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The hucow’s creamy white skin was cast with a peachy-gold tone from the morning sun peaking over the hills to the east.  She always looked the most delicious at this time.  The werewolf, watching from the safety of his wooded sanctuary, knew that it made no sense for him to be there, outside a farm looking at the girl.  Wolves were meant to look at other wolves, to lust for strong, powerful women.  Especially when one was the Alpha of the pack.  Logan knew he should just retreat into the woods and be with his pack.  But that golden hair, those blue eyes, and that voluptuous body just across the field attracted him in ways he didn’t understand.

He had come to this spot so often that the grass underneath him had begun to wear away.  Every morning, he would come to watch as the old farmer let his hucows out for fresh air.  By this time, most of his pack was back in its den, sleeping after a night of romping around.  So Logan would carefully sneak away to get his time with the hucow.

The girl was waiting for him by the fence, but now was too dangerous.  The old cowboy who owned the hucow farm was outside tending to the other animals.  Logan frowned, running his fingers through the dew-covered grass in front of him while he waited.  Soon enough, the man would be called inside by his plump little wife for breakfast.  Then Logan would get his time.

Most farmers around the area defended against the wolves that were known to roam these parts.  Some installed electric fences to keep wolves from attacking their livestock.  The old cowboy that Logan watched probably counted on the fact that most werewolves had no interest in hucows.  Logan was definitely a special case.  Because of this, there was almost nothing keeping the wolf from finally getting a taste of that hucow.

There she was.  The farmer’s wife had finished breakfast and was hanging out of the window calling to her husband.  Anticipation flowed through Logan’s body.  He got his body into position to make the journey across the field the second the farmer was out of the way.  He watched the skinny old man climb the steps of his porch and disappear through the grand door of his farm house.  It was time.

Logan kept his body as low as he could while he dashed towards the fence.  A smile curled on his lips as he saw his hucow’s face brighten as he approached.  He crouched behind the wooden fence, waiting quietly and examining his surroundings to make sure he hadn’t been spotted.  The morning was quiet, and there was nothing out of the ordinary.  He was safe.

Brandy the hucow looked at him through the opening between two horizontal slats of the fence.  She waited here for him every morning.  Seeing Logan was the only exciting party of her otherwise boring and average day.  

The werewolf extended his arm through the fence to stroke her silky gold hair.  His fingers traced down the side of her cheek to her shoulder.  How was it that hucows had such soft, smooth skin?  It was nothing like the rough skin he was used to from living out in the wild.  His fingers were calloused, so much so that he almost felt bad touching the beautiful creature before him.

Brandy let out a soft moo, and her eyes seemed to sparkle with happiness.  Logan’s chest constricted. It wasn’t fair that he had fallen in love with someone from such a different world.  The fence between them was easily penetrable, but something about it represented the huge divide between the werewolf and the hucow.  Logan wanted nothing more than to tear it down and run away with the hucow, though he knew that wasn’t possible.  He was the leader of his pack, the strength that all the other wolves looked up to, and the beautiful hucow wasn’t meant to be out in the wild.  He had accepted that he had fallen in love with someone he could never hope to be with, but he still dreamed of being with her just one time...

He let his hand slip from her soft arm down to her udders.  Her breasts were always so full in the morning in the time between her breakfast and her milking.  Logan would often give her nipple a few curious little squeezes, watching in amazement as milk shot to the ground.  He never dared to taste it, though.  He knew that if he got one drop of the sweet cream, he probably wouldn’t have been able to hold himself back from sucking her beautiful breasts dry.  His cock twitched at the thought.

“Hey!  You!”  Both Logan and Brandy jumped at the shouting.  In the distance, the old farmer was ambling over on his stiff legs.  Logan gave his hucow sweetheart one desperate look before bolting of as quickly as he could, off into the forest.  He was much faster than the farmer, but he wasn’t faster than a rifle, which he was certain the old cowboy had somewhere nearby.  He didn’t want to stick around and find out.

Once Logan was across the field and into the forest near the farmer’s lands, he finally looked back.  The old man had only just reached his hucow.  He was looking around, trying to see if the werewolf was still within sight.  Logan chuckled, adrenaline pumping through his veins at his narrow escape.  However, as the excitement wore off, worry began to fill his gut.  He watched as the farmer gathered all his hucows back into their barn.  His head was constantly swiveling around on the lookout for Logan.  The werewolf’s and the hucow’s morning ritual would most likely come to an end now, Logan realized.  A frown settled on his lips.

He watched as Brandy walked out of view.  He had to see her again, he thought, and he would risk everything for that.

Logan knew that he was neglecting his pack these days.  The other wolves didn’t seem to notice a change in their leader yet.  But Logan could feel his interest slipping more and more away from the pack as his thoughts began to be consumed by Brandy.

Since that morning when he old farmer spotted Logan, he had completely stopped letting his hucows out into his pasture in the morning.  Logan was always sat in his usual spot, waiting for the farmer to let the girls out, waiting for him to finally let his guard back down, but the old man was stubborn.

Logan was growing frustrated.  Nights that would once be spent running miles in the cool night air were now spent pacing around the edge of the farmland owned by that old bastard.  The werewolf felt like he was being overcome with a sickness.  He craved that hucow so badly.  He was dying to taste her skin, her mouth, her pink wetness between those sexy legs.  He wanted to feel her against his body, to bury his face into those blonde locks and take a deep breath.  

Anytime he let his mind wander in that direction, his body heated up by several uncomfortable degrees.  It was hard to ignore his animal instincts.  He was more beast than human, he thought, so he often succumbed to his bodily desires.  He dreamed of her cream skin under the stars while he stroked his shaft.  Perhaps he would even allow himself to dream from her breasts.  He would touch himself under the base of his usual tree, painfully aware that she was so close, but impossibly far.  He would come nearly every day from his own touch, but it was never satisfying, and the frustration only grew.  He knew he had to do something about this horrible state of living that he was in.
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One night, Logan became bold.  When the quarter moon was hanging high in the sky above him, he slipped from the safety of his forest and into the open field.  His body felt like it had reached its peak as he galloped and jumped in one leap over the fence.  He made his way across the farm’s pasture and got to the barn.  

His heart sank to the ground.  The doors of the hucow barn were much sturdier than they looked from afar, and a thick metal padlock kept them tightly shut.  Logan had far more strength than a normal human, but there was no way he was going to get inside to see Brandy without creating enough noise to alert the whole farm, and most likely the farm owner.  He growled and lurked all around the barn, searching the structure for any weak points.  All the windows were high up on the second floor.  They were an option, but one he wasn’t quite prepared for.  After many tense moments searching for the answer, he decided to retreat for the night and come back when he was better prepared.  All he needed was a ladder, or a few things to stack up, he thought.  Once again, so close, but much too far.

Before he left, he pressed his large hand against the side of the barn.  He knew that his beloved hucow was just on the other side.  He just hoped that she was alright after having been stuck inside for so many weeks.
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Logan returned the next night.  While his packmates were all sleeping, he had scoured the surrounding farms until he had spotted a ladder.  It was an old A-frame ladder that looked rusty and creaky and probably not fit for use anymore, but it would have to work out for just this one night.  He waited until night fell to sneak onto the farm and carry the ladder off, back into his territory.  It was an easy job with Logan’s strength.

He leaned the ladder up against his usual tree and sat at the base, patiently watching the farm.  He waited until the lights in the house went off.  The husband and wife had gone to sleep, but he waited longer to ensure that they were deep into their slumber.  He was calmer than he had previously imagined, though there was a nervous pain deep in his stomach.  If this plan didn’t work out, Logan risked losing his hucow forever.  He couldn’t imagine a life like that.

It was time, he decided.  He stood and slipped his arm through a rung on the ladder, balancing it up on his broad shoulder.  He took one deep breath of the cool night air and began walking to his goal.  Before he would run, as he instincts would always tell him to do.  This time, though, he felt a confidence in the night that covered him.  He walked straight to the side of the barn and set the ladder up beneath the window.  It was going to be a stretch, but Logan assumed that with his agility and strength, he would be able to slip inside the barn.

Logan climbed to the top of the ladder, perching his body at the very top and holding onto the side of the barn for support.  He peaked into the window, but all he could see was the barn’s loft.  He had hoped to see Brandy, but something to land on once he got through the window was also a welcome sight.  

The window was unlocked.  Logan had seen them being opened and closed every day to allow for some airflow through the barn, and he was glad that the farmer wasn’t paranoid enough to lock them up every day.  The werewolf had to maneuver around as he opened the window up and braced it open.  His plan had worked, and now he could reap his reward.

Although the window was above him, he pulled
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