The Lusty Cow, Part 4


Gerda and Sherifa were on their horses, the both of them trying desperately not to fall asleep. They had been riding for hours, accompanied by the several hundred Nyarl that served as their escorts. The both of them had just been recently liberated from their servitude under the beautiful and sadistic Queen Ashanta. Finally free from her captivity, Sherifa had gone from a somber, stone faced servant to a beautiful and carefree woman. Gerda could empathize, though she had only been there for little over a month, in comparison to Sherifa who had been there for over twenty years.

They had just left Sherifa’s native village, where she had stopped to reconcile with her parents. The Nyarl had all cast spells on themselves, so that any humans that saw them would not be able to register their appearance. The fact that they had passed Sherifa’s village was an indication that they were very close to the Black Jungle. It was now past midday, and Gerda was still struggling to remain awake.

“Gerda, look!”

Gerda sat up in her saddle with a jolt, looking around to see where she was. They were all nearing at the outskirts of a lush jungle. The road that they were on ended at an opening in the jungle, and in front of the opening were two stone pillars that stood on either side of end of the road. 

An orange-furred Nyarl named Hazibel walked up to the two women. “Alright, ladies, dismount.”

“We’re not taking the horses?” Gerda asked.


“No, we only brought them because humans can’t keep up with Nyarl. And besides, they wouldn’t last long inside the jungle.”


The two women got off of their horses, and the Nyarl removed the riding gear and let them run free. The two women then joined the others on foot as they prepared to enter the jungle. As they neared the pillars, Gerda tried to read the writing that was inscribed into them, but she couldn’t understand the language.

“Sherifa, that stuff on the pillars, what does it mean?”


“It says: ‘Beware, the Black Jungle. Death walks in leisure amidst the trees’.”

“Is that true?”


“Relax, Gerda,” Sherifa smiled. “The seal that the Nyarl had put on us will protect us from anything deadly inside the jungle.”

Gerda thought about the strange mark that was on her upper arm. It seemed to work for Princess Selene and Sherifa, so why shouldn’t it work for her? The traveling party strode through the lush foliage of the jungle, finding that it was so thick that the sun could barely shine through them, hence its name. They would occasionally pass a wild animal, including some that Gerda had never even heard of. It was remarkable, Gerda saw numerous deadly animals, but none of them seemed to care that they were in the jungle, so the mark did work!


They at last came to a magnificent stone city, which was comparable to the appearance of the capital of Lakshmi, except much of the jungle vines and undergrowth could be seen amidst the structures and pavement. As they strode through the city,  it became increasingly clear that all the Nyarl inhabitants had noticed the two human women; they pointed, whispered and stared at them as they passed by.

“Why are they staring?” whispered Gerda to Winrick, a tawny Nyarl walking behind her.


“Well, you can’t exactly blame them,” he said. “Most of them haven’t seen a human in over four hundred years.”

All of the Nyarl in the city came in all different colors and sizes, but they all wore only loincloths. All of the females had three rows of big, fulsome breasts. Some of the males had big, shaggy manes. Looking around, they all resembled various species of the felid family.

“So, where are we going?” Gerda asked Hazibel.

“We gotta go report in front of the Chief. He’s most anxious to meet you two, and see Davion again.”


The procession continued to march through the busy streets. Turning a corner, they came upon the Palace Square, in the midst of which was the statue of a Nyarl man holding a sword aloft in the air. They made their way through the palace gates and the entire platoon stopped in front of a massive, stone stairway. Walking down the stairway was a Nyarl that resembled a leopard, who was wearing a velvet loincloth and a golden chain, and Captain Reed was walking forward to meet him while the other soldiers stood at attention in rows.

“Captain,” the newly arrived Nyarl said. “I trust your mission was a success.”


“A rather boring success, sir; it was rather easy capturing the palace, and the guards weren’t fit to protect a restroom.”


“Very good,” he laughed “Where are the new arrivals?”

“Uh, just a minute, sir,” said Reed before turning around to call out towards the crowd. “Will our guests please step forward?”


Gerda, Sherifa, and Davion made their way to the front of the crowd. Captain Reed’s superior surveyed them all furtively, especially the human women.


“Brother Davion,” said he said grasping Davion’s arm. “We should count ourselves fortunate to have found you after all these years. We’ve all missed you terribly.”


“Thank you, Minister,” said Davion as he smiled and bowed his head.


“And who are these lovely ladies?”


“May I present Gerda and Sherifa, our two new guests?” said Reed making a bow and extending his arm toward the two.


“I am Minister Orp,” said the Nyarl as he shook both their hands. “It’s a pleasure to meet you ladies.”


“Thank you,” they both said.

“Now, will you all follow me inside? We’re all expected for dinner with the Chief later on. Captain, you may resume your duties.”


Captain Reed gave a bow and walked away to attend to his men, while Gerda, Sherifa, Davion, and Minister Orp walked up the stairway. As they ascended the stair, Gerda thought that her legs would fall off; she had just gotten done with walking through the jungle and the city, and now she had to walk up this freakishly tall staircase! Reaching the top, Gerda leant against a large pillar to catch her breath, causing the others to look back at her with concern.

“Maybe I should carry you,” said Davion as he lifted her into his arms. 

Gerda and Sherifa were taken into a room where they were bathed, pampered and dressed by a group of female Nyarl servants. They were then escorted into a large dining hall, in which were two tables standing parallel at opposite sides of the room, and one standing at the end of the room. There were many Nyarl seated at each of the tables, but Gerda and Sherifa were ushered to the table at the end of the room, where Davion and several other Nyarl were sitting. In one corner of the room was a trio of musicians that were playing soft music for ambience.

“Welcome,” Davion said. “It’s nice sitting at the head table of the Chief, huh?”


“Yes,” replied Sherifa. “But where is he?”


“He should be along shortly.”


A few minutes later, a Nyarl walked in and blew a horn, prompting all the people to rise from their seats, and for the band to stop playing.

“Presenting His Majesty, Chief Tarak!” he announced.


At that moment, a black-furred, heavy-set Nyarl wearing a crown and a toga entered the room. He was by far the biggest Nyarl Gerda had ever seen; he was tall—easily over six feet - he had broad shoulders, a bushy mane, and like all the other Nyarl he was very muscular. He purred loudly as he strode towards the table, his slitted yellow eyes surveying the entire room. He walked to the head table and had his seat pulled out for him, but instead of sitting down, he motioned for the others to sit.

“Thank you all,” he said in a smooth voice. “First of all, I would like to thank all of you for coming. Second, I would like to welcome back our long lost brother, Davion…”

Everyone applauded as Davion gave a nod and a humble wave of his hand.


“…And lastly, I would like to welcome our two new guests: Gerda and Sherifa!”


They all applauded louder and even cheered for the two.


“Now I know that we have tried to avoid contact with humans as much as possible—despite our the great friendship we shared in days past - but I cannot turn a blind eye to the incredible kindness that they showed in rescuing one of our own people. You two are truly a credit to your race. But, enough long-winded talk; let’s eat!”


He sat down and both the conversation and the music were resumed. They were brought an appetizer of cheese, cream, and biscuits; then they were all treated to a few elegant chicken and vegetable dishes, which Gerda found quite exotic and tasty; after that, came the main course, where everyone was given a single cooked boar on a platter. Gerda tried her best to finish her boar, but after she had been told that there would be two more courses, she gave the rest to the Nyarl that sat next to her. They then all enjoyed a light salad, and then a dessert of chocolate cake. Gerda then excused herself to go to her room, having enjoyed her time talking and eating with the Chief and his friends.

“Gerda,” said the Chief. “My entire kingdom is yours to enjoy, so please, if you need anything, then my servants are yours to command.”


“Thank you,” said Gerda with a curtsey.


Walking through the large hallway, she admired the beautiful décor of the palace. She passed an open window that led to a balcony and decided to go out and look up at the beautiful night sky. Glancing down, she could see two familiar looking Nyarl walking in courtyard below: it was Rinos and Kaylap. There was no forgetting their names; they had raped Ashanta during Gerda’s rescue.

“Hey, guys!” Gerda called down to them, making them look up at her.


“Hey, Miss Gerda!” Kaylap said as he and Rinos waved. “What are you doing?”


“I was on my way to my room, but I made a little detour. What about you?”


“We’re on our way back to our barracks for a party. We always celebrate after a successful mission—seeing as we hardly get any nowadays. Do you want to come?”


“Sure, but…how do I get down to the courtyard?”


“Err…It’ll take to long to explain, hang on,” said Rinos.


He then jumped up onto the side of the building and began scaling it to reach where Gerda stood. Gerda was impressed; it was nearly three stories high from where she was. The brown Nyarl crawled over the railing and stood in front of Gerda, without any visible sign of fatigue from his climbing.


“Okay,” he said walking towards Gerda with outstretched arms. “I’m going to carry you while I jump down into the courtyard. Are you afraid of heights?”

“EEK! YES!”


Rinos rolled his eyes and sighed, putting up his arms in resignment. “Alright, fine, we’ll take the long way down.”


He grabbed Gerda, scooped her up into his arms, and began running down the hall. They made their way down several flights of stairs and several hallways, before exiting through a set of doors to find themselves in the courtyard.


“You alright, Miss Gerda?” said Rinos as he set her down.

“That…was…AWESOME!”


“Thank you,” said Rinos as he gave a comical bow with a flourish.


They both walked over to Kaylap and resumed the walk to the barracks. Gerda found the barracks to be a large building ablaze with lights and music. From outside, Gerda could sense that a serious party was taking place within. Entering the building, Gerda saw hundreds of Nyarl men, many of which had come from the same platoon that rescued her and Sherifa. Potus, a black and white Nyarl, strode forward to greet them with a bottle of wine in his hands.


“Hello, all,” he said. “Glad you could all make it, especially you, Miss Gerda!”


“Thanks,” Gerda replied. “Where are Hazibel and Winrick?”


“Eh, they’re around here somewhere. Come on in, everyone, and have some fun, mingle!”


Gerda and the others did just that. Rinos decided to stay close to Gerda, in case some of the men got too familiar with her. They found Hazibel sitting at a table, smoking a pipe and playing cards with four other Nyarl.


“Ah, Miss Gerda, you’re here!” he said. “Are you enjoying yourself?”


“Yes, thank you.”


“Smoking’s bad for you, Hazibel.” Rinos said with a smile.


“Shut up, Rinos,” Hazibel growled. “Enjoy the party, Gerda.”


Then, a green-furred Nyarl walked up to Hazibel and whispered something in his ear.


“Out of spiced malt beer AGAIN?” he hissed as he banged the table with his fist. “Damn it! Those idiots in Platoon Five must’ve drunk it all!”

“What’s wrong, Hazibel?” asked Rinos.


“We’re out of spiced malt beer, and without it I can’t get these idiots to fall asleep. And if they don’t fall asleep, they’ll all do something stupid, and Captain Reed’s gonna blame me for it.”


“Go find the other lieutenants and bring them to me, and DON’T let anyone know that the beer’s not coming.”


The green Nyarl gave a short salute and ran off. Hazibel grumbled and continued to play cards. Gerda felt bad to see Hazibel in such a bind. But, wait; there was something that she could do!


“Hazibel,” she said.


“Yes, Miss Gerda?”


“Listen up, I have a plan.”


There was a small crowd in front of a door in the barracks. The alcohol had run out, and the partygoers wanted more to drink. Rinos and Winrick were brandishing spears at them in an effort to hold them at bay. Drunk and angry Nyarl men were not to be taken lightly.

“Stay back, all of you,” growled Winrick. He had already given several Nyarl men several raps with his weapon. “Lieutenant Hazibel will be out in just a minute!”


They looked back as they heard the door opening behind them. Hazibel stepped out with a smile on his face.


“Get inside boys,” he said to Winrick and Rinos; the two nodded and left the room. “Attention, men, listen up!”


“WHERE’S OUR BEER?”


“YEAH, COME ON, THE NIGHT’S STILL YOUNG!”


“SHUT UP!” bellowed Hazibel. “Now, men, the drinks are ready, we just took so long because there were so many barrels. Now…enjoy!”


At that moment the door opened, and from it emerged Potus and Kaylap, each of them rolling out an enormous cask before them. They wheeled the casks over to the wall and ordered the others to stand in line. One by one, the Nyarl men filled their flagons and the party slowly resumed. After a while, the Nyarl men could be heard marveling at this delicious new beverage.

“Hey, great stuff, Hazibel!”


“Boy, this tastes good!”


“Three cheers for Lieutenant Hazibel!”


Hazibel smiled and waved as he basked in the adulation of his men. He then retreated back into the room from which he had emerged from and locked the door behind him. Inside the dimly lit room, Gerda was bent down on all fours, nude, and lactating. There were two large hoses that were attached to her nipples. The hoses ran over into the opening of two large casks, which were being monitored by Rinos and Winrick.

“How are you holding up, Gerda?” Hazibel asked.


“Fine; I needed to get rid of this milk so badly!”


“Well, at least you’re putting it to good use. How’s it going, boys?”


“Great, Hazibel,” replied Winrick. “It’s amazing; they’re almost full already!”


Kaylap stuck his head into the room through a crack in the door. “Hey, guys, they’re already done with the two casks, and they want some more. This milk tastes great!”


“Good,” growled Hazibel. “Bring those casks back in here and we’ll fill them back up.” He turned to Rinos and Winrick, “You two, get ready to wheel your casks out of here.”

“Sure thing, boss,” said Rinos.


“Gerda,” Hazibel said with a smile. “That was a great idea. You really…Gerda?”


Gerda was whimpering as her face reddened and her she began to moan.


“Gerda, what’s wrong?”


“Bigger hoses…now!”


Hazibel recoiled as the hoses popped off of Gerda’s tits. She began clutching at her breasts in an effort to prepare herself for the growth that they would soon undergo. She felt them beginning to grow larger and heavier in her grip. The three Nyarl looked on as she began to change. She released her grip on her chest and fell forward, trying to soothe them on the cool floor. Why did her body have to heat up every time that this happened?

Her tits began to grow bulbous, swelling up from underneath her as they made contact with the floor. She felt her skin become tight in order to allow more growth for her breasts. The inflated orbs glistened with Gerda’s sweat as she rested atop them; Hazibel wondered if they might explode altogether.


“W-what’s going on?” he cried.


He then watched as each nipple emerged from underneath the rapidly swelling breasts with a squishy, wet sound. The both of them looked as big as candlesticks, and upon contact with the open air, the began spewing milk so hard that it knocked both Winrick and Rinos - who were both clear across the room—off of their feet. The two gave a yelp as they tumbled over, making Hazibel furrow his brow in worry.

“Sweet Lion of Zion, what am I gonna do with now?!? There’s no way that we can collect all of this milk with hoses.”


“I’m on it, sir,” said Rinos.


Rinos pointed his finger at Gerda’s breasts and began muttering something rapidly under his breath. At once, the milk on the floor rose into the air, simply floating there like some liquid cloud.

“Good thinking, Rinos!” Hazibel said as he and the others shook the milk off of their fur. The door creaked open and Potus and Kaylap returned with the recently emptied casks.


“The milk’s all done, and the boys still want more,” said Kaylap, before he and Potus noticed the naked girl and her giant breasts. The two then shifted their attention to the milk hanging in mid air. “Er…did we miss something?”


“Don’t worry about it,” said Hazibel. “You two go and refill those casks. Rinos, Winrick, take the full casks out.”

All four of the Nyarl obeyed; Rinos and Winrick took out the full casks, while Potus and Kaylap grabbed some buckets and used them to collect the milk in the air, later depositing it inside the empty casks and taking them outside when they were full.

Hazibel walked over to Gerda, “Are you alright, Gerda?”


“I’m fine,” she replied.


“So…how long have you been…?”


Gerda rolled her eyes; she was getting tired of telling this story. She told the three Nyarl her story: Old Carmelita, the magic potion, the betrayal of that bitch Kaley, the sale of her milk, and her betrayal and short-lived slavery.


“What a riveting story!” said Kaylap as he and other Nyarl men applauded.


“Thanks; it’s all very true.”

“Is there anything that we can do for you?”


“Well, it’s so hot. I could use a glass of water.”


Hazibel grabbed a bottle of apple cider and fed some of it to her. Gerda found the drink to be cool and refreshing, and asked him to pour some on her head and neck, in order to cool herself down.

“Oh, Hazibel,” she said as she rubbed her face against his thigh. “That feels so good.”


“Umm…Gerda, I…”


“And your fur is so soft and cool!”


Hazibel tried to keep a modicum of restraint, but it was all to no avail. The smell of Gerda’s body, the feel of her face brushing against his fur - it was all too much! Gerda soon found herself face-to-face with an erect Nyarl penis.

“Oh, my!” Gerda exclaimed. “I forgot how big you Nyarl guys are!”

She grinned and began to playfully lick the tip of his dick. Hazibel purred in excitement, his tail swishing in delight. Her tongue was so delicate, and the sight of her bare, sweaty human skin was strangely arousing.


“You may want to hold my head, or something,” Gerda said.


“Prrrrr…why?”


She suddenly took his entire rod into her mouth and began bobbing her head along its length. He let out a yowl as he instinctively clenched his fists. This all felt so very good.


“Erm, Captain?” asked Potus, as he and Kaylap watched in shock as Hazibel ripped off his loincloth and threw it aside. “What’s going on?”

“NOTHING! BACK TO WORK!”


The two resumed their filling of the casks, leaving Hazibel to receive his blowjob. Gerda moaned and gagged audibly as she sucked his cock. She hadn’t had one this big since leaving Lakshmi. Well, technically, at the time in question, it wasn’t a cock, but that didn’t matter right now. Hazibel’s mind ran wild as he felt himself poking at the back of Gerda’s throat repeatedly. The other two Nyarl men took their casks out of the room, still transfixed by the wonderful sight.

“That’s it, Gerda…rrrawl! Man, you give head as good as our women.”


Gerda only winked as she looked up at him with her big, beautiful eyes. They both looked at the door as Rinos and Winrick entered with their empty casks. They said nothing, having already been appraised of the situation by Kaylap. They merely grabbed the buckets and set themselves to the task of getting more milk.


Gerda felt her jaw getting sore; she’d been sucking Hazibel for almost an hour. She then vaguely remembered a past conversation with Sherifa, in which she said that Nyarl men have stamina far superior to that of humans. She once boasted that in the past, she and Davion had both made love for 12 hours. She too had sex with him before, but that during time he had been significantly weakened during his captivity in Lakshmi. Was she truly ready for sex with a genuinely robust Nyarl male?

At last, she could see Hazibel beginning to succumb to the pleasure of fellatio. Gerda saw his claws emerge from the tips of his fingers, and felt them as he began combing her hair with them. It all felt kind of good. His purring grew more intense, bordering on growling, and he soon began yelping.


“Damn, Gerda, you’re gonna make me cum…RAWRRR!”


Gerda nodded and grunted as she continued, feeling drops of hot pre-cum running down her throat. Hazibel let out a series of roars, which startled Gerda just a little bit. She could feel his madly swishing tail blowing air into her face. Undeterred, she increased the intensity of the blowjob. Unable to hold out any longer, his dick discharged a thick stream of semen into Gerda’s mouth.

There was so much! It ran down her throat, and filled her mouth, making her cheeks balloon like a puffer fish. Jets of cum began squirting from between Gerda’s lips, prompting Hazibel to pull out. Gerda spat the excess cum on the floor, breathing heavily and trying to swallow the rest. Hazibel’s cock made a few more spurts all over her face.

“YOW! That was great!”


“Mmhmm,” Gerda agreed as she wiped the cum towards her mouth.


“Thanks, Gerda,” Hazibel said as he helped wipe her face. She looked so beautiful with her red, moist eyes, with the mascara blotched under them. Human girls sure were fun. He turned around to see Rinos and Winrick quickly turn away and plug the now full casks.


“Um, we’ll be heading out, Hazibel,” Rinos said flatly.


“Hold on, Rinos,” said Hazibel. “Before you guys head out, I need you to cast a Contraceptive Charm of Gerda here.”


“Um, sure, no problem.” Rinos walked over to where Gerda was, with a noticeable bulge protruding from his loincloth. He got behind her, bent over, and reached down underneath her to touch her stomach with both hands. He spoke in an Ancient Nyarl language that was now extinct and it made him sound like a wet cat trying to give a speech. Gerda then felt her belly suddenly grow hot, and then it felt normal again. Rinos then walked over to her side, knelt down, and nodded upon finding what he had been looking for: a tattoo of a diamond within a diamond, right above her pubes.

“All done, Hazibel,” said Rinos, getting to his feet.


“Very good, you better get going,” Hazibel replied as he walked behind Gerda.

Rinos and Winrick grabbed the casks and exited the room, leaving Gerda and Hazibel all alone. Hazibel purred as he knelt down and examined Gerda’s moist pussy.


“So beautiful.”


He buried his muzzle into Gerda’s crotch and began to lap at her juices. Gerda squealed and laughed as she felt Hazibel lick her pussy. It wasn’t just his furry mouth and whiskers; it was also his abrasive tongue. It was almost as if he was going to lick her pussy lips clean off. Hazibel, finding himself contented on her cum, then decided to use the tip of his tongue to tease her clit. 


Gerda’s laughs subsided at once, instantly turning into moans, and Hazibel’s whiskers could sense her body shivering with pleasure. She was ready now. He stood up and placed his paws on her hips. Feeling his grip, she waved her ass seductively, inviting him to violate her body. 

Hazibel held her still, and rammed his hard cock into her pussy. Gerda grunted madly as he fucked her; being with a Nyarl this way was simply indescribable. His dick was nothing like Ashanta’s, it so hard and smooth, like it had been sculpted from some kind of rock! Yes, a rock cock!

“Oh, fuck me!” Gerda cried. “Give me more of that rock cock!”


Hazibel yelped happily as he continued. He looked upwards to see the air still being filled with Gerda’s milk. The two gelatinous breasts still had plenty of it to give. Hazibel could even see them from behind, and they looked like two giant pumpkins. This girl sure was something else.

They both moaned as Hazibel’s cock grew bigger inside of her. He bent down and began licking her back. Gerda was impressed; she didn’t think that he could be so erotic. It was almost like he was fucking her and bathing her at the same time. Any more of this and she knew that she’d cum.


“Oh, Hazibel, I love you!”

“No, you don’t,” he chuckled. “You’re simply going mad from the pleasure of my dick. Relax, Miss Gerda, and enjoy it.”


“O-okay. OH!”


Hazibel began stirring his dick around inside of her pussy. She’d certainly never felt someone do this to her. These Nyarl men certainly knew how to work a girl. If that wasn’t all, he let go of her hips, bent forward slightly so that he was resting of top of her, and began rubbing her tummy.


“Wha-what are you doing?”


“It’s something that my kind does to turn each other on. Is it weird?”


“No, it’s kind of kinky - I like it, don’t stop, please.”


These simple words only made Hazibel all the more aroused. Instead of fucking her fast, he opted to do a series of slower, yet harder, thrusts.

“Ooh…ooh…ooh…ooh…Hazibel-ooh…keep going!”


Hazibel later resumed his standing position, and the former movements. Gerda could feel herself nearing her limit.


“Hazibel, I’m gonna cum…gonna cum…”

“Alright,” he replied, although he himself was far from reaching climax. “We’ll do it together.”

“Oh, thank you….AAAH!”


Gerda started thrashing around wildly. Hazibel could feel the cum beginning to well up inside of her. Looking forward, he could see Gerda’s nipples dancing wildly, for they too were ready for release. Just by touching her body, Hazibel could sense the exact time that she would climax. Right about…

“NOW!” he screamed.


“OH, MY PUSSY! I’M CUMMING!”

Hazibel let forth his creamy discharge into her gushing vagina. Gerda could feel Hazibel’s jizz filling her belly. The amount of it was so great, that Gerda’ stomach puffed out slightly. Hazibel pulled out of Gerda as they both panted, trying to catch their breath. I could go for hours with her, he thought to himself.

At that moment, the other four Nyarl walked into the room. All of their eyes were fixed on Gerda, who was still breathing heavily, which made her gargantuan teats heave as if they contained entire oceans of milk. Hazibel could see their faces full of amazement and lust, as they licked their lips. Finally, Winrick broke the silence.


“Good news, Hazibel, all the men are asleep. The plan was a success.”


“Well done,” said Hazibel. “Why aren’t you guys asleep. Aren’t you men tired?”

“Oh, no, sir,” said Kaylap with a devious smile. “We all were all worried about Gerda.” He then walked over and rubbed at Gerda’s oversized tit. “Very worried, indeed.”


“Oh, you Nyarl are something else.” Gerda said with a smile. “Come here, all of you; give me your dicks!”


“SWEET!” Potus cheered as he and the other Nyarl whipped off their loincloths and ran towards her. Hazibel reinserted himself and continued rutting the horny girl.

Kaylap, being the closest, beat the others in sticking his hard dick into Gerda’s waiting mouth. She sucked his cock gratefully, relishing its taste. For some reason, Nyarl penis tasted so clean; it was a weird thing to say, but that’s the only word that came to mind. Potus and Winrick stood on either side of her, grabbed one of her hands, and brought it to their dicks. Feeling their erections, Gerda understood what they wanted, and began stroking their cocks as the lust began to wash over them.


Rinos, unsure of what to do at first, finally settled on attending to Gerda’s phallic-looking nipples, which had decreased their issue of milk, but still produced it nonetheless. Gerda relished the feel of Rinos’ sandpaper-like tongue rubbing against her sensitive nipples; it was enough to make the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. The mere stimulation was enough to make the tiny milk ducts resume their dispensation of the creamy nectar that they had been spewing for hours. As Rinos continued to drink, the tip of his cock pressed up against Gerda’s breast, tracing lines of semen across her warm skin. All of them moaned as rivers of semen, saliva, milk, and sweat began flowing between them.

Hazibel could feel the pain mounting in his balls. Soon he would experience the blissful feeling that came upon sweet release. Since Rinos had cast the Charm on Gerda’s womb, there would be no fear of her getting pregnant. He was far from ready for starting a family, much less one with a human girl. With a roar, he blasted his cum forward into the girl’s hungry snatch.

The noise was enough to shake the other Nyarl from their respective reveries. Hazibel chuckled as he panted and pulled himself out of Gerda.


“You alright, Hazibel?” asked Potus, who was barely cognizant, due to the pleasurable hand job that he was receiving.

“Yeah,” he replied. “You want to switch with me?”


“Do I?” Potus said with a smile. Hearing what was going on, Gerda relinquished her grip on Potus’ cock, allowing him to exchange places with Hazibel. Immediately upon grabbing him, Gerda squealed as Hazibel’s dick squirted out some lingering cum from their last exertion. She could feel it running down her face. She began rubbing her thighs together, anxious for when Potus would rape her senseless.


“Boy,” said Potus, looking at Gerda’s oozing cunt. “You sure did cum a lot, Hazibel. I’m a man of finer tastes, so…I think I’ll take her ass.”


Gerda moaned in approval, as she felt Potus put his paws on her backside. Taking into account the size of his cock in relation to Gerda’s anus, he decided to go in slowly. Gerda whimpered in delight as she felt the head pop inside of her, and gradually, the entire thing. Potus slowly pulled himself back, enjoying the feel of her ass muscles along his dick, and then slowly pushed forward again. Steadily, he repeated this at a much faster tempo.

Kaylap, unable to withstand to skill of Gerda’s tongue any longer, blew his load down her ravenous throat. Gerda gulped audibly as she swallowed Kaylap’s semen. After he pulled himself from her mouth, she coughed and moaned in an effort to fully ingest the remnants. However, he was far from done, and blasted Gerda’s face with his leftover seed. Gerda squealed as the hot, sticky liquid flew into her nose and eyes.

“Oh, man, Miss Gerda,” he said as he grabbed at his crotch. “You have a tongue that could make me speak in tongues!”


“Blah….thanks, Kaylap…mmm, yummy cummy!”


“Oh, you sure love the cock, don’t you?”

“Mmmhmm!” Gerda nodded.

“Hey, Kaylap,” said Winrick. “Why don’t you trade places with me? I’d love some of that head that she’s giving.”

“Sure; I could use a break.”


The two exchanged places, but Winrick when put his cock to Gerda’s face, she didn’t swallow it.


“Hey, what’s the matter, Miss Gerda?”


“I need to catch my breath for a minute.”


“Okay,” smiled Winrick as he rubbed it against her cheek. “But don’t take too long.”


Gerda, unable to resist, opted to lick it while she caught her breath. Winrick yelped in glee; this was better than nothing. The entire night seemed to go by in a maelstrom of sex. Gerda was continuously ravaged and pelted with cum all over her body. The Nyarl each had their fill of her holes and her breasts. 


At last, they when they were done, they were sprawled out on the floor sleeping; the men full of milk and Gerda full of Nyarl spunk. Gerda’s tits had been drained to their normal size, and she was cuddled up in the warmth of Nyarl fur. Hazibel and Rinos were the first to awaken, and peeked outside of the room to see the state of the other Nyarl in the barracks. The sun wasn’t up, and the men were still passed out amidst the remnants of the party.

“Good,” whispered Hazibel. “They’re still asleep. Rinos, I want you to take Gerda back to her room.”


“You got it.”


Rinos quickly clothed himself and Gerda, scooped her into his arms, and ran out of the building. It was twilight outside, and only a select few were awake at this hour. He encountered some guards, but luckily they were all friends of his, and didn’t bother to ask what he was doing. Bounding up the several flights of stairs, and through the halls, he entered Gerda’s bedroom and placed her on the bed. He looked down at her face, which was still streaked with flecks of dried cum, along with the rest of her body.

“I think that you may be the one,” he whispered.


With that, he ran out of her room, into the hall, and jumped off of one of the balconies. He didn’t run in the direction of the barracks, but in the opposite direction. He was headed for the Temple.


Gerda was strolling through a busy marketplace in the Nyarl city. She had a spring in her step; the sun was shining, the weather was perfect, and many of the Nyarl were staring at her. She wore only a loincloth like the other Nyarl, but also a pair of sandals, for her human feet lacked the padding of her hosts, which was useful when traversing the city and the jungle that surrounded it. Like the Nyarl women, Gerda was topless, letting her fulsome breasts hang out in the open air.

Gerda was admiring some handcrafted Nyarl jewelry and artwork, while dozens of Nyarl children were crowding around her, gawking at the strange, hairless, two-breasted creature that walked among them. Gerda giggled as they felt her legs and lower body, examining her like some rare specimen. She even noticed the Nyarl merchants eyeing her with hungry eyes. She paid the merchant, put her goods into her basket, and walked away. Luckily some of the mothers of her underage entourage came to claim their children.


After spending some time enjoying the city life, she decided to head back to the palace. Along the way, she spotted many of the Nyarl women feeding their children out in the open. Gerda found the sight of the six-breasted creatures feeding their young somewhat arousing. It was enough to make her nipples stiffen slightly. However, her two breasts were currently enough for her to deal with at the moment.

Gerda entered the palace, saying hello to all she passed. She sure was in the mood for a good milking. Perhaps she’d go down to the barracks, find one of her Nyarl friends, and have them attend to her needs. Ever since that party, she’d been more horny than usual. She decided that once she reached her room, she’d have a bath, something to eat, and then a good milking.


She opened the door to her room, finding that it was already occupied. Inside the room were Rinos, three other Nyarl wearing white robes, and Minister Orp. Gerda was taken aback by the visitors, and simply stood in the doorway with an expression of shock on her face.

“I’m sorry to have startled you, Gerda,” said Orp. “But we needed to talk to you as soon as possible.”


“What’s going on? Is something wrong?”


“No, of course not. Don’t worry; you’re not in any kind of trouble. We just wanted to ask you some questions. Please, sit.”


Gerda entered the room warily, and sat down in an armchair. It was somewhat awkward, both the silence and the Nyarl staring at her. Once again, Minister Orp spoke, in an attempt to break the silence.

“Gerda, I’m going to get straight to the point: we’re here because Rinos told us about your…ability.”


“My ability?”


“We’re referring to your breasts,” said Orp with a slight look of discomfort. Gerda could not help but be amused. Here was a man who lived in a society of topless females, and he was ashamed to say the word ‘breasts’.


“You mean, about how they grow and lactate?”


“Yes, it certainly is amazing. I was skeptical about it at first, when Rinos told me.”


“Rinos?” Gerda said, looking over at the Nyarl.


“Yeah,” Rinos said with a sheepish smile. “Sorry to put you on the spot like this, but after last night, I had to tell the Minister all about your ability, and the unique story of how you obtained it.”


“You say that you took a potion that made this happen?” asked Orp.

“Yes, I did.”


“Was there anything unique about it?”


“Well, it was pink, it smelled like apple pie, and after I drank it I fell asleep.”


“Hmm, anything else?”


“No, not really.”


“What about the container that it came in, was there anything special about it?”


“Well, there was some strange writing on it, but I couldn’t understand what it said. The woman who I got it from said that it meant, ‘drink this, and be desired by all’.”


Orp merely rubbed his chin, and then snapped his fingers. At that moment, one of the three, robed Nyarl produced a scroll from within his robes and handed it to Orp.

“Did the writing look like this?” he said as he handed the scroll to Gerda.


Gerda opened the scroll and saw rows of strange symbols written upon it. Looking on it for only a few seconds made something light up in the dark recesses of her mind. “Yes, this is it!”

The three Nyarl began chattering excitedly, and Rinos let out a gasp. Orp raised his hand to command silence.


“Are you sure?” he asked tremulously.


“Yes, I am. But, what’s going on?”


Orp snapped his fingers, and one of the other robed Nyarl produced a book from within his robes. He walked over and with a bow, he handed it to Orp. Orp opened the book and beckoned Gerda to sit next to him.


“You see, Gerda,” said Orp as he sat down. “Long ago, when Nyarl and humans walked amongst each other, there was Amalthea.” He turned the page to show an illustration of a naked woman with a halo on her head, and gigantic breasts. Out of her breasts came tiny rivers what looked like milk.

“She was a goddess, the patron goddess of beauty, fertility, the harvest, and love,” Orp said as he continued flipping through the pages. “Though she was worshipped by all peoples, she considered the Nyarl to be her chosen people. She lived in a giant temple, in the middle of a great city, which we built in her honor. The city was the greatest one on the planet; people came from all over to bask in its glory.


“She would walk daily through the city, healing the sick, blessing the people, and tending to the pleas of all who needed her. At the end of the week, she would sit in her temple, and spend the entire day making milk for our people to drink.”


Gerda looked down at the woman in the book, sitting on a pedestal, with her giant breasts gushing out milk. She could see a resemblance of herself in this picture.


“So, what happened to her?” asked Gerda.


“Well,” said Orp. “That is open to interpretation. As she was the most beautiful woman in existence, many rulers of the kingdoms of this planet soon craved to have them all to themselves. They all made different overtures: some offered her wealth, others offered to build her numerous, larger temples, and others offered her cities…even continents! But, in the end, she refused them all.”

“I’m guess that they didn’t take that news very well.”


“Correct. One day, massive armies from every nation started showing up at her city, each of them demanding that she come back with them.”


“As if mere mortals could demand anything of a goddess.” scoffed Rinos.


“True,” agreed Orp. “So, unable to sway her will, they shifted the blame to us, accusing of hoarding Amalthea all to ourselves. Thus began a long an arduous war. Amalthea, appalled at how mortals had abused her gift, told them that she was leaving the mortal realm for good, and would only return when all creatures had achieved harmony among themselves; having said that, she disappeared into the sky.”


“And realizing that she was gone, the Nyarl left the great city, and scattered across the world.” Rinos said. “We’ve made numerous attempts throughout the ages to reconcile with other nations, but they’re too blind and stupid.”

“Thus, she may never return,” said Orp.


“So,” Gerda began. “What’s your point? You think that I’m this Amalthea?”


“It’s possible, yes,” said Orp. “If not, then her reincarnation or avatar. We have a method of finding out if you are.” He stood to his feet, “Will you come with us?”


Gerda nodded, and accompanied the Nyarl out of the room and out of the Palace. Minister Orp walked in front, followed by two of the robed Nyarl, followed by Gerda and Rinos, who were followed by the last robed Nyarl. She could feel the milk building up inside her tits, and thought to herself that she would able to hold it in for another two hours.


“Sorry, again, for getting you mixed up in this,” Rinos said to her.


“It’s alright.” Gerda said with a smile. “So, how are you so chummy with the Minister?”


“Before joining the Chief’s Army, I was schooled in the Temple. That’s where I learned magic, and that’s where we’re headed. I’m really excited to see if you’re really an incarnation of Amalthea.”


“But, what if I’m not?”


“Then, it’s all good, and we’ll go out for a drink afterwards.”


“Sounds good to me,” said Gerda as she grabbed Rinos’ arm. Rinos smiled as she brushed her face against his fur.


They came upon the Temple, which was quite a sight in Gerda’s eyes. It was a massive, fortress-like complex, with a single tower in the middle. It was nearly as big as the Palace, only it didn’t have many of its more luxurious components. The group was being led up a long staircase in the tower. When they reached the end of the staircase, they came upon a doorway.

“This room is very sacred,” said Orp as he pulled out a key from the pocket of his loincloth. “It contains ancient relics that are connected to Amalthea.”


He unlocked the door and let everyone enter. It was a vast, circular room, with a giant pillar that stood on one end of it. Atop the pillar was a large blue diamond, at least the size of Gerda’s head. In front of the pillar was a window that had the blinds pulled over it. What Gerda found most noticeable about the room was that floor gradually sloped down to the middle of the room, where there was a hole that was covered with a golden grate. The hole was big, yet too small for a person to fit into.

“Gerda,” said Orp. “Follow me.”


He led her over toward the side of the room that was opposite of the pillar. Past the drain was a circle that had been drawn on the floor. Orp set down a cushion inside the circle and told Gerda to kneel down on it. As she knelt, Orp walked over to the other side of the room and stood by the window.

“You see this crystal, Gerda?” Orp asked as he pointed up at the diamond on the top of the pillar. “It is the oldest artifact among our people. Legends say that it was created by the Gods. Whenever it shone on her, it made her lactate; it may do the same to you, Gerda. Are you ready?”

Gerda nodded, and Orp reached over and pulled the drawstring that parted the curtains. The sunlight came streaming through the window, and illuminated both the room and the crystal. Thanks to the sun, a beam of blue light radiated towards Gerda. When it hit her, she found herself being bathed in its warm glow. She felt awkward just kneeling there, with the others watching her like this.

“Um, nothing’s happening,” Gerda said. “Maybe, I...AH!”


Gerda felt her body suddenly become hot, like someone had just lit a stove underneath her body. If that wasn’t enough, she became aware of a certain pressure in her breasts. It was like the milk inside had suddenly become too much for her to bear. She clutched at her aching teats, trying to assuage the pain, but it was no use.

Her boobs became firm and taut under her, as if they were being called to attention. They no longer hung gracefully from Gerda’s front, but rather, bulged forward like two ripe melons. Rinos, Orp, and the other Nyarl looked on in fascination as Gerda’s tits began to expand before their eyes. Gerda was surprised too; this was happening at a much faster rate than ever before. Was it all because of that crystal?

Her udders became weighted as they grew, forcing Gerda onto all fours once again. They dangled under her as they slowly expanded down towards the ground. Her red hot nipples began squirting out milk, despite Gerda’s futile effort in trying to hold the milk in. It was like trying to stop an oncoming wave with only her bare hands.

“It’s no use, Gerda!” Rinos called. “Just let it all out!”


“Right,” said Orp. “That’s what that drain in the middle of the floor is for!”


Gerda winced as her droopy orbs finally made contact with the ground in mere seconds. She looked up to see her nipples, which were dark red sausages jutting out from coaster-sized areolas. Oh, how she wanted someone to put ice on her sore, hot knobs. Unable to hold out any longer, she let out both a scream and her milk. Fortunately, her nipples were pointing downward to the floor, and the milk began running in streams towards the drain in the middle of the room.

Orp commanded one of his servants to go down to the basement of the tower, where the milk was being collected. He commanded another to tell Chief Tarak the news. Amalthea had returned to bless the Nyarl race once again.

Rinos ran down to the basement, which was a circular room that surrounded on all sides by several large, glass vats. On the ceiling was a pipe that branched off to connect to the tops of each and every vat. They were all being filled with the milk that came from the topmost room of the tower, in which Gerda was lactating profusely. Rinos and the other Nyarl were watching as the levels of each vat steadily rose.

“What’s that guck in the milk?” asked Rinos.


“That’s the filth that’s been collecting in the pipes and vats. This is the first time that they’ve been used since the tower’s construction.”


Rinos sighed. “We’ll have to dump out this milk and pour hot water and soap down these pipes to clean them out; soon they’ll be use.”


“Yes, it is a shame to have to throw out this milk, but after the pipes have been cleaned, we’ll be enjoying it to the fullest.”


Rinos nodded and smiled, and the two men continued to watch the levels rise. For now, they were contented to wait and see how much milk Gerda would make. After that, they’d discard this contaminated milk, rinse out the storage system, and refill them again. Soon, all the inhabitants of the city would soon be able to enjoy Gerda’s gift.
