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Chelsea
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No, of course things were never meant to turn out like this.

I watched the sun shining high in the summer sky, illuminating the vast pastures in front of me. Blades of grass swayed in the summer breeze

It was warm, almost hot, and if it wasn't for the wind that brought some shade and refreshment, I would probably be drenched in sweat by now.

It was summer, the middle of summer, the summer that changed my life.

No, of course I never imagined that something like this would happen to me.

I was just an ordinary girl, with ordinary dreams and hopes, unaware that at some point things would become very, very complicated.

Even in an almost transparent, light, summer dress, I could feel the weight of the incoming milk filling my breasts and the terrible tension of my swollen skin, which was rubbing painfully against the now too tight fabric.

Round and juicy, my breasts were on the verge of exploding.

Oh no, that wasn’t good at all.

That wasn’t good, because it meant I would have to go to him again and ask him to milk me.

Again.

Like a real submissive, stupid and fertile, milky cow. After all, that's what I was now.

Beneath the swollen and hot skin of my breasts rose the bump of my round, now huge belly. I was in a late stage of pregnancy, and the pressure and heaviness I felt were increasing day by day, becoming almost unbearable.

I already knew how this went.

I will go to him, humble and helpless, and beg him to help me and free me from this terrible tension. 

His rough hands will deftly take over my submissive body, and the juices will flow out of me like a fountain, warm and sweet. I will moan, choking with pleasure, while loathing myself from the depths of my soul.

I despised myself, because now that I was his subservient, little cow, I needed him.

Needed like the air I breathe. And maybe more than that.

Farmer Lake, Mr. Lake, Master Lake.

The one who now decided about me and my fate.

The one who held my body in his hands. My needs, my most primitive desires.

I hated myself for always coming back to him, begging again and again, only to enjoy the brief moments of pleasure and relief he gave me. 

Now that I was his property, I was completely dependent on him.

A part of me was still struggling with complete surrender, but the milk that was coming in in ever greater and richer quantities said otherwise.

My eager body, round and juicy, almost at the point of bursting, said otherwise.

Soon I will be at his door, both fertile and helpless, begging for his help.

Farmer Lake

I light the cigarette hanging casually between my fingers and see a round figure in a white dress slowly approaching from a distance.

Chelsea.

She came again, just like a true obedient and good girl, to beg for her master's mercy.

Excellent.

Satisfied grin spreads from ear to ear, and heat rushes through my body at the very thought of her young, eager, and fertile body that now belongs to me.

- Come on girl.

I smile at her and wave my hand.

That's right, come to your daddy who will give you what no one else can. Juicy and good milking that will make you scream.

Every drop of your sweet, precious milk belongs to me now, now that my seed is in your womb, it's only a matter of time before you surrender completely and agree to be my wife, my true hucow slave girl.

Strands of golden hair fall down her bare shoulders. The white summer dress she wears is almost see-through, and the outline of her stiff, eager nipples is clearly visible beneath the thin fabric.

I approach her to help her. I don't want anything bad to happen to her. The day she came to me to ask for help, I vowed to always protect and guide her.

My precious cow was now my most valuable possession.

I would do anything for her, but the question was, would she do anything for me?

Chelsea has always been a good and hardworking girl. 

I knew her parents, who were also kind, hard-working, and honest people. When they tragically died, I was quite shaken.

Chelsea, who had just turned 18, was left all alone to take care of her younger sister and the entire farm estate. 

They had a flock of sheep and a few cows. Still, it was too much of a burden for such a young and inexperienced girl.

Back then, Chelsea were indomitable and unbeatable. She was devastated by the death of her parents, but she did not give up on the idea of keeping everything in order by herself.

I offered her help and all kinds of deals that she refused. She wanted nothing to do with me; I never understood why. Maybe it was some kind of youthful rebellion or whim, who knows.

When I saw her determination, I just backed off. I watched the cheeky drool from the sidelines and knew that my moment would come sometime.

And I was right.

Not long after the death of their parents, now Chelsea's farm ranch almost completely fell apart. They had suffered notable losses in livestock numbers, and beautiful, rebellious Chelsea was now in a financial bind and almost hopeless. Then she remembered old Lake.

I will never forget her crying, embarrassed face when she admitted her mistake and begged me for help.

I agreed, of course, but under one condition.

Since my wife left me, I have been alone for years. I never had children, because my ex-wife, unfortunately, suffered from sterility. Although I never gave her a hard time about it, it was what I always wanted the most.

Heir.

Someone I could leave my entire Lake Ranch and fortune to.

When an embarrassed Chelsea appeared at my door, I realized that the heavens themselves were giving me a sign. It was the right moment.

A young and fertile girl will easily get pregnant when I fill her with my semen. She will bear me a child, and I will make her my wife. She will never lack in anything, and I will protect her if necessary with my life, but only if, in return, she shows complete submission and humility.

I walked up to her and wrapped my arms around her big, round body. She was perfect.

A few hot drops of milk spilled out and wet the fabric of her white dress. I gently caressed her cheek.

Her pleading eyes told me everything by themselves.

- Let's take care of you, shall we?

Chelsea nodded meekly and in agreement, following close behind me on the way to the barn.
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Chelsea

We entered the barn, and the sweet smell of hay filled my nostrils.

It was much cooler inside, shady and quiet, and only a few rays of sunlight filtered through the cracked wallboards inside, illuminating the muddy floor.

The barn was where Farmer Lake regularly milked me, and by now I was well used to it. As soon as I stepped into this space, a strong and unstoppable excitement flowed through my entire body.

I was burning with the desire to be emptied.

When I agreed to Lake's terms, I did so primarily to save my family, myself, and my sister from a certain end. 

I never imagined that it would all go this far and that in the meantime I would become his fertile hucow slave, unable to spend a single day without his firm, sure touches and stern gaze.

Unable to go a day without being properly milked and then well filled with a fresh load of hot cum and Lake's fat cock.

Nine months ago, I agreed to give birth to Lake's child, so that in exchange he would take care of my sister and me, and take care of our property, which I was not able to manage alone.

I overestimated my abilities, thinking that I would be able to take care of livestock, a huge property, and everything that goes with it. And now, I was paying my fine.

I had never agreed to marry him and be his wife, but after Lake filled me with his seed and after I carried his child in my womb, I was now much more than that.

I was his personal, human milk cow, that I can't say, about whom, Farmer Lake carefully cared for.

Every day, he emptied me thoroughly and then filled me again until I experienced multiple orgasms.

Lake was a man in his late forties, good-looking and in great shape, with cold blue eyes. 

One his look was enough to let me know where I belonged. 

He was driving me crazy.

This whirlwind of humiliation, punishment, reward, care, and help that old Lake got me into was the craziest thing that ever happened to me, and though I was ashamed to admit it to myself, maybe the best thing.

-Sit down.

He motioned me to a small wooden chair that had become my usual place for milking. 

With careful and gentle movements, he unbuttoned my dress, and now my bare, swollen body was shamelessly exposed to his gaze.

- You look beautiful today. Every day you are getting bigger and bigger. A real, fertile, and productive cow. Well done!

He smiled at me and then stroked my hair. His touch made me shiver.

I felt a few wet, slimy drops slide from the open crack of my pussy and soak the cold wood I was sitting on. 

I wanted him. As I simultaneously grew larger, so did my desire for strict Farmer Lake.

Farmer Lake resolutely sat down across from me. 

I stared into his gray, stern, and deep eyes
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