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Warning
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The HuCow

Wednesday June 23rd 

“It’s no good Master,” I said, “Your slave has gone over and over the spreadsheets, we’re broke.”  I was sitting on the floor, back to the couch, his legs draped over my shoulders, feet on my breasts as I rubbed them.  He’d been out at work all day, working the production line.  It’s a tough job, very physical but not very well rewarded financially.  We used to be OK, comfortable if you like, but he broke his arm at work and had to take three months off while it healed.  When he went back to work the arm wasn’t the same, he couldn’t work as quickly (he’s paid piecemeal) and our income dropped.  Then two months ago the factory went down to two shifts from three and our income dropped further.  We’re behind on the rent, living hand to mouth.  He’s very proud and I knew how much this hurt him.  I’d do anything, anything to alleviate the humiliation and suffering that I knew he was feeling.

He didn’t speak, just lay back and allowed me the honor of rubbing his feet, it always makes him feel better, even if the feeling is short lived.  I was doing what I could to help with the money issues, I work Circle K, but 10 hours a week minimum wage doesn’t make much of a difference, I can’t get more hours.  What we needed was a cash injection, a few thousand would see us right until the plant moved back onto full time working.

“Got any ideas?” he asked.

“No Master,” I replied, “But I keep looking.  Maybe your slave will think of something soon.”  We are an odd couple, he’s only a few years older than me, he six foot, solid muscle, which is what first attracted me to him, and not much going on in his head.  Me, I’m a college graduate, I ran a 3.9 GPA in school and graduated summa cum laude, coming first in my class.  I should have left school, joined a law firm and made partner within eight years, but I never wanted that.  I’ve always shirked responsibility, shied away from leadership.  Being a slave suits me down to the ground, no responsibilities other than to look after my master as best I can.  I apply all of my mental and physical skills to achieving that goal.

I heard a clink as he put down his empty beer bottle.  “Can your slave get you another one Master?” I asked.

“Can we afford it little one?”  I smiled, I love it when he calls me little one (I am only five feet tall) but it reminds me of my place, a petite girl of Korean descent, serving at the foot of my handsome, muscular man.

“They are already bought Master,” I replied, “It makes no difference if you drink it or not.  Except that you’ll have one less in the fridge.”  He let out a low chuckle at that, I can always make him laugh.  It’s one of my skills.  I love making him laugh.

“Sure, get me a beer girl.”  I pushed his legs apart and got onto all fours and crawled away to the kitchen area.  Our apartment is tiny, the main room with a kitchen area, a bedroom just big enough for a double bed and a tiny shower/toilet room.  It’s all we can afford.  Scrap that, it’s more than we can afford.  When I come back with the beer his feet are on the floor, legs apart, flies open, cock out.  I smiled at him, this is another one of my skills.

I handed up the beer and knelt before him.  “Master, please may your slave be allowed the honor of sucking your cock?”  It’s a game we play, I love it.  By asking like this I am reminded that it’s an honor, not a right to be allowed to suck his cock.  It re-enforces our dynamic, my position beneath him, everything that I get comes as a gift from him.

“What have you done to deserve it?” he asked, stroking his cock.  I love watching him do that, watching it grow, hoping, praying that soon I will be allowed the pleasure of tasting it in my mouth. 

“Master, today your slave worshipped you for an hour, devoting her entire being to serving you, thinking of nothing but you and how I can serve you better.  Your slave,” – I’m not allowed to say I, his slave must always refer to herself in the third person, again to reinforce my position beneath him – “has cleaned the apartment and worked in the Circle K, the money your slave earned will be yours to spend as you see fit Master.  Your slave hasn’t eaten today Master, so that you can have more to eat and drink.”  This is true, I don’t require much to eat and I’ve avoided eating to save money.  “Please Master, all the sustenance that your slave requires comes from your cock.”  This is obvious bullshit, I doubt I could live on cum.

“Very well, you can suck my cock.”  He picked up his phone as he spoke to me.

My face broke into a genuine smile, he must be feeling sexy, usually I have to beg for much longer than that before I am allowed to suck his magnificent cock.  “Thank you Master, oh thank you.”  I moved between his legs, opened my mouth and took his semi hard cock into my mouth, taking it all the way down, allowing it to grow in my mouth.  I stay like that, holding it, not moving as I know he doesn’t like me to suck until he’s fully hard and his cock is choking me.  Behind me I heard the TV go silent, soon I will hear sound of one of his favorite pornos that he’s projecting onto the TV. 

I quickly recognize it, we’ve watched it together many times, a girl is bound to a bed, head hanging off the edge of the bed, her abuser takes no time as she opens her mouth and he slides his cock into her throat, fuck you can actually see her throat bulging as he fucks her mercilessly, never caring about her.  When she struggles all he does is slap her tits hard, really hard and you watch the red welts develop in real time.  I love it when he treats me like that. 

When he watches a video as I suck him it’s a game, if I get him off before the guy in the film cums I win and get a reward (usually an orgasm of my own), if I can get him to cum at the same time as the guy in the film I’ll get a double reward – maybe to cum and be allowed to sleep next to him, if the guy in the film cums first I’ll be punished, usually involving pain.  Today I’m resolved, the guy in the film will cum first, I know how much Master enjoys hurting me and it will take his mind off the fiscal hole we are in, at least for a few minutes.

My Master’s cock is soon rock hard, I’m choking on it but still holding it in place, my spit is dripping down his balls and soaking into his jeans.  When he’s ready he pulls my hair and I start, lifting my head up, extending my tongue out and down his thick shaft, gasping for air and I start to work, moving my head up and down, as I come up I breathe out and in, replenishing my oxygen  before forcing my head back down.  I held his balls in one hand, massaging them gently, my other hand on the base of his cock, wanking him slowly.  I know the video he’s watching, it takes the ‘actor’ about 2 minutes to cum (when Master re-enacts this scene with me it takes him about 30 seconds, he loves throat fucking me). 

Up and down, up and down I moved my head, loving the taste of the pre-cum on his cock, savoring the noises he’s making, when I stole a glance upwards he had his head back, eyes closed.  Internally I was in my happy place, on my knees, serving my Master in the way he wanted.  What slave could be happier?

“Fuck, oh fuck, yesssss,” the actor had just cum, I envisaged the scene, I know it well.  He thrust into the girl’s mouth, all the way.  She’s shaking her head desperately, saliva is running down her cheeks and into her eyes, he puts one hand onto her throat and chokes her with it, not that it’s needed, his cock is prevents her from breathing and with his other hand he’s slapping her tits as hard as he can, she’s thrashing about, trying to break free but the poor girl has no chance, the cuffs were just too strong.

I can start properly now, knowing that I’ve lost and he’ll get to enjoy a spell of hurting me.  I speeded up, forcing my head lower, gagging and coughing.  Master has told me that he loves it as it makes him feel huge, knowing that he’s choking me.  I love it as I know he loves it.  It’s all about him, always.

I tightened my grip on his cock and speeded up my hand action, my spit is drenching his balls and I squeezed them gently, feeling them slide in my palms.  He put a hand onto my head, I knew that it wouldn’t be long. 

“I’m going to cum Anna, oh God I’m going to cum.”  He used my actual name, a rare treat.  He must have been very excited and almost instantly I felt his balls tighten and I got my reward as he pumped my mouth full of his salty cum.  I love the taste of his cum in my mouth, every girl should learn to savor the taste.  I started to murmur my appreciation of his cum, showing my Master how grateful I was to be allowed to taste it.  Master was still grunting as his balls pulsed, when they finally tightened and he stopped cumming I pulled off his cock and opened my mouth wide, showing him the contents of his balls.  He looked at me and nodded, this was the signal to swallow which I gratefully did, then opened wide to show him I’d swallowed it all.

“Thank you for allowing your slave to swallow you cum Master,” I said, “It is very grateful that you allowed it taste and swallow.”  I meant that, I am grateful, but any slave should be grateful for the opportunity to serve in any capacity.

“Tell me,” my Master said, “Did you go slow on purpose?”

Delicate situation, I could lie and I’d get away with it – by lie I mean say no, I just happened to be slow today or tell the truth.  Ah, whom I kidding, no slave should lie to her owner.

“Yes Master, this worthless slave wants to be beaten by you.”  I was smiling as I said that.  He smiled back at me, a slave shouldn’t have desires, other than to serve her owner, but I guess I was serving his needs.

“Very well, go get the flogger.”

I lowered my voice and smiled, “My pleasure Master,” I replied.  I meant it, to be flogged by him is an honor indeed.  I stood up and walked to the bedroom, pulled out the drawer from under the bed and found the black leather flogger with the red stitching.  It’s going to hurt like hell.  I hugged myself, I love being flogged, I’m so proud of the way I can take the pain and I love the bruises that I know will develop over the next week.
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I walked back to the main room, completely naked.  Without speaking I handled the paddle to my Master and bent over his knees, my small breasts just over his legs.  I put my arms between his legs and grasped my ankles, my head down.

“How many?” he asked.  It’s always my choice to pick out my punishment.  If I pick too few he’ll add 20 more, too many and I might get them all.  He likes me to pick in round dozens, a usual minimum of two sets.

“24 please Master,” I asked for.  Seems right, I’ll be crying by 10, screaming by 20 and begging for it to end.  I have a safe word, I truly believe that every slave should and every Master should respect his slave’s limit, but by the same token I’m very, very proud that in the two years I’ve been permitted the honor to serve him I’ve never used it.  And hopefully never will.

Without warning the black leather bit into the delicate skin of my ass.  I cried out in pain, fuck he normally take a few practice swings and lets me know its coming.  Bastard.  When I calmed down I spoke to him.

“One thank you Master, please may I have another?”

Swish.  “Aaaarrrggh . . . . . .” I sniffled, he’s in dominant mood, “Two thank you Master, please may I have another?”

I got it slightly wrong, at eight the first tears appeared on my cheeks, at nine I was in full flow.

“Nine thank you Master, please may I have another?”

Swish, scream, I tightened my hands on my ankles, my long nails digging into the flesh, increasing my suffering.  I’m no pain pig, I don’t enjoy the physical sensation of pain, but I love receiving pain from him as I know how much he likes handing it out.

I can barely speak by 20, each time it’s taking me longer and longer to count out the number, the tears are flooding down my face, falling onto the hard floor.

“20,” I sniffled, “thank you Master, please . . . . please may I have another?”

Whack.  I cried out.  I’m sure this one wasn’t has hard as the last one, this is one reason why we work so well together, he can see the obvious distress I’m in and he’s slowing down, being less forceful, knowing that I’m approaching my limit.

I started to shake, he paused and spoke to me, rubbing my head.

“Do you want me to stop?”

“No thank you Master,” I managed to blub.  I must take the punishment, it’s deserved and I literally chose to bring it on myself.

“How about a little pause?”

I sniffed, even these few seconds have brought a welcome respite.  “Yes please Master,” I sniffed though the tears.  He continued to stroke my long, dark hair, he can’t see my face of course, it’s hidden by my hair falling down.  He put the flogger down and rubbed my ass, in a few minutes he’ll apply the soothing balm to help me calm down.  When I stopped crying I spoke to him.

“Please can we continue Master?”

I can’t see him but I can feel the pride he’s taken in me, I know he’s smiling down.  He stopped rubbing my ass and picked up the flogger.

“21 thank you Master, please may I have another?”  I steel myself, I can take the last three without crying.

Whack.  Fuck, fuck, back to full strength.  I inhaled short breaths until my lungs were full, then let it all out slowly.  A short breath in as I recovered my composure.

“22 thank you Master, please may I have another?”

Whack.  Easier to take, it’s always easier when the end is in sight.

“23 thank you Master, please may I have another?”  Last one.

Whack.  I cried out, I’d hoped to take it silently but I’ve let myself down.  I let out a tear, not one born out of pain, this was born out of disappointment.  Master put the flogger down and wrapped his thick arms around me, lifting me up off his knee to face him.  I wrapped my legs round him, raising myself up (and also to take the pressure off my ass).  He was so gentle as he pushed my hair out of my face and over my shoulders.  We hugged for a few minutes, this is so important in our dynamic, pain was earned but the debt has been paid in full. 

His cock was rock hard again, he loves inflicting pain on me (and I love taking it – not for the sensation of pain, I’m no masochist, I love being able to take pain as it pleases him, and that’s what gets me off).  He threw me off his legs onto the couch, face down.  Instinctively I opened my legs, pushing my knees apart.  He was going to use me, so I displayed my two lower holes to him.  Which would he chose?

It only took him a few seconds, I heard him applying something to his cock, he was going to use my ass.  I braced myself and put my hands onto my cheeks, pulling them apart, I heard and felt him move behind me, the tip of his cock touch my red raw ass, then I cried out again as he thrust into me.  This hurt almost as much as being punished.

“Fuck,” I cried out loudly.

I started crying again as he fucked me hard.  I like being taken anally, I know I won’t cum, it reminds me of my lower status as nothing more than three holes for him to enjoy.  Usually he builds up to it, taking it slow until he sinks the full length of his cock inside me, tonight it’s different, tonight there was no build up.  He gathered my hands behind my back and crossed my wrists, taking them in one of his huge hands, then pushed my arms up my back.

“Please,” I begged, the pain in my shoulders building, “Please . . .” I wanted to ask him to stop, but I don’t have any rights, I just had to take the pain.  With his other hand he slapped my exposed breast, I’d not seen him treat me like this for a long time.

I was crying steadily, sobbing as he continued without any thought for me.  I was held immobile, his legs between mine, forcing my legs apart, arms held behind my back.  I knew what was coming next.  When I felt his hand on my neck I took a deep breath as he wrapped his hand around my throat and crushed it.  He didn’t let up, he was like a freight train as he rutted my tight little asshole. 

I was gasping for breath, struggling against his hold but that just made him more determined and he pulled me up by my throat, all of my weight was now on his hand that was wrapped round my throat.  I was making silent gagging noises, my mouth opening and closing when I heard Master scream in delight, then felt his cock pulsing inside my ass.  He stopped thrusting as he came, his cock buried in my ass, hand still wrapped round my throat.

When he stopped cumming he let go of my neck and wrists and I fell forward onto the couch, drinking in the air.  It took me a minute to recover, then I thanked him for using me.  When he pulled out (I cried out in pain again) I turned round and took his cock back into my mouth to clean it.  He allowed me to clean him for a few minutes, before he pulled me back onto his knee and we hugged.

When he broke off the hug I went back to being over his knee as he applied the soothing balm, working it into my damaged cheeks.  It hurt as he rubbed the balm in, but long term it’s important.  When he finished he slapped my ass to indicate that that part of the punishment was over.  He doesn’t need to speak to me, I know the next part.

I got off his knee and went to the corner of the room.  I stood there, facing the wall.  I raised my heels up, off the floor, placed my hands on my head, interlinking my fingers, bending my arm round my head so my elbows touch each other, then lean in so that they are close, but not touching the walls.  I closed my eyes and contemplated how I’d let my owner down and how I could improve. 

Well, that’s what I normally do but as you know, the truth is that I brought this on myself.  So I’d not really let him down.  Instead I started to think about what I could do to improve our financial position.  Despite what you might think I find corner time very restful, sure I’ll be on tip toes for God knows how long, but for me it’s a peaceful time and allows me to relax.

When Master allowed me to move I crawled to my place, at his feet and kissed each in turn, then thanked him for administering the punishment.  He turned off the TV and walked to the bedroom.  I cleaned round the apartment before following him into the bedroom.  He was in bed, after a punishment I’m not allowed to join him.  I lay down on the floor, found the chain that’s permanently attached to the bed frame, clipped it onto my collar and lay down to sleep.  I had a few ideas which I would investigate in the morning.


Thursday June 25th

In the morning I woke as usual, prepared his breakfast and kissed him goodbye, I inspected my ass in the mirror, the heavy bruising was starting to form, I love being bruised, it’s a constant reminder of my status in the world.  I love the way the colors develop and change over the 10 days or so until they fade.

It’s my day off, so I spent the morning cleaning and planning cheap meals for the week.  There’s not enough money, no matter how carefully I plan, so I skip lunch and instead take out my laptop (ancient, bought when I was a student) and start to chase some ideas.  First I logged into FetLife and update myself on what’s hot.  I don’t use it much these days, not since I found my Master but it’s a good resource.

There are so many people on there showing 10 second videos with a link to their OnlyFans account, I quickly realize that my first idea was no good – sure, if we needed money in a year’s time it might work, but I don’t have time to build a fan base.

My second idea was to write erotica and self-publish on Amazon.  I’m a good writer and my mind is dirtier than my Master when he comes home from work, but a quick search makes me realize that this is another long term plan.

A porn shoot is a possibility, but I’m not sure my Master will be comfortable with my body being on public display, same issue of course with OnlyFans.

I go through a dozen ideas, each has merit but none will produce the cash that we need in the timescale we need it.  In the end it came down to one final idea, the one I didn’t want to do.  OK, prostitution is another one I won’t do - my owner and I are monogamous.  It’s import to us, the only cock I’m allowed to touch is his.

My phone beeped just after six to let me know he’d just got onto the BART and would be home in about 20 minutes.  That’s my cue to get ready, kneeling by the door, awaiting his home coming.  As soon as I heard his key in the door I opened my legs wide, ready to serve.  I didn’t speak until he came in, closed the door behind him and he spoke to me.

“Hello Slave.”  I smiled, I love being called Slave, that one word means everything to me, it means I’m his property, it defines our relationship.  I can’t help but smile.

“Hello Master,” I replied.  My head was down, of course, further reinforcing my status beneath him.  “How was your day?”

“OK, it was OK.”  He sounded tired, distracted.

“Master, may I speak freely?”  I’m always allowed to speak freely, but I like to ask.  It’s a status thing.

“Sure.”

“Master, I have an idea to generate some cash, fast.”

He paused for a moment before speaking.  “Go on.”

“Master, remember last year when we went to the Folsom Street fair?  And we had a coffee?”  He laughed, of course he remembered it.  We could afford a coffee then.  “Master, the owner of the coffee cart is looking for cows.  I found him on Fet and he’s recruiting.  And paying well, very well.”

Master took a couple of steps, he didn’t speak, he removed his shoes, took off his jacket and threw it over me.  I didn’t move, I knew that he was thinking about it.

“How much,” he asked eventually.

“Master, he’s offering 10 grand for three months.” I hoped he could hear me through the thin material of the ancient waterproof.

He thought for a few minutes before he spoke again.  “Have you spoken to him?”

“Master, I sent him a message.  He’s not replied yet.”

We talked more about it that evening, at bed time I checked Fet, no reply.  I was allowed to sleep in the bed, Master used my ass and allowed me to suck his cock clean afterwards.  I went to sleep a happy slave.


Friday June 26th

In the morning after Master had left for work I took out the laptop and logged into Fet.  There was a reply from the coffee cart owner.

Hello to you.

Yes, I’m looking for new cows and recruiting now, ready for September.  You’ll be paid $500 for the first month, then £1,500 a month whilst you’re with me, then a $6,000 bonus the day after the fair and a small cut of the profits – if it’s as good as last year you’ll get about $11,000 in total.  I live about 30 miles out of the city on a small farm, with the special shed for the hucows. You’ll be milked multiple times each day and your milk frozen, for the first month you’ll be at home with weekend visits to ensure your progress, for the next two months, until the fair, I’ll need you as a live on site cow as I’ll need to milk you multiple times a day and feed you a special diet to flavor your milk.  At the fair you’ll be on display for the full fair, people will pay to watch you being milked.

If you’re interested we can meet this weekend, I see you’re in Oakland, quite close to my farm.

Zak

Wow, that was good money.  We could hold off the landlord, run up the credit cards and then with 10 grand repay all our debts and still have money left over.  And I could keep working at Circle K for another month.

When Master came home we discussed it and decided we had no other options.  I messaged Zak that night and we arranged to meet at a plaza near the 12th Street BART station, there was a coffee shop nearby and Zak said he’d be paying.  The plan was to talk for an hour or so, then we could head to his farm, if Master wanted to.  Naturally I would have no choice in the matter.


Saturday June 27th

Saturday came, the sun was beating down, not unusual for June, even in San Francisco.  We caught a bus and were at the meeting place just after 10, Zak was there, he was about 50 years old and quite wiry, with grey receding hair. I’ been worried in case he tried to kidnap me, but there was no way he’d be able to beat my Master in a fight.  He bought us coffee and we sat in the plaza and talked over the proposed deal, him doing most of the talking.

“So I’d start her on the drugs soon,” Zak said, talking to my Master like I wasn’t there, “And supply you with a breast pump.  That’ll do to get her started.  She’s got small tits,” I blushed at that, he’s right, “But don’t let that bother you.  She’ll soon be producing fine milk, fine, fine milk.”  He smiled at me as he said that, I didn’t like the way he was treating me, not that it had anything to do with me.

“And her tits will get bigger, much bigger,” he added.  My Master smiled when he said that.  I must admit, I was looking forward to bigger tits, I’ve always been self conscious about their small size, small even for an Asian girl – I’d looked at western girls huge tits with envy.  I wanted bigger tits, but it wasn’t my choice, was it?

Zak and my master talked for an hour over coffee, when they were out I was dispatched back inside to get them refills.  It was approaching 11 when Zak asked if Master had any questions, or if he wanted out (Zak looked forlornly at me when he asked that) or if we’d like to accompany him back to the farm.

“Sure,” said my owner, “Let’s visit your farm.”

We walked to the station, me taking my place behind the men.  At the end of the line we got into Zak’s car and drove for 30 or so minutes, before we pulled off the road and up a dirt track to a small farm.  When we got out we walked over to the hucow shed.  From the outside it looked like any other barn, once inside I could see how it was different.  The only entrance was the size of a normal door, but it was like a cage.  Indeed, the whole barn had a metal grill round the frame, preventing any escape. 

The door opened onto a room, maybe 20 feet by 15.  “This is the playroom,” said Zak, “When the cows aren’t being milked they’ll be in here, free to play as they wish.  Come with me, come with me,” he said, leading us out of the room and into a second area.  In it was a central island with 18 stalls, 9 on each side.

“Each cow,” he explained, “will have her own feeding bay, each cow gets different supplements that will flavor her milk differently, oh differently.  Ever tried flavored coffee?  Good, good, well, my flavored coffee comes from flavored milk, after two months of supplements your cow will produce lovely milk, lovely.”  He had a real habit of repeating the last word.

Master studied the feeding station for a few minutes, the silence was broken when Zak spoke again.  He led us into a third area, where there were four showers, sinks and a pair of toilets.  “I like clean cows, clean cows.” He said.  We didn’t stop in this area.  The final area had 18 bays, arranged in a U shape.  “Sleeping stalls, sleeping stalls.  Each cow gets her own stall to sleep in, to sleep in.”

“Where do you milk them?” asked my Master.

“Oh milking, milking.  Come with me, back, back to the feeding bay.”  In the feeding bay he opened a door we’d missed, it was on the other side of the feeding station from where we’d walked.  We walked into a small ante room, there were a further six stalls, each was set up with a powered milking machine.

“Now, how’s you cow with pain?” asked Zak, again addressing my master like I wasn’t there.

My master smiled, I was good and he knew it.  “As tough as they come Zak,” he replied.

“Oh good, good,” said Zak, his wizened face turning into a smile as Master spoke.  “The milking machine is quite . . . quite painful.  And towards the end she’ll be being milked for 30 minutes out of every 90, so 30 minutes on, 60 off.  I need to get a lot of milk out of them . . . a lot.”

“She can take it,” said Master.

“Can we try?  I’ve had many cows say that they could  . . . and then they couldn’t.

“Sure, Anna, strip off for us.”  I hesitated, I’m not used to being naked in front of anyone other than my master, but an order is an order.  I pulled off my top, revealing that I didn’t need a bra.  Then I pulled down my short skirt to reveal I wasn’t wearing panties either.  I stepped out of it and handed my clothes to my Master, then started to remove my shoes.

“Leave them on, leave them on,” he said.  He took my hand and put me into the milking stall, turning me round to face outwards.  He put an iron bar across the middle of the stall and I bent over it, then a second higher up and over the top of my shoulders.  He put my arms behind my back and fastened my arms to the shoulder bar.  Next he fastened my ankles to the side walls, forcing my legs apart.  I was immobile.  I looked at my Master, he was watching carefully.

Zak went to the back of the room and returned with a milking machine.  This was getting real.
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He plugged it in and held the pumps to my mouth, “Lick them, lick them,” he said, “They’ll stick better.”  I did as I was told, Zak wasn’t my Master but he was superior to me, and I love obeying orders.  I opened my mouth and licked the offered suction cups, when they were wet Zak turned on the machine, he then looked at me before disappearing under me and pushing the suction cups onto my breasts.

Holy fuck the pain was unreal as it sucked at my nipples.  In, clank, out, clank, in clank, out, clank.  The second one went on and I cried in pain.  Zak moved out and looked at me.

“Are you OK?” he asked, hand on the machine, ready to turn it off.

“She’s fine,” said my Master. 

“Good, good.  I’ll turn it up now, it’s on the lowest setting.  When he turned the dial I cried out again, this was agony.  “Come, come,” he said to my Master, “Let’s leave your cow here and go to talk business.”  They walked out of the room, Zak shutting the door behind them, leaving me to my torture.

How to describe the pain?  Grab hold of your nipples between your fingers and thumb, then pull one of them out, hard – even my tiny tits moved three quarters of an inch.  Then push it back, but don’t let go of your nipple.  Repeat on the other one, each time pulling it out and holding it in place for two seconds, before pushing back.  The pain is intense.

Repeat for 30 minutes.  Each suction cup must weigh a pound, just the weight of them hanging off my tits for 30 minutes would cause me pain.

I can take a beating as well as the next slave, a perverted side of me enjoys a good beating.  This wasn’t pleasant, no aspect of it was.  I enjoy being beaten as I can see how much my Master enjoys hurting me.  And I love seeing him happy.  But this was just pain, pain without a break, pain that continued as the clank of the machine driving me half deaf.  There was no one to focus on, nothing to break the monotony of the situation.  When Master beats me I can concentrate on his face, his reactions to my suffering, and that makes it all worthwhile.

Clunk, clunk, clunk.  Here I’m restrained, unable to move, other than flex my muscles a little.  It’s painful and mind numbingly boring.  I do some math, if I’m going to be hooked to this machine for 30 minutes every two hours that’s six hours a day of being milked.  Fuck, that’s going to me being awake most of the night being milked.  Six hours a day hooked to this thing.  42 hours a week for nine weeks, 378 hours hooked up to it or almost 16 days.  Fuck.

But I can do it, I have to do it.  We need the money.  Badly.

******

When my Master and Zak returned Zak walked over to the machine and turned it off.  One of the suction cups fell off instantly, the other hung there a while until it fell, crashing to the straw covered floor.  The pain in my tits subsided almost instantly, the only issue was now I was aware of the pain in my back, I’d been bent over a steel bar for fuck knows how long and it hurt.  Zak didn’t speak to me, he just walked over and released me from the harness.  When I was free I walked over to my Master and knelt at his feet, as I’d been trained.

“So,” said Zak, addressing me, “So little girl, what’s it to be – can you take the pain?”

“She can take it,” said my Master, “Can’t you?”

“Yes Master,” I replied.  His assent was as good as an order to me.  The men continued to talk and eventually they shook hands.  When they left the room I stood and followed, at a respectful distance.  Zak picked up a large bag and handed it to my Master, he placed it in the trunk of Zak’s car and they got in.

“Get dressed,” Zak ordered, “We’ll be leaving soon, very soon.”  I walked back to the shed and put my clothes on, when returned the men were in the car.  I opened the door and got into the back in silence.  Zak returned us to the BART station, we got out, they shook hands again.  My Master picked the bag out of the trunk and we rode the train home in silence.

As soon as we were home I stripped off and Master opened the bag.

“Curious?” he asked me.  Of course I was curious, how could I not be?  I’d wanted to ask since I first saw it, but it’s not my place to talk when men are talking.  And I could see on the train that He didn’t want to speak.

“Yes Master,” I replied.  He smiled and pulled out a milking machine and some small brown bags.

“In here,” he said, opening one of the bags, “are some drugs.  You’ll start on these on Monday – take two, three times a day.  You’ll need to milk yourself, initially starting three times a day, then increasing to six times a day withing a month.  In four weeks I’ll take you back,” he looked sad when he said this, “And hand you over for two months.  I’m allowed to visit once a week to check on you, but for those nine weeks you’ll effectively belong to Zak.  Any questions?”

“No Master,” I replied.

“Good.”  He stood up and grabbed my hair.  He pulled me across the room to the table and bent me over it.  I love it when he takes control of me like this.  Without thinking I opened my legs, exposing my pussy which was already starting to get wet.  I heard him upzip his pants and drop them, he spat on his hand and was wanking himself, then without warning I gasped as he pushed into my tight, wet pussy and started to fuck me. 

“Play with yourself Slave,” he said.  He called me slave, fuck I love that.  Putting me into my place beneath him.  I put my right hand between my legs and started to rub my clit, fuck, the tops of my legs were already wet.  Master was hammering into me, pounding my cunt like a jackhammer.  It wouldn’t take long, I could hear him panting as he got closer, I was on the verge and started to beg for permission to cum.

“Please can I cum Master . . . . Please, I’m so close Master,” I begged.  Even when he grants permission I wouldn’t be allowed to cum, the man always cums first.  As it should be.

“You can cum slut,” he said through his panting.  I was on edge, screaming in delight and agony as I held my orgasm back, straining to hold it in. 

“Cum in your Slave . . . Master,” I gasped, not knowing how long I could hold my orgasm back, “Please Master, cum in you property, I only exist to serve you Master”

That set him off, he loves it when I degrade myself like that, I felt him cum, his fat cock twitching inside me as he pumped jizz into my tight cunt.  Instantly I discharged my own orgasm and I came hard, screaming in delight at finally being allowed a release.  He stayed inside me, hands on my hips as his erection subsided, before his cock finally fell out of me, his cum sliding down my leg.  I moved quickly, twisting round and dropping to my knees, taking his delicious cock into my mouth and sucking our combined juice into my mouth.  What slave could ask for more?

When his cock was clean I used my hands to scrape his cum off my legs, some had pooled on the hard floor so I licked it up, before joining my Master in the shower.


Monday June 29th

My shift started at midday, Master was away at seven am as usual (after his morning blowjob).  After I’d eaten some stale bread for breakfast and a glass of water I opened the pills.  The instructions were clear, take two, three times a day.  I didn’t recognize the name, but after some research I found that they stimulated breast milk production.  What the hell?  I swallowed two and took out the pump.  I shuddered as I looked at it, remembering the pain in my tits.  Could I do it?  Once glance at the pile of bills marked ‘Final’ convinced me that I could.

I cleared a space, put the machine on the table and plugged it in, instantly the sound of the pumping started, bringing back memories of the pain I’d suffered.  I lifted up the two suction cups and looked at them, fascinated as the little pumps moved in and out.  Suppose I didn’t put them on?  Would anyone know?  Fuck, I would, and when Master came home he’d ask me, then I’d lie, then I’d break down and admit to lying, get punished and then have to put them on my sensitive nipples.

I dipped my finger into the supplied KY and rubbed it round the edge of the suction cups, then pushed them onto my breasts.  Instantly my nipples were sucked into the machine and the pain came back, in and out went my nipples.  I grimaced for a few moments, accepting my fate and then picked up my phone.  I took a few photos and sent them to my Master as proof, then sat back.  My instinct was to play with my phone, but Zak had pointed out I wouldn’t have that distraction on his farm, so it was important that I also got used to being bored.  I did, however, set an alarm for 15 minutes time.

I stood up and turned through 90 degrees, to face the back of our chair (our only chair – we only need one, my place is on the floor at my Master’s feet) and bent over it, taking it in the belly.  Shit, next time I’d find a box to stand on, even on tip toes I couldn’t get anywhere near 90 degrees at the waist.  I folded my arms behind my back and stood there, the only sound coming from the pumping of the machine.  I looked around the room, I was bored.

I was bored and in pain, I tried to concentrate on something, anything to help the time to pass.  I could hear the occasional person moving in the corridor and sounds from the street.  All I wanted to do was rip the suction cups from my tits and stand up, but I knew I had to be strong.  This was my chance to earn good money and help our situation.

After what seemed like an eternity phone beeped and I was so grateful to be allowed to move.  Standing bent over a chair for 15 minutes with it digging into my waist and the pumps sucking at my tits had me in considerable pain – at least at the farm my upper body had been supported.  I stood up and turned the machine off, then gently broke the airtight seal and eased the cups from my tits.  I looked down and studied my nipples, they were red and elongated.  More in hope than expectation I examined the container but there was no milk, I hadn’t expected any.  Zak had told us that it usually takes 10 to 15 days to come in on his regime, so I shouldn’t expect anything quickly.

I cleaned and looked for short term job opportunities that morning, then milked myself again at lunch, this time standing on a small box – seemed like a real relief for the first minute, then the pain in my breasts dominated.

When my Master came home I presented myself to him as he came in.  He hung up his coat and looked down at me.

“So little one,” (a small thrill went through me), “How was you day?  Did you follow you schedule?”

“Yes Master,” I replied, “I’ve milked myself twice, with your permission I’m ready to go again.”

He smiled, but it was more a look of sadness that we had come to this.  He put a brave face on, but I could see this was hurting him – he expected to be the provider, that was his role, whereas my role was to serve him.

He went to the bathroom for a shower and to clean up, when he came out I was bent over the chair, my breasts being pumped, arms folded behind my back.  He walked over to me, he was naked and I could see his cock twitching, growing.  He liked me looking like this.  He stood in front of me, I bent my head back, hurting my neck and opened my mouth.  He took my hair into his strong hands and formed it into a high pony tail, then pulled it, jerking my head back still further, the only sound coming from the clunk, clunk of the milking machine.

He teased me, my mouth was open, I strained to take him into my mouth, to suck and worship his cock, pushing myself forward but he teased me, holding his cock just out of range.  I extended my tongue, finally managing to lick the end of his shaft, savoring that first taste.  I couldn’t see him, but I knew he was smiling, enjoying how I put myself into pain for his pleasure.  Finally he relented and thrust forward, pushing himself into my mouth and down my throat.  I only had a half second of warning but I took a deep breath. 

With his other hand he grabbed my arms behind my back, held my tiny forearms together, wrapped in his vice like grasp and he pulled them upwards, towards my neck, hurting me even more, preventing me from moving.  The chair dug into my waist, my shoulders were in so much pain I almost forgot about the pain in my tits as he held me there, unable to move until I started to struggle, a sign that I needed to breathe.  Still he ignored me until I thought I was about to pass out, when he pulled out and air flooded into my body. 

When I’d recovered he started to fuck my throat.  When he uses me like this, I know that he is getting absolute pleasure and I get nothing, it should be every slave’s favorite way of being used.  Saliva was dripping down his shaft, onto his balls.  I started to make little noises, showing him I was in pain and happy to serve.  Every time he thrust in he tightened his grip on my arms, hurting me more, when he pulled out he would loosen his grip.  The suction cups started to bounce on the chair, he was moving me around and one fell off. Master didn’t stop to reapply it.

Eventually he thrust deep into my throat and held himself there, grunting in delight as he came, I could feel his cock pulsing as he pumped his load straight down my throat.  When he finished cumming he released his grip on me, pulled out and bent down, he picked up the suction cup and put it back on my breast.  I looked over at the clock, only five more minutes to endure.


Thursday July 9th  

The previous days had passed like any others, I’d cooked, cleaned and worked in the store.  I was now milking myself four times a day for 20 minutes a time.  We’d seen Zak at the weekend, he’d felt my breasts (that was humiliating, having a man you barely know fondling your breasts like you were an animal) as he talked to my Master.  He’d said he expected some milk in the next week or so, my chest had grown but so far nothing.

Master set off for work, I was starting at 10 so I set up the machine, turned it on, applied the suction cups to my sore chest and bent over the chair.  When my 20 minutes of pain were up I switched it off and picked up the churn.  My eyes came out on stalks, there was something in the churn, I looked down at my nipples, there was no sign of anything but I inspected the churn, yes, there was a tiny amount of milk.  I cupped my own breasts and burst into laughter, I’d done it, I was producing milk.

The second thought that went through me was one of shame, fuck I was producing milk.  I was, a hucow.  I could feel my face go red as my elation was replaced with shame.  Carefully I picked up the small churn and poured the precious liquid into a sealable jar and I placed it in the fridge.  I washed out the churn and went about my day.  My lunch break was an hour from one to two, I raced home and milked myself again, this time my eyes never leaving my breasts.  I thought I saw something when I started, I looked into the churn and sure enough some more milk had appeared.  I was so happy and ashamed at the same time, I could be the cow I needed to be.

After work I milked myself again, cleaned the churn and put the contents into the fridge with the rest of the milk.  In total there was maybe enough to go with a small coffee.  Even so, I was proud.  When my master came home I greeted him on my knees, asked him how his day was and then he asked about mine.  I gave him the good news.  His face broke into a huge smile and he asked me to fetch the precious liquid.

Gently, ever so gently he unscrewed the lid and lifted it to his nose.  He sniffed it, then looking at me raised it to his lips and poured some of my milk into his mouth.  I watched as he swilled it round his mouth, then swallowed it.  Our eyes met and he raised his eyebrows, still not speaking.  He handed me the bottle and I held it, unsure of what to do.

“Taste it,” he ordered.

Nervously I lifted it to my mouth and poured it in, there was only a tiny amount, I didn’t want to try it but and order is an order and it had to be obeyed.  I upended the bottle and the milk dribbled into my mouth.  I expected it to taste like cows milk, but it was much, much sweeter, almost like milk with a little sugar in it.  There was hardly enough to taste, but I had tried it.

“Do you like it?” asked my Master.  I blushed, shit my face must have given away that I did enjoy the taste. 

“Yes Master,” I whispered back, “And did you?”

“Yes, yes I did.”  He gave me permission to start cooking as he went for a shower, when he came out he sat and watched the TV, when his meal was ready he used me as a table, on my hands and knees while he watched the game and drank water.  When he’d eaten he put the plate with leftover scraps onto the floor and granted me permission to eat, which I did.  When I’d eaten I washed up and went to kneel on the floor, staring up at him.

“No, come up here, on my knee, cowgirl.”  This was unusual, but welcome.  I’m not frequently allowed to sit on him.  I faced him, it was heavenly being allowed to look him in the face.  He put his hands onto my breasts and squeezed them gently.  I looked down, fuck, he was attempting to milk me.  I raised myself up so that my breasts were higher and he pulled my nipples, drawing my chest into his face and he took one of my nipples into his mouth and sucked, hard.

Instantly I felt something move inside my small breast and I could tell that I’d produced some milk.  I looked at my Master, he looked like a small child in that second and I almost felt like I had some power over him, a sensation I hated.  I don’t like having power.  Especially not over him.

He alternated from breast to breast, sucking and drinking whatever milk I could produce, which wasn’t much.  It didn’t take long for my breasts to empty, then he pushed me down to suck his huge cock – I soon got my reward as he filled my mouth with cum.

When he went to bed I milked myself again before sleeping on the floor next to him.


Sunday July 19th

I’d woken early and milked myself (I was producing a reasonable quantity now).  Once my time was up I went back to the bedroom, Master was still asleep and I knelt down to worship him as he slept.  I love this special time at a weekend, I can spend time on my knees, where I feel at my most comfortable, safe in the knowledge that he’s there.  Truly a special place for any slave.

When he awoke I serviced his cock with a special blowjob, I put absolutely everything into it, given that it would be the last one I gave him for a while.  Today I was to be handed over to Zak for the next two and a bit months, to be developed into a full cow.  Once my mouth was full of cum I swallowed, then got my Master cornflakes – not his usual, but since I’d been producing so much milk he’d started to enjoy them again.

In the little kitchen area I made him a coffee, filled a bowl with cornflakes then put the jug of milk (my milk) onto the tray with the other items and took it back to his bed.  I watched in delight as he poured my milk onto his cornflakes and he ate them in silence.  I couldn’t help but smile when he looked at me and we laughed together at the scene.  When he’d eaten and drunk everything I was allowed to clean up, then I put on a cheap dress (all my clothes are cheap), he got dressed and we caught the bus to Oakland, then the BART out to the suburbs where we’d arranged a time to meet Zak.  We held hands on the train in total silence, I’d never seen him like this, normally he’s confident but I could tell how nervous he was.

When we got off the train Zak was waiting for us.  Master and he shook hands, then we left the station and went to Zak’s pickup.  On the open part of the back was a large dog cage.  I swallowed and paused when I saw it, instinctively I knew that I was going to be transported to the farm in it.

Zak helped me up into the back of the truck, then ordered me to strip.  I looked at my Master, he just nodded.  I did as ordered, it look me less than 20 seconds to get naked.  Zak handed my clothes and shoes to my Master, she won’t need them for months was his comment.  Zak ordered me to lie on my belly, arms behind my back.  He picked up a rope and tied my arms behind my back, then tied my ankles together before bringing my ankles to my wrists and tying them together there.  He picked me up and dragged me inside the cage, tying a rope from the top of the cage to my wrists/ankles, raising my shoulders and ass up, rendering me immobile.  He then threw a tarpaulin over the cage and I heard him secure it.  I was terrified and I wasn’t going anywhere.

I heard the doors open, two of them.  That calmed me a little, my Master was getting into the truck.  When the engine started the truck wobbled and the motion calmed me (fuck knows how the men would explain my position if they got stopped or the truck crashed).  When the truck stopped I was actually excited, I’d come round and I’d found it exciting to be transported like an animal, like the animal I was about to become.

The tarp was removed, I blinked, unaccustomed to the light.  Zak and my Master manhandled the cage to the ground, where they opened the door and helped me out.  Zak untied me and ordered me to stand, little did I know it would be the last time I’d stand upright for over two months.

“She’s grown, oh, she’s grown,” said Zak.  I was standing naked as Zak felt my breasts.  He squeezed them and instantly milk started to form on my nipples, despite having milked myself twice already that day.  Yesterday had been my last day in the store, I’d been wearing pads inside my bra for the last 10 days to soak up milk – one day a baby had started crying in the store and I had to excuse myself as I started leaking so much.  Apparently it’s a normal response in a nursing mother.  And also a hucow it would seem.

“How much is your cow producing?  How much?” he asked.  I blushed again when he said the word cow.  That’s what I was.  It was what I was about to become for the next 10 weeks.

“About four ounces per milking,” my Master replied.

“OK, OK.  Plenty of time, plenty of time.  We’ll soon get her up to two or more pints a day.”  I gasped when he said that, surely there was no way I could produce that much – could I?  The men ignored me and continued their conversation.

“So I can visit every day?”

“As frequently as you like, whenever you like.  Your cow can speak to you, but other than that she’ll be silent until after the fair, cows can’t speak after all.”  He half laughed as he said that.

“And payment?”

Zak reached into his jacket and brought out a fat wallet.  Master’s eyes were glued to it as he took out a thick wad of $20 bills.  He counted out 25 of them and handed them over.  Payment for my first few weeks as a trainee cow.  Zak offered the money and my Master hesitated, looked at me and then took the offered money.  He didn’t count it again, just folded it and put it into his wallet.  A down payment on my udders, if you like.

“Right,” said Zak, “Take off her collar.”  I wasn’t looking forward to this, my collar defines who am I, what I am.  The only time it comes off is when we visit my family (which doesn’t happen often, as far as they are concerned I’ve thrown my life away) or when I go to work.  It wouldn’t go down well at work.

Master walked behind me and took out his keys, I have my own key for it, but that was back in the apartment.  He reached out and put the key into the lock and turned it, I heard it click and he opened the think steel band, leaving my neck exposed.  I don’t like being exposed like this.  Zak walked over and put his hand onto my neck, feeling it.  He picked up a new collar from his backpack and reached out to put it on me.

I studied it, black leather, lockable via a small padlock but my eyes were drawn to the huge bell hanging off it, this would make me a real cow.  Fuck, it really was a cow bell.
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Zak put it round my neck, fastened the leather through the belt loops and secured it with the padlock.  He patted my head, “Shhh, shhh, calm down dear.  You’re not the first and won’t be the last cow on my farm this year.”  I hadn’t thought of that, I’d be sharing the barn with other hucows.  “Now let’s start your training, yes, let’s start.”

He stepped back.  “Onto all fours dear, all fours.”  I dropped to my hands and knees and he spoke again, “No, no dear, no.  Feet on the floor, ass up.”  I stood up and dropped again, this time standing as he ordered, it wasn’t easy to maintain but I managed it, I had to put my feet quite a long way apart, my pussy exposed.  We’d discussed terms, men weren’t going to use me, but I could fuck the other cows in the barn.  If I wanted to.  Or they made me.  I shuddered at that thought.

“Come now, come.  Walk to the barn my dear.  It won’t be easy, no it won’t be easy for you.  But you’ll learn, oh yes you’ll learn.”  As he said that he raised a cane he was carrying and struck me on the ass.  I’ve been hit harder, much harder than that but maybe it was something about the position I was in the pain seemed more intense.  As soon as I moved the enormous bell on my neck started to ding, the noise was quite soothing.  I waddled as quickly as could, out of the harsh light of the midday sun and into the cool, relative dark of the barn. 

Inside the barn I quickly made out another three women, sorry, cows.  One was lying on her back, semi asleep by the looks of her.  Two were in a 69 position, they didn’t stop their fucking as I walked past.  We went into the feeding area, two more cows were positioned like me in their ridiculous gait, one was eating and the other drinking.  I read the signs above their heads, the black girl was called Coco and the blonde was called Daisy, a real cow name.  I read the other names I could see, one was Anna, was that my station?

Zak guided me to the milking area, I raised myself up over the support bar and folded my arms behind my back.  Two more cows were being milked, the machines already making their familiar and unwelcome noise.  Zak weighed my tits again in his hands and hooked me to the machine, my milk started to flow.  He whacked my ass with his palm, then walked out of the cubicle and stood in front of me, talking to my Master.  They shook hands and then walked out, leaving me where I was.  For the next nine weeks I was going to spend a quarter of my life hooked up to that machine.  I watched them leave and was resigned to my fate.

From where I was I could see one of the other cows, she was striking with long, smooth legs, huge breasts and a mass of long red hair.  I loved looking at her, it was semi erotic as the pumps worked on her breasts.  Then I hated myself, how could I be being turned on by a fellow woman being degraded like this?

A man I’d not see before came into the milking shed and walked up to the redhead.  He turned off her pumps and the suction cups fell to the floor.  He picked up her churn and walked out with it, leaving her in harness.  He was back quickly, removed her from her restraints and she walked out on her hands and feet.  When he came back he had another cow, he locked her into her harness and picked up another churn.  He wrote her name on it (Charlie) then put that on the pump, attached them to her breasts and her milking began. 

I lost interest after that, another cow came in and was hooked up, the one next to me was taken out.  My breasts were sore, my back hurt and I was bored stupid.  Still, I had to endure it.  Next time the man came in he came over to me, he fondled my breasts before turning off the machine, allowing the cups to fall to the floor.  When he put his hand on my ass I was worried that he was going to touch my pussy, but he didn’t – I know now when he felt my breasts it was professional, he was assessing if they were empty.  He took my churn away, then released me.

“Follow me Anna,” he said as he led me out of the milking room.  He took me to the feeding station.  “Anna, you can only drink from this nozzle,” he told me, “It has the correct flavorings in it for you, you’ll be producing Hazelnut flavored milk.  It’s essential for you that after each milking you come here and drink until the nozzle runs dry, your liquid intake will be precisely controlled.  As is your food – eat when ever you are hungry, but you must eat everything by the time you’re taken to bed.”  He paused, then spoke to me again.  “Any reason you’re not drinking Anna?”

I didn’t respond, I just moved and took the nozzle into my mouth and sucked.  Instantly my mouth was filled with a sweet Hazelnut flavor, I liked it, very sweet.  I sucked and swallowed until the nozzle had given me all it’s contents.  When it was all gone I looked at the man.

“Eat if you’re hungry, producing milk takes a lot of calories.”  I turned back and looked at the offered food in my bowl, I wanted to pick some of it up, unappetizing as it looked, but realized that I’d be expected to live like an animal, eat like an animal so I just used my mouth to eat, keeping my hands on the floor.  The food was some form of grey gruel, but inside it were nuts, hazelnuts.  More flavoring I guessed.  I ate about half of the food, then looked back at the man.

“You can also drink as much water as you want,” he said, “Now follow me.”  He led me back to the main room, where there were now six cows.  “You’re free until you’re next milking.”  He caned my ass and left the building, locking the gate behind him.  I didn’t know what to do next, so I lay down on my back to assess the situation.  As I lay down two other cows watched me, then got onto all fours and walked over to me, one was another Asian girl I’d not seen before and the redhead who was being milked when I was hooked up to the machine.

I watched them move awkwardly across the straw covered floor, the petite Asian girl got to me first, she maneuvered herself above me while I lay there nervously.  Looking down she smiled at me.  I smiled back, then she lowered her head until our lips were touching, I’d known that I might have to have sex with the other cows, but this was still a nervous time, I’d never had sex with a girl before, not even kissed one. 

I opened my mouth and she leant down closer and we kissed, it was so much softer and gentler than when I was with my Master.  I closed my eyes, lost in the moment when she broke it off and fell to the side of me.  I looked over, the redhead had pushed her out of the way.  The Asian girl to my side looked at the redhead and they held each other’s gaze for a few seconds, before she looked away, then rolled away and got onto all fours, before walking off.  Clearly they had had a fight for my affections.  I studied the redhead, she was much taller and better built than me, it looked like I had no choice but to submit to her. 

The Asian girl, later I worked out she was called Sato, stayed a respectful distance away, watching as the redhead took the same position over me. Clearly she was a more dominant figure amongst the cows.  Her name was Crimson, not that I’d ever get to use it.  It suited her.

Crimson leaned forward, avoiding kissing me, instead lowering her breast down to my mouth.  I’d been in this pose with my Master, I knew what he liked to do so I opened my mouth and bent my head slightly back as she lowered her erect nipple into my mouth.  I pushed my head up into her breast, my mouth forming a seal round her full, firm breast and she pushed down to meet my mouth.  I couldn’t help myself and I sucked, instantly my mouth filled with her milk.

It took me a couple of seconds to pick the taste, there was a vague hint of vanilla.  Clearly she was being force fed a diet of vanilla, just as I got hazelnuts.  My mind wondered and I started to think of what other flavors were here to be tasted.  A slap to the side of my face brought me out of my day dream – Crimson was clearly a dominant cow.  Was she the leader of the cows?  I started to suckle again and then she slapped me, no, suckling wasn’t right.  Instead I started to lick her breast and this placated her. 

She moved from side to side, alternating the breast meat on offer for a few minutes before rocking back when we kissed, it was like kissing Sato, soft and gentle.  When we broke off she smiled and rolled over onto her back, clearly expecting me to take the lead.  I rolled over on top of her and kissed her neck, working my way up to her ear – when I nibbled it she moaned in pleasure, she clearly liked this so I pushed my tongue inside her ear and I was rewarded with a further moan of pleasure.  I smiled, I love pleasing people, it’s part of who I am.  No, that’s no right, pleasing people is who I am.  It’s why I was put on this planet.

I continued on her ears for a while until Crimson put a hand on my head and pushed me down her body.  I circled her breasts with my tongue, before flicking her nipples with my tongue.  Again she responded, with a soft moan as my tongue touched her erect nipples.  I took one of her breasts in my hands and squeezed it, milk spurted from her nipple onto my face, I couldn’t help myself, I laughed when that happened.  I looked at Crimson, she was smiling as well.  I squeezed again, this time I opened my mouth and caught some of her milk in it, again there was the hint of vanilla.  She put her hands on my head and pulled me up, we kissed again, sharing the precious milk between us.

When we broke off we both swallowed, then she pushed me back down her body.  I tried to lick her nipples again but she was having none of it, instead she pushed my head between her legs and tilted her head back in expectation.  Crimson released her grip on my head and lay there, expectant.  No, she could wait for a while.  I ignored her pussy and instead kissed my way down her leg, licking and kissing until I got to her toes.  They were pretty dirty but I loved the way she reacted when I put her big toe into my mouth and sucked, using my tongue to lick it.  I worked each toe in turn into my mouth, all the while rubbing her foot.  When each toe was clean I licked the sole of her foot clean, loving her moans and groans of delight.

When her foot was clean I switched to her other foot and repeated my worship, making sure both were clean before I kissed my way up her leg and took my first taste of another pussy.  I’d tasted my own of course, off my fingers but this was different.  Nervously I licked the top of her thigh, wet from her juices and then I touched her labia with the end of my tongue, instantly she moaned and pulled her knees in.  Crimson put her hand on my head and drew me in closer, she took handfuls of my hair and pulled it, I was going no where.

I licked along her pussy, from her ass to her clit.  When my tongue touched her clit she gasped.  I reached up with my hands and took one of her breasts in each and squeezed, all the time licking.  Soon she was panting, I felt her draw her legs up while I was stuck between them, her knees twitching, her breasts heaving as she breathed quicker and quicker.  I knew it wouldn’t be long before I was rewarded for my efforts and then she came, gasping, she tried to bring her legs together further, trapping me in place.

Crimson released her grip on my hair and opened her legs.  I lifted myself up onto my elbows and kissed my way up her body.  When our mouths were level she kissed me, licking her own juices off my face before she pushed me to one side.  I lay there in the straw, would she repay the favor?  No, she rolled onto her front then got onto her hands and feet and walked away into the feeding area.  I was a little hurt, but I followed her, I needed a drink. 

When I’d had a drink I went back to the main area, a new cow was being delivered, a gorgeous black girl.  I smiled at her, pleased that I was no longer the new girl.


Saturday July 25th

The week passed quickly, I spent my days being milked, eating, drinking and fucking.  Crimson was the dominant cow, every time a new cow came in she established her position of power, waiting until another cow made a move on the new girl, then pushing her out of the way to take control.  I was permanently tired, never managing to get more than 30 to 40 minutes sleep at a time – all through the night girls were taken in and out of the sleeping area, milked then returned.  I felt like an animal, and shockingly I didn’t mind.  I was eating my gruel and nuts when I was shouted through.

“Anna, get out here.”  I moved awkwardly away into the main area, where I was pleased to see my Master. 

“Can I take her for a walk?” he asked.  I didn’t like that, he owned me, he shouldn’t have to ask for permission to take his property for a walk.  In response Zak put a leash on me and handed it to my Master.  Zak opened the gate and for the first time in a week natural light hit my body.  I stayed on all fours, even though it made me slow.

“How are you Anna?” he asked.

“I’m OK Master,” I replied.

“Coping OK?”

“Yes Master,” I added, I saw no need to tell him how sleep deprived I was, especially when I had another two months of this to endure.  We talked as he walked me, it felt good to feel the sun on my back.  When we were out of sight he had me kneel, then he felt my breasts.  As soon as he touched them I started to leak, he bent down and drank direct from my tits.  I could see him trying to work out the flavor, when he stopped drinking he stood up and smiled.

“Hazelnuts?”

I couldn’t help it, I laughed.  That set my Master off and I literally fell to the floor laughing at the absurdity of the situation, me a highly intelligent slave who devoted her life to serving her Master and whatever his needs were.  Including, it would seem, being a milking cow at the service and disposal of another man.  A woman for hire.

After I finished laughing Master got me back onto all fours.  We walked for a little while until we came to a small wall.  As soon as he saw it I knew what he was thinking, and I was too.  After a week without being penetrated I was desperate – and I’d been having a lot of lesbian sex, God only knows how He was feeling.  He led me to the wall, then took off his shirt and laid it over the rough stones.  He helped me up, so my belly was on the shirt, my legs on one side of the wall and my arms on the other.  It wasn’t comfortable, but this wasn’t about me.  Sex is never about me, it’s about me providing pleasure for the person using me.

Master knew we didn’t have long, I opened my legs, exposing my already wet pussy.  I heard him unzip his pants and seconds later he thrust inside me, I gasped in delight, fuck I’d missed having that inside me.  He thrust in and out of me, glad he’d put his shirt down.  He put his hands over my back, then under my chest, grabbing my tits and squeezing them hard.  I felt the milk flow as he used me and it was only a few seconds before he grunted and I felt his cock pulse inside me, filling me with his cum.

We stayed like that, Master and slave for a few moment until he released me and pulled out.  I turned round and took him into my mouth to clean his cock.  When he pulled out we looked at each other and smiled, it felt amazing to be allowed to serve him again.  He picked up his shirt and laughed, when he showed it me I laughed as well, there were two large wet patches where I’d leaked milk into his shirt.  He put it back on regardless and started slowly back to the shed. 

“Do you like my new tits Master?” I asked him as we walked.  He didn’t answer for a while, clearly he was thinking about it.

“Yes,” he said eventually, “I like the size.  Fuck, I even like the milk.  How about you?”

“It doesn’t matter what I think, does it Master?”  I replied.  He didn’t answer that.

I followed him, my cow bell clanging all the way.  When he put me back inside I didn’t know when I’d see him next, all I knew was that it was time for me to milked again.

Despite the pain that the machine put on my breasts I looked forward to being milked, my breasts were permanently sore now, engorged as they were.  The pumps hurt, but my breasts felt so much better afterwards.


August & September

The days and weeks passed, each day was pretty much the same as any other, broken sleep, force fed flavored drinks, eating hazelnuts (if I never see another one after I leave this place I’ll die a happy slave).  At the weekends Master would come to visit and fuck me, we’d walk and talk, sometimes he’d visit for a few hours and get to milk me, which I secretly enjoyed, other times he’d just show up, use one of my holes and leave.

The week days were full of lesbian sex, which I also enjoyed.  Crimson was the dominant cow, she would always use you but make no effort to return the favor.  When I fucked one of the other cows we did it as equals, making sure we both got off. 

My breasts were continually growing – when we started this journey my tits were tiny, barely an A cup at best.  I’d not been measured but I thought that they must be a C or maybe even larger.  They were always full of sweet milk – I’d tasted my own milk and got a clear hit of hazelnuts.  Other girls tasted of cinnamon, vanilla – name a coffee flavoring and there was at least one cow here producing that milk.

The last Sunday of the month would come and my Master would come out, take me for a walk, frequently we’d see other slave owners with their cows, and use me, when I was returned to the shed Zak would hand over an envelope.  The look on my Master’s face made everything worthwhile as he clutched it, that money represented everything and God knows we needed it.  As I’ve said, he’s not very clever so we’d discussed which bills he needed to pay and how much he had left over for the month.  There was even spare money for him to buy some beers or get the odd bit of takeaway food.

Life was acceptable.  Not good, but acceptable.  I enjoyed it in parts, but I’d rather have been at home with my Master.


Saturday 26th September

The day before the fair.  Zak rounded up all the cows and addressed us.

“As you know ladies,” (he called us ladies, that was totally demeaning, cows would have been better but ladies? “The fair is tomorrow, yes tomorrow.  I’ll be taking eight of you along, people will pay extra to come into the shed and see you milked, oh yes, they’ll pay.  I’ll be taking the eight best milkers, you’ll each get a $1,000 bonus.”  I hadn’t been looking forward to the fair, I knew that of the twelve cows present only eight would go and I had been hoping to miss out, but not any more.  Now I was desperate to be selected.  I looked round the room, clearly every cow there wanted the money.

“You can refuse of course,” he said, “it will be 12 hours in which you will be extremely uncomfortable and utterly degraded, oh yes, utterly degraded.”  I didn’t like the way he smiled when he said that.  But I was there for the money.  The money and the money alone.  “So,” he continued, “Any of you young ladies like to opt out?”  I looked round the shed, no one did.

“Oh good, good,” he said.  “The following cows have been selected.  Anna, Crimson, Lilly . . . .” he went on but I stopped listening.  I’d been selected.  That was what mattered.  I was now getting at least $11,000 in exchange for two months of my life.  Plus there was going to be a bonus.  I just had to survive the next 24 hours.


Sunday 27th September

The day dawned just like any other from the past two months.  I’d been roused every two hours during the night, restrained and milked before being returned to my stall.  When I was released into the main area there were eight metal cages, Zak and one of the cow hands were opening them.  I looked round, knowing what I had to do.  I crawled up to one of the open cages, to my left Crimson was already inside it, secured in place.  As I looked at her I knew why Zak had been smiling, shit just being transported to the fair wasn’t going to be pleasant.

I crawled into the cage, the cold steel hurt to kneel on.  Once inside I did like Crimson and put my arms behind my back, Zak reached in and cuffed one, passed the cuffs over the top of one of the bars of the cage, then back inside and cuffed my other wrist, locking my arms in place.  Next he secured my ankles to the sides and finally tied my collar to the cage.  He then closed the door and padlocked it closed.  I was going nowhere.  The other six cows were restrained the same way.

One of his assistants came over with a small trolley and lifted Crimson and I onto it, then wheeled us out to the waiting pickup, we were lifted on and the cages put into the back.  They made three more journeys, in the back of the truck there were two rows of three cages.  The final two cows were placed on the top and secured to the cages underneath.  Zak then threw a cover over the load, even in San Francisco you’d get stopped for driving with a load like that, and we were ready to go.  Even so it must have been another hour before we set off, later I realized that this was because the men had to load up the precious milk we’d been producing for weeks and pay the four remaining owners and hand their cows back to them.

It was hot under that cover, we were all sweating and where I was on the bottom meant that sweat was dripping off the cow above me and landing on me, which wasn’t pleasant.  It got worse however when she pissed herself and the vile yellow liquid landed on me.  It soon evaporated leaving nothing but the smell.

When we set off it was a blessed relief, at last there was some air moving around the cages and I felt somewhat better.  The journey to Folsom Street took a long time, I guess about 90 minutes.  Add on the time in the cage before we set off and I was desperate to be milked.  When the cover came off I blinked, experiencing the sun for the first time in hours.  Zak took his time, as one of the first in I was last out.  There was a coffee stall and we were led through into the back, where there were eight milking stalls, arranged in a U shape. 

I was taken to one of the stalls and placed into it, legs apart, arms bound behind my back.  Zak put a ring gag into my mouth, then walked round his herd, smiling.  All of us cows were making noises, showing him that we needed to be milked.  He laughed, then brough out the equipment and applied them to our breasts.  I can’t begin to describe how it felt when the pump started and the pressure that had been building in my chest was finally eased.  I’m embarrassed to say it, but I loved being milked in that moment.  Unless you’ve been in the position of needing to be milked you couldn’t understand.

“Don’t go anywhere girls, oh, don’t go any where.  People will be paying good money to come in and see you being milked.  Oh they will, they will.”  After only ten minutes Zak turned the pump off, I wanted to protest, I wanted, I needed to be milked for longer than that.  I soon worked it out, he was going to have two girls permanently hooked up, he just gave me ten minutes to release the pressure.

The day passed slowly and painfully.  The noise was constant as the pumps never stopped.  People were constantly coming in, mostly men, and they would grope our breasts.  Occasionally a woman would come in and Zak would allow them to sample direct from the teat.  They mostly merged into one memory, but towards the end of the night a black man and a naked white girl came in.  She stood out in my memory, she had huge, firm breasts and I think she was English.  She was very nervous and Zak and her Master, judging by the way he had her on a leash, toyed with her, asking her if she’d like to be milked or whored out for next year.  She visibly shook at this suggestion, poor thing was so scared she couldn’t see that they were playing with her.

They made her suck milk direct from the nipples of a couple of cows until she guessed the flavor correctly.  When she asked for a Hazelnut coffee Zak lifted the suction cups to my mouth and I licked them before he applied them to my breasts.  Lucky girl, she was going to get fresh milk, not frozen.

“This is for you slave,” Zak said, “This cow’s been force fed hazelnuts for months now.  You’re going to love it.”  I squealed as the suction cups stuck to my breasts and started to pump.  “Only be five minutes, just five minutes,” he added to no one in particular.

The black man found his voice.  “And the girls, sorry, cows, are here through choice?”  He asked.

“Doubt it,” Zak said, “I rent the slaves off their owners for four months before the fair.  Gets me time to get them producing lots of milk.  I freeze it so there’s plenty to go round.  Don’t worry about them, they are all full life time slaves, they sign up for a life of anything goes.  Don’t you?”  The last two words were directed at me, so I nodded my head.

“Feel them sir, feel them.  Hold their breasts, they should all have some milk in them now.”  The black man thought about it for a few seconds and then started to walk down the line, feeling each girl in turn, his slave followed him, also holding and caressing their udders.

“If you want to fuck one of their mouths you can, you can.  In return, can I get your slave in the harness, just for a few minutes?  She’d look amazing as a cow.”  The man looked at the line of slaves, there was a definite twinge in his pants.  The he looked at his slave, she clearly didn’t want to do this.

“No thanks man, not today anyway.”

Zak said “Pity, how about if I throw in two free coffees?”

“No.”

“Pity.”

Zak pulled the suction cups off me and walked away, the man and his slave following.  When he came back next time Zak had another man with him.  He rubbed Crimson’s head and untied her.  “Time to leave Crimson,” he said.  When he removed her bell the man put a collar on her and led her out, clearly her Master had come to collect her.  Hopefully mine would be here soon.

As it happened he was the last one to collect his slave.  When he came in I was overjoyed, they talked as I was released.

“She needs to be milked for the next six weeks or so,” said Zak, “Can’t just stop overnight.  Wind down production, spread out the sessions.  In six weeks or so she’ll stop producing.  I’ve emailed you details and a suggested routine.  Assuming you want her to stop producing milk . . . .”

I got dressed, Master gave me a new bra, 32E I was very pleased to discover.  I loved it when he put my collar back on me, fuck I’d missed it.

“And,” said Zak, “Get in touch next year if you want her to come back.  A great milker your slave, a great milker.” 


Monday 28th September

Master left for work and I got up and milked myself, this was going to be a long, slow process.  It felt amazing to eat toast for breakfast, fuck, just to eat something other than hazelnuts felt great.  I put the milk into the fridge, I’d already produced a couple of pints since I came home.  I counted out the money, Zak had been as good as his word and there was almost $8,000 to pay into the bank.  That was enough to pay off all our debts and leave a little left over.  I’d start looking for a job later that day.  It would take some time for me to stop producing milk, Master had said he may well keep me in milk, just stop down the amount I was producing.  I have no choice in the matter.

And next year?  Fuck, I guess I’d be doing it again.  We’d made almost $12,000 in exchange for nine weeks of my life.  I can’t say no to that.  Could you?


Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.  







If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon, or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx
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