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‘Dad, why can’t we buy our milk at the store like everyone else,’ Timmy asked his father.

‘We get the special service son. Now hurry up and finish your breakfast. You do not want to be late for the bus,’ Richard said while reading the morning paper.

Out on the farm, Missy was up bright and early ready for another day. She started at four in the morning, hooking herself up to the milking machine to fill the bottles and get them ready for delivery.

Missy is a human cow futa. She had a large set of breasts that needed to be milked every day. So large, that they extended out past her elbows with nipples half the size of a soda bottle. Every morning she needed to milk her breasts down to normal size. During the day, milk would accumulate causing her to need to milk her breasts again at night and once again in the morning.

Missy was not always like this. She owned a small farm outside of the city. Not too close and not too far. The encroaching suburbs made for some difficulties; mostly increased traffic when she wanted to go into the city.

Missy grew up a normal farm girl taking over her family farm after her parents died. There was nothing special about Missy. She did not have a cock or massive breasts. Just a normal farm girl who could easily outwork two or three guys.

Most guys were intimidated by Missy who could outwork them proving she was just as masculine if not more yet loved the color pink and collecting dolls. It was a strange dichotomy which made sense to Missy but not anyone around her.

The only guys who showed any real interest were fellow farmers but they wanted Missy to be the farmer’s wife, not the strong farmhand.

Then there was the nose ring and tractor tattoo on her right arm with the words ‘Farm Life’ beneath it.

Those men who were lucky to bed Missy found her a wild ride. Wild enough that most guys could not handle a second night finding their hips sore the next day from the force of her riding on top. Sore faces were also an issue as Missy loved clamping her thick farm thighs on every man lucky enough to go down on her.

Guys would consider an hour in bed with Missy comparable with spending three hours in the gym. Something that would cause Missy to wink and smile at any suitor whom she warned ahead of time.

Then it all changed the night a small meteorite fell onto the farm. Missy was sitting on the front porch in her rocking chair when she saw it fall out of the sky leaving a trail of light behind it.

Her first thought was that it would damage the crops but since it hit a wet spot in the field there was no loud sound. Just a splash. Even the glow was muted. 

Missy waited a minute noting there was no fire in the corn field and nobody coming, so she marked it on the map on her smartphone and went to bed. It could wait to be investigated tomorrow, Missy thought to herself. 

Plus, it landed in a damp part of the farm and if she got stuck in the dark everything would be a mess. She learned that lesson before with a tractor in the mud after dark.

When Missy went upstairs to go to bed, she pulled out her binoculars and looked out to the area where the meteorite landed. Pitch black, she thought to herself. Nobody coming. Nothing on social media. No glowing lights like in movies. No smoke indicating the heat caught some corn on fire. Best to wait until morning.

Missy went to sleep in her cow onesie content to look it over tomorrow. She slept quietly and with no issues waking up at the crack of dawn like she did every day.

When Missy woke up, she looked out over the crops with her binoculars noticing a small hole in the corn stalks but nothing else out of the ordinary.

The object fell maybe a couple of hundred feet from the house in a muddy area so she decided to take the quad runner out to inspect the damage.

Missy thought that she got lucky because they meteorite fell relatively close to the house. A quick breakfast and Missy was out the door grabbing a shovel and hooking up the flat bed onto the back just in case she needed to dig something out.

A few minutes later, Missy pulled up to the site of the crater, if it could be called one. A small section of corn was ruined, maybe ten by ten including the track for her quad to move up and down the row.

‘Not too bad. Small amount of damage. I should pull the crops up just to make sure any animals do not get a free meal and start eating the good corn when they are through,’ Missy said to herself. 

She gathered the broken stalks talking a look at the small crater which was maybe a foot diameter. There was something in the middle of the crater which piqued Missy’s interest but first she needed to clean up the damage.

Once complete, Missy grabbed her shovel walking over to where a small bit of meteorite stuck out from the muddy ground where it landed. Nothing major. Looks quite small, Missy said to herself.

She proceeded to dig the mud out from around the object noting that the meteorite was in fact quite small. She could fill in the hole later. First, she needed to remove the meteorite so that it would not harm any crops in the future.

As Missy bent over to pick up the meteorite, she noted its shiny and oblong exterior. Mostly black from burning through the atmosphere with some dark blue spots and fluorescent green lines. It looked strange and there were no jagged areas. Those appeared to burn off.

Missy picked up the meteorite using her knees instead of her back clutching the object against her chest. She took a couple of steps in the mud muttering to herself about not slipping before placing the meteorite on the back of her quad on top of the damaged corn stalks.

Missy looked at herself thinking it was good that she did not take an early bath shoveling mud back into the small hole in the ground until it was roughly level. After the ground dried out, she could level it out further.

The mud made her top and jeans messy but when you own a farm, you expect to get dirty every day. Just meant a nice long shower later.
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