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Part Two


Chapter Three

 


IT was mid-afternoon when Brenda was woken by the
barn door sliding open. She startled for a moment, then remembered
where she was and relaxed. This was what she was supposed to be
doing with her life. She was becoming a cow.

It was Ted who had opened the door and he got right
to work, leading the cows one by one to the milking stands where he
strapped them in, arranged their artificially large udders through
the frame, hooked up the suction tubes to their fat teats and
turned on the pump. Brenda couldn’t comprehend the order in which
Ted went about milking them, and he was halfway through the process
when John appeared, this time with Melinda at his side. The house
cow wore a shirt and loose fitting skirt, but the shirt was
unbuttoned all the way to the bottom and it was obvious she wasn’t
wearing a bra underneath.

“Hook her up,” John ordered his assistance.

“Aw, boss, you’re messing up how I’ve arranged
everything.”

“Do it,” John ordered, “or you won’t get to fuck the
new one. Besides, Melinda here’s been a bad girl and needs a little
discipline this afternoon.”

Judging by the look on Melinda’s face she was eager
for the discipline she was about to endure. She dropped her shirt
to the barn floor and Ted helped her into the milking stand,
fastening her wrists and ankles to the heavy pipes, making sure her
big udders fit nicely into the frame. She gasped with delight when
he switched on the pump for the suction tubes that grabbed onto her
thick teats and started drawing out her milk right away. John stood
behind Melinda and tossed her short skirt up over her hips
revealing her bare buttocks; she hadn’t bothered with wearing
panties.

Brenda wasn’t surprised when John opened up his jeans
and pulled out his cock, but she did wonder if his wife knew about
this little bout of discipline. As they fucked most of the cows
took little interest in the proceedings because they were eager to
be milked themselves. It was, Brenda realized, because they were
making milk in their big udders and they needed the relief. She was
amazed at how easily the milk flowed for them and wished she was in
the same position.

It would only take time.

John finished fucking Melinda before it was Brenda’s
turn on a milking frame, but the bad cow was left there, exposed
and nearly naked, his cum dripping from her pussy, as Ted continued
through the waiting cows, now assisted by John. Brenda was happy
when she was led from her stall by Ted. Following suit of the other
cows, she crawled on all fours, to the front of the barn and took
her place in the milking stand.

Melinda was still panting after having been fucked by
John, but no one took any note of her. Willow and Rachel were the
other cows currently being milked, though they were almost all the
way through their pumping cycle, having nearly filled their
collection canister. All eyes were on Brenda as she was locked in
to the milking stand and the anal hook put in place, once again
attached to her collar pulling her hips up and altering her stance.
Her small tits carefully arranged through the rectangular frame
before Ted attached the collection nozzles to them. The strong
suction power immediately grabbed on to her tits and started tugged
away.

Right away Brenda’s already moist pussy reacted. To
her shame and delight Brenda arched her back as much as was
possible trying to encourage Ted to enter her right away. She knew
her tits wouldn’t be giving up any milk yet, but she
wanted—needed—to be fucked.

Ted laughed at her obvious eagerness. “Look at her,”
he chortled. “She’s ready for the hot beef injection all cows
need.”

“Ted,” John said with just a hint of menace in his
voice.

“I know, I know,” the assistant agreed. “Don’t
humiliate the cows.”

Brenda’s first experience with sex in front of others
had been that morning when John had fucked her. She knew she wasn’t
in her right mind when it had happened, and hadn’t really
understood everything that was going on. This afternoon, with Ted
about to fuck her, she had come to terms with the situation she had
placed herself in and was eager to make the most of it. All the
other cows were enjoying their time in the barn, why shouldn’t
she?

Before she knew it, Ted had opened up his jeans and
had inserted his cock into her waiting pussy. He hadn’t bothered
with the ball gag this time, Brenda assumed because they wanted to
see if she could keep her tongue still and act like a proper cow.
The anal hook served to open up her pussy all the way and allowed
Ted to fuck her with ease. Her body reacted like it should, a slow
steady need building within her that would eventually result in an
orgasm and Brenda happily encouraged the growing energy, she could
feel it being stored in her pussy, clit, and nipples. Ted was
fucking her the way he wanted, which didn’t bother Brenda at all,
and it was then she realized that while this was the second time
she was being fucking in front of disinterested observers, it was
the first time in her life that she was being fucked by two
different men on the same day.

A second realization struck her. Brenda had never
been a slut; she had never fucked two men in the same month let
alone same day. That thought caused her to cum and she let the
audience know by letting out a loud moan of pleasure.

Ted laughed and slapped her ass, cumming a minute
later, filling her pussy with his thick, sticky cum.

She knew she should have felt used and soiled, but
she didn’t have any of that sort of emotion. She felt elated, as if
she belonged in a barn baring her tits to be milked and to be
fucked like an animal.

“Good job,” John complimented his assistance when he
was done. “Keep her happy and get her milk flowing.”

“Yup,” Ted agreed.

Brenda was released from the stand and brought back
to her stall where she collapsed on the mattress, happy and
sated.

 


She barely remembered being woken up by Nancy for the
evening meal. She did remember pressing the black button with her
forehead and watching a meal of pressed pellets sliding down the
chute to wind up in her bowl. These she ate ravenously, marveling
at how famished she was after her day’s exertion. She drank just as
eagerly from the rubber nipple at the water spout, happy to fill
her belly even more. After emptying the bowl of the nutritious
pellets and drinking her fill from the spout, there was still an
insistent ache in her belly. She wanted to eat more but she knew
she wasn’t really hungry. Still, it was her instinct that drove her
and just like a well-trained laboratory animal, she pressed the
button with her forehead again and was delighted when she was
rewarded with another slurry of pellets filling her bowl which she
let everyone know by a little shriek of delight.

By now Brenda had no shame in lowering her face to
the food dish and gobbling up the pellets. “They’ll let you eat as
much as you want,” Nancy told her.

With her head through the stall’s hole, Brenda turned
her neck to look at Nancy in the stall next to her, also with her
head through the feeding hole. She quickly ground down the pellets
with her teeth and washed down the mouthful with a slurp of water.
“I suppose John doesn’t want us to starve,” she commented.

Nancy laughed. “Far from it. The pellets are designed
for optimum taste, the right amount of salt and sugar and crunch to
make you want more.”

Brenda nodded. This made perfect, logical sense.

“And they’re laced with drugs to keep your milk
production up.”

“Of course,” she agreed, but that didn’t sound
ethical to her.

“Plus the hormones to incite your lust and whatever
other drugs are needed to make you more compliant.”

Now Brenda just stared.

“And don’t be worried if you think you’re gaining
weight. The food is supposed to do that to you as well.”

That Brenda had already figured out. By weight she
was the smallest in the barn, by far. She supposed she couldn’t
properly be called a cow if she was thin and muscular.

“How do you know all this?” Brenda asked Nancy.

The cow just laughed at her. “I’m not giving up all
my secrets.”

After eating her feed Brenda felt very sleepy and she
wondered if the pellets were laced with a sleep-inducer as well.
She lay down on her mattress, pulled the blanket over her naked
body, and went to sleep.

 


When Brenda woke up the other cows were milling about
and there was a definite air of excitement. “What’s going on?” she
asked Nancy.

The mature hucow looked at her with a grin. “Outdoor
milking today. Better eat your breakfast before we go outside.”

It made sense, of course. John wouldn’t want to leave
them in the barn all the time. It wouldn’t be impossible to hide a
dozen or so women acting like cows, but certain logistical barriers
quickly presented themselves to Brenda. Instead of brooding about
those matters she followed Nancy’s advice and put her head in the
feeding slot. The pellets that came down the chute were slightly
different than her previous meals, but they amounted to much the
same regardless. After she ate she felt better, calmer though with
a real need to quench her growing lust. Surreptitiously she felt
her tits with her hands, trying to judge if they had grown at all
overnight and couldn’t make a real determination one way or
another. Regardless, when she was done eating another pressing
biological need had to be addressed.

“Nancy,” she half-whispered, “where do I go to the
bathroom?”

Her neighbor gave her a half-smirk and said, “Wait
until we go outside.”

“What?”

“Hush.”

Somehow she knew that the door was about to be opened
and a second later John slid open the barn door, this time
accompanied by a new man, very tall, rugged-looking, and handsome.
Unconsciously Brenda wiggled her hips in anticipation at what was
to happen to her.

“Hobble them girls, Ned,” John said to the new man.
“Then get ‘em outside and set up on the milkers.”

“You got it, boss.”

The cows came out of the stalls on their own, already
knowing what to do, and they did it in an orderly fashion. There
was a prearranged order to who got to go first and Brenda found
herself at the back of the herd, but followed by Nancy. She was
certain her position at the back was because of her new status and
guessed Nancy was bringing up the rear to keep an eye on her. It
was weird waiting her turn because all the cows were on hands and
knees, as was expected, but that put Brenda’s eyes on level with
Stacy’s buttocks. She could see the cow’s sex clearly and took the
opportunity to inspect what would have been any other woman’s
private parts. If Stacy realized that Brenda was staring at her,
she didn’t let on. Brenda had never looked that closely at a
woman’s sex before and found it interesting but didn’t know what to
do with the view.

Her inspection went on for several minutes because of
the bottleneck
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