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Three years ago I made a promise to Farmer Easton and he’s come to collect what’s due.


In order to pay for college, I took out a loan from Easton and promised to work it off after graduation. Now, the time is up, and I have to work at his famous ranch until the debt is paid. I'm only supposed to help out at the farm, but I soon realize that I'm better suited to join the herd. At first, I’m scared, but soon I realize how wonderful life is as an obedient hucow.


What better way to pay off my college debt than with my fresh creamy milk?


-


HUCOW SANCTUARY RANCH - Somewhere in the southwest, 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.


Promised to the Ranch is a 6500-word erotic short story meant for readers 18+.
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ONE

I stood in front of the massive ranch, the beauty of green rolling hills and lush fields taking my breath away. The big red barn was the centerpiece of the property, surrounded by smaller buildings including a tool shed and a quaint farmhouse.

So, this was it. Farmer Easton's Hucow Sanctuary Ranch.

My grip tightened on my duffle bag. I'd been instructed not to bring much with me.

This was going to be the next year of my life. I would live on this farm and repay my debt to Farmer Easton. I'd never worked on a farm before, so this was all going to be pretty new.

Farmer Easton was a friend of my late father, who'd squandered away my inheritance and college savings before he died. As a favor, Easton had agreed to advance me the money I needed for three years at college, if I promised to pay him back when I was done.

One years' work for free school seemed like a no-brainer to me at the time. Now, while I was grateful not to be saddled with student debt, I worried what it was going to be like working for him and living here full time, too.

"Good morning, Carlie!" A voice called out.

I saw Farmer Easton on the porch. He walked out to the front gate to meet me.

I hesitated, tightening my grip on my bag.

"Hi, Mr. Easton." My voice wavered slightly, betraying my nervousness. I hadn't seen him in over three years, but he didn't look like he'd aged much. He was handsome for a guy in his fifties. He had a muscular build and salt-and-pepper hair. His jawline was strong and his eyes were intense.

He greeted me warmly, his deep, gravelly voice soothing my nerves a bit. "Carlie, please call me Easton. It's an honor to have you here." He extended a calloused hand, which I shook nervously. His eyes held a glint of authority and confidence.

I shook his hand, feeling his strength. "Yeah, happy to be here," I said reluctantly.

I couldn't back out now, I'd made this deal and I was going to see it through to pay off my debts.

Easton took me into the big farmhouse to show me my room.

He led me up the wooden staircase to the second floor, where the hallway was lined with doors, each one leading to a spacious bedroom. He opened the door to a room at the end of the hall, and let me go inside first.

The room was painted a soft shade of blue, with white curtains billowing softly in the breeze. There was a queen size bed covered in fluffy white comforters, a nightstand with a vintage lamp, and a dresser with drawers wide enough to hold all my clothes. Across from the bed was a recliner chair, facing a television mounted on the wall.

A shared bathroom connected to the bedroom featured a large bathtub, separate shower stall, double sinks, and plush towels laid neatly on the heated towel rack.

To my surprise, this place was way nicer than the dorm room I'd been living in recently.

"You got any requests?" Easton asked, turning around to face me.

I looked around the room, trying to decide how to answer. I could feel myself starting to relax a little more, realizing that at least this part of my new situation wasn't as bad as I feared. "Not really," I replied finally. "It's nice, actually. I mean, it's nicer than my dorm room," I added awkwardly.

Easton smiled, showing a line of perfect teeth beneath his stubbled chin. "I'm glad you think so. Let me know if there's anything else you need."

I nodded and stepped further into the room, feeling the tension leave my shoulders. At least my living quarters were decent. That was one less thing to worry about.

"Alrighty then," Easton said, clapping his hands together. "Let's get down to business. Since we're both busy people, I've prepared a schedule for you for the next couple of days."

I nodded, looking down at the post-it note he'd handed me. It seemed pretty straight forward - tour of the house, tour of the barn, getting to know the cows, etc.

After a quick tour of the house, he showed me the barn and the stables.

No matter how ready I thought I was for the reality of the hucow farm, it didn't hit me until I saw it for real.

The barn was huge, filled women moaning in their designated pens. The naked women waiting on their hands and knees, their massive tits swaying beneath them while they begged to be milked.

A hot shock shot through me. There was something erotic about watching these naked women in their most vulnerable form.

Their bodies were designed for pleasure and they knew it. The way they moved, jiggling their breasts and writhing against the barn walls, begging to be touched, was absolutely tantalizing. I felt an electric tingle between my legs. This was completely different from anything I'd ever experienced.

"It's incredible," I whispered.

Farmer Easton smiled proudly. "Our farm is the best in the country," he said. "I've worked to develop the very best lactation serum that turns regular women into milk machines."

I felt myself blush.

The heat of the moment, the sight of all those bare, swollen breasts, and the scent of sweat mixed with arousal had taken my breath away. I found myself imagining what it would be like to be one of the women here, in the midst of all this filth and lust.

"There's more to learn," Easton said, snapping me out of my thoughts. "Let's continue the tour and then break for dinner."

I nodded, looking over my shoulder as the farmer led me out of the barn.


TWO

I woke up the next morning at the crack of dawn to the sound of a rooster crowing. How typical.

I was never a morning person. I groaned and pulled myself out of bed. This was going to be my life for the next year, but it would all be worth it. I had to believe that.

Working the farm was going to be hard labor, I thought as I looked up at the ceiling.

For a moment, I allowed myself to fantasize about being one of those women, eagerly awaiting my turn to be milked dry. Their tits bulged with milk, swelling underneath their skin, creating a taut canvas for Farmer Easton. He owned them, controlled them, used them for his own twisted desires.

I bet they didn't have to get up at dawn to work.

I shook my head. "Oh my god, Carlie," I said to myself. "Pull yourself together." I wasn't a hucow. I wasn't going to give up my life and my body to produce milk for strangers.

I got dressed in jeans and a gingham shirt before going downstairs.

Farmer Easton was there drinking coffee.

He motioned for me to take a seat at the table as he poured me a cup.

We ate breakfast together, mostly in silence. Our conversation consisted mainly of small talk. We talked about the weather, mostly. Despite the lack of depth to our chitchat, I felt myself gradually warming up to him. He had a charming smile and easygoing manner that put me at ease.

As we finished eating, Farmer Easton rose from his seat with a yawn.

"Ready to start the day?" he asked me.

I nodded, swallowing the last bite of scrambled eggs. "I guess so."

"Well kid, let's suit up and get to work," he grinned, wiping his mouth with a napkin.

With curiosity piqued, I followed him outside, where the sun had just barely cleared the horizon. Everything was flat fields as far as the eye could see. It was beautiful.

"You'll be helping with the milking today," he said.

I could hear the hucows moaning from inside the barn.

Warmth spread through me. "I will?"

"Surely you can handle the milking machine?" he asked with raised eyebrows. "The girls get their morning milking and then breakfast."

I nodded, following him into the barn.

The hucows raised their heads over their pens, begging to be milked. They writhed against the cold metal bars, nipples erect and throbbing with need.

I stood beside the farmer, staring in awe at the spectacle before me. These women were magnificent creatures, powerful and beautiful in their vulnerability. Their bodies were swollen with milk, and their cries of pleasure echoed through the barn.

Farmer Easton showed me the milking machine, that moved on a rail attached to the ceiling. All I had to do was go to and from each hucow, attach the suction cups and the machine would do the rest. Simple enough.

"Do you think you can handle this?" he asked.

I nodded, swallowing my nervousness. "Sure."

"Great," The farmer pointed to the first hucow. "Show me, then."

I moved to the pen, holding the milking apparatus in my hands. The hucow smiled at me eagerly, whimpering between her trembling lips as I reached under her to find her massive swollen tits.

My hands shook as I latched the suction cups onto her nipples and flipped the switch.

The whirring noise of the machine began to hum, and the hucow gasped in ecstasy. Her heavy breasts swelled with milk, filling the tubes that attached to the machine. I watched in fascination as streams of creamy liquid flowed into the collection container.

"You did great, girl," Farmer Easton praised me, his gaze fixed on the flowing milk.

"Thanks," I muttered, still awestruck by the sight. I quickly switched to the next hucow in line, eager to prove myself capable despite my shaky hands.

The process repeated itself, the hucow moaning loudly with every pulse of milk released through the machine. Each nipple expanded impossibly, stretching across the surface of the breast until the sensation became overwhelming. The hucow thrashed wildly, her entire body shaking with pleasure.

"That's right, baby," Farmer Easton cooed, watching the scene unfold. "Give us all that sweet milk."

His voice sent a chill down my spine even though I understood why he enjoyed this ritual. The power dynamic between him and the hucows was fascinating, almost addictive.

Watching the transformation from innocent woman to a horny, milk-producing machine was mesmerizing. Every movement, every reaction, every moan served as a testament to the farmer's control over them.

"How does it feel to watch this?" Farmer Easton asked me quietly as we moved from cow to cow.

I shrugged uneasily, focusing on connecting the next set of suction cups to another woman's engorged nipples. "It's strange," I admitted.

This hucow whimpered. Her milk production was much less than the others.

"What's wrong with her?" I asked, pointing to the brunette woman who was trembling on her hands and knees.

"She just needs a little... stimulation," the Farmer said.

Farmer Easton moved behind me. I could feel his cock pressing against my ass.

I gasped, holding my breath as he moved past me slow enough to be sure I felt his massive hard on.

Easton joined the woman in her pen, using his hand to rub her pussy until the scent of arousal filled the air. He used his fingers to massage her clit and get her pussy dripping wet.

I watched in amazement as she responded to his touch, her body arching and bucking uncontrollably.

"Oh yes, oh please, don't stop," she cried out.

My heart raced as I witnessed the transformation before my eyes. The hucow's swollen tits began to leak copious amounts of milk, running down her torso and pooling on the ground below.

"Hurry and reattach the milk machine," Easton ordered.

I nodded, fumbling to reattach the suction tubes. The hucow's milk flowed freely into the collection tank, every pull causing a moan to escape her.

The brunette writhed helplessly against the farmer's touch, her pussy pulsating with unbearable pleasure.

"Fuck," she whimpered, thrusting her hips against him. "Please, don't stop."

Farmer Easton chuckled softly, stroking her swollen tits. He unzipped his jeans and let his cock free. It was massive, glistening and throbbing. Without hesitation, he forced it inside her and began pumping violently.

It only took a moment for her to reach her climax. I watched in disbelief as the hucow came, convulsing in a wave of orgasmic bliss.

Her screams echoed through the barn, mingling with the rhythmic hum of the milking machines.

Farmer Easton continued to pound her pussy until he emptied his seed inside of her with a groan. He took a moment to catch his breath before pulling out. His semes spilled down her inner thigh.

"Now, that's what I call a good milking," he laughed, patting the hucow affectionately on the head and zipping up his jeans.

Her eyes rolled back in pleasure, and she continued to orgasm uncontrollably.

"Is she okay?" I asked, alarmed by the intensity of her reactions.

"Oh yes," Farmer Easton assured me. "They love being milked and fucked, especially when they're aroused."

I stared blankly at the hucow, unable to tear my gaze away from her swollen, leaking nipples. The farmer had just fucked her in front of me without even a hint of shame. It seemed routine to him.

Wetness was spreading between my legs at the memory of watching him claim her with no ceremony. He'd just used her to fuck and make milk, and she'd loved every moment. Was that the life of a hucow? Her only purpose?

"Anyway, I have some stuff to do," the farmer said. "Can I trust you to finish the last few milkings?"

I nodded, my face burning. "Uh, yeah, sure."

"And if any others are looking dry, feel free to get Henry, my right-hand man. He can... get them flowing again," Easton said with a wink.


THREE

I finished the milking without having to call upon Henry to fuck any more of the hucows.

But the memory of watching the farmer satisfy his human slave cows made me horny beyond belief. My wet panties were warm against my slit as I finished my duties, putting back the milking machine and feeding the hucows.

When I was done, the hucows had gone quiet, napping on their hay beds with tummies full of food and breasts beginning to prepare the next batch of precious milk.

I let out a sigh as I wandered around, finding a room at the back of the barn where the main holding tank for the milk stood towering above me. The stainless steel glinted in the light. The air was cold, causing my nipples to tighten against my shirt.

My body was throbbing with need.

I looked around to make sure I was alone before slipping my hand down the front of my light-washed jeans. My fingers found my wet slit and passed gently over my clit. I suppressed a tiny moan by biting down on my lip.

This was so naughty of me, but I couldn't help myself. I'd watched the farmer fuck a hucow earlier, and now I desperately wanted to do the same. But with whom? And how? No other men lived on the farm except for the farmer himself.

Then Henry popped into my mind. I remembered the farmer mentioning him earlier. What was it he said? Oh right, Henry could stimulate the hucows to produce more milk. But how exactly? With sex? And if that was true, then maybe I could use such an opportunity to finally taste the forbidden fruit.

Maybe Henry could provide me with the relief I craved. After all, he was the one responsible for making the hucows feel good, right?

The idea of Henry being the source of the hucows' pleasure excited me. Just thinking about it made my pussy throb with anticipation. What if he could do the same for me?

The thought made me go crazy. I rubbed my clit in tiny circles, pressing down on the sensitive nub with one hand and steadying myself against the wall with the other.

The cold steel of the tank pressed against my back, sending a delicious shiver down my spine. My nipples hardened into pebbles, protruding through my thin shirt. I could smell my arousal, a musky scent that filled the air around me as I came.

Suddenly, the sound of footsteps approaching the room caused me to freeze. I quickly retracted my hand from my pants and tried to compose myself. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, knowing that someone had caught me masturbating.

"Hey there," a gruff voice said.

I turned around to see Henry standing in the doorway, his arms crossed over his chest. He was tall and muscular, with broad shoulders and piercing blue eyes. I noticed a slight bulge in his jeans, and I instantly felt a surge of excitement.

"Hey," I managed to squeak out.

"I caught the tail end of your uh... moment," Henry smirked suggestively. "Mind telling me what you want that badly?"

My cheeks flushed scarlet, and I dropped my gaze to the floor. "Nothing," I mumbled.

Henry gave me a knowing look.

"Come on, sugar, you can tell me. I won't judge."

I swallowed the lump in my throat, mustering up the courage to speak. "I've never... I mean, I've never really had sex before."

His eyes widened in surprise. "Never? Are you serious?"

I nodded, my face heating up. "I've been focused on school and paying off my debts."

Henry studied me carefully.

"And seeing all of those women. Seeing Farmer Easton... it makes me..."

The muscular farmhand grinned. "Would you like me to help out?" Henry asked, his eyes sparkling mischievously. "I've been told I'm quite skilled at stimulating the ladies."

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. "I'd... I'd appreciate that," I murmured shyly. I was so nervous the words came out awkward.

Henry sauntered over to me, his confident stride making my knees weak. He placed a firm hand on my hip, pulling me close to his solid frame. I could feel his erection against my belly, sending a thrill of desire coursing through me.

"You wanna see what I can do, sugar?" He asked, his breath against my neck.

"Yes!" I almost begged.

Henry slipped his hands over my hips, pulling down my jeans and freeing me from my wet panties. Then he kissed me, his tongue probing my mouth with a hunger that ignited a fire within me.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, pressing my body tightly against his.

He lifted me up effortlessly, carrying me towards the corner of the room onto a old wooden bench. He gently lowered me onto the bench, my heart racing with anticipation. He kneeled down, his gaze locked on my pussy.

"So pretty," he whispered, reaching out to stroke my wet slit.

"I've seen you with your clothes on, but seeing you like this," he trailed his finger along my labia, "I mean, wow. You're fucking gorgeous."

I bit my lip, enjoying the attention. "You're not too bad yourself," I teased him.

Henry laughed, his fingers sliding into my wet folds. "Wow," he marveled. "Your wetness is amazing."

"Please, be gentle," I whispered.

Henry chuckled darkly, his thumb circling my clit as he probed deeper into my cunt. "I can't wait to see you lose control," he growled, his voice thick with lust.

I arched my back, grinding against his hand. My heart hammered in my chest, and a rush of adrenaline surged through me.

"Relax, sugar," Henry cooed, leaning forward to kiss my inner thighs.

"Just let me make you feel good."

I exhaled deeply, doing my best to loosen up under his touch. I had never experienced anything like this before, and I found myself incredibly nervous. But the way Henry's fingers danced over my flesh, tracing paths along my curves and sensitive spots, made it impossible not to melt into his ministrations.

"That feels so good," I moaned, closing my eyes and surrendering to the sensations washing over me.

"Good," Henry rumbled, smiling slyly.

The farm hand stood up, letting his denim overalls fall around his ankle.

I marveled at his massive erect dick, pushing up from under his white t-shirt.

It was throbbing, oozing pre-cum, which sparkled and shimmered in the light. He wasted no time positioning me on the worn wooden bench, bending me over so my ass was in the air. His strong hands grabbed my hips, pulling me closer to him.

"Don't worry," he reassured me with a husky whisper. "I won't hurt you."

"I hope not," I managed to say, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

Henry pushed the swollen head of his cock against my entrance, just like Farmer Easton had done to the hucow.

I whimpered, feeling the pressure building within me. "Be gentle," I pleaded.

"I promise," Henry replied, his tone calm and soothing. He slid his length into me inch by inch, the sensation overwhelming. I gasped, clutching onto the edge of the bench as he filled me up. My tight pussy stretched around his girth, accommodating him with each careful push.

I could feel his hardness deep inside me, stirring feelings of intense pleasure as he took my virginity.

Henry's muscular body pressed against mine, his hands gripping my hips firmly. He started moving slowly, thrusting in and out of me with a steady rhythm.

"Does it feel good?" he asked, his voice low and seductive.

"Yes," I moaned, my whole body quivering with anticipation. "It feels so good."

Henry smiled at me, his blue eyes shining with lust. "I'm glad you're enjoying it," he said, thrusting harder and faster.

I closed my eyes, concentrating on the sensations flooding through me.

The warmth of Henry's breath against my skin, the rough texture of his hands gripping my hips, and the incredible feeling of his cock plunging deep inside me. It was all so perfect.

"You feel so good, baby," Henry murmured, his pace increasing. "I've never had such a tight, hot pussy before."

"I'm gonna cum," I gasped, arching my back and grinding against him.

Henry chuckled darkly, grabbing my hair and yanking my head back. "You gonna cum with me?" he whispered, his breath hot against my ear.

I groaned as I felt my climax nearing.

Henry's cock drove deeper into me, stretching my pussy to accept every inch of him. "You're so fucking tight," he growled, his grip tightening on my hips. "You're squeezing my cock so hard. I'm gonna cum!"

We both let out guttural moans as we came in unison. Henry's hot cum filled my pussy, every twitch followed by another spurt of seed.

I screamed, my orgasm rocking my core as I collapsed onto the bench, panting heavily. "Fuck!" I sighed.

Henry withdrew, standing up and pulling his overalls back up. "Damn, sugar, you'd make a fine hucow."

I looked up at him. He wasn't the only one who was thinking that. The more time I spent here the more I wanted to be fucked and milked all day. "Do you think so?" I asked.

"Without a doubt," the farmhand said with a grin.

I bit my bottom lip. Here I was, splayed out on a wooden bench with cum leaking from my pussy and yet I was the happiest I'd ever been.

"Do you... do you think Farmer Easton would mind?" I asked.

Henry's gaze intensified. "Why ask?" He gestured to a refrigerated cabinet near the milking machines. "We can inject you right here and now."


FOUR

I hesitated briefly, glancing nervously at the refrigerated cabinet containing the serum.

I knew what it meant, and it was terrifying yet tantalizing. To become a hucow, to live out my newfound fantasies of being dominated and milked relentlessly, it was an offer I couldn't refuse. The possibility of escaping my financial woes, coupled with the eroticism of being transformed into a submissive creature designed solely for the pleasure of others, was too enticing to pass up.

"Become a hucow?" I whispered to myself.

Henry opened the cabinet, revealing the shining bottles of serum. "One injection is all it takes to start the transformation," he said. His eyes shone with lust. "Then, you can have all the fucking cock you want, sugar."

"I'll do it," I said, sealing my fate.

"Excellent," the farm hand said. He walked back to me and ripped off my shirt and bra, revealing my tits. He let out a low whistle. "I can't wait to see these full of cream."

Once I was completely naked, he brought me to the cabinet where he prepared the serum injection.

"Have you done this before?" I asked, unable to shake the nervousness from my voice.

"Of course," He said. He held up a syringe. "Time to start your new life as a hucow."

I gasped as the needle plunged into my thigh.

A wave of heat washed over me, the sensation akin to a thousand butterflies fluttering in my veins. My skin buzzed with electricity, and my muscles tensed as the serum coursed through my bloodstream.

"How will I know if it worked?" I asked, squirming beneath Henry's grasp.

"Trust me, you'll know," he said, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. "These injections work wonders."

My knees went weak and I lowered myself to the floor. My heart fluttered as the serum worked through my body.

As the minutes ticked by, I lay on the cold concrete floor, waiting for something to happen. I expected immediate changes, but nothing came. My heartbeat slowed, and I began to question whether I was going insane.

"Am I supposed to be feeling something?" I asked, trying to keep panic at bay.

"Just give it time," Henry replied confidently. "It takes effect gradually."

"Okay," I mumbled, my fear growing.

Suddenly, I felt my breasts start to grow larger and an intense burning in my pussy filled my body with need. I was suddenly hornier than I had ever felt in my life. I let out a low moan.

"There you go, sugar," Henry said. "The serum is working!"

I blinked, feeling the changes taking place within me. My senses heightened, and my body ached with an insatiable lust. The walls seemed to shimmer, and my vision blurred slightly. Everything appeared distorted as if I was looking through a foggy lens.

"By this time tomorrow you'll be a real hucow," the farmhand said with an eager grin.

The world began to spin and the room went dark.

The last thing I remembered was Henry carrying me back to the barn.

-

The next morning, I woke up in a stall covered in hay. My breasts were aching uncontrollably, filled with milk. My nipples were hard and warm to the touch.

When I touched them, a stream of milk spurted out, landing on my hands. I tasted it; the sweetness was intoxicating.

The door to the stall creaked open slowly, and Farmer Easton stepped in. His heavy boots thudded on the wooden floor as he approached my pen. He looked over the railing and clicked his tongue. "This took less time than I anticipated," he said. "Couldn't resist the appeal of becoming a hucow, huh?"

I blushed. "I'm sorry I didn't ask first."

The farmer cut me off with a shake of his head.

"Welcome to your new life as a hucow," he said, stepping closer to me. "Are you ready to serve me?"

"I-I think so," I stammered.

Farmer Easton reached out his hand to cup one of my swollen breasts. "Look at this beauty," he said, pinching my nipple. A stream of fresh milk trickled down my breast, hitting the hay beneath me.

The sweet aroma wafted through the air, filling my nostrils with its intoxicating scent. Farmer Easton smiled wickedly, his eyes glued to my exposed bosom.

"You're already producing milk," he commented, his voice husky with desire. "I bet you're hungry for a good fucking, aren't you?"

I hesitated, unsure of how to respond. This entire situation was surreal, and my body felt alien. The intense longing for release that had consumed me since waking up was almost unbearable.

My swollen, throbbing clit beckoned for the touch of a man, and my engorged breasts yearned for a good suckling. I had never imagined myself in this position - a willing participant in a perverse game of submission and domination. Yet the desire to submit to Farmer Easton's desires grew stronger with each passing second.

"Tell me, hucow," the farmer purred, his fingers dancing dangerously close to my slick, dripping pussy. "What do you crave most?"

How could I decide? My heavy swaying tits made the decision for me. "Please, I need to be milked," I begged.

"Then beg for it. Moo for me, cow," the farmer said, slapping my ass with his rough palm.

The sound woke up the other hucows from their sleep. They all started moaning and begging for the same thing. The noise filled the barn - the sound of pure animalistic lust.

"Please, please milk me!" I cried louder to be heard over my new barn-mates.

Farmer Easton grinned. "Good girl." He left and returned with the milking machine. "Normally, you'd have to wait your turn, but seeing how this is your first time, I'll make an exception."

My eyes grew wide as I took in the beauty of the stainless steel milking machine.

Its sleek, polished surface reflected the dim light from the nearby windows, casting a soft glow on the barn's dusty interior. The contraption consisted of two large metal cups attached to a long, flexible tube that snaked down to a collection bucket resting on the ground. The farmer maneuvered the device expertly, attaching it to my aching nipples with a practiced ease.

"You've got nice, round teats," he remarked as he secured the suction cups over my tender buds.

A sudden jolt of pleasure ran through me as the machine hummed to life, sucking greedily at my swelling breasts.

"They're going to make lovely treats for any lucky fella who gets to enjoy their bounty, isn't that right?"

I nodded in agreement, my gaze fixed on the pulsing tubes connecting my nipples to the milking apparatus. Each pull sent waves of ecstasy rippling through my body, eliciting moans of pleasure that echoed throughout the barn.

Farmer Easton leaned in close, his lips brushing against my ear. 'That's a good hucow."

I watched my milk flow from my teats through the plastic tubing. Every pull took more of my precious white nectar in a rhythmic trance. I let out another moan, surrendering to the pleasure of being milked.

The farmer continued to watch me intently, his eyes glazed over with lust.

"Should I stop?" he asked, his voice barely audible over the humming of the milking machine.

I shook my head, unable to speak coherently. "No, don't stop," I managed to croak between gasps. "I love the feeling."

The farmer's smile widened, and he squeezed my breast gently. "As you wish," he said, running his hand down my side until it rested on my thigh.

I arched my back, relishing the sensation of his calloused fingers grazing my skin. The combination of pain and pleasure was overwhelming, and I couldn't help but moan softly.

Farmer Easton's eyes narrowed, and he licked his lips hungrily. "You're getting hotter every minute, my dear."

I gulped, my throat dry. "I am?"

"Oh yes," he replied, stroking his cock through his pants. "Now it's time for you to experience the other half of the hucow life - breeding."
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My entire body quivered with need as he removed the milking cups from my tits and entered the pen. I could see the outline of his cock pressing against his jeans.

I licked my lips. "Please," I begged.

Farmer Easton grinned. "You're gonna get along here just fine, Carlie."

Farmer Easton caressed my cheek affectionately, his fingers trailing downwards, lingering on my plump lips. "In fact, I'm sure you'll thrive."

I smiled weakly, still adjusting to my new life as a hucow. "Thank you, farmer," I whispered.

Easton moved behind me, his rough hands grabbing at my ass and thighs. "Henry told me he popped your cherry yesterday," he mused as his fingers ran along my wet slit.

I moaned in response.

"Didn't take much time for you to realize how wonderful my farm is," Easton added with a chuckle.

My body tensed as I heard him unzip his fly. He grabbed me by the hips and forced his cock into me. I yelped as he filled me - still raw from losing my virginity yesterday. The intense friction was too much to bear, yet the thought of being used by Farmer Easton excited me beyond measure.

"God, you're tight," he groaned, his cock buried deep within me. "But I'll stretch you out soon enough."

His words stoked the flames of my desire, and I moaned loudly, clawing at the hay and straw beneath me.

"You're a horny little slut, aren't you?" he taunted, pumping his cock in and out of me.

"I'm going to breed you so hard that you'll be able to produce gallons of milk for the rest of your days."

I bucked wildly against him, desperate for release.

The dirty floor beneath me crunched under my weight, serving as a stark reminder of my new purpose. I was no longer a human, but a vessel designed for pleasure and procreation.

"You're mine now, Carlie," he growled, his fingers digging into my hips.

"All of you belongs to me and my farm."

I writhed beneath him, my pussy clenching around his thick, pulsating cock. Our bodies glistened with sweat, creating a slick sheen of lube between us. His balls slapped against my ass.

"I want to hear you scream," he demanded, his thrusts becoming more forceful.

"Please, more," I moaned, throwing back my head. I gasped as his hand smacked my ass, leaving red marks on my skin.

"I'm going to fuck you until you can't walk anymore," he growled, his hands roaming up and down my body. "You're going to be my personal hucow from now on."

I moaned, the word "hucow" rolling off my tongue like a mantra. It was a strange concept, but I was beginning to truly embrace it.

"Yes, Farmer Easton," I breathed, my voice hoarse. "I want to be your hucow."

He smirked, his fingers teasing my nipples. Milk trickled from them, spilling onto the hay. "And I'm going to use you for breeding. You're going to be the best hucow this farm ever had."

I groaned, feeling the eyes of the other hucows watching us mating like animals. I didn't care. In fact, it made the whole thing even hotter.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," Easton groaned.

Each thrust sent spasms shooting through my body, and I knew he was right on the brink.

"Cum with me, Carlie," he ordered, his cock pulsing inside me.

I threw my head back, screaming with pleasure as I came. My pussy convulsed around Easton's shaft, squeezing it tightly and causing him to erupt moments later.

"Fuck, yes!" he shouted, filling me with his sticky seed.

The intensity of our shared orgasm overwhelmed me, and I collapsed onto the hay, panting heavily.

Easton remained inside me, his cock still pulsing with residual ejaculate.

"Mmm," I moaned softly, feeling the remnants of his spunk drip down my legs. "I think I liked that… breeding part."

Easton chuckled, withdrawing his semi-hard member from my dripping pussy. "Well, then," he said, zipping up his pants. "I'll be sure to come by often." He wiped the sweat from his forehead.

"Good morning, sir," Henry's voice interrupted my thoughts.

I looked up to see Henry taking the milking machine and beginning his morning duties.

Easton left my pen with nothing more than a pat on my head.

"See you saw Carlie has become one of the herd," the farmhand continued, looking over his shoulder and eyeing me up and down.

"Good call, boy," Easton said, smacking his shoulder cheerfully. "That was some fine pussy." He slapped Henry on the back, acknowledging the farmhand's prowess in tending to the hucows. "Always knew you had the right touch."

Henry cast a sideways glance at me, laying in the stall, basking in the afterglow of my breeding session. He swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing noticeably. "Thanks, boss," he muttered, averting his gaze to focus on the task at hand.

The morning sun filtered through the grimy windows, casting shadows across the barn.

I knew that Henry would come to me soon and fill me with his seed. Breeding and milking. That was my future now.

Being bred and milked every day until I became the perfect hucow.

Pushing out gallons of milk for Farmers Easton and Henry, I'd also serve as their personal sex toy. Their cum would fill me up and overflow from my cunt. Farmer Easton's seed would nourish my body, fueling my production of milk for the farm.

The idea of being his personal breeder and milkmaid thrilled me.

I craved the feeling of being owned, desired, and needed. The prospect of being impregnated by Farmer Easton's seed was increasingly appealing. I envisioned my belly swelling with child, and the thought of spending the rest of my days in service to the farm, providing nourishment for countless others, filled me with a sense of purpose.

My time on the farm was only supposed to be for a year, but I wasn’t sure I’d ever want to leave this heaven on earth.

I let out a low moan and settled into the hay. Content.

THE END
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