

“Excuse me, my car broke down. Could I use your phone?” the big-busted blond asked the scruffy man behind the bar.

Danielle felt sweaty and dirty after walking a couple of miles on the road with the sun beating down on her back.

She'd rolled her eyes when she'd seen the peeling sign for The Punching Pecker outside, but now she was feeling overexposed in the ramshackle dive bar that was already filled with dusty men even though it was only the middle of the day and wished she hadn't left her jacket in her car as her low-cut white blouse was soaked to the skin and she could feel the eyes of the men all over her body.

Especially the eyes of the handsome, rugged-looking older gentlemen seated next to where she stood, almost towering over her. He wasn't trying to hide the fact he was looking her up and down and his enjoyment of what he saw showed in his smug smile and the way he kept his gaze on her as he took slow, savoring sips of the amber liquid in his tumbler, all of which she could see out of the corner of her eye and distracted her and made her feel self-consciously flustered while she tried to ignore him.

It was surprisingly cold with the air conditioner on and she felt her nipples squeeze in contraction. Painfully almost. She blushed and looked down in embarrassment knowing she was inadvertently putting on a show in her transparent, wet top. Her nipples were very large and her bra and shirt had been selected for their thinness and breathability for the forecasted scorcher of a July day. She was embarrassed by her big titties that suddenly felt a lot more sensitive and almost throbbed in discomfort, knowing once again her bothersome mounds were making her a spectacle for men.

“You don't have the number of a nearby garage, do you?”

She wished her boyfriend was there. He always made her feel really good about her breasts and would take her somewhere quiet when they got sensitive like this to comfort her and play with them and pretend she was his cow. She was planning to give him her virginity and let him really milk her then, even though her parents always insisted she wasn't a cow. She had thought that too until she met her boyfriend. In truth, she had already begged him to fuck her and take her first milk, and in fact, she had done so almost every time he ever played with her “udders,” as he called them, but Fred was still saving up for the equipment to keep her. She was transferring to his school though in the fall. He said he'd have her milking station set up by then. She was nervous but excited about becoming his cow. She planned to stay in school, even though Fred told her it wasn't necessary, so she wouldn't disappoint her parents too much.

She loved how special Fred made her boobies feel, but the rude stares from men around her made her feel cheap and used. She wished Fred was here. He'd sort her car for her then he'd find somewhere private for them to have fun with her tits. He knew just how to gently massage them and he called her beautiful while she often came a half dozen times, telling her he loved her while patiently and expertly bringing her off by undulating and softly pinching and pulling her huge titties. She was upset but tried to hide it, that whenever he came by his hand or by hers, he was so good about pulling away and wasting his seed in the grass or bin or towel, instead of giving it to her, since they had agreed not to trigger her milk until he could support that lifestyle, and never seemed lose control and mess up.

“Uh, the only shop outside Billingham been closed awhile now,” the bartender said when he finally gave her his full attention instead of just side-eyeing her while otherwise ignoring her and muddling desultorily behind the bar. Then he went back to ignoring her without offering her the use of a phone and pretending to clean the draft beer dispenser with a towel while watching her again in a way that made her uncomfortable.

“I can tow it for you, sweetie.”

She was startled when the man's voice boomed over her, closer even than she had felt. She took two quick steps back and immediately regretted the action as it made her wet melons wobble and jiggle tectonically and she watched the tall, older man's eyes follow every movement.

“Hi there, miss,” he said now that he had her full attention and stuck out a large, rough hand. “My name's Reginald Drake. I can tow your car and give you a lift to a garage in town.”

“T-that's very kind of you, sir. I don't know what to say. That would be very helpful to me. Thank you.”

“I can help you, that is if you'll do one thing for me. Oh, don't look at me like that. It's nothing nefarious, darling.”

She looked up, wide-eyed but wary at the confident and commanding man who spoke with an almost infectious good humor.“What is it then?”

“Dance with me. Just one dance and I'll help you with your car. It won't be any bother at all.”

“You want to dance?” she asked hesitantly. Dance in here? This didn't look like that kind of place. It sounded like it would be kind of embarrassing. “I don't know...”

“It's just one dance, sweetie. You can put something nice on the jukebox over there and we'll dance to one song. Take pity on this old man who never got to dance with anyone as pretty as you, darlin. It's not too much to ask, I think, for helping you out.”

“...What kind of dance?”

“Just a regular old, normal dance. Your arms around my shoulders for one song. That's it. C'mon, what do you say, miss?”

The dancing was nice, but slowly his hands would sneak up and gently grope her breasts, she batted his hands away the first few times but eventually, his persistent, slow ministrations lulled her into a thoughtless relaxed but horny trance and was soon enough holding her close by her clothed teats, honking them slowly with strong fingers and then twisting them and pulling them. On some level, she was aware the older gentleman was making a spectacle of her breasts at the expense of her dignity for the other men in the bar but he was so masterful, assured, and distracting in their dance with him holding her titties that although she told herself she was afraid of making Mr. Drake angry and escalating her situation he persuaded her that not only did she deserve the intense erotic torment and public humiliation of her obscene and naughty tits but that it was exactly what she needed.

The spell wasn't broken until those rough fingers plunged down the collar of her shirt and liberated her impressive set of breasts like two saggy basketballs, suddenly gripping them much harder, excruciatingly, like he was pinching her teats in a lobster claw grasp. He whipped the tightly grasped naked mounds by her teats like reins in a “hee yaw!” motion that caused chuckles from spectators and more pain in her silly melons than she'd ever known.

“Ahh! Ooom!” she gasped painfully in surprise.

Mr. Drake smiled evilly down at her and didn't let up.

“Don't put up a fuss now. Hands behind your back. It's just one dance, Sweet Tits.”

Tears welled in her eyes from the pain and sudden wave of humiliation of it all, but she was ashamed that her pussy felt just as wet and needy from the painful stimulation as she had from the coaxing ministrations if not more so.

He yanked her this way and that.

It was clear the man wanted a really special kind of titty dance. He led her with them. He massaged them agonizingly. She was so embarrassed as the shock of the newfound pain in her titties kept her from falling back into the lusty trance that had mentally protected her from the intent, jeering audience egging Rancher Reg on whom she was now all too aware. In a kind of masochistic misery, she felt more and more desperate to come.

She knew she needed to get out of there, but she couldn't make herself move to get away. She was now really afraid of the power of the man who took control of her with a kind of terror and at the same time an anticipatory lust, and she knew she did not want to make him angry. It didn't help when he let go of one teat, letting it bounce and then batting with his open palm to bounce into her other breast. Then he caught her nipple again, gave her breasts more of those “heeyaaw!” motions as if they were reins, let go of the other teat, and slowly but powerfully batted it with his closed fist. “Oh fuck yeah!” the man with salt and pepper hair said, sounding like a much younger man watching the incredible titties bounce and sag. Next, he slammed her titties together.

The feelings and powerful pleasure she felt from her breasts confused her. It shouldn't feel so bad it felt good! She couldn't stop the reflex of moving her arms, starting to move them up to defend herself.

He snarled at her, “Keep those hands behind your back and grab your elbows!”

Startled again she did as he said and looked up in fear at the man who made sport with her titties, not able to stop herself from doing a little shimmy and bounce with her chest to show her submission and willingness to please him. He batted her titties some, laying into her chest with his hands and grunting happily as he slapped the large jiggly melons, reddening them and puffing them up.

“Please, please fuck me,” she whispered desperately.

“What was that?”

“P-please, fuck me, sir,” she stuttered a bit louder.

The older gentleman stopped his abuse, eliciting a disappointed almost moo-like groan from Danielle that in turn drew some rowdy cackles and hoots from the audience.

“What did you say?”

“Please, fuck and milk me, sir!”

“Hold your tits. Go on, take them from behind your back, sweetie. That's it. Now in which direction did you say your car was in?”

“I-t's-”

“No, show me with your tits.”

She didn't know what he wanted, but she wanted to do it right away and pulled her throbbing, naked boobies towards the road she'd traveled, trying to ignore the many eyes riveted to her chest, but also wanting, even more, to do a good job to please the audience.

“That's it. Use those stupid tits. Wow, they're illustrative.”

“In that direction is it? Show me which way you came from. Do you know which way is South, haha? Good girl, you're a smartie, aren't you? Honk em for me. No, really honk em! That's it. Now lift them as high as you can and drop them. Fuck! Just like that.”

Meanwhile, the commentary from the onlookers was constant. “Look at those things!” “Ranger Reg strikes again. Why do some guys get all the luck!” “Dumb cow.” “Look at how he gets it to work its own udders so ridiculously even though it was just some dumb girl a minute ago. You have to give it to him.”

She felt like an idiot finally realizing what she was doing. She stopped, while waves of shame began to crash through her.

How could she have been so stupid to fall under this mean man's power?

“Eeeei!” The sudden, sharp strike on her upper left buttock startled her and hurt her.

“Keep showing me with those hands holding your teats, baby. Hold them things tight and point 'em! And keep pointing them.” She heard a belt buckle and a ruffle of clothing. “You can squeeze them and point them for me while I lay into your ass for pausing. Squeeze those thingies good. This'll sting.” Then her ass was being struck by a doubled-up leather belt all over and rapidly. “Pull those titties. Yeah, baby, pull them good. Pull em out. That's it. That'll help you while I redden this fat ass. You're a naughty cow. How does it feel to get your dumb ass punished?”

“It feels good, punish me more, but please my titties – they feel like they're going to explode.”

“Yank them more, slut! Yank harder if you want me to relieve them!”

“Aaarghh!!! Please fuck me! Please fuck me, Master!”

“Keep yanking, slut. Hurt them titties. Prove to me you've earned it,” he ordered, hitting her even harder where he disciplined her over her asshole, pussy, and every bit of rump from every angle though she still had her shorts on.

“Get down on the ground, on your belly, and keep yanking them titties.”

Crying and begging to be fucked, the vainly self-milking cow awkwardly got on the dirty floor with its sticky debris and gritty dust with her hands grasp-plucking her tits that weren't crushed and trapped under her body while the man behind her whipped her some more before ripping off her shorts and practically falling upon her, stabbing his large rod painfully home and fucking the shit out of the poor timid cow, even grabbing a nearby bucket and pulling her up before his climax to catch the milk that sprayed when his seed quickened the girl-woman into a cow. She screamed and seemed to be crying happy tears of relief.

“Swear it from your heart. You're my cow and promise to be obedient to me with your udders!”

“I'm your cow and promise my obedient u-udders, Master.”

“Yank 'em and get that milk in the bucket. No standing! Keep pulling your tits!”

He chuckled as he watched the cow labor in her fucked-out stupor to do as she was told.

He sipped another whiskey or two at the bar and before he left he made her offer a sip to each of the men in the bar. When the contents of the bucket were greedily gobbled up, she had to offer them milk straight from the source.

Finally fashioning a choke collar lead around the former young woman's neck, he pulled his big-titted prize before the tables of men, her titties wobbling fiercely and still dribbling sweet-smelling cream, and out the exit to the back parking lot where he groped her tits before a large, beaten-up truck.

As soon as Mr. Drake's hands found her tits again and began lifting and massaging them, she began to lose herself in ecstasy once again and wished the feeling would go on forever.

He pulled her teat into his mouth, sucking it strongly. “Oh yeah, my sweet little cow, that's the most delicious taste in the world,” he said and smacked his lips together. “Mmm....mmmm.”

The cow demurely giggled shiveringly. “Mr. Drake, you're too funny.”

She cried out at the sharp pain that shot through her tit and reverberated through the wobbling mound acutely.

She shivered. He'd whacked her udder good! She was a cow, she guessed her breasts were udders now.

“No talking, dummy. Cows moo.”

“Moooo,” she moaned enthusiastically. “Mooo.”

“These stupid things belong to me now and they're going to bring me joy. You bounce em for me and use them to gesture and I'll think about keeping you well-milked.”

He helped her into the truck bed and strapped her to one of the seven afixed saw horses that were there, all with straps, before driving away back towards home.

Her eyes grew large as she saw a big barn instead of the house she had expected. Inside she was even more surprised to find it was filled with stalls of cowgirls.

“C'mon sweet tits, let's get you situated.”

Fuck, it turned him on to see the wide-eyed apprehension, fear, and fascination in his new, young cow as she saw all the others and she nevertheless allowed herself to be led along past cowgirl after cowgirl down into an empty stall by him and to be helped onto the milking and fucking machine, mounted on the vaginal and anal dildos and her perfect udders vacuumed a third of their length in long suction tubes. He loved watching them go dumb and submit to the degrading obscenity of their new place in the reality he controlled. She looked perfect and dumb and cowed and totally ridiculous in the stance of an animal getting her cream industrially pumped by his machine, spraying large drafts of perfect ivory, fucking herself stupidly back on her mounts and jiggling her working titties extravagantly.

Next he fit a nice heavy eye mask over the cow. He wanted her to get used to being in a state of constantly thinking of her udders and being sexually aroused and wished to encourage the kind of bond between the cow and its udders that he desired in the impressionable transition period.

Then he flicked on the fucking part of the machine and watched the show.

There was no doubt about it, her tits were special. He could tell by the way they moved, their weight and density, in a beautiful dance of bouncing and wobbling as the cow keened from the intense sensations of her udders being sucked and rhythmically pumped. In his head, he calculated how much milk he might estimate to make with those things.

He got his hard cock out and fed it to her.

“Moo, sweet tits. Moo to get dick.”

“Mooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo.”

“That's a good cow. Treat my dick.”
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