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The lantern swayed gently in the evening breeze, casting an inviting glow that pierced the encroaching darkness. Mary quickened her pace, her weary legs propelled by a desperate hope. As she drew nearer, she could make out a weathered sign hanging above the door: "Angel's Rest Ranch."

Mary knocked tentatively, then more urgently as no answer came. Finally, the door creaked open to reveal a grizzled man with piercing blue eyes and a shock of white hair.

The man's gaze traveled over Mary's voluptuous figure, taking in every detail. Her once-fine dress was now tattered and stained, clinging to her curves in all the wrong places. But even in her haggard state, her beauty shone through.

Her full breasts strained against the fabric, their ripe swell heaving with each labored breath. The man's eyes lingered on her cleavage, imagining the soft flesh beneath. Lower still, her wide hips and round ass were accentuated by the tight skirt, begging to be grabbed and squeezed.

Mary shifted from foot to foot, drawing attention to her long legs, toned from years of riding. They stretched up to meet the juncture between her thighs.

"Howdy there," he said gruffly. "You look like you've seen better days. Mind if I ask what brings a lady like you out here all alone?"

Mary's voice trembled as she began her story. "Please sir, I need your help desperately. My name is Mary Wilkins and I was traveling by stagecoach when we were attacked by bandits. They robbed us and left me stranded out here in the middle of nowhere." Tears welled up in her eyes as the memory of that terrifying ordeal replayed in her mind.

"They took everything I had - my luggage, my money, even my watch that belonged to my father. I've been walking for two days now with no food or water." She shuddered at the thought of the harsh desert sun beating down on her as she wandered lost and alone.

"I thought I would die out there," Mary confessed, her voice cracking with emotion. "But then I saw your lantern and I knew I had to find help. You're my only hope now."

The man's stern expression softened as he listened to Mary's plight. He stepped aside and ushered her into the cozy interior of his ranch house.

"Come inside, Miss Wilkins," he said kindly. "You must be exhausted. Let's get you some food and water and then we'll figure out what to do next."

As Mary gratefully followed him inside, she felt a wave of relief wash over her. She had found an angel in disguise, ready to offer aid in her darkest hour. With his help, perhaps she could find her way back home again.

He ushered Mary into a cozy kitchen where a pot bubbled over the stove, filling the air with the aroma of stewing venison and herbs. Mary sank gratefully into a chair by the table as the man ladled out two generous portions.

"My name's Ezekiel," he said, handing her a bowl. "Been runnin' this place since my wife passed on five years ago. Ain't much company out here."

"So Angel's Rest...?" Mary asked between bites of the hearty stew.

"That was my wife's name," Ezekiel replied wistfully. "Figured it was fitting to name this place after an angel."

As Mary savored the rich, comforting flavors of Ezekiel's stew, she couldn't help but feel a renewed sense of hope. The kindness and warmth radiating from this rugged cowboy was like a balm to her weary soul.

"So tell me, Ezekiel," Mary ventured after a moment, "what made you decide to settle out here in the middle of nowhere?"

Ezekiel's weathered face creased into a smile as he leaned back in his chair. "Well, Miss Wilkins, I reckon it was a combination of things. Wanted to get away from the noise and crowds of the city life. Craved the open spaces and freedom of the frontier."

He took a sip of coffee before continuing. "My wife Abigail always dreamed of starting our own ranch out west. We saved up for years, scrimped and scraped every penny we could. Finally, when we had enough, we packed up everything we owned and headed out to make our fortune."

Mary listened intently as Ezekiel regaled her with tales of their arduous journey across the country - braving harsh weather, treacherous terrain, and hostile natives. Through it all, Abigail had been his rock - a tireless force of nature who never let hardship get her down.

"When we finally reached Angel's Rest," Ezekiel reminisced fondly, "it was like finding paradise on earth. Miles of untouched wilderness, teeming with game and ripe for the taking. We built this house with our own two hands and started raising cattle."

"But tragedy struck not long after," he said solemnly. "Abigail took ill with consumption one winter. Despite my best efforts to nurse her back to health, she passed away within months." Ezekiel's eyes grew misty as he gazed out the window at the snow-capped peaks in the distance.

"I swore I'd honor her memory by making Angel's Rest thrive," he continued after a moment. "Been running this place solo ever since - It's hard work but I take pride in it."

Mary reached out and placed her hand gently over Ezekiel's calloused one. "I'm so sorry for your loss," she murmured softly. "It sounds like Abigail was an incredible woman."

Ezekiel squeezed her fingers gratefully before withdrawing his hand to wipe away a stray tear. "She was indeed," he agreed gruffly. "And now here you are - another angel sent to brighten my lonely days."

Mary blushed at his words but couldn't help but feel touched by his sincerity. For the first time since leaving Boston, she didn't feel quite so alone in the world.

As they ate, Ezekiel inquired about Mary's life back east. She told him of her failed Marriage and how she was heading to Clearwater to be the new schoolteacher.

"You know," Ezekiel mused thoughtfully when she finished her story, "sometimes life has a funny way of leading us where we're meant to be." He fixed Mary with a penetrating stare that seemed to see right through her.

"What do you mean?" Mary asked curiously.

Ezekiel leaned back in his chair, regarding Mary with an inscrutable expression. "I'm suggesting that maybe this is where you're meant to be," he said softly. "Right here, with me, at Angel's Rest."

"I... I don't know what to say," Mary stammered, suddenly feeling light-headed. "This is all so unexpected."

"You don't have to say anything," he assured her gently. "Just think about it.”

After dinner, Ezekiel drew a warm bath for Mary, the water steaming invitingly as he poured in fragrant oils. He showed her to the bathroom.

"You're welcome to take your time," Ezekiel said, his voice low. "I'll be right outside if you need anything."

He shut the door behind him, but not before stealing one last glance at Mary's body. The sight of her generous curves stirred something within him.

Unable to resist temptation, Ezekiel pressed his eye to the crack in the door, peering inside. He watched, transfixed, as Mary slipped out of her dress and unfastened her corset. Her enormous breasts sprang free, nipples already stiffening in the cool air.

Ezekiel swallowed hard, his manhood twitching in his trousers as he drank in the glorious sight of Mary's naked form. She was even more breathtaking than he had imagined - all soft, womanly flesh and tempting valleys.

As Mary sank into the tub with a contented sigh, Ezekiel tore himself away from the door and retreated to his study. But even there, he could still conjure up the image of Mary's nude body glistening wet and inviting.

After her bath, Ezekiel showed Mary to a small room with a freshly made bed. "Rest up," he said kindly. "We'll figure out how to get you to Clearwater in the mornin' if that’s what you want to do."

Mary bid him goodnight, too weary to ponder what tomorrow might bring. As she drifted off to sleep, she murmured a prayer of thanks for this guardian angel who had appeared in her darkest hour.
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Morning light streamed through the lace curtains, casting a warm glow across Mary's face as she stirred awake. For a moment, she was disoriented - the unfamiliar surroundings felt like a hazy dream. But then it all came rushing back - the stagecoach robbery, Ezekiel's heroic rescue, and the cozy sanctuary of Angel's Rest.

Stretching languorously, Mary padded out to the kitchen in search of breakfast. She found Ezekiel already hard at work, cracking eggs into a skillet with practiced ease. The sizzling aroma of bacon and coffee filled the air.

"There she is," Ezekiel greeted her with a grin. "Sleep well?"

"Like a baby," Mary replied, sinking gratefully into a chair. "I can't thank you enough for your hospitality."

"Not necessary," Ezekiel dismissed with a wave of his hand. "Anything for a damsel in distress." He winked playfully before plating up two generous helpings of eggs and bacon.

As they ate, Ezekiel informed Mary that he had sent a telegram to Clearwater to let them know about her delay. "Shouldn't be too much trouble rescheduling your arrival if you choose to continue on."

"I suppose I should be grateful for this forced rest," Mary mused thoughtfully. "Though I do feel guilty imposing on you like this."

"You're no imposition," Ezekiel assured her warmly. "Besides, I could use the company." His eyes crinkled at the corners as he smiled.

Suddenly, there was a commotion outside - angry shouts and pounding hooves. Ezekiel leapt up from the table, sprinting for the door with Mary hot on his heels.

In the yard stood two surly-looking men astride horses, scowling down at Ezekiel as he confronted them. "Can I help you gentlemen?" he asked tersely.

"That's no way to greet your neighbors," one of them sneered. He was grizzled and weather-beaten, with cold grey eyes that raked over Mary appraisingly. "Name's Jasper. This here's my cousin Liam."

"So what brings you boys all the way out here?" Ezekiel asked warily.

"We heard you had some...company," Jasper replied with an oily smirk. His gaze lingered on Mary's ample bosom in an unsettling way that made her stomach turn.

"That's right," Ezekiel said firmly, stepping protectively in front of Mary. "Miss Wilkins is my guest and under my protection."

Liam snorted derisively. "Protection? What kind of protection can an old geezer like you offer? Maybe we oughta show her what real men are like."

In one swift motion, Ezekiel drew his revolver and aimed it squarely between Jasper's narrowed eyes. The air crackled with tension as Liam reached for his own six-shooter.

"Not another move," Ezekiel warned in a voice colder than ice. "You boys best ride on outta here before there's blood spilled."

Jasper glared daggers at Ezekiel but prudently raised his hands in surrender. "This ain't over," he spat venomously before wheeling his horse around and galloping off with Liam in tow.

Mary's heart hammered wildly in her chest as she watched the two men ride off, kicking up clouds of dust. She let out a shuddering breath she hadn't realized she'd been holding.

"Are you alright?" Ezekiel asked solicitously, holstering his revolver at his hip.

"Yes," Mary replied shakily. "Thank you for...for standing up to them." She gazed at him with newfound respect and admiration. “Who were they?”

“Rustlers.”

As Ezekiel led Mary back towards the ranch house, she couldn't help but notice the absence of livestock in the surrounding pastures. The land stretched out before them, vast and empty save for the swaying grasses. No cattle lowed in the distance or horses whinnied greetings as they approached.

"Why are there no animals here?" Mary asked curiously, glancing around at the barren landscape. "When I arrived yesterday, I noticed there wasn't a single cow or chicken to be seen."

Ezekiel's weathered face darkened and he was silent for a long moment. "It's a long story," Ezekiel said heavily as they walked. "This used to be a thriving ranch, one of the biggest in the territory. We had hundreds of head of cattle, chickens, pigs... you name it. But then a few years back, we were hit with one calamity after another."

He shook his head ruefully. "First there was a terrible drought that dried up the pastures and watering holes. Then a plague swept through the herds, killing off more than half our cattle. To top it all off, we were raided by rustlers not once, but twice. They stole most of what was left."

“So if you don’t have livestock, what did they want?”

“Oh, I have Livestock. Just a different kind.”

She followed Ezekiel inside the ranch house, her mind racing with questions. What did he mean by a "different kind" of livestock? She had seen no signs of any animals on the property when she arrived yesterday, save for the two horses in the stable.
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As they crossed the threshold into the kitchen, Ezekiel closed the door firmly behind them. He turned to face Mary, hands on his hips. "You see, Miss Wilkins, this ranch may not be what it once was, but we've found a way to adapt and survive."

He began pacing slowly around the room, gesturing animatedly as he spoke. "When the cattle died and the rustlers stole what was left, I had to get creative. That's when I hit upon an idea - why not raise a different kind of livestock entirely? Something that could provide sustenance and income without requiring vast pastures or watering holes."

Mary frowned in confusion. "I'm not following you," she admitted. "What do you mean by 'different kind'?"

Ezekiel paused in his pacing and fixed Mary with an intense stare. "Human livestock," he said bluntly. "Specifically, hucows."

Mary blinked rapidly, trying to process this revelation. Human livestock? Hucows? She had heard whispers of such things before but always dismissed them as mere rumor or fantasy.

"Are you serious?" she asked incredulously. "You're telling me you raise...you raise people here? Like cattle?"

"Not just people," Ezekiel clarified. "Specifically bred and trained hucows. Beautiful young women with voluptuous physiques, engineered to produce abundant milk and serve their masters' every whim."

He moved closer to Mary until he was looming over her, his bulky frame dominating her personal space. She felt a thrill of apprehension as she gazed up at him.

"So that's what Jasper and Liam were after," Ezekiel continued darkly. "They're part of a rival operation that wants to steal my prized hucows for themselves." His hand shot out to grasp Mary's chin firmly between thumb and forefinger.

"They'll stop at nothing to get their hands on them," he warned gravely. "And now that they've seen you..." His eyes raked over Mary's body appreciatively as his grip tightened just shy of painful.

"So you'd best stay close to me if you want to avoid ending up as one of their playthings." He released her chin abruptly and turned away with a humorless chuckle.

"And trust me," he added over his shoulder as he strode towards the back door, "that's no fate for a lady like you."

“I want to see them…The Hucows.” she said.

Ezekiel paused in the doorway, glancing back at Mary with a raised eyebrow. "You want to see the hucows?" he asked, sounding mildly surprised.

Mary nodded emphatically, her curiosity getting the better of her hesitation. "Yes," she said firmly. "I want to understand what it is you do here."

Ezekiel studied her for a long moment, as if weighing his options. Then he shrugged and jerked his head towards the door. "Alright then," he said gruffly. "Follow me."

He led Mary out of the house and across the yard towards a large barn situated some distance away from the main buildings. As they approached, Mary could hear muffled noises emanating from within - indistinct feminine voices and occasional lowing noises that sent a shiver down her spine.

Ezekiel slid open the heavy wooden door and gestured for Mary to precede him inside. She stepped hesitantly into the dim interior, blinking as her eyes adjusted to the gloom.

And then she saw them.

A dozen or more young women were scattered throughout the cavernous space, most of them lounging on piles of straw or seated at small wooden tables. They were all strikingly beautiful, with voluptuous figures and ripe, milky complexions.

As Mary gazed around in wonderment, Ezekiel moved up beside her. "These are my prize hucows," he said proudly, gesturing at the assembled women. "Each one carefully bred and trained to be the perfect dairy cow."

Mary's eyes widened as she noticed something else - every single one of these women had large breasts straining against their flimsy shirts, their nipples visibly erect even through the thin fabric.

"They've been milked regularly since coming here," Ezekiel explained, noticing Mary's astonished expression. "It's how we keep them producing at peak capacity."

One of the hucows near the doorway caught sight of Mary and Ezekiel and rose languidly to her feet. She sauntered over with an inviting smile, her heavy breasts swaying hypnotically with each step.

"This here is Daisy," Ezekiel said as the hucow arrived beside them. "She's our top producer. Can fill a gallon jug in less than an hour."

Daisy dipped into a graceful curtsy, her cleavage nearly spilling out of her low-cut top as she did so. She gazed up at Mary with big doe eyes fringed by long lashes.

"It's a pleasure to meet you," Daisy said sweetly, her voice like honey. "We don't get many visitors 'round these parts."

Daisy then gazed at Ezekiel adoringly as he cupped her swollen breast and gave it an appreciative squeeze. Milk dribbled from her erect nipple.

"And over there is Liza," Ezekiel continued, pointing to a slender blonde with breasts smaller than Daisy’s capped by rosy nipples. "She may not have Daisy's yield, but she makes up for it in other ways." He winked.

Liza responded by arching her back and thrusting out her chest invitingly.

Mary felt a flush creep up her neck as she took in the sight of these women - no, these cows - on display like livestock. A part of her was appalled by their treatment...yet another part thrilled at the raw sexuality emanating from every corner of the barn.

"Do you see now why Jasper and Liam want my hucows so badly?" Ezekiel asked rhetorically, turning to face Mary with a wicked grin. "They'd do anything to get their hands on prime breeding stock like this." His eyes raked over her body suggestively.

"They're...they're so big," Mary breathed in disbelief. "Those breasts...and their waists..." She shook her head slowly as if waking from a dream.

"They're hucows," Ezekiel said simply. He stepped further into the barn-like structure, gesturing expansively at the array of captive women.

"Their sole purpose is to produce milk - gallons and gallons of it," he explained proudly. "Which I then sell or use myself. It's quite profitable, I assure you."

Mary swallowed hard against the lump in her throat as Ezekiel reached out to stroke one nearby hucow's pendulous breast almost tenderly.

"They're like any other livestock," he murmured. "Built for one purpose alone." His dark eyes glittered as he regarded Mary's stunned reaction.

"So tell me Miss Wilkins," Ezekiel purred silkily as he moved closer to her once more. "What do you think? Are you disgusted? Aroused? Both?"

Mary's heart raced as Ezekiel invaded her personal space, his eyes boring into hers with a predatory intensity that both frightened and thrilled her. She could smell his musky scent mixed with the heady aroma of milk and hay that permeated the hucow barn.

"I...I..." she stammered, unable to find the words. Her mind was reeling, torn between revulsion at these women's subjugation and an undeniable heat coiling low in her belly at the sight of their voluptuous bodies on display.

Ezekiel seemed to sense her inner turmoil. He reached out to trail a calloused finger along Mary's jawline, tilting her chin up so she was forced to meet his penetrating gaze.

"You're feeling it too, aren't you?" he murmured huskily. "The pull of this place...these women. It's primitive. Powerful." His thumb brushed over her lower lip. "Don't fight it."

Mary shuddered as Ezekiel's touch left tingles in its wake. She knew she should push him away, demand to leave this bizarre den of iniquity at once...but some masochistic part of her wanted to see further into this shadowy world he'd revealed.

Slowly, almost hypnotically, Mary found herself nodding. "I...I want to understand," she whispered hoarsely. "Show me more."

A slow smirk spread across Ezekiel's rugged features at her acquiescence. He released her chin and stepped back with a curt nod.

"As you wish." With that, he turned on his heel and strode deeper into the barn, clearly expecting Mary to follow.

She did, drawn irresistibly onward by morbid fascination and a traitorous ache between her thighs.
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As they walked among the hucows, Ezekiel pointed out various details - how each woman had been bred for specific attributes like breast size or docility; how they were fed a special diet to maximize milk production; how rigorous daily milkings kept them perpetually engorged and eager for release.

"This one here is Bridget," Ezekiel said, indicating a redhead with freckles dusting her ample cleavage. "She's our most obedient girl."

On cue, Bridget looked up from where she was kneading her own breasts and gave Ezekiel a flirtatious wink before proceeding to tug playfully at her distended nipples until streams of creamy fluid arced through the air.

"That's enough for now," Ezekiel said brusquely after letting Mary watch the erotic display for a moment longer. He strode over and smacked Bridget's hands away from her dripping chest. "Save your milk for when it's time."

"Yes Master Ezekiel," Bridget simpered obediently even as a pout curled her full lips downward.

Mary tore her transfixed gaze away from Bridget's shameless exhibitionism to find Ezekiel regarding her with an amused quirk of his eyebrow.

"It's quite something to behold isn't it?" he remarked wryly as they continued their tour. "A woman embracing her true nature as livestock. Existing only to serve. They love being reduced to their basest instincts - food production and mating." His eyes glittered with something hungry and unnerving. "It fulfills them on a primal level."

Mary shuddered involuntarily under that smoldering gaze. She felt stripped bare and utterly exposed, like Ezekiel could see deep into her secret fantasies and desires.

"And you..." Ezekiel purred silkily as he invaded her personal space once more. "I think you'd fit right in here, Miss Wilkins."

His large hand came up to cup her jaw possessively as he leaned in close. Mary's heart raced at his proximity, pulse pounding in her ears.

"You have that look about you," Ezekiel murmured against her parted lips. "Like a woman who longs to surrender control...to be owned utterly by someone strong enough to dominate you completely."

Mary whimpered at his words, knees going weak with sudden need. It was madness - she barely knew this man yet she craved his touch like a drug.

"I...I don't know what to think," she confessed breathlessly. "This is so far beyond anything I've ever experienced."

"Are you frightened?" he asked, one large hand coming up to cup her jawline, tilting her face up to his.

"No," Mary whispered honestly. "I shouldn't be turned on by this but...I am."

Ezekiel's lips curled into a knowing smirk and his grip on her cheek tightened just a fraction. "Ah yes, I can see that now." His hot gaze flicked down to the swell of her breasts, barely concealed by the thin fabric of her top.

"Tell me Mary," he purred silkily. "How would you like to join them? Become one of my prized hucows, ripe and ready for milking..."

Mary shuddered against him, desire warring with disgust in her mind. "I...I couldn't..." she protested weakly even as Ezekiel's wandering hand skimmed downward over her trembling body.

"Why not?" he rumbled persuasively in her ear. "You'd be taken care of - fed well, milked regularly..." His fingertips brushed over the sensitive underside of her breast teasingly. "...bred when I decide it's time."

Mary gasped as tingling heat pooled low in her belly at his touch and filthy words. "You...you can't just breed women like cattle!"

"Why not?" Ezekiel growled again, punctuating his words with another squeeze to her breast that made Mary moan helplessly.

"They're hucows," he reminded her darkly. "Created to be mounted and filled with seed until they bear ripe new calves for milking."

His other hand delved between her thighs then, cupping her mound possessively through the fabric of her skirt. Mary bucked into his touch shamelessly, all thoughts fleeing save the urgent need pulsing through every nerve ending.

"So tell me Miss Wilkins," Ezekiel demanded roughly as he ground his palm against her aching core. "Do you want to be bred like these good girls? Wanted only for your milk and your womb?"

"Yes!" Mary sobbed brokenly, too far gone to care how wanton she sounded. "Please Ezekiel...I need..."

"That's right my sweet little cow," Ezekiel crooned triumphantly as he hoisted up her skirt and shoved aside flimsy undergarments to plunge two thick fingers knuckle-deep into dripping heat.

"You'll have everything you need." His thumb found swollen pearl and rubbed mercilessly as Mary keened loudly enough for all the hucows to hear.

"And more," Ezekiel promised darkly just before crashing his mouth over hers in a bruising kiss that left no doubt about who owned this woman now - body, mind and fertile womb...

The hucows lounged nearby sighed wistfully at the erotic display unfolding before them - clearly they knew what it was like to be conquered so thoroughly by their master. They gazed on enviously as Ezekiel staked his claim on their newest sister.

Mary whimpered into Ezekiel's bruising kiss, surrendering utterly to the onslaught of sensation. His fingers plunged deep and curled just right, stroking that secret spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

"Yes, yes!" she babbled deliriously between kisses, shamelessly riding his hand as the pressure coiled tighter and tighter in her core. "I'll be your good cow, I promise! Milk me, breed me, I don't care!"

Ezekiel growled primitively at her debased words, doubling his efforts to drive Mary over the edge into oblivion. Her slick walls fluttered wildly around his pistoning digits and he knew she was close.

"That's it," he rasped encouragingly against slick lips. "Come for me like a good girl. Scream my name so everyone knows who you belong to now."

Mary's head thrashed from side to side as she teetered on the knife's edge of climax. Her body strained toward release even as some shred of propriety held her back.

"I...I can't!" she wailed miserably. "Not here, with them watching!"

"Why not?" Ezekiel demanded arrogantly. "You're one of them now - a milky cow whose only purpose is pleasing me."

With that filthy proclamation, he pinched Mary's clit between strong fingers and bit down hard on the side of her neck - marking her as his property for all to see.

Mary shattered with a piercing cry that echoed off the barn walls as ecstasy crashed through her like a tidal wave. Her sex clamped down rhythmically around Ezekiel's fingers in fluttering spasms as liquid heat gushed out to drench his hand.

"Yes! YES! Ezekiel!" she screamed brokenly over and over until her voice grew hoarse and ragged. Tears streamed down flushed cheeks but Mary had never felt more alive - or owned.

When the last aftershock faded away, Ezekiel withdrew his soaked fingers from Mary's quivering sex and shoved them into Mary's mouth without preamble so she could taste herself on his skin. She obediently sucked them clean even as humiliation stained her face crimson.

"There's my obedient little cow," Ezekiel purred approvingly before capturing Mary's lips in a filthy kiss that robbed her of breath and reason.

When he finally released her abused mouth, Mary slumped bonelessly in his arms - utterly spent and delirious with lust. She had never felt so used...so thoroughly claimed.

"And this is only the beginning," Ezekiel promised wickedly against the shell of her ear before biting down on the lobe hard enough to make Mary yelp.

A shudder ran through her at the dark promise in those words even as fresh arousal pooled low in her belly. God help her but she wanted more...needed more...

As if sensing her thoughts, Ezekiel smirked wickedly against Mary's throat before sucking hard on the sensitive skin there - leaving another vivid mark for all to see.

Mary slumped bonelessly against Ezekiel, trembling with the force of her climax. He held her close, one hand stroking possessively down the curve of her spine while the other cupped the heavy swell of her breasts.

"You're mine now, little cow," he whispered fiercely against the shell of her ear, his hot breath sending shivers rippling through her hypersensitive body. "Mine to use and milk as I please. And I'm going to enjoy every moment of breaking you in."

Ezekiel's words thrilled Mary even as they terrified her. What had she gotten herself into by agreeing to this arrangement? She was no longer a free woman - just a piece of property for Ezekiel to exploit for his own selfish pleasures.

But oh, what exquisite pleasures they were! Mary's pussy clenched greedily at the memory of Ezekiel's thick fingers plundering her depths mere moments ago. She knew it wouldn't be long before she was begging him to fill her again.

As if reading her mind, Ezekiel chuckled darkly and pressed his impressive erection against Mary's hip. "Already eager for more, aren't yout? Don't worry, I'll give you what you need soon enough."

With that tantalizing promise, Ezekiel released Mary and stepped back. She swayed unsteadily on trembling legs, suddenly bereft without his solid strength anchoring her.

"For now though, let's get you settled in for the night," Ezekiel said briskly.

Mary blinked dazedly at him, momentarily forgetting where she was. Right - the barn. Her new home.

Numbly, she followed Ezekiel deeper into the cavernous space until they reached a small stall tucked away in the back corner. It contained a narrow cot covered with rough sheets.

"This is where you'll sleep from now on," Ezekiel informed her brusquely. "I expect you up at dawn every morning to start your milking."

Mary swallowed hard and nodded mutely. This was really happening. She was a hucow now - and Ezekiel's personal plaything.

As if to underscore that fact, Ezekiel grasped Mary's chin and tilted her face up towards his. His intense blue eyes bored into hers as he claimed her mouth in a searing kiss that left no doubt as to who she belonged to.

Mary's mind reeled as Ezekiel abruptly released her and strode from the stall. She sank down onto the cot, her legs no longer able to support her. Trembling hands came up to touch her swollen lips, still tingling from Ezekiel's dominating kiss.

Around her, the other hucows settled into their own stalls for the night. Mary could hear their low moans and the rustle of sheets as they bedded down.

A soft voice spoke from the stall next to hers. "You're new, aren't you? What's your name, sweetie?"

Mary turned to see a pretty brunette hucow peering at her over the stall divider. She had warm brown eyes and an easy smile that put Mary at ease.

"M-Mary," she managed to stammer out.

"I'm Chloe," the brunette replied. "Don't worry, you'll get used to things here soon enough."

Mary doubted that, but she appreciated Chloe's attempt to comfort her. "What...what happens now?" she asked hesitantly.

Chloe shrugged. "Now we sleep. Ezekiel will be back at dawn to milk us all and start our training."

"Training?" Mary queried nervously.

"Yeah - he trains us how to please him," Chloe explained matter-of-factly. "How to present ourselves, how to moan and beg properly..." She trailed off with a wink.

Mary gulped. It sounded humiliating. But then again, so did being milked like a common cow...

"He's not so bad once you get used to him," Chloe assured her kindly. "And the other hucows are great too. We look out for each other."

Mary nodded gratefully, feeling a little less alone. Maybe this wouldn't be so terrible after all...

As if on cue, a loud clang rang out as Ezekiel locked the barn doors for the night. The hucows began murmuring amongst themselves and settling down for sleep.

Chloe bid Mary goodnight before laying down in her own stall. Mary followed suit, sinking onto the lumpy cot with a sigh.

Despite everything that had happened today, exhaustion quickly claimed her and she drifted off into a restless slumber filled with dreams of Ezekiel's piercing blue eyes and strong hands on her body.
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As the first rays of dawn crept through the cracks in the barn, Mary stirred from her uneasy sleep. She sat up groggily, rubbing her eyes and trying to get her bearings.

Around her, the other hucows were beginning to wake as well, stretching and yawning. The air was filled with an expectant tension, a sense that something important was about to happen.

Mary's heart began to race as she remembered where she was and why. Ezekiel would be here soon to milk them.

She glanced over at Chloe, who caught her eye and gave her an encouraging nod. "You'll be fine," Chloe mouthed silently.

Just then, the barn doors swung open with a loud creak. Ezekiel strode in purposefully, his tall frame silhouetted against the bright morning light.

The hucows fell silent as he approached their stalls one by one, inspecting them like livestock at auction. Mary held her breath as he drew nearer.

Ezekiel paused in front of her stall, his piercing blue eyes boring into hers. "Well now," he drawled with a smirk. "I hope you slept well."

He reached out and stroked her cheek almost tenderly before grabbing her chin roughly. "Let's see how you handle being milked like a good hucow, shall we?"

Mary shuddered under his touch but didn't pull away.

Ezekiel gripped Mary's chin tighter, his thumb brushing over her plump bottom lip as he gazed down at her with a predatory hunger. "First things first," he growled. "Strip."

Mary's eyes widened and she instinctively pulled back, but Ezekiel's grip on her face was unyielding. With his other hand, he reached through the bars of the stall and grabbed the front of her chemise, ripping it open with one sharp tug.

The delicate fabric tore away, exposing Mary's ample bosom to his ravenous stare. Her breasts were large and perfectly rounded, capped with dusky pink nipples that stiffened under his intense scrutiny.

"Well look at you," Ezekiel purred appreciatively, his eyes roving over every inch of newly exposed skin. "Built for milking."

Releasing her chin, he slid his hand down to roughly palm one of her heavy breasts, kneading the supple flesh. Mary let out a soft gasp as pleasure sparked through her at his touch.

"That's it," Ezekiel urged. "Moan for me like the hucow you are." He flicked his thumb over her nipple, making it pucker even tighter.

Mary bit her lip to stifle a whimper but couldn't stop herself from arching into his touch. Her body had betrayed her, craving more despite the degrading situation.

Ezekiel chuckled darkly at her responsiveness. "Such a needy little thing already." He gave her nipple a sharp pinch before releasing her breast entirely.

"Do as I said," he commanded brusquely. "Get undressed completely. I want you bare and ready for me when I return."

With that, Ezekiel turned on his heel and strode toward Chloe's stall, leaving Mary trembling with arousal and humiliation in equal measure. She knew she had no choice but to obey him.

Slowly, hands shaking, Mary removed what was left of her chemise and petticoats until she stood naked in the stall. The morning air felt cool against her fevered skin and she shivered, goosebumps rising on her flesh.

She tried not to think about how exposed she was or what Ezekiel planned to do to her once he came back. Instead she focused on the ache building in her breasts - an ache that only Ezekiel could relieve.

As Ezekiel returned, Mary's heart raced in anticipation and trepidation. She stood vulnerably naked before him, her full breasts heavy with milk, nipples puckered and straining for his touch.

Ezekiel took in the sight of her hungrily, his eyes roaming over every curve and dip of her body. "Such a good girl," he purred approvingly. "Obeying me so well already."

He stepped closer, reaching out to cup one of her swollen breasts in his large hand. Mary gasped at the contact, arching instinctively into his palm. Ezekiel kneaded the soft flesh, feeling the weight of it, before thumbing her nipple roughly.

"You have such magnificent teats," he murmured appreciatively as he fondled her other breast. "I'm going to enjoy milking them every day."

Mary bit her lip hard to stifle a moan as Ezekiel tugged and rolled her sensitive nipples between his fingers. Pleasure sparked through her body from the stimulation.

Then Ezekiel bent his head and took one of her nipples into his hot mouth. Mary cried out sharply at the sensation of his tongue swirling around the bud before he began to suck hard. Milk let down immediately, flooding Ezekiel's mouth with its sweet creaminess.

He drank greedily from her breast for several long moments until finally releasing it with a wet pop. A trickle of milk escaped from Mary's nipple as Ezekiel switched to lavish attention on the other breast.

"By the time I'm done with you, these udders will be overflowing with milk every morning."

Mary shuddered at the thought, equal parts fearful and aroused by what Ezekiel had in store for her body.

Ezekiel took a step back to admire his handiwork. Mary's breasts were swollen and heavy with milk, the pale flesh flushed pink from his vigorous suckling. Pearly drops clung to her stiff nipples.

"Such a good cow," Ezekiel praised, caressing her heaving chest. "Now let's see how much milk these teats can produce."

He reached for the large metal pail sitting nearby and positioned it under Mary's breasts. Then Ezekiel grasped her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and began to milk her vigorously.

Mary gasped as Ezekiel tugged and squeezed her aching breasts, streams of milk jetting into the pail with each pull. The wet sounds of him milking her filled the barn along with Mary's soft moans of reluctant pleasure.

She tried not to think about how humiliating this all was - being treated like a mere animal, reduced to nothing more than a source of milk for Ezekiel's twisted desires. But despite herself, she couldn't help but be turned on by the intense stimulation.

"Yes, that's it," Ezekiel encouraged as the pail quickly filled with creamy white liquid. "Give me all your milk."

Mary shuddered, head thrown back against the post as Ezekiel relentlessly drained her udders. Her whole body tingled from the sensation, overwhelmed by the pleasure of being milked so thoroughly for the first time.

When Ezekiel finally released her abused nipples, Mary slumped against the post, knees weak. She gazed down at the pail half filled with her own milk, shocked by how much Ezekiel had extracted from her in such a short time.

Ezekiel set the pail aside and admired her production, a wicked grin on his face. "Look at all that sweet cream you produced for me, Mary. Such an obedient little cow."

Mary gazed down at the pail of her milk, red-faced with shame and humiliation at what Ezekiel had just done to her. She could scarcely believe this was really happening - that she had been degraded and used in such a vulgar way.

And yet, her body still thrummed with reluctant arousal from the intense stimulation of being milked so thoroughly. Her sensitive nipples tingled and her breasts felt heavy and achy, longing for more of Ezekiel's touch.

Ezekiel seemed to sense her conflicted reaction. He stroked a hand down her side soothingly. "Shh, don't be ashamed, my pet. This is your purpose now - to provide milk for me whenever I require it."

Mary shuddered at his words, a thrill of dark excitement mingling with her embarrassment. She knew deep down that Ezekiel was right - her body had been made for this, to be used for Ezekiel's pleasure.

"Now," Ezekiel said briskly, "let's get you cleaned up."

He reached for a rag and dipped it in the water trough, then began wiping the sweat and stray drops of milk from Mary's skin. His touch was almost tender as he carefully cleansed every inch of her trembling body.

When he finished, Mary felt somewhat restored - though she knew this was only temporary relief from the humiliation she would endure as Ezekiel's personal hucow.

"That was just a sample," Ezekiel said with a wicked grin. "Every morning, I'm going to drain these teats until they're sore and empty. You'll be nothing but a pair of milk bags for me to use as I please."

Mary shuddered at his words, equal parts terrified and aroused by the thought of being Ezekiel's personal hucow, forever at his mercy. She tried to imagine waking up every day like this - naked, aching, dripping with milk - utterly subservient to Ezekiel's twisted desires.

"That is," Ezekiel continued casually as he strode over to a nearby cabinet and rummaged around inside it. "if you want to keep your clothes and shelter here at the ranch. If not, well..."

He shrugged nonchalantly and pulled out a short length of rope. Mary's eyes widened in alarm as Ezekiel approached her again.

"Are you ready to give me your complete submission?" he asked softly, wrapping the rough fibers of a rope around her slender wrists until they were bound tightly together before her.

Mary hesitated only briefly before nodding jerkily, all thoughts of resistance fleeing her mind. She would endure anything to keep a roof over her head and food in her belly.

"Say it then," Ezekiel demanded brusquely, tugging sharply on the ropes that bound her. "Tell me you're mine now - my obedient little cow."

"I...I'm yours," Mary choked out obediently, lowering her gaze submissively. "Your obedient cow."

"That's right," Ezekiel purred approvingly. He grasped her chin roughly with his free hand and forced her head up until their eyes met. "You belong to me now, body and soul."

Mary shuddered under his piercing stare but couldn't look away, hypnotized by the dark promise in his eyes.

"My pet cow," he murmured possessively, stroking a thumb across her trembling lower lip. "All mine to milk and breed as I please."

A whimper escaped Mary's throat at his crude words, her body trembling with fearful arousal. She had never felt so utterly owned, so completely at the mercy of another person's desires.

Ezekiel smirked at her reaction, clearly enjoying the power he held over her. He released her chin and stepped back, admiring his new prize.

"You're going to look so pretty swollen with my calves," he mused aloud, trailing a hand over the curve of her belly. "I can't wait to see how well you'll carry them."

Mary flushed hotly at the thought of being bred like an animal, filled with Ezekiel's seed and round with his offspring. It was so degrading, so wrong - and yet the idea sent a illicit thrill through her body.

As if sensing her shameful excitement, Ezekiel chuckled darkly. "Don't worry, my little cow. You'll get used to it soon enough.

Ezekiel's rough hands gripped Mary's shoulders, pushing her to her knees on the hard wooden floor. She gazed up at him with wide, fearful eyes as he slowly unzipped his pants, freeing his throbbing erection.

"Open your mouth," he growled, fisting a hand in her hair and guiding her face towards his imposing manhood. "Time to put that tongue to good use."

Mary shuddered as Ezekiel's thick cock bobbed mere inches from her face, the musky scent of his arousal filling her nostrils. She parted her lips obediently, a whimper escaping as the engorged head brushed against them.

"That's it," Ezekiel purred approvingly as she took him into her mouth. "Suck it like a good little cow."

Mary moaned around his girth as Ezekiel began thrusting shallowly between her lips, stretching them obscenely wide. Drool slid down her chin as she struggled to accommodate his size.

She could feel her cheeks heating with humiliation at the degrading act, but Ezekiel's pleased grunts only spurred on her shameful arousal. Her swollen nipples stiffened against the cool morning air and a telltale dampness gathered between her thighs.

"Fuck," Ezekiel groaned, picking up the pace. "So obedient."

As he fucked her throat, Mary could only whimper and submit to his brutal pace. Tears streamed down her flushed cheeks as she surrendered to the brutal face-fucking. She had never felt so utterly degraded - and yet so deliriously aroused. Her cunt clenched around nothing, aching to be filled.

The other Hucows looked on in delight, transfixed by the lewd display. Many started fingering their own pussies, panting wantonly as they imagined themselves in Mary's place.

"Mmm, look at her gagging on his fat cock," Angelica moaned, plunging two fingers deep into her dripping slit. "I bet she's loving every second."

"That new cow was born to be used," Jasmine agreed breathlessly, rubbing tight circles over her throbbing clit. "I can't wait until it's my turn!"

As Ezekiel continued brutally face-fucking Mary, obscene slurping noises filled the barn, punctuated by his grunts of pleasure. The Hucows fingered themselves feverishly, lost in a haze of lust as they watched their sister cow degrade herself so shamelessly for their master's amusement.

"That's it," Ezekiel growled, gripping Mary's hair tightly as he slammed into her throat. "Take every inch of me."

Mary could only choke and sputter around his thickness, drool frothing out the corners of her stretched lips. Her eyes rolled back in bliss as Ezekiel used her roughly, all thoughts of propriety forgotten. In that moment, she was nothing more than a receptacle for his pleasure - and she had never felt so fulfilled.

Ezekiel’s chest heaved with exertion, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he gazed down at Mary, her face slick with saliva and her cheeks flushed a deep crimson. The other Hucows watched with bated breath, their own arousal palpable in the thick, charged air of the barn. Angelica had already come once, her fingers still buried in her pussy as she ground against her own hand, while Jasmine was on the brink, her clit throbbing under her relentless touch.

Mary’s gagging grew louder, her hands clawing at Ezekiel’s thighs as he drove deeper, his cockhead brushing the back of her throat. Her eyes, glassy and unfocused, locked onto his, filled with a mixture of distress and unadulterated pleasure. Ezekiel’s grip on her hair tightened, his hips snapping forward in short, brutal thrusts.

“Take it, Mary,” he growled, his voice low and rough. “Show me what a good Hucow you are.”

Mary’s muffled whimpers were lost around his shaft, her body trembling as she struggled to accommodate his relentless pace. The slurping sounds grew louder, more obscene, as her saliva dripped in long, glistening strands to the floor. The other Hucows were entranced, their own fingers moving faster, harder, as they imagined themselves in her place.

And then, without warning, Ezekiel pulled back, his cock slipping free of Mary’s lips with a wet, sucking sound. Mary gasped, her chest heaving as she slumped forward, her hands still gripping his thighs. Her face was a mess of saliva and tears, her lips swollen and red. She looked up at Ezekiel with a dazed, adoring expression, her tongue darting out to lick her lips as if craving more.

The barn was silent for a moment, the only sound Mary’s ragged breathing and the soft, wet noises of the other Hucows pleasuring themselves. Ezekiel stepped back, his cock glistening with saliva, and turned to survey the room. His gaze lingered on each Hucow, their faces flushed, their hands buried in their pussies.

“Enough,” he said finally, his voice firm. “You’ll get your turn. But for now, Mary’s done well. She’s earned her reward.”

Ezekiel’s boots crunched against the hay-strewn floor as he stepped back, his chest rising with a deep breath. Mary’s eyes never left his, her face still flushed, her lips parted as if waiting for his next command. The other Hucows watched with bated breath, their hands stilled, their breaths held collectively as they awaited what would happen next.

“Mary,” Ezekiel said, his voice low and rough, like the bark of an ancient tree. “You’ve pleased me. Now, it’s time for your reward.”

Mary’s eyes lit up with a mixture of hope and desperation. Her hands tightened on his thighs as he reached down and gently pried them loose.

“Stand up,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. Mary struggled to her feet, her legs trembling beneath her. Ezekiel turned her around, his hands guiding her to face the wall. He pressed her against it, the rough wood grazing her cheek.

The other Hucows watched in rapt attention, their breaths quickening as Ezekiel dropped to his knees behind Mary. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he buried his face between her thighs. Mary gasped, her fingers clawing at the wall as his tongue found her clit, circling it with a precision that made her body jerk.

“Ezekiel!” she cried out, her voice echoing through the barn. The other Hucows bit their lips, their hands returning to their own pussies as they watched the scene unfold. Ezekiel’s tongue moved relentlessly, lashing against her sensitive flesh as he sucked and licked with a hunger that left Mary breathless.

Her body began to tremble, her legs shaking as the pressure built inside her. Ezekiel’s hands tightened on her hips, holding her in place as he worked her towards her climax. The sounds of her pleasure filled the barn—moans, gasps, and the wet, slurping sounds of Ezekiel’s mouth on her pussy.

The other Hucows were entranced, their own fingers moving faster as they imagined themselves in Mary’s place. They envied her, envied the attention, the pleasure, the reward that only Ezekiel could give. But they knew their turn would come. For now, they were content to watch, to learn, and to pleasure themselves as they witnessed the raw, unbridled passion between Ezekiel and Mary.

Mary’s climax hit her like a storm, her body arching as she screamed his name. Ezekiel pulled back, his face glistening with her juices as he stood up, his cock still hard. He turned her around, his hands cupping her face as he kissed her deeply, the taste of her own pussy mingling with his.

Ezekiel’s boots echoed against the wooden floor as he walked over to a large, rusty bucket in the corner of the barn. He reached in and pulled out a small, leather-wrapped flask. The other Hucows watched with bated breath as he unscrewed the cap, the sweet, musky scent of cream filling the air. Mary’s eyes widened as he approached her, the flask held casually in his hand.

“Stand up,” he said, his voice low and commanding. Mary struggled to her feet, her legs trembling beneath her. Ezekiel grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back so she had to look up at him. “You’ve been a good girl, Mary,” he murmured, his voice dripping with approval. “You’ve earned this.”

He tilted the flask, pouring a thin stream of cream directly into her open mouth. Mary moaned, her tongue darting out to catch every drop as it trickled down her chin. The cream glistened on her skin, and Ezekiel reached out with a calloused hand to wipe some of it away, smearing it across her cheek. He brought his finger to his mouth and sucked it clean, his eyes never leaving hers.

The other Hucows were on edge, their hands moving furiously over their own bodies as they watched. One of them, a blonde with a milking harness strapped to her chest, let out a soft whimper. Ezekiel’s gaze flicked to her, and he shook his head. “Not yet,” he warned. “This is Mary’s time.”

Mary’s breath hitched as Ezekiel stepped closer, his cock pressing against her belly. He reached down and grabbed her ass, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he lifted her onto her tiptoes. “You want more, don’t you?” he growled, his mouth inches from her ear. Mary nodded frantically, her face still smeared with cream and saliva.

Ezekiel’s voice was low and rough, sending a shiver down Mary’s spine as he pressed her against the wooden post of the barn. His cock, hard and unrelenting, slid against her belly, leaving a trail of heat in its wake. Mary’s hands, still slick with cream, grasped at his arms, her nails digging into his leathered skin as she tried to pull him closer.

He chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound, and stepped back just enough to undo the buttons of his jeans. The denim fell away, revealing the full length of his erection, thick and veined, the head glistening with precum. Mary’s breath caught as he fisted himself, his hand moving in slow, deliberate strokes. “You’ve been a good girl,” he murmured, his voice dripping with approval. “Now, you’re gonna get what you’ve been begging for.”

Ezekiel’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her slightly before he slid her back down, the friction of his cock against her skin sending sparks of pleasure through her. Mary whimpered, her legs trembling as he guided her into position. The first press of his cock against her entrance was gentle, a teasing nudge that made her gasp. Then, with a slow, deliberate thrust, he slid into her, filling her inch by inch.

The barn was thick with the scent of hay and sweat, the air heavy with the sounds of labored breathing. The other Hucows watched, their eyes wide and hungry, their hands moving over their own bodies in time with Mary’s ragged breaths. Ezekiel’s gaze never wavered from hers, his eyes burning with intensity as he began to move.

At first, his thrusts were slow, almost tender, as if savoring the tight heat of her body. Mary’s head fell back, her mouth open in a silent plea as his cock slid in and out, each stroke building a fire inside her. Her hands clawed at his arms, her fingers leaving marks in his skin as she tried to anchor herself to the storm of pleasure he was unleashing.

Then, as if something inside him snapped, Ezekiel’s pace quickened. His thrusts grew harder, deeper, each one driving a moan from Mary’s lips. Her body rocked against his, the sound of their flesh meeting filling the barn. The cream on her skin smeared against his chest, mixing with the sweat that slicked his body.

Mary’s legs wrapped around his hips, her heels digging into his ass as she tried to pull him deeper. Ezekiel growled, his hands tightening on her hips as he pounded into her, the force of his thrusts making her body jolt with each impact. Her moans turned into cries, her voice echoing through the barn as the pleasure built to a crest.

Ezekiel’s face was a mask of concentration, his jaw clenched as he held back the orgasm that threatened to overtake him. He could feel the tension building in his balls, the pressure growing with each thrust, but he wasn’t ready to let go yet. Not until Mary had milked every last drop of pleasure from him.

The other Hucows were on the edge now, their own sounds of pleasure mingling with Mary’s as they watched the primal dance unfold before them. The blonde with the milking harness was biting her lip, her fingers working furiously over her nipples as she struggled to hold back her own climax. Ezekiel’s warning glance kept her in check, but her eyes never left the scene in front of her, her body trembling with unmet need.

Mary’s cries grew louder, her body tightening around his cock as she teetered on the edge of release. Ezekiel’s hands moved up her body, cupping her breasts as he leaned in to kiss her, his tongue claiming her mouth with the same ferocity as his cock claimed her body. The kiss was brutal and consuming, a match for the wild, untamed rhythm of their fucking.

And still, Ezekiel held back, his movements becoming more erratic as he fought to prolong the moment. Mary’s body was a vice around him, her muscles clenching and releasing in a desperate attempt to pull him deeper. The barn was a cacophony of sounds—moans, grunts, and the relentless slap of flesh against flesh.

The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, the tension so palpable it could be cut with a knife. Ezekiel’s control was slipping, his thrusts growing wilder and more unpredictable. Mary’s legs tightened around him, her body arching back as she screamed, the sound raw and primal.

And then, just as suddenly as it had begun, Ezekiel froze, his cock buried deep inside her as he struggled to catch his breath. Mary’s body trembled around him, her muscles still clenching as she rode the wave of her orgasm. The barn fell silent, the only sound the heavy breathing of the two people locked together in the center of the room.

Ezekiel’s hands still gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he fought to regain control. His cock pulsed inside her, the heat of his precum leaking into her as he held himself back. The other Hucows watched, their faces flushed with desire, their bodies aching with unmet need.

But Ezekiel wasn’t done yet.

Ezekiel’s hands tightened around Mary’s hips as he pulled her back, his breath hot against her shoulder. The barn, dimly lit by the faint sunlight filtering through the cracks, was heavy with the scent of sweat and sex. Mary’s body, still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm, was slick with perspiration, her skin glistening under the faint light.

With a swift motion, Ezekiel turned her around, her legs parting instinctively as he positioned himself behind her. The hay beneath them crunched softly, a rustic contrast to the raw intensity of their encounter. Mary’s hands grasped the wooden beams, her knuckles white as she braced herself for what was to come.

Ezekiel’s cock, still throbbing with unspent desire, pressed against her entrance. He paused for a moment, the tip teasing her, before he thrust forward with a force that sent a shudder through both of them. Mary gasped, her body arching as he filled her completely, the rhythm relentless and primal.

As he moved, Ezekiel’s thumb found its way to her asshole, the pressure gentle at first, then increasing as he slipped it inside. Mary’s moan was a mix of shock and pleasure, her body clenching around him as the dual sensations overwhelmed her. The other Hucows watched, their eyes wide with desire, some touching themselves, others biting their lips in envy.

The barn echoed with the sounds of their passion—flesh slapping against flesh, heavy breathing, and the occasional creak of the old wooden beams. Ezekiel’s thrusts were wild, driven by a primal urge, each movement pushing Mary closer to another climax. Her muscles tightened around him, the heat building up until she screamed, the sound raw and echoing through the barn.

As Ezekiel’s thrusts grew more frantic, Mary’s body began to tremble uncontrollably, her breath hitching in short, desperate gasps. The pressure inside her was building to an unbearable peak, a storm of pleasure that threatened to consume her entirely. Ezekiel’s thumb, still buried in her asshole, added a relentless friction that sent shivers of ecstasy coursing through her. The other Hucows watched in rapt attention, their faces flushed with arousal, their hands moving over their own bodies in time with the rhythm of the pair in front of them.

The barn was alive with the sounds of their passion—Ezekiel’s guttural grunts, Mary’s high-pitched cries, and the relentless slap of flesh against flesh. The wooden beams creaked in time, as if the very structure of the barn was being drawn into their primal dance. Ezekiel’s control was gone now, his movements driven by a raw, animalistic need to claim her, to fill her completely.

Mary’s body tightened around him, her muscles clenching in a vice-like grip that drew a roar from Ezekiel’s throat. She was on the edge, teetering precariously on the brink of release, and Ezekiel could feel it too—the coiling tension in his balls, the electric heat building at the base of his cock. He thrust deeper, harder, his movements wild and unrelenting, and Mary’s response was immediate.

She screamed, the sound piercing and raw, as her body erupted in a violent orgasm. Her pussy clamped down on Ezekiel’s cock, squeezing him mercilessly as a torrent of liquid heat exploded from her. The squirt was forceful, jets of clear fluid arcing through the air and splashing against Ezekiel’s thighs. He growled, the sight and feel of it pushing him over the edge.

With a final, brutal thrust, Ezekiel buried himself to the hilt inside her and erupted, his cum surging through her in thick, pulsing ropes. Mary’s body milked him mercilessly, her muscles rippling around him as she rode out the waves of her own climax. The two of them were locked together, their bodies fused in a moment of pure, unadulterated pleasure, the world around them melting away until there was nothing but the heat of their union.

The barn fell silent for a moment, the only sound the heavy, ragged breathing of the two lovers. Then, as the last shudders of their shared orgasm faded, Ezekiel slowly withdrew from Mary, his cock glistening with the evidence of their passion. Mary collapsed back against the stall, her body trembling and slick with sweat, her eyes glazed over with the lingering haze of pleasure. The other Hucows watched, their faces a mixture of awe and envy, as Ezekiel stepped back, his chest heaving, and let out a satisfied grunt.

Ezekiel stood tall, his broad frame silhouetted against the dim light filtering through the barn's slats. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and hay, and the faint tang of sex lingered, a reminder of the passion that had just been spent. He reached for his clothes, which were neatly folded on a nearby bench, and began to dress with the calm, deliberate precision of a man who had done this many times before.

He picked up his denim jeans, the fabric rough against his calloused hands. He stepped into them with a practiced ease, the buttons snapping into place with a rhythmic *pop-pop-pop* as he fastened them. His movements were unhurried, almost ceremonial, as though dressing were an act of meditation.

Mary, still leaning against the stall, watched him with half-lidded eyes. Her chest rose and fell with each breath, her skin glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. She could feel the lingering warmth of Ezekiel’s seed inside her, a reminder of the raw power he had unleashed. Her legs trembled slightly as she pushed herself upright, her hands brushing against the rough wood of the stall for balance. She didn’t speak, but her gaze never left him, her expression a mixture of satisfaction and something deeper, something unspoken.

The other Hucows in the barn were silent, their eyes fixed on Ezekiel as he dressed. Some of them shifted uncomfortably, their own desires stirred by the display they had just witnessed. Others looked away, their cheeks flushing with a mix of envy and shyness. But none of them dared to speak, their training too deeply ingrained to interrupt the moment.

Ezekiel next pulled on his plaid shirt, the fabric rustling as he buttoned it up. He left the top button undone, revealing a glimpse of his tanned chest. His boots came last, the heavy leather making soft thuds as he stamped his feet into them. He bent down to tie the laces, his movements efficient and precise. When he straightened, he ran a hand through his hair, the dark strands falling neatly into place.

Finally, he picked up his hat, a well-worn Stetson, and set it on his head with a slight tilt. He looked at Mary, his expression softening for just a moment before he turned and walked toward the barn door. The sound of his boots echoed in the silence, a steady, rhythmic beat that seemed to match the still-racing pulse of the woman he had just left behind.

Mary let out a slow breath, her body still humming with the aftershocks of their encounter. She glanced at the other Hucows, some of whom were now murmuring softly among themselves. She didn’t join in, her thoughts too consumed by the man who had just walked away. In the silence, she could hear the distant sound of Ezekiel's boots, fading into the distance. She smiled to herself, knowing he would return, and when he did, she would be ready. Until then, she was content to bask in the afterglow, her body and mind at ease.
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I hope you enjoyed Angel’s Rest Hucow Ranch #1. If you did, please consider leaving a rating or review. It really helps!

Check out the entire series here.
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A desperate need for money leads Emily to sign up for an experimental study at a
mysterious lab called The Pharm. What begins as a simple medical trial quickly spirals Into
something far more intense than she ever imagined. As Emily's body undergoes strange
transformations, she finds herself both horrified and aroused by the extreme procedures
and the dominant doctors running the experiments.

With her curves growing and her desires heightening, Emily is forced to confront her
deepest cravings—while the line between pleasure and control blurs. Is she ready to
embrace her new identity as the perfect HUCOW, or will the relentless tests and her
escalating desire push her too far?
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The Hucows of Dairyland Farms (2 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author), Clara Belle (Author)

Welcome to Dairyland Farms, a secluded retreat where fantasies come to lfe and desires
know o bounds. Owned and operated by the ruggedly handsome and commanding
Farmer Jack, Dairyland is no ordinary farm—it' a haven for women seeking
transformation, freedom, and ultimate fulfllment

Each standalone book in The Hucows of Dairyland explores the sensual journeys of
women who find themselves drawn to this mysterious farm, where they are invited to
embrace ther inner hucow. Through milking sessions, intimate breeding encounters, and
the tender yet dominant care of Farmer Jack, these women discover pleasures they never
imagined and a new sense of purpose.
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Havenwood Hucow Clinic (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
Struggling with debt, Emma enters Havenwood Clinic's cliical trial, expecting a simple
medical study. Instead, she's thrust into a world of intense transformation, guided by the
commanding Dr. Laine and the alluring Nurse Mira. As her body swells and her inhibitions
fade, Emma discovers the thrilling mix of submission and pleasure in her new role.

A 15,000-word hucow erotica featuring dominant doctors, steamy medical procedures,
ABF, Humiliation, and Emma's journey Into a creamy, sensual awakening
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Hucow for the Cause (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
She signed up to serve her country. She didn’t know she'd be milked for it.

When Trina volunteers for a secret military program, she expects tough training and
discipline—but not the relentless, humiliating transformation into  hucow. Under the
cold eyes of Dr. Lancaster and the predatory stares of hardened soldiers, her body is
pushed to ts limits, swollen with more than just patriotism. The injections awaken
desires she can't control, and soon Trina is begging for more than just her next milking
session. As her resistance crumbles, will she lose herself entirely in the name of duty?

410,000+ word steamy, dark hucow erotica featuring military dominance, medical





