The Lusty Cow, Part 6


Within three days, the entire platoon was ready to head to Brust. They had decided to travel by land – which Nyarl preferred – and would reach there in about two weeks. Through the use of magic, they moved inconspicuously through the land. Any human that saw them would just shrug, as if the Nyarl something common to be seen. Gerda was grateful that the Nyarl had so much energy in order to cover ground quickly; they were moving right on schedule.


Gerda wasn’t really sure on how they would get revenge on Kaley, but the long trip would give her ample time to think. She had already eliminated killing her; death was too good for Kaley, she needed to be humiliated. Then, it came at last: Gerda would give her a taste of her own medicine. Gerda would turn her into a sex slave, just like she had tried to do to her. They’d go in, kidnap her, and take her back to the Nyarl city, where she’d be raped around the clock.


As they entered the country of Honigbaum, Gerda’s plan became more refined. She hadn’t told the others - not that she needed to. The men followed her blindly. She could’ve told them to turn back, without achieving their objective, and they still would’ve loved her. But still, she was determined to make the trip worthwhile.


Arriving in the forest that was northwest of Gerda’s village, the men set up camp. When they had finished, Gerda arranged for two small, separate groups to go scouting. One would go to the village, and the other would go to the manor that she and Kaley had lived in before her capture. Inside a lavish tent, Gerda and her five Nyarl confidants discussed their plan.


“Okay,” Gerda said. “Tomorrow, we’ll go into town, find out all we can about Kaley, and wait until we have all the information we need for a concrete plan.”


“Agreed,” said Hazibel. “Rinos and I will go with Gerda.”


It was then that two Nyarl entered the tent and bowed low in front of Gerda; they were from the group she had sent out to spy on Kaley’s house.


“Rise,” Gerda said. “What news do you bring?”


“Goddess, the one you call ‘Kaley’ does not live in the house that you sent us to. An old man and his family live there now.”


Gerda was perplexed. Where the hell did she go?


“Very well,” she said. “You’re excused.”


The two Nyarl quickly exited the tent.


“What now?” Potus said.


“I say that we wait for the other group, and then decide on what to do next,” Rinos decreed.


Everyone else voiced their agreement. They waited until the other group came back. When they did, two Nyarl came back with unreadable expressions.


“What’s going on, boys?” asked Winrick.


“Well,” said the first Nyarl, who had yellowish fur. “The town is not the quaint little village that the goddess described – it’s more of a slum. There’s a side of town that’s more terrible than the other, it has a brothel. There’s crime, strumpets on the corner, and little-to-no law enforcement.”


“However,” said the other Nyarl, who had brown and white fur. “We did find the person you requested at the address you provided.”


Gerda smiled, “That’s wonderful news, thank you. You may go.”


The two Nyarl smiled, bowed and exited the tent.


“So,” Hazibel said. “I guess we’ll go to this person, find out what we need to know, and take it from there. Is that okay with you, Gerda?”


“Yeah,” she said. “But, to do that, you guys will need to look more…human.” The other Nyarl looked at each other in mild discomfort. Gerda noticed this and asked, “Is something wrong?”


“Well,” Rinos said. “I can do human transformation spells in my sleep; it’s just that being human is just so uncomfortable.”


“Yeah,” said Potus. “I mean, you guys have baby teeth, the worst eyesight and hearing, tender skin, and no tails! What fun is that?” 

The other Nyarl could not help but stifle laughs at this assessment of the human race. Even Hazibel was fighting not to smile. “But, for you, Gerda, we’ll brave it all!”


Everyone laughed and applauded. Gerda smiled. It was nice to know that this tale of revenge still had a bit of comedy to it.


The next day, Rinos cast a spell to turn Winrick, Potus, and Kaylap into humans. In a matter of seconds, Gerda was looking at three tall, handsome, scantily-clad human men. Upon the loss of their feline tails, they fell onto the ground, unable to keep their balance. Gerda made them practice walking and running for a few days, until they were comfortable; it was like watching infants slowly learning how to walk. 


After finding some human clothes to wear and casting a spell to alter Gerda’s face, Gerda and her three companions set off for the village of Brust. They were greeted by two, surly guards who stood by the city. After using a minor spell to get by them, they entered the village. Even though the Nyarl had warned her that the town had changed for the worst, she was still amazed at how different everything looked. The Brust that she had known was a warm, cozy town of simple folk, but now, it had turned into a ghetto: there were drunken vagrants on the streets, homeless people, boarded-up houses and buildings, and shady people everywhere.


Everyone they passed stared at them as they walked through the city. Thankfully, no one tried to assail her – probably because of the size of her escorts. Many of the homeless approached them for money or food, and they used the gold and silver that they had brought from the Nyarl city to help them. At last, they reached the place that they had been looking for.


“Is this the house?” Kaylap asked.


“Yup,” said Gerda, as they walked up to the door. 


After they knocked, the peephole on the door slid open to reveal a pair of black, female eyes. “Who are you?” the voice said.


“Um, I’m Julie, and I’m looking for my cousin. You might know her,” Gerda said.


“I don’t know your cousin, get off my-”


“Her name was Gerda.”


The pair of eyes widened at the sound of the name. The peephole was slammed shut, and the door was flung open, revealing a thin young woman with short black hair.


“Are you Tabitha?” Gerda asked.


“Yes,” she said. “Who are they?” She eyed Gerda’s escorts warily.

“My brothers – Gerda’s cousins, too. May we come inside?”


“Yes, come in.”


The four followed Tabitha into the house, where she ushered them into her sitting room. “Would you like some drinks?” she asked.


“Anything is fine,” Gerda said.


Tabitha returned with a tray laden with a pot of tea, cups, and condiments, and sat down with them. Gerda was amazed; she had been gone from Brust for almost a year, but Tabitha looked as though she had aged ten years. Her face was worn, and she had bags under her eyes.


“So, you’re Gerda’s cousin?” Tabitha asked.


“Um, yes,” Gerda replied. “I was wondering if you knew what happened to her.”


“Well, she was here living with a friend – Kaley – do you know her?”


“Yes,” Gerda said, fighting back a surge of wrath.


“Well, it was the darndest thing. Gerda – and I know it’s going to sound weird – she started…lactating one day. I mean, one day her tits got so freaking huge, like the size of cows, and they made the most delicious milk. Anyways, she and Kaley started selling the milk – first to the village, and then to the King himself!”


“You don’t say!” Winrick exclaimed, trying his best to sound genuinely amazed.


“Yeah,” Tabitha said with a faint smile. “And thanks to the milk, this town changed for the better: money was coming in, the people were healthy, and everyone was happy. Then…one day…Gerda was kidnapped.”


Gerda’s jaw dropped open, “Kidnapped?”


“Yes,” Tabitha said. “Kaley said that she came home one day, only to find Gerda gone, and a note left by the kidnappers saying that our country didn’t deserve Gerda’s milk. Everyone was devastated.”


“What happened then?” asked Potus.


“Well, as expected, sorrow quickly turned to anger, and everyone was determined to find out who had taken Gerda. The King posted a reward for any information that led to her return, and he used his army to try and find her for six months. Unfortunately, she was never found.”


“I see,” Gerda said. “What about Kaley? Is she still around? I’d like to talk to her about Gerda.”


“Kaley hasn’t been living here for a while. Apparently, she had some of Gerda’s milk stockpiled, and after the manhunt for Gerda had ended, she gave half to the King and sold the remaining half. The King gave her a title: she’s now the Baroness Füchsin. She used to live in a big manor outside of town, but now, she lives in a mansion just west of here, near Huren.”


“What happened to this village? It used to be so nice,” Gerda said.


“The Mayor blew all the money on hiring sorcerers and chemists to try and replicate the milk – he even tried to find that witch that lives in the woods, but no one could find her; he bankrupted us. Eventually, the townspeople ran him out of town, but it wasn’t long before things...went bad. This town had only one way to make money, and that was to open up a brothel, and that led to the rampant crime.”


“I see,” Gerda said. “Um, do you remember a boy that used to live with them? His name was Billy?”


“Billy?” Tabitha asked. “Oh, yes. He moved away with Kaley, after she became a baroness; it’s possible that they got married, or something.  Haven’t seen them since.”


Gerda’s blood boiled. Kaley’s betrayal had not only hurt her, but the village that she had known and loved as a child. After thanking Tabitha for her time, they gave her a bag of gold, and departed. They returned to the woods, where they magically reverted to their former appearances. Thanks to Tabitha’s information, Gerda’s plan was beginning to reach some semblance of a final form.


“Okay,” Gerda said to her friends, within the confines of her tent. “We have three objectives: the first is to rid this town of crime; the second is to capture Kaley and punish her; and the third, is to form an alliance with the King of Honigbaum.” She pulled out a letter and handed it to Hazibel. “I want you to take some men, and this letter, to the King, along with some barrels of my milk.”


“Sure thing,” Hazibel said.


“I want you,” Gerda said, turning to Kaylap, “To take as many men as you need and monitor Kaley’s mansion - its west of here. I want you to find out her schedule, the layout of her mansion – everything.” She handed him a map of the area where Kaley lived.


“Got it,” Kaylap said.


“I want you guys to come with me,” she said, turning to Rinos and Potus. “There’s someone that I need to see. Winrick, while we’re gone, you’re in charge.”


Rinos and Potus were walking through a forest, following Gerda down a seldom-used path. They had both offered to carry her to her destination, in an effort to get to their destination faster, but she had declined, wishing to relish the sight of where she used to live. Emerging from the wood, they saw a house that sat upon a lonely hill.


“This place gives me the creeps,” mumbled Rinos, as the trio walked up the hill towards the house. “Who would live here?”


“Dunno,” replied Potus.


They watched as Gerda made her way to the door, preparing to knock.


“Come in, Gerda!”


Gerda smiled and rolled her eyes, opening the door. The two Nyarl followed in after her. Inside the house, they found a gentle, old woman sitting in an armchair in front of a fireplace and eating a sandwich.


“My, my,” the old woman said, with a sweet smile. “You certainly did get prettier, but you’ve still got those big honker feet.”


Gerda chuckled, tears streaming down her eyes. She swooped down and gave the woman a hug. “Oh, Old Carmelita, I’ve missed you!”


The woman’s eyes bulged as she chuckled and patted the weeping girl on her back. Rinos and Potus looked on with admiration at the sweet sight.


“It’s all right, child,” she said, as Gerda pulled away from her and wiped her own eyes. “Sit down.”


Gerda sniffled and took the seat nearest to Carmelita.


“Don’t your friends want to sit down as well?” Carmelita asked Gerda as she sipped her tea.


Gerda beckoned the Nyarl to come over and sit down, which they did.


“Help yourself to anything you like,” she told everyone, motioning to the coffee table that was laden with tea and sandwiches. “It’s been a while since I’ve seen a Nyarl.”


Rinos spat out his tea, and Potus almost choked on a bite of his sandwich. Gerda was amazed that Carmelita was so calm about the fact that two Nyarl were sitting inside of her house.


“Y-you,” Potus said. “You can see us for what we are?”


“Yes,” said Carmelita brightly.


“But – but, I cast a spell so that no one would register our appearance – I’ve done it a thousand times.”


“Yeah, well, I too am a practitioner of magic,” she said, putting down her food and lifting up her sleeve to reveal her upper arm. There was a strange tattoo upon it.


“A Zigga Zah Seal?!?” Rinos exclaimed. “They said that the art of making them was lost forever!”


“A what-what-what?” Gerda asked, confused.


“This seal,” said Carmelita, “shields me from any external magic. That’s why your spell of glamour didn’t work on me.”


“Lady, you are amazing.” Rinos said.


“Oh, stop it, you flatterer,” she said with a smile. “So, Gerda, why have you come to me once again, at so late an hour?”


Gerda recounted her strange journey to the elderly woman. Old Carmelita simply sat there and listened, seemingly unfazed by the bizarre tale.


“And so you’ve come back to-”


“-get revenge,” Gerda said.


“Well, it certainly explains a lot of things, especially the day that those people showed up.”


“What people?” Potus asked.


“One day, some blonde girl came here, asking about that potion I gave you – said she was a friend of yours.”


“Kaley,” Gerda said.


“That’s the one. I told her that I didn’t have any more, and then she started getting violent, so I sent her home. Not long after that, some men came out of the woods, looking for my house. They were saying something about finding a way to replicate something...milk, I think.”


“Yes. After I was captured, they tried to replicate my milk.”


“But now you’ve come back.”


“Yes,” said Gerda. “And I need your help to get revenge on Kaley. I want you to brew a potion that will make her experience what I’ve been through, and I want her to hate it and love it.”


“It’s been a while since I’ve brewed a potion,” Carmelita said. “I’m going to need some help...”


“Don’t worry,” said Rinos. “I’m an accomplished magician and potion brewer. I’ll help you.”


“Well,” said Old Carmelita, setting down her teacup and rising from her chair. “Let’s get stated, we have a long night ahead of us.”


The three of them were outside, behind the house, standing around a large cauldron that was sitting on a fire. The contents of the cauldron were boiling furiously. Old Carmelita was stirring the pot and chanting with Rinos, while Gerda and Potus tended the fire and fetched ingredients. They had already been outside for an hour.


“Now,” said Carmelita. “I need dragon scales to finish the base formula. Then, we can begin adding the key ingredients.”


Rinos opened a large jar, reached inside, and threw some dragon scales into the pot. After a few minutes, the potion turned milky white.


“Wonderful! Rinos, you really are a pro at making potions!”


Rinos beamed, “Lady, I like your style!”


“Now, we’ll need some of Gerda’s blood, to make her lactate profusely.” Gerda was handed a small knife. “Just a pinprick, dear.”


Gerda used the knife to cut her finger, putting it over the cauldron and letting a few drops fall into the brew. The potion turned bright pink.


“Great,” Rinos said, walking over and healing the cut. “What’s next, Gerda?”


“I want her to be horny as hell, so that she’ll crave sex like the lungs crave air.”


“Good,” Carmelita said. “Go get the rabbit ovaries.”


Potus came back with a large jar full of pickled rabbit ovaries, and handed the jar to Gerda.


“Now, then,” Carmelita said. “Just throw ten inside and-”


Everyone watched in horror as Gerda emptied the entire jar into the pot. The liquid then turned blood-red.


“Good,” she said as she threw the jar away. “What’s next?”


“I’ve got an idea!” Rinos exclaimed. He pulled out a clump of some of his loose fur and put it into the cauldron, turning it brown. “That’s for sexual endurance.”


The others continued adding ingredients, until the potion was the color of red wine. They bottled the potion and put the bottles into crates. Thanking Old Carmelita, they left her house and returned to the camp. 

A few hours later, Gerda and the others – with the exception of Hazibel, who was still on his way to the King - reported their respective progress to each other.


Kaylap spoke first, “Kaley’s mansion is, in my opinion, very poorly fortified. There are only a few sentries that patrol the grounds with guard dogs. We can take it very easily.”


“Good,” Gerda said. “Anything else?”


“Yes. We also discovered that Kaley is the one who is in charge of the brothel. She has hundreds of women and young girls working for her – some by choice, the others by force. The girls who have been forced to work there are kept locked up in the brothel while it is closed, where they are guarded by men who work for Kaley.”


“What about the ones who are there by choice?”


“They stay up at Kaley’s mansion.”


“So, we wait for the King’s men to show up, raid the brothel while it’s closed, and free the girls?” asked Winrick.


“That’s right,” Gerda said. “We’ll also round up all of the criminals in the town; I want them out. Then, we’ll move in on Kaley’s mansion.”


“Sounds good,” Rinos said.


While they waited for Hazibel to return, the Nyarl trained diligently in preparation for their upcoming task. They ran several scenarios, in order to ensure that during the raid no innocents would be hurt.


Gerda was sitting in front of her tent, having lunch with Winrick, when she heard someone shout, “They’re back!” Gerda and Winrick leapt to their feet, following the crowd to the front of the camp. There they saw Hazibel, his small group of Nyarl men, and a massive platoon of the King’s men, bearing his standard and flag. Hazibel walked towards Gerda, accompanied by a tall, broad-shouldered man wearing armor and a crown.


“Gerda,” Hazibel began. “May I present, King Lyle, Ruler of Honigbaum.”


Gerda and the others bowed before the King.


“Dearest Gerda,” the King Lyle said, with tears of happiness. “I have wanted to meet you for a long time. I was truly saddened when you disappeared from my country.”


“Thank you, Your Majesty.”


“Come, let us sit and talk.”


King Lyle ordered his troops to make camp alongside the Nyarl. Gerda, King Lyle, and the Nyarl lieutenants went inside of her tent, while Rinos stayed to see to the comfort of the King’s soldiers.


“I received your letter,” Lyle said, procuring it from within his armor. “And I must say that these requests are very strange.” He began to read from it, “You wish my help in expelling the brigands from your village, and to restore the village to its former glory?”


“Yes,” Gerda said. “This is your land, and we would never presume to execute justice without your consent.”


The King beamed. “Very well, that is granted. My men will be happy to aid you.” He moved on down the list, “Secondly, you wish for an alliance between the Nyarl and my country?”


“Yes,” Gerda said. “In my time with them, I have found them to be a brave, proud, and hospitable people. Our cultures have much that we could share with each other. They are ready and willing to form a lasting alliance with you, my king.”

“And it says here, that once we are allies, you’d like my assistance in forming ties with the other rulers. Is that true?”


“Yes.”


“Well, I could very easily arrange for a summit of all the rulers of the world…but there is one question…”


“Yes?” Gerda asked.


“Um…well…the price you’ve offered to pay for the completion of these tasks…were you candid about it?” he asked, with his eyes wandering shamelessly to Gerda’s chest.


Gerda smirked, “Yes, my king: a lifetime supply of my delicious milk, for you, and every ruler that consents to making a peaceful alliance with the Nyarl.”


The King’s mouth began to water, a goofy smile emerging on his face. “A-and, how am I…t-to trust this deal?”


“Well,” said Gerda, slipping off her top. “I’d like to give you … an advance…as a show of good faith. What do you say?”


The King’s eyes bulged. He leapt from his seat, and began crawling towards Gerda like a dog. The Nyarl were astonished at his pitiable behavior.

“P-please, Gerda. Anything for that sweet, savory nectar!” he cried.


“Of course, my king,” Gerda said, helping him to his feet. “Go out and tell your men to prepare to receive my milk. Tell them that if anyone makes any trouble, then I’ll withdraw my deal. Understand?”


The King gave a mad nod and ran outside. Instead of using Gerda’s ultimatum, he threatened death to anyone who made trouble while Gerda gave milk. The men did not need telling twice. Gerda had the lieutenants tell the Nyarl troops to also prepare for milk, and that they should do everything to get along with the human soldiers.


After surrounding her tent with guards, Gerda undressed and slid the ring from her finger. She was amazed that Amalthea’s ring had stopped her need to lactate, true to its word. Placing the ring on a table, she sat down and prepared for her changes. Rinos walked in to cast a quick spell on her breasts, to make the milk she spewed hang in the air, so that it would not be wasted.


Outside, the men - both Nyarl and human alike - were standing in two separate lines, one for each breast. They were instructed to go in, get milk, and get out, as quickly as possible. The whole of them were clutching the biggest containers that they could find, clamoring excitedly as they waited for the milk to come. Like they had been ordered, they didn’t dare cause any trouble.

Rinos and Hazibel were in the tent with Gerda, who was kneeling on cushions, waiting for her growth. She hadn’t lactated in weeks; she wondered what that would bring. It wasn’t soon before she felt an amazing warmth enveloping her body, plus a delightful tingling sensation in her chest. Rinos and Hazibel watched in delight as the girl began to smile and moan, while kneading her bosom.

“It’s almost time, everyone!” Hazibel shouted to the men waiting outside. They gave a cheer as their anticipation reached new highs.


Within the tent, Gerda could feel the warmth turning into a soft heat. Giving her nipples a gentle tweak was enough to send thick arcs of milk into the air. She brought her hands downward, cupping them underneath her buxom chest, juggling the meaty tits in her palms. As the milk began to brim inside of her breasts, churning and sloshing, they grew heavy in her hands, forcing them to join their descent to the floor. Her nipples pointed attentively in the air, and the areolae around them began to expand, blossoming to the size of saucers.

The dangling tit-flesh began to swell and pulsate, growing larger, until they began pressing against each other, making faint squeaking noises. To spare her back the burden of trying to support the weight of her sweat-drenched melons, she bent forward to let them rest on the floor. Looking down, Gerda could see the floor slowly disappearing underneath her chest.

“Send them in!” she yelled.


Hazibel and Rinos ran outside. They returned later, ushering in four Nyarl and four humans. The eyes of the newcomers widened at the sight of this beautiful, smiling girl that knelt before them.

“Come forward and take your milk, and behave yourselves.”


The groups did just that, with four of them at each can-shaped nipple. With a contented sigh, Gerda released her stored milk into their outstretched containers. The humans were surprised to see just where the beloved milk that they had sampled came from. The Nyarl, on the other hand, knew full well where the milk came from, and seemed to gather it more eagerly.

When they had finished, Hazibel and Rinos herded them outside. Gerda continued to lactate, watching as the milk rose into the air.


Hours later, the camp was rife with merriment. Nyarl and human men could be seen singing songs together, arm in arm, chugging down pint upon pint of this sweet, addictive liquid. Rinos peeked outside of the tent, taking it all in, hoping that one day such brotherhood among the two species would be a commonplace occurrence.


“Looks like they’re getting along,” he said as he reentered the tent.


Potus, Winrick, Hazibel, Kaylap, and King Lyle were sitting inside the tent, with Gerda still kneeling in the center, lactating at an unchanged rate. The men were lounging about, scooping the milk from out of the air and drinking it.

“Truly,” King Lyle said. “This milk is wondrous. Lady Gerda, with renewed faith, I wholeheartedly accept your terms.”


“Thank you,” Gerda said. “And now, to seal our new friendship, I want you to fuck me.”


The King did a double take. “W-what?”


The Nyarl looked uneasy at the King’s reaction. Had Gerda ruined any possible success of the plan?


“L-lady Gerda, I...I am a married man! I have a queen, back at my home!”


“Please,” she said, turning her head and showing her blushing face, upon which, she had a devious smile. “She wouldn’t have to know. Besides…you know you want to. But, if not…then my friends can attend to my needs.”


The King said nothing. Winrick strode over, hooked his arm around the King’s, and began to escort him towards the door of the tent. “Well, you’ll probably want to be getting to bed – we have a lot of work to do tomorrow. We’re just going to attend to our lady…”

“W-wait,” King Lyle stammered, bringing him and Winrick to a halt. He slowly turned around, looking at the beautiful, big-titted girl, licking her lips at him suggestively. The Nyarl eyed Gerda hungrily - Why couldn’t the stupid King hurry and make up his mind? 


“I-I’ve changed my mind…no one is to speak of this…please…I’m not a bad man…”


“It’s alright,” Gerda said. “Just come over here and get naked.”


The King nodded stupidly. Kaylap released his arm, watching him walk towards Gerda while he undressed. He stood naked, only a few inches away from her face. Gerda eyed his erection with interest – it had been a while since she’d had a human man’s dick.


“Your Majesty, you’re so big! Everyone, clothes off!”


The Nyarl giddily removed their loincloths.


“I’m going to give the Royal Dick a little kiss – my pussy’s up for grabs.”


Having said that, she took the King’s rod into her mouth, making him growl with pleasure. Gerda bobbed her head along its length, moaning noisily. She had long forgotten the taste of a human man’s penis. Its size – which was quite junior to that of a Nyarl – was above average. It also gave her jaw a rest from throating those abnormally large cocks that she had had since leaving Honigbaum. 


As Gerda pleasured the King, every Nyarl eyed each other warily, watching to see who would make a move for Gerda first. Being inside of Gerda was a very unparalleled and indescribable joy, and each of them would fight for that joy, without a second thought. Luckily, Hazibel came up with a way to settle things.


“Okay, boys. There’s a civilized way to settle this: rock, paper, and scissors – gather ‘round!”


The five Nyarl formed a circle, balled up their fists, and raised them into the air.


“Winner gets the pussy – runner up gets the ass. Deal?”


The others voiced their agreement. After three trials of “Rock-paper-scissors-SHOOT!” it was decided that Rinos would get Gerda’s snatch, and Potus would get her ass.

Rinos performed a spell that raised Gerda’s backside slightly off of the ground. Gerda felt like a crane was hoisting her upwards by the waist.


“What’d you do that for?” Hazibel asked.


Rinos grinned. “Just watch.”


He slid underneath Gerda, chanted another spell, and began levitating upwards. Wrapping his tail around her, he slid downwards along her body and slid his cock into her waiting twat. Gerda gave a muffled whimper as she continued to deep-throat King Lyle, who was running his hands through her soft, brown hair.


Potus smiled. “Ah! I see what you’re thinking!”

He grabbed an ottoman footrest, set it behind Gerda’s raised backside, stood on top of it, and slid his meaty penis into her vacant ass hole.


“Ohh, Gerda!” The King felt Gerda’s teeth clenching into his dick. She lessened the intensity of her biting, letting her teeth scrape along the surface of his cock. What was she doing, and why did it feel so good?


Wasting no time at all, the other three Nyarl raced over to Gerda’s front. Hazibel and Winrick stood on either side of her, getting their dicks stroked, while poor Kaylap sat and waited for an opening. To his good fortune, King Lyle looked like he was almost done.


He yanked his penis out of Gerda’s greedy mouth, jacking it off in front of her face. Gerda moaned as hot cum pelted her in the eyes, running down the sides of her face. She let out a yell of joy, feeling the semen dripping into her mouth and nose. The king stumbled away from her and collapsed onto the floor.

“Please,” he panted. “A moment’s rest is all that I need.”


“Fine,” Gerda said, licking the cum from her face. “But when you’re done, I want you in my pussy.”


Kaylap stood up. “Ready for me, Gerda?” he asked brightly.


“You know it,” she said with a wink. “Come on over, you wild thing.”


Kaylap ran over and stood in front of Gerda. He playfully patted his hard cock against Gerda’s saliva and cum soaked face, making her laugh. She turned her head and kissed his erection, slowly starting at the head and then gradually taking the entirety of it into her mouth. Once he was inside, Kaylap could feel his fur standing up – this was like heaven to him. Letting out a triumphant laugh, he grabbed Gerda’s head, which moved up and down his member.

Thanks to her many sex sessions with Nyarl men, Gerda’s sexual prowess and endurance had increased about ten-fold. By the time that Potus came inside of her anus, King Lyle was willing and able to take his place. He had been sitting there patiently, drinking Gerda’s milk and watching her intently as she was ravaged by her companions.


“All yours, chief,” Potus said as he walked away to take a breather.


The way he saw it, if he took Gerda’s ass, then it wouldn’t really count as adultery. Plus, there’d be no risk of her getting pregnant with an illegitimate child. He took his place behind Gerda, watching Rinos yelp as he climaxed inside of Gerda and fell down off of her. While the exhausted Nyarl lay beneath her, Lyle slid his dick into her ass, not caring that it was still filled with Nyarl spunk. In fact, the cum served as a lubricant, which greatly increased the pleasure of violating this girl’s tender ass.

“YES!” the king grunted. “Damn it, it’s so tight!”


“My, my,” Gerda said, looking over her shoulder to face the king. “Someone’s got some pent-up feelings.”


“My wife…mmm…has never let me violate her ass,” Lyle said, with closed eyes, feeling his face burn.


“Well, then, enjoy mine as long as you can, my King. I have the feeling that this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship.” She turned back around. “One of you guys, take over for Rinos.”


In an instant, Winrick pulled himself from out of Gerda’s grip and got underneath of her. She felt a shiver as his manhood breached her hungry twat.


Hours later, Gerda was fast asleep, surrounded by her Nyarl lovers. They had put King Lyle back into his own tent, making sure that none of his soldiers saw him. When they awoke the next morning, they met in the King’s tent after breakfast to confirm the plan. They, along with some of the King’s senior officers, were seated around a round table, on top of which, was a detailed map of the village and its surrounding areas.

“Right,” the King said. Gerda was impressed by his decorum; he was acting as if last night had never happened. “Let us begin – Lieutenant Hazibel?”


“Thank you, Your Majesty,” Hazibel said, standing up. “Our intelligence tells us that most of the women who run the brothel leave at around three in the morning. We will wait until they leave the brothel and go back to the mansion. An hour after they leave, we will send a group of the King’s men to deliver the potion – which they will think is quality wine – along with a letter of compliments from the King himself. Have you completed the letter, Your Majesty?”


“Yes,” replied King Lyle.


“Excellent. An hour after the potion is delivered, the men will retreat into the nearby woods, and give the go-ahead for us to raid the brothel, where we will arrest the staff, and liberate the girls who are imprisoned there. At the same time, we will begin our raid on the mansion, and Lady Gerda will have her revenge.”

“And we will have our victory!” shouted one of King Lyle’s soldiers. Everyone in the room gave a cheer. Gerda couldn’t believe it…in a matter of hours, she would finally get everything that she wanted. Everyone would get what they wanted.


Inside a stately and ornate bedroom, two young teenage girls sat upon a bed. They were both blindfolded, with their hands bound behind their backs. The only thing that they wore was lacy stockings. One of them was a pretty and petite brunette with a bow in her hair – the other, a redhead with a similar build. The brunette was crouched upon the bed driving a double-ended dildo into the redhead, who was bent over on her knees. The two of them were writhing in coital pleasure, screaming loudly, without a care of who knew what they were doing.

Sitting comfortably in an armchair, an attractive blond woman was watching the two girls on the bed intently. She wore a beautiful jade robe, an elegant diamond necklace, and her fingers were adorned with many rings. She smiled as she watched the girls pleasuring each other.

“That’s it, girls, share the lust.”



At that moment, an elderly woman walked into the room. “Lady Kaley, a delivery has just arrived for you.”

“At this time of night? Who dares to come here at this ungodly hour?”


“Messengers from the King himself – they come bearing his Royal Seal, my lady.”


“Really?” Kaley was intrigued. She got up from the chair and made for the door. “Oh, girls,” she said over her shoulder, “Go as long as you want.”


The girls continued to please each other on the bed. Kaley walked out of the room and made her way to the entry hall, where several well-dressed men stood. Seeing her enter the room, the men bowed.


“Rise,” Kaley ordered. “You may speak.”


“Greetings to you, Baroness Füchsin. We come bearing gifts from His Majesty, King Lyle of Honigbaum. He wanted to thank you, once again, for your services to the Kingdom.”


“What has the king sent me?”


“The finest wine, straight from his private stores – it’s very old.”


“Indeed,” Kaley said with a furtive look. “Marta?”


A beautiful woman with black hair strode into the room and bowed to Kaley. “Yes, my lady?”


“You will taste this wine for me. Pour me a glass.”


Kaley had one of her servants procure a wineglass from the kitchens. The messengers opened one of the numerous crates, pulled out a dusty bottle, uncorked it, and poured the wine into the glass. Marta swirled it around, so as to allow oxygen into the wine for better taste, and finally drank it.


“Well, how is it?” Kaley asked.


After taking a small sip, Marta immediately downed the entire glass. “M-milady…its WONDERFUL!” She grabbed the already-opened bottle, and began to drink from it. Kaley’s eyes widened. She had made Marta taste it just in case the wine was spiked with poison. But this must be choice wine after all.

She gave the King’s messengers permission to leave, and then ordered her servants to start serving the wine to every woman in the mansion. At once, elderly housemaids grabbed bottles of the wine and started to distribute them to all the females in each room. They all marveled at the taste of this sumptuous beverage, sitting around and laughing while they enjoyed it.

Kaley then turned to her maid. “Put the rest of this wine in my private cellar, and take a few full crates up to my bedroom. I’m going to enjoy some while I play with the Beast.”


The maid bowed as Kaley walked away. She made her way to the basement of the mansion, a room that she had prohibited entry from her other tenants. It was down here that she kept “the Beast”. 


As she walked down the labyrinth of stone walls, dimly lit by torches, she could hear the faint sound of a man and woman moaning. At the end of a hall she entered a room that contained a large cage. Inside the cage, a small girl was riding the cock of boy with straw-colored hair. Strewn around them were a dozen other girls, passed out and covered in semen, urine, and saliva. Apparently, they had all had their fill of pleasure with this boy.

The young girl was sweating profusely, her mind and body consumed with lust. The boy continued to pump her up and down his erection, driven only by the animalistic need to mate.


“I’m gonna cum!” the girl whimpered. The boy only grunted, and then wrapped his arms around her as he shot his payload into her. With an earsplitting scream, the two of them released their juices. The room was silent, save only for their heavy breathing.


“Hello, my Beast,” Kaley said.


The boy’s head jerked upon hearing Kaley’s voice. As he rose from off of the floor, the unconscious girl slid off of his lap, joining her friends in sexually-contented sleep. The boy walked over towards the bars of the cage. His body was muscular and tanned, looking as if it had been toned through many years of hard labor. He wore only an iron collar around his neck, like the one found on a prisoner. His hair was messy and matted, and it fell over his eyes like a curtain. But the most noticeable feature about him was arguably his penis, which – even though it was flaccid- was extremely long and thick.

Kaley eyed his swollen testicles, which were hairy, bruised, and the each of them the size of golf balls. His shaft was still slick and glistening with cum. Kaley eyed him hungrily as they stood face to face.

“So, Billy, did you enjoy your dinner?”


“Yes,” he said in a low voice. “W-What are you doing here?”


“I thought that you might like to spend the night with me. What do you say?”

“Oh, Kaley…I’m so tired…”


“Aw, come on,” she said, reaching through the bars and stroking his cheek. Her hand grazed down towards his chest…then, made its way down to his stomach…then, to his sore balls. “I’ve just received some very fine wine. Come and keep my bed warm.”


Billy moaned as his weary cock spurted globs of semen onto the floor. Kaley laughed. It really was nice having him move here with her. She never seemed to get tired of having sex with him.


Suddenly, she heard the sound of screams and hurried, thumping footsteps. She hastily ran for the door, not bothering to watch as Billy collapsed onto the floor in exhaustion. When she reached the ground floor of the house, she found her elderly servants running around in a panic. One of them spotted Kaley and ran towards her.

“What’s going on?” Kaley demanded.


“My Lady,” the woman said. “There’s an army of men here – along with strange creatures that I’ve never seen before. They’ve already dispatched the guards, taken the gate, and are making their way throughout the entire house. What should we do?”

Kaley’s brow furrowed. “Try to escape as fast as we can. There’s a secret tunnel in the basement – we can use it to escape.”


“But, the others…”


“There’s no time! We have to get out of here!” Kaley pulled the maid into the basement and locked the door behind them. Running past the room that contained Billy’s cage – she hated to leave him behind, but, oh, well – they came to a solid brick wall. Kaley removed one of the bricks, revealing a small opening. Inside of the opening was a small keyhole. Kaley procured the key from her necklace, put it inside the keyhole, and gave it a turn.

The wall rumbled and started to slide away. When their way was clear, she pulled a torch from off of the wall, entered the cavern and began following the long tunnel.


“At the end of this tunnel are some emergency packs filled with food, money, and weapons. We’ll take them and leave this place.”


“But,” the maid said. “Where are we going?”


“The tunnel leads to the cave behind the waterfall in the forest. Don’t worry; we’ll go find an inn to stay for the time being.”


“Why stay at an inn,” a voice said, “When you have such a nice house, Baroness?”


Kaley and her maid jumped, dropping the torch in the process. They were instantly plunged into darkness. Stay calm, Kaley thought to herself. At least now they can’t see us.

“Stay back, I’m armed,” Kaley bluffed.


“No, you’re not,” said a different voice. “You and your maid are just standing there, frightened like rabbits. And you’re trying to find your dropped torch…a little to the left...”

Kaley’s heart was racing. She was, in fact, bending over to pink up her torch. How did they know that? Could these guys see in the dark? And how many were there? Taking the advice of the voice, she found her torch and picked it up.


“How’d you find this place?” she asked, trying to keep her voice steady.


“The captain of your guards let it slip about this place when we questioned him…you should consider hiring more loyal help, in the future.”


The maid was whimpering, fighting to hold back tears.


“Don’t cry, madam,” the first voice said. “You’ll be spared…unlike your mistress…”


Kaley’s eyes widened. She began groping the air in front of her, trying to find her maid. Suddenly, she felt a large pair of hands grab her by the wrists, forcing them behind her back. She could feel her hands being tied.


“Alright,” the first voice said. “Start walking.”


Kaley felt the rough hands pushing her in the direction from which she had come. While she was being led through the dark tunnel, she wondered how these strange men could see perfectly in the dark. Perhaps…they weren’t men. Hadn’t the maid said something about “strange creatures”?

She felt herself being brought to a stop – they had apparently reached the door. The wall slid open, allowing the light of the torch-lit basement to filter in. When her eyesight was focused, Kaley turned to see her captors, letting out a shriek as she did.

“Geez,” said Winrick. “Calm down, lady. Haven’t you seen a Nyarl before?”


“N-Nyarl…they really do exist?”


“Apparently, she hasn’t,” Potus said, emerging from the tunnel beside Winrick. He was carrying Kaley’s maid, who had fainted. “I guess the stories were true: you sure are a looker, Miss Kaley.”


“H-how do you know my name? What do you want with me?”


“Oh,” Winrick chuckled. “You’ll find out soon enough.” He continued to lead her out of the basement, with Potus close behind. When they left the basement, the Nyarl sniffed the air, trying to find the scent of their friends. Walking through the hall, Kaley could hear strange sounds coming from behind the closed doors. She heard moaning, men’s laughter, screams, and excessive profanities. Also, there seemed to be a lot of white liquid seeping from underneath the doors, soaking the hallway floors.


“What’s going on?” Kaley asked. “Where are my friends?”


“Friends?” Potus asked. “Don’t you mean whores? They’re being taken care of, even as we speak.”


The two Nyarl chuckled, as they arrived in the entry hall. Inside were numerous guards – human and Nyarl – crowded around the room. It looked as if they had been waiting for the three to arrive.


“Ah,” Hazibel said, striding up to them. “Is this her?”


“Sure is,” Winrick said. “Where’s You-Know-Who?”


“Who are you talking about?” Kaley asked, her eyes bulging in anger and confusion. “WHY ARE YOU GUYS HERE?”

“You know why we’re here, Kaley,” said a familiar voice.


Kaley almost stopped breathing. Turning in the direction of the front door, she watched as the crowd parted to reveal a hooded figure standing in the doorway. The figure walked towards Kaley, stopped a few feet away from her, and then pulled the hood back from of its head. The brown-haired girl looked at Kaley with a placid look on her face.


“Hello, Kaley,” Gerda said.


“Gerda!” she said in a high voice.

“Looks like you’re surprised to see me – I can’t blame you. If it wasn’t for the Nyarl here, I’d still be a lactating, sex-slave for some horny queen.”


“Gerda, I – I” Kaley stammered. Words seemed to escape her at the moment. It was a while before shock soon turned into dread. “What are you going to do to me?”


“Well, I’m not going to kill you, if that’s what you think. Actually…” Gerda brought herself closer, until she was face to face with Kaley, and then bent forward to whisper into her ear. “…I’m going to give you a taste of your own medicine…literally.”


Kaley’s mouth had gone dry. Was Gerda going to ship her off to Lakshmi? No…it’d probably be somewhere worse, like an insane asylum, where she’d be raped by lunatics. Right now, endless, horrific possibilities were running through her head.

“You’re probably worried about your little friends, huh? Well, let’s go see how they’re doing.” Gerda turned around and began walking upstairs, with Winrick, Potus, Hazibel and Kaley following after her. Once they were on the second story, Gerda approached the first door she saw. The wet carpet squished loudly with every step that they took. Looking around the hall, Kaley saw that the strange white liquid was still leaking from underneath every door in the hall.

“Mmm, that milk smells great!” Potus said.


“Milk?” Kaley asked. “That stuff is milk? What’s going on?”


“See for yourself,” Gerda said, opening the door of the bedroom.


As soon as the door was open, the sounds coming from behind it became more audible. Kaley was scared to see what was going on – it had to be some strange brand of torture. Winrick released her from his grip. She considered making a run for it, but knew that it would all be in vain. She slowly walked to the doorway, completely aghast at what was going on inside the room.

“Oh…my god.”


Inside the room were two girls with enormous breasts, being raped by a group of human men and Nyarl men. Kaley was amazed – each tit had to be the size of a large cow. And speaking of cows, the large tits were spurting milk like water pumps – it was unlike anything Kaley had seen…or was it? Hadn’t Gerda been like this at some point, a long time ago, when she had taken that strange potion?

The men inside were cheering, obviously enjoying being with these women. Each girl had a man’s dick in her pussy, a dick in her mouth, and a mouth at their gushing nipples. The weird thing was that each girl seemed to like what was happening to them. It was as if they liked being raped.

Kaley walked into the room, trying to get a better look at the girls’ faces. “Bianca? Laura?” she cried.


“FUCK ME! PLEASE FUCK ME UNTIL I DIE!” Bianca cried, before the man in front of her forced his cock back into her wailing mouth.


Laura’s screams were quite similar. “I LOVE COCK! GIVE ME MORE COCKS!”


Kaley didn’t know what to say. Sure, these girls worked at a brothel, but this was ridiculous. She turned to face Gerda. “What did you do to them?”

“I just gave them a little something to make them more useful.”


It took a while, but it slowly dawned on Kaley. “The wine?”

 
“That’s right,” Gerda answered. “Thanks to that wine, they’ll have the honor of serving the greater good.”

“The greater good?” Kaley asked in wild disbelief. “What the hell are you talking about?”

“You see,” Gerda said, “I was charged with the task of uniting all the nations of the world, both Nyarl and Human. But you see, in my many travels, I’ve found something that can wash away any hostility between people: my milk. But there’s a problem: making milk for every nation in world would be too big a job for me…so I realized that I needed help. So, as fate would have it, you just happened to own a brothel – a brothel, which we just happened to have destroyed.”

“You what?!?” Kaley shrieked. She tried to regain her composure, and a faint, sneer came upon her face. “So, what do I care? You can’t prove that I owned that place. Besides, I’m a favorite of the King.”


Hazibel rolled his eyes. “News flash, sweetness: THE KING GAVE US THE GO AHEAD TO DO THIS!”


Kaley’s face dropped. “Y-You’re lying…it can’t be true.”

“Oh, but it is,” Gerda said. “And with his help, we’re going to change the world. We’re going to give every nation its own horny, constantly lactating girl in exchange for joining our alliance of peace. How can they possibly pass up that offer?”

Kaley was dumbfounded. Was there any way out of this mess?


“Gerda…please…I’m sorry…so sorry…wait!” Kaley fell to her knees, clutching at Gerda’s dress. “Billy’s here! Billy’s alive! I know that you’ve always loved him…please, let me go, and I’ll tell you where he is. I’ll leave the country – you’ll never hear from me again, I swear.”


Gerda looked down at Kaley with a poisonous smile. “Sorry, no deal. Boys?”


Potus and Winrick each grabbed one of Kaley’s arms, bringing her up to her feet. They dragged her along as they followed Gerda down the hallway. Occasionally they would pass an open door, revealing the glorious debauchery of a lascivious, big-breasted, lactating girl being ravaged by several men. Eventually, they came to Kaley’s master bedroom, inside of which were several crates of wine.

“Ah,” Gerda said. “I see there’s already some wine here – very good.”


“What do we do now?” Winrick asked.

Gerda turned to look at the three of them, with malice in her eyes. “Make her drink an entire crate of the wine. When she’s ready, have your way with her.”


To Gerda’s delight, Kaley’s eyes filled with tears. “Please, Gerda! Forgive me!”


Gerda turned towards the door, followed by Hazibel. Gerda sighed with contentment as Kaley’s frantic pleas pelted her back. With the utmost indifference, Gerda walked out of the room and closed the doors behind her.

“GERDA, NO!”


“You know what?” Winrick asked, as he fondled Kaley’s breasts. “We truly are a blessed bunch of guys. Ever since we met Gerda, we’ve had nothing but good luck.”

“Yeah,” Potus said, as he opened one of the crates. “We’re gonna fuck this chick senseless.” He used his claw to uncork all of the bottles in the crate, pulled one out, walked over to Kaley and put the bottle to her lips. “Drink up, slut-butt.”


Kaley shook her head, clamping her lips together tightly.


“Crap,” Potus sighed. “Guess we gotta do this the hard way…”


Potus clasped his hands together, bowed his head, and started chanting. After a while, the bottles inside of the crate began to rattle against each other violently, as if someone was shaking them. Kaley watched in awe as the wine slowly rose out of each bottle, hovering in the air in a big blob. Potus opened his eyes and unclasped his hands.


“Sweet,” Winrick remarked. “Where’d you learn that?”


“Where do you think?”


“Ah – Rinos.”


“Yup. And now…”


In a flash, Potus sprinted over to where Kaley was, delivering an open-palmed thrust to her gut. Kaley bent forward, feeling the wind being knocked out of her. With his other hand, Potus pointed at the floating puddle of wine and motioned for it to fly into Kaley’s gasping mouth. Kaley gagged as she felt a stream of tasty liquid forcing itself down her throat.


“Nicely done,” said Winrick said. “How long does it take for this stuff to kick in?”


“According to the witch, not long – maybe a few minutes,” Potus answered.


“Listen,” gasped Kaley. “Whatever Gerda’s promised you, I-I’ll double it…triple it…please, just let me go.”


“Sorry, whore,” Winrick grinned. “Gerda told us about how you sold her, so we’re not interested. Besides,” he bent down to sniff her beautiful, fragrant, golden hair, “we’ll soon become very good friends.”


“Please let me – AHH!”


Potus watched in glee as Kaley’s nipples suddenly hardened, jutting noticeably from within her robe. Winrick could feel her body becoming hot. Her breathing became fast and labored – it was like she was drowning. Potus bent down and slightly parted the lower opening of her robe, looking at the growing wet spot in her silk panties.

“Yes…yes, this bitch is ready to go. Cut her loose, Winrick.”


With a smile, Winrick released his grip on the girl. As soon as her arms were free, her hands went straight to her burning chest.


“I…I feel funny…” Kaley mumbled as she staggered over to her bed and sat on the side.


“We know exactly how you feel,” Winrick said, as he and Potus looked at the girl fondling her own breasts.


Kaley felt so hot…so very damn hot. She really didn’t want to take her robe off in front of these Nyarl, but she needed to feel the open air on her skin. With the utmost embarrassment, she undid the robe, letting it slide off of her shoulders.


“Please…help me…”


The room was swimming all around her. She could barely think straight. Getting rid of the robe helped a bit, but it was still so hot. She cupped her hands under her breasts, which were clad in a white bra, and began to blow air on them.

“You’re wasting your time,” Potus said. “Why don’t you get rid of that bra? I bet it’ll feel real good.”


“No…no,” was all that Kaley could manage. It did no good, for soon, her pert breasts began to feel tight against the bra. Kaley looked down at her chest, seeing it slowly jut forward, like rising dough in an oven. The bra stretched inch-by-inch, strained by the growth of the breasts that they held….or tried to hold. Kaley could feel the clasp digging into her back.


With a pop, the bra flew off, sailing clear across the room like a bird.


“Wow!” exclaimed Potus. “Told you!” He and Winrick laughed and applauded at this latest development.


Kaley moaned, bowing her head and pushing her breasts against her face, so that she could lick them – that didn’t work. She collapsed back on the bed, writhing around, trying to cool her skin on the cool bed sheets. She felt like she was sitting in a sauna. The only cool that she felt was the wet, cum-soaked panties on her crotch. She pulled it off, and began rubbing it all over her body like a rag.


“Time to saddle up, good buddy!” Potus yelled, ripping his loincloth off. Winrick copied him, and the two of them walked over to the bed. Kaley noticed them, opened her eyes and stared at the Nyarl and their erect cocks.


“We’re here to help you, Kaley,” Potus said, waving his cock. “It’s feeding time.”


Kaley brought herself onto her knees, and crawled over to the edge of the bed. As she eyed the two dicks, her mind became lost in a sea of vulgar thoughts. Any pretenses of modesty and conservatism were lost forever. Yes…this was what she lived for. Without a second thought, she took Winrick into her mouth.


“Wow,” Potus said. “Didn’t see that coming.”


Winrick grabbed her head, a large smile on his face. “Don’t worry – you’ll see her cumming soon!”

Kaley began to suck on Winrick’s throbbing meat, savoring it like a delicacy. Winrick’s eyes bulged; her tongue was rapidly exploring the entire surface of his rod. Seeing the joy that his friend was having, Potus jumped onto the bed and claimed Kaley’s all-to-eager twat. Winrick then felt something brush against his leg. Looking down, he saw Kaley’s ever-growing jugs getting fatter as they grew downward towards the floor.

******


Hazibel and Gerda were striding down the hallway, where they were met by a group of Nyarl.


“Goddess,” one of them said. “We found him – he was down in the basement.”


They led her over to a bedroom, where Billy was sitting on top of the bed. Thanks to a potion that the Nyarl had given him, his fatigue was gone, he could think clearly, and his body felt completely healed. And, for the first time in months, he was fully clothed.

Gerda could hardly contain herself as she walked into the room. She had been dreaming of seeing him for months, and now, she was only a few feet away from him. He looked up at her as she stood there.


“G-Gerda?” he said.


“Hello, Billy,” she said, with tears rolling down her face.


He slowly got up from his seat, and walked towards her. Gerda met him halfway, joining him in a hug that seemed to last forever. Gerda wept unabashedly on Billy’s shoulder. 


“Relax, Gerda,” he said. “I’m all right.”

“I…m-missed you sooooo much!”


“I missed you, too,” Billy said, pulling her head off of his shoulder, so that he could kiss her. Gerda was taken aback, but soon her eyes fluttered, as she began contributing to the kiss. Time seemed to have no bearing, as they continued lock lips. They didn’t even care about the Nyarl in the room – they soon left, closing the door behind them to allow privacy for the couple.


“So,” Billy said. “What happened to you?” Gerda was tired of telling that story; instead, she told him to tell her what happened to him during her absence.

“Well,” Billy said. “After you left, Kaley was rolling in gold. She used the last of your milk to get rich, and land this nice house. Oh, yeah, and the King made her a baroness.”


“Yeah, I heard about all of that,” Gerda said, rolling her eyes.


“Well, she let me move in with her, but she even though she had a lot of money, she still wanted more; that ‘s when the brothel came into play. She began rounding up girls from all over the country, used them to buy that abandoned inn inside the village, and hired thugs to use as enforcers. Then, after the Mayor blew the town’s money, the village became dependent on the brothel for income, and Kaley effectively had the town under her control.”

“So, what happened to you? How did you end up in the basement?”

“I ended up becoming her sex slave. She kept me in cage, fed me like an animal, and made me have sex with girls from her brothel. She mostly gave me the new girls – she’d make them have sex with me to break them in, kind of like an initiation. She’d make me do the weirdest things – like, one time she made me have sex in front of a schoolhouse…” His body shook violently with fury, “a freaking schoolhouse!”

“Oh, my god,” Gerda said quietly, grabbing his hand. “I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay,” Billy said in a quivering voice. “I’m fine. I felt so bad that I never got to tell you that I…I…love you.”


Her face broke into a newfound expression of joy. “Oh, Billy!” They grabbed each other and started kissing again. “Trust me, Billy; things are going to be so much better now. I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”
******

Kaley’s breasts partially obscured the bed, and some of her body. He looked in awe at her nipples: two fleshy, candlesticks with prominent milk ducts, atop areolas the size of platters.


“Potus, check this out!” he cried.


Potus craned his head to see what Winrick was talking about. “Boy, this chick’s tits are big!”


Winrick then felt the strangest compulsion to step on her nipples. Kaley gave a muffled moan as he did just that. Winrick and Potus watched as a puddle of milk spurted out from beneath his feet. A few minutes after stepping off of Kaley’s breasts, they began to freely spout milk copiously onto the floor, like dual hoses.

Winrick pulled his dick out of Kaley’s mouth. Kaley’s eyes widened, she tried to capture it with her mouth, like a baby unwilling to part with a pacifier. He bent down and began to lick at her face.


“Please, put it back in my mouth,” she moaned. “I’ll do anything!”


“My, my,” Winrick chuckled. “This potion certainly did a number on you. Just a few minutes ago, you wanted to run away. Was that a lie?”


“Yes! Please, I’m sorry. Put your cock back in my mouth, I’ll do anything you say.”


Potus gave Kaley a slap on her rear, “Say you’re a slut!”


“I’m a slut!” Kaley crowed. “The biggest one out there!”


Winrick chuckled, “From now on slut, you serve Miss Gerda. Got that?”


“Yes, yes, now please…dick, dick, DICK!”


“Say, ‘please master’,” Winrick said with a coy grin.


“Please, master!” Kaley said shamelessly. “Give me your dick!”

Winrick put himself back into her mouth, hearing Kaley give a muffled moan of joy. Just then, the doors opened, revealing Hazibel, followed by Rinos and Kaylap.

“Sweet!” Rinos exclaimed, “She’s bigger than the rest of them. And indeed, he was right – Kaley’s udders now rivaled the size of bales of hay.


Seeing the Nyarl who had just entered, her eyes widened. She popped the cock out of her mouth, and began beckoning the three Nyarl over, with outstretched arms.


“Oh! Do you all have cocks? Oh, gimme, gimme, gimme, please! I’ll take you all, please!”


The trio did not need to be told twice. After disrobing, they all sprinted across the room. Kaley was overcome with joy as she grabbed Hazibel and Rinos’ dicks and began giving them hand jobs. Kaylap pleased himself by putting his cock into one of her gushing nipples.

“Oh,” she grunted. “I want you all to fuck meeee. FUCK – ME – HARD!”


“This girl is willing and able… and so am I.” Hazibel said with a smile.


Kaley then tried to pull all three cocks into her mouth, making all the Nyarl protest.


“Hey!” Winrick shouted. “No crossing swords!”


“Sorry, master,” she said, licking him up and down while she looked up at him innocently. “I just love cocks so much!”


“Well, just take them one at a time, if you please.”

 
Kaley did just that – she began a process of alternating between cocks. While she was stroking off two of them, she would suck on one. The Nyarl began cumming on her freely – never before had they known such a horny girl. Dare they say it: that she was even hornier than Gerda?


“M-master! I’m going to cum!”


They all looked up at Potus, who was on the bed, was still driving his dick intensely into the girl’s deluged pussy. He let out a loud roar, signaling his proximity to orgasm.


“Cum, slut,” he grunted. “Cum for your masters!”


“OOOOOOOOHHHHH!”


Potus howled, digging his claws into Kaley’s soft flesh. It felt like her vagina was blasting him with the force of a storm. He fell back onto the bed, sliding out of Kaley with a wet, sloppy sound.


“Hey, Potus,” Hazibel said. “You all right?”


Through the haggard gasps came small sounds of laughter. “She – she’s wonderful, guys. She fucks like one of our women.”


“Hey,” Hazibel said, turning to Rinos. “Did you make sure to put a Contraceptive Charm on these girls?”

“Nope,” he replied. “Gerda said not to. She said that in the spirit of improved Human/Nyarl relations, we should start breeding half-breeds again.”


“Well,” Potus said. “Just as long as I don’t have to raise them.”


The Nyarl laughed, as Potus got off of the bed. He walked over and slapped Kaylap on the arm. “Hey, she’s all yours.”


The five Nyarl ravaged Kaley for hours, finally free to release their primal fury on the dick-hungry girl. Her stamina was incredible; her one-track mind still craved cock, forsaking all other thoughts of self-preservation. Eventually, Hazibel was the last one standing – the other Nyarl were passed out all over the room, which was flooded with the milk that still continued to flow.

“Oh, master,” Kaley moaned. “Rape me harder…do it forever!”


“Oh, quiet, bitch,” Hazibel grunted wearily. He ran a hand through her cum-soaked hair. He felt like his nuts were going to fall off. The compulsion to just cum, and then collapse on the bed, was becoming stronger by the minute. Finally, with a pained yelp, he gave up what little semen he had left, shooting straight into her already full womb.


Falling back on the bed, he could still hear Kaley begging for more cock as he fell asleep.


A week later, all of the rulers of the world gathered at the behest of King Lyle. They were especially drawn to the prospect of possibly trying some of that milk that he had shipped over along with each invitation.
However, at the proposal of his treaty with the Nyarl, they all balked. How could they be expected to associate with such creatures? However, the King invited them to see what they would gain in exchange for their cooperation. He then escorted them all to a certain mansion, right near the towns of Huren and Brust…

Three months later


In Brust, the two goddesses were striding through the city, receiving adulation and praise as they waved at the people. Throughout the town, they saw various couples, many of which were Nyarl and Human. They saw Human men walking and holding hands with furry, six-breasted Nyarl women, and a Nyarl man could be seen with a human female (sometimes, more than one). Soon, there would be little half-Nyarl children running and playing through the streets of this and every city.

“So, beautiful,” Gerda said. “What a perfect day.”


“Yes,” Amalthea said. “Oh, look, here comes Billy!”


They saw a muscular boy running towards the two deities. His straw-colored hair fluttered gracefully in the air as he ran, complementing his handsome, smiling face. He stopped in front of them, trying very hard to look them in the face, and not in their chests.


“H-hello, my Ladies,” Billy said. “Where have you guys been?”

“Oh, just walking around, checking up on our…pupils.”


Gerda smiled and raised a hand in the air, causing a book to appear. She opened it up and showed it to Billy. On every page there were moving pictures of beautiful girls lactating wildly and being raped by numerous men. Most of the girls were pregnant. The pictures zoomed out to show that every girl was being kept inside the topmost room of a large tower, each of them located in a different city.


“So, everything’s going well in all the other countries?”


“So far,” Amalthea said. “Usually, I’m not one for rape, but the girls seem to be enjoying it.”


“Aren’t people worried about all the jizz that falls into the milk while the girls are being raped?”


“No,” Gerda said. “We cast a spell on the drains to burn all impurities inside the milk.”


“So, where are we off to?”


“Hmm,” Gerda pondered. Suddenly, her face lit up with an idea. “Follow me.”


Taking Billy’s hand, she teleported to another location, with Amalthea following. In the breadth of a second, they were standing inside a beautiful palace.

“She’s this way,” Gerda said in certainty.


Billy gawked, as the three of them made their way through the lovely halls of the palace. He had never been in a castle so big. Looking at the strange, brown-skinned people depicted on the walls made him wonder even more where he was. The air was warmer here, and had a distinct spiced aroma.


They stopped right outside of a door, from behind which could be heard amorous moaning. Without reaching for the knob, Gerda opened the door.

Inside were a crowd of men – human and Nyarl – gathered around in a loose circle. In the middle of the circle was a beautiful woman, with sepia skin, long, black hair, and a pair of large, exquisite breasts. The woman knelt on the ground, stroking and throating the dicks of the various men in the circle. She hummed pleasurably, ingesting the semen as if to quench her thirst.


Billy thought that she was very beautiful, even though he had never seen a woman with a skin color like hers. His eyes played upon her enormous bosom, then drifted down towards her belly, which was bloated and gravid with the many offspring of her paramours.


“Billy, meet Queen Ashanta,” Gerda said.


Hearing her name, she took notice of the three and turned her head, bringing the dick out of her mouth.

“Gerda,” she panted. “How are you, my love?”


“I’m fine, Ashanta. And you?”


“Oh,” she said, kissing a nearby cock, “Just heavenly.”


“That’s good to hear,” Gerda said pleasantly. “How many children have you had, so far?”


“Oh, I’ve lost count, my dearest. I really must thank you; I was so scared of having children, for so long. But now, I absolutely adore what you’ve done to me.” She eyed Billy hungrily. “Who’s your friend?”


“This is my Billy,” Gerda said, leaning against him. “Say hello, Billy.”


“Hello there,” Billy said.


“Why hello there, Billy. Take off your pants.”


Amalthea laughed. “Don’t you have enough lovers already, my dear?” She gestured to the men already in the room.


“Besides,” Gerda said, “Billy is mine.”


Ashanta grinned. “You know me, I’m just greedy.”


“That you are.” Gerda looked over at some of the men who stood there stroking their rods. “Don’t just stand there; put her on the bed and take all of her holes.”


“Yes, Goddess!” They cried in unison.


With a shriek of ecstasy, Ashanta was carried over to the bed, where the men began to ravage her wildly. The trio left the room, amused by the sound of sex that came from behind them.


The sex that he had just been inches away from filled Billy with lust. He tried to find something to say to Gerda, but his mind was driven to emptiness at the sight of her divine beauty. He had always thought of her as beautiful – being a goddess just seemed to intensify that beauty, as well as the carnal desire within himself.

“It’s alright, Billy,” Gerda said. “I can read your thoughts – go ahead.”


He then grabbed Gerda, pulling her in for a passionate kiss. Amalthea chuckled as she watched a tent rise in the boy’s pants.


“It seems you need more practice in becoming more accustomed to Gerda’s new form,” she said, after the two had broken their embrace.


“Oh,” Billy said. “Sorry about that.”


“There’s no need to apologize, Billy,” Gerda said, reaching down to stroke his concealed erection. “If you want, we can go back to my palace…” In an instant, the three of them were standing in Nyarl City of the Black Jungle – well, what was formerly known as the Black Jungle. She looked over in the distance at the large palace that had recently been erected, strictly for her.


“No…I’m fine…maybe later,” he lied. They were already having sex at least five times a day. Since Billy was a mortal, and Gerda was now a goddess, she didn’t have to worry about him getting her pregnant. “How about we go and visit our favorite cow?”

“Sure,” Gerda said. “I’d like that. Amalthea, do you want to join us?”


“No, thank you,” she said. “You guys go on ahead. I’m going to go and walk the entire planet, looking for those who are in need – it should take about an hour or so.” After waving goodbye, she quickly disappeared.


“Oh, well,” Gerda said. “Ready to go?”


“Sure, let’s go.” Billy started walking in the direction of the Temple. Gerda, however, remained standing in the same place. “Um…aren’t you coming?”


Gerda chuckled, “Silly Billy, I don’t have to walk anywhere.” In an instant, they both found themselves standing in the Temple’s tallest tower, standing outside of the topmost room. From the other side of the door, they could hear moaning and screaming.

“Shall we?” Gerda said with a smile as she grabbed the door knob and turned it.


“Oh, my,” Billy said after the door had been opened. “She’s certainly on the job today, isn’t she?”


As they stepped into the room, their feet sunk below the milk that flooded the entire room. With a thought, Gerda levitated herself and Billy above milk, walking upon surface, like it was solid white tile. They strode over towards the insanely-busty, pregnant blonde that was crouched down near the rear of the room, surrounded by a group of naked human and Nyarl men. Most of them were lying around in the pool of milk, obviously spent from hours of sex. Thanks to the aforementioned charm that Gerda had cast, the milk was magically filtered for semen, saliva, and other contaminants.

Gerda strode over towards the group. “How’s she doing, boys?”


“Unh!” grunted the man who was receiving head from the blonde. “We’re the tenth group that she’s had today!”

“Only the tenth?” Billy asked. “Everyone knows that she needs to be raped around the clock.”


“Well,” said a Nyarl. “Thanks to her, the infirmary’s full of men who are suffering from fatigue, pulled groin muscles, testicular torsion, and dairy overdose.”

Suddenly, the man who was getting head from Kaley yelled and spurted his load down her starving throat. He then fainted back into the pool of milk with a splash.

“Cock,” Kaley gasped, her mouth now free. “Need more…cock! COCK!”


Gerda walked over to Kaley, bending down to look her in the face. “Does the slutty cow want more cock?”


“Yes, Gerda! Please, give me a cock!” she looked over towards Billy. “YOU! You have a cock! Give it to me! Put it in my mouth! I love your cock!”


“No, no,” Gerda said. “You’ve had Billy long enough…besides, a cow like you only deserves one kind of cock.”


Gerda snapped her fingers, and in an instant, she was holding a leash that was connected to a large, black bull. Gerda walked over towards the bull and began petting his head.


“So,” she whispered into his ear. “Will you take care of her for me?”

Billy chuckled as a long, erect member descended from beneath the bull. Kaley’s eyes were fixed upon it, as if it was hypnotizing her. She licked her lips in anticipation.

“So, Kaley, would you like this fine -?”


“Yes,” Kaley said, without a second thought.


Gerda laughed. “You truly are a slut! You’ll even resort to having an animal stuff your holes for you.” She looked over at the bull, “She’s all yours.” Strangely enough, the bull seemed to understand Gerda.

With a mere thought, Gerda shrunk Kaley’s breasts down to the size of pumpkins, allowing her to move around more freely. Finding herself able to move without being weighed down by her breasts, Kaley stumbled up to her feet, wobbling under the weight of her convex abdomen, which bore dozens of human and half-Nyarl children. Wading over through the milk, she dove underneath the bull, and began deep-throating it.

“Shameful,” Gerda said with a smile.


“Truly,” Billy agreed.


They stood there, watching a cow and a bull having sex.

