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Chapter One




“Let’s go Lucy. Don’t wanna be late for your
appointment,” called Clint from downstairs.

I couldn’t find my left shoe. I knew it was
in the bedroom somewhere but I had no idea where I had kicked it
off. I hadn’t even meant to kick it off but in the throes of
ecstasy, sometimes you lose track of your clothes. I just chalked
my missing footwear up to one of the many dangers of lunch time
sex.

It’s funny how quickly life changes. A week
ago I couldn’t even get Clint to look at me. That all changed one
night after I had almost made the biggest mistake of my life. But
Clint, like a knight in shining armor, had shown up and saved me
from myself. His help had come with a price though. Now as long as
I was under his roof, I belonged to him, mind and body.

Our relationship had gone through many
changes since we first met. Clint used to be nothing more than the
father of my fiancé Jesse. I’d come to stay on his ranch while
Jesse was away on a deployment. Life was simple and made sense only
a few months ago. I had my job at the local grocery and Clint ran
the ranch. We became casual friends and shared simple meals
together when we were both home. It was pleasant.

That dynamic had been destroyed by a choice I
made a few months ago. Jesse and I had planned to get married when
he returned home, but money was short. Seeing an opportunity to
make some extra cash, I signed up to be a human guinea pig. Had I
known the little green pills that the doctor gave me would turn me
from an innocent good girl into a lactating nymphomaniac, I would
have walked away immediately. But hind sight is always
twenty/twenty and life isn’t always simple.

That’s how I ended up looking for my left
shoe at two in the afternoon. Now that Clint and I had worked out
our differences, we were back to eating lunch together in the
afternoon, a slight return to normalcy. I might have eaten my lunch
curled up close to him on the couch, wearing a leather collar like
some kind of animal while Clint sucked on my nipples, but it was as
close to normal as I was going to get.

I couldn’t help it when his suckling turned
me on. The littlest things would set me off now. My nipples had
become so sensitive that anything touching them would light a fire
between my legs. My clit was just as sensitive now as well. While
sitting on the porch yesterday, a stiff breeze kicked up and blew
my dress between my legs. I had to spend the next ten minutes with
my hands in my panties to calm myself down.

After I had finished my lunch, I let Clint
know that I was feeling a bit horny. He wasted no time bringing me
upstairs and pushing me against the foot of his bed. With one hand
around the collar, his other hand pulled my jeans, along with my
panties, down to my knees. We didn’t need a condom; the pills were
a new form of birth control. And lube wasn’t a priority either. My
sex drive had been turned to eleven by the wonder drug. As soon as
Clint slid his dick from his pants, I felt him slide right into
me.

We had already had sex once today, and I had
gotten it again after my jeans had rubbed me the wrong way while
watching TV. But the two orgasms I had already had since I woke up
this morning didn’t stop me from gripping the sheets tightly while
pressing my face into the mattress to muffle my moans. Clint pushed
into me hard and fast, not wasting any time at the moment with
foreplay or sweet words. Within two minutes of him starting, I was
done. The orgasm shot through me like a rocket and my feet left the
floor as I balanced myself on my upper body. Clint responded to
this new position by grabbing me by the thighs and holding me like
a wheelbarrow as he continued to slam into me. My orgasm
intensified with each pump of his hard cock.

My body shook uncontrollably as the erotic
energies continued to flow though me, tapering off before a
secondary explosion sent out another wave of pulse pounding bliss.
My knuckles had turned white from gripping the sheets so tightly
and my throat hurt from my nonstop moaning. I felt my shoe fly off
and bounce against a wall as Clint continued to slip in and out. By
the time I finally felt his cock swell inside of me, I had come
three times back to back.

Clint left the room quietly as I sagged
against the mattress, too tired to move. It would be another ten
minutes before I had the energy to push myself up and start the
search for my missing shoe. As I lay there, unmoving, I thought
about the last few weeks and about my growing sex drive during
them. There was no doubt in my mind that the sexual side effect of
my pills was getting worse. A few months ago I wouldn’t have
believed it was possible to get three orgasms in a day let alone a
ten minute fuck session. That, compounded with my increasingly
uncontrollable horniness, told me that my body still hadn’t reached
a balance with the strange chemicals in the pills.

I finally found my shoe. It had bounced off
the door frame and landed behind the dresser. I didn’t want to keep
Clint waiting so I picked it up and tried to put it on while
hopping on one foot towards the stairs. The awkward movement may
have saved me a few seconds, but it also jiggled my full tits,
making them ache and beg to be milked. I cursed my traitorous body
parts. At this rate I would spend all day with my hands either down
my pants or squeezing my nipples.

Clint saw my flustered face as I bounded down
the stairs. “What’s wrong Lucy?”

I tried to adjust the straps of my bra, but
it didn’t help. “My boobs hurt. Think we have the time for a milk
break?” I knew we didn’t but maybe Clint wasn’t aware.

He glanced at his watch which shattered my
hopes. He looked back up to me and nodded his head towards the
door. “We gotta git movin’ Lucy. Your doc wouldn’t be happy if you
were late.”

I didn’t think Dr. Kenzie would care if I was
a few minutes late or not, but there was no sense arguing with
Clint. I dropped my head and moped as I walked to the car. When
Clint opened the passenger side door for me, I slumped into the
seat and crossed my arms across my chest. The pressure in my
breasts was growing and I honestly didn’t think I could ignore it
much longer.

Clint started the car and took off down the
dirt road that took us to the highway and into town. The bouncing
from the uneven surface made my discomfort grow by the second. I
could feel my tits leaking every time we hit a bump. The nursing
pads I wore fulltime soaked up the spillage, but my leaky nipples
weren’t my main concern. My boobs hurt! By the time we pulled onto
the paved highway I was nearly in tears.

Clint looked over and saw the pain on my
face. A look of concern passed briefly over his face before he
caught himself. We weren’t even half way to the doctor’s office and
I didn’t think I could hold out until we were there.

“Please Clint! Pull over and suck me! I
huurrtt!”

He just shook his head and continued driving,
sending me into another crying fit. But the waterworks seemed to be
eating away at his conviction. We slowed down before he cranked the
wheel and put us onto the shoulder. By the time he turned off the
engine, my crying had turned into half hearted sobs and a lot of
sniffling.

Clint turned his body towards me and stared
right into my watery eyes. He looked outwardly angry, but something
about his posture told me he really wasn’t. When he leaned in
towards me, I scrambled to pull my shirt up so he could press his
lips to my tit. His head creeped closer to my chest and I could
feel his breath on my skin.

His head didn’t stop its downward motion.
Instead of latching on like I had expected, Clint was bending so
that he could grab something from between my legs. I watched as he
fumbled for something on the floor of the car, completely ignoring
me. His tongue hung out of his mouth and slid back in forth in
concert with his searching hand. What the hell was he looking
for?

“Aha! There it is.” He sat back up quickly
and as soon as his hand popped over the seat I saw what he had been
looking for. It was an old soda cup from a fast food place. He
pushed the cup between my thighs and turned the key in the
ignition. The engine roared back to life and Clint pulled back onto
the road, speeding a bit to make up for the lost time.

“What am I supposed to do with this?” I asked
as I stared at the cup.

“What do you think? You need to relieve some
pressure right? Well start pumpin’ Lucy. Just keep it in the cup. I
don’t need you staining the upholstery.”

“You’re kidding right? You want me to pump
into an old soda cup?”

“Yep.”

“But we had a deal! You’re supposed to suck
me when I need it!”

“You’re right Lucy. We do have a deal.” He
took a hand off the wheel and grabbed the collar around my neck. He
shook me gently before letting go and returning his hand to the
wheel. “And our new deal is that you listen to whatever I tell you
to do. You don’t make the rules no more missy.”

I had forgotten I was even wearing the
leather strap around my neck. He usually took it off before we left
the house. My fingers touched the collar and an urgent thought
entered my head. “You aren’t making me wear this to the
Doctor!”

Clint laughed. “Depends on your attitude
Lucy. Tell ya what, use the cup like I told you and I’ll take the
collar off when we get to your appointment.”

“I’m not wearing it period Clint. I’m not
going out in public collared like an animal!”

Without taking his eyes off the road, Clint
responded in a menacing tone. “No, you just wanna fuck strangers in
an alley. Better to be a stray dog then a collared one eh?”

A lump formed in the pit of my stomach.
“That’s not fair and you know it.”

“Damn right it’s not. I shouldn’t have found
you in the cab of some horny hillbilly’s truck but I did. I
shouldn’t have to drive you around town ‘cause I don’t trust you to
be alone, but I do. And until something changes Lucy, you better
believe that collar is stayin’ ‘round your pretty lil neck. Maybe
it’ll remind you to behave.”

I sagged in my seat and popped the plastic
lid off of the cup. He was right but I didn’t want to tell him
that. I earned his mistrust and put him in this awkward position.
The least I could do was not act like a brat when he was trying to
help me. I pressed the cup up to one of my swollen tits and
squeezed my boob. The stream of milk splashed against the thin
plastic bottom of the cup, making an audible sound.

I saw Clint look over momentarily but he said
nothing. I didn’t either. For the remainder of the ride into town,
the only noise heard in the car was the hum of the engine and the
soft splatter of my milk into the cup.




Chapter Two




I sat in the waiting room, impatiently
bobbing my foot while thumbing through a year old magazine. I
looked around the room, making sure no one was staring at me. I was
so embarrassed. No wonder Clint didn’t trust me. How could I have
been that stupid? I tried to forget about what had just happened,
but the memory of the event just kept replaying in my head.

Clint had been true to his word, taking off
my collar in the parking lot. He ruined my happy mood a moment
later though when he playfully slapped my ass as I was climbing out
of the car. I wasn’t sure if he meant to do it or not, but one of
his fingers slipped across my pussy when he pulled his hand away
and that was enough to set me off.

There was nothing I could do but ignore the
growing horniness as I walked across the parking garage. I caught
myself wiggling my hips as I moved, trying to drive the seam of my
jeans against my clit. I pushed my hands into my pockets to try and
keep myself under control, but the feeling continued to grow.

I reached the elevator and a dirty thought
popped into my head, spurred on by my growing urge to touch myself.
I looked around and smiled when I saw there was no one else
approaching the elevator. I pushed the down button and waited
patiently for the door to open, trying hard to ignore the
increasing tickle in my clit.

The doors finally opened and I barreled into
the elevator before they were even fully open. I pushed the button
for the ground floor and sagged against the rear wall of the
elevator as it started its slow descent. Clint had parked on the
top floor so I had five floors before the doors opened. My hand
wasted no time, slipping into my pants and sliding down between my
legs.

Three fingers disappeared within me while my
thumb pressed itself against my clit and rubbed vigorously. I had
to grab the metal rail on the wall to steady myself as my knees
turned to jelly and my nipples turned to steel. My eyes closed as I
concentrated on the pleasure building within me. I only had until I
reached the bottom floor of the parking garage, but I knew it would
be enough time.

It should have been enough time anyways. I
wasn’t thinking clearly as I stepped onto the elevator. Sure I had
checked to see if anyone on my floor would be boarding the lift
with me, but I hadn’t given a thought to the fact that there were
three other floors between me and the ground. With my eyes shut and
lost in thought, I hadn’t noticed the elevator slow or the doors
slide open on the third floor. Not until I heard her voice.

“Ohh my… I’ll just… I can wait for the next
one. Sorry dear.”

My eyes popped open and I froze in place. I
didn’t even have the forethought to pull my hand out between my
thighs as I stared at the old woman standing in the door way. I
turned beet red as she looked at me from behind a pair of square
bifocals while leaning heavily against a walker. Not only had I
just been caught with my hand in the cookie jar, but I had probably
just ruined the day of some old lady who really needed to use the
elevator.

The doors started to close and I finally
regained my senses. I pulled my hand out of my pants and pushed the
button to keep the door open. I looked at the old woman as I
stepped out of the elevator. “Please I’ll wait. I’m so sorry
ma’am.”

I held the door as she slowly shambled into
the elevator. What she did next made me feel even worse. I watched
as she fished a square handkerchief from her purse, using that to
form a barrier between her finger and the numbered buttons on the
panel. I hadn’t noticed in my haste that I had used my juice
covered hand to press the stop button, but she did. I hung my head
in shame as the doors closed.

I took the stairs the rest of the way down,
now acutely aware that my hand was soaked with my own fluids. I
tried not to touch anything as I hurried into the hospital, making
a beeline for the first bathroom I could find. I washed my hands
thoroughly before stepping away from the sink, but I couldn’t leave
the bathroom just yet. I had unfinished business and slipped
shamefully into one of the stalls, making sure this time to secure
the door in front of me.

“Lucy Marshall?”

Hearing my name snapped me back to reality,
and not a moment too soon. I had no desire to keep repeating the
embarrassing ordeal from earlier. I couldn’t keep on like this. I
deserved to be collared and controlled if I couldn’t stop myself
from masturbating every time I got the urge. Not even the shock of
running into the old lady had stopped me. What’s worse is that
wasn’t even the first time I had touched myself in a public
bathroom. I needed help!

“Right here nurse,” I said as I stood up
slowly. I didn’t want to accidentally trigger my urges again.

The blonde nurse waved to me and held the
door as I stepped into the back offices of the clinic. I knew
exactly where to go since I was here every week for a checkup. I
sat down on the edge of an exam table and answered the basic
medical questions for the nurse as she took my temperature and
blood pressure. When she closed the door, I flopped back onto the
table and didn’t bother to sit back up when I heard a knock on the
door.

“Lucy? It’s Doctor Kenzie.” A short and plump
man entered the room holding a clipboard. Middle aged and balding,
Doctor Kenzie wasn’t much to look at, but he was nice to me. “How
are you doing today? Still having those side effects?”

I slowly sat up. When I was finally upright,
I nodded then dropped my head into my hands.

Doctor Kenzie put his hand on my shoulder.
“What’s wrong Lucy? Are you in pain?”

Without lifting my head from my hands, I
shook my head no.

“Talk to me Lucy. I need to know how things
are going for the trial.”

“It’s getting worse. I can’t control myself
anymore.”

“You need to be more specific Lucy. What
can’t you control?”

I pulled my head from my hands and stared at
the doctor. My vision was blurry. I wiped the tears from my eyes
before answering. “Anything. Everything! My body does what it wants
and I’m just along for the ride! I just jacked off in the bathroom
downstairs after exposing myself to an old lady on an elevator!
Please, you have to give me something to make this stop!”

I couldn’t believe I had just told him what
had happened on the way in. Not only was it embarrassing but I was
pretty sure it was illegal. I looked at Doctor Kenzie, trying to
read his face, but he just stared down at his clipboard and jotted
down notes. When he finally looked up at me, his face betrayed
nothing.

“Well Lucy, like I’ve told you for weeks now,
it’s up to you if you want to stop the trial, but from what you’ve
just told me it might be time to wean you off the pills. These side
effects you are experiencing can be dangerous and it appears it is
already affecting your judgment.”

I just nodded.

“Do you have anyone that can keep an eye on
you? Keep you out of trouble while you detox?”

Wait what? “Detox? I thought you were just
going to dial down the dose.”

“I can’t do that. This isn’t an approved drug
and the results are invalid if I adjust dosage. While in trial it’s
either all or nothing Lucy.”

“I can’t just stop now! I need the
money!”

Doctor Kenzie sighed and looked back at his
notes. I was on the verge of begging when he looked back up at me.
“I know you need the money but you really need to think about this.
The pills are affecting your mental state. You are doing things you
wouldn’t normally do. Things that could land you in trouble or
worse.”

“Please just forget I said anything! You
can’t take me out of the trial. There has to be something else you
can do.”

The doctor stood quietly for a minute,
tapping his pencil lightly on the clipboard, over and over. Just as
the rhythmic thumping threatened to drive me insane, it
stopped.

“Lucy, do you have any trouble sleeping?” he
asked.

“No not really.”

“Are you sure? Think carefully now. Has there
been a point recently where you just couldn’t get to sleep? I can
prescribe you something to help you.” He waggled the pencil
at me as he finished talking.

Was he… was he offering what I thought he
was? “You know I actually have been having a little trouble now
that you bring it up. But I thought you couldn’t prescribe anything
while I was on the trial.”

Doctor Kenzie looked nervous. “I can’t
prescribe anything for your symptoms Lucy, but loss of sleep hasn’t
been associated with the new drug and I am allowed to treat pre
existing conditions as needed. You’ve been having trouble sleeping
for awhile now correct?”

I nodded.

“I thought as much. Well, I’m going to
prescribe you some new meds. Take them three times a day. They
should help you calm down enough to get to sleep.”

I thought I saw him wink at me as he said
this but I couldn’t be sure. “And they are safe to take? I’m not
going to have any more weird side effects?”

“Well all medicine has the potential for side
effects. The most common for the meds I am going to prescribe you
are a marked decrease in libido.”

A decreased libido. That was all I needed to
hear. “Yeah that sounds fine. Let’s do that.”




Chapter Three




As soon as the pharmacist had given me the
new bottle of pills, I popped the cap and swallowed one. I
practically skipped back to the car where Clint was waiting. I
couldn’t wait to tell him the news! If these new pills worked and
counteracted the little green ones that had turned my life upside
down, everything could go back to normal.

I climbed into the car with a smile on my
face and dropped the brown paper bag with the two bottles of meds,
my little green ones and the sleeping pills, into the center
console. Clint looked up from the book he was reading and stared at
me, raising one eyebrow as if to ask, “What are you so happy
about?”

“The doctor gave me new pills today.”

This got his attention. Clint closed his book
and turned towards me. “What do you mean new pills?”

“New pills!” I grabbed the bag and took out
both bottles. With one in each hand, I shook them quickly. The car
filled with a rattling sound. “Sleeping pills! They might fix my
urges!”

Clint grabbed my wrists to stop the pills
from shaking. “Are you crazy? That doctor and his magic pills got
you into this mess! Now you want to fill your body with more of
this crap?” He grabbed the bottles from my hands before I could
stop him.

“Give them back! I need them!”

“You sound like a junkie. You know that don’t
you?” Clint held up the bottles to the light, studying the pills
inside. “If it was up to me I wouldn’t even give these ones back,
but you made a commitment. I think I’ve broken enough of those for
you.” He tossed the bottle with my little green pills back to
me.

“What about the sleeping pills?”

“I think I’m gonna keep these. You don’t need
this stuff Lucy. I’ve been readin’ about addictions,” he tapped the
cover of the book in his lap, “and it has some good things you can
try. I’ll help you any way I can.”

“If you want to help me just give me the
pills back!”

“I don’t think so.”

That was it. I scrambled over the center
console while desperately grabbing at the pills in his hand. “Give
them to me!”

Clint dropped the pills and they slipped
between his door and the chair, far out of my reach. But now both
of his hands were free and I was leaning awkwardly into his seat.
Before I could pull back, he planted a hand between my shoulders
and pushed me down, pressing my face against his leg. With his
other hand, he grabbed the waist of my pants and pulled hard.

The seam of my jeans pressed harshly into my
privates and my ass lifted along with the pants. My knees moved
under me to keep me balanced and my stomach pressed into the center
console of the car. With my ass up and my head down, Clint leaned
over me and placed his elbow in the square of my back. I felt him
reach under me to unsnap the button on the front of my pants. When
that was undone, he slid them off my ass, leaving my naked cheeks
exposed to the world.

“No Clint! Stop!”

“I told ya Lucy, I ain’t gonna put up with
your behavior anymore. You live in my house, you follow my
rules.”

“Please!”

SMACK!

“OWW!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Clint’s rough hands struck my ass cheeks
again and again. I started to cry but that didn’t make him ease up.
The spanking continued for what felt like forever, but in reality
was probably no more than a few seconds. His blows never lessened
in intensity though. By the time he was done, my entire ass was on
fire, swollen and red.

“You gonna behave now?”

Between sniffles I managed to get out a weak
“Yes sir.”

“Good girl. Now pull up your pants and
buckle. I’ll drop ya off at work.”

I sat up and slid my pants over my sore
bottom. I wiped away the tears and reached for the buckle behind
me. As I did, I noticed something out of the corner of my eye.
Staring at me through my window was an old lady with a metal
walker. The same old lady from the elevator. I blushed and dropped
my gaze while she just shook her head at me. Today couldn’t get any
worse.




Chapter Four




As we approached the grocery, Clint pulled
around back where the employees parked. Thankfully, the silent ride
over here had been short, but I felt like I had to say something to
Clint. Not only did I want him to be happy with me again, but I
also needed something form him before I went to work. I knew it was
wrong, apologizing to someone just to get something in return, but
if I was going to make it through my shift, I needed his lips on my
tits right now.

“So.”

“Yep.”

“Here we are. And I just wanted to say I’m
sorry Clint. I know you’re just trying to help.”

“Yep.”

“Do you forgive me? I don’t want you to stay
mad at me.”

He hesitated for a second before grunting.
“Yep.”

“Is that all you have to say? I’m trying to
be serious.”

Clint turned his head and grinned. “Yep.”

I punched him in his arm. The jerk was
messing with me. “You’re an ass.”

He chuckled as he shrugged his shoulders.
“Yep.”

It was a testament to how strong our
relationship had become in the past few days that we could go from
fighting to back to friends in the time it took to drive three city
blocks. I was just glad he wasn’t angry with me.

“So I have some time before my shift starts.
Are you thirsty?”

His eyes dropped from my face to my puffed
out chest. His head seemed to be slowly coming closer. He licked
his lips. “Yep.”

I giggled and wasted no more time. I lifted
up my shirt and let my large melons slide free from my bra. Little
dewdrops of milk were already forming on my nipples in expectation.
When Clint saw that, his eyes went wide and he was done wasting
time at that point too.

His lips were locked around my sensitive
nipple in a second. He squeezed my breast gently with one hand
while sucking on my tit. I could feel the milk being drawn out of
me. The feeling sent shivers down my back while making my other tit
beg for attention.

Clint had a system when it came to drinking
from me. He would always start with the tit closest to him at the
time, but would only suckle for a minute before switching. It was
just enough time to dull the ache that came with being as engorged
as I was.

When he switched to the other tit is when the
fun always began. He wouldn’t switch again till my milk no longer
flowed freely, which could take awhile depending on the last time I
had lactated. Since I had milked myself on the way to the doctor, I
wasn’t as full as I could have been, but it still took Clint a good
five minutes of sucking to draw out enough of my vast supply to
stop my nipples from dripping.

While he was busy suckling one side, his hand
would always play with my other nipple. He would twiddle and twist
it gently between his thumb and forefinger, eliciting tiny gasps of
pleasure with each tiny rotation of my tender top hats. His nipple
play would kick up my urge to pleasure myself, and he left me
enough room to let my hand dip between my legs as he lay across my
lap.

When he was done draining one of my melons,
he would switch back to the breast he started on first, repeating
the process until I was dry on both sides. The touch of his lips,
tongue and hands on my round mounds lit a fire in me that I kept
stoked with gentle strokes of my fingers over my clit. This was one
of the few times I wasn’t racing to the finish, instead electing to
tease myself as Clint continued to suck on my tits slowly.

He would signal me without words when he was
close to being finished. His gentle sucking on my tit would grow
stronger with each deep pull he would take from me, letting me know
my supply was almost dry. When we reached this point, my fingers
picked up speed and turned the small, tended flames of desire into
a raging inferno within me. The constant teasing and touching made
me come quickly once we reached that point, and today was no
different.

He pulled his lips away from my chest as soon
as he heard my soft, breathy sighs. I sagged in my seat and let my
eyes shut as I enjoyed the pleasure waves coursing through me. When
I opened my eyes again, Clint was just sitting there smiling at
me.

“You should probably cover back up. The
windows aren’t tinted.”

I blushed and pulled my shirt back down. I
needed to be more aware of my surroundings. I didn’t want to scare
anymore old ladies.

“Pick me up around ten?”

Clint nodded and kissed me on the forehead
gently. “I’ll be here.”

I climbed out of the car and headed inside,
but as I did, butterflies fluttered through my stomach and I had
the feeling something was wrong. I looked back at Clint, but he was
already pulling out onto the road. I was sad to see him go, which
only increased my feeling that something wasn’t right. I looked
around, trying to figure out what was triggering the uneasy
feeling. When nothing immediately jumped out at me, I shrugged it
off and continued inside. Whatever it was, it past soon enough.




Chapter Five




Four hours into my six hour shift and I
hadn’t had a single urge to play with myself. I wondered if it had
anything to do with the sleeping pill I had taken earlier, but I
wasn’t sure if a single dose would’ve had an effect already. Maybe
it was Clint’s book. I found it in my bag when I was switching out
my nursing pads. He must have slipped it in there when I wasn’t
looking.

On break I sat down and flipped through it,
reading chapter heading and occasionally skimming a section of the
self help book that looked like it might help. For the most part,
Clint’s book on how to control urges consisted of nothing more than
simple breathing exercises and happy thoughts. Since my normal
happy thoughts tended to trigger my issue, I decided to discard
that idea.

Still, I had to admit I was feeling pretty
good right now. It had been a few days since I had managed to go
this long without even a hint of my problem. My tits weren’t
leaking as much as they usually did and my sex drive seemed to be
holding steady. Two more hours and I would be safely back home. I
smiled at the thought and continued to absentmindedly bag
groceries.

I should have known my happiness wouldn’t
last. As if to flip me the bird, my clit started to tingle out of
the blue. My pulse quickened and my hands shook. This can’t be
happening! What the hell set me off? I looked around, trying to
figure out why I was feeling horny out of the blue. When I looked
down, my jaw dropped. Are you fucking kidding me?!

In my hand was a large cucumber. Green, cold,
and bumpy, this was not something I would usually associate with
sex. Yet as I held it in my hand, all I could think of was how good
the thick green vegetable would feel wedged inside of me. I
pictured myself with my pants around my ankles and a hand on my
breasts while I slid the phallic food in and out of my wet slit,
over and over.

I dropped the cucumber and stepped back from
the bagging station. NO! I tried to clear my head, but all I
could see was that damn cucumber. I started to breathe slowly while
I counted. The book said it would help, but after thirty seconds of
awkward breathing, all the centering exercise had done was draw
attention to the fact that I was having a panic attack in the front
of the store.

The cashier was saying something but I
couldn’t hear anything over the rush of blood in my ears. My heart
was beating so fast it hurt. Blackness was creeping into the
corners of my vision. I had to do something. I reached for the
cucumber slowly.

Standing at the counter, checkbook in hand
and waiting to pay for her groceries was an old lady with square
bifocals and a dented walker. Seeing her broke me out of my
hypnotized state. My mind snapped back and I looked at my hand, now
only inches away from the cucumber. The old lady’s cucumber. The
same old lady from the hospital.

I yelled something at her as I ran into the
back room. I couldn’t remember what I said, but I knew she didn’t
deserve it. She wasn’t the problem, I was. And my issues weren’t
getting any better. When my manager came to check on me, I had
already folded up my apron and laid it on the table.

“I quit Mr. Marston. I can’t work here
anymore.”

My manager just looked at me and nodded. He
scooped up my apron and walked away without a word. Clearly I was
too much to deal with.

I cleared out my locker and pulled out my
phone. I sat on a bench, my finger hovering over dial for awhile. I
didn’t want to make this call, but I didn’t want to stay in the
store any longer either. And there was no way I was going to go
wandering around. I didn’t trust myself. I hit the dial button and
held the phone up to my ear as it started ringing.

Clint picked up. “Hello? Lucy?”

“I’m sorry Clint. Can you come pick me
up?”

“Lucy what’s wrong?”

“Please, I just need you to come get me. Can
you come pick me up?”

The line was silent for a moment before he
answered. “I’ll be right there.” The line went dead.

I didn’t know how much longer I could take
this.




Chapter Six




I waited outside for Clint to pull up. It was
cold and getting dark, but the fresh air lifted my spirits a bit.
Clint surprised me by pulling into the parking lot only ten minutes
after I had called. I wondered how fast he was going to get here,
but as I opened the door, I didn’t bother to ask. I just slid into
the seat and buckled up.

The car was quiet until we hit the highway.
Once we were up to speed on the straight road, Clint opened his
mouth. “So what happened Lucy?”

“I quit my job. I can’t be out in public
anymore. I tried to… I wanted to… never mind. I just want to go to
sleep.”

“Well what are you going to do now? I got a
little saved up but I can’t pay for your wedding.”

My wedding. Shit. I doubt Clint meant to make
me feel worse, but I hadn’t even thought of what quitting my job
meant to my future. Without the income from the grocery, Jesse and
I might not have enough to pay for everything. My only source of
money coming in now was from the drug trial. This wasn’t good.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do. I can’t
be alone though, I know that. I guess I’ll have to figure it out
tomorrow.”

Clint reached over and pulled something out
of the glove box before dropping it into my lap. “Made you
somethin’ today.”

I welcomed the conversation change. I picked
up the strip of leather and held it in my hands. It looked like the
same collar I was wearing this morning until I flipped it over.
Burnt into the thick leather was my name in bold letters. On either
side of my name was a curly symbol that I recognized as the ranch
brand. Part of me wanted to throw the collar out the window, but
another part of me thought the gesture was sweet.

I pressed the collar against my skin and
fastened the buckle. The cool leather made me shiver as I held it
in place, but it quickly warmed up. I ran my finger around the
choker, letting my fingers linger over my name. There was no
denying anymore that I needed this. Clint was the only one who
could keep me in line.

I knew he was trying as best as he knew how.
I couldn’t fault him for his gruff treatment of me lately, and the
more I thought about it, the more I agreed with him. He had been
the only constant for me since I began the trial, and the only one
outside of Doctor Kenzie to try and help me.

“I’m sorry Clint, for everything. This isn’t
how I wanted my life to go.”

Clint turned to me with a sad smile. “I know
Lucy. And trust me, this isn’t what I expected either. Life was a
whole lot simpler a few months ago.”

“You can say that again.”

He chuckled. His hand touched my thigh and
stayed there as he looked into my eyes. “I’ll help you Lucy. Not
just for Jesse, but because you are a good person. We’ll get
through this together.”

His kind words and tender touch woke
something up in me I hadn’t felt since Jesse had left. The feeling
quickened my pulse and slowed my breathing. He was touching me
intimately but instead of wanting to ride his dick up and down, all
I could think about was him holding me close and telling me
everything was going to be okay.

Ohh no. No no no. This can’t be
happening.

I pushed his hand off of my leg and scooted
as far away from him as I could in the small car. All that
accomplished though was to make me look like a crazy person.

“What’s wrong? What did I say?” he looked
confused. More than that, he looked hurt.

I lied. “It’s nothing. I… I just don’t want
to be touched right now. It’s been a long day.”

Clint looked at the road, then back at me.
“You know I’m here for you Lucy. I’ll do whatever it takes to get
you through this.”

I leaned forward and turned toward him. “I
know. Clint I…”

“Shh. Why don’t you take a nap; you look
beat. I’ll wake you up when we get home.”

I sat back down but kept my eyes open. There
was no way I could sleep now. How could this have happened? Maybe
it was all just a mistake. If my body had gone crazy, my mind might
have too. Slowly, I turned my head to look at Clint. But as my eyes
scanned his body, I knew my feeling weren’t a fluke. Somehow, I had
fallen in love with my boyfriend’s daddy.




Chapter Seven




I had planned to sleep in since I didn’t have
anything to do the next day. But my plans lately hadn’t worked out
very well. Clint woke me up before the crack of dawn with a gentle
tug on my collar and a soft whisper in my ear. “Wake up darlin’. We
got work to do.”

I thought I was dreaming at first. I rolled
over to my side and pulled the comforter that Clint and I shared
over my head. He responded by pulling the covers off the bed
completely, and then goosed me when I curled up to keep warm. Why
wouldn’t he just leave me alone!

It was ironic in a way, considering how much
I had begged for his attention in the past weeks. But the sun
wasn’t even up yet and the previous day had drained me. My sleep
had been terrible as well. My mind wouldn’t let go of the strange
new feelings I had for Clint. At the same time, images of Jesse and
memories of our time together fought against the idea that Clint
and I could be happy together, tormenting me while I slept.

I opened my eyes slowly, knowing that Clint
wasn’t going to let me stay in bed. As I gently rubbed the crust
from my eyes and stretched out on the bed, his hand was waiting to
tickle my feet. I giggled and pulled back, but he gripped my ankles
tightly before moving his hands up my legs and onto my hips. When
they reached their destination, his fingers wrapped around the
waistband of my panties and slid them off of my body. A smile
flitted across my face and I scooted down the mattress towards
him.

My eyes finally focused and I saw Clint was
already fully dressed. He was even wearing his dark brown Stetson
which he never wore inside. I wondered why he had gotten dressed if
he was just going to wake me up this way, but I didn’t question
him. I shook loose the thoughts that had troubled me all night and
leaned into Clint. I grabbed his shirt and pulled him down on top
of me before wrapping my legs around his mid section. When he tried
to sit back up, I went with him, tightly clinging to his torso as I
landed kisses up and down his neck.

Clint tried to pry me loose but I held on
tightly, pressing my increasing wet pussy into his hips. When he
saw he wasn’t going to shake me off, he dropped back to the bed and
laid down on top of me. He tipped his hat back and began returning
the kisses and I had already delivered. My grip around his neck
loosened and I let him slide my arms up over my head where he
interlaced his fingers with my own while holding my hands down
against the mattress.

I wanted him to suck me but my nightshirt was
in the way. I could see him staring at my chest longingly as well,
but he made no move to free my tits from beneath the light pink
dress.

“Take it off and have a taste,” I said,
hoping to encourage his lust for my sweet milk.

But he didn’t release my hands or take off my
top. It was the first time in a week that he hadn’t jumped at the
chance to take my tits into his mouth as soon as I was awake. I
wanted him to suck me dry! His hesitation only made my nipples
tingle in anticipation. Instead of our morning ritual, Clint
continued to kiss me deeply. I tried to grind myself against his
bulge but he wriggled out of the way each time I did.

“What’s wrong with you today? Do I need to
draw you a map?” I wanted his cock in my hole and his lips on my
tits.

He just shook his head and put a finger
across my lips. “In due time Lucy. You need to get dressed first
though.”

Dressed? He hadn’t even finished undressing
me yet! “We aren’t going to have fun?”

Clint chuckled and pushed the wide brimmed
cowboy hat back over his eyes as he stood up from the bed. “Fun is
gonna have to wait. You have chores and I’ll have to show you how
to do ‘em. If you learn quick, maybe we’ll be done by
lunchtime.”

Chores? “Come on Clint! You can’t just turn
me on and leave the motor running!”

“No talkin’ back. Get dressed and get
downstairs. I want you on the stove makin’ breakfast in ten
minutes.” He walked out of the room, leaving me unfulfilled and
confused on the bed.

“Don’t leave!”

He didn’t return. Instead he just yelled from
the stairs.; “Wear something functional!”




Chapter Eight




I dressed quickly, trying to ignore the
throbbing pain in my breasts and the aching want in my pants. A
simple pair of jeans and one of Clint’s plaid shirts seemed
functional enough. I was surprised when his shirt fit so well. It
wasn’t form fitting or girly, but it didn’t try to flatten my
tender tits either which was a definite improvement over most of my
wardrobe. And it smelled like him. His lingering scent sent shivers
through me and filled my head with naughty thoughts, and
surprisingly, a few cleans one too.

When I walked into the kitchen, I saw Clint
already sitting at the table waiting for me. He dangled an empty
coffee cup off of his finger and when he saw me enter the room, he
made sure that I came and took it from him.

“Strong and dark. No sugar.”

I grabbed the cup from him and as I turned
away, his hand snaked out and cupped my ass, fingers sliding
between my legs. I jumped and scurried away to safety. Why was he
teasing me! There was no way I was going to make it till lunchtime
if he kept this up all day.

I poured his coffee, letting the heady aroma
of the burnt beans fill my nose before I carried it back to him
with both hands. I placed the mug in front of him and started to
walk back to the kitchen to begin breakfast, but his hand wrapped
around my wrist and tugged me backwards.

“Don’t leave just yet. Come here.”

I turned back towards Clint and he started to
unbutton my shirt. Finally! My breasts were heavy with milk and I
needed his mouth on me to give me some relief. As he unbuttoned my
shirt, I lifted my bra off my massive melons and gingerly held one
out for him to suck.

But he didn’t latch. He grabbed my collar and
pulled me over the table, my tits hanging over the scratched
surface. Clint slid his coffee mug under me. As the warm steam rose
to my chest, he grabbed my hanging breast and applied pressure. A
thick stream of milk splashed into his coffee leaving light brown
swirls on the surface of the dark colored beverage. I gasped, half
in pain, half in pleasure as he squeezed me again before switching
sides and taking my other tit in his hand. By the time he was done
adding my cream to his coffee, the coal black drink had turned
mocha.

“Now you can finish breakfast.”

“Are you kidding me right now?! Why are you
purposely teasing me? This isn’t funny anymore!”

He took a slow swig of his coffee, staring at
me as I stared back. When he put the mug back on the table, he
laughed. “It’s a little funny.”

“GAH! Make your own damn breakfast then! I’m
going back to bed!”

I stormed off but Clint wasn’t far behind. He
caught me by the waist and spun me around. I expected him to yell
but he caught me off guard by pressing his lips to mine. The brim
of his hat slid across my forehead and his hand dropped onto my
neck. I melted in his arm, my knees unable to support me. But Clint
wouldn’t let me sag to the floor. He held me tightly with one hand
at my waist and pulled me in close. I could feel his bulge press
into me as he held me tight.

The strange feelings from the night before
came rushing back. They didn’t replace my constant urge to touch
myself, or make my tits hurt any less, but the feelings did make
them more manageable. This felt right and there wasn’t anywhere
else at the moment that I wanted to be.

Clint pulled away and looked into my eyes.
His gaze seemed to bore into me, breaking down my resistance and
making me want to submit to his every whim. The intensity poured
off of him in waves. My pulse was pounding and my clit was
throbbing. My hand slid towards my crotch.

Clint intercepted my wayward digits before
they could dip into my panties. “Not today Lucy. Your hands stay
where I can see ‘em.” With that, Clint spun me around in his arms
and slapped me on the ass before pushing me back towards the
kitchen.

It took all my concentration to shunt away
the desire to rub my fingers down my dripping slit or twist my
aching nipples. When I opened the fridge to pull out the farm fresh
eggs, the cool blast of air from inside of the container splashed
against my chest, making it even harder to ignore my growing urge
as my tits turned hard from the chilly temperature.

Clint watched me the entire time, making sure
I didn’t break his new rule. When my hands grew shaky and I dropped
an egg onto the floor, he came over and stood behind me, holding my
arms while pressing himself into my back.

“Here, let me help you.”

Clint guided my unsteady hands back to the
tray of eggs. He held me close as I cracked them on the counter. He
nibbled on my ear as I whisked the eggs in a bowl. We walked as one
to the stove where I dropped our beaten eggs onto a skillet and I
slid a few pieces of bread into the toaster. Clint’s hands slid
down my arms and wrapped around my stomach. As I moved our eggs
around the hot surface, his hands slipped into my shirt and his
fingers skittered over my soft skin. His lips dropped to the nape
of my neck.

This was unbearable! I couldn’t help myself
when I dropped the spatula I was using to fluff the eggs. My hands
made a beeline for my crotch but they never reached their
destination. Clint pulled his hands from underneath my shirt
quickly and grabbed me by the wrists. With a single fluid motion,
both of my hands were held tightly in one of his while he spun me
and pushed my stomach up against the side of his outstretched leg
that was currently hanging off of the oven. With his other hand he
picked up the spatula from the counter and paddled me.

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

Three hard slaps landed against my backside,
momentarily breaking my need to touch myself. The tingling in my
crotch was still there and my tits were still heavy and begging to
be touched, but for the moment, the pulsing fire of my rear
overrode my other needs.

Clint spun me back to the stove and pressed
the handle of the spatula back into my hand. “Don’t let the eggs
burn.”

The toaster popped. Clint grabbed his slice
and walked out of eyesight, leaving me to concentrate on our eggs.
I wanted him to come back and run his hands over my body again but
I knew that would be counterproductive. Already the stinging on my
ass cheeks was fading while my urge was growing stronger. I looked
behind me and saw Clint watching everything I did. I let out a
slow, controlled breath and continued monitoring the eggs.

This was going to be a long day.




Chapter Nine




Clint was dragging me by the hand towards the
stables. “You’ve been here all this time and you still haven’t seen
what I do. Today we change that.”

I used to ride when I was younger, but hadn’t
been on a horse since I hit puberty. I’d had my first orgasm on the
back of one of the animals when I was only thirteen and I hadn’t
ridden since. Clint had told me over lunch once how he used to take
his third wife out on rides bareback at least twice a week. At a
slow trot, he had told me that a horse was better than a vibrator.
I had a feeling I was about to find out exactly what he meant.

I watched as Clint prepared his horse. Its
dark brown coat shined in the minimal light. “We won’t ride far.
The herd is out on the far side of the ranch right now. We’ll just
ride up the hill. You can see most of the property from there.”

Clint pulled a lone saddle off of the wall
and threw it over the horse’s back. The saddle was worn and the
leather cracked from too many years in the sun. He slipped a bridle
onto his mare and led her outside before coming back in and pulling
me to anther stall. I had thought we were going to ride together
since there was only the one saddle, but it looked like Clint had
other plans.

We stopped in front of a large black horse
with a diamond of soft white hair cutting between its jet black
eyes. Clint rubbed a hand over his nose and bridled this horse too
before leading him out to stand next to the first horse.

“That’s my horse Molly,” he said as he
pointed to the saddled steed. “And this big bastard is Black Billy.
You know how to ride a horse?”

I nodded. “Haven’t ridden since I was young
though.”

Clint led me to the side of Billy and
crouched down, lacing his fingers together to make a step for me. I
gingerly put my foot into his hands. I grabbed Billy’s thick mane
in one hand while hoisting myself up with the other. Clint provided
the lift I needed to get up on the large animal and as soon as the
muscled back of Billy was between my legs, I knew how this ride
would end.

Clint just smiled, pretending to be oblivious
to my predicament. He climbed up on Molly and yanked the reins,
spinning her around and pointing her towards a tall hill in the
distance. I followed suit and soon we were on our way.

It had taken everything I had to keep my
hands away from my erotic zones while under the watchful eye of
Clint. Now I didn’t need to try and sneak a finger down to my clit.
I sighed contentedly as we trotted through the fields. I had a
feeling Clint only meant to tease me with this ride but his plan
was about to backfire. With each thundering fall of Billy’s hoof,
the spine of the large animal rocked against my clit, pushing me
ever closer completion.

I almost fell off my horse as I came. I
wasn’t expecting it when it happened. I was happily bouncing up and
down on the back of the giant black beast when Clint spurred Molly,
sending her galloping off. Not wanting to fall behind, I followed
suit. As Billy picked up speed, so did my satisfaction. My tits
bounced and I bobbed up and down on Billy’s back, but each time I
came down, my pussy would rub along Billy’s spine and my clit would
press against his strong back. As we reached the bottom of the
hill, I came.

I let go of the reins and fell forward as my
body tensed uncontrollably. I caught myself before I fell to the
ground, wrapping my hand around Billy’s thick neck, and I stayed
like that until the feeling finally passed. When I sat back up on
the horse, I saw Clint staring at me from his lead position,
laughing.

“Enjoying yourself?” he called back to
me.

I blushed. “Maybe a little!”

We continued climbing the hill. The animal’s
progress was slowed due to the steep incline of the terrain and
without a saddle, I found myself leaning pretty far forward to stay
seated on Billy’s back. This didn’t help me much. My clit was now
firmly pressed against Billy constantly and by the time we made it
to the top of the hill, I’d come twice more. When Clint helped me
down off Billy’s back, I was sweating from exhaustion and there was
a dark stain between my legs. Clint just smirked and led me to the
overlook.

“Since you don’t have a job no more, I
figured you could help out ‘round here. I could always use the
extra help and I can keep you in sight. Works out well.”

I wanted to argue just to argue, but the idea
didn’t sound half bad. More time with Clint sounded good to me. “So
what will I be doing?”

We reached the overlook just as the sun began
to rise above the tree line in the distance. The golden beams of
light reflected off of a cattle pond in the distance, turning the
small watering hole into a lake of shimmering fire for a few brief
moments. The effect was dazzling. Enough so that I missed whatever
Clint had just said.

“What was that? I drifted off,” I said
sheepishly.

Clint grabbed hold of my collar and shook me
gently. “Pay attention. I told ya you would be starting with the
small stuff. Feedin’ chickens, cleaning stables, disinfecting
equipment. When you get good at that I’ll move you up to helping me
move the milk cows into the parlor. Easy stuff.”

Sounded boring but I didn’t have much else
going on at the moment. “So when do I start?”

“Today. As soon as we get back to the
stables. We should start headin’ back now actually. Lots of jobs
been left undone lately since I’ve been takin’ care of you.”

I hadn’t realized the time he was spending
with me every day was cutting into his productivity. He spent a lot
of time outside. It had never occurred to me that he wasn’t getting
everything done around here before coming in for the night. I felt
guilty.

We mounted back up and headed back down. The
ride home was just as pleasant as the ride out. When Billy was
finally put back into the stables, my crotch was soaked and my urge
was sated. Now if I could only get Clint to suck my tits. The ride
hadn’t helped my topside situation at all. The constant bouncing of
the horse may have made my downstairs happy, but all the shaking
had made my breasts sore and painful to the touch.

Clint showed no interest in sucking me dry
though. As soon as the horses were away he handed me a shovel and
set me to work. I spent the next two hours cleaning the stables;
shoveling, scooping and power washing. When Clint finally came back
I was covered in sweat and smelled like wet straw. He just chuckled
as he waved me over and led me to my next assignment. It was time
to clean out the parlor.




Chapter Ten




The milking parlor was intimidating. All
around me were pipes and pots and hoses. Computer lights and
control panels blinked and glowed against the stainless steel rails
that separated each stall. Clint pulled me into one and picked up a
hose assembly which consisted of a single clear tube that split
into four near the end. Attached to each of the smaller tubes was a
long, thin, silver bell. A small chain was attached to the hose
assembly as well. I traced it back to the wall where it was
attached to some kind of lever. He handed the strange hoses to
me.

“That’s the magic right there. We don’t milk
our cows by hand any more. With the milking machines I can milk
twenty cows at once in less time than it takes to milk one by hand.
Cost a pretty penny but it’s worth it.”

I looked at the tubes and attachments. It
looked pretty simple, but that didn’t mean I understood it at all.
“How does it work?”

Clint took the hoses back and spread the
tubes with his fingers. He held out one of the metal bells towards
me. “Put your finger in there. Don’t worry, won’t hurt.”

I slipped my finger into the tube and Clint
pushed a button off to his right. I jumped as the machine turned on
and the metal bell around my finger clamped down on my digit. As I
tried to pull my finger from the machine, I felt the sucking motion
within the bell, alternating off and on. Clint powered the machine
back down and my finger slipped out easily.

“So it’s a big vacuum?” I asked.

“Ehh… kind of. It’s a bit more complicated
than that.” He held up one of the metal bells. “This is the teat
cup. They hold onto the cow as the vacuum works. But the vacuum
suction is controlled by the pulsator. It turns the vacuum off and
on so the cows don’t get hurt.”

He grabbed the tubes next. “The tubes all run
to the claw where the milk gathers before being drawn into the milk
hose. Milk goes through the hose where it is collected in the tanks
below. The parlor is raised so gravity can help with the
process.”

He shook the chain hanging off the tube
assembly. “And this is the ATO. Computers track milk production.
When it falls below a predetermined level, the ATO, or automatic
take-off, triggers and pulls the assembly right off the cow before
shutting down the machine. Once the hoses are connected and the
machine is turned on, I don’t have to monitor anymore. The
computers do it all.”

All of this just to milk a cow. I looked at
the hoses in Clint’s hand. While this was neat and seemed important
to him, there was only one thing on my mind as I stared at the
machine. My tits hadn’t been touched all day and every step I had
taken in the last hour caused my back to spasm. I was engorged and
in pain.

“So… think the cows like how it feels?”

Clint looked at me, then up towards the
ceiling. “You know, never thought about it. They certainly don’t
mind when I hook ‘em up.”

I stepped closer and ran my hand down Clint’s
arm. “Could you show me how it works again?” I started to unbutton
my shirt.

Clint caught on. He looked and me, then the
hoses, then back at me, eyes locked on my swollen breasts. “Well, I
guess I could give you another demonstration.”

He dropped the hoses and helped me disrobe.
He didn’t stop at the shirt and bra. By the time he was done with
me, the only thing I was wearing was the collar around my neck.
Clint grabbed me by the leather strap and pulled me over to the
entrance of the stall. With another tug, he dropped me to my knees,
then my hands. My engorged melons hung heavily below me, and for a
split second I imagined the full udder of one of his cows. I didn’t
feel so far removed.

I turned my head to watch him behind me. He
pulled off two of the large teat cups and replaced them with
smaller versions. When he saw me watching he explained the change
out. “They’re for goats. Don’t have any myself but the machines
came with a set. Your tits might be big Lucy, but you ain’t a
cow.”

My exposed pose on the floor of a milking
parlor, with only a collar on and begging to be milked made me
question his assessment, but I kept my mouth shut and faced
forward. A very long minute later and Clint was by my side, sliding
the tubes under me before pushing the metal teat cups up to my
nipples. I was having second thoughts about everything as he walked
back out of sight.

“Clint I’m not sure about…”

The machine kicked on and my sentence died
amid the hum of the electric motor and the pull of the vacuum hose.
The pulsator pulled at my sensitive nipples, eliciting soft,
breathy sighs from me as my milk finally started flowing. The pain
from being left unmilked all morning was already starting to fade
away. And while I was concentrating on the pleasurable pulling of
the machine, Clint was getting himself ready for some fun of his
own.

I was lost in the funny feelings the machine
was producing when Clint slid between my spread legs. His hands
dropped onto my hips, but I still didn’t register his presence. It
wasn’t until I felt the pressure of his large cock sliding into my
slick hole that I realized he was still behind me. His method of
grabbing my attention was a welcome surprise. I pushed my hips back
as he started to pull back out.

Clint picked up speed and I made sure to
greet his hips with my own. Our bodies crashed together as his cock
drilled deep into me. The ATO chain jingled with the movement of
our bodies and the hoses stuck to my chest swayed with my full
breasts. With pleasure coming in from two sources now, I knew I
wouldn’t last.

Without having to concentrate on my tits,
Clint was free to pour all of his attention into his primary
purpose. He alternated his hip movements, rotating between hard,
fast thrusts and quick shallow jabs. I tried to reach back to touch
my tingling clit but the hoses blocked me. It didn’t matter much.
Even without touching my tickle button, I wasn’t going to last
long. Not with the industrial foreplay provided by the milker and
the practiced cock of a cowboy.

I came before Clint which was no surprise to
either of us. My moan carried over sound of the vacuum pump and the
clinking of the ATO chain. He picked up speed as soon as he heard
me, pushing my orgasm into overdrive. Intense waves of pleasure
radiated out from within my slick slit, numbing my entire lower
body. Smaller pleasure waves seemed to spread from each of my
nipples, sending little shockwaves down my spine and making my
fingers itch. I couldn’t help but wiggle them.

Clint swelled within me three times before
slipping out. I could feel his seed slowly leaking from my backside
and I wondered just how much of his little swimmers he had left
inside of me in the past few weeks. That was a dangerous thought to
have.

Without warning, the ATO chain yanked the
hose assembly harshly. My milk production must have dropped off,
activating the release. My breasts felt good. Not quite empty, but
nowhere near full anymore. My nipples were tingling from the cold
of the vacuum.

I stood up slowly, my knees sore from the
hard floor. Clint was at my side instantly and helped me to my
feet. As soon as he touched me, warmth spread through my body and
the thought of his million man army swimming inside of me jumped
back to the forefront of my thoughts.

I didn’t know why my mind kept going there,
but it wasn’t where it wanted to linger. The image of his swimmers
fighting their way upstream turned into flashes of possible
futures. I saw Clint and I sitting on the stoop outside, drinking
lemonade and watching the sun set behind the hill we had ridden up
earlier today. My tit was out and gentle lips were sucking the
nourishing liquid from me, but it wasn’t Clint that was drawing the
milky goodness out.

It was our baby. Mine and Clint’s. That
future faded as I backtracked to that moment. I saw quiet moments
shared on the couch, whispered secrets while lying safe in our
shared bed, our wedding and our honeymoon. It was all there,
waiting for me to grab hold of it, to make it real.

How I could have these thoughts after what we
just did confused me until I thought about it while I pulled on my
clothes. I could never have done what we just did with Jesse. It
was weird and spontaneous and I could never tell another person.
Yet being here with Clint made it okay. I felt safe with him, warm
and comforted in his presence. Loved.

I finished dressing and Clint grabbed my
hand, locking his fingers with mine as we walked back to the house.
I was quiet as I thought about my feelings. I loved Jesse. Or at
least I thought I did. I loved him as much as a naïve nineteen year
old could love another person. But Clint was different. I couldn’t
fault Jesse for being away, but Clint was always there for me,
though he never had to be.

And he wouldn’t let me take the easy way out.
He took the sleeping pills that might have helped me and put in the
time today that did. I had gone all morning without touching myself
once, a pretty big achievement for someone who just yesterday
exposed herself to a senior citizen on an elevator and thought
about fucking a salad topping.

No matter how hard I tried to find fault with
my new feelings, I couldn’t find a flaw. I loved Clint. I had been
right last night and was even surer now. There was only one thing
left to do. I stopped walking and pulled on Clint’s hand.

I let go of him as he turned towards me. I
was shaking badly. “Clint. I… I need to tell you something…”

He just looked at me, waiting for me to
speak.

The thought of him telling me I was crazy or
outright laughing in my face was turning my nervousness into real
dread. But it was only getting worse. My nerves were kicking up so
hard that I felt sick. If I didn’t say my piece now, I was pretty
sure I would throw up all over his shoes. It was now or never.

“Clint I love you!” I froze and waited for a
reaction. He just stared at me. Did he even hear me?

His eyes closed. “I love you too Lucy.”

“No Clint. I mean I love you. Like
romantic love. Real love.” My inner voice was screaming at me. Shut
up Lucy!

Clint moved close and held me lightly by the
arms and he looked into my eyes. “I know. I love you too. I have
for awhile now. It’s part of why I pushed you away after we spent
our first night together.”

I was dumbfounded. He felt this way for weeks
now? How could he keep it hidden like that? I felt like I was
bursting at the seams after only a day of knowing. And now that our
secret was out in the open, I had no idea how to proceed.

“So now what?”

Clint just shrugged. “That’s up to you now
Lucy. I didn’t tell you ‘cause I didn’t want to hurt you or my boy.
What would you tell Jesse when he comes back?”

I hadn’t thought about it. My joyous mood
drifted away as I thought of Jesse coming home. What was I going to
tell him? Better yet, would I tell him at all? Was I making a
mistake choosing Clint over his son?

“Are we making a mistake Clint?”

He sighed at stared at the dirt. “I don’t
know, but we don’t have to make any decisions right now.” He pulled
me into a hug and held me close.

We stayed like that for awhile, neither of us
speaking. Neither of us wanting to break away, in fear that we
might never come back together. It was only the rumble of my tummy
that finally snapped us back to the present. Clint kissed my
forehead and leaned back to look me in the eyes.

“We’re bein’ foolish. Can’t be makin’
decisions like this on an empty stomach. Lunchtime?”

I nodded and let a small smile spread across
my face. “Lunchtime.”

We walked back in, hand in hand once again.
As we crossed into the house, I asked Clint one more question
before I started our noontime meal.

“So… Am I still sleeping with you tonight?”
Whatever we decided, I didn’t want to give him up just yet.

He tipped his hat and grinned. “Wouldn’t have
it any other way.”
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