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One

 


I was happy with my life as a cowgirl.

I had my stall where I felt warm and happy and safe.
I got milked as often as I liked, which was very often; I had two
sets of tits so I got milked twice as much as any woman or cowgirl
in the world.

When I got milked, I got turned on, and when I got
turned on, I either pleasured myself or Jake did the honors with
his wonderful cock.

I was making lots of money with my milk so I knew I
could start college anytime I wanted—the problem was I didn’t want
to right then and there. Which was fine. College would always be
there.

Jake fucked me all the time, which was good.
Sometimes it was in the stall, leashed to the wall while I was
being milked by the pump attached to my four tits. Sometimes it was
in our bed in the house—which I started to think of as Jake’s bed.
When we fucked in the bed, Jake insisted I be on top, riding him,
letting him watch my bouncing tits while my milk dripped down on
him. He loved being covered in my milk. It was wasteful because I
was losing money with every drop, but I loved him so it was okay.
When we fucked out in my stall, he fucked me like an animal, me on
all fours, which was the way I had grown to like being fucked.

The final pleasure in my life was eating. While I
wasn’t exactly getting fat, I certainly had pronounced curves, much
more so than ever before in my life. That was to be expected since
I was eating huge amounts of food, but most of those calories went
into making milk. It was amazing how hungry I got with four tits
making milk all the time.

Jake and I had been in the milking relationship for
several months when I realized that I hadn’t been taking my birth
control. I had been spending more and more time outside in my
milking stall, pretending I was a cow and eschewing all my former
human trappings: clothes, walking on just my feet and not on all
fours, eating with a fork. It was getting chilly outside and Jake
promised to install a heater and insulate the old barn so I could
continue to live out there as much as possible. But one autumn
night it was too cold and I spend it inside the house with Jake and
I stumbled across an old package of birth control pills that were
half gone. I couldn’t remember when I stopped taking them.

I brought them out to Jake where he was lounging on
the bed in sweatpants and nothing else, to voice my concerns. He
just gave me a half-grin, took the package from me, and tossed it
in the trash. “Don’t worry about those. You won’t get pregnant as
long as I keep giving you your weekly injections.”

Jake had become adept at sticking the needle in my
rump so I would continue to make huge amounts of milk. I actually
looked forward to the weekly injection. There was only the tiniest
pain from the stick and then a little burning, but then I was so
turned on I had to fuck Jake and the sex was always incredible. I
could definitely see that I made more milk on the day right after
my injection and then it slowly decreased for the rest of the week.
It wasn’t a huge difference but it was noticeable.

“So it’s like a birth control injection,” I said to
him.

“Something like that.” He pulled down his sweatpants
to show off his cock. “Now, why don’t you suck me, get me hard, and
we’ll fuck?”

That’s all the invitation I needed.

 


The next day Jake was out in the barn with me
expanding and improving my stall, putting up insulation, and
installing a heater. It was his day off and I was getting milked as
he worked, so it was a very happy day for the both of us.

Except Jake wasn’t doing exactly what I thought he
was.

The day after that his friend Stan came over. Stan
was a former drug dealer who now worked for a veterinary supply
company. I knew he was stealing the drug that Jake was injecting
into me; he was that sort of low-life. He could probably have
bought it and resold it to Jake, but he stole it instead. Moron.
Essentially he was still a drug dealer, I suppose.

I was in my stall, happily eating and getting my
tits pumped, waiting for Jake to show up and fuck me when both he
and Stan walked in. It was the first time anyone other than Jake
had seen me naked in my stall getting milked. I had my collar on
and had hooked the leash to the large eyebolt on the wall to show
Jake what a good, submissive cow I was being. The two of them got
an eyeful of my curved ass waiting expectantly for them.

“See?” said Jake, and I hadn’t seen Stan yet, “told
you she’d be ready for you.”

That was enough to get me to turn around and look at
them. For a moment I panicked and pulled against my leash, trying
to hide myself, but Jake walked confidently over to me, still on my
hands and knees, and patted my rump. Almost at once that calmed me,
like it always did. “Settle down, girl. Be good, Elsie. You just
have visitor. I need to show him how you’ve changed, become better
and a good cowgirl.”

Stan whistled appreciatively at me. At least I took
his whistle as a compliment. “She’s put on a few pounds, but all in
the right places, Jake. Nice big tits and fat ass. Very nice. And
the milker is working for her?”

“On good days we’ll get close to two gallons.”

He whistled again. At that point I was getting to
hate his whistle. “Nice bit of business you’re doing.”

Jake grinned. “I’ve got the best business partner in
the world,” he said, patting my rump again. I looked up at him and
smiled. We were a partnership and I trusted him.

“I’m glad we’re going to be able to do business
together,” Stan grunted.

“Care to sample the wares?” asked Jake.

At first I thought my boyfriend was offering his
scummy friend a taste of my milk, either from the collection bottle
or straight from my tit. Either would have been fine with me, but
that’s not what Jake meant.

“Don’t mind if I do,” said Stan. “You can tell she’s
hot for it. I smelled her the moment we walked in here.” He knelt
behind me and started opening up his pants.

Only then did I understand what was going on. I was
essentially trapped. The collar and leash kept me from bolting,
plus Jake was kneeling next to me, one hand on my shoulder and one
on my rump, keeping me calm. In addition to this the milking
machine, hooked up to all my tits, also served to keep me from
moving anywhere. Normally I loved the machine because it felt so
good to my tits and occasionally I could cum from the pump alone.
But it always made me wet and ready for Jake.

I felt Stan’s cock probing around my slippery labia.
I couldn’t see his cock or turn my head enough to know exactly what
was going on, but I knew I was about to get fucked. I couldn’t tell
if I wanted it or not. Looking to Jake, he could see the terror in
my eyes.

“It’s all right, girl,” he soothed me, continuing to
pat my rump and stroke my hair, “he’s just going to fuck you. He’ll
be a gentle or rough as you like. When he’s done, I’ll fuck you
too, okay. And don’t worry. It’s not like he’s not bringing
anything to the table. There’s something in it for me too.”

I should have protested, I should have done
something, anything, but by then Stan’s cock had slit into my warm,
wet pussy and he was fucking me without me fully realizing it. It
felt good. I hated to admit it, but he filled me up more than Jake.
I liked a new man fucking me.

I also should have listened more closely to Jake’s
words. There was something in this for him, he had said, but he
hadn’t said a word about what was in it for me.

After the initial few terrible moments when I didn’t
understand what was going on, I settled into
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