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ADULT CONTENT WARNING (18+):
This story contains explicit sexual content, adult themes, and language intended for mature audiences only. By proceeding, you confirm that you are at least 18 years of age (or the legal age of majority in your jurisdiction).
Legal Notice:
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination.
Lana never liked crowds. She was one of those girls who stand closer to the wall than to the center of the room, who wear their hair down over their shoulders almost like a shield, and who prefer to listen rather than speak. She did not like to stand out or draw attention to herself, although, unfortunately, this almost always happened to her.

Her voluptuous curves and sexy body would always catch the eye of any man. The breasts, almost gigantic, so large and swollen that it was impossible to hide them and always protruded under her loose clothing, perfectly shaped, round and firm, and full of sweet milk, simply acted like a magnet. However, Lana was terribly ashamed of them. All the attention and stares bothered her and made her feel incredibly uncomfortable. She was shy and withdrawn by nature, and her lavish attributes represented a form of personal punishment for her.

She had never chosen and wanted to be a Hucow girl, but it happened to her anyway, and now she was forced to hide under baggy sweaters and several sizes of hoodies, in an attempt to become inconspicuous and invisible.

Her older sister, Melody, was the complete opposite. Extroverted, loud, always in the center of attention, always surrounded by people.

When she appeared with her new boyfriend, Mark, it seemed as if everything was in place. He was beautiful, tall, strong, with a smile that, as Melody said, "Conquered the fields, stands and hearts."

He was a football player, one of those who appear in the newspapers because of new medals, not because of scandals. Calm, eloquent, gently confident.

He was absolutely perfect, and Lana was convinced that he and Melody were made for each other and that they would see old age together, until...well, until the milk leaked from her breasts.

She first met him at a celebration for one of his victories. Melody literally dragged her there. "Stop hanging around the house, you need to live a little!" she told her cheerfully, while Lana tried to refuse another short dress that her sister offered her. 

A dress with a plunging neckline would make her massive and swollen breasts available for everyone to see, and the short length would expose her soft and juicy thighs. Lana didn't like feeling so exposed. Additionally, she would need to wear a special bra to protect it, as even the smallest drop of milk would be clearly visible on such a dress.

For a long time, she resented and explained to her sister why such a dress would not represent the ideal fashion combination.

Nevertheless, that day, before leaving, Lana put on a plain, short black dress with an accentuated neckline, which her sister so persistently offered her. She couldn't find the reason for it; she felt a strange tickling in the bottom of her stomach. She had been hiding for so long. Maybe this time she just wanted someone to see her. Someone.

When she entered the restaurant, Mark came over to greet her.

"You must be Lana," he said, extending his hand.

"Yeah... I mean, yeah, I am," she stammered. 

spread throughout her body, and she felt a surge of hot and juicy milk fill her already quite hard and swollen melons. She couldn't help but notice Mark staring at her discreetly. However, it did not cause her so much discomfort now.

His hand was warm, strong, yet gentle. His gaze lingered on her breasts for a little longer than was appropriate. That was the first time it happened that her stomach convulsed in a way she couldn't explain. She felt the weight of the milk pressing down on her irresistibly. She wanted to milk herself, right there, at that moment, in front of everyone.

This strange and so far foreign thought made her cheeks blush. She crossed her arms over her chest in an attempt to shield herself at least a little from Mark's curious eyes.

"Melody told me about you. I'm glad we finally met."

"She was talking? About me?", she wondered, while an increasingly intense blush flooded her cheeks. A terrible and almost unbearable itch suddenly engulfed her nipples. Beads of sweat covered her forehead. She had to scratch herself. Immediately. She tried to force a smile at Mark.

"Yes. She said you were quiet, but incredibly smart. She didn't mention anything about being . . ."

The words seemed to be stuck in his throat. Lana now clearly felt his lustful eyes on her and immediately felt overwhelming disdain.

- Hucow?

She spat the words out, wanting him to feel bad for looking at her like an object. Even him. Well, of course. Why would her sister's perfect boyfriend be any different from the others? Tears came to her eyes. She had to milk herself, and she had to get out of here. Immediately.

- Hey, I didn't mean anything bad.

Tears streamed down her cheeks. Mark grabbed her arm, but she broke free from his grip and rushed outside.

Time passed. Lana still saw him occasionally, in short encounters when she visited her sister. Every time her heart sank. Since that day in the restaurant, she has withdrawn even more into herself. She wore even looser clothes and tried to be even more inconspicuous.

Every time she saw him, she could barely breathe. And she would hide her gaze every time he appeared.

Because there was something between them that she couldn't even name. Something wonderful happened that day in the restaurant. Forbidden. She clearly saw Mark looking at her with undisguised desire, and to make matters worse, she wanted him too. 

She wanted to shake her tits in front of him and make him lick all the juicy milk in front of the whole restaurant. She wanted to feel his cock filling her. She wanted to feel his strong and warm hands on her giant tits.

But she shouldn't have wanted that. She tried hard to resist these strange urges, but every day they came again, relentless and stronger and stronger.

And then she started to fantasize. Secretive, hidden, shy, but unstoppable. 

About how he holds her, how he whispers to her, how he looks at her as if she were the only one. How he drinks the juicy milk from her swollen mounds.
About how he carries his child, how he loves her, how he chooses her. How he fills her womb with his seed, and how she becomes his fertile, milky, and obedient cow.

These thoughts threatened to drive her crazy, and she wasn't sure how much longer she would be able to deal with her forbidden desire. Mark was her sister's boyfriend. He didn't belong to her and never would. That was a line she was not allowed to cross. That should have been enough of a brake, but it wasn't.

It all culminated on a sunny afternoon.

Lana got a text from Melody, "Hey, can you stop by my place and pick up my dress for tomorrow? I'm not making it, I'm at practice."

She left. She often finished small things like this for her sister. The day was warm and clear, and she was cooking under a too wide sweater that was supposed to hide her desire. Her nipples were painfully stiff, and her breasts were full. Overfilled.

She did not expect to find Mark at the door. If she had known he was there, she probably would never have left, but now it was too late, and there was no going back.

The door was ajar, as if he had just arrived. He was wearing a sports shirt and dark pants. His hair was a little wet, probably fresh from the shower after training. When he saw her, he was surprised.

"Lana? Melody's not here."

"I know," she said softly, "I just came to get her dress."

"Come in, feel free. I'm just in the middle of making lunch."

She came in. Uncertain, as if stepping into something forbidden. Everything about her screamed danger. Everything inside her told her that she should turn around and leave.

Her heart was pounding so loudly that she was sure he could hear it too. The apartment was warm; it smelled of basil and something fried. Lana tried not to look around too much, because everything here reminded her of him.

"The dress is in the closet, I think," he added and walked towards the bedroom.

She followed him, her breasts heaving with each step. It was almost unbearable.

His every movement was quieter than usual, as if he too felt that thick, unspoken tension. When he opened the closet, a cloud of her perfume wafted through the air. And Lana realized that she was very close to him. And that her breasts almost exploded.

Damn.

Too close.

She felt an unstoppable stream of milk pouring out of her and completely soaking her sweater.

"Here," he said, pulling out a dress, "I hope it's this one."

When he turned to her, he saw that her sweater was completely wet.

Lana pulled away suddenly, as if she had been burned.

"Hey, are you okay?"

He couldn't look away. She felt heat, terrible heat on her skin.

"Yes, just...milk...my breasts are overflowing!"

She almost sobbed as she said this.

And then everything broke.

That fragile barrier they had both been building for months crumbled in the blink of an eye. She pulled back, but not enough to escape, just enough to draw a breath. He took a step toward her, uncertain but determined.

"Lana..." he began, his voice deeper than before.

She looked at him. In her eyes was panic, desire, fear, all mixed up.

"We mustn't," she whispered.

"I know."

His hand lifted a lock of her hair that fell over her face. He removed it with his fingers, touching her cheek. She closed her eyes, as if that touch was both forbidden and
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