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Parker knows he’s an excellent milkie. Not only is his milk particularly rich and sweet, but he’s a heavy producer so he needs to be milked more often than other milkies. Bulls are always fawning over him, but Parker has little interest in a silly bull milking him. He’s yet to meet a bull that can satisfy him, so why bother?

	Then Parker meets Teddy, a big, quiet bull who doesn’t even seem interested in Parker at all. It’s as infuriating as it is confusing. Parker is such a good milkie! Why doesn’t Teddy want him?

	Parker is going to show that silly bull exactly what he’s missing out on…

	 

	 

	Cookies & Cream is a standalone novella in the milkie-verse. It has a 1 dove rating for hucow, a bossy, confident milkie, a timid bull, male lactation, nipple play, wet and messy, rough sex, and overstimulation.
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Chapter 1

	 

	Parker’s morning routine at Sunshine Sanctuary, the huge farm for retired or abused milkie and bulls, was a simple one. He rolled out of bed whenever he felt like it, pulled on a pair of shorts and a shirt, and made his bed up neatly. He did his stretches before he went to pick breakfast from his garden plot or went to one of the communal eating areas if he was in the mood for something he couldn’t grow himself. Then, head held high, he walked to the milking room, glaring at all the silly bulls who dared look hopefully his way.

	The milking room wasn’t usually very busy, because most of the milkies at Sunshine were happily paired up with a bull who took care of all the milking. It meant that Parker got his pick of the milking machines, which suited him just fine. His favorite machine was one in the back and to the right, right near one of the big windows. When he went in the morning, the window made that milking machine the perfect sunny spot to relax and let himself be milked until his swollen chest was empty again.

	Parker made his way over to his favorite machine and stripped off his shirt, then attached the soft silicon suction to his nipples, peaked and leaking already. He sighed as the weight of them settled on his chest, then curled up on the plush seat next to the milking machine and pushed the button to start the suction.

	As always, when the soft suction started to milk him, Parker bit back a moan at the release and relief of the pressure that had built up in his chest. Before he’d been retired, he’d been a prize production milkie because his milk was thick and rich and sweet, and he made a lot of it. Most milkies produced about half a cup to a cup of milk each milking, and usually only needed to be milked twice a day. Parker could produce almost twice that each milking, sometimes more with added stimulation, and he tended to need milking three times a day at the very least.

	If there hadn’t been a stupid rule stating that milkies needed to be retired after ten years of production work, Parker would have been happy to stay at his old farm. He had been treated very well there as a valuable milkie, and had pretty much been able to do whatever he wanted. He’d had his pick of bulls falling over themselves to please him, eager to be the one chosen that day to stimulate his milk production, for all that Parker barely needed it. He could make good, sweet milk perfectly well even without a silly bull. He didn’t need bulls at all.

	They were fun to tease, but bulls were so easy to tease—and so very rarely satisfied him—that Parker eventually got bored with it. He didn’t need a bull when he could make milk all on his own, and a milking machine could milk him just as well as a bull could. Even better, because bulls were greedy. Parker had had to growl and glare at and shove plenty of greedy, silly bulls who had wanted to keep milking him instead of leaving some milk for the farm. 

	When Parker had been sent to Sunshine, he’d been assured that he didn’t have to worry about providing milk for anyone but himself and any bulls he cozied up to. Which at the time he’d found kind of annoying. Parker was good at making milk and he’d liked knowing his milk was helping his farm. It seemed dumb to let a greedy bull milk him dry. 

	He’d been shown the milking room after and told that if he did want to use the machines, his milk would be put to good use. That had settled it for Parker. He’d started using the milking room and hadn’t looked back. 

	He still got hopeful looks from the unmatched bulls at the sanctuary when he was minding his own business going about his day, but he glared haughtily at all of them until they left him alone. Parker knew he smelled good and sweet, that he was a pretty milkie with his reddish blond hair and button nose and freckles, but he’d had his fill of silly bulls fawning over him. Bulls were boring. They were so sure they could please a milkie just right, but then they were all the same, giving Parker mournful, worried expressions when he demanded the kind of treatment he liked most. Holding back their strength even though that’s what Parker wanted.

	Boring.

	Parker didn’t blame the other milkies at Sunshine for pairing up with bulls. He knew that many of the milkies who had come to Sunshine had been abused in some way. It made sense for them to seek out safety and stability anywhere they could, and for most milkies, that meant a big strong bull who was eager to care for and coddle them. Parker just wasn’t most milkies. 

	He sighed as the suction continued to relieve the ache in his chest, slitting his eyes open to look out the window. The milking room had tinted windows for privacy, so milkies could look out, but no one—like eager bulls—could look in.

	There was a bull that Parker didn’t recognize next to Debbie, one of the sanctuary’s humans. Debbie was gesturing at the milking room and saying something as the bull nodded rapidly, glancing in Parker’s direction—not that he could see Parker through the tinted window—before hurriedly glancing away and hunching his shoulders.

	Debbie reached up a hand to pat the bull on one massive shoulder. He was big, even for a bull, and he looked miserable as he nodded to whatever Debbie was saying before shaking his head. Debbie nodded and patted the bull again—she practically had to stand on her tiptoes to reach his shoulder, and then the two of them were walking away.

	Parker closed his eyes again. A new bull at the sanctuary, huh? And a big one, maybe the biggest one Parker had ever seen. Not that that meant the bull would be any less silly or boring. 

	Well, if he looked Parker’s way, Parker would put him in his place. The other bulls at Sunshine knew perfectly well to leave Parker alone by now. If this bull tried anything, he’d soon learn that Parker wasn’t a soft little milkie in need of some silly bull. 

	 

	***

	 

	When Parker was done being milked, he unhooked himself from the machine, pulled his shirt back over his head and left the milking room. He stopped in surprise to see a slight figure sitting in the grass next to the building. 

	“Hey Camden,” Parker said, pleased to see his friend. “What’re you doing here?”

	“Waiting for you,” Camden said, giving Parker a shy smile. “Bess said you were being milked.”

	“You didn’t have to wait outside,” Parker said, but even as he said it, he realized his mistake. Camden had been one of those abused milkies, and he’d come to Sunshine to escape an awful master. He didn’t like the milking room. Hated even coming near it. “I mean, you could have found me once I was done.”

	“It’s okay,” Camden said, pushing to his feet and brushing himself off. “I didn’t mind. It’s um, it’s okay as long as I don’t go inside.”

	Parker nodded, but he led Camden away from the milking room anyway. “Where are your puppies?” Normally Camden’s bulls didn’t let Camden out of their sight, unless Parker had taken Camden to a milkie-only activity or space.

	Camden laughed as a blush colored his cheeks. He always blushed when Parker teased him about Griffin and Lucas, the two big bulls that followed Camden everywhere and doted on him incessantly. 

	Parker didn’t mind Griffin and Lucas as far as bulls went. They were good to Camden which was what mattered most, and Camden adored them. Plus, they were so busy making heart eyes at Camden that they never looked greedily at Parker like they wanted to know what he tasted like. 

	Griffin and Lucas had come to Sunshine because they had rampaged at some big fair a while back, and had gotten a secluded little cabin to live in because they’d been too aggressive with the other bulls and humans at Sunshine. That was before Parker had come to live at the sanctuary, but Parker couldn’t see it. The two bulls were so soft. Exactly what Camden needed. He had a hard time imagining Griffin or Lucas rampaging of all things. 

	“So?” Parker asked, making a show of looking around. “Why’d they let you out of their sight?”

	“They’re setting up the sprinkler,” Camden said, grinning. “I wanted to come get you.”

	Parker lit up. “You got one?” He loved playing in water and Camden had never played in a sprinkler before because his horrible old master had been horrible. When the subject had come up, Parker had told Griffin and Lucas to Fix It, and they’d immediately gone to speak to some of the in-charge humans to get one for their cabin.

	“Lucas talked Santos into it,” Camden said cheerfully as they started to walk in the direction of the secluded cabin he shared with his bulls. “He always knows what to say to humans.”

	“Yeah, yeah,” Parker said, though he kept the bite out of his tone. “Your perfect, sweet bulls.”

	Camden pinked further, but he smiled and didn’t deny it. He was such a goner over them. Fortunately for Griffin and Lucas, they knew exactly how lucky they were to have a sweet milkie like Camden. 

	They chatted as they walked, enjoying the beautiful warm day. Sunshine Sanctuary could get hot, but it rarely got cold. It meant that it was in the perfect location for milkies and bulls who loved being outside, where they could tend gardens year round, and do things like play in the water whenever they wanted.

	As they approached Camden’s cabin, a big bull with curly black hair looked up from where he was kneeling in the grass next to a
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