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    The perks of rural life are on display during Yewturn’s Apple Blossom Festival, and after a day of barn dances and pie-eating contests, the townsfolk take to the field for football. City-gal Marie squares up against Yuna, a vivacious cow girl with a voluptuous body and creamy freckled skin. 
 
      
 
    A racy run-in sends them crashing down together, kicking off a night they’ll never forget. As they get cozy the secret leaks: Yuna’s breasts are swollen with milk and sorely in need of draining. The thought is enough to bring out Marie’s brazen side, and Yuna rewards her bold new lover with more than a taste of her rich cream. 
 
      
 
    Yuna has another treat for Marie hidden away in her pants and it’s just as thick and delicious as the rest of her. The bliss of new love and the ecstasy of kinky fun cement the unlikely duo together.  
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 Creamed 
 
     
 
    Hoedown fiddling from the nearby barn seemed to invigorate the townsfolk at play. Two teams clashed and kicked up dust, laughing, hollering, and barking smack-talk; it was getting a little competitive. Marie was already sweaty and sporting a few bruises from her run-ins with their receiver, Yuna, but faced her with a determined grin. 
 
    “Try not to get plowed, city-slick!” Yuna teased her. Her tail swished as she crouched at ready. The football was hiked and Yuna stormed forward. Marie could do little to impede her but sprinted to shadow the cow woman as she tried to get open. Yuna had a powerful stride and maintained it as she looked back at her team, while Marie strained to stay on her. Suddenly, Yuna wrested her formidable momentum to a near halt, her eyes wide and fixated on the sky. 
 
    Marie slowed her pace and tried to locate the ball. The late day’s sun was in both their eyes but blinded Marie altogether. She didn’t want to let Yuna get another one! She was starting to look like the weak spot in their defense. Coming to a halt just behind her, Marie tried to position herself where Yuna was going. 
 
    Suddenly, Yuna turned and leaped, reaching high as her momentum carried her backward. Marie had no time to react as the ball and receiver both soared her way. Just as Yuna caught the ball she crashed into Marie, sending them both tumbling onto the soil. Marie had only an instant to look up and see Yuna’s broad ass rushing to fill her vision before she landed on her. In that brief instant, Marie feared for her life; Yuna was sort of a big woman, but her rear end was suitably cushioned. Marie found herself harmlessly smothered. 
 
    Yuna’s hot and heavy weight had pinned her suddenly, like a thrown beanbag chair. Marie was dumbfounded with a rush of surprise and confusion as Yuna didn’t manage to immediately get off of her. She could barely move an arm but indignantly tapped on Yuna’s thigh to make her realize faster just where she was sitting. 
 
    “WOOops,” Yuna was mid-celebration, ball in hand when she looked down to behold Marie’s legs sticking out from under her. Marie’s sneakers turned this way and that as she squirmed, immobile. “AH!” Yuna exclaimed, turning her body and lifting her sizable backside off of the poor city gal. Marie stared skyward with wide eyes and was pressed into the soft farm soil. She looked altogether like a squashed Looney-toon but sat upright and showed a ditsy grin. Seeing she was alright, both teams burst out in laughter, though Yuna held her hand to her lips to obscure a shy expression. “I’m so sorry!” she chirped. 
 
    Marie shook the dirt from her hair and huffed. “You were bound to bulldoze me eventually,” she said. Yuna chuckled and Marie sat upright and stared at her, feeling a bit taken out of the game and her earlier thoughts. She couldn’t recollect the score and took a moment to sit and rest there. “Guess I shoulda mooved!” 
 
    Yuna laughed at her. “I didn’t hit you that hard did I?” she asked. There was a warm glow on her freckled cheek and the rise of her nose, which was different from a human’s. A dark button tipped it, and coupled with her toothy grin and large, energetic eyes, made her look spirited and innocent. Fluffy triangle ears poked from her vast wavy mane of pumpkin-orange hair. 
 
    “More so squashed than hit,” Marie remarked, cleaning her hair. She had shoulder-length straight black hair with a bright purple highlight, though it had become rather messy. Yuna grinned at her shyly and after a moment hopped to her feet and helped Marie stand. Everyone seemed ready to keep playing but Yuna looked to Marie considerately and stayed by her side. 
 
    “Well, I think it’s about time for a wash-off! For me, anyway, this heat is killin’,” Yuna announced, tossing away the ball. “Marie,” she said, looking her way. “Care to come by? Clean up at my place?”  
 
    Marie stammered slightly. “Oh! Of course. Thanks!” She was quite excited. She and Yuna had hung out a few times around town, and Marie was curious to see her home. Even though the woman had just sat on her face, Marie was realizing she liked her quite a lot. Yuna might have been a little embarrassed but hid it well, bidding curt but happy farewells to the other townsfolk and then heading straight across the field to her farmhouse. Marie felt a grin rise on her face and chased after her. 
 
    “Hoo! I’m sweatin’. I wasn’t feeling it until now!” Yuna said with a bit of a gasp and turned to smile at Marie as she caught up. “You did pretty well, you know! Sorry about, um,” she considered how to phrase it. 
 
    Marie chuckled at her playfully. “S’okay,” she assured. Yewturn harbored the whimsy, and it seemed funny to Marie that something like this would happen on a festival night. The community loved to celebrate the changing of the seasons together, and Marie had slowly gotten to know Yuna and the other townsfolk through chance encounters. It was lovely to live somewhere with friendly doors and open people. She skipped a little and swayed to the music that still teased the air over the field, and felt rather gleeful. “I was about ready to wind down anyway. We’ll have a funny story to tell!” 
 
    “At least one,” Yuna said with a warm grin. Marie smiled at her and wondered what she meant. After a moment she spoke up brightly. 
 
    “I’ll try not to get mud all over your stuff! Were you thinking about going back over to the party tonight?” Marie asked. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that! And no. Actually, I thought we could hang out? You don’t have to rush off after washing up. You can stay late, or overnight if you’d like,” Yuna offered. They walked up onto the porch and Yuna held the door open invitingly. 
 
    Marie’s lip strained with the smile she held. She could not disguise her happy feeling, though it would have been hard to express just why. She respected Yuna and saw that she lived well, providing joy to the whole little town. They were both young adults but Yuna had what seemed like mastery over her life to Marie, who was untethered and filled with dreams. “I’d love to!” Marie said, finding her thoughts. “I’d been hoping for the chance! You know, some one-on-one time?” she said and giggled. 
 
    She entered and took in Yuna’s home, which was charming albeit foreign to what she was used to. The space wasn’t small but was immensely cluttered, with potted plants on every shelf and windowsill, and a great quilted rug sprawling between a couch and the hearth. Stuffed critters were strewn and piled, and the wall was covered in landscape paintings and pictures of Yuna’s friends and her family. Her dad showed the bovine anthro qualities more clearly, looking like a true minotaur. It was a charming and cozy place and like Yuna, invoked a strange sense of familiarity despite the oddity. 
 
    “My bathroom’s back there,” Yuna said and gestured. “And if you’ve still got some energy, we can do something before bed!~ Will you be comfy in your clothes?” Yuna asked. 
 
    Marie chuckled bashfully. “Yeah, it’s okay. Just a bit sweaty and dusty,” she said, swiping her hand across her butt a few times. She had worn yoga pants and a tank top to the game and considered running off to her truck to get changed. She smiled back at Yuna before going into the bathroom and saw that she was taking her overalls off. For some reason Marie kept feeling the warmth of a blush on her cheeks, spurned by the simple prospect of spending the evening near Yuna. 
 
    She gazed into the mirror and looked just how she felt: a hot mess. She smirked to see Yuna’s decor. She had a cow-patterned shower curtain and a green ‘grass’ mat, and there was a wicker basket by the sink filled with goodies, including some soaps and bath bombs made by their neighbor Vami. It’d be just the stuff to unwind after a long day on the farm. Marie wiped off her clothes and then quickly stripped nude, excluding her dark violet panties, and used a wetted towel to clean her body. 
 
    When she sought a comb she opened the cabinet behind the mirror, and there was an apparatus on the middle shelf that she didn’t recognize. It was a jug with a long tube and a funnel-shaped doodad at the end. It looked a little like a suction cup and the interior was lined with soft silicone with an entry large enough to take in something about the size of a finger. Marie caught her breath as she realized it was some sort of device for milking. She blushed and her thoughts rushed. She quickly put it back but she couldn’t stop imagining Yuna filling that jug. 
 
    She couldn’t keep her thoughts off Yuna for a moment, such that she was apprehensive to step out and meet her again, lest the other woman sense what was on her mind. She got dressed neatly, put on some lotion that smelled like oats and honey, and made an unsuccessful attempt at fixing up her makeup. In the mirror, she sized herself up and wondered how heavy Yuna’s breasts must have felt. All the extra mass hadn’t stopped Yuna from outpacing her on the field, though. Marie felt small, and she hoped Yuna would take her against her side. What a comfortable embrace they could share, and the night was still young. 
 
    When she left the bathroom Yuna called to her from another room. “I’m back here Marie. Come on!” Yuna’s bedroom door was open and she was back there sitting on her bed, watching cartoons on TV. Marie stood in her doorway and smiled at her happily, having not prepared a thing to say. She wondered what she had confessed already, inadvertently, as Yuna’s bright eyes stared her down and showed such welcome and affection. 
 
    Something changed in Marie. Her impulse overpowered reservation and she was overcome with warmth emanating out of her own core. The sweet allure of her companion had done more than tickle her with sparks of bliss and comfort. Now Marie’s heart was ablaze and there was no taming it. With a flourish, she skipped forward and then tossed herself gently against Marie. Though surprised, Yuna didn’t hesitate to open her arms and take Marie against herself. “Well hi!” Yuna said with a small gasp. 
 
    “Sorry, you just looked so comfy,” Marie said playfully. Yuna’s embrace was blissfully warm. The pillows weren’t the only cushiony things on Yuna’s bed, though the environment certainly contributed to Marie feeling so snuggly. Yuna’s green thumb extended to the bedroom, too, and there was a lovely floral scent from her many potted flowers. “I really like your room,” she said, but as she sept bodily into Yuna’s secure softness, she seemed to mean I really like you. Yuna kept Marie snug to her side, not seeming intent to part from her. Marie hadn’t felt like this since moving to Yewturn, and after the excitement of the Apple Blossom Festival and the roughhousing of the day, Yuna’s soft touch made her euphoric. 
 
    “Nothing to be sorry about! It’s nice to have you over. I didn’t plan anything to do or anything, really,” Yuna said, raising a hand to her bright orange locks and scratching behind her fluffy ear. Marie glanced at her chest and the light blue shirt that seemed to be struggling to contain her. There was a damp spot at the fore of either breast and Marie couldn’t stop herself from staring for a moment as she recalled what she’d seen in the bathroom. 
 
    “Oop, a bit leaky,” Yuna said, and Marie jolted some from embarrassment. She’d thought her eyes were elsewhere. 
 
    “Oh! Haha, didn’t mean to stare,” Marie giggled noisily. “That must be a little bit of a hassle,” she remarked sympathetically. Marie made the occasional cow pun around Yuna, but it would be hard not to think about her milk-filled breasts now. Her face was rosy with a blush, but Yuna didn’t seem bothered. 
 
    “Sort of! It’s not usually too bad. They got shaken up a little,” Yuna said with a playful laugh. She fondled her own breast with a hand. “I do have to get the milk out, or they start feeling really sore.” Yuna talking about her breasts was too forceful a tease for Marie; she could hardly keep hold of herself. She didn’t want to admit to having seen the milking setup in Yuna’s room, but with the topic at hand, she was made immensely curious. 
 
    “Do you need help with that?” Marie asked, the words escaping her before she could moderate them. She was ready to backtrack in case it was a brazen implication too far, but Yuna stared at her with an intent look that showed she was just as interested in the prospect. 
 
    “You could,” Yuna said, the words like music to Marie’s ears. “It does feel a little nicer done by hand.” Yuna pursed her lips and glanced down at herself. Marie felt Yuna’s thoughts had gotten ahead of her own. On one hand, it felt like too much, but then again, with all things known between them, what better fun could they have? Marie gnawed on her lip and bobbed her head a little. 
 
    “I’d love to do that, Yuna… I suppose this is as good as any time to say I have the hugest crush on you,” Marie said, smiling sweetly and lifting her shoulders. She figured Yuna must have known it, but Yuna’s eyes showed with such happy surprise and delight that Marie felt the impact of the confession. It was a realization, too, as until Yuna showed such welcome Marie hadn’t allowed herself to feel in love. Now it beset her with all the warmth and weight of… well you remember how the story began. 
 
    Yuna pounced on her, pushing her back onto the bed and wrestling her into a snug embrace. Marie felt her warmth all around her, squishing her snugly into the quilted bedding, and looked up to behold Yuna’s wide, intent eyes, and slightly parted lips that seemed to quiver with anticipation. Then she set upon Marie again and sealed their lips together, and Marie felt bliss clear through her to her toes. 
 
    Yuna’s lips tasted like strawberries, and there was a vigor to how she moved them. As with words, each smooch seemed to fail to confess the intensity of the feeling she had. Marie ran her fingers through her fiery orange locks and moaned at her happily, though she could do little but squirm under her. She didn’t let up with the kissing but guided Marie's arms around her and kept her pinned. Marie’s fingertips felt Yuna’s bare skin at the hip and the cloth of her shirt. Then Yuna shifted back and sat upright with her rear on Marie’s legs. She pulled the blue shirt off over her head and in an instant, her heavy freckled breasts flopped into view. 
 
    The sight was worthy of indulging in, and Marie basked where she lay. Yuna held a coy grin as she tucked her hands together at her belly and displayed the weighty mass of her breasts, each a pale freckled melon resting pleasantly on her chest. Marie imagined the vast quantity of rich cream sloshing around within. 
 
    “So I figure you didn’t much mind me squashing you,” Yuna cooed playfully. “I like to play a little rough, though I only really have one hard bit,” she said, leaning down over Marie slowly. Her heavy breast swayed near and hovered over Marie’s face. Yuna made Marie feel small but could bear-hug, cuddle, or sit on her as often as she wanted for all she cared. 
 
    “I like it,” Marie agreed with a grin, “and I’m more than happy to give you some relief. All that bouncing around has probably nearly turned your breastmilk to butter,” she teased. She opened her mouth needfully. 
 
    Marie was visibly excited. “Probably not, but you might need a bottle,” she said. “Or maybe you will just drink it all down if you like the taste of me so much.” She passed her palm up from under her breast and slid her fingertips onto the swollen rise of her broad, pink areola. With a small tense of her hand, she sprayed a stream of milk directly into Marie’s mouth, watching as her eyes went wide with wonder. Marie let the milk fill and pool up in her mouth near to the brim before she swallowed. Its satisfying warmth sank to her core. 
 
    That mouthful made her euphoric. It signaled craving in her and quenched her thirst so well. Beyond the curiosity of lust Marie had an urge to drink her fill as one sucks down water from the tap on a hot day. She swooned happily and licked her lips before reaching with her tongue to tease the leaky nub of Yuna’s teat. “Ooo~” Yuna cooed happily as Marie’s tongue lolled over her tender nipple and coaxed out another sizable drop of milk. She lowered her breast until it warmly pancaked around Marie’s face and felt her nipple slide cozily into the hungry mouth. Yuna’s tail wagged excitedly behind her as she got into position. “Get ready to gulp!” Yuna said with delight, and slowly massaged her breast with both hands, allowing her delicious milk to flow abundantly down Marie’s throat. 
 
    It filled her mouth as quickly as she was able to swallow, but Marie continued to gulp it down. Yuna’s warmth reached into the depths of her stomach and Marie felt suspended in a euphoric world of warmth. She opened wide to pass her lips and tongue along the soft freckled flesh of Yuna’s breasts and wring her swollen teat of its cream. Yuna ground against her, huffing noises of excitement as she watched Marie’s features nearly buried under her breast. 
 
    “It’s good huh? Nice and fresh~” Yuna was clearly enjoying herself and found some amusement in watching Marie slurp away. She soon arched her back to lift her massive breast off of Marie’s face and shift her body to offer the other. A reinvigorated flow of milk rushed to fill Marie’s mouth and she swallowed all that came, satiating her appetite with glee. She spun her tongue around Yuna’s nipple and gently squeezed it between her lips, staring up at her with happy half-lidded eyes. 
 
    Yuna’s fiery locks cascaded down and further enclosed Marie in that little intimate space. Yuna’s leaky nipples were plenty sensitive to the touch of her tongue and she coaxed little moan after moan out of the cow woman as she used her lips to give her pleasure and relief. Yuna’s hips bucked down to grind against Marie and hump her, the firm and heated motion spurning a rush in Marie. She felt something else too, swelling to rub and press up against her groin. Yuna lifted her chest and rode forward again, and Marie gasped as Yuna’s concealed hard-on thrust against her. She could feel her getting harder by the moment and had the sense that Yuna was just as abundant down there as anywhere. 
 
    “Holy cow,” Marie said under her breath, her face glowing red. Milk trailed down her cheek as she caught her breath and looked at Yuna’s face. She seemed similarly flustered but there was a drive visibly overpowering any hesitance. The passion was contagious, and Marie said nothing more but gently parted her legs to let Yuna work against her. 
 
    Yuna collapsed on Marie weightily and smothered her face in kisses. Her heavy breasts held down Marie’s shoulders as she was wrapped up for smooches. Slowly, Yuna moved her hips up and down, roughly teasing Marie through her yoga pants and panties. Yuna’s jeans seemed to be struggling to contain her, slipping off as she humped dry. Her soft arms enclosed Marie and pushed under her back, and then Yuna suddenly rolled them over, resting back on the bed with Marie on top. 
 
    It was some relief to be able to breathe unrestricted, and Marie happily scooted up onto Yuna’s hips. Yuna was splayed out before her, her breasts now sagging comfortably on her chest, and she had a look of adoration in her eyes. Marie splayed her hands on Yuna’s soft tummy and felt her warmth, and then inched forward until Yuna’s bulge rode up between her thighs. Watching Yuna’s happy expression, she pulled off her own shirt and bared her more modest breasts. There was more relief she could give Yuna, and it was time to treat her in turn. 
 
    She leaned down and gently suckled Yuna’s breast for one more generous taste of her milk. Laying on her, Marie moved her hand down and explored under Yuna’s pant line. Her fingertips touched Yuna’s shaft and they trembled together. Yuna’s cock was heavy and broad, and though quite erect, still felt a little soft and squishy under Marie’s touch. She slowly got it out from there and helped Yuna wiggle those last inches out of her tight jeans. Lifting her lips from Yuna’s breast, Marie rose up to be face-to-face with her. “I’m gonna suck you dry,” she promised. 
 
    She kept her eyes locked on Yuna as she crawled back and down her body. Marie laid between Yuna’s legs and looked down to see what was in store for her. Yuna’s cock was very large and dissimilar to a human’s in coloration and shape. Nor did it seem to Marie very masculine, as it had a soft character and delicious look. There was no hair around Yuna’s groin and her balls were smooth and bloated. Her shaft had a darker brown sheath but itself was pale with a hint of warm color and reached high, bobbing with flared tip. It was uniquely Yuna, and Marie found herself drooling over it. 
 
    “Still want more, huh? I hope you can stomach it,” Yuna said, her breasts shaking as she giggled. “Gosh Marie you’re such a gift… let’s be besties forever~” Yuna spoke it like it was a casual thing, but Marie felt love filling her to the brim. Under her present lust, there was the thought of joys that may come and how wonderful her life here had become. She couldn’t hold back a moment longer. Opening wide, Marie brought her lips around the broad flat tip of Yuna’s swollen pillar and engulfed its head in her mouth. 
 
    There was a heady, salty taste, and a hot and tender quality to that sensitive bit of Yuna Marie held snugly between her lips. She toyed against it with her tongue and explored its front, teasing the swollen ring of flesh that encircled Yuna’s creamy hole. A moderate drop of early release gave Marie a taste of what was to come, and she slurped  Yuna clean before pushing forward with her lips. 
 
    The evening sunlight set Yuna’s freckled breasts aglow as they rose and fell with her happy moans. The specks of dust caught in the light shone like fairy dust to Marie’s stupored eyes. Her lips were drawn tight and inched along as Yuna’s throbbing length cozily intruded into her throat. Marie gazed at Yuna’s plush and full belly and determined to smother her face there, and with such motivation, took Yuna deeper still. 
 
    The taste was wonderful, but Marie most enjoyed the way Yuna flexed and strained within her. She could sense the waves of pleasure echoing back through Yuna’s body, making her squirm and tense up with excitement. Marie grasped Yuna’s thighs and groaned with the depths of her throat filled, moving her lips down those last few inches to settle into the snug warmth of Yuna’s groin. Her lips had to stretch wide to encompass the broad base of Yuna’s cock and the added thickness of the sheath around it, but she felt a sense of raw satisfaction in having it swallowed up entirely. 
 
    “Oh wow, Marie,” Yuna spoke with a gasp. Her hand played at her own breast and she gently bucked her hips up, feeling the warm embrace of Marie’s throat gripping her length. It was remarkable that Marie had managed it, and she groaned with her mouth wide and full. Her tongue was pinned under Yuna’s shaft and her mouth was filled with that strange and rich flavor. Every little motion sent thunderous pleasure through them both, and Marie delighted even in the strain, displaying her vigor and determination. She gurgled a happy laugh and then retreated enough to take a proper breath through her nose. “I love how you do it…” 
 
    Marie purred a happy noise and moved her head a few inches up and down in a slow rhythm. The soft tissue of her throat rubbed tight against Yuna’s flared tip, causing her to groan and grasp the blanket. Taking a moment’s pause, Marie drew her lips all the way back and off of Yuna’s sizable length, squeezing it along the way. Wrung out from within, Yuna’s spunk formed a hearty pool in Marie’s mouth, bathing her tongue and leaving the depths of her throat slick. When the broad cockhead popped free of her lips, Marie tilted her head back and gurgled a disty tune of glee before drinking down that first load with a formidable gulp. 
 
    “Oh~!” Yuna moaned encouragingly. The sight seemed enough to bring her near to spilling the rest. Now her sizable cock was rigid and bobbed up toward Marie needfully, and she wondered for a moment how she had managed to get it down. Her thoughts swam in creamy bliss as she continued to taste that special spunky flavor. She was set on claiming the rest. Marie reached to Yuna’s hands and guided them up to secure themselves upon her head. Again she parted her lips and invited that prize-winning cock into her mouth. 
 
    Yuna’s heavy hips bucked up off the bed and her hands firmly pushed Marie down, and soon she was taking Marie’s throat in rhythm. Her long shaft drove forward and reached to Marie’s depths only for Yuna to come crashing back onto the bed again with force enough to shake the room. Her moans grew louder, and Marie did what she could to relax her throat and make the feeling just right as Yuna’s pleasure reached its climax. 
 
    “Here it comes,” Yuna squealed with a grunt. There was a hint of warning in her tone that Marie did not heed, too lost in her own world of sensory bliss. Yuna’s cock flexed up firm in Marie’s throat and its flared tip swelled so broad that it seemed to secure itself in place. Cum burst from Yuna’s tip with all the surprising flair of a shaken-up can of soda and Marie could feel it flowing into her already cream-packed stomach in great and frequent surges. The board channel of Yuna’s cock bulged and contracted within Marie’s mouth and she could feel what felt like cups of cum pouring out right into her belly. 
 
    Finally, it was too much, and a mixture of cum and milk exploded from Marie’s nostrils, and she had no choice but to pull back and yank her lips free of Yuna’s spraying faucet. Yuna let out a long moan that wavered with a mix of emotions and finally rolled onto her side to spill the rest of her cum out onto the floor. There was so much of it and it seemed to surprise even her, and Marie could only wonder how often Yuna got a proper release. To assure her she was okay she gave her a pat on the buttcheek, although Marie was still struggling to swallow down the mouthful of thick cum she’d been left with. 
 
    Thoroughly creamed, Marie found the strength to lay back on the bed and digest a little. After everything, she could hardly think, but Yuna’s warm body beside her felt like the best thing in the world. They cuddled up tightly together, giggling about how well their bodies fit together and how many jokes Marie was going to make, until each fell into a deep and blissful sleep. 
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