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Milked on the Ranch

At Easton’s Hucow Ranch, the hucows are happy and produce the world’s most delicious cream.

During a long drive through the countryside, my car breaks down outside a hucow farm. While waiting for my car to be fixed, I discover that becoming an obedient hucow might be the relaxing escape that I’ve been craving. There is nothing quite like getting fucked and milked by handsome farmhands … when my car is fixed, will I even want to leave?

-

HUCOW SANCTUARY RANCH - Somewhere in the south west, there is a beautiful farm full of fertile women. Farmer Easton is the third in his family to own the ranch where hucows can roam free and live life bathing in the sun and rolling on the grass. This picturesque farm is where the country’s best hucows produce the world’s most delicious milk and the farmhands are more than willing to do whatever it takes to keep their busty hucows happy.

Milked on the Ranch is a 5500-word erotic short story meant for readers 18+.
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ONE

The sun was a golden orb descending, casting its honeyed beams onto the earth, illuminating the natural tapestry of emerald grasslands, golden haystacks, and verdant foliage.

I felt as if I were driving through a dream. The beautiful farmlands were nothing like the city I was used to. I sang along to the radio, ignoring the pings and pops of the gravel hitting the back of my car.

I passed a huge farm with a big red barn and rolling green fields. My heart swelled with excitement as I thought about finally escaping the smog-filled city and exploring the countryside.

Suddenly the engine squealed and my car began to slow down.

"Oh no!" I squealed, my knuckles whitening around the steering wheel. The engine sputtered and died. The silence that followed was deafening as I coasted to a stop on the side of the winding country road.

I glanced at the dashboard, trying to discern any clues as to what might have caused such a sudden failure. The engine seemed fine, but there was something amiss.

I tried turning the key again, but the car refused to start. My heart sank as I realized I was stranded in the middle of nowhere. What would I do now?

I pulled out my phone to call for help, but there was no signal. Panic began to set in as I frantically searched for any means of communication.

"Damn it," I sighed. I swept my light brown hair from my face.

"Well," I grumbled, "at least I can stretch my legs a bit."

With a huff, I stepped out of the car and shut the door behind me. The serene landscape enveloped me, the smell of fresh air filling my lungs. A sense of calm washed over me as I stood still, listening to the chirping birds and rustling leaves.

The warm summer air felt great on my skin.

I went over to the front of the car and popped the hood. I'd might as well be trying to learn an alien language - I knew nothing about cars.

"Fuck," I sighed. "Well I'd better find someone who can help me."

I looked around, remembering the beautiful farm that I passed a minute ago. I could still see the red barn in the distance. It looked so quaint and picturesque against the backdrop of the vast, open sky.

"Alright, let's go check it out," I said to myself, mustering up some courage.

I closed the hood and locked the car before setting off across the field towards the farm.

My sneakers crunched against the dried grass, creating a soothing rhythm beneath my feet. The sun hung low in the sky, casting a warm glow on everything around me.

As I walked, I couldn't help but feel like I had stepped into another world. Everything here seemed more vibrant, fuller than anything I had ever experienced back home.

It wasn't just the scenery—it was the feeling of freedom. No pollution, no noise, no stress. Just pure nature and tranquility.

As I approached the farmhouse, I noticed a man standing near the front gate. He had a cowboy hat on and a piece of wheat between his teeth. He was older, about my dad's age, and looked like the perfect stereotype of a farmer down to his dusty overalls and plaid shirt.

"Hello!" I called out, waving.

The farmer turned his head a little more. He appeared to be watching me from afar, observing my every step as I crossed the expanse of land that separated us.

"Hello!" I called out as cheerfully as possible, waving my hand. I ran the last few steps to the rusty gate.

"Hi! I'm sorry to bother you, but my car broke down close to your property. Do you know anyone who could take a look at it and maybe give me a lift to town?"

The man looked me up and down, scrutinizing me with his steely gray eyes. He took a few steps closer, his weathered face creasing into a frown. "Yeah," he drawled out, pausing momentarily before continuing. "I reckon I could lend you a hand."

"Oh, thank you so much!" I beamed. "You are a lifesaver!"

He nodded, a hint of amusement flickering across his rugged features. "Name's Easton," he introduced himself gruffly. "And yours?"

"I'm Suzie," I replied, offering him a warm smile. "I really appreciate your help."

"No worries, just let me grab my tool box," Easton said, motioning towards the barn.

Easton led me through the gates and into the farm, the sweet scent of hay and grass wafting in the air. I couldn't help but gawk at how idyllic and picture-perfect it all was.

"Your farm is beautiful," I mused.

"Thank you kindly," Easton said. He stopped at a shed and grabbed a tool box.

I heard strange sounds coming from the barn. It sounded almost like moaning, but it couldn't be.

"You have cows here?" I asked.

"Yes," Easton said, but there was something off about his voice. He kept quiet for a few moments, and then continued. "We got quite a few cows, actually. But you ain't seen nothin' like 'em. We also raise special kinds of cows here."

"Special kinds?" I echoed cautiously, cocking my head slightly, curious despite a nagging unease tickling the back of my neck.

"That's right," Easton affirmed, tugging his hat lower on his brow, shielding his gaze. "Would you like to see them?

"Sure!" I beamed.

I followed Easton to the barn. He set down his tool box before swinging the doors wide open.

I gasped.


TWO

The barn was full of women.

I gaped at the sight of the barn - filled from end to end with women who were impossibly lactating. They looked like regular humans yet were somehow producing as much milk as cows. Some were hooked up to milking machines while others lay naked on the ground, their swollen teats dangling provocatively. The aroma of arousal mixed with the faint whiff of warm milk hung heavily in the air. It was as though I had stumbled upon a parallel universe.

I stammered, "W-what is going on here? Are these people..."

"Hucows, yes," Easton said proudly. "Some women are just built for this line of work. They make delicious human milk - there's quite a profitable market for it, y'know."

I felt my face burning with embarrassment, but I couldn't look away.

A farmhand was inspecting the hucows in their stalls. He was well-built with short cropped hair and a square jaw.

Suddenly, he pulled down his jeans and released his massive hard cock, positioning himself behind one of the women.

The hucow cried out in pleasure as he thrust his throbbing member deep inside her. His balls slapped against her ass with each forceful stroke, echoing loudly against the wooden walls of the stall. The intense sensation overwhelmed her senses, causing her to moan uncontrollably.

With each grunt and groan, the other hucows began to moan and moo softly, clearly aroused by the passionate encounter unfolding before them.

As I watched this spectacle unfold, my body reacted involuntarily. My nipples hardened under my thin top, straining against the fabric in response to the raw sexuality radiating from those entwined bodies.

As the farmhand fucked her, the hucow produced more milk, so much so that the milking machine struggled to keep up with her supply.

"What's happening?" I gasped.

"Hucows need constant sexual pleasure to produce," Easton explained. "So, we ensure their needs are met. And there isn't a shortage of willing hands to assist."

"Are they… aware?" I asked hesitantly, peeking at the bliss-stricken faces of the writhing women.

"Oh, yes," Easton chuckled. "They revel in their unique purpose."

Another farmhand caught my eye as he skillfully maneuvered himself between two hucows in heat. Their swollen teats grazed against his denim-clad thighs, leaving trails of creamy fluid in their wake.

I forced myself to look away. I'd never seen something so perverse and yet so interesting before.

"So, about you car," Easton said. "I bet I can get it fixed up for you." He picked his toolbox up. "Might take a little while though," he added.

I glanced between the farmer and the scene inside the barn.

The first farm hand continued hammering into the hucow, letting out a shout as he came directly into her pussy.

He quickly withdrew from her, leaving a trail of cum dripping down her leg.

The other farmhand approached the hucow nearest to me, his dick already rock hard and ready to go. He entered her from behind, the wetness of her pussy soaking his cock as he pushed it inside her. With his strong arms wrapped around her waist, he gave her a wild ride, making her cry out in pleasure.

Easton reached out to touch my arm. "Don't worry, we won't treat you like any of our other guests. Unless you'd like to, of course?"

Fuck, could he tell how turned on I was getting?

"No, that's ok, I stammered. "Come on, I'll show you to the car."

Easton held the door open for me, and I hesitated only briefly before leaving.

-

Easton tutted as he inspected my car. "Looks like something is shot," he muttered to himself. "Likely the carburetor."

I didn't know what that was but it sounded expensive.

"I’m sure I have an extra in the garage. I can get it fixed for you, but you'll have to give me a day," the farmer looked up at the sky, which was quickly going dark with the coming of night.

"Oh, that would be great, thank you," I sighed. "But what should I do in the meantime."

Easton gave me a devious look. "Well you're free to spend the night here..."

I swallowed, knowing exactly what he was going to say next.

"In the barn."


THREE

“I knew the moment I looked at you that you had the right genes for becoming a hucow,” Easton said. “You’re the kind of girl we don’t come across everyday.”

I looked back and forth between him and the women in the barn.

“Besides, I wouldn’t want you spending the night alone in your car. There are animals in these parts, you know.”

I blushed, swallowing nervously. “I don’t think I could, um… fit in with the others. I mean, look at them.” I gestured toward the lustful hucows. "Are you sure there isn't another way for me to pay you back for your help?" I asked.

"Missy, my farm is completely voluntary," Easton said, looking almost offended. "I treat my hucows right. Plenty of fresh air, sunshine, and all the dick they can take. My hucows make the best milk this side of the Mississippi."

I felt bad. "I didn't mean to offend you," I said.

The farmer chuckled. "Suzie, I saw the look on your face when I opened the barn doors. You couldn't look away."

I squeezed my legs together with shame. I was curious, that much was true. And it was only one night.

"So, what do you say?" He asked.

"Sure, just for tonight," I added quickly.

"Unless you beg for more," a farmhand said.

It was the handsome guy with the square jaw from this morning. He looked at me with a lustful twinkle in his eye.

"Henry, just the man I need," the farmer said. "Suzie is going to be staying with us tonight. Why don't you help her get comfortable?"

I couldn't look away from him. I'd seen his cock before I ever knew his name and I wanted it. I wanted him to make me moan like that other hucow in heat.

"Yessir," Henry said, taking my hand. "Let's get you settled."

I looked back over my shoulder as the farmhand led me to the stall.

Easton only smiled and went back to his tool box.

Henry led me to the far corner of the barn, away from the main activity. The space was cozy, even romantic, with soft lights hanging overhead. The floor was covered in thick straw, piled high enough to form a cushiony bed.

"This will be your spot for the night," Henry said, releasing my hand. He left me alone in the corner of the barn, my eyes adjusting to the dimmer lighting.

I looked down at the hay bed, wondering if it was as comfortable as it looked. I set my purse down. My phone still had no service and was wavering around 10% charge.

"Easton will tow your car into the garage and have it fixed up for you. Shouldn't take too long," Henry said.

"Thanks," I said with a smile.

Henry's eyes shone with lust as he looked me up and down. "You may be a city girl, but I think you have what it takes to be a prized hucow."

I blushed, not realizing that I was covering my breasts with my arms. "Do you think so?" I asked. It was a strange compliment, but one nonetheless.

"Yeah, I know so." Henry stepped closer to me, gently moving my arms down to get a good look at my rack. "I bet a little bit of medical persuasion is all your beautiful body would need in order to start producin'." He paused, grinning. "How about I give you the full hucow experience tonight?"

-

I was naked. I'd been completely stripped down and forced to kneel on the bed of hay. The feeling of the cold night air on my bare skin was exhilarating.

Henry stared at me intently, his piercing green eyes raking over my exposed body. He licked his lips, his breath quickening as he admired my curves.

"You're absolutely stunning, Suzie," he murmured, reaching out to trace a finger along my back. "I've never seen a woman like you before."

I felt a jolt of desire coursing through me and aching between my legs. My nipples tightened, straining against the cool air. Henry leaned in closer, his warm breath fanning across my cheek.

"First thing we need to do is give you the right shot to produce milk," he explained.

I nodded, watching him work.

Henry held something that looked like an epi-pen in his hand. It was labeled hucow hormones treatment. With a swift jab, he injected the concoction in my thigh. It burned for only a second, before an intense wave of euphoria washed over me.

"Before we begin, I want you to understand something," he whispered huskily. "I will fuck you senseless, and you will love every second of it."

His words sent a wave of excitement surging through me. I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. "I'm scared," I admitted in a small voice.

Henry smiled wickedly, caressing my cheek tenderly. "You won't regret it, Suzie. Trust me."

He moved closer, pressing his lips against mine. Our tongues danced passionately, exploring each other eagerly.

I moaned softly into his mouth, my body trembling with anticipation. Henry broke our kiss, trailing kisses down my neck and chest. His fingers traced circles on my stomach, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

"I'm going to enjoy this," he murmured, his hot breath fanning across my skin. "Just lie back and relax."

I did as he instructed, lying back on the hay. He positioned himself between my legs, staring down at me with lustful intensity. My heartbeat accelerated, thumping wildly in my chest.

Henry started rubbing my pussy with his fingers, delicately parting my lips to reveal my wetness.

He dragged his fingers over my clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through me. I moaned softly, arching my back instinctively.

"You're so fucking wet," he murmured, leaning down to kiss my inner thigh. "I can't wait to taste you."

I whimpered, my body yearning for release. Henry lifted my hips, guiding my knees up towards my chest. I obediently complied, exposing my most intimate area to his hungry gaze. The anticipation made my heart race, my pulse pounding furiously in my veins.

Henry trailed his tongue over my inner thigh, inching closer to my aching core. I gasped, my body arching off the hay as his lips brushed against my clit.

"Oh God," I moaned, my voice hoarse with desire. "Please, Henry."

He responded with a mischievous grin, kissing my inner thigh once more before pulling away.

My heart sank, replaced by a growing hunger within me. I craved his touch, needed his fingers to delve deeper into my wetness. I was suddenly feeling more horny than I had ever felt in my life.

My entire body ached with anticipation, every nerve ending buzzing with electric desire. Henry, sensing my desperation, moved his mouth closer to my pussy. The tip of his tongue flicked out, barely brushing against my sensitive flesh.

"Please," I pleaded, my voice hoarse with lust.

Yet, he only taunted me further, his teasing intensifying. He kissed, licked, and sucked my swollen clit. My pussy pulsated, begging for release.

"Oh my, Suzie," Henry drawled. "You've already gone into heat. I knew you would be a perfect hucow."

He stood up and unbuckled his belt. He let his cock free - it was massive, glistening in the moonlight.

"Now get on your knees for me, cow," he commanded.

I obediently obliged, kneeling down on the hay with my ass in the air, presenting my wet pussy to be fucked.

Henry chuckled darkly, running his hands over my ass, squeezing the cheeks firmly.

"Nice and round," he purred, bending over to spread my legs apart. "Perfect for breeding."

I whimpered softly, biting my lip to suppress the moans building up inside me. My pussy was soaking wet, throbbing with anticipation.

"Are you ready for me, little cow?" Henry rasped, gripping his erection tightly. "I'm gonna breed you hard and fast."

"Yes, please," I managed to utter, my voice cracking with need. "I need you inside me."

Henry smirked, the corners of his lips quirking upwards. "That's why I love working with hucows," he said. "They beg for it." He pressed the tip of his cock against my entrance.

I whimpered, my whole body aching for his intrusion.

"You're such a naughty cow, aren't you?" he growled, pushing his cock deeper inside me. "I own you now."

I groaned, my muscles tightening around his shaft. Every thrust drove me closer to the edge, my pussy spasming with ecstasy. My vision became hazy, my surroundings melting into a kaleidoscope of colors.

"That's it, sweetheart," Henry murmured, his voice sounding distant. "Cum for me. Show me how much you love being bred."

I couldn't hold back anymore, my orgasm overwhelming me as I screamed out in sheer delight.

My body convulsed, my pussy clamping down on Henry's cock, sucking it greedily.

"Yes," he groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic. "Cum for me, baby."

My body exploded with ecstasy, my juices gushing out onto Henry's throbbing member. I collapsed onto the hay, panting heavily as the orgasmic aftershocks rippled through me.

"That was amazing," I panted, turning my head to look at Henry.

"I'm not done with you, cow," he said. His cock was still fully erect, throbbing slightly as pre-cum trickled down the sides. "You're not the only one who needs to cum."

The farmhand grunted as he tore into me again. Harder and faster, this time.

I could feel his cock swelling inside me, preparing to erupt. "Oh fuck, yes!" I cry out, moaning as he pounded me relentlessly.

Henry's huge cock stretched me open, filling me up in ways I've never felt before.

"You're such a dirty slut, aren't you?" Henry whispered into my ear, his hot breath making me shiver. "You love being used, don't you?"

I nodded, unable to speak as the pleasure overwhelmed me.

"That's right," he growled, his grip tightening on my hips. "You're mine now, cow. You belong to this farm." His breath hitched as he neared his climax. "And I'm gonna fill you up with my seed."

Henry's voice was low and guttural, his hips pumping harder and faster. "I'm gonna breed you, Suzie."

My body was trembling with anticipation, my pussy clenching around his massive cock.

"Yes," I moaned, throwing my head back. "Breed me, Henry."

With one last thrust, he released his seed. He came deep into my womb, flooding my core with warmth.

My body quivered with satisfaction, the feeling of being filled beyond measure washing over me. I was truly bred like a hucow, and I loved every minute of it.

As Henry withdrew his cock from my slick pussy, I moaned softly, my body craving more stimulation.

"Stay with me," I pleaded, my voice shaking with need. "I need more."

Henry shook his head. "No can do," he said. "But I'll be back in the morning to milk you. You better be ready, because you're gonna need to be milked for every drop to pay back that carburetor."

His words ignited a fire within me, fueling my desire for more. My heart raced, pounding against my chest as my body ached for release. I had tasted the forbidden fruit of being a hucow, and there was no turning back.

As Henry left my stall, I could hear the soft sounds of the other hucows in their beds. They seemed to sense my transformation, their collective moans echoing through the barn.


FOUR

I woke up the next morning with an intense feeling of heaviness in my breasts.

I touched them, feeling the swollen teats beneath my fingertips. I couldn't believe that I was about to experience what it felt like to lactate.

I walked over to the water trough, cupping some water in my hands. As I splashed my face, I noticed the reflection of another woman standing nearby. She was a hucow, her large tits hanging low, full of milk. Her eyes met mine in the reflection of the water, and she smiled sympathetically.

"Morning, honey," she said. "Looks like you had a good first night."

I blushed, not sure what to say. I cradled my heavy breasts and winced.

"Don't worry, first milking is at six am sharp," she said before ducking back down into her stall.

I winced as I touched my swollen nipples again. My tits had doubled in size since last night. I ran my hands over the new curves, feeling the weight of the liquid-filled teats beneath my palms. Each touch elicited a gentle squeak from my throat as the pain jolted through me.

I glanced at the clock on the wall; six o'clock AM. The time had finally arrived.

The barn doors opened and a few farmhands entered, including Henry. I met his gaze eagerly.

"Good morning little cow, how was your first night?" He asked. Henry's eyes widened as he saw how full my breasts had become. He let out a low whistle. "My, my, look at those udders. Easton wasn't joking when he said you'd be the perfect cow."

"Please," I whimpered. "Please, I need to be milked."

I begged, my voice trembling with anticipation. "I can't stand it any longer."

Henry grinned, his eyes gleaming with lust. "We wouldn't want you to explode, would we?" He came into the stall with a big metal bucket.

Henry sat down on a stool, positioning himself so that my engorged teats were perfectly aligned with the bucket. "Let's get your first sample to Easton," he said, gently grasping my breasts.

I let out a moan as he squeezed my nipples, two warm streams of milk shooting into the bucket beneath me.

"That feels so good," I gasped, arching my back as he milked me like a pro.

"You're doing great, Suzie," Henry cooed, continuing to pump my breasts. "Just let yourself go. Let the pleasure consume you."

I closed my eyes, surrendering to the exquisite sensation of being milked. My entire body was abuzz with a mix of pain and pleasure, my senses heightened to an extreme degree. As Henry expertly manipulated my teats, I felt an unfamiliar craving arise within me.

The sensation of being milked was strangely addictive, my body reacting to the pleasurable torment as my arousal mounted.

Henry's grip on me was slow and steady, making sure not to waste a drop. The farmhand worked diligently to drain my milk.

When the bucket was full, he leaned down and latched onto my nipple, using his mouth to draw out the last of my milk. He moaned against my soft flesh.

"You taste amazing, Suzie," he groaned. "Your milk is so rich and creamy."

Henry released my nipple from his mouth, smiling up at me. I felt a surge of pride swell within me. I was producing quality milk, just like the other hucows.

"I'll bring this to Easton," Henry said, picking up the bucket and leaving the barn.

I was left with an intense burning between my legs. My pussy was wet, begging to be fucked again, but there was no one around to satisfy me.

Other farmhands were absorbed in milking and fucking some of the other cows. No one looked my way. I'd have to wait for Henry to return.

In the meantime, I watched the other hucows being milked and fucked by the farmhands. Their cries of pleasure echoed through the barn, adding to my growing arousal. I desperately wanted someone to touch me, to satisfy the insatiable desire burning within me.

After what felt like an eternity, Henry returned. He carried a tray filled with food, placing it on the ground beside me. I thanked him, scooping up the delicious-smelling stew with a spoon. I hadn't realized how hungry I was until then.

"Here's your lunch, cow," he said. "Easton will be coming by in a while."

I nodded, scarfing down the food, still desperate for some cock. "Will you stay with me?" I asked.

Henry smirked. "Sorry, cow, I have other chores to do on the farm. But I'll be back for your evening milking."


FIVE

About one agonizing hour later, Farmer Easton came to my pen. "Good morning, beautiful cow," he said.

I perked up as I saw him approach, moving to the edge of the wooden gate.

"It looks like your car will be an easy fix," Easton said.

"What?" I blinked.

With all the pleasure and new experiences, I'd forgotten completely about my car being broken down. "Oh, right," I said.

To be honest, I didn't give a fuck about the car right now. I needed someone to satisfy the heat burning between my legs. I needed a good fucking followed by a thorough milking. That was all I cared about.

"Did Henry tell you about my milk production?" I asked.

Easton's mouth twitched with a grin. "Yes, he did. You are delicious, my sweet cow."

I blushed with pride. "Thank you, sir!"

Easton chuckled, patting me on the head. "You deserve it, Suzie. Now, I must go tend to my other duties here on the farm."

"Can I ask you something before you leave?" I hesitated, biting my lower lip. "Would it be possible for you to, uh, fuck me?"

Easton raised an eyebrow, looking pleasantly surprised. "Well, I suppose I have time for that."

I fidgeted, feeling embarrassed at my own needs. My hormones were raging. I needed to be fucked like a true hucow.

Easton entered my stall, pulling down his dusty overalls and releasing his thick cock.

My mouth watered at the sight of it.

It was thick and veiny, pulsing with vitality. It was clearly a cock designed for fucking. I found myself yearning to wrap my fingers around it, to feel its firmness and warmth.

"Why don't you get on your knees, dear?" Easton suggested, stroking his erection. "I want to see you lick it clean."

I obeyed without hesitation, my heart racing as I knelt before him.

His cock loomed above me, tantalizing and forbidden. I licked my lips, taking his cock in my hands. I felt a thrill course through me at the mere touch. I leaned forward, my nose skimming against the head of his cock. My breath quickened, and I could smell the intoxicating scent of musky male arousal.

"Lick it," Easton ordered quietly.

I hesitated only briefly before opening my mouth wide, wrapping my lips around the base of his cock.

I heard him groan softly as I began to suckle the head, tasting him with my tongue. The saltiness of his precum mingled with the lingering flavor of his arousal, creating a unique and enticing taste. I felt him stiffen beneath my ministrations, his breathing becoming heavier.

"That's it, Suzie," Easton encouraged, his voice strained with desire. "Suck my cock, my pretty cow."

As I continued to lick and suck his cock, I felt a growing need within me.

This need, this primal urge, was stronger than anything I had experienced before. The thought of being bred, of having his seed deep inside me, filled me with a fiery longing. I wanted to be impregnated, to carry his child.

Farmer Easton's moans grew louder, his hands tangling in my hair, holding my head firmly in place. "Fuck, yes. Good girl. Good cow," he groaned.

Without warning, he pulled his cock from my mouth and spun me around.

I raised my ass in the air, ready and eager to be mounted.

Easton slapped his bull-sized cock against my ass cheeks. "Hard to believe you've been a hucow for less than a day. I knew you had potential, but even this is amazing." His breath was ragged and shaky.

I could feel his excitement mounting as he placed the head of his cock against my wet hole.

"Are you ready, my sweet cow?" Easton asked, his voice husky with desire.

I nodded, my heart pounding wildly in my chest. I felt incredibly vulnerable, yet utterly turned on at the same time.

"Please," I whimpered, "please, fuck me."

Easton wasted no time, thrusting his cock inside me with one smooth motion.

I cried out, both in pain and pleasure. He was enormous, stretching me to my limits.

His warm, thick cock filled me, and I moaned loudly, my body arching back against his strong arms. "Yes, yes," I cried, my voice hoarse with pure lust. "Fuck me, farmer. Breed me."

Farmer Easton growled deeply, his cock throbbing within me. "I'm going to make you scream," he promised, his voice gruff and rough. "I'm going to make you mine."

With each powerful thrust, he pushed deep inside me, his cock hitting my deepest spots.

My pussy clenched around him, gripping his length tightly. The sensation was incredible, a combination of intense pleasure and raw power. I moaned loudly, my voice echoing through the barn.

"Ah, yes," Farmer Easton groaned, his grip tightening on my hips. "You're so tight, Suzie. Just like a virgin. But I know the truth. You're a dirty hucow slut and you're going to get all the cock you deserve."

I whimpered, my pussy aching as if it was being ripped apart. Yet, despite the temporary discomfort, I craved more, wanting to be filled to the brim by his massive cock.

Easton railed into me, his cock throbbing as he approached his climax. He let out a guttural groan, shooting his load into my womb.

"Yes!" I cried out as he bred me.

"That's it, my sweet cow," he panted, withdrawing his spent cock from my drenched pussy. "You're mine now."

I moaned softly, basking in the aftermath of our passionate encounter. My pussy was throbbing, still clinging onto his massive cock as it retreated. My body was aflame with the memories of his every thrust, every groan, and every guttural curse.

"Oh, Farmer Easton," I whimpered, turning my head to look at him. "I love this. I love this so much."

Easton smiled, patting my head. "Is that so?"

I nodded eagerly, feeling his cum trickle down my inner thighs.

“You can stay as long as you like,” Farmer Easton said.

I sighed happily, snuggling into the warm hay. My breasts were already filling with more delicious milky cream. Soon I would need another milking.

I came out to the country for a relaxing escape. I never imagined that becoming a hucow was exactly what I needed.

THE END
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