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      I step out of the rumbling taxi, my heart pounding as I take in the sprawling farmhouse before me. The air is thick with the scent of hay and wildflowers, a stark contrast to the smog-filled city I left behind. A gentle breeze caresses my skin, carrying with it the distant lowing of cows.

      "Welcome to Hidden Pasture," a deep voice rumbles.

      I turn to see a tall, broad-shouldered man approaching. This must be Lucas. His weathered skin speaks of years under the sun, but his eyes are kind as they meet mine.

      And holy fuck is he hot.

      "I'm Clara," I manage, my voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you for having me."

      Lucas nods, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Let's get you settled in. You must be tired after your journey."

      As we walk towards the farmhouse, the wooden steps creak beneath our feet. The sound echoes in my chest, reminding me of the magnitude of the decision I've made.

      Inside, sunlight streams through large windows, illuminating dust motes that dance in the air. The furnishings are well-worn but comfortable, exuding a sense of home I never felt in my sterile city apartment.

      "This will be your room," Lucas says, gesturing to a cozy space upstairs. "Take some time to unpack and rest. When you're ready, I'll show you around."

      Alone in the room, I sink onto the bed, my mind whirling. What have I gotten myself into? But beneath the anxiety, a thrill of excitement courses through me. This is my chance for transformation, for becoming who I've always longed to be.

      As I lay back on the soft quilt, my mind drifts to the moment I first learned about Hidden Pasture. It was a hushed conversation overheard in a dimly lit café, whispers of a place where women could shed their old lives and embrace their true nature. The idea had taken root in my heart, growing until it consumed my every waking thought.

      I had spent countless nights researching, my screen illuminated with images of lush green fields and contented cows. The more I learned, the more I yearned to experience it for myself. I imagined the feeling of cool grass beneath my bare feet, the sun warming my skin as I roamed the pastures. And always, in the center of these fantasies, was the figure of a strong, gentle man guiding me on my journey.

      Now, as I breathe in the earthy scent of the farmhouse, a tingle of anticipation runs through my body. I can almost feel the ghost of Lucas' touch on my skin, his calloused hands tracing the curves of my hips as he leads me to the milking stall. The thought sends a shiver down my spine, warmth pooling low in my belly.

      I let my own hands wander, trailing over the swell of my breasts, imagining how they'll grow heavy with milk under Lucas' care. My nipples tighten, aching for attention, and I can't resist pinching them gently, a soft moan escaping my lips. I imagine Lucas watching me, his eyes darkening with hunger as he takes in my wanton display.

      The ache between my thighs intensifies, and I slip a hand beneath the waistband of my jeans, finding myself already slick with desire. I tease my clit with feather-light touches, picturing Lucas' fingers in place of my own. Would he take his time, drawing out my pleasure until I'm writhing and begging? Or would he claim me roughly, pinning me down and filling me with his thick cock until I scream his name?

      The possibilities swirl through my mind, each more deliciously filthy than the last. I'm so lost in my fantasies that I almost miss the sound of footsteps on the stairs, the creak of floorboards pulling me back to reality. I hastily straighten my clothes, trying to slow my racing heart.

      This is just the beginning, I remind myself. There will be plenty of time to explore every dark desire, to offer myself completely to this new life. For now, I take a deep breath and prepare to face Lucas once more, my body humming with the promise of what's to come.
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      Lucas leads me on a tour of the farm. The vastness of the pastures takes my breath away.

      "This is where our hucows graze," he explains, his voice low and intimate. "Soon, you'll join them."

      A shiver runs down my spine at his words. "What exactly does that entail?" I ask, my curiosity overcoming my nervousness.

      Lucas chuckles, the sound rich and warm. "Patience, Clara. All in good time. For now, just know that your body will undergo some...changes. Pleasurable ones."

      His gaze lingers on me, and I feel heat rise to my cheeks. As we continue exploring, I find myself drawn to this enigmatic man and the promise of the unknown that stretches before us like the endless fields.

      We continue our tour, the sun beating down on us as we traverse the lush pastures. I can't help but steal glances at Lucas, admiring the way his muscles strain against his sweat-dampened shirt. He moves with an easy grace, his steps sure and steady on the uneven ground.

      As we reach the milking barn, Lucas pauses, turning to face me. His gaze is intense, smoldering with an unspoken desire that makes my breath catch in my throat. "This is where the real magic happens," he murmurs, his voice low and rough. "Where our hucows are transformed, their bodies yielding to the pleasure of being milked."

      I swallow hard, my imagination running wild with visions of myself in that role, my breasts heavy and aching, my nipples tender from Lucas' touch. As if sensing my thoughts, Lucas steps closer, his hand brushing against my arm. The contact sends a jolt of electricity through me, my skin tingling with anticipation.

      "Can you imagine it, Clara?" he asks, his breath hot against my ear. "The feeling of the machines, the gentle tugging at your breasts, the release as your milk flows freely?"

      I can only nod, my voice stolen by the images he paints. My nipples harden, straining against the fabric of my shirt, and I feel a rush of wetness between my thighs. Lucas' eyes darken, his gaze dropping to my chest before snapping back up to meet mine.

      "You're going to be a natural," he promises, his words filled with a quiet intensity that makes me shiver. "I can already tell."

      We move on, but the tension between us is palpable, crackling in the air like a gathering storm. As we walk, I can't help but notice the way Lucas' jeans hug his muscular thighs, the outline of his cock clearly visible beneath the denim. My mouth goes dry at the sight, my mind flooding with fantasies of falling to my knees before him, taking him into my mouth and worshipping him with my tongue.

      Lost in my lustful thoughts, I stumble, my ankle twisting on a loose rock. Before I can fall, Lucas' strong arms are around me, catching me and pulling me close to his chest. I gasp, both from the sudden movement and the feeling of his body pressed against mine.

      For a long moment, we stay like that, our bodies molded together, our hearts racing in tandem. Lucas' scent envelops me, a heady mix of sweat, sun, and something uniquely him. I want to bury my face in his neck, to taste the salt on his skin and lose myself in his embrace.

      Slowly, reluctantly, Lucas sets me back on my feet, his hands lingering on my waist. "Careful," he murmurs, his voice rough with an emotion I can't quite name. "We wouldn't want you getting hurt before we even get started."

      I nod, my cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and desire. Lucas' touch lingers on my skin, igniting a fire that threatens to consume me. As we continue our tour, I find myself hyper-aware of his presence, my body attuned to his every move.

      The sun hangs low in the sky by the time we return to the farmhouse, painting the horizon in shades of orange and pink. Lucas leads me to the kitchen, where he pours us each a glass of cool water. I accept mine gratefully, the liquid soothing my parched throat.

      "You must be hungry," Lucas says, his gaze warm as it meets mine. "I'll prepare dinner while you freshen up."

      I nod, suddenly realizing how famished I am. The thought of a hot meal sends a rumble through my stomach, and I can't help but wonder what other appetites Lucas might be able to satisfy.

      Upstairs, I strip off my dusty clothes and step into the shower, letting the warm water cascade over my travel-weary body. As I lather myself with soap, my hands roam over my curves, imagining they are Lucas' instead. I picture him joining me, his strong hands kneading my flesh, his lips trailing hot kisses down my neck.

      A soft moan escapes me as I tease my nipples, rolling them between my fingers until they're stiff peaks. The ache between my thighs intensifies, and I slip a hand between my legs, finding my clit and rubbing in slow, deliberate circles. I imagine it's Lucas touching me, his thick fingers delving into my slick heat, stroking me until I'm writhing against him.

      Lost in my fantasy, I barely register the sound of the bathroom door opening, the rush of cool air as the shower curtain is pulled back. I gasp, my eyes flying open to find Lucas standing before me, his gaze smoldering with undisguised hunger.

      "Stop," he growls, his voice low and rough with desire.

      I instantly stop at the command in his tone, though I whimper at the loss of sensation.

      “You’re so beautiful like this,” he tells me as he steps close to me, and I can clearly see the outline of his hard cock in his pants, exciting me further. “But not yet, little one.”

      I start to protest, but he hushes me with a finger to my lips. “Trust me.”

      I close my mouth and nod in submission, though my body balks.
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