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Since escaping my terrible, cruel master, I’ve made a happy home for myself on the Hucow Sanctuary Ranch. The Farmer is impressed with my milk production and he’s more than happy to share my fertile womb with the farmhands.

Then, a new farmhand shows up - he’s more dominant than anyone else on the Ranch. Will my submission be enough to satisfy him?

How much milk can I make before I burst?

-


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.


Shared by the Ranch is a 4000-word erotic short story meant for readers 18+.
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ONE

The morning sun cast a heavenly glow over the Easton Hucow Sanctuary, as I made my way to the milking station. My large breasts swung gently beneath me, still heavy with milk. I could feel the familiar ache in my nipples, a reminder of my place on the farm as a willing hucow.

I glanced out towards the fields as Henry pulled on my collar. Everything looked so peaceful and serene.

"You can go enjoy the grassy field soon, cow," he grunted as he opened the door to the milking machine. “First, you need to earn your keep.”

I nodded, keeping my eyes down as I moved on my hands and knees.

Henry brought me to the gleaming milking machine, slapping my huge tits before hooking me up to the tubes.

I let out a low moan as the cold rubber of them pinched my sore, aching nipples.

"Oh yes," I whimpered, closing my eyes as the pleasure began to wash over me.

I'd only been on the milking machine for a minute before Henry's hand found my scalp, gently pulling my hair as he buried his cock in my mouth, thrusting heavily. I choked on his cock as he screwed my face, holding my skull for leverage.

"Fuck, the way you moan when I hook you up just makes me crazy," he groaned. "Fuck, Lilah, yes!"

This was a daily ritual for me, and I'd grown to relish these moments of sensual pleasure and sexual release. My huge ass jiggled as I swayed back and forth, the plastic tubes attach to my large, heavy breasts hooked up to the milking machine. I closed my eyes and let the warm, comforting sensations wash over me as I let out my creamy squirts of milk.

"That's a good girl," Henry said, proudly watching my helpless tits get violated. He slammed his cock down my throat as the milking machine rumbled beside us. The twin sensations of humiliation and pleasure made my body tighten. My tits swelled as I released a warm, creamy squirt into the machine's cold tubes.

Henry groaned, his fingers clasping my hair tighter. "You're a natural." He growled "Such a good milk cow, taking my cock so well."

I couldn't see Farmer Easton beyond my own reflection in the shiny metal of the machines. But I could hear him unzipping his pants and moving closer.

My pussy tightened with anticipation, and I braced myself for what was about to happen. Suddenly, Farmer Easton's rough, calloused hands rubbed over my chest, squeezing my large tits, holding me tight against his body. I could feel the heat radiating from him. My juices flowed freely, and I was instantly soaked.

"Mmm, I can tell you've been waiting for this," he murmured, his hot breath tickling my neck as he reached round to cup my mound, pressing his fingers against my throbbing clit.

I moaned against Henry's cock as the Farmer thrust into me. I loved being used by both of them at the same time. The feeling of being filled up by their thick, pulsating cocks gave me a sense of belonging and safety. My milk began to flow more freely, the wet squirts coating the tubes and making a satisfying slurping sound as the machine worked.

Farmer Easton's fingers moved faster against my clit, making me gasp and whimper.

The men pounded in and out of me while the milking machine slurped up all my cream.

"Ah, fuck," Henry groaned as he released his load down my throat. I swallowed every last drop gratefully, making sure not to waste a single drop, eager to show him what a good cow I was.

Farmer Easton used my pussy. He fucked me like a jackhammer as the milking machine pulled on my nipples. Just as I thought I couldn't take anymore, he pinched my clit, sending me over the edge. My body quaked as I came all over my master's cock. He groaned, filling me up at the same time.

"Good girl," he panted, slapping my ass.

He nodded to Henry. "Take her out to pasture," he said. "I have to go to a meeting now." He zipped up his fly and walked away.


TWO

Once I was unhooked from the milking machine, Henry took me out to the lush pastures where the other hucows were grazing and laying in the sun.

I let out a happy sigh, feeling the cum dripping down my leg as I settled under the shade of a tree. I watched the other cows grazing on the green grass, feeling like I finally belonged to a community after years of being cooped up on my cruel master's farm. The evil man who kept me before I escaped to the Hucow Sanctuary.

I stretched and sighed. My tits hung low and my nipples were red and swollen from the milking. It wouldn't be long until I needed to be milked again. Now that I was a happy hucow, my milk production had doubled.

That was one of the secrets of Farmer Easton's Ranch. Happy hucows made much more high quality milk than the farms where hucows were tortured and neglected.

I shook away those memories. Any stress would negatively affect my milk output. I let the warm sun bath my naked body as I laid in the long grass.

One of the other cows came over. Her collar said Betsie. She was a hucow like me. One who'd escaped a previously cruel master and came here. She’d been sold off to Easton. He’d transformed her into the best hucow she could be.

Cows like us valued the Sanctuary more than any of the others.

She sighed softly as she cuddled against me.

I closed my eyes, letting the memory of my past fade away as I drifted off to sleep.

I woke up only a few minutes later to the feeling of a tongue running over my pussy.

I gasped, letting out a moan.

Betsie's face was between my legs, lapping against my sensitive areas. "You taste like cum," she giggled. "You taste like the Farmer's jizz."

I moaned again as she sucked on my clit, flicking the sensitive nub with her tongue until it was swollen and throbbing.

With each passing moment, my body was being filled with an intense wave of pleasure that I never thought possible.

I could feel my juices flowing freely as my pussy tightened around her skilled mouth. "Oh god," I cried out, my hips bucking involuntarily as she continued to devour my wet folds.

Betsie reached up, caressing my breasts as she tongued my clit, twisting my large nipples between her fingers. "You feel so good, Lilah," she purred, her breath warm against my ear.

I arched my back, giving her better access to my throbbing pussy. My whole body felt like it was on fire, and I needed her to put out the flames that had built up inside me.

"Fuck," I moaned, my voice hoarse from the constant stream of moans coming from my lips.

Betsie chuckled, her mouth still busy with my clit. She pushed her fingers into my pussy. It wasn't as good as the Farmer's cock - nothing was - but it still made my eyes roll back. Betsie's fingers moved deftly inside me, in and out with expert precision. I moaned in pleasure as she pleasured me, my hips bucking against her hand. She moved skillfully, using her fingers to expertly massage my g-spot.

I squealed and Betsie chuckled, her mouth still buried in my pussy, sloppily eating me out.

She fucked me with her fingers, adding a second, and then a third. Stretching me open until her entire hand was inside me. She fisted me and flicked my clit, bringing me to the edge of a huge orgasm.

"Oh Betsie, I'm gonna cream all over your hand," I moaned, unable to control the rattle in my voice. I felt my body tremble and my head spin. She pumped me faster, and I mooed as the orgasm hit me.

My eyes rolled back as I came, a wet and gushing hot mess of juice and cum all over Betsie's hand. She rubbed my clit gently, drawing out the orgasm and sending waves of pleasure shuddering through my body.

I sighed as she withdrew her hand and settled down next to me, her arms wrapped around me as we basked in the glow of my pleasure.

A moment later the sound of a bell rang out through the property. It was the bell that Farmer Easton used to call us back to the barn.

-

I followed the other hucows to the barn, but Farmer Easton stopped me and pulled me aside.

"Lilah, I want you to do something before you settle in for the night."

"Anything," I said earnestly.

"We have a new farmhand and I want you to be the one who gives him a warm welcome." Farmer Easton said.

I felt a blush creep up her cheeks as Farmer Easton led me to the milking shed.

"Peter is his name," Easton said, his voice a low rumble that made her shiver. "He's a strong, capable young man, and he's eager to learn about the sanctuary. But I think it's important that he knows what he's getting into, and that includes understanding the unique needs of our hucows."

"You're one of our finest new hucows, so I want you to be the one." He added as he opened the milking shed.

"Of course," I breathed.

As the door opened, my eyes met the guy that had got a job on the Ranch.


THREE

I saw the new farmhand and a sudden heat jolted through me.

Peter was hotter than I expected. He was tall and lean, with wide shoulders and a narrow waist. Peter had bright, ocean blue eyes that glimmered with an air of calmness and competence. His hair was sandy blonde and cropped short on the sides, flopping boyishly onto his forehead. The hint of stubble on his square jaw was very sexy.

I could tell why they hired him. He was the sort of guy that I would have lusted after even before I became a hucow, not that I could really remember that part of my life.

Peter's gaze locked onto me, causing me to shiver with anticipation.

Farmer Easton presented me, completely naked and sun-kissed to the new farmhand. "Peter," he said. "Thanks for waiting. I brought Lilah for you to try out."

Peter moved closer. His hard cock pressed against his overalls. He reached out to run his hand over my collar. "She's beautiful."

"And a great cow." Farmer Easton said. "You get to know her and then I'll be back to teach you how to use the milking machine."

My eyes flicked over to the tall gleaming machine and rows of cold milk containers before going back to Peter.

Farmer Easton left us alone. The door slammed shut. I felt a thrill of excitement as I realized that I was alone with Peter, my newest master and caretaker. My nipples hardened in anticipation beneath his gaze.

"So," Peter said, his voice low and deep. He didn't waste time, he grabbed me by my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh. His touch sent a chill down my spine and awakened a deep hunger within me. "Farmer Easton told me about your needs."

I licked my lips, feeling myself growing wet between my thighs. "Yes, sir," I replied.

I could feel myself getting wetter as I spoke to him. He smelled so good, a mix of fresh sweat and musk, and I couldn't help but imagine what it would be like to have his hard cock inside of me.

Peter raised an eyebrow as he looked at me. "You know what I want you to do, cow?" he asked, his voice low.

I nodded, feeling my heart race in my chest. "Yes, sir," I repeated, biting my lower lip.

"I've wanted to dominate a hucow for a long time. Now I have this job and all the hucow pussy I could dream of." He forced me down, assuming my usual position on my hands and knees.

I presented my ass to him, waiting. I suddenly felt nervous, not sure if I should speak or not.

Peter didn't wait. He pulled his overalls down and let his giant, glistening cock free. It sprang forward like a jackrabbit, standing tall and proud against his tanned skin. My eyes grew wide with desire, and I knew that this was what I had been waiting for.

With a few swift movements, Peter approached me in all his dominant glory. He looked me up and down, eyeing every inch of my exposed, sun-bruised body. I could see a twinkle of suppressed desire in his piercing blue eyes as he ran his hands over my ass. He gripped me tightly and pulled me towards him, smacking my soft skin with his palms.

I moaned audibly as I felt his cock press against my sopping wet folds. He wasted no time in plunging himself deep inside of me and started to fuck me with undeniable force. I was helplessly bouncing and writhing with each hard thrust.

"Oh fuck, you filthy little slut... You love having a man inside you like this, don't you?!" Peter barked, pressing deeper with every word. He slapped my ass and the sting reverberated through my supple body.

"You fucking milk cow," he snarled, "Beg for my cock. Beg for me to cum inside of you." I did as I was told, my furious moans echoing off the barn walls as the rough movements massaged my g-spot, making it harder and harder for me to resist the mounting orgasm.

"Yes, yes, yes!" I cried. "Oh fuck! Oh fuck, please, yes!" Peter's grip tightened on my hips as he pounded into me, his rhythm driving me wild.

"Shut up, cow," he grunted, forcing my face down in the straw. "You only moo for me, fucking slut."

I muffled my moans as he ravaged me. My body screamed in delight as he hit my sensitive spots again and again.

Peter picked up the pace, slamming into my eager pussy harder and faster. He released one hand from my hip, cupping my breast, pinching my hard nipple as he plunged into me.

"Such a greedy fucking cow", he snarled. I moaned, loving the way he grabbed me, the way his fingers dug into my flesh. His hand felt rough but firm against my tits, sending waves of pleasure running up and down my spine. It was like he was trying to milk me dry both inside and out.

"Please, Master," I begged, using a term I thought sounded incredibly sexy. "Please use me like the whore I am."

"I said shut up!" Peter forced two fingers down my throat until I gagged.

He was so much more rough than Farmer Easton and Henry. He was the kind of man who took what he wanted without apology, pushing me further than I'd ever been.

I couldn't believe I was being used like this, but I loved it. Everything about it was so different from my past. Peter held my head down by my hair, forced my mouth open, and thrust his cock deep inside. It hurt and the pain made me want more.

I couldn't keep quiet, my moans mixing with bites and growls from Peter.

His grip on my hair grew tighter, his thrusts deeper. I felt my orgasm building, vivid flashes of light filling my vision.

"Fuck, oh fuck! Moo!" I yelled out, my voice hoarse and desperate.

Peter's grip on my hair tightened even more, pulling my head back, exposing my neck for him to bite. With a shout, he sank his teeth into my flesh, marking me as his. I cried out, feeling electricity surge through me as I came, the orgasm ripping through my body.

We released together, our cum mixing inside my womb and dripping down my leg. I moaned in pleasure as the waves of orgasm crashed over me, and then I collapsed on the hay, my head swimming from the intensity of it.

Peter wasn't done with me yet, though. He moved behind me, kneeling on the hay, and grabbed my hips again. With two more swift movements, he thrust his cock deep inside of me and started to fuck me with a relentless rhythm again.

The new farmhand fucked me until my pussy was sore and swollen. Cum dribbled out of my gaping hole.

I'd been used like a proper hucow slut. My introduction to the Sanctuary was complete. Or, so I thought.


FOUR

I nearly passed out when he finally released me.

"Good cow," he grunted, smacking my ass. His face was red and sweaty. "Now, let's get you milked."

It was then that I realized how full my udders were. The relentless fucking had made the milk surge through me and my tits were swollen more than they'd ever been. My nipples leaded beads of fresh, warm milk onto the hay.

I felt as if I had produced a week's worth of milk in a day.

Peter tugged on my collar, bringing me to the milking machine. "Come on, cow."

"But we need to wait for the farmer!" I gasped before I realized what I'd done.

A darkness flashed across his face. "Are you speaking back to me, bitch?" Peter snarled, his grip on my collar tightening.

I shook my head, afraid of the consequences of my words. "No, Master," I stammered, afraid of what he would do to me.

"You'll learn to address me as such," he said, his voice low and threatening. He raised a hand and I flinched, expecting a blow. But instead, he tied my leash off on a hook on the wall.

"You'll learn how it feels to go without a milking when your tits are so full," he said. "Soon you'll be begging for it."

I tried to speak as he left the shed, but no words would come out. If I wasn't milked properly, I could get mastitis. I trembled with fear. No farmer would want a sick cow.

The door slammed behind him, leaving me alone in the dark. I slumped against the wall, my leash still tied to a hook, feeling helpless and afraid.

Peter was right. I was starting to feel the pressure building in my udders, a dull ache that was growing sharper by the minute. My breasts were swollen and tender, my nipples sensitive to even the gentlest touch. I tried to shift my weight, but the pain only grew worse.

I knew I had to do something, and fast. If I didn't get milked soon, I would be in serious trouble. But what could I do?

I was trapped in this shed, my udders swollen with milk, and my body trembling with fear. I tried to squirm out of my collar, but it was too tight. There was no way I could escape.

I let out a sob, tears streaming down my cheeks as I felt a familiar pressure building in my core. My pussy was getting wet again, my body betraying me in its desire for more pleasure.

As a hucow, pleasure and milk was an endless cycle. Being full of milk made me horny and being horny made me produce more milk.

I wasn't sure how long I waited in the milking shed, but the sky was dark and dotted with stars when the door finally swung open again.

Farmer Easton came into view with Peter lagging behind. "Sorry that took so long. You know how business calls are. I'll show you the milking machine now." He spoke to the new farmhand.

"I'm familiar with that model, but I wanted to wait for you." His eyes shot to me as he lied to the farmer, as if daring me to speak up.

I was silent. My tits were throbbing. I couldn't risk being left again. I had to be a good obedient cow so I could be milked.

Farmer Easton unhooked my leash and brought me to the milking machine. "Wow," he whistled. "You sure do produce a lot of milk, Lilah."

I blushed at his complement.

Farmer Easton wasted no time to get the machine started. Despite Peter saying he was familiar with the machine, he still gave him step by step instructions.

"Attach the cups here," he said as he latched the milking suction cups to my aching nipples.

Milk squirted out, not even needing the machine to be on. I moaned and mooed in pain. The milking suction cups tugged and pulled at my raw, sore nipples. Farmer Easton adjusted the speed of the machine, causing the sensation to intensify. Within seconds, the machine was in full milk mode, massaging and pulling the milk from my tits.

I felt the release of the milk pouring out of my body, easing the pressure in my udders. The room around me was filled with the sound of my moos and squirt of my milk being sucked out of me. My pussy was still throbbing from my earlier ordeal with Peter.

Farmer Easton noticed my discomfort. "Looks like you had a rough time with Peter," he said with a smirk.

"Yes, Farmer Easton," I replied, feeling embarrassed again. I couldn't believe that I'd just been used like a slutty cow by the new guy and then left there to wait for him.

"Don't worry about it, Lilah," Farmer Easton said as he adjusted the suction cups on my breasts to better fit them. "Peter is learning how we do things here at the sanctuary, and part of that includes learning about our unique relationships with our hucows."

Peter shot me a look and grinned. "Yes, it'll be a pleasure to learn about all of your cows," he said.

I shivered as the milking machine hummed. My tits felt raw and sore, but I didn't care. The relief was worth the pain. The milk continued to gush until gallons had been removed from my udders.

The machine shut off with a click and the farmer let out an impressed whistle.

I glanced over at Peter, who seemed to be fascinated by the workings of the machine. He leaned forward, watching as the milking cups released my nipples. I could see his cock stirring in his overalls again and my pussy clenched in response.

Farmer Easton noticed, too. He chuckled and slapped Peter on the back. "Looks like she's got a hold on you, boy," he said. "I told you Lilah was a special cow, didn't I?"

Peter laughed and nodded. "I'll say. Her udders are so sensitive, she nearly cums just from being milked. It's a fascinating thing to see."

Peter's gaze locked onto me and I could feel my body responding to his desire.

"Why don't we give her one last orgasm before bed?" Easton asked. "We like to share the pleasure on this farm."

Both men grabbed at my tits and ass, grabbing handfuls of my flesh as their lust took over. The touch of their hands sent waves of pleasure crashing over me, overwhelming me. I moaned as they kneaded and squeezed, tweaking my nipples and slapping my ass.

Farmer Easton bent down and whispered in my ear. "Cum for me, Lilah. Cum for your farmhands."

His words sent spikes of pleasure coursing through my body, so intense that my mind practically shattered. I was cumming so hard, and they knew it. Farmer Easton's hands roamed all over my body, and Peter worked my clit until I came again.

I let out a moo as I squirted all over the hay.

My body vibrated as I came down from the bliss.

This truly was a sanctuary for hucows - even with the punishment, it was heaven on Earth and I was never going to run away again.
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HUCOW MAID
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WANTED - A housekeeper to cook, clean, and milk!

Bryan is a rich single dad looking for a new housekeeper and he has very specific tastes. Not only is he looking for a maid to cook and clean, but also to indulge in his domestic hucow fantasies. When he meets the beautiful and submissive Belinda, he knows that she’s the perfect hucow to meet all of his needs.

READ HERE
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