
        
            
                
            
        

    
Milking Time

HuCow Stories

Paige Bond


Copyright © 2025 Paige Bond

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Art Painter
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Warning

Hucow Dreams

The Farmer

Milking Time

Cream With That?

Caring

Two and a Coo

Thank You

About The Author

Praise For Author

Books By This Author


Warning




This book contains adult content that may not be suitable for some readers.




This book is intended for adults over the age of 18.  All people depicted in this book are 18 years of age or older.








Hucow Dreams
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The bed, my bed was always so comfy.  Almost my favorite place to be, the Egyptian cotton sheets (white of course), the thick duvet, the feather pillows, the heating keeping it warm in winter and the A/C keeping it cool in summer.  At the end of the day I’d shower, dry myself, slip on a black silk negligee and sink into its welcoming comfort and fall into a deep, dreamless sleep.

I woke in the night, sweating, there must have been a fault with the A/C.  I opened my eyes and threw the duvet off.  My heart was pumping, my chest rising and falling, I was breathing hard.  The room was black, but I could sense something.  I fumbled for the light on the night stand, when I touched the base it came on, slowly, simulating daybreak.  Normally I love this, today I wanted instant light.  I sat up slowly, I was sure I could hear someone else.

“Get her up,” a man’s voice said, stern and harsh.  I sat bolt upright, a second later a cloth was over my face, I breathed in taking in a lungful of air to scream, all I did was inhale the poison and pass out.  Last thing I heard was a man shouting to another unseen man.

“Get her out of here.  Take her and get her ready.”  Get her ready?  What did that mean?  It was the last thing I thought about as I lost consciousness.

******

When I came round I didn’t know where I was, I was naked, there was a gag in my mouth, I tried to spit it out, then I tried to pull it, my arms didn’t respond, I twisted my head, my arms were locked to a wooden beam across my shoulders.  I shook them, it didn’t move.  I was in a clearing, grass, trees ahead of me and a clear blue sky.  My jaw ached, God knows how long the gag had been in.  I screamed as best I could, I only made a weak noise.

“Last one’s awake,” a man cried out, a deep Southern drawl.  He kicked me in the stomach,  I looked up at him, Stetson, mirror shades, denim shirt and jeans, huge belt buckle and a bootlace tie.  He was holding a shotgun, when our eyes met he pumped it.  “On your feet girl.”  When I didn’t move he pulled out a whip from his belt and lashed me with it, I struggled to stand but he didn’t help.  As I got up a chain fell between my breasts, it pulled at my neck.  Ahead of me was another girl, naked like me, the chain connected me to a collar on her neck, shit I must have been collared liked her.

“Forward,” the man shouted,  I looked around, there were several girls, all naked like me, I was last in the line.  “I said walk,” he screamed, the whip came out but this time not at me, at an unseen girl further up the line.  I heard a muffled cry, a few seconds later the girl in front of me started to move, the chain went taut and I was forced to walk, naked over the uneven ground.  As the grass gave way to a path in the forest walking became harder, the ground had many stones and sticks, they hurt my feet.  The man didn’t care, he just used the whip when one of us stumbled.  More than one fell, she was whipped until she stood up.

We walked for ages, the ground continued to rise, my heart was pounding, the pole on my shoulders seemed to get heavier with every step, the path seemed to be never ending.  How long was I force marched, how much ground did I cover?  I have no idea.  A couple of miles maybe, maybe more, maybe less.

Finally, eventually we reached a clearing with a building in it, a road leading away and a large lot with dozens of cars, trucks and SUVs in it.  We were lead inside and lined up, our bodies dirty and sweating for the forced march up the forest trail, we were lead into a bathroom area and the man with the Stetson used a hose to clean us off.  He didn’t speak once as he used the hose, the water stung but it was a welcome relief.  I watched the dirty water running away, it was like a metaphor for what was happening, the way my life was changing.

Wet and cold we were formed into a line on a small stage, hearts pounding, chests rising and falling with fear.  In front of us the room was full, maybe 40 or 50 men and women, sitting, watching.  The man with the Stetson stood to one side.  I tried to move backwards, to hide my naked body but all I earned was a whipping.

“Ladies, gentlemen the auction will begin soon.  Come up, sample the goods, test them, their breasts are full and need to be emptied.”  As he said that I looked down, my normal chest was a good C cup, my breasts were huge, I gasped, they must have grown two, three cup sizes.  And they ached.  I looked out into the room, the group was standing up, they formed a line and starting with me they walked up, I looked the first man in the eyes and he took one of my huge breasts into his hands, he lifted it to his mouth and sucked. 

I felt something move inside me, my body responded to his touch, I looked down, he pulled off my nipple and looked up at me, our eyes met, I gasped, his mouth was full of thick, creamy white milk, my milk.  He gargled it, then swallowed and wiped his mouth on his hand, then licked the creamy  milk off it.

“Delicious,” he said in the thick southern drawl, I watched as he moved onto the second girl next to me where he sucked again.  I cried out in pain, I looked down, a woman had taken my nipple into her mouth and bitten down, she started to suck and once again my body betrayed me and the milk started to flow.  For what seemed like for ever I stood there as man and woman sampled my milk.  When they’d all tried I was left with dripping breasts and the auction began. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, let’s begin.  First cow is 23 years old, 34F cup breasts, it weighs 115lbs and is 5’ 4” tall.  Who’ll open the bidding at five thousand dollars?”  I was shocked, he described me as a cow, as an it.  I wasn’t human to him, to any of them.  I was livestock!  And this was a cattle auction.  A voice whispered in my ear.

“Take a step forward, smile for the humans.”  I didn’t move, he pushed something into my ass cheek and I cried in pain, the auction house bidders all laughed.”  He pushed the prod into my ass again and I cried out a second time.  I took the hint and tried my best to smile

“Come on, that was the cow’s first experience of a cattle prod.”  They laughed again, “Imagine the fun you can have conditioning the cow, make it your own, train it the way you want it to be.”  Bidding started to heat up, they came in thick and fast, six, seven, eight . . . when the bidding got to 22 it slowed down, in the end I was sold for $25,500.  SOLD.

My owner came up, the chain between me and the girl next to me was uncoupled, then he lead me out to a SUV and put me in the back.  He handcuffed my arms behind my back and put another chain onto my collar, locking me to the seat in front, then he used a second set to secure my ankles to a restraint in the floor.  I tested the chains, I was going nowhere.  He laughed as I struggled.

My owner took one of my udders into his hands and squeezed hard, milk squirted out, then he took my teat into his mouth and started to suck, I couldn’t help it, my milk flowed into my Master’s mouth and he drank greedily.  I shook my head, my mane of long dark hair moved against my skin.  What was I thinking?  Udders?  Teats?  Mane . . . I was being conditioned, I was accepting my fate as a milking cow.  He laughed, seeing my acceptance of what I was, then he put a cloth over my face.  I recognized the smell, I started to lose consciousness.

“Better this way,” he said, “You’ll not try to escape . . .” I mooed, he knew I didn’t want to escape, I was a cow, his cow.  “We’ll get you tattooed and branded, soon your skin will be black and white, you’re going to make a great heifer.”  I passed out, I wanted to be a cow.

******

I woke up, the sheets were wet, I had sweat pouring off me.  I sat up in the bed, heart thumping, breathing hard.  I’d never had such a vivid dream.  I switched on the light on the night stand, I needed a glass of water.  I got out of the bed and went to the bathroom, I poured a glass of water and downed it, then a second.  I looked at myself in the mirror, my hair was tussled, I gasped and dropped the glass,

I put my hands onto my neck, I was wearing a collar, a steel collar, my breasts were huge, my skin was black and white.  I pawed at my collar, trying to pull it off, I opened my mouth to scream, all that came out was a long, mellow moo.  My udders started to leak, milk flowing, a man came into the bathroom and laughed.  “You don’t belong here Daisy,” he said, “You belong in the fields with the other cows, don’t you?”  I mooed as he lead me out of the bathroom, cows don’t belong in houses.

******

Once again I woke up, sweat pouring off me, sheets wet, I reached for the light, grabbing for it, things flying off the nightstand until I found the switch, the room flooded with light, I found my phone and looked at it, I put the camera on, it was me, my skin pale, breasts the correct size.  I started to calm down, I was human and in my room.  My breathing started to slow, my mouth was dry.  I slid out of bed, I needed a drink. 

Into the bathroom – I checked the floor, no broken glass – I put the light on and poured a glass of water and downed it.  I needed that, the water was cool and calming.  I poured a second glass and lifted it to my mouth, looking at myself in the mirror, hair tussled.  I shook my head, then dropped the glass for real.  My negligee had two dark, circular stains over my nipples, I slipped the spaghetti straps over my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.  I took my breast in my hands and squeezed, a thin stream of a creamy milk flowed, squirting onto the mirror, dripping down into the sink . . . . I opened my mouth in horror . . . .


The Farmer
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My milking shed is no different to any other, maybe a little smaller, our operation is no different to a Wisconsin dairy farm, just a little smaller, OK a lot smaller.  Some guys out there have over 8,000 head of cows.  Image that, 8,000 animals that need to be brought inside twice a day, every day, hooked up to the machine and milked for an hour, their sheds must be running 24x7 as animals are moved in, hooked up, milked and returned to the fields.

No, we’re much smaller, we’ve only got twenty animals, we’re a much smaller operation.  So how do you survive?  We specialize, as far as I know we’re the only farm of our kind in Oregon. Probably the whole North West. From the outside it’s a normal homestead, just me, my wife died three seasons back, the kids grew up and turned their back on rural living and the family business years ago and moved to Portland.  I enjoy my visits to see them, but I’m always glad to leave.  My job makes visiting hard, the cows need milking.

Our head of 20 animals is constantly changing, the cows come in and we milk them until they are worn out, an animal will usually last 25 or even 30 years.  I’ve been around them all my life, I grew up on the homestead, my father left it to me when he died.  It’s just a natural way of life, I’ve watched animals come in, grow old and be sold on when they’re past their prime.  My wife was OK with it, the kids just accepted it as something normal.

There’s a market for our milk, of course there is.  Wouldn’t be in business if there wasn’t.  Some women are too posh to breast feed their children, too posh to push, no way they’d become a milking mom.  Way back when they’d go to the village and hire a wet nurse, a woman whose child had been weaned, or whose child had died.  They were hired to be cows.  I don’t hire women to be cows, I buy them.  The milk is very expensive as well, I sell it on at $500 a gallon.  I don’t even sell direct, I’m sure the rich women are paying 50% on top of that.

The internet has made it a million times easier, when I was a young man it was full of risk, going into a city, finding a young woman who’d recently given birth – you can spot them on a night out, the way they carry themselves, how they react, the pads in their bras to catch leaks.  Start talking to them, buy them a drink, they loved the attention, it’s funny how a woman who’s just given birth thinks she’s unattractive.  Make them feel wanted and then slip them a roofie, help them to a taxi and my father, later my wife would drive off with them.

In this modern era I use the internet, let someone else take the risks and buy the girls, usually in their late teens or early 20s, pick them up from a prearranged point and they would be mine.  I’d never even have to replace any of these animals, they’d out live me.  I’d sell the old ones the same way, believe it or not there’s a ready market for 50 year old women who’d spent 30 years being milked.  No idea who buys them, don’t much care either.  Don’t get much for them, but it’s better than . . . you get the idea.

Now I had to face facts, I was 60.  The cows need milking every four hours, six times a day, one hour each time.  They’re well conditioned, there’s a clock above the compound with a timer on it, come milking time it will show zero and they’ll line up, their udders full to bursting.  In they’ll troop, submissive, obedient and find their stall.  They stand with their legs spread wide, bent at 90 degrees at the waist, arms folded behind their back, then I walk down the line and put the milking machines on, one machine for each animal.

When they’ve all taken their positions I walk down the center of the line, ten animals on each side, I lock their legs into position and put a chain onto their neck collars, preventing them from moving.  Next I get up onto the stalls, fasten each cows arms into place, then back down the center, hook up the milking machine, lift the suction cup to her mouth, the well trained animals lick the edge so I get a good seal and then onto her breast, covering the nipple.  Each girl will cry in pain when it goes on.  I tried it once myself, I think every farmer does.  The suction hurts, and I’m sure it’s much worse for females.

When the machines have started the rhythmic pumping I’ll prepare a small bowl of food laced with Domperidone to encourage lactation, they all eat quickly.  It’s a wonder drug, since I discovered it (another plus for the internet) my production damn near doubled, each cow now produces about a pint per milking, six pints a day, fifteen gallons from my farm a day, each and every day.  I fill up bags in half pints, freeze them and once a week my distributor comes to collect.  He works at a Portland hospital, cover for our sideline.

While the cows are being milked I walk up and down the line, looking at them, it’s amazing, they try to catch my eye.  They want my attention, I’ll inspect them, looking for signs of disease or mistreatment.  I don’t mistreat them, I want them to be well.  But the dominant cow does, when I new cow comes in she establishes her dominance, I allow this.  From time to time a cow will challenge her, they’ll fight and the winner is the new dominant cow.

Several of the young ones tried to catch my eye, I wanted the one with long red hair and green eyes.  When I looked at her she started to move her hips, she wanted me to fuck her.  That’s how well conditioned they are.  I wanted her to try harder, she ground away and moaned softly as I walked past her, when she couldn’t see me I smiled, how could I resist?  I went onto the raised platform behind the animals, walking slowly, letting my boots make sound on the concrete floor.  When I was behind the redhead I paused, she was still gyrating her hips.

I pulled my pants down, my cock was hard, I might be old but the sight of a restrained woman tempting me was too much, it had always been too much.  The cows do it as it raises their status, the other cows know she’ll be one of my favorites and she’ll be protected from the dominant cow for a few days.  I touched her cunt, she was wet.  There was no foreplay, animals don’t do that.  I lined my cock up and thrust inside her, her cunt gripping my cock.  I like that.

I bent over her and grabbed her udders, squeezing them as I used her, she was moaning as I rutted her, thrusting in and out as she pushed back against me.  It takes me ages to cum now, she was moaning and pushing back, it didn’t take her long to cum, I felt her pussy tighten then relax, she grunted loudly as she came on me, I slapped her ass hard, her cry of pain set me off and I came, yelling as my cum filled her used pussy.  I pulled out and watched my seed run down her leg.  I slapped her ass again, stamping my ownership on her hot young body.

I retired to sit in a comfy chair and watch, I love the way the cows come in, their udders full and swollen, frequently leaking, shit, they want to milked, to have the pressure on their udders released.  They come in, breasts full, heaving and leave with them much reduced in size, out into the paddock in the summer or shed for the winter.  They can’t escape, their collars contract and they pass out if they wander too far from the transmitter.  There’s food for them and water, human speech is forbidden.

I nodded off while the animals were milked, when I woke they’d been on for far too long, you can damage their udders if you milk them when they are empty.  Quickly I switched the machines off and released the cows, ushering them back into the paddock, I processed the milk and went to grab a couple of hours sleep before doing it all again.

I needed an assistant.  I needed to recruit someone.  How hard could it be, they’d buy the business from me, give me money for the kids and have twenty willing women to fuck, with an income stream for life.  I needed to advertise.


Milking Time
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The advert was simple enough, ‘Attractive Women wanted for porn site, we’re going to push you to your limits.  Aged 18 to ~35, you don’t have to be a supermodel, no specific body sizes.  Top rates paid.’  Like anything in life money talks and bullshit walks.  I emailed them after a couple of days thought, I’d given birth three months ago and needed money, my child’s father had gone AWOL and welfare will only keep you so far.

The response was fast, they wanted a full frontal nude shot, no makeup, age, weight, the usual stats and anything else they should know.  I replied, I was nervous, I blurred my face but sent a separate shot of my face.  They mailed back within an hour, they wanted to do a video call, we set one up for later that day.

I waited nervously with my phone, when the call began I logged onto it, there were two people on their side, a man and a woman.  I guess the woman was there to make me feel more comfortable.  They were nice, funny even.  They filmed just out of town, they wanted to know why I wanted to do porn.

“Thing is,” the woman said, “People, do it for many different reasons.  Men do it for the money and the ego trip of fucking hundreds of girls.  Women do it for the thrill, or as an act of rebellion, or to hit back at an ex or want a challenge, some because they love sex but most, do it for the money.  Why are you thinking about it Linda?”

I coughed, “Well, thing is I gave birth about three months back,” I noticed they exchanged a glance when I said that, “And I fall into the last category.  I need money.”  They exchanged a glance again.  I cleared my throat, they weren’t speaking so I filled the gap in the conversation with my own speech.  “I love bondage as well, I think I’d like the challenge.”  Once more they looked at each other.

“You’ve done well to lose your baby weight so quickly.”

“Thanks.”  Not really a challenge when you’re broke.  Feeding and caring for my child came first, feeding me was a long way down the list of priorities.

“What are you limits, I mean we can guess at death, permanent damage and be assured, we don’t do that.”  I’d done my research, they’d been in business for fifteen years, they were a real company, I checked their records on companies house, they had pages and pages of models, if they’d been abusing and kidnapping women on that scale the police would have been involved.  I nodded.

“No intense pain.”  They took notes as I spoke.

“So,” the man said, “Can I make a suggestion for a scene?”

“Sure.”  I was open to suggestions.

“Have you heard of hucows?”  I’d never heard the word before, I shook my head.  I’m not stupid, I could work out what it meant straight away.  But I wanted them to spell it out for me.  I needed them to tell me what it meant.  It might help to calm the thrill I was experiencing.

“Hucow . . . human cow.  Can, can I ask something?” 

“Sure.”

“Are you still lactating?”  My face blushed, there was no beating about the bush with them.  I nodded again.

“How would you feel about being milked?  I’ll send you a 24 hour free pass for the website, we’ve done hucow a hundred times before, but we’ve never milked a woman that was actually lactating.  I think it would be a real winner, and we’ll pay accordingly.”  I thought quickly for a moment.

“Yes to the free pass, I, I’ll think about everything else.  Do you mind me asking, what kind of money are we talking about?”

“First shoot for a hucow we usually pay a thousand bucks, that’s just to be milked, but . . . but if you’re actually lactating we’ll go to $1,200.”  I blinked, $1,200, I’d just about survived the last three months on that amount of money.  $1,200 for one day’s work?  I was hesitating, not because I wouldn’t do it, but because I couldn’t believe the amount of money on offer.  They say she who hesitates is lost, in my case ten seconds of hesitation made me much more money.

“Alright, $1,500 for a scene and we’ll shoot two in the day.  We can do day care for your child if you need, no extra cost.”  I looked into the camera on my phone.  How could I say no?

“Deal.”

“We’ll speak again tomorrow.  Make sure you check out the website, you should have the mail by now.”  As he spoke my phone beeped, the email had landed.  $3,000 for a day’s work.  I finished the call and went to feed my daughter.  While I did I watched hucow videos.  I’m ashamed to say I was turned on, women being treated as animals.  I masturbated and came hard watching, mostly thinking about guys watching me being treated like that.  Guys, jerking off, watching me being milked.

That was the turn on, guys getting hard, jerking off while watching me.  I’d do it for that alone.  Well, that and the money.

******

Three days later was the day of my first shoot, they came to pick me up.  I signed the legal stuff and we were off to a farm outside the city.  They gave me the address and made sure I emailed a friend with the details.  They wanted me to feel safe.  I’d given my daughter a bottle that morning, my breasts were full of milk, aching.  The were so tender and ready to be relieved, I was even leaking a little into my vest top as we drove.  As we drove, they explained the scene to me.

“This morning what we’ll do is dress you as a cow, we’ll put you into a mask and walk you round the farm, filming you.  Then into the shed and onto the milking machine, you’ll be on it for ten, fifteen minutes, maybe more if you can take it.  I’ll warn you now, it’s going to hurt.  Nothing we can do about that.  Any questions?”

“When you say hurt, what sort of level are we talking about?”

“I’ve done it, I’d say probably a four or a five out of ten.  When the suction pumps go on you’ll get an instant hit of pain, I’d say it’s like having your nipples twisted, then the pain dulls again.  It’s a little worse than nursing a child, but only a little.”  I nodded, I could deal with that.

“What will you do with the milk?”  He laughed.

“We’ve never been in this situation before.  Would you drink it?”  That shocked me, I shook my head.

“My daughter needs it.”  He accepted that, with a hint of regret.  Then he had an idea.

“How about we take your milk and do a substitution, would you drink cow’s milk and pretend?”  I shrugged, sure, why not?  She took my hand.

“I know you’re nervous, that’s normal.  Hell I was on my first shoot, now I do two or three a week.  With a body like yours you could make it big in the industry, if you wanted to.”  I’d never considered this, I thought this would be a one shot deal, in film and out.

“Certainly we’d love to get you back tomorrow, if you’re willing, but we’ll talk about that after your first shoot.”  Made sense.

When we got to the farm the first port of call was the office for the legal work, there was a room made up as a creche, a couple of babies were already in there.  Looks like I wasn’t the only woman that needed money.

“What about taxes?” I asked, handing my daughter over.

“That’s between you and the IRS honey,” the secretary told me, taking the papers from me.  She checked the signature.

“You’ll be paid at the end of the day, cash or into your bank, makes no difference to us.  Anyway, time for you to get ready.  CALLY.”  The last word was shouted.  The woman I’d spoken to on the video call came out, she took my hand and escorted me to the changing room, there on a hook was a packet with my name above it.  I felt like a movie star, for about five seconds.  When I saw the cow mask the star feeling left me.  Shit was about to get real.

“Strip off, if you can’t get naked in front of me you’re going to fall at the first.  Let me help you.”  I was facing her, she put her hands onto my vest top, I lifted my hands above my head and she pulled up, it came up and off and for the first time since school I stood almost naked in front of another woman.  She wasn’t shy, she put her hands onto my breasts, they reacted instantly, a little milk flowed.

“Hmmm,” she said, bending down and she licked one of my leaking nipples, “You are going to be popular, very, very popular.”  I was shocked, without asking she’d just licked one of my nipples.  If a guy had done it I’d have kneed him in the balls and left, somehow with a woman it wasn’t as bad.  We looked into each other’s eyes, she pushed my hair over my shoulder, I thought she was going to kiss me.  I wasn’t wrong, she pecked my lips.

“Come on, let’s get you ready, maybe we can do a shoot together one day.  You get more money for lesbian stuff, a pair of milking cows should be really well paid.”  She kissed me again, then started to remove my cut off shorts.  I let her.

When I was naked Cally opened the bag, she took out a steel collar and put it on my neck, I touched it as it went on.  I’d never been collared before, I’d done bondage, been tied up, spanked, gagged even but a collar?  This was new.  Cally locked it in place, then kissed me again.  “You look hot in it, girls do.  Men go nuts for this shit.”  She took my hand from the collar and put it onto her breast, only the thin material separating my hand from her flesh.  She moved it around, forcing me to squeeze her.  Neither of us spoke.  Eventually she released her grip on me, I didn’t release my grip of her.

Cally moved slowly, I kept hold of her breast as she picked the bag form the hook.  She opened it and handed me a tiny cow print bikini.  I held it up, it screamed cow, black and white print.  I opened my mouth, it had gone dry.  “First five minutes are the worst, you can survive that, you can survive anything,” Cally said.  I nodded my agreement, I had no idea if she was right.  Or if I’d survive even two minutes.  She stepped back and watched me get dressed.  This was I guess part of the test, being comfortable naked around other people.

When I was dressed in the bikini she put a leash on the collar, then helped me into the cow mask.  Little horns, stupid ears, a black and white print but at least the eye holes were big, allowing me to see and keeping my long blonde hair out of the way.

“Two more things,” she said to me, “Can you pop your earrings out.”  I did and she showed me a big yellow tag, like the one a cow wears in it’s ears.  I gasped, I couldn’t take my eyes off it.  Number 173.  “Your cow number,” she added, laughing, “That’s how you’ll be known on the site, cow 173.”  She put it in my ear, about three inches long and one wide.

“Final item of your transformation, the nose ring.”  She showed it to me, and inch and half in diameter, looked like solid steel.  I baulked.

“You’re not piercing my nose,” I almost shrieked, trying to back away.  Cally put a reassuring arm onto mine, she was smiling at me, almost blowing a kiss.

“Of course not, look there’s a small opening.”  She showed it to me, I’d not noticed.  “It’s a little painful going on, but it shouldn’t hurt once in place.  Can I?”  I looked at it, at her and nodded, she wasn’t wrong, it was quite painful to squeeze over my nose, once in place it dangled down over my mouth.  I looked at myself in the mirror, I looked like a cow.  A human cow.

“Finally let’s get some sun block on you.”  She helped me, more than was really needed to apply the factor 50, she was very handsy and kept sliding her fingers inside my bikini top and bottoms.  I was surprisingly OK with it, her hands running over my body, touching me.  I don’t think I’d have been the same with a man doing it.  She was very soft and gentle as she rubbed the cream into my back.

Cally slapped my ass when she was done.  “Come on, let’s get the shoot started.”  She led me out of the changing room, a man I’d not seen before was waiting, early 20s, good looking.  He thrust out his hand and shook mine enthusiastically.

“First things first, I’m Max, the director and Cally will be with me at all times.  If you’re uncomfortable at any point shout RED and we'll stop, instantly.  Understand?”  I nodded, I’d watched enough porn the last couple of days to understand the code. 

“Second, what’s your name?”

“Linda.”  He laughed.

“Your porn name, no one uses their real name.  How about . . . Moolinda, bearing in mind what you’re going to do?”  I half laughed, half shrugged, sure.  It was just a name.  A name that would make me rich.  Well, pay a few bills at least.

“This is Dave,” he said, gesturing behind me, I turned, an older man dressed like a farmer was just behind me.  He shook my hand.  “Dave’s going to walk you round the farm, we’ll get a few shots of you with real cows in the background, it’s going to take a hour or so to get the material, then he’ll lead you into the shed.  We’ll take a break, then we’ll get you ready and on the goat milker.  Whole shoot will take around three hours, the finished film will be about twenty minutes long.”  I nodded, trying to take it all in.  He was so clinical. 

The first scene was easy, Max had the camera pointing at a field of cows and Dave, sorry the farmer, led me across the shot by a short chain attached to my collar, it was easy.  We did a few retakes, then moved to a second field and we repeated the process, the cows in the background, the hucow taking center stage.  It took about an hour of being lead by a leash, almost naked in the summer sun. 

“OK to go on?” asked Max, “Hey, get her some water Dave.”

“Thanks, and yes, it’s been easy enough so far.”  He nodded.

“Let’s go for part two and get you milked.”  He said it so matter of fact, I took the water from Dave and drank some, then he lead me into a barn.  Inside the barn a small area, maybe four foot square was marked off with a couple of cameras pointing at it, a power bar, the floor covered in straw, a lot of lights and . . . I swallowed . . . a milking machine.  Dave saw my discomfort.

“Every girl’s the same first time,” he said, “You watched the videos didn’t you?”  I nodded.  “We’ll keep it simple to start, more intense this afternoon.”  I nodded.  I’d chosen to do this.  I had my makeup touched up, body oiled and hair pulled back into a high ponytail while the scene was explained to me.

“Right, get on you knees, no, kneel up, that’s it,” said Max, directing me, “Cuff her Dave.”  Once I was kneeling, arms cuffed behind my back Max called action and we started to film.  The camera was only a couple of feet from me, my breasts and face dominating the shot.

“Keep eye contact with the camera at all times Moolinda, that’s it, look a bit sad.”  No challenge looking sad, I wasn’t very happy.  I did as I was told, I kept my eyes on the camera as Dave’s hands took hold of my breasts inside my bikini, then he undid the neck strap and pulled it down.  I was now half naked and being filmed. I’d not expressed or fed my daughter for hours, almost the instant Dave’s rough hands squeezed my chest some milk started to flow.  We continued for a few minutes, until Max called cut.

For the next part they helped me to stand, removed the handcuffs and the bikini and gave me some water.  One of the crew wheeled in a stand made of scaffolding posts, I was helped to stand inside it, I bent at the waist and my collar was padlocked to the frame, then my arms were secured behind me to the frame, my breasts hanging down.

“And action,” called Max as the crew stood behind the camera.  Dave, just his arms in shot used some lube, he massaged it into my breasts, they’d told me this would allow a good seal.  Out of shot someone plugged in the goat milker.  The sound of it pumping filled the air, clunk, clunk, clunk.  Dave winked at me, then picked up the suction cups and held one just below my nipples, he held it there for a few seconds before he pushed it upwards, onto my breasts and the milking began.

The machine pumped away, Dave kept feeling my breasts, squeezing them to assess the amount of milk left.  Clunk, clunk, clunk the machine kept pumping, I could see the churn starting to fill with milk as it powered away.  When I looked at the receptacle Max turned the camera to look at it, my thick, white creamy milk was noticeable, washing down the clear glass sides of the churn.  Clunk, clunk, clunk, the machine kept working.  They kept it going until my breasts were empty.

Dave switched the pump off and the suction cups fell from my breasts to the floor.  I looked down and inhaled sharply, my nipples were extended, elongated, stretched by the machine.  There were red circles on me from where the cups had been attached.  A couple of drops of milk fell from my chest, down onto the floor.  Dave picked up a pair of nipple clamps on a chain and put them onto my nipples, preventing the milk from coming.  I cried out in pain as they bit into my skin, Dave patted my head.

“Good cow,” he said, patting me again.

“And cut.  Get her out of there.”  In seconds the restraints came off, the milk, my milk was poured from the milking machine into a bottle and whisked away, then some cow’s milk went in and the top screwed back on.  I was positioned back on the floor and filmed again as the machine was opened and the milk poured into a bowl, then I lapped it up, like a dog would.

“And that’s a wrap,” said Max.  “Come on, get Linda a gown and a coffee, then take her to the crèche.  Ava, get her something to eat and we’ll film the second shoot at two.”  He shook my hand and hugged me.

“How would you feel about being fucked and milked at the same time?  We’ll pay a lot more.”  I was shocked at his openness.  “Think about it over lunch.” 

“How much more?”

“$4,000 for this afternoon.”  I didn’t need to think for very long.

“I’ll do it.”

“Good girl.”  

I ate my lunch alone in silence.  I’d crossed the Rubicon, I was about to get fucked, on camera, for money.  I was so turned on I could barely concentrate on my food.


Cream With That?
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In the far future the Y chromosome is dying out, 99.9% of all babies born are female. Men are prized and run society whilst virtually all females are enslaved, almost from birth.  Only the daughters of the wealthy have any degree of freedom, but even their lives are decided from birth, trained to be the legal wives of the rich and powerful.  This short is set in this world.

Sienna was junior wife of the First Minister of the Council, as such she held a very privileged place in Dorian society.  Indeed, she probably outranked most men, it would be a brave or foolish man that stood against her.  The only problem with the position was boredom, the slaves all had work to keep them occupied, as junior wife she was learning how best to serve her husband.

He was a very busy man and had little time to waste with his wives, his sexual needs were taken care of by his harem of slaves, Sienna had barely enjoyed his touch since, once she became first wife she wouldn’t again until it was time for her to be bred.  In the mean time she wasted her life as best she could, reading, playing the piano and socializing with friends.

Friends was pushing it, a better word would have been social climbers and wives of men who were trying to advance their careers by having their wives ingratiate themselves.  Sienna with her long red hair stood out from the crowd of social climbers.  They were all dressed in the fashion of the time, bodies almost covered just exposing a hint of cleavage.  Their clothes set them apart as important people, virtually all women spent their lives naked.

“Jenna is late,” said one woman, looking at the large grandfather clock, the time was 12 minutes past two.

“In my experience, Jenna is always late,” replied Sienna.  The woman all laughed politely, as Sienna had know they would.  They were fawning over her, they always did.  Sienna had grown up hated at school, she wasn’t sure which was better, fake fawning adulation or open honest dislike.  Sienna looked out onto the veranda of the huge home she lived in on her husband’s plantation.  It was uncomfortably warm outside.

“Maybe that’s her coming now,” Sienna continued.  The women all turned and looked, in the distance there was a small cloud of dust, the driveway to the mansion was almost a mile long.  As the dust got closer they could make out a carriage, being pulled by a dozen pony girls.  The unfortunate slave girls were running hard in almost 100 degrees and 100% humidity.  Only Sienna gave them any thought, the other women were born into high society, Sienna had got lucky, her mother had given birth to a boy.  There by the grace of God go I, she thought.

The carriage was large, made of wood with similar wheels.  A female driver sat at the front, lashing the ponies to encourage them to run quickly.  The ponies were just for show, the carriage was driven via an electric motor.  The ponies showed off Jenna’s husband’s wealth.  The ponies were all in their early 20s, long dark hair.  Sienna did allow herself a small, half smile.  Her husband had three pony girl teams, all with long red hair like hers.  Red headed ponies were very rare, red hair was so desirable only her husband was allowed to keep them.  When she went into town their presence announced who was coming.  The roads were always clear for Sienna.

When the carriage came to a halt the driver dismounted and opened the door for her mistress, Sienna left the house onto the wooden veranda to greet her guest, another beautiful young wife got out, wearing a dress in the fashion of the state.  She waved a fan at her face.

“Dreadfully hot,” she said.  It was.

“Come inside Jenna,” said Sienna, “It’s nice and cool inside.”  Sienna looked at the driver, the smile partially fell from her face when she looked at the pony girls, their skin sweaty and covered in dirt and flies.  She recovered quickly from her social faux par, not that anyone had seen.  “Take them to the stable and get them cleaned, fed and watered.”  The diver nodded.

“Yes Mistress,” came the reply.  It was the only thing that she could say.  Sienna watched the ponies being led away, then turned to escort her friend inside.  She almost laughed when she thought friend.  Social climber would be a better word to describe Jenna.  And the rest of her ‘friends’.

The house door opened from the inside as Sienna approached and they stepped into the welcome cool of the house.  The two women inside were waiting, they all air kissed in greeting, before Sienna escorted them to the parlor, where they took seats around a wooden table.  As host, as wife of the first Minister she took command of the gathering.  Four naked slave girls stood around the table, as the wives approached they pulled out the chairs and pushed them back in as the women sat down.

“I thought we might play bridge this afternoon ladies,” Sienna said.  She didn’t wait for a reply.  Sienna picked up the cards and started to shuffle and made small talk.  As the cards were dealt a slave disappeared, she was back in minutes with hot coffee, an unusual choice in the hot weather, but Sienna had made sure the air con was turned down.  Besides, coffee was very rare and expensive, she wanted to display her wealth and superiority.  Her friends looked at each other as the hot black liquid was poured into the fine bone China.

“Cream?  Sugar?” asked Sienna.  A second slave girl offered sugar to each woman, they all took a spoonful.  Jenna looked around.

“I do not see the cream Sienna,” she said.

“You are correct,” replied, clearing her throat, she wanted the theatre.  “Cream,” she shouted.  There was a sound from the corridor, the door opened and a naked woman was being led in.  Naked slave girls were nothing unusual, but this one caused the women to look at each other.  Her skin had been died or tattooed, it was either brilliant white or jet black, she had horns and cow ears on her head.  The startled clothed women at the table looked at each other.

Sienna laughed, she’d known how shocked her friends would be.  She stood up and walked to the cow woman.  Sienna stroked the cow’s hair, then her full breasts.  Sienna took one in her hand and squeezed it, milk started to flow.  She looked at the astonished women, their mouths were open, agog with surprise as they looked at each other.  This was something new.

“Ladies, allow me to introduce you to Daisy, she and I were in school together, weren’t we?”  The cow Daisy mooed.  She was starting to cry, thinking back.  “Daisy was a horrible child weren’t you?”  Daisy mooed again, like pony girls it was one for yes and two for no.  “But she never finished school, no, Daisy was saved from being a wife weren’t you?”  Moo.

“No, Daisy’s father was a traitor to the state, so she was sentenced to be a cow.  I found her working at the Ice Cream Parlor in town and I bought her, it’s a much better life here with me, isn’t it Daisy?”  Daisy was crying now, she let out a low, sad moo.  Daisy hated to admit it, but Sienna was right.  Serving her former classmate was an improvement in her life, acknowledging that fact was depressing for her. 

Sienna took her seat, she stirred her coffee.  She looked up at Daisy.  “I need cream please Daisy.”  Daisy walked to her mistress and bent over, Sienna took one of her huge udders into her hands and positioned it over her coffee and squeezed, the creamy milk flowed freely into her coffee, all the women watched as it spiraled into the hot black liquid.  When she had enough Sienna released her grip.  As the ladies all watched she picked up her coffee and took a sip.

“Delicious,” she said, “Would anyone else like cream?  Jenna?”  Jenna opened her mouth and closed it, then nodded.

“Daisy, please offer yourself to my friends.”  Jenna laughed, she had to ask her husband to buy her a milking cow as soon as possible.  What ever Sienna did was bound to become a trend, that’s what power did.

If you’ve enjoyed this short check out my book ‘The Ice Cream Farm’ for more about hucows in Dorian society.


Caring
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Why do I want to be a hucow?  Why does anyone want me to be a hucow?  I guess everyone is different, I can’t for the life of me see why anyone would want to suckle a grown woman’s teats and drink her milk, but these people must exist.  I just want to be milked, to me it’s the ultimate act of submission and control, I’ll be nurturing the man I love, and not just our child.

Like many women I was delighted when I found out I was pregnant, my bump grew slowly at first, then the sudden explosion at four months.  Then, thank the blessed lord my breasts started to grow, I’d always had small B cups, by the start of the third trimester there were huge, had to be D or even DD cups, I didn’t waste time getting them measured every week, there was too much to do.

My husband loved the change in my body.  He could barely keep his hands off my breasts.  I don’t know if he’s always been a boob man, but he’d certainly become one since mine grew.  He’d come in from work and maul me where ever I was, hands on, inside, outside, didn’t matter.  Frequently.

He’d come in and grab me, pick me up and we’d kiss, then he’d nuzzle my breasts, kissing and sucking, almost worshipping them, pushing them together, licking from one nipple to the other and back.  He used them without thinking about me, he was harsh, the way he pushed them together, sometimes it hurt but I didn’t want him to stop, I liked the way he’d found something new to play with.  I liked the way he wanted me, all the time.

One day when he came home I was waiting for him.  I was lying on the bed, naked.  I’d just showered and shaved my pits, pussy and legs.  The only hair on my body was my long blonde hair, hanging down over the edge of the bed.  I was on my back, legs open wide, head handing off the bed, looking at the bedroom door upside down.  I heard the car in the drive, the door opened and closed.

“Honey, I’m home honey . . . baby girl, where are you?”  Normally I go to greet him, so he can play with my two new friends.  I stayed silent, I wanted him to come find me.  I heard him moving around the house, then out into the yard before he finally climbed the stairs, calling for me.  We live in a nice neighborhood, my car was on the drive, he could guess I was at home.  When he pushed open the door to our bedroom out eyes met and we looked longingly at each other.

He paused, then removed his suit jacket, never taking his eyes off mine.  I took one of my huge pregnancy breasts into my hand and lifted it, then I raised my head and licked my own nipple, a first.  I’d never been able to do that before.  That set my husband off, normally there was a little foreplay, maybe just some kissing, I heard his fly come down and he was on me, he licked my other breast, then pulled my hair, forcing my head back and his cock slid into my mouth.  I put my hands onto his ass to pull him in, deeper, forcing him to choke me.

He put his hands on my tits, pushing, squeezing, crushing them as he fucked my throat, he bent double to lick my chest, then abruptly he pulled put.  I looked up, confused.

“You’re producing milk,” he said.  I looked up, he squeezed my tit hard, it hurt but that didn’t bother me, a little dribble of creamy white came out.  He did it again and again, then bent over me and took my nipple into his mouth.  He sucked hard while he massaged my chest, I could feel something moving inside, when he released me he spun me round and kissed me, my mouth filled with my milk.  I wasn’t prepared for that, I wanted to shout at him, but he was deliriously happy.

He spun me round and was on top, inside me in seconds, I was amazed at how wet I was.  He pounded me, all the time sucking on my nipples, moving from one to the other, he came quickly, grunting loudly as he fucked me, he came for ages, I felt his cock pulsing inside me, all the time sucking my huge breasts and drinking my milk.  I can’t describe how I felt, he’d never devoted that much attention to me, to my body.

When he released me he looked guilty, “I’m sorry,” he said.

“For what?” I asked in response.

“For . . . for sucking your milk like that.”  His face was bright red with shame.

“Don’t be,” I whispered, stroking his hair, “I love that you loved it.”

“You don’t mind then?” he asked.  I shook my head, thinking about it.  I loved feeding him like that, being useful to him, pleasing and pleasuring him.

“I love feeding you.” 

That was over a year ago, my son stopped breast feeding a few months back.

My husband, well, I don’t think he will.  And I don’t want him to stop.  Ever.  I’m his life partner, his wife, his hucow.  Not essentially in that order.


Two and a Coo
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The afternoon session began with a surprise, I’d been milked in the morning by Dave, 50 years old with graying hair.  Max, the director, dressed me in a brown cow print bikini, a steel collar and a pair of cowgirl boots.  “Come on, let’s meet Jason and Liam.  I think you’re going to like them.”

I was putty in their hands from the get go, both eight inches taller than me, must have been twice my weight and their bodies . . . solid muscle, not an once of fat on them anywhere.  Max escorted me to them, they were both wearing faded blue jeans, white Stetsons – and that was it.  As Max walked me to them they stopped talking, I was captivated by their ripped bodies, arms thicker than my legs, stomachs were the real six pack, a couple of days growth on their faces.  I was blushing, almost stumbling to them. 

As we approached they stopped talking to each other and touched their hats to me, each one pulled a broad smile and nodded slightly.  Max explained the scene to ensure I was comfortable with it, he could have said anything I wouldn’t have cared.  Jason and Liam could do what they liked to me and I said as much.

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” replied Max, a wicked grin on his face.  I made small talk with the boys, when we were ready to shoot they cuffed my hands behind my back, put a leash on my collar and lead/dragged me across the field of the shot, I was resisting, fighting.  Jason pulled the leash, Liam behind used an electric cattle prod to ‘encourage’ me.

I fought back as best I could, pulling backwards, but I had no chance, I couldn’t resist Jason.  I was marched, dragged across the yard, at one point pushed against a fence, my legs kicked apart and they finger fucked me while sucking milk from my udders, two fingers from each, then they made me suck their fingers clean before it was back to the forced march.

Once inside the barn they pulled me onto the floor and tied me, arms at my side, wrists bound to my thighs.  They put a rope knot into my hair, then a well lubed hook into my ass, Jason lifted me like a piece of meat onto a bench, it was like a bed with canvas stretched over the frame, it was only about three feet long with a section cut out, he put me on it with my breasts hanging down through the cut out section, my head hanging off one end and legs at the other.

Liam took charge of my legs, he opened them wide and tied my knees to the bed frame while Jason shortened the rope on my hair and anal hook, forcing my neck to bend, lifting my head up.  When I grunted in pain he stopped, then walked in front of me and opened his fly, I gasped, his cock was enormous, had to be 8 inches long and two inches or more thick.  He took my head in his hands, I opened wide and slid his monster cock into my mouth and he started to force fuck my mouth.

I was gagging, spluttering as he used my mouth, sliding in, holding himself at the back of my throat, denying me air then he’d pull back.  I heard the rhythmic clunk, clunk, clunk of the milking machine, I couldn’t see but I felt Liam attach it to my udders, the pain was instant, the weight of them hanging down, pulling on my breasts, then the pain as the pulled at my already sore nipples.

Liam moved behind me, he rubbed my pussy with his cock, then my ass exploded in pain as he lashed me with his belt, I cried out in pain, Jason’s cock muffling my cries, he lashed me again and again, each time waiting until his friend’s cock was at the back of my throat.  Half a dozen times he hit me, each time I squealed in pain, then he rested the belt on my back and started to fuck me.

I could feel every thrust against the hook in my ass, it made the sensation of being fucked much more intense.  They worked together, thrust in and then out, all the time milker sucking away at my udders.  The hook kept moving as my head moved as Jason fucked my mouth, the sensation in my ass, my pussy was incredible.  I was so close to cumming when he pulled out and swapped, now Liam used my mouth as his friend fucked my pussy hard.

I heard a low buzzing, Jason forced a wand under me and onto my clit, I couldn’t help it, I was being filmed, two cocks inside me, a hook in my ass and I’d been reduced to the level of a milking cow, it was more than I could bear and I came, hard, trying not to bite on the cock that was using my mouth, my hips bucked, spit dribbled down my chin.  I tried to escape the wand, but the restraints were too good, I was struggling against them but it was no good, the wand was torture on me but he didn’t stop, there was no escape.  I came again and again, it was delicious torture, I lost count of the number of times I came.

How long was I like that?  Could have been minutes, could have been hours.  The guys swapped places over and over, I was such a fucking slut for them.  Eventually Max called time and they jerked off over my face, the cum dripped down into my mouth, I reached for it with my tongue, sucked it in and swallowed.  The guys walked off, high fiving, leaving me on the bench, the camera closed in on my udders and the scene ended.

******

Hard to believe that was three years ago, I’m the website’s favorite cow these days, I shoot for them once a week now, not always hucow, but that’s always the best earner.  Speaking of which, it’s time for my full breasts to be milked.  The female cowhand is coming to collect me . . . .


Thank You

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




If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon (even an anonymous rating would be wonderful), or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx




https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond




paige.bond.author@gmail.com




https://fetlife.com/users/15660512


(or search for -paigebond- )
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I was born in the late 90's and I've been fascinated by BDSM, particularly female submission for as long as I can remember. My stories are based on my own real-life experiences, or things that I fantasize about happening to me. I write as frequently as I can, concentrating on longer books - if you find something you like please let me know.


Praise For Author

[Bladelaw]

Very kinky, very hot and very well written. Don't miss this series.

- Potter Heigham

[Predicaments]

Predicament is intriguing and educational to read and quite imaginative. It brought documentary memories of my life in a wonderful way

- tbh

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

It's a must read!  It was wonderful I fully enjoyed it thank you.  I hope you write more like this you're descriptions of everything It was great.

- Diana Milam

[Poker Slaves]

Amongst the thousands erotic stories on amazon, Paige Bond's stories shine out like a beacon welcoming you home. They are imaginative, well read and unlike much of the rest, they have even been proof-read. Poker slaves is of course fantasy but Paige's ability to create characters of depth and her imagination in creating erotic scenarios mean that the fantasy is believable and extremely sensual. Reading this book (and indeed all her books) is a guaranteed pleasure, but you'll need to hold the kindle with one hand.

- 
SC2574


Books By This Author

The Laird of Bladelaw

Malcom Blade, the 9th Laird of Bladelaw is “helping the Police with their enquires” into his affairs in a bleak interrogation room at a Perth police station. During an interview lasting several hours explicit details of what most would view as an alternative lifestyle are revealed. It begins with his time as a student in the early to mid-90s when he learned that not all women want to be treated as equals, at least not all of the time. Some strong women expect to be treated equitably in public but behind closed doors it's a very different affair . . . .

Bladelaw: The Student is the first part of a new eagerly anticipated trilogy from the acclaimed author Page Bond.

Predicaments, the Complete Collection

In this new collection of short stories Paige explores the frequently dangerous, always thrilling world of predicament bondage. Over 28 short stories and 65,000 words she describes being in compromising situations such as stress positions, punishing a true pain slut & dealing with a brat who keeping pushing the boundaries. Most of these stories have previously been published in a 6 part series, but the complete collection also contains 2 brand new stories about predicament bondage.

Warning: this collection contains stories about naked females in potentially dangerous situations. Do not buy or read unless you are OK with this.

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame

Lisa is stuck in a dead end job, living with an abusive boyfriend. Her only escape from her dreary life is 2 afternoons a week working at a stables. Lisa is envious of the horses, of the pampered life that they lead. One day she's browsing porn and comes across a video that changes her life : Pony Girl porn. Lisa becomes obsessed with pony girl porn and contacts Rachel who trains pony girls. Before long she signs up for a pony girl trial, 13 weeks living and working as a pony girl, devoid of human rights, devoid of human speech.

Poker Slaves

Susie forgot her fake ID so what to do on a Friday night? A few beers later and Willow comes up with the idea of playing strip poker. Four room mates and their girlfriends start a wild few weeks of playing for higher and higher stakes until the final game, when the losing girl will become the winning couple’s slave for the weekend. There’s everything to play for and everything to lose.
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