. It’s over…” 
 
    “It is?” Liz said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Dina sniffled, rubbing the back of her arm against her eyes as she nodded with certainty. “The curse was held up here thanks to Millie. She was the source of corruption, and the summoner of Midos. Without her, none of his power could remain in the mortal world. He’s gone.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you did that!” Liz said, punching her sister affectionately in the shoulder. “Quick thinking! Dad would be so proud.” 
 
    Suzanne suddenly pulled back, her eyes wide. “Your father!” 
 
    Liz looked back to her mother. “You know where he is?” 
 
    “The monster you fought. It was him! Where…” 
 
    “Ooooh…” 
 
    Liz quickly panned the flashlight about and to the source of the sound. There, on the other side of the charred remains of the summoning circle, lay Victor Camillo, his scarred, muscled frame naked from head to foot, and currently face down on the floor. 
 
    “That was dad!” Liz gasped. “Shit. Now I’m glad I didn’t kill him.” 
 
    Suzanne smiled, tightening her grasp about her daughters, pulling them flush against her once more as she bowed her head, smiling in exhausted joy. “It’s over. Thank god, it’s all over…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Departure 
 
      
 
    Dina looked about Newhaven as the morning touched it, and marvelled at it all. 
 
    Day had come, leaving behind a night of horrors. As Dina looked out on the town that just a day ago had been wrapped in the curse, she was amazed to see the transformation. People went about their business on main street, no longer the busty goddesses and muscled gods of the night before, although Dina couldn’t help but notice more than a few still carried a little extra curve, and a little more muscle. And yet, not a one seemed to notice the change. 
 
    Well, almost none. Looking closely, Dina could see a few walk about with an airy look on their faces, as if they had just woken up from a dream. 
 
    “It’s like nothing ever happened,” she said softly. 
 
    “For the best,” her mother said, resting a hand on Dina’s shoulder. “It wouldn’t do for them to remember what was done to them. Or, what could have been.” 
 
    Dina nodded slowly, sighed. “I suppose so.” She glanced back at Suzanne. “Do you think it’s really all gone, though? The corruption ran so deep…” 
 
    “Without the influence of a medium, the curse has lost its power,” Suzanne said. “Like you thought, Dina.” She smiled at her daughter, giving her shoulder a squeeze. “You and your sister saved them. And us. I’m proud of you.” 
 
    Dina glanced up at her mother and returned her warm smile. “Thanks, mom.” 
 
    The shrill honk of a horn pulled their attention back to the waiting car. Liz leaned out the window, her short cut hair stirring in the breeze as she pushed down on the horn again. “Come on! Let’s go already. I want to beat the traffic and I’m sick of this town.” 
 
    Dina rolled her eyes and shared a secret smile with her mother. She took the older woman’s hand, and together they walked back to the waiting car. Dina opened the door and ducked inside, slipping into the backseat and settling there. From her position she could see her father in the passenger side. 
 
    Despite being freed of the demon’s curse, he still looked haggard. She supposed she shouldn’t be surprised. After what he had been through, she wouldn’t have been shocked if he had returned to a dim incomprehension like the rest of the town. The corruption he had been subjected to ran deep. Far deeper than anyone else, even Travis. 
 
    Yet, as Suzanne slid into the car, she exchanged a warm look with Victor. He reached out and took her hand, giving it a squeeze, and Dina couldn’t suppress a smile. Their relationship had been strained before all this, but Dina had a feeling that things were going to change for them. Being turned into a hulking demon and fucking each other like animals had that effect on people. 
 
    Yet nonetheless, as the car started with a growl and pulled out, driving down main street and headed to the highway, Dina looked back on the sunlit town of Newhaven, and sighed. Such a strange little town. She wondered if everything would be alright all the same… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Travis 
 
      
 
    Travis stood outside the Liberas household and, for the fourth time, raised his hand to the doorbell, and let it fall. 
 
    He sighed, rubbing his face. His head had stopped aching, thank god, but things hadn’t much improved past that. Memories still lingered at the corners of his awareness. Things like dreams but that felt all too real. He tried to remember the last few months, but only dim fragments rose to his mind. 
 
    But some memories were stronger than others, and those involved a couch, him, and Francine riding his cock like a champion rodeo queen. 
 
    Those were the most intense of his memories, but there was another. Something about Millie. Something that filled his soul with dread and his cock with desire. Something he had done. A weight like guilt… 
 
    Travis shook his head, and started as the door opened and Francine stood before him. 
 
    “Oh! Travis. I was wondering who was out here…” 
 
    Travis lingered, eying the busty Francine, and found himself slightly surprised. Somehow, he felt like she had more curves than before. Almost without thinking his eyes wandered up and down her figure, her summer dress outlining her hips and ass to an appreciable degree. Her breasts were still ample if with that slight mature heft. He wondered if she’d had work done, and oddly, his eyes wandered to her brow, and was somehow surprised there weren’t horns there. 
 
    Well, he shouldn’t be. Why would she have horns? And besides, Francine had always had a firm, womanly figure that any man could appreciate. One that Travis had long fantasized over, though never quite found the will to act on. Not until that night when Francine invited him over, passed him the bottle of milk, and... 
 
    He realized he was flushed and cleared his throat. “Ah, Francine? Hi. I was wondering if we could talk…” 
 
    “Of course! Here, come in. Come in…” 
 
    Travis followed her inside, reflexively ducking the door jamb before recalling he wasn’t that tall. He winced and followed Francine inside, but the real memory came as he walked into the living room. 
 
    He paused there, staring. The reinforced couch brought back a storm of events. Memories rushed in of night after night when he took Francine on it, fucking her like a bull, making her moan and gasp as his cock pounded her into a whimpering mess of moaning mooing. His nostrils flared at the lingering scent of their mating that hung heavy about the room. He wondered if it would ever be gone. 
 
    He wondered if he’d want it gone. 
 
    That last thought startled him, but as he stood there he felt old feelings resurface, his cock aching in his pants. He swallowed thickly, trying to banish the sensation with little success as Francine took a seat on the couch. “Here,” she said, patting the seat beside her. “Sit down. Tell me what’s going on.” 
 
    Travis nodded, making his way inside. He carefully took a seat beside Francine, clearing his throat. He glanced at the busty milf, her eyes filled with warmth and concern, and he wondered if she had similar memories of that room. 
 
    But that was not why he was here. Millie’s name haunted him for some reason, and he needed to discover why. 
 
    “Ah, Francine. It’s about… about Millie…” 
 
    “Oh! Of course. I know I should celebrate her getting into college, but I can’t help worry about her.” 
 
    “…What?” Travis said. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Francine sighed, holding her hands before her, smiling blissfully. “My little girl getting accepted to the big college in Italy. Isn’t it amazing? A woman came by and told me about it. Her name was… Um… Suzanne! Yes. Suzanne. I invited her in, but she only had time to tell me Millie had accepted a scholarship! Said she wouldn’t have time to talk to me that much, but that’s okay. I support her decision.” 
 
    “Millie did?” 
 
    “Mhm,” Francine said, nodding happily. “Such an intelligent girl. I’m sure she’ll do fine.” 
 
    Travis opened his mouth. Closed it. “Um, yes. I’m sure she will…” 
 
    “But ah… Travis?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “I um… you see… With Millie gone I’m worried I’ll be… quite lonely now. And I wondered…” 
 
    Travis found his full attention once more on Francine. She was blushing hot, fidgeting nervously where she sat, far different from the aggressively flirty cow of a few days ago. Travis again found his eyes drawn down to the neckline of her summer dress, where her bust was plainly ample. Plainly hefty. Her body was shapely yet firm, strengthened by yoga and practice. He swallowed hard, feeling his cock twitch in his pants. Was he really willing to do this? Fuck the neighbour again? Watching her take his cock? Her breasts heaving? Her mouth parted, panting, moaning? 
 
    … 
 
    “Francine,” Travis said, his voice lowering to a throaty growl. He saw a shiver race through her. Her eyes shoot up, lock with his. He felt again that molten lust at the sight of the shapely milf so eager for his cock. He leaned over her, pressing her back onto the arm of the couch, and kissed her. 
 
    Francine froze, then melted, her lips parting as his tongue delved into her mouth, tasting the heat of her. He moaned and engulfed her heavy breasts in his hands, his thumbs teasing the lacy fabric, finding a pair of nipples hard and eager for his touch. Her lips moved against his, falling into a familiar pattern of instinct and long practice. Her skin sang under his touch as he molded her plump teats in his palms. 
 
    He broke the kiss, breath hot. Francine lay beneath him, flushed, panting, needy. He grinned down at her, and moved atop her. 
 
    “Francine,” he said hotly, teasing the hem of her shirt up. Up. “I was thinking… after graduating, I should take a year off.” 
 
    “O-oh,” she gasped. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, tugging the dress up and over her head, revealing her pliant curves in all their glory, her lacy panties and bra no longer quite fitting, threatening to fall down with her every breath, her nipples tenting it with hard nubs. Her pussy so wet she stained the fabric. “I was thinking I should get a job around town. Stay here for now. Then… maybe community college. It’s not that far, after all.” 
 
    “N-not far at all,” Francine breathed. 
 
    “Nope. Especially if there was something keeping me close. Someone…” 
 
    Francine reddened even further, but her eyes were warm with pleasure and happiness. “I ah… I think I could… could find ways of keeping you busy. If… if you don’t mind an older woman…” 
 
    “Last few months taught me a lot about myself,” Travis said as he opened the clasp of her bra, baring her heavy tits to the open air, pink nipples budding and eager for his tongue. “And I think I should show you a few…” 
 
    “Yes,” Francine gasped, then moaned as he delicately kissed her breast, teasing around her plump breasts, and tenderly sucked her nipple between his lips. 
 
    “Ooooh!” Francine moaned as he sucked at her teat. Travis felt an odd sensation, like there should be a sudden rush of her sweet cream. But that was absurd. Francine wasn’t lactating. Fortunately, the disappointment at the lack of her milk faded before her moaning pants. She might not be his milky cow, but Francine was still a full-bodied woman, eager for pleasure, desperate for more from her young lover. Travis felt his cock stiffen further in his pants, but he didn’t intend to go too far yet. Instead he palmed her mound, feeling the heat of her pussy through her panties and the dampness of them. He hummed in pleasure, his thumb moving along her gash, making her pant and gasp, twitch and moan as he drove her heated cunny wild. 
 
    “Oh fuck. Fuck! Oh Travis… Oh god… this… mnnn… this is…” 
 
    He hummed. “Mmm. Learned some tricks,” he said, tongue swirling around her plump teat. 
 
    “Ah!” she gasped. “Ooooh, Travis. Please! Stop… stop teasing me!” 
 
    “So greedy for the best part?” he said, smirking as he nibbled at her nipple in the way he knew made her toes curl, her breast shudder, her voice rise in a trebling moan. “Alright. Fine,” he said, straightening. 
 
    Francine moaned softly at the loss of his touch, but only for a moment, as the next she was watching eagerly as he stripped away his shirt and pants. Though he no longer sported the inhuman build and fur of the beast, Travis remained a strong specimen, his stomach molded with muscles and arms bronzed and firm. His pants went next, and Francine bit her lip at the sight of his cock, thick and ready for her. 
 
    “Oh Travis…” 
 
    “Francine…” Travis said, hooking his thumbs in her panties, tugging them down, revealing her slick folds eager for his manhood. 
 
    “Please,” she whispered, almost shyly. “Please… take me…” 
 
    Nothing would make him happier. Meeting her eyes, he moved between her thighs, rubbing the head of his cock against her glistening folds. He leaned forward, and as he entered her, he kissed her with warm, loving passion once more. 
 
    “Mnnnnn,” Francine moaned, quivering with love as his cock slid into her depths, her inner walls clamping down around him. There was a strange sensation of familiarity at that moment. A remembrance of pleasure that ached through her sweetly. A rough passion that surged through her thoughts, buried again as he began to thrust, fucking her, kissing her. Her arms moved around him, pulling him closer. Her hips rocked to his thrusts. Her breasts were his to stroke and adore as he claimed her anew. 
 
    “Oh. Oh! Travis. Fuck. Travis. Yes. Yes! Fuck me. Please! Fuck my pussy. Fuck me hard! Oh god. Oh fuck! Yes! Deeper! Oh Travis! Oh fuck yes. Yes! Ohhhh yessss!” 
 
    “Francine,” Travis panted, far less wordy, his pants interrupted only with grunts as her tender folds wrapped around his cock and squeezed him tight. “Oh fuck. Francine… yes. Oh fuck yes!” 
 
    “Deeper, Travis. Oh fuck! Fuck me deeper! Fuck me hard! Make me yours!” 
 
    “Francine. Yes. Yes!” 
 
    They moved together, in perfect tandem, in perfect pleasure. He moaned, inhaling the heady musk that still lingered in that room. That would always be there. Always to remind him of the many times before this that he had claimed her. Made her moan. Made her moo. His lovely neighbour. His eager milf. His eager cow. That scent would never fade. It would be there forever, but it would be joined with new ones. New expressions of love and passion and eager pleasure shared between him and the neighbour wife. 
 
    “Yes! Travis! Fuck yes! Fuck me hard! Harder! Yes! Fuck! Yessssss!” 
 
    Francine screamed in ecstasy as she came, shuddering around his cock, clamping down on him as she moaned and bucked and wailed in purest pleasure. 
 
    “Francine! Fuuuuuuuck!” he roared with her, stiffening as he came, pumping her full of his hot cum. 
 
    He fell against her, panting. Francine moaned, arms moving about him, pulling him tight against the pillow of her tits. They lay together, wrapped in each other’s arms, one time of many, and yet, seemingly more than ever. More important. More lovely and passionate. 
 
    “Oh Travis,” Francine moaned, looking down into his eyes, her cheeks warm with orgasmic bliss and eyes molten with love. “Did… did you really mean that? About… about staying in town?” 
 
    He chuckled. “Of course. Where else would I find such a lovely woman?” 
 
    Francine burned with embarrassment and hit his shoulder. “Hush you!” she cried, giggling before pulling him to her, kissing him again. 
 
    Travis laughed, rolling with her, their kiss soon filled with moans as they moved against each other anew. Travis smiled, his worries melting away in the warm embrace of his lover’s arms… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Bakery 
 
      
 
    Beckie sighed, leaning on the counter, head in her hands as she watched the hours tick by on the clock over the door. Business had been so slow lately! She couldn’t quite figure it out. Where had all the customers gone? Or for that matter, where had all her love of the job? She remembered but a few short days ago she couldn’t wait to go back into work. Every time she thought about, her breasts would tingle, her nipples stiffening against her blouse. 
 
    Then she’d get here, and wouldn’t be allowed to use tits for anything at all! How weird was that? She sighed, head tilting sideways. 
 
    “What are you moaning about?” Julian demanded from the other end of the counter. 
 
    “You ever feel like… something’s missing in your life?” Beckie asked. 
 
    “No. I’ve always dreamed of working in a bakery,” Julian said acidly. 
 
    “No, like… you forgot to do something earlier in the day, and then the day comes and it’s like… what was I doing, exactly?” 
 
    “What?” Julian said. 
 
    “Yeah, exactly. Like… what?” 
 
    Julian gave her a weird look. She shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    “…Whatever,” Julian said. He adjusted his small paper hat and ducked into the back. “I’m gonna go check on the muffins.” 
 
    “’Kay,” Beckie said, sighing anew as she tapped her foot against the counter dreamily. Life just seemed so different these days. But then, she supposed that was natural. Change came to us all, she mused. She sighed and stroked her breast through the thin fabric of her uniform shirt. She’d stopped wearing a bra lately. It just seemed natural to go without now. 
 
    Though oddly, none of her bras seemed to fit anymore. Like she’d stretched them out beyond belief. 
 
    She wondered at that, stroking her teat through the fabric, thumb tracing slow spirals around her nipple, her teeth nibbling at her lower lip. Wondered, and dreamed strange dreams that she couldn’t quite remember. Dreams of glowing red eyes. Sinful lips. Hands on her breasts. 
 
    Cheerslut. 
 
    Beckie shivered, started up as the door opened, and her eyes lit up. 
 
    “Valerie! Hey! Oh wow,” she said, getting a good look at the woman walking through the door. “You don’t look so good.” 
 
    Valerie smiled wanly. She walked with a cock in her hips, hair thrown back, shirt tied up to expose her midriff and full breasts. Gold earrings gleamed, her lips a glossy red, but her eyes were dark and hooded like she hadn’t slept well. “Yeah. I know. Been having a hard time. Say Beckie,” Valerie said, glancing casually about. “Looks like it’s dead in here. Wanna come by my place? I could use your help.” 
 
    “Help?” Beckie said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Valerie said, her eyes hot, hungry. Beckie felt her cheeks warm as those eyes roamed over her curves. “A little something…” 
 
    Beckie hesitated, already anticipating the chewing out Julian would give her. 
 
    But, on the other hand… 
 
    “Sure!” Beckie said, tossing off her hat and fairly vaulting the counter to join her sister in crime. “What are best friends for?” 
 
    “Totally,” Valerie said, her voice low and deep. She wrapped an arm around Beckie’s waist, and together the pair left the bakery, the bell above the door dinging disconsolately in their wake. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Law 
 
      
 
    “If there’s no other business, I believe we’ve concluded here. Well, officers?” 
 
    Alexa took in the men and women of the force. They saluted. “No ma’am!” they said. 
 
    She nodded firmly. “Good. Dismissed.” 
 
    Men and women filed out of the station to the waiting cruisers to take on their tasks of the day. Alexa watched them go, and felt a by now familiar ache deep within her. A shameful sensation of needing to be fulfilled. 
 
    She shook her head, rubbing her forehead. She sighed. It was a heavy burden to bear being the chief. Especially since she was having a really hard time remembering what had happened over the last few months. Like her clothes. She wondered at her uniforms, most of which had the upper buttons missing, and why they all seemed rather loose about the chest. Vague memories assailed her. Memories of gasps. Of moans. 
 
    Of taking the thick, throbbing cocks of true alpha males. 
 
    She sighed, heading back into her office, snapping shut the blinds. She fell into her seat, staring idly at the screen of her computer. 
 
    They couldn’t be real, and certainly those… fantasies, shall we say, had a certain unreality to them. 
 
    She realized her hand was stroking the groove of her pants. The fabric didn’t quite fit, but she refused to wear the skirts that, for some reason, filled her closet. Her breasts and hips were still rather wide, she couldn’t help but notice. Nor did some of her officers fail to notice. She had felt their eyes on her figure. Tracing it. Wanting it. Even if their cocks were not up to the challenge of pleasing her. Oh no. She had a feeling no man on the force had a cock big enough to sate her, even if fucking her staff would be beyond unprofessional. 
 
    Idly, her fingers tapped the keys of the computer. An image flickered onto the screen, and Alexa let out a long, slow breath. 
 
    Her zipper hissed down. 
 
    Yes. Utterly unprofessional to fuck her officers. 
 
    “Mnnn…” she moaned softly as her fingers glided along her panties, teasing the hot groove within. And, if her fingers just happened to slide under the fabric… 
 
    “Ooooh,” Alexa moaned, her fingers delving into her steaming cunt, teasing those dripping lips, rubbing higher, higher, on and on towards that lovely pearl she knew so well. The gentlest of touches… 
 
    “Oh. Oh f-fuck yes,” Alexa panted, her ass grinding against the leather of her chair. Her hips working furiously as her fingers delved deep into her sweet cunny. “Yes. Yessss! Oh f-fuck yes!” 
 
    She cried out in sweet ecstasy, shuddering as she came, orgasm sweeping aside her inhibitions. Bringing forth a thought. A memory. An experience of being surrounded by burly males, all eager to taste her flower. On her knees, pussy and mouth filled with cock as she was rutted like an animal before the glory of her mates. 
 
    She sighed, easing back into her chair as the warmth of post orgasmic bliss spread through her like warm wine. Her long lashes fluttered and she smiled dreamily at the image on her computer screen, a website showing her a thick, rubber dildo in the shape of a bull’s flaring cock. 
 
    …Wellllll, maybe she didn’t have to be such a hard ass like before. She smiled, and pressed CHECKOUT. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Missing Mistress 
 
      
 
    “Yes! Yes! Fuck! Right there! Lick me right there you stupid cheerslut! Oh fuck. Oh fuck yessssss!” 
 
    Valerie wailed in pleasure, grinding her pussy onto Beckie’s tongue. The shorter girl moaned as Valerie’s thighs tightened around her head, squeezing her as the busty redhead came in a shuddering orgasm. 
 
    Valerie gasped, leaning back, her full breasts heaving with pleasure, her head spinning with delight. And yet… and yet… 
 
    “Alright,” Valerie said, opening her thighs and releasing her partner in popularity. “That’s enough.” 
 
    Beckie pulled back, panting. “Wow,” she gasped. “Holy shit Valerie. That was intense.” 
 
    “Was it?” Valerie said. 
 
    “It wasn’t?” Beckie said, cocking her head. 
 
    Valerie rolled her eyes. “Ugh. You look a mess. Here. Go wash off in the shower before my step dad sees you.” 
 
    “Okay!” Beckie said, beaming. 
 
    Valerie watched as Beckie bounced off and into the bathroom. As the hiss of the shower echoed from the other room Valerie fell back onto the bed with a heavy sigh. 
 
    She’d never been hugely interested in other girls before. Sure, she and Beckie had experimented. But Valerie had always preferred a cock to a tongue. Fortunately Beckie was always available when Valerie had that itch to scratch. 
 
    And yet… 
 
    Valerie frowned at the ceiling of her room. She felt like something was missing. And oddly, that something always seemed to go back around to Millie. 
 
    It was a strange thing. Valerie barely remembered Millie. Why would she? Millie hadn’t been anyone noteworthy. Just another face in the crowd. A backdrop. If she was a flavour, she would have been mayonnaise. 
 
    So why, then, did the thought of her make Valerie heat up? Why did she imagine Millie as curvy and tall? Confident and powerful? Beautiful and commanding? Why did the thought of her make Valerie moisten with desire? Her heart race? Her finger glide down her thighs to touch her pussy anew. 
 
    “Ooooh,” Valerie moaned, feeling that yearning for a woman she barely remembered. Or did she? The more she thought about it, the more she had a feeling. A feeling of desire. Of pure, molten lust. Of how good it had felt to kneel. To serve. To be a… a… 
 
    “Cheerslut,” Valerie moaned as she touched herself, quivered. She bit her lip at the word. The thought. Of Millie being over her, smirking down at her. For some reason, the Millie in her mind had horns and crimson skin. And breasts… oh fuck, those big breasts. Those big, milky tits. 
 
    “Mnnn,” Valerie whimpered as she fingered herself, her lips puckering as if imagining a fat nipple between them. Her fingers moved faster, faster, dreaming of that nipple in her lips. Of suckling that fat teat. Of drinking that warm, sweet cream. Her hips bucked. Her panting grew. “Mmm. Mmm! Mistress… oh m-mistress.” 
 
    Cheerslut, Millie would say, stroking her, letting her drink her milk. Suckle her like a good slut. A good slave. A good eager cow. Valerie’s other hand cupper her breast, squeezing it as she furiously stroked herself. Closer. Closer. Closer to that sweet height of orgasm. Yes. Yes! 
 
    “Mnnnnnn!” Valerie moaned, her orgasm pounding through her, more than she could dream. Even better than Beckie’s face between her thighs. “Yessssss!” she cried out. 
 
    Valerie took a breath, let it out, soaking in her own lust and the sweetness of her orgasm. She stared at the ceiling of her room dimly. Oh… That was… that was something. 
 
    And it had felt so real. Like something she had lived. Something she had known. 
 
    Valerie frowned, thinking back. The last few months were… strangely a bit of a blur. As she lay there, a shiver coursed through her. 
 
    Slowly, Valerie stood up. Not bothering to dress, letting her naked tits breathe, she made her way to her vanity and hesitated, then pulled open a drawer. She reached inside and pulled out the old leather tome, the pages yellowed with age, the buckles brass. Her hand moved over the cover, and she spoke the title thoughtfully. 
 
    “Diabolus Arkina,” she mused. 
 
    A breeze like throaty laughter whispered through the room. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Millie had never gone to church. Fortunately, cultural osmosis had taught her enough to know she was probably in hell. 
 
    She trudged through the blasted landscape, her ample tits bouncing, her arms crossed beneath those plush orbs and her eyes sharp and wary. The sky was a black mass, the light given to the world from distant volcanos that never seemed to calm, while rivers of magma twisted across the desolate plain. The air was almost unbearably dry, and the ground beneath her feet barren, not even sporting a few weeds. 
 
    But there was life, of a sort. 
 
    Her eyes picked out in the distance winged forms whose shapes made her skin crawl, and now and then strange, hideous lizards and insects crawled away from her path. 
 
    And yet, in all this, she wasn’t afraid. 
 
    She was pissed. 
 
    “Fucking whore,” she growled, not for the first time, grinding her teeth in memory of the arrogant huntress who had shoved her off the lip of the pit. She’d been cursing Dina since waking up on her back in the hellscape she now found herself. “Fucking, fucking, hell! If I ever see those bitches again, I’ll use them as my personal whipping sluts! I’ll tan their hides with thorns. I’ll wear their asses as my personal shoes! Fucking fuck!” 
 
    Her anger kept her going. That, and that she did, in fact, have a destination in mind. 
 
    Her eyes again went to the palace rising in the distance. It was a strange structure. It gleamed out of the landscape, its walls made of brass, its minarets of gold. As big as the mountains that surrounded her, it dominated the landscape like some dread mass of metal and black stone. It was the only building she could see, so naturally, her feet went towards it. 
 
    Millie wasn’t sure what she would do when she reached it, nor who might rule it. But she had ideas. Oh yes, she had ideas. She was confident in her full, voloptuous figure tempting whoever owned such an abode. She would get close to them. A harem girl, if need be. All she had to do was get them to drink from her tits. To cradle them to her big breasts and let them suckle and drink her corrupted cream, and they’d be all hers. A smile twisted her lips, her eyes gleaming with demonic hunger. Power. They said it was better to serve in heaven than rule in hell. Personally, she’d settle for ruling. Period. 
 
    She grew closer to the palace, the geometric designs in the walls gleaming the closer she came. A bridge of stone spanned a molten river, and the gates rose before her in vast, metallic sheen. As she came closer they groaned open, admitting her into a broad courtyard littered with the bones of monsters. 
 
    For the first time, she felt a hint of trepedition at the sight of rib cages as big as a truck, and demonic skulls the size of a sedan. She had no desire to face the creatures whose bones those once were, and meeting the one who had slain them didn’t seem too appealing either. 
 
    Her eyes rose again as a second pair of gates to the palace itself presented themselves. Huge, horned figures decorated them, showing scenes of great battles and triumphs. As she drew near, they too opened as if on their own with a great, metallic groan. 
 
    Only then did Millie hesitate. But doubt no longer factored into her. She had done too much to balk now. Besides, where else would she go? Lifting her head high, she stepped through, and into the halls beyond. 
 
    Great pillars lined the way, the air steaming. Millie fairly gasped as her skin tingled in the warm, moist air, fairly drinking it all in. As she walked down the hallway, she kept her eyes peeled for servants she could present herself to, but none appeared, leaving her to walk on and on down the carpeted passage. 
 
    “What is this Wizard of Oz bullshit?” she murmured to herself, though half of that was merely to break the awesome spell the great palace pressed onto her. An archway at last presented itself, more than twice as tall as she was and equally as broad, capped by a keystone in the shape of a bull’s skull. Millie stepped through, and into the throne room of the master of the keep. 
 
    He awaited her within, sitting on a throne that rose out of the floor, square and heavy looking and made of black iron. From spouts around the room, magma oozed into rivers running along the floors and circling about the great throne. A familiar figure. Huge and carved entirely of muscle and might, his skin dark and fur darker. His horned head towered over her, horns curling up into brutal points. A bestial muzzle looked down on her with four, glowing red eyes, and from his loins jutted up a cock so thick and powerful Millie’s heart skipped a beat. 
 
    Midos smirked, resting his chin on a fist, his chuckle rumbling through the room like the roll of thunder. “Welcome, Millie. So glad you could join me.” 
 
    “Midos!” Millie gasped, actually gaping at the sight of the immense bull demon. 
 
    “The one. The only,” the demon said. “And how good it is to see you. I was wondering if you would ever arrive.” 
 
    “It um… it was a long walk.” 
 
    “Indeed,” Midos said, rising with all the weighty majesty of the titan. Millie took a step back as the bull demon descended the steps of his throne, the sight of him making her full breasts ache and quim slicked with lust. “And at last, we can talk.” 
 
    “Talk?” Millie said warily. “Talk about what?” 
 
    “About you,” the demon said, striding up towards her. “About the future. About your failur on earth.” 
 
    Millie’s heart skipped a beat. She swallowed roughly. Midos was before her. Towering over her. Despite her height, she only came up to his stomach, his cock as thick as her arm and throbbing before her. She forced herself to meet his eyes. 
 
    “I… Midos, I did…” 
 
    “A great deal,” the demon rumbled, reaching down. Millie gasped, moaning as his hand engulfed her heavy teat, squeezing that soft orb hungrily, the cowgirl’s legs shaking with the need in her milky breast. “You corrupted your entire town. You betrayed your mother, your friends, your neighbours. You nearly sold them all into my power, and brought me into the world as none have in recorded memory.” 
 
    Millie’s head was spinning. Her nostrils flared as she inhaled the thick musk of the demon. She whimpered as her breasts oozed their cream before the presence of their master. “I…” 
 
    “You embraced your corruption. You sought ever farther to go. You abandoned your humanity, morality, all for power. All for might.” 
 
    Midos leaned down, his four burning eyes riveting her own. He grinned. “What a fine servant you were.” 
 
    “W-were?” Millie gasped. 
 
    “Indeed. Were.” 
 
    Millie yelped as Midos suddenly scooped her up bridal style. He laughed, carrying her with him back to his throne. He took a seat once more, his arm wrapped around her, tugging her against his broad chest, filling his palm once more with her plump teat and squeezing that tender orb. 
 
    Millie moaned, milk spurting around the demon’s fingers, drooling onto the floor. “You served me well, Millie Liberas,” he said. “And I am not ungrateful. But a slave never suited you.” 
 
    “N-no. It didn’t,” Millie gasped, her head spinning from the heady presence of the demon, her breasts aching as his huge hands filled themselved with her titflesh. Dammit! She wasn’t used to being so dazed and pleasure drunk. Not since she’d abandoned her humanity for demonhood. 
 
    “Too true. I think I prefer a queen.” 
 
    Millie’s head shot up, looking into the demon’s eyes. “Wh-what?” 
 
    Midos chuckled, leaned down, and kissed her. Millie’s lashes fluttered. She moaned as his lips pushed down on hers, as his arm held her to him. But no. No! She wasn’t just some slut. Pique flared in her milky breasts like liquid flame. Hungrily, she pressed her kiss agianst his lips, matching his ardour with her own. 
 
    Midos chuckled again, pleased as he continued to milk her breasts while he kissed her. “Hmmm. Yes. I think you’ll make a fine queen for me.” 
 
    Millie gasped, panting, flushed as the kiss ended. “Q-Queen?” 
 
    “Yes,” Midos said. “For too long I’ve been without a woman who could match me. A queen who could work with me to corrupt the mortal realm. To rule my own. You’ve done incredibly, Millie Liberas. You nearly delivered your world to my grasp. And that deserves a reward.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Millie said, warming to the idea, grinning as she reached between them, filled her hand with the veiny thickness of Midos’s cock. “Yeah,” she breathed, stroking the bull demon’s bitchbreaker. “That does sound right.” 
 
    Midos grunted with pleasure. “Hrrrm. I thought you’d enjoy that. Eternity, Millie my dear. Eternity of being by my side. Of worshipping my cock. Together, we will bring the very hells to heel. Together, we will rend the veil to the mortal world, and together, we will conquer it!” 
 
    “Yes,” Millie breathed, her mind spinning with lust of flesh and power. Already she could see it. See ruling this palace of brass and gold beside the mighty Midos. Could see her corruption spreading across the hellscape, writhing into the mortal world, consuming all those who saw her. She would be like a goddess. “Will I get my own slaves?” she asked. “My own palace? My own kingdom?” 
 
    Midos laughed. “My palace shall be yours. My slaves your servants. My realm yours to share in! The plunder of the rings shall flow into our coffers. The finest servants and slaves shall populate our realm. Together, Millie, we shall rule this world and the next!” 
 
    Her heart beat faster. She shifted atop his lap, her blood quickening, her legs straddling Midos’s. She fairly had to stand to let his cock tease her parted pussy lips, her heart racing as her hips shyly moved, rubbing herself against that flaring top of his throbbing cock. “And those hunters,” Millie said hotly. “We’ll have revenge on them? We’ll make them pay?” 
 
    Midos grinned down at her, his brutal muzzle only exciting the woman more. “Of course,” Midos said, his hands engulfing the orbs of her ass, squeezing them. “Those who defy us must all know our wrath. So, Millie. What say you?” 
 
    Millie smiled beatifically. “Here, my king, is my answer.” 
 
    And she lowered herself onto his cock. 
 
    Her eyes shot wide, wide, wide open. Her mouth parted in a silent scream of endless joy as the immensity of the demon’s cock impaled her atop it. “Mmnnnnn!” Millie moaned as she felt him stuff her again. She could fairly feel every vein of his cock as they thumped with his pulse. The demon groaned with pleasure. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Millie moaned, pressing her immense breasts against his chest. “Fuck yessss! Stuff me full! Fill me with your fucking cock. Oh fuck. Oh god yes! Fuck me. Fuck me like your queen!” 
 
    Midos chuckled. “I knew I chose the right one,” he mused, lifted her by the ass, and dropped her back down. 
 
    The shock of his cock stuffing her again made Millie cry out. Midos’s hands tightened on her ass, lifting, dropping, riding her atop his cock, stuffing her like his personal cock sleeve. 
 
    “Ah! Ah! Yes! Oh fuck yes! Yesssss! Fuck me. Fuck me, my king. My beast. Fuck my pussy! Stuff me with your cock! Milk my fat tits! Breed me. Breed my cuuuuunt!” 
 
    She couldn’t hold back. With a scream of delight that echoed among the brass ceiling she came, the intensity of her orgasm almost shameful. Pleasure burned down every nerve. 
 
    But Midos didn’t stop. 
 
    He didn’t even slow. 
 
    He kept pounding his cock up into her, every thrust distending her stomach with the immensity of his cock. Fucking her with his inhuman girth. 
 
    “Yessss! Deeper! Fuck me deeper! Oh fuck. Fuck! Yes! Cum in me. Cum in me Midos! Give me your cum! Oh fuck. Fuck! Yes! Give it to me! Give me your seeeeed!” 
 
    Midos grunted, his huge chest heaving as he plunged his shaft into the curvy blonde that rode him. His cock swelled with his growing orgasm. He threw back his head, a bellow that shook the very walls of his castle thundering from him as he filled her once more, and came. 
 
    Millie screamed with ecstasy as she felt the demon’s burning seed burst within her, fill her to the brim, distend her stomach with the sheer amount that filled her. White pleasure burned her thoughts to nothing. Her body shuddered, milk spurting from her plump teats as she came again, an orgasm more powerful than anything she had known on earth. 
 
    When the whiteness fled her vision, she found herself on the throne, bent forward, and Midos plunged his cock again and again into her pussy, using her like his personal gloryhole. 
 
    “Ah… Ha… Awake, I see…” 
 
    “Mnnn! You… oh fuck. You didn’t even… ah… Stop?” 
 
    “You seemed to enjoy it,” the demon chortled. 
 
    Millie groaned, arching as the demon leaned forward, his arms wrapping about her and filling his palms with her big breasts. She mooed with shameful pleasure as Midos began to milk her, even as he fucked her, his huge hands molding her immense tits in their leathery palms, her nipples pumping her milk onto the floor, streaming down the steps like pearly waterfalls. 
 
    “Mnnn! You… oooooh! You bastard! I ah… I…” 
 
    “Love it,” Midos growled. 
 
    “Y-yessss!” Millie moaned. “Dammit! I do! Fuck me harder damn you! Milk my tits more. Oh fuck yes! Yes! Moooooooore! Mooooooo!” 
 
    Midos bellowed with laughter, squeezing her breasts so hard she yelped in pain. “Ha ha! A fine queen you’ll be, Millie. Hell will tremble before us!” 
 
    “Yessss!” Millie cried. “Yes! Fuck me, my king. Fuck your queeeen!” 
 
    Another orgasm surged through her, and in that blissful cloud of raw pleasure, Millie marveled at her life. At the changes. Who was that shy, nervous, thin girl who opened that book and spoke that spell? Who was the busty bimbo that needed to be milked lest her mind drain away? Who was that demon who sought to sell her town for a chance at power? 
 
    They were her. Yet they were not. 
 
    For as she came again, screaming with ecstasy as her infernal husband bellowed and filled her again with gallons of his boiling cum, her breasts drooling cream onto the throne of her curruptor, Millie knew who she was. 
 
    She was the Succowbus. 
 
    And it would truly be a delight to rule in Hell. 
 
      
 
    End 
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