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Chelsea
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I frantically turn the small, silvery key that trembles in my hands. I slide it into the lock and hear a click.

Cold sweat breaks out on my forehead.

I draw the latch with a sharp, quick, and powerful hand movement.

My whole body is shaking.

I fall to the floor and bury my hands in my face, tears streaming down my cheeks.

Salty, hot tears as a terrible anger and spite awaken inside me.

No.

The wedding is tomorrow morning, and I know that Lake will be coming for the night dose soon.

For the sweet milk my submissive body now produces to satisfy his dark, never-ending hunger. For a new dose of humiliation and shame, with which he earnestly showers me, and I accept it, powerless and eager, sickly dependent on him and his heavy touches.

No.

Not this time.

I have to break this horrible cycle before it's too late.

Sparks of former rebellion and toughness burn in me.

He might have succeeded in making me his humble little cow, the mother of his heir, his sweet milk slave forced to fulfill his every requirement, every term, but no.

I can't let him make me his wife in front of the whole world.

That would be too much.

I, Chelsea, with what little strength and self-will is left in me, resolutely refuse it.

I'll stay here as long as it takes.

All night, all day.

I'm going to miss the wedding and the whole damn ceremony. I'm not fucking going to let him have that pleasure.

I have to awaken that young girl in me, strong and defiant, who was ready to go against the whole world.

I have to, because if I don't do it now, Lake will bind me forever, completely subjugate me, completely conquer me.

And that's what he wanted from the very beginning.

To make me his in every way.

To make me his docile wife, and brainwashed milk slave ready to fulfill his every demand, sinfully and madly addicted to his reward and his punishment.

I can't let him do that.

I can't let him have that triumph.

It is not too late, I can still resist, I can resist.

Tears run down my chin and wet my transparent, white shirt.

My chest heaves, and a tingling sensation permeates my nipples.

You're his now, you're his now.

The drops of milk that gently slide, soaking the thin cloth, seem to scream this, tearing my ears.

No.

I stand up resolutely.

This time, I will resist him.

If he doesn't milk me long enough, the milk should eventually dry up on its own, right?

I just need to last long enough.

Well, I will endure.

I lie on the bed and close my eyes, wet with tears and bloodshot from the fits of rage and crying that shake my body.

I bury my face in my hands and writhe my body on the spacious double bed.

I will endure.

I close my eyes, trying to sleep. Fatigue takes over my body.

No, I don't care about Lake.

I don't care that he'll be looking for me all over the property, I don't care that he'll come across the locked door of my room, I don't care that I won't be his obedient little cow tonight.

I just need to sleep and endure long enough without surrendering my fertile body to him, craving his powerful relief.

I fall asleep, Lake's footsteps echo down the hall.

...

I wake up, and it's already dawn.

My wedding day.

My breasts are full and painful.

I missed my night milking, and the load is piled up inside me, juicy and creamy and heavier than ever.

I take off my white shirt, soaked in the milk that leaked while I slept, and look at my reflection in the mirror.

My breasts are huge, bigger than I can ever remember them; the skin is stretched beyond measure.

Golden curls of hair fall over my shoulders and cover pink nipples that have doubled in size.

I swallow the lump in my throat.

With every movement, I feel the accumulated milk inside me wanting to spill out. Out into Lake's hungry mouth as I submissively accept the full length of his hot, hard cock into me.

No.

I have to resist.

All the same, that submissive and stupid cow in me approaches the door with timid steps.

-Lake?

I whisper timidly, still calling him.

-Honey, are you okay?

His stern voice answers me calmly from the other side of the door.

The heat burns through my entire body, and I stutter as I answer him uncertainly.

- I...I..I don't want to marry you.

His raucous laugh interrupts my funny, awkward stuttering.

- Nonsens. Don’t mess with me, my little cheeky cow. You know I'm going to have to punish you heavily for this?

I press my swollen tits against the cold and hard, smooth surface of the door to ease the pain even a little.

-Lake, I don't want to.

Now I answer more seriously, more calmly, but with the same trembling in every word.

Lake's tone becomes harsh and cold.

- I spent the whole night by your door, fearing that something was seriously wrong. But now I see that you're just the same brazen brat you've been since day one.

I hear him get up and move even closer to the door, the hairs on my arms stand on end, and a chill runs through my body because I feel like he's whispering in my very ear.

-Honey, believe me, by noon, you are going to marry me, so very eagerly. I'll pick you up. Be ready by then.

I don't answer anything anymore, I just nervously and angrily move away from the door, and a new rush of tears fills my eyes.

The same brazen brat you were from day one.

I want to break something inside the room, to ease my anger, but the milk that keeps coming in makes me almost unable to move. A few drops fall on the polished wooden floor.

My nipples itch unbearably, swell up, and get bigger.

I breathe hard, struggling for air.

I sit on the floor and look at the clock on the wall.

Until noon, I'll endure until noon.

...

I spin around the room in aimless circles.

It's half past eleven.

Now I have already taken off all my clothes in order to try to alleviate at least a little the terrible heat and tension that are tormenting me and pouring over the fertile, plump body of a milking cow.

A body that belongs to Lake, my master,my farmer, and which it seems will belong to him forever, whether I want to accept it or not.

My bare, giant breasts bounce with each nervous step I take. My matted hair falls down my back and shoulders. A little warm juice slides from my  tight and warm pussy.

I pick up the brush and start combing my golden curls.

I should get ready for the wedding.

I swallow another huge dumpling now fully aware, still unreconciled, but aware of my fate, which is final, sealed, and definite.

I am a fertile milking cow and soon to be a submissive, good wife, a milk slave with a fertile body that became his the day I signed the contract and agreed to his terms.

It's fifteen to twelve.

My hair is long, shiny, and nicely combed.

I pull my wedding dress out of the closet and manage to pull it over my huge, swollen body.

Fortunately, the chest area is made of elastic, thin, almost sheer lace, and the full size of my hot melons manages to fit inside.

I come back closer and unlock the lock with a slow movement.

I hear a monotonous knock on the other side, open the door, and meet Lake's cold and contemptuous gaze.

I couldn't endure, because it's actually impossible - my body is absolutely transformed and now adjusted so that only his raw and skillful touches can give it even a little relief and an explosion of pleasure.

Farmer Lake
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Holding Chelsea gently around my waist, I make my way through the crowd of cheerful, well-dressed people who fill almost the entire space of my rich ranch.

Fun and lively country music is playing, the band is in sync and good, and people are enjoying their performance while merrily drinking, whiskey and liqueurs served by my staff.

Soon, the ceremony will begin.

I hand over Chelsea to Owen, my most trusted man, friend, and collaborator, who will lead her down the aisle.

The crowd quiets down as the country music becomes solemn, and I take my place by the altar, calmly waiting for her.

A defiant, insolent cow who even for a second allowed herself to think that she would steal away from me.

As if for her swollen body could be a different medicine than my rough hands, and for her sweet milk, different lips than my lustful ones.

It's funny and sad at the same time that she even thought she could defy me.

All these years, it seems, have taught her nothing, and she has quickly forgotten how it ended the last time.

Her defiance, the last time, ended with her body fertile and full, given over to my mercy.

This time, I hope, she will have to really learn where she belongs.

In front of everyone. She will have to honestly understand that she is only mine, that she belongs to me, from now on, forever.

I'll teach her.

The serious and dramatic notes reach their peak as I watch her swaying body, clearly engorged as she strides toward the altar.

Owen holds her hand firmly and unwaveringly, leading her toward me much more like a prize, an obedient heifer than an honorable wife.

After all, that's what she
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