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CHAPTER 1


Ever have a massive pair of tits and a farmer boss who trotted you around town to sell your milk? With the right assets, I was able to land such an opportunity. But it didn't exactly fall in my lap. You could say that I had to squeeze out the competition...


My old boss was an unholy asshole. The sort of douchebag that never got what he deserved. I had just worked in a comfy office job where I basically just had to look pretty and keep the file cabinets organized. Everyone in the office was cool, except my boss. He was a complete jerkoff about everything. It was one of those situations where I never received any instructions in writing, but he was sure I didn't follow directions- no matter how simple. It was a no-win situation every day.


Finally things came to a head one day. He was chastising me in his normal degrading manner when I snapped. I had secretly thought that he was just jealous of my chest. His wife's chest was a fucking pool table compared to my twin peaks. He enjoyed the control he had over a pair of tits like mine, even if he could never see them naked or touch them. I was sure he fucked his wife thinking about my rack. When I was done hearing his bullshit for the last time, I snapped and ripped my top down. My huge mounds came tumbling out and his eyes were fixed on them. "Is this what you want, Ronald?!" I screamed at him as I shoved his face in between them. I then shoved him against the wall and went back to my desk. HR called me down a couple minutes later and that was that. I was rid of that asshole... and my sole source of income.


As I drove home, the thoughts of how much I owed in the next couple weeks alone just in monthly bills started to fill me with dread. I had to figure out something quick. My savings were only going to get me through a month or two. I doubted I could find a job to start tomorrow, so there would be a delay before I got paid again. Fuck... my boss won again for one last time.


When I got home, I started to cruise the job postings online. Nothing stuck out. It either sounded boring as hell, paid shit, or required way too much experience. Thoughts of regret for what I did that got me fired started to seep in. This job search was already starting to suck, and not in a good way...


The only thing I could think of was to fire off resumes and hope something panned out. I was not relishing the idea of sucking off the landlord for an extra couple days months from now. As I was approaching the bottom of my despair, I turned to the local classified stuff. I dreaded thinking about what I would find. Delivering a couple pizzas a week was better than sucking dick for rent, but not by much. And it would be hard to convince a random stranger that a blow job came with their pizza and the new tab was $200. As you can see, I was in a hell of a bind.


Then I came across something truly bizarre. Some guy named Farmer Fred was looking for a woman with enormous breasts for very important work. It was surprisingly vague... tantalizingly vague, to be honest. But the pay stuck out. It was much better than anything else I had seen so far. Shit, it paid more than I was making working for dickhead. I couldn't believe that the job was concerned with the size of my chest and not be sexual. Yet nothing in the ad mentioned sex. I wrote down the listing and kept looking. No matter how many other ads I tried to see myself doing, I kept thinking about Farmer Frank and whatever he needed done.


I decided to sleep on it before I made any more decisions. Rash decisions had gotten me in enough trouble lately. When I woke up the next morning, the first waking thought was of Farmer Fred and the idea that he may have already filled the job. That opportunity may have been gone forever already. And it was all because I didn't jump on it when I saw it. I ran to my computer and immediately fired off a reply to the ad. I crossed my fingers as I ate breakfast and waited. I had barely taken my first bite of my meal and a reply popped into my inbox. Wow, that was quick, I thought to myself.


I held my breath as I opened the message and eagerly read the words in it. Farmer Fred, or whoever pretended to be him, had sent me instructions on how to contact him for an interview. He reminded me that he urgently needed to fill the position and that he could interview me today. I sat back for a second to collect my thoughts. I told myself to relax. This ad was posted on a major website. Nothing bad was going to happen. If I walked into the office and there was just a single black couch and a camera on a tripod, it would be time to leave. There were plenty of other jobs out there. I didn't have to do that.


I picked up my phone and dialed the number in the email. A pleasant male voice answered. After a moment of pleasantries, we agreed on a time and he gave me an address. I only had an hour to get ready for my big interview.


CHAPTER 2


After I had dressed in the lowest cut top I owned (why not when my jugs were part of the job requirement?), I hopped in my car and drove to the address I was given. I had looked it up online before I left. On the map, it looked like some sort of rural place. Maybe a ranch or a farm. At least it wasn't in the bad part of town.


It was a short drive and as I pulled up to the house, it became clear that this was a working farm. I was really puzzled why a farmer would need a busty woman urgently, but I made sure the twins looked great as I stepped out and closed the door. As I looked around, I noticed several other cars on the property. I guessed that they were either other applicants or employees.


It wasn't long before a man came out of the house and greeted me in the driveway. "Hi, I'm Fred. Welcome to the farm! And you are?"


"Rebecca," I replied confidently.


Fred held out his hand for a shake. "Well, mighty fine to meet you, little lady!" He then shook my hand hard enough to make my boobs jiggle. "Oh! And there's the girls! How ya doin' ladies?" he asked as his face moved in closer to my chest.


I pretended that he was being funny and not creepy as I forced myself to laugh at his crude joke.


"Well, it looks like everyone's here. So, Rebecca, I'll have you join the rest of today's applicants in the house. We'll start with interviews and if everything goes OK, we'll move on to round two." The farmer led me to the house and held the door open.


As I walked through the door, I turned to ask him a question. "So what are we doing? I mean, why are you so interested in my breasts for this job?"


"We're on a tight timeline today, dear. Let's get through the interviews and whoever's left, I promise I'll fill them in on what the job is. Have a seat over there and I'll call you shortly. Oh, and feel free to get ready by taking your top off." He then held his arm out pointing the way to the chairs along the wall.


I turned to face the chairs and saw several other women sitting topless. They too had large breasts. This whole day was turning out to be weirder than I ever imagined. I gave them a small smile as I took my seat. I looked around briefly before accepting the fact that I was not getting the job without releasing the goods. I pulled my skimpy shirt off and unhooked my bra as my huge breasts tumbled out. The cool air of the room firmed my nipples.


Farmer Fred came back around the corner and admired the breasts on display. His eyes quickly darted between each pair as he analyzed the size and shape. He then stepped forward to us and began to examine each woman's nipples for size and color. Each woman looked petrified as he passed in front of us. I couldn't help but follow him as he studied his applicants. The other women's chests were all very impressive, but I felt that I was still a notch above the competition in both size and overall attractiveness. Some sagged too much and another had giant dark areolas that just didn't match the rest of her.


Farmer Fred stopped in front of me and continued to study me. I was the only applicant that he reached out and touched. First, his hand went under and weighed each melon. Then he gave each one a soft jiggle, followed by a nipple pinch. This interview was so weird that I almost forgot to breathe while he did his work on me.


When he finally stepped back, he announced that the interviews were over. He then quickly whisked the other ladies out the door, confirming in my mind that I had gotten the job. I felt bad for them, going through all that and having nothing to show for it. But I quickly remembered that someone had to lose when it came to job interviews and all that mattered right now was that it wasn't me. Cold, but realistic.


"So can you tell me now what we are doing?"


"Interview's not over yet. But I'll fill you in on some details."


"Great-"


Fred's hand grabbed my nipple without warning. "You have some giant knockers. Giant fat tits like this produce the best milk around here. I'm going to pay you to produce milk. They're so nice that I'll actually pay you more than I originally offered because I'm going to use you for my operation. If it sounds OK, we'll move on to testing and quality assurance. If you don't like my offer or the job, the door's in the same place you found it."


He let go of my nipple. There was something about his roughness and direct tone that was arousing. Yet the job sounded like a joke. "So I'm going to be milked? Like a cow?"


"Hucow, to be exact. I'm going to milk you and sell it to the public. But it won't come in bottles. Part of the experience is the customer getting it straight from the source."


"They're going to be sucking my tits for milk?"


"Yes, ma'am. You ever eat an apple straight off the tree? Same idea. Nothing better. Our thirsty customers are more than willing to pay for that privilege, and they pay well. I need someone willing to meet their demands. I can cover your face, just not your tits. What do you say? We can start tomorrow."


I was almost lost for words. I had never heard of such a business. But it sounded like fun, not to mention profitable. If this guy wasn't full of bullshit, I stood to make a lot more money with a lot less effort than the old 9- to-5.


"Alright, Fred. I'm in. Do you want to show me how the customer gets the treat?"


CHAPTER 3


I returned to Farmer Fred's farm early the next morning. As soon as I pulled up in the driveway, he was running out the door to greet me. This time he walked me to one of the other buildings on the property. As he opened the door, I saw that it looked very different that the house. There were a row of doors along one wall and a fancy chemistry station on the other.


"What's all this?" I asked.


"Each door is a relaxation room for a hucow and that is our quality control setup. We take random samples to make sure our milk is the very best it can be. You'll begin your day in the relaxation room as we wait for your milk to come in. Then we'll do a quick test. If everything looks and tastes good, off to the market we go."


"Alright..."


Fred opened one of the doors to show the relaxation room. There was a chaise lounge with a TV on the wall and a small bathroom in the corner. There was also a small desk. "At the start of each day, you'll take a pill off this desk with water. Then you'll lay down and wait for the goodness to start flowing. Most hucows begin producing within a half-hour or so. Sometimes them titties are just a little stubborn the first couple days! That's why we provide the facilities. Low stress and a comfy environment keeps the quality and production up, while shortening the wait. Here, take your first dose." Fred handed me a large pill that looked similar to some herbal supplement. "We grow the active ingredient in that right here on the farm, too." He sounded very proud of himself at this point.


I sat down on the lounge and waited for my milk to come in.


"Hey Rebecca, one last pro tip here. You might wanna lose your shirt. It comes in fast and plentiful, if you know what I mean."


I did as he recommended and I was glad I did. Within minutes, a small white dribble ran from one nipple. A couple minutes later, the other started. I couldn't believe how full my tits were starting to feel. Within an hour, my boobs felt like they were ready to explode. They had swollen so much that I wasn't sure I could get my shirt back on even if I wanted to. Farmer Fred returned to check on me. I loved how attentive he was to his new hucow. He performed a similar check to the interview, only this time the milk readily flowed. He took along drag off one nipple. The creamy treat left a froth on his lip. "Damn, that's good, Rebecca."


Once he was sure my milk had come in properly, it was time to sell it. Farmer Fred had one last surprise in store for me. He had me wait outside the building as he pulled his truck around. Attached to his trailer hitch was a large trailer similar to an RV. He stopped and showed me how it worked. Inside, there were multiple milking stations where the hucows would lay on a padded bed with a cutout to allow our breasts to dangle below the cushion.


On the outside, both sides had a set of gurneys that pulled out of the sides of the trailer. The thirsty customer would lay on the gurney and get pushed under the trailer like a giant MRI that dispensed that sweet treat they craved. Once they were under, my tit would hang down into their mouth. If they paid more, they got access to both tits. Otherwise, it was one customer on each side with a divider in the middle. The rest of the trailer was basically a break room for the hucows. There was a small kitchen to make lunch and a bathroom along with a TV on the wall. He even had a flashing neon sign that raised off the roof when we were open for business.


It said 'Farmer Fred's Frothy Treats'. This must have been a serious operation because I got a break after two hours, a lunch after four, and another break two hours later. This fucker was following the law to the T. It actually felt really good that he was taking care of his hucows. My job was just to lay there and let them suck.


I also noticed a huge water cooler in the corner. Before I even formed the words, he was already answering. "Dehydration's a bitch in this industry. Stay hydrated. Trust me. There's nothing worse than a line of customers and no product. You know, like when go to get a burger and there ain't no fuckin' fries ready. Well, our customers getting hella pissed when we run out too."


I let out a chuckle at his comment. Then I realized that I had no idea how many people would be buying on a normal day. I asked Fred how many I could expect.


"Well, seeing that it's your first day and all, I'll probably cap you at about 50. If you're still feeling uncomfortably full, I might take you up to 75. A good experienced hucow can produce for the full eight hours and feed over a hundred."


"Holy shit..."


Farmer Fred then told me that it was time to go. I grabbed a seat in the trailer and we were off to town. Given how many other milking stations there were in the trailer, I figured her ran quite the operation. Then I noticed something that I had missed before. There was a door in the floor next to where my face would be when I was delivering to the customer. What was that far?


We made it to the center of town and parked in the farmer's market. This lot wasn't just for unloading some vegetables anymore.


"Hey Fred, what's that door in the floor for?"


"Oh that... I didn't want to say anything until you had a couple days under your belt. It's part of our VIP package. If you're so inclined, I let the hucows service the customers in other ways. You can make even more if you want to suck the guy off while he drinks. It just helps build a solid relationship with the customer. I've even had hucows let the guys into the trailer and sell their pussy and ass. It's up to you, Rebecca. Nobody will know what goes on inside the trailer. It definitely helps pass the time some days."


I felt my whole world tilt for a second when he told me this. But at the same time, I was surprisingly aroused by the idea of random men unloading hot cum in my mouth while they fed from my tits. The thought of feeding one customer, sucking another, and letting another fuck me from behind was strangely exhilarating. Plus, the thought of all that extra money was intoxicating. Farmer Fred only had me on the schedule one day this week. How much could I make if I worked more often? How soon would repeat customers come back?


Farmer Fred told me that the hucow trailer was open for business. Immediately, two men were under my tits, eager for my frothy treat. I placed a nipple in each mouth. They began sucking ravenously and I felt my warm milk flow. Before I knew it, another pair was sucking greedily at my chest. When they were done, another customer came through one side and knocked on the glory hole. I decided to test my limits by opening the little door. A fat cock poked through, eager to be sucked. Fred was not joking when he said that being milked alone got boring. I was eager to suck the dick in front of me. Before my lips could wrap around his meat, a crisp $100 bill slipped through the slot. I gave him the best head I could think off before he unloaded in my mouth shortly after I started. He continued to suck hungrily at my chest.


This routine of sucking and getting sucked continued for several hours as men from all around town got their fill of my milk and mouth. I had no idea how much jizz was in my stomach at this point. Farmer Fred announced one more customer before we were going to call it a day. A huge cock poked through the glory hole. This was the fattest, veiniest pud I had ever seen. After he blew a huge load in my throat, I heard Farmer Fred's voice from under the trailer. He was my final customer for my first day and he was satisfied. This was going to be a hell of a new job. It was now my calling. Hungry men all over needed to be satiated and sucked.


Farmer Fred thought I had made such a good hucow on that first day that he invited me to stay with him on the farm. He enjoyed some company and better home cooking than he could manage. I couldn't leave a cock like that alone now that I knew what a pussy-destroyer he was packing. We fucked regularly.


I Knew I would make a great hucow and all the demand simply made my tits bigger and more productive over time. My enormous tits just got bigger and bigger with creamy goodness. Every customer got satisfied. My milk was grade A.


The End.


cover.jpg
f I\
LA

USEOIURE,

Hug FU| lgﬁgmw Be

UM_U_LUL&





