
[image: ]


Table of Contents

Title Page

THE FARMER’S TERMS 2 - THE FIANCEE - AN AGE GAP HUCOW TRANSFORMATION EROTIC ROMANCE STORY | BY | JENNY OSWALD

Also By Jenny Oswald

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE FARMER’S TERMS 2 - THE FIANCEE - AN AGE GAP HUCOW TRANSFORMATION EROTIC ROMANCE STORY


BY


JENNY OSWALD





























[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 Jenny Oswald. All Rights Reserved.

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.

Farmer Lake

The beautiful, golden curls of her now quite long hair fill my entire hands and magically intertwine in my fingers.

It's a skill I learned when I was a very small boy, helping my sisters, as the oldest brother and the oldest child in the family, braid and style their long, lush hair.

Now, I was braiding the bouffant, golden, shiny hair of sweet Chelsea, the mother of my child and my wife-to-be.

Chelsea, the girl who once defied me, and who is now my happy and content fiancée.

A beautiful, golden braid reached all the way to the very end of her beautiful, round, feminine back. I tied it with a hairband and then let it fall freely, accentuating and contributing to the innocence and submissiveness of her entire appearance.

A small, golden bell attached to a leather choker around her neck jingled joyfully as her clear eyes turned gratefully to me.

-Thank you.

I caressed her hair.

-Thank you, what?

Chelsea's eyes turned a deep, stormy color for a moment, noticeably altered by the excitement that quickened her breath.

-Thank you, Mr. Lake.

The bells rang once more as her body leaned closer to kiss my rough cheek with her fresh lips.

Besides braiding the hair, as a boy, I learned another very important thing. A thing that, I would say, was of crucial importance throughout my life, a harsh life spent on the farm, fighting for survival and life, and a thing that was crucial now that I finally had my fertile, faithful fiancée, the mother of my heir and my future wife.

That thing was the milking.

Chelsea gave birth to our son four months ago.

She gave birth to a small, strong, and bright heir of the Lake family. My little perfect son. The boy who was now the center of my world, my legacy, and my life.

You could say that motherhood has softened her quite a bit. And not only because of the enormous, sacrificial love she felt for our son, and for me as the father of our child.

No.

Motherhood softened her considerably because, since she gave birth, her already lush and full breasts were filled with a quantity of milk so large and heavy that it was almost impossible to empty it.

No one could have predicted it.

Neither could I, in my wildest dreams, predict that.

Yes, I wanted Chelsea to give me an heir. I wanted to mark her, bind her, and make her mine. I wanted her as my good, submissive wife, a real cow, fertile and plump, who knows perfectly where she belongs.

But even I, in my utter madness, could not have predicted that after giving birth, Chelsea's breasts would fill with so much milk that nursing our son would not be nearly enough, and she would become completely dependent on my rough, skilled hands, and the powerful metal machines that bring relief.

I thought that strict discipline and rigorous milking and breeding sessions would be enough to make her submissive and mine forever, but things turned out much better than I imagined.

Chelsea now had no way out.

As long as her body was a slave to her painful, heavy, and torturous lactation with no end in sight, she was mine.

All that was needed now was to make her my wife before God and men.

My proud wife, the mother of my son, and my sweet hucow slave, addicted to my touch.

I cupped her round, white wrist, then brought her tiny hand to my lips. A gold ring with precious stones glittered victoriously.

I kissed the soft skin of her white hand.

Two days ago, tired and tortured, as after another round of abundant ejaculation inside her hot, tight pussy I held her body, flooded with waves of pleasure, tightening the collar around her neck so that she knew very well who was her master, my sweet Chelsea said yes.

- Yes. I want you to be my master and my husband forever.

She looked at me with her deep, defeated eyes, and in that look there was something crystal clear, something inexplicable.

In this very special look, without a single word, her complete surrender was contained.

Now, we stood calm and happy in our new, spacious bedroom, while our son slept carefree in his crib.

I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her closer to me.

Her lips were slightly parted and wet, and her slightly unbuttoned, loose blouse failed to hide her lush bust that rose with the rhythm of her breathing.

Two juicy, full balls, round melons that were at the peak of their productivity.

-Looks like you're full again, my dirty little cow? Looks like you’ll need a good milking again.

I whispered gently in her ear.

Chelsea's cheeks flushed, and slightly parted lips stretched into a wide smile.

I gently ran my fingers over the line of her breasts, touching the budding nipples just in passing, just enough to trigger the excitement in her, which would very soon explode like a geyser.

After this nonchalant movement, I watched her expression change very quickly from carefree to tense.

She covered her breasts with both hands, struggling to contain the flow that was brewing.

-Lake...

She let out a painful sigh, writhing and trying to stop her huge, excited melons.

But it was too late.

The sweet juice had already begun to ooze and build up in ever-increasing amounts, reaching the very end, to the very tips of her tight, pink nipples, threatening to spill out.

-Lake, what?

I answered her calmly and coldly, sternly and seriously observing her ordinary, angelic face.

- Mater Lake, I need you.

It was a code, a code that meant only one thing.

Master Lake, I need you to milk my fat, sweet tits and suck all the juicy milk out of me.

Master Lake, I need you to fill my eager, slutty pussy with a fresh dose of your fertile seed and fuck me with your big cock until I'm begging and screaming with pleasure.

Master Lake, I need you to fuck me and cum inside me over and over again, while, like a real, submissive cow, I manage to say only your name through clenched teeth.

Very good.

Perfect.

My face stretched into a satisfied smile.

I shot her another stern look.

-Fine, but this time, you'll have to really deserve it.

I took her by the hand and led her outside, with steady and light steps, towards the barn.

Chelsea

Farmer Lake's firm and rough hand leads me confidently inside - inside, into the shadowy semi-darkness and the enticing, sweet-sour smell of hay and barn.

A place where everything stops and where there is only strained breathing and the rapid rhythm of my awakened heart.

A place where my surrender is final, absolute.

The place where my destiny becomes final, definitive, shaped under the influence of a heavy burden that I will never have the power or the ability to handle alone.

Under the influence of sweet milk and fertile body whose desire and hunger only he can satisfy - my farmer, master, father of my child, and my future husband -

Mr. Lake.

He comes up behind me and presses his lips to the hot curve of my neck.

He kisses me gently as he twists my braid around his finger.

-Little cow, this time you will have to earn my mercy.

He pushes me to my knees, so I quickly go down, kneeling and watching his every move tensely.

The smell of hay mixes with the smell of my lust and my surrender.

I unbutton my blouse, showing him the full weight of my engorged breasts that are swollen and heavy, on the verge of spilling out.

The bell around my neck rings out with a clear sound. Now, only one thing matters -

His next order.

His next command that I will have to obediently and earnestly carry out in order to deserve to be freed from the burden and juice that I carry inside me.

To get the reward of his touch and powerful body that brings me to climax.

Kneeling with bright, eager eyes, I watch as he unbuttons his faded, light denim jeans to reveal part of a strong pelvis and muscular legs, and a throbbing, hard cock, all ready.

-Come closer.

I get on my knees quite close to him, feeling that magical tingle and flow all over my groin.

- Start licking. Slowly. And then took it with your lips and put it in your mouth.

I rush forward and begin to lustily lick the tense and hot, pulsing skin.

-Slower.

I feel his hand move and his grip tighten, pulling my long, golden braid hard against him.

I slow down and then carefully take the tip into my mouth, feeling it become wet with my drool; it's salty and meaty in my mouth.

- Very good, Chelsea. Now deeper.

I move closer and push even closer to him. I take as much of his hard flesh as I can, sucking and swallowing him eagerly.

-Deeper.

The grip on his hand tightens to a breaking point. He pulls me close to him as hard as he can without letting go of my hair in his determined grip.

-Deeper.

He repeats in a cool voice punctuated with his excited, deep, growl-like breathing.

I take the full length of his cock, nearly choking, drool running down my chin, and gasping for air.

At that moment, the Master Lake separates me, gently releasing my braid from his fingers.

He lifts my chin with his hand, and my eyes meet his commanding gaze.

He gestures for me to get up. I stand trembling, painfully full and submissive in front of him.

His helpless milk slave, forever sealed with his seed, ready to surrender my life and
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