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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.

Seeking solace with farmer Carl that evening, I must admit, really helped me get back into shape. In fact, it helped me to not only get back in shape but to become twice as productive as before!

Although it seemed almost unbelievable and impossible, my soft, warm breasts doubled in size again. And without any supplements and hormones! The doctor, along with all the farmers and farm staff, stood in amazement and watched my swollen, doubled, now really huge breasts, full of milk.

Now, I had by far the biggest udders on the entire Hucow farm. I was incredibly proud of myself, and the feeling of satisfaction, fulfillment, and self-confidence never left me.

My breasts were admired and debated. The doctor studied them carefully and, after extensive examinations, declared that the process took place completely naturally and that it was a true miracle. His explanation was simply that the initial induction and hormone therapy simply did not activate my maximum potential. 

The doctor was convinced that some kind of stimulation had reactivated the process of active growth and lactation and that I had now fully reached my full potential. Although it was rare and he had never seen it before in his practice, he certainly did not rule out the possibility. What's more, he, along with the others, observed my substantial bust with undisguised admiration and delight. He told me that I was a special cow.

And that's how I felt.

Daisy was now in deep shadow, as all eyes were on me. All attention was focused on me. I immediately got a separate, the most spacious, and the most beautiful room on the farm. It was almost certain that I was now the best and most productive Hucow on the farm.

I proudly walked around, absorbing the enthusiastic and envious looks of the other girls as well as the satisfied and mesmerized looks of the farmers. I was a walking miracle, and I didn't try to hide my new attributes that attracted all that attention. 

Deep down, I knew this was what I always wanted. Maybe I didn't get it exactly the way I imagined, but anyway, I finally had fame, reputation, and respect. I was special. I couldn't stop enjoying my newfound reputation.

It felt so good to be the best.

However, in order to definitely secure my status as the best and most productive Hucow, I had only one more challenge left. I was about to be milked by the strongest cow milker ever – milking devil.

Milking devil was the strongest cow milker allowed for use on Hucow Farms and was only used on cows with the largest, most massive udders, where any other type of force would be too weak. This machine applied abnormal pressure that only the best of the best could handle.

Only cows with the juiciest and fullest udders were able to withstand the pressure and force this machine created, and even they suffered enormous pain. The machine lived up to its name, and was just that - a devil, designed to squeeze out every last drop of milk. Of course, it was used only under the strictest control.

If you were milked by a milking devil, it meant you were the best.

Although I knew it would be a very painful and risky undertaking, I was ready for anything to justify my title and fame. After all, I knew that I was the best and that I would certainly succeed.

The doctor monitored my condition with the greatest care and made sure to take all measures to prepare me for the merciless machine. Every day, he increased the sensitivity of my nipples using special sensitizers. He also applied regular massages to increase blood circulation and milk flow. Every day he smeared my stiff and tender nipples with a special protective cream that protected the delicate skin from cracking and injuries.

The evening before just milking, the farmers cuffed my udders in order to achieve maximum pressure and milk flow the next day. Everything was ready, and the moment of my big challenge was approaching. I was terribly nervous and excited. Butterflies in my stomach, as always, did not give me peace, and I felt a tickling warmth spread throughout my body, under the hot and soft skin.

That night, I barely slept; I was constantly thinking about the milking devil and what was waiting for me. I was sure that I held the title of the most productive Hucow for a reason and that I would justify it tomorrow, but again, the feeling of tickling trepidation and nervousness did not leave me. I wanted everything to be perfect. Defeat was simply not an option. I had to succeed.

All night, I restlessly tossed and turned in bed and looked at my tightly bound, swollen breasts, filling with larger amounts of milk with every single second, looking incredibly swollen and painful. They looked like they were about to explode and felt exactly like that.

I had the impression that I was going to explode. I was full of milk, and yet I could feel how a new amount was being produced and how it filled the already swollen and huge, sensitive breasts, in an endless circle.

I craved relief like never before. I longed to be well milked and knew that the moment of my triumph was approaching.

Soon, everyone will know what kind of obedient, good, and productive cow I am.

Morning came, and John and Carl burst into my room, ready to lead me to the main barn where I was to be milked in the presence of the doctor and the other girls.

I calmly followed them, feeling the weight of my swollen breasts with every step.

The barn was filled with curious hucow girls whose bare bodies and soft breasts pressed against the crowd. The doctor was waiting at the very end of the barn, along with the milking devil. There were the rest of the farmers as well as other staff who took care of the maintenance and guarding of the farm.

Everyone came to see me!

I thought ecstatically and felt the blood flowing throughout my body, and my heart beating loudly in my chest.

The doctor smiled at me and asked if I was ready. He looked once more at my tightly cuffed boobs, which wre about to explode, and made a very serious face. 

I nodded affirmatively and smiled. I didn't want anyone to see how scared I really was. My whole body shook as the doctor attached the pumps to my breasts and nipples. When he was sure that the machine was ready, he nodded to me and then started it.

I was kneeling on all fours on the barn floor. When the machine was put into operation, I felt the pressure as strong as never before.

The vacuum was extremely strong, and the milk came out of me quickly and in a copious stream. I let out a loud moan as the pain was almost unbearable. I kept myself from moaning and whimpering as the machine mercilessly crushed and squeezed my breasts. Milk was flowing in a strong stream, literally pouring out of me.

Drops of hot sweat covered my face, and my cheeks turned bright red. Slaver flowed from my wide-open mouth, as I moaned loudly and held back from screaming.

My eyes and the whole expression of my face gave me a pleading and helpless grimace. I remembered that Hucow I spied on when I came to the farm while breeding with Hubull.

I wondered if that was the same kind of feeling, given that our facial expressions were almost identical.

My whole body was convulsing and writhing, despite my best efforts to stay still. I completely lost control of myself.

Fortunately, there were farmers who watched over me the whole time and kept me company.

When the pressure became almost unbearable, the doctor asked me if I wanted to end the session. I shook my head decisively. Giving up was not an option. I had to succeed, and I was sure that I could last until the end. I moaned louder and deeper, and I felt my voice slowly betraying me.

Carl looked at me proudly and stroked my hair. He came very close to me and whispered:

-You can do it, Ginger.

Then I heard the sound of his zipper and felt his hot, hard cock slowly enter me. He put it inside very carefully and filled me all over. A feeling of satisfaction washed over me. I forgot about the pain and the milking devil's strong squeeze.

Carl was now inside me and moving very slowly, back and forth, gradually expanding my pussy. I was so happy. The feeling was incredible. I surrendered to Carl and let him take control. I felt my boobs emptying in increasingly abundant streams and the grip of the machine getting stronger, but that didn't worry me. I surrendered to Carl, who was thrusting his cock deep into me, and I enjoyed it. Everything else didn't matter.

My painful moans now turned into moans and sighs of pleasure. Everyone watched this scene with curiosity and delight. Now I was sure that I would succeed.

As Carl fucked me, the last drops of milk trickled out of my breasts. The doctor turned off the machine and removed the pumps from my nipples. I felt Carl thrusting harder and harder into me. All around were the delighted faces of other girls.

I closed my eyes and felt my body being flooded with a strong, spasmodic orgasm. I came, and my whole body was shaking. Carl splashed his cum all over my ass.

I stood up, still slightly dazed, and heard the shouts of the girls cheering me on. I smiled at all of them, and tears fell from my eyes. I was so happy. The doctor














d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JENNY OSWALD

-~

FARM LIFE
TONS OF MILK

COLLECTION OF DARK BDSM
LACTATION & TRAINING STORIES





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
JENNY OSWALD

\

-
¢
i)
|

FARMLIFE
[

TONS OF MILK

COLLECTION OF DARK BDSM
LACTATION & TRAINING STORIES





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





