Fat Little Milk Cow Bess
By Mollycoddles

“Why can’t I have anymore?” Bess pouted, stamping her foot and causing her milk-filled belly and breasts to sway wildly.  

“Because, my dear fat little cow, you’ve had more than enough.  Believe me, I’d love to give you some more.  But that plump little tummy of yours is all filled up.  We wouldn’t want you to burst now, would we?”

“No, I guess not,” mumbled Bess.  “But I really want some more! Please, Farmer Joan!”

Farmer Joan chuckled. The strange man behind her looked confused.

“Why does she call you Farmer Joan?” he asked.

“It started as a joke,” said Farmer Joan. “I thought it might put her more at ease than if she knew me as Doctor Franklin – oh, don’t look so worried; she won’t remember that name in five minutes – and it just stuck.  Now she doesn’t know me as anything else.”

Bess’s fat tummy gurgled, churning to digest her recent meal.  Even though she had gained quite a bit of weight recently, it was still unusual for Bess to be able to see her belly over the horizon of her massive tits.  But Bess had gorged herself even more than usual this morning, relishing her dawn feeding and suckling on the milk nozzle with all her might until the canister was sucked dry and her belly was full and heavy.  Now she could see the pale dome of her milky white tummy sticking out beyond the rosy nipples of her naked breasts.

“Well, doctor, I have to admit, I was pretty skeptical about your claims, but your..uh… experiment has really convinced me.  But what about these… physical changes?”

“Those are just unintended side effects,” said Farmer Joan.  “But honestly, I think they make her look rather adorable, don’t you think?”

Bess smiled at the strange man.  She didn’t know who he was, but he must be a friend of Farmer Joan and Bess like Farmer Joan.  Farmer Joan was nice.  She brought Bess so much yummy food!

Bess burped softly as her full, bloated tummy bubbled. She really was full!  Farmer Joan had brought her full tank of her special milk this morning.  Bess didn’t know what the special milk was; she just knew that it was yummy and she loved the way it filled her belly until it was all full and sloshy!  Bess sighed in contentment, a noise that sounded suspiciously similar to sounding like a cow lowing. 

Bess was a chubby young woman with long wavy blonde hair.  Her pale alabaster skin was interrupted here and there by gray splotches, giving her the appearance of a Guernsey cow.  Of course, the two nubbly little horns sprouting from Bess’ forehead didn’t hurt that mental image – and the long bovine tail that hung from her backside, sprouting from the small of her back, right above her ample buttocks, was another tell-tale sign.
“That’s not the point,” snapped the strange man. “How am I going to sell this to the clients if the drug does THAT?  I don’t know how popular this new drug’s going to be if it literally turns you into a… can we talk here? Is it safe?”  He jerked his head toward Bess.

“Of course,” said Farmer Joan, “She’s been on the drug for months now.  Her brains are mush.  She’s turned into such an empty-headed little fatty that she can barely remember her own name.  What’s your name, Bess?”

“Ummm… it’s… Bess?”

“Very good, dear. And what’s your last name?”

Bess goggled, her mouth hanging open.  “What’s that?”

Farmer Joan grinned at her companion.  “See?”

“And this girl used to be your graduate student?” asked the man.

“Yeah, she had a pretty promising career ahead of her.  You wouldn’t think it to look at her now. Her IQ started dropping after just a week on the drug, right around the time she really started to produce milk in bulk.  She was still wearing clothes back then.  And you can see that her milk production has only increased since then.”

“Farmer Joan, when is it time for milking?” asked Bess.

“Oh Bess, that’s all you ever think about: when you’re going to get fed and when you’re going to get milked.”

Bess’ milk-laden breasts were huge, heavy and heaving, so full of milk that they looked like a pair of water balloons ready to explode.  Bess produced so much milk these days that Joan had to milk her twice a day to keep her boobs from bursting.

“Is it now?” asked Bess hopefully. “My boobs are sooo heavy!”
“No, I already milked you this morning.  You’ll have to wait.”  Farmer Joan smirked.  

“But my boobies are full of milk now,” pouted Bess. “Please, Farmer Joan, you have to milk me! I think I’m gonna pop! My boobies hurt!”
Joan chuckled.  Before her mind started to degenerate, Bess would never have used such a childish word to describe her breasts.  But now that Bess’ vocabulary was shrinking, the girl increasingly relied on baby talk to communicate.

“You sure you don’t wanna milk her? She’s looking…kinda full,” said the strange man.

“Yes, yes!” agreed Bess, nodding her head so vigorously that her bloated boobs wobbled and shook, slapping against her overloaded gut. 
“No, I’ll do it later.  We don’t want you to get too used to the feeling of a light bosom, do we?  Because you’re just going to be making more and more milk.  Soon you’re going to be producing so much milk that you’ll always feel like you’re ready to burst no matter how much we milk you.  We’ll just have you hooked up to the milk pump full time then.  You’ll be nothing but two giant milk tits, with a tiny little chubby cow body hanging off them, and you’ll just feel them always growing bigger and bigger and tighter and tighter.”

“Uhhh, okay,” said Bess, not understanding a word that Joan had just said, “So can I eat now? Is it time to eat?”

Joan laughed again and reached out to press her finger into Bess’ plush middle, watching as it sank deeply into the corpulent cowgirl’s butter-soft blubber.

“Didn’t you just eat, Bess? Hmm, even under all that fat, your stomach feels pretty tightly packed in there.  I don’t think you could hold much more.”

“Oh no, I could! I really could!”  Bess giggled, licking her lips in anticipation.

“No, Bess, you silly fat little cow.  You’re such an empty-headed little butterball now that you don’t even know your own limits. The only thing that matters to you is your immediate pleasure.  Remember, Farmer Joan knows best, right?”

“Farmer Joan knows best,” repeated Bess, an angry pout on her face.  She crossed her arms under her growing bust and stamped her foot again, pouting like a petulant child.  She just couldn’t believe that Farmer Joan as being so mean to her!  Couldn’t she see how hungry Bess was? How could she deny food to her favorite cow?

Only a few weeks – or was it months? – Bess was a graduate student working under esteemed researcher Dr. Joan Franklin. 
It was supposed to be the final stages of human testing for a new miracle drug to help expectant mothers produce higher nutrition milk for their babies.  That was how Joan sold the idea to Bess.  But, in reality, the drug did a lot more than that.

The experiment had changed Bess. A lot.  Of course, she gained weight.  She had expected that. Joan had warned her to expect to add a few more pounds around the middle and maybe some moderate swelling in the chest (only natural when you’re testing milk production drugs).  

As the supplements kicked Bess’ milk production into high gear, her modest breasts swelled up, heavy with liquid, until her bra straps pinched her shoulders and the buttons on all her blouses gapped.  Bess complained at first, but Joan simply upped her dosage, drugging her meals without telling her.  Pretty soon Bess stopped complaining as the drug’s other effects started to take hold.  First, there were the mental changes.  Nothing major, of course. At first she just felt a little more forgetful than usual.  Little things like that.  
Bess felt like her head was wrapped in gauze, her thoughts shrouded in fog. In the early stages of the experiment, Bess didn’t like that.  She didn’t like feeling dumb.  She worried that Dr. Franklin would think less of her for forgetting to fill out the proper paperwork to track the experiment’s results.  But soon she stopped worrying about what anyone thought of her, as she grew too stupid to think about what was happening to her. By the time that Bess was forgetting the big things, she didn’t care anymore.  Her mind was in a constant pleasant, pink, cotton-candy fog.

Bess was already growing too plump and buxom and chubby for most of her clothes, but somehow she kept forgetting to buy replacements.  One day, she simply forgot to put on her skirt and blouse when she got out of bed in the morning and walked across campus spilling out of her bra and panties before she noticed anything was awry.  She was so embarrassed when Dr. Franklin caught her in the lab, sitting in front of her computer in her underwear, staring at the blank screen because she couldn’t remember how to turn on her computer!

That’s when Dr. Franklin decided that Bess needed personal attention.  The poor little dear couldn’t be trusted to look after herself anymore, after all!

Dr…Dr…Farmer Joan convinced her to take a trip to her farm in the country, just for a weekend, because the clean country air would help clear her mind.  Bess never returned.  She couldn’t even remember where she would have returned to now. Her entire life before arriving at the farm was little more than a blur, but what did she care? She was a cow, right? Cows belonged on farms! Where else would a cow live?

Soon after her arrival, Farmer Joan convinced her she didn’t need to bother with clothes anymore.  Why get dressed? Who was going to see her here on this secluded farm?  Far away from prying eyes, with no one else around for miles except Farmer Joan… Farmer Joan who would care for her and feed her and milk her…

By that point, the drugs were transforming Bess into more than just a bimbo milk machine.  They were turning her into a fat, busty cow girl.
And a cow girl needed to be fed!  Farmer Joan didn’t bother to try and explain the supplements anymore; she just called it the “special milk” and Bess was happy to guzzle it down, filling her fat tummy until she lapsed into a content, bloated stupor.

“Can I just have a little mooooooore?” asked Bess.  Farmer Joan and the stranger both laughed at Bess’s pleas.

“No, Bess, you’ve had enough.” Joan turned to the stranger.  “I think you’ve seen enough to agree that my experiment is on track.  Now follow me over to the shed, I’ll show you some of the milking equipment we use here on the farm.  I think you’ll be impressed with our operation here.”

“It’s not fair,” whined Bess, watching Farmer Joan and her companion walk off.  “I don’t know why they won’t let me have any more special milk before dinner!”  She leaned against the wooden fence, the slats pressing into her bloated belly enough to push another belch from her mouth.  Bess hardly did anything other than drink her special milk these days.  Her routine was utterly predictable: Wake up. Drink special milk.  Eat.  Drink Special milk.  Get milked.  Eat. Nap. Masturbate.  Drink special milk. Eat. Drink Special milk.  Get milked.  Eat. Sleep.  She was a lazy, greedy cow, concerned with nothing but filling her belly with food and relieving the growing pressure in her bosom.

Farmer Joan closely monitored her fat cow’s calorie intake, but she let Bess eat (almost) to her heart’s content.  She wanted her cow to grow big and strong, after all.  But she also knew that the dumber Bess became, the less Bess could understand her own limits.  The plump cowgirl was already ruled almost entirely by her id, driven by her insatiable need for immediate gratification.  Bess would eat until she split apart at the seams if Joan allowed her to.

“Ooo I’m so hungry,” whined Bess, flopping her fat ass down into a pile of hay.  That was completely untrue, of course.  Bess was actually so full that she looked like she had swallowed a basketball, her bloated gut resting on her thick thighs and covering her entire lap.  But Bess loved the sensation of her belly filling up too much to quit when she’d had enough, which was why Joan now kept a close eye on Bess’ feeding schedule.  Even with the set feeding schedule, Bess was already gaining a lot of weight far more quickly than Joan had anticipated.  Joan estimated that Bess was nearing 300 pounds of soft, quivering fat.  If you factored in her enormous, milk-bloated tits, she probably weighed even more than that.

“It’s sooo mean that Farmer Joan keeps all the special milk up at the house and I have to stay here in the barn,” moaned Bess. “It just makes me so maaoooooo!” Bess’s complaint trailed off into a long, low moo.  She blinked in confusion at the sound. Had that come out of her?  Gosh, why did that keep happening?  Bess was mooing more and more lately, but her brain was too far gone to draw the connection.

“I mean, all I want is just a little more special milk! I know Farmer Joan said I had too much already, but I think I could hold a little more.”  She poked her chubby middle with one finger, feeling her liquid-filled guts slosh beneath the growing layer of bovine blubber.

Then something occurred to Bess.  It was a wild idea.  Possibly the last wild idea that she would ever have.  Almost all traces of independent thought were gone from Bess’s personality, replaced by docile bovine complacency, but her hunger – and her greed – sparked her to one last daring plan.

Why wait for Farmer Joan to feed her?  She knew that Farmer Joan was over at the shed with her friend.  And she knew that Joan kept the special milk over in the house.  What was stopping her from going over to the house and getting the special milk for herself?
Bess waddled over the gate of her pen and pushed on it. To her surprise, it swung open easily.  Why bother locking the gate when your prisoner was too dumb to even think to escape?

“Ooo, goodie!” squealed Bess. “This is great! Nothing’s gonna keep me from that special milk now! Moooo!”

Luckily, Farmer Joan and her guest were occupied over at the shed to notice Bess waddling thickly across the field toward the farmhouse.  Good thing for Bess! The corpulent cowgirl didn’t have the foresight to be stealthy.  Not that it would have done her much good.  Her growing, blubber-swaddled body was too large and clumsy to be stealthy anyway.
Running was hard!  Weeks (no, wait, was it months?) of a lazy, gluttonous lifestyle had not only added pounds to Bess’ plump figure, but had also left her completely out of shape, unsuited for any activity more strenuous than sitting on her chubby tushie and guzzling more and more of the special milk.  After only a few feet, Bess slowed down to her usual waddle.

By the time Bess actually reached the farmhouse, she was panting heavily, her ample chest rising and falling rapidly with her breaths.  She could feel the rising milk inside her big boobs sloshing around as her breasts quivered in response to her gasping.

“Ohhh, I wish Farmer Joan would milk me again,” murmured Bess, momentarily distracted from her quest for more special milk by the painful fullness of her bosom. Ironically, glutting herself on special milk beyond her regular allowed allotment would only cause her breasts to produce even more, making the poor cow girl even more bloated and uncomfortable.  But Bess didn’t have the mental stamina to draw that connection.

Right now, Bess was confronted with a bigger problem.  The entrance to the farmhouse had a door.  Bess furrowed her brow.  She was sure that she’d seen one of these things in action before.  Maybe it worked like the gate?  Bess placed her chubby hands against the door and pushed with all her might, but the door remained closed.  Hmm.  There must be another way in?  She grunted in annoyance and wiped her sweat-soaked forehead with one thick, meaty arm.  How did Farmer Joan get in?  Bess’s eyes fell on the doorknob.  What was that funny thing sticking out of the door?  Wait… wait… that looked… sort of familiar?

Bess reached out nervously and gripped the knob.  Yes, this felt right.  She tugged.  Nothing. No, wait.  It’s not for pulling. It’s for…. Turning?  Bess twisted the knob and was rewarded with a satisfying click as the mechanism disengaged and the door swung open.

Why lock the door, after all? Out here in the country, who would rob Farmer Joan?  There wasn’t anyone around for miles except for one chubby cow and who would ever have suspected that she’d get such a notion into her head?

Bess squeezed her wide bottom and ample hips through the door. It wasn’t an easy fit.  Bess’ fat ass was too big to easily clear the door frame, but Bess wasn’t smart enough anymore to figure out that she needed to turn sideways.

“Ugh, I’m… stuck! Moo!” grunted Bess, wiggling her hips desperately to try and force her flaring backside through the narrow door.  She was a funny sight! Anyone passing by would have just seen the two enormous pale round globes of Bess’ overinflated rump shaking and quivering as the bloated bimbette continuously slammed her hips into the doorframe.   

“Moooooo!” lowed Bess in frustration and confusion. “How… how does Farmer Joan do this? I don’t understand! She never gets stuck!”

Bess leaned forward and pushed against the walls, heaving with all of what little strength still remained in her flabby, overfed body.  Slowly, slowly, her hips started to slide through the door, her fat compressing and then billowing out once it was free of the door frame.  It was slow going at first but then… Bess finally reached the tipping point and she popped right through the door like a watermelon seed squeezed between two fingers.

“Ohhhh! Moo!” she cried as she flew into the house’s foyer, tripping over a chair and landing flat on her face.  Luckily, her pillowy gut padded her fall, but the impact still made her engorged tits throb in pain.
“Owww! Oh my poor boobies! They hurt!” whine Bess, rolling over on the floor and upsetting a coffee table. Coasters and decorative coffee table photo books spilled all over the floor.  Bess was making a real mess!

“Huh?” Bess blinked in confusion as she realized that she was sitting on a wet spot on the carpet.  She staggered to her feet, reaching behind herself to feel her damp bottom.  What was this? Oh, of course.  Smashing against the floor had expelled a torrent of milk from her puffy nipples.  She hefted her tits, glad to feel that they were slightly lighter even if they still ached.  That was good.  They were easier to carry around when they weren’t so full!
Bess stepped over the debris covering the floor without a second thought.  Of course, Farmer Joan would instantly know that Bess had been here with one glance at her trashed living room, but Bess didn’t care. She needed to find the special milk.  Nothing else mattered!  If she could find it before her boobs started to fill up again, then maybe she wouldn’t have such a hard time picking her way through the house’s cramped hallways and narrow doorframes.

Bess wrecked the house.  There was no other word for it.  She knocked over furniture, upended drawers, threw clothes and silverware and books on the floor.  The consequences didn’t matter, all she knew was that she needed to find that special milk!

She finally found the canisters in the back of the closet of the upstairs bedroom, behind some clothes.

Bess blinked in confusion at the closet full of clothes.  Clothes.  Clothes were weird! She knew that Farmer Joan wore them, and she was always soooo impressed that Farmer Joan was smart enough to know how to put them on.  All those buttons and zippers and buckles just confused poor dumb Bess and made her head hurt. Bess was glad that she was a cow girl who could waddle around naked, so she didn’t need to worry if anyone saw her ass or her tits or her pussy.

She had a sudden mental image of herself dressed in clothes.  At least, she thought it must be herself.  The person in her vision was just that… a person. The girl in her vision looked a little bit like Bess, but she didn’t have a tail or horns and her skin was a rosy pink rather than porcelain white.  Also she was quite a bit slimmer than Bess and her breasts were small enough that she could actually see over them.  What a weird idea!  Bess couldn’t remember a time that she could see over her gargantuan gazongas.  Even after a massive meal, when she could feel her belly sticking out proud and swollen, she couldn’t see the summit of her stuffed gut over the horizon of her ever-inflating knockers.

Bess shook her head.  Why did she care?  She’d finally found the special milk! Mean old Farmer Joan was trying to hide it from her, but now Bess was going to really feast.  Well, if she could get the canisters open.  It took her a couple tries but she finally figured out that she could unscrew the top with a simple twist of the wrist, and then it was bottoms up!  Bess emptied the first canister into her mouth, slurping down the delicious mixture with greedy gusto.  Belching loudly, the curvy cowgirl tossed aside the empty container, took just the briefest of moments to rub her rounded belly, then reached for the next one.  

For a moment, Bess marveled at how many canisters were hidden back there!  It would take her weeks to drink all that!  Why was Farmer Joan being so stingy? She had plenty of special milk she could share!  Bess shrugged.  What difference did it make? The special milk was all hers now! She unscrewed the second canister and glugged its contents down, a few drops of the white liquid dribbling down her chubby cheeks and dripping from her double chin as she drank.

A third canister quickly followed. Then a fourth.  After that, Bess quickly lost count, but the number soared as the pile of empty canisters behind her grew higher and her full tummy grew rounder.  Bess could feel her tummy sloshing as she filled it and then overfilled it.  She was used to that.  But ohhh, this special milk was sooo good and it made Bess feel sooo good to guzzle it all!  Even if she wanted to, Bess couldn’t stop herself.  Her stomach groaned in protest, stretching out to its limit as Bess raised yet another canister to her wet, milk-drenched lips.  Heavenly!  By now, Bess’s belly wasn’t sloshing anymore.  She was so full of liquid that her stomach didn’t slosh so much as roll with her movements, like a water bed in motion.  And soon it didn’t even do that, packed so burstingly full that she might as well have been full of wet cement – her tummy was tight and packed.

The twin sensations of satiety and pain radiating from her belly filled Bess with a confused combination of terror and arousal.  She was in so much pain now that she almost contemplated stopping, but… but why should she?  It tasted so good!  And if a little milk tasted good, more milk would taste better, right? The simpleton’s logic overrode reality in Bess’s brain, so she kept drinking.  But Bess couldn’t help herself from starting to grow moist between her thighs.  Her world had long since been reduced to nothing more than pure, animal sensations that demanded immediate gratification: eat, sleep, fuck.  And the need for one pleasure was quick to trigger the need for another.

More, more, more!

Bess reached under her fat, bloated belly to finger her clit.   Her pussy was sopping wet, so drenched that her own fluids were trickling down her inner thighs.
“Moooo! What’s going on? Am I leaking milk down there too?” asked Bess, concern marring her usually placid face.  She was so absurdly bloated with milk right now that the notion didn’t seem so ridiculous.  Maybe her body was so desperate to release some of this milk before she burst like a balloon that it actually WAS dripping out via her pussy!

Of course, it wasn’t. That was ludicrous.  But Bess couldn’t be expected to understand how anatomy worked.  She was just a dumb fat cow, after all.

Mooing loudly, Bess fingered herself as best she could with her ginormous belly and boobs in the way.  Totally shameless, Bess didn’t consider how it might look if Farmer Joan caught her, sitting naked in the bedroom, so bloated on forbidden milk that she could barely move, her chubby fingers eagerly working her wet snatch.

But even now, the special milk was starting to work its magic.  Bess grunted, trying to ignore the pain in her breasts, but it wasn’t easy – especially when that pain seemed to be increasing!  Indeed, the special milk was shooting Bess’s already hyper-enhanced lactation into the stratosphere!  Her milky orbs began to swell, slowly, quietly plumping like two inflating beach balls as her glands began producing milk.  

“Moooo! This is…why is this so hard?” whined Bess, struggling to reach her clit.  Her bulging boobies were pushing her hand away from her crotch, so much that Bess could barely reach!  A smarter girl might have tried to reach under her bust, but even that would have been futile with Bess’s monster gut in the way.

“Moo! My boobies are getting… so… heavy,” whined Bess, leaning forward as the weight of her chest pulled at her.  They were like two bowling balls!

“Ooof…must…lie down!” Bess grunted as she rolled over onto the floor, unable to resist the gravity of her over-full gut and her blimping tits. “Mooo! Help! I’m getting…bigger! My boobies and my tummy are too big! I’m too full to mooooove!”

Bess struggled but it was useless.  She was pinned under her own burgeoning weight, paying the real consequences for her greed and gluttony.

Even worse, she’d worked herself into a lather but now she was too big and round to reach her vagina and bring herself to orgasm! She was so horny but there was absolutely nothing that she could do to relieve herself! 

She was still helpless when Farmer Joan finally discovered her hours later. The only difference was that Bess’ hooters were even bigger by now, towering above the prone cowgirl like a quivering, gelatinous pair of milky white mountains.  Desperate to relieve their fullness, her nipples were dribbling a constant stream of fresh milk, making her breasts look like twin volcanoes, but not even that seemed to stem the steady inflation of her over-sized melons.
“Well well well, what have we here?” said Joan, smirking as she leaned against the doorframe. “Looks like someone was a little naughty today.”

“Milk meeeee, please,” whined Bess, squirming on the floor and kneading her drum-tight breasts.  Gawd, she was just so pathetic.  Joan couldn’t believe that this same girl had only so recently been a PhD candidate!

“No.  I told you to stay in the barn.  You know you’re not supposed to come into the house. The house is for people. Are you a person, Bess?”

“Nooo,” mooed Bess, still rubbing her poor distended breasts.  Tears streamed from her eyes, both from the pain of her overloaded belly and the pain of her swollen breasts.

“That’s right. You’re a cow.  And cows are supposed to listen to people, because people know better.  I told you that you couldn’t have any more special milk.  But you came into the house and drank all the special milk like the greedy little cow you are.  I’m afraid I have to teach you a lesson now.”

“Noooo,” mooed Bess.  She tried to roll herself over onto her stomach so that she could raise herself onto her arms and knees, but she couldn’t find the energy.  She was stuck, pinned down by her boobs and belly. “Please nooooo.  What… what are you gonna do to me, Farmer Joan?”

“I’m not going to do anything.  I’m going to leave you here to think about what you did.”

Bess blinked dumbly, not understanding.

“And I’m certainly not going to milk you.”

“Noooo! You have to milk me! My boobies are too full of milk! They’re gonna pop! I’m gonna ‘splode!”

“Sorry, Bess, but you should have thought of that before.”

Bess cried and moaned.  She just couldn’t believe that Farmer Joan was being so mean to her!  The poor dumb cow girl could feel the milk swirling inside her massive jugs, so much that her bosom sloshed and wobbled like two water balloons whenever she moved.  Worse, under the influence of the drug, Bess’ body refused to stop making more!  Joan watched as her cow’s breasts visibly bulged with excess milk, the white skin flushing a rosy pink as the gathering milk stretched them bigger and rounder.  They really were almost as big as beach balls, mused Joan.

“I’m tooooo big,” moaned Bess, struggling against the gravity of her colossal chest to push herself to her feet.  “My boobies hurt soooo much! Please, Farmer Joan, you have to milk me! I don’t wanna pop! Moooo!”

Bess was so round now that she looked like three fully inflated beach balls, so big and tight that Joan might almost have been fooled into thinking that she could relieve Bess’ pain just by letting some air out of her.  But, of course, Bess wasn’t full of air at all.

“Oh, you don’t want to pop, do you, Bess? Gosh, I wish I could help you, Bess, but you’re the one who drank all that special milk. Even if I wanted to, there’s nothing I could do.  You’re just going to keep making milk. More and more milk.”
“But… you could milk me? That would help me!”

Farmer Joan chuckled, tapping the side of Bess’s rounded, beach ball-sized tummy with a finger.  It made a sound like a drum being struck.  Wow, it really was tight in there!  Joan guessed that she must have at least another few gallons of special milk that she still needed to digest – a few more gallons that would inevitably pump a few more gallons of milk into Bess’s already screaming, straining tits.

“But then you wouldn’t learn anything, would you? Tell me, Bess, have you learned a little lesson today about over-indulging?”

Bess looked confused.

“Or maybe a little lesson about listening to your farmer?”

“Yes! Please, Farmer Joan, I promise that I’ll always listen to you! I’ll never be naughty again! Please, I don’t wanna bust!” 

“Alright, Bess, maybe you’ve learned your lesson. Maybe I’ll milk you. Just a little.  Wouldn’t want our naughty little cow to go boom, would we?”
“Noooooo, we wouldn’t!” agreed Bess eagerly.  She whimpered in relief as she felt Joan’s hands close around her nipples, gentling tugging on them to stimulate her boobs into squirting milk.  In this position, lying on her back pinned underneath these two colossal milk-blimps, the milk just ran down Bess’s sides in sheets to soak her and seep into the carpet.
“You’re lucky that this still makes less of a mess than just letting you explode,” said Joan. “We won’t milk you too much, though.  Don’t want you to get too comfortable, but that’s just enough to keep you from bursting. At least until you get your greedy little hands on something else to eat and just stuff yourself till you bust. I guess I should have expected this.  Your greed and stupidity are just side effects of the drug, I suppose.”

“Moooo,” said Bess, already too lost in the euphoria of milking for Joan’s words to register.  Joan was saying something about learning a lesson, but Bess was only thinking about how good that special milk was and how much she loved filling her belly with special milk until she was big and round and bloated like an overfed pig.

And, if she had a chance, she’d do it again, consequences be damned.

Because she’d already forgotten what those consequences were.  All that mattered was the bliss of the moment.  

“What do you have to say for yourself, Bess?” said Farmer Joan’s voice, breaking through the haze of Bess’s thoughts.

“Mooo!” Bess lowed in bovine contentment.
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Mollycoddles’ Tumblr: http://mollycoddleswg.tumblr.com/
Mollycoddles’ DeviantArt:  http://mcoddles.deviantart.com/
Mollycoddles’ Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/mollycoddles
Thanks for reading!  You can also tell me what you thought of my writing (or send me suggestions for future stories) at mcoddles@hotmail.com . I always love hearing what people have to say!

Best wishes,

Molly Coddles
