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Chapter 1- Captain Michaels

As the Hucow Petting Farm & Zoo grew and developed, myself and the members realized our unique opportunity to give back, while at the same time helping to grow the quality and quantity of the breastmilk we sent abroad by creating a feeder organization.

When we created The Farm, it was largely inspired by our desire to attract beautiful women willing to partake in our fetish, which largely centered around lactation and breastfeeding. Once we started, and we realized the demand and quality of members we were attracting, we focused on the fact that we could solve the problem of starving infants worldwide if we did it right.

So we created The Hucow Feeder Farms system, which we almost treated as a combination of a minor league team and a milk production unit. We saw that we could pump millions of dollars back into communities and the economy by paying girls to give us their milk. It also gave us tons of new prospects to serve as interns at The Hucow Petting Farm & Zoo.

All of the members loved the idea, and would often frequent the feeders to find girls they were interested in. I reminded all of our members to tip your servers, especially at our smaller locations.

While I knew that we were pumping money into poor communities, I didn’t realize the full impact until we actually implemented a series of feeder farms. They filled up, and girls from all around came to donate milk in order to help their families. It was wonderful.

What follows is the story of a futanari girl’s journey as a milk cow. She was from an underprivileged area, and she stepped up and became one of the many success stories from our feeder system. She eventually obtained an internship, and passed with flying colors. She’s now married to one of our prized members.

Her name is Kylie, and I think you’ll appreciate her rags to riches story as she transformed from a poor futanari girl into a human dairy cow who could support her whole family and fill any man’s appetite for milk.




Chapter 2 - Kylie

We’d all heard about the farms and what went on there. It was just a fact of life. There was so much poverty all around, and spending single days, or weeks at the farm could result in enough money to feed a family for a month where I’m from.

It was pretty simple, you went to the farm, signed the rights to your body over to the farm for a specified number of days, and they would pump you full of lactation inducing hormones, milk you, and put you on the menu as a hucow that is ready for milking, breeding, or whatever else the clientele was after.

People were attracted to the farm because of the quick and relatively easy pay. Many fathers even sent their daughters willingly to the farm to be milked, but it was seen as shameful for a father to offer his daughter up for breeding.

The men who went to the farms for breeding were wealthy, successful businessmen. They were called breeders, and they took pride in reproducing with young attractive girls from the broken down cities. Even though a lot of people looked down on it, I thought it made sense on some level.

You made triple the amount of money for each day you spent on the menu for breeding, even if no one purchased you. Plus, if you were impregnated, your owner would usually either move you in with them, or pay you a monthly stipend that would be more than enough to feed your family. With the way things were, that didn’t sound half bad.

My father worked two jobs and my mom worked during the night as a cleaning woman to help put food on the table, but it wasn’t easy. Between bills, food, and gas, we were barely surviving. But that was par for the course, as no one seemed able to get ahead. The rich remained rich, and we stayed poor.

Dad was vehemently against sending me to the farms, but my mother urged him to at least let me be milked. If I went in for daily milkings, I could be the breadwinner of the house. I think that idea bothered him, and he strictly forbade it.

You had to be a female between the ages of 18-25 to be eligible for the farms. I was 18, but also Futanari. I wasn’t sure if they would let me in or not, but it was definitely something I considered, as access to any cash at all was a luxury. It would help my family, increase our standard of living, and all I had to do was take a supplement that made my boobs bigger, and let a pumping machine milk me.

Although, we all knew that the clientele there had a thing for drinking the product straight from the source, and were notorious for giving fat tips to girls who would let them breastfeed. Going to the farms was pretty commonplace. I’d say half the girls I went to school with did it at least occasionally. Some girls were open about it, and some kept it hush.

My friend Sarah didn’t see the shame in it at all. She didn’t mind having bigger boobs, or being milked for cash. I asked her all sorts of questions about it, and honestly, it didn’t sound as bad as some people made it out to be. And she always had a little extra money, enough to grab a meal, or buy new clothes. She’d even put herself on the menu for a day at a time, hoping to slip by and grab the daily pay. It had worked out for her up until that point.

“You should come with me.” she said.

“I don’t know, I can’t. My dad would kill me.” I said.

“You’re 18 now.” she said.

“It doesn’t matter how old I am, he can still murder me.” I said, half joking.

“Come on. Just do a little milking.”

“I can’t.” I said. Sarah pressured me to go with her all the time, I suspect because she’d feel more comfortable not going alone. She had to walk almost a mile each way, and she often didn’t finish up until early in the morning.

My father worked as a mechanic, and smashed his hand up pretty badly at work. As a result, he had to take almost two weeks off of both jobs. We were already barely surviving, and it wasn’t long before our already small portions of food were cut in half.

My immediate thought was milking. I had to at least step up and help out when my family was in need. My father worked as hard as anyone I knew, and always kept our heads above water. It was my turn to repay him.

“Mom, I have to.” I said, pulling her aside for a walk after dinner. “I’m hungry. Maddy is hungry.”

“I know, but we’ll get through it.” she said.

“Of course we will, but we don’t have to starve for pride to do it.”

“Look Kylie, I get it. If I was eligible, I would go to the farms too. It’s the best money around here, and you’re the only one who can do it. But you have to talk to your father. He’s going to know either way.” she said.

“How? Why does he have to know?” I asked.

“He’ll know because your boobs will double in size, and so will our meals.” she said. “We don’t lie in this family.”

“He’s just gonna say no.” I said.

“Probably so. At least try.” she said.

I thought about it for a while, and it seemed like the wrong move. I’d made my mind up I was going to do it either way, we needed the milk money. Honestly, I wanted to put myself on the menu and leave myself there until I was pregnant. By then, mom wouldn’t even have to work anymore. I understood that the farms could be a rough place for girls my age, and I would be objectified, but that was something I was more than willing to subject myself to to help out.

If I told him, I already knew he would say no. Then it would be more obvious when I was sneaking around trying to work shifts at the farm. At the same time, I understood my mother’s point and wasn’t keen to disobey both of my parents in one fell swoop. So I decided to give it my best try, and then wait a few days before I tried to sneak shifts in.

It was easier to tell myself to have a talk with my dad than it was to actually have it. He sat on the couch most of the day, icing his hand and trying to rest it to the best of his ability while watching TV. Dad loved television, but he never had any time to watch it. His hand injury was his perfect opportunity to binge, and he was taking full advantage of it.

“Hey dad?” I asked, waiting for a commercial to try interrupting him.

“Yes?”

“I was thinking, since you can’t work until your hand gets better, maybe I could-”

“Nope. You’re not going to the farms.” he said, cutting me off.

“Why not?”

“Because it’s no place for an 18 year old girl, that’s why. It’s practically a strip club, or worse, a whore house!” he said.

“It is not. Sarah works there all the time.” I said.

“I know, and I’m honestly surprised she isn’t pregnant by now,” he said.

“She doesn’t put herself on the menu.” I said, lying on her behalf.

“I’ve heard she does.” he said, matter of factly.

“Whatever. I’m not trying to be on the menu, I just want to do a couple days of milking so that we have food to eat.” I said, trying to remain calm.

“We have food.” he said.

“Dad, last night I ate a piece of bread with peanut butter on it, a piece of bread with butter on it, and a glass of milk.” I said, recalling my exact meal.

“And you’re alive and kicking, good for you. Maybe you should be thankful that you have a mother and father who are willing to work themselves raw to make sure that you have something to eat every single day.” he said, getting a little worked up.

“Daddy.” I said, softening my tone. “I do appreciate you, and mom. I know how hard you work, but I’m 18 now. This is my chance to help out.” I said.

“I’m sorry Kylie, I can’t send you to the farms. I can’t.”

“Okay, dad. I wasn’t trying to make you mad. I just want to help.” I said, defeated.

“I’m not mad, sweetheart. Look, it’s good money, and I know it’s appealing to young girls, but it’s just an excuse for those rich perverts to lure pretty girls away from their families so they can get them pregnant and do weird lactation fetish shit.” he said.

“Sarah said that doesn’t happen as much as people say, and that you can decline.” I said.

“I don’t know, Kylie. I’ve never been there, but I know people who have. And I’ve heard the stories. And I don’t like it for you.” he said. “On top of that, with you being Futanari, you’ll be in even higher demand. I just don’t like it.”

After that, I tried letting it go. I tried going to sleep hungry, and I watched my little sister cry for the same reason. This was a brass tax, and there was no way around it. My family didn’t have enough food, it’s that simple. It didn’t matter what my parents said, I had to do.

I met up with Sarah and told her that I was ready.

“You have to go sign up during the day, take the pills and stuff. Come back the next day, and you can start pumping and making milk money.” she said.

“What is it at right now?” I asked.

“It’s like thirty dollars a day right now, it’s pretty solid.” she said. Milking sessions were only two hours long, and thirty five dollars would feed us for three days easily.

“Awesome. Can you take me?” I asked. We walked the three quarter mile trip during the middle of the day, and I filled out all the forms.

“Are Futanari women eligible for the farm?” I asked the lady at the front desk.

“Of course, there’s actually a small bonus for working the stalls if you’re Futanari.” she said.  After that, I received my medication. The pills were powerful, and usually saw results within 12-18 hours. I’d already seen it myself, we all had. Girls would routinely jump three or four cup sizes in a couple of days, a telltale sign they had signed up to work at the farms.

By the following day at noon, I was a walking billboard for the medication’s effectiveness.

“Oh my God.” I said, gawking at my new pair of massive tits in the bathroom mirror. “He’s gonna know.” I decided to go with a very baggy sweatshirt that day, and did my best to avoid my father’s glances.

I was ready to be milked, and could feel the pressure in my chest like a pulse. My nipples remained wet, and were so sensitive that my shirt rubbing against them as I walked turned me on.

“God damn, I’m so horny.” I whispered, playing with my tits in the mirror. They were so round and soft, and absolutely enormous. I didn’t know what to do with myself, because all I wanted to do was masturbate or fuck, and be milked relentlessly until all of the tension was gone.


Chapter 3 - Kylie, First Time Milking

Sarah and I planned to go together the following day for our milking shift. It was pretty simple, go to the waiting room, and wait until your name is called. You’re then taken to the back, to a milking stall, and an orderly will instruct you to strip down topless or completely nude, then they’ll attach the pumps and begin the process.

While you’re being milked, club donors may be walking around and inspecting the girls that are there that day. They may fondle your breasts, or simply watch you pump. They might strike up a conversation, or offer you money under the table for a first hand sample. They might proposition you to put yourself on the menu, if they’re interested in breeding you.

Sarah assured me that for the most part, it was in and out. You went in, pumped, and left. Some of the guys might talk to you, but it wasn’t all that common for men to proposition the girls there. I heard that for ugly girls, it was the best place to work because the guys left you alone and you still got paid. But for pretty girls, I heard that the men could be relentless. For that simple reason I chose not to wear makeup that night when Sarah picked me up.

“I’m so glad you’re finally doing this. You’re gonna love it.” she said.

“Why?” I asked.

“The money, for one.” she said, “You’ll see. It’s really easy, it feels so good, and it’s kind of glamorous in a way.”

“Alright, we’ll see.” I said, struggling to keep pace with her. Sarah was gangly and tall, with super long strides. I wondered why she thought it was glamorous, as I’d heard that it was literally a warehouse type facility with girls in stalls, and men walking around observing them while commercial milking machines extracted milk from them.

When we arrived, we signed in and made our way into the waiting room. There were probably ten other girls in the room with us.

“There’s usually more people than this. This shouldn’t take long. You picked a good night.” she said. A few of the girls got their names called, and went to the back with what appeared to be doctors. A few more girls entered the waiting room.

It was pretty standard, with disorienting overhead lighting and a dreary vibe. There were outdated magazines on the tables, but no one was reading them. Most of the girls had large breasts, abnormally large. Farm large.

“Sarah Thompson?” the male doctor asked, smiling when she stood up. “Right this way.” Sarah turned back and waved to me, leaving me all alone in the room with the other girls. I thought of my father, of what he’d think if he knew what I was doing.

The Farm incentivized getting new girls by offering $20 dollars to take your first dose of the pill, and an additional $5 to whatever the night’s milk rate was for your first deposit. The catch was that you couldn’t get the initial twenty until you made a deposit, and you didn’t get paid again to take a second dose of the pill if you waited too long to donate.

So I would be making $20, plus the night’s rate, plus $5. My plan was to buy snacks and food, and make sure that Maddy, my little brother Mikey, myself, and my mom all ate well throughout the day while dad was resting on the couch. I had to keep it a secret, as it would be way too obvious. Especially with my tits, which I couldn’t really explain my way around.

“Kylie Miller?” the doctor asked, popping his head through the door.

“Right here.” I said, grabbing my purse and following him into the back. It was a long white hallway, and he led me inside a little room.

“You’re going to be in stall number 67 tonight. Go ahead and strip down in here, walk to your stall, and make sure to come back here to pick up your clothes.” he said, handing me a piece of paper with my stall number as well as a key to my cubby hole of a room. Sarah had mentioned that they were sometimes doing that when it wasn’t as crowded, giving you a room and making you strip down before you went to your stall.

“Topless, or fully nude?” I asked. The doctor looked down at my sheet.

“I see that you’re Futanari.”

“Yes.”

“Fully nude then. We don’t have many Futanari at this location, so don’t be surprised if your tits aren’t the only thing that gets milked tonight.” he said, grinning as he left the room.

“Well, here goes nothing.” I said, ripping off my clothes and then folding them into a neat pile. It was chilly back there, enough to make my nipples turn hard and erect. It was crazy to me that I was already lactating, as a day earlier I’d been a small B cup.

Sarah let me borrow two of her DDD sports bras, and I’d mostly been able to keep them pinned down and hidden. Not once my clothes were off, they had a little hang to them and appeared stretched to their limits. Sarah called them ‘engorged’ when I first showed them to her.

“This is weird.” I told myself, cupping my chest in my arm and heading out the door toward the stalls. “Stall 67…stall 67…” I said to myself, trying to focus on my stall number instead of the many eyes that shifted to me when I entered, or from the girls hooked to milking pumps and tubes who were occupying the other stalls.

The facility was massive, and I had no idea how many stalls were there. Easily hundreds. And there were men standing all around, wearing suits and drinking out of straws. I spotted stall 77, and followed it until I was approaching my stall.

I didn’t see any other Futanari girls at all, and it made me feel self conscious as my cock swung back and forth while I walked.

“67?” asked the man waiting inside the stall.

“Yes.” I said, still covering my nipples as I stepped forward. I’d never been naked in front of strangers before, and had never felt so vulnerable in my life.

“First day?” he asked, taking the pumps and tubes out of the plastic.

“Yeah. How’d you know?” I asked.

“Most girls cover their breasts on their first day, even their second. Once they’ve been here a while, they get used to being naked.” he said.

“Oh.”

“Yeah, anyway, step inside the square, there ya go, put your hands up.” he said. I did as I was told, and he secured my wrists inside of two black leather straps above my head. Sarah told me about the bondage, but I mentally skipped that part over when imagining what my first day would entail.

I looked all around for Sarah but didn’t see her anywhere. The facility looked like it went on for infinity. The man placed two straps around my bust, one above and one below my breasts before applying the suction cups.

“It’s going to run for two hours, just try to relax. Me, or someone else will be around to set you loose once the time is up.” he said, connecting the tubes to the large milking machine with two vats for collecting milk.

“Does it hurt?” I asked, which drew laughter from the man.

“How the fuck would I know? I don’t strap myself up to the machines, I strap up human cows like you.” he said, flipping the switch to the machine. The motor began whirring, and I could hear it faintly despite the machine being inside of a clear, mostly soundproof encasing.

“Oh wow.” I said, looking around to make sure no eyes were on me. The pumps on my nipples provided immediate suction, and the sensation was more than I’d expected. It tickled in the most peculiar way, and I found myself liking it and savoring it right away. “Ughhhh….”

“Check you out, didn’t realize you had that hanging there.” the man said, noticing my cock as it filled with blood. He stepped closer, and reached out to grab hold of it. “Yummy. You’re going to be very sought after here.” he said, stroking it up and down until it was completely hard in his hand. “How does that feel?”

“So good.” I moaned, watching milk stream from my nipples and overtaken by the pleasure of the man stroking my cock.

“I might end up having to waste some of my paycheck on you.” he said, giving me a wink before moving on to the next girl.

There were men standing around, but none were closer than 50 yards or so. I looked down at my breasts, and watched as small droplets of milk dripped from my nipple, only to be whisked away down the tube by the powerful machine. There was a timer on my stall, counting down from two hours.

Two hours had sounded so easy, especially for the money. Actually being there, standing naked on cold concrete with a machine sucking milk from your breasts made it feel like a real shift. I was going to earn my money, one droplet of milk at a time.

I’d never thought of my nipples as being particularly sensitive, but being hooked up to that milking machine changed that opinion right away. It felt so good, so foreign yet so pleasurable that I couldn’t deny it. It made my legs shake, and I could feel the pressure and wetness forming between my legs. My cock remained hard, and it was torturous not being able to stimulate myself.  

The flow of my milk really kicked in, and I stared down at my breasts leaking milk like crazy. A group of two men who were down the aisle took notice of my sensitivity, and began walking down the aisle in my direction.

“Ugh!” I squealed uncontrollably, shocked by the powerful waves of pleasure rippling through me.

“She’s cute as fuck.” I heard one of the men say as they approached. My heart was pounding. There was nowhere I could go, no way that I could dip off and disappear as the men stopped to watch in front of my stall.

“Oh, fuck.” I whimpered, struggling to hold myself upright as arousal radiated through me. I knew that I was naked in front of them, but I didn’t care. I wanted to be touched, to be fucked and sucked on.

“What’s your name?” one of the men asked. He wore a backwards cap and appeared young, but I knew that all of the guests were wealthy or had a wealthy father.

“Kylie.” I said, ignoring Sarah’s advice to choose a faux name.

“You’re really fucking sexy. I might ask for you for Christmas. Are you on the menu?” he asked.

“No, I’m not.” I said, struggling through the words as the intensity of the pumping machine was a lot to handle.

“Does that feel good? Being milked like that?” he asked.

“Yes. It feels very good.” I whimpered, watching as my flow increased.

“I’m Jason.” he said, sipping his drink and looking me up and down. It’s hard to say how I would have handled being objectified like that if it weren’t for the immense and overwhelming pleasure I was experiencing. “So pretty. I love your cock.”

“Thank you.” I said, raising my eyes momentarily. “Oh my God.”

“This is making me really horny. You put on a much better show than some of these girls.” he said, continuing to make small talk while his buddy stared at me in silence. There was no show, my reaction was entirely organic. Sarah told me it felt good, but she didn’t mention that the machine might just make me cum right there in front of everyone as juices of arousal spilled down my inner thighs.

“I’m gonna go grab another drink, you want one?” Jason’s friend asked.

“No, I’m good.” he said, staying put right in front of my stall.

“I’m serious. If you want to put yourself on the menu, I’ll buy you.” he said.

“Uhm, no thanks.” I said, too preoccupied to even consider it.

“How about milking? I’ll throw you $25 for 10 minutes.” he offered.

“It’s my first day.” I said, my legs trembling and my dick throbbing. I could feel tears of my own wetness running down my thighs, and I had no ability to wipe it away or hide it. Being so obviously aroused in front of a guy around my age, completely naked, was terrifying and embarrassing at the same time.

“Oh, really? Nice. Well, if you want to make some extra money, I’d love to get a taste of your milk.” he said. I nodded my head, unable to turn him down.

“Yeah. I could do that.” I said.

“Here, is it cool if I come inside?” he asked.

“I don’t know if you’re allowed.” I said.

“It’s all good, we’re allowed to enter the stalls. I was just making sure it was okay with you.” he said.

“It’s fine.”

“You’re so hot. Your tits are perfectly, and you have the most suckable nipples.” he said, removing one of the suction cups from my breast.

“Thanks.” I said, looking around at the other stalls as he began fondling my breasts. It felt so wide open, and it felt like I was doing something wrong by having one of the customers step into my stall.

“Do you live around here?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

“We should hang out sometime. I’d really like that.” he said, letting one of his hands move down between my legs. “You’re wet. And very hard.”

“I know.” I said, looking into his eyes helplessly. His fingers felt amazing slipping inside me, and it was a new thing for me to be experiencing so much pleasure without being in control of it.

“God damn, you’re soaked.” he said, working two fingers in and out of my pussy. “I think I wanna taste this too.” he said, dropping down onto his knees in front of me. “Flex it.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Your cock. Make it jump for me.” he said. No one had ever talked to me in such a forward way before, and I did as I was told without hesitation. “Gorgeous. I want to make it cum so badly.”

“Please.” I begged, as he parted his lips and began worshiping the tip of my cock  and fingering me at the same time. It was like an explosion of pleasure, and I found myself crying as he tortured me in the best possible way. His mouth was warm and eager, and only the second pair of lips to have wrapped itself around my young futanari she cock.

“Mmm…” he moaned, slurping his own spit off of my bulbous, swollen mushroom head. “Now I want to taste your milk.” he said, and removed his fingers from inside me.

“Will you rub my clit while you do it?” I asked, the words leaving my mouth without any forethought. The tension was too much, and I found myself becoming so horny that I couldn’t think straight.

“Of course, baby, but only if you kiss me.” he said, using the pads of his fingers to play with my clit as he leaned in for an aggressive, deep,  sloppy kiss.

“Mmm…” I squealed, as waves of bliss moved through me.

“Let me try some.” He switched his attention to my breasts, removing the second suction cup and placing them both on top of the machine. “Wow. They don’t make many like you.” he grabbed my tits with both hands, leaning in and alternating between my nipples.

“That feels so good.” I whispered, gripping the chains of my straps as the stranger passionately suckled from my tits. He squeezed and sucked, licked and nibbled, all for a taste of the creamy goodness that was leaking from the tips of my nipples.

“You fucking perv, I should have known.” his voice startled us both. Jason’s friend had returned with a new drink, and wore a grin as he shook his head at what we were doing.

“You know I’m a sucker for perfect tits.” Jason said, burying his face between my breasts.

“And Futa cock.” he blurted. “They are nice. Big and milky.”

“I know, right. You want to get a taste?” he asked, looking over to his friend, who politely declined.

“All you, big dog.” he said.

“Suit yourself.” Jason said, licking my nipple and squeezing at the same time so that little strands of milk shot out into his waiting mouth. “Are you sure dude? It tastes fucking amazing.”

“Fuck it. I’ll try a little.” he said, stepping into my stall. I hadn’t expected so much attention, not on my first night. Before I knew it, I had one mouth attached to each nipple, kneading my breasts and taking heavy gulps of my flowing milk.

“Can one of you play with my clit? This is making me so horny.” I said.

“I got you, baby. I like the way you taste down there, too.” Jason said, dropping to his knees in front of me. I wasn’t expecting him to go down on me, but right there in the open stalls, that’s exactly what he did.

“I didn’t realize breastmilk could taste so good.” said Jason’s friend, who continued feeding while Jason sucked on my clit and fondled my balls.

“Fuck…” I sighed, finally feeling a sense of relief. I’d have never thought in a million years that I’d be willingly submitting to two guys I’d just met at a milking farm, but I also didn’t realize just how pleasurable being milked was actually going to be.

“Mmm…” Jason moaned, really getting into it. He treated me like a dessert, eagerly and enthusiastically lapping away at my wetness and balls.

“Don’t stop.” I moaned, pressing my hips against his face. He was very talented orally, and quickly dragged me along towards an unstoppable orgasm. His friend began pinching my nipples, and milk sprayed out uncontrollably.

“That’s so hot.” he said, licking up the excess milk that formed on my breasts.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, my God.” I called out, my climax arriving like a freight train of pure bliss. I nearly collapsed, and hung from my wrist straps in a complete state of agony. “Ohh…yes.” I grinded against his warm mouth, savoring every pleasure wave that rolled over me as I erupted with huge ropes of hot sticky cum. 

“Good girl, cum for your new daddy.” he said, looking up at my face from down on his knees while allowing a massive load of cum to pool up in his mouth. All of the energy in my body felt like it left during my orgasm, and I barely had the strength to stand up. “How was that?” Jason asked, whispering into my ear while he gave me a hug and held me upright.

“So good. Where’d you learn to do that?” I asked.

“The internet, I swear to God.” he said, chuckling.

“Seriously?” I asked.

“I went down on this girl, and I guess it was terrible. She told all of her friends, and it was this big embarrassing thing. So I hit the interwebs, and figured that shit out.” he said, letting his fingers settle into a handful of my bare ass.

“That’s awesome. Well, you’re very good at it now.” I said.

“I know you probably get this a lot, but you’re so pretty. And you seem really cool. I’d really like to hang out with you, outside of here.” he said.

“Yeah, we could do that.” I said, still panting and in a state of confused yet satisfied bliss. Jason was very good looking, and there was something about him I liked. It could have just been a post coital crush, but I was definitely attracted to him.

“Awesome. I’m going to write my number on the back of this 20.” he said, pulling out a pen and writing out his name and phone number on my tip before placing it on top of the machine. “Text me tonight when you get off.” He and his friend put my milking cups back on, and gathered their drinks.

“I think I got off a minute ago.” I said, smirking.

“It was very nice to meet you Kylie. I look forward to seeing you again.”

“You too.” I said, watching him and his buddy walk away.

There was still an hour left on the clock, I was halfway through my first shift and I’d already had an orgasm and made an extra twenty five dollars. Holding your arms above your head for that long is quite uncomfortable, and I just tried to stay relaxed and not think about for the next hour until my shift finally came to a close.

Customers passed by here and there, some would stop and look at me for a minute, and then move on. Outside of Jason and his friend, it was a pretty simple day. The same man who originally strapped me in showed up right on time, and let me loose.

“How was it?” he asked.

“It went really well.” I said, rubbing my wrists.

“See? You already stopped hiding your tits.” he said.

“Oh, yeah. You’re right.” I said, having a laugh at my own expense. I guess it didn’t take long to get used to being naked. I collected my extra cash, and then went back to my dressing room and put my clothes back on.

When it was all said and done, I made 91 dollars in two hours. I counted the bills over and over again, was it really that easy? It wasn’t like I had to make a career out of it, but there was no way I wasn’t going back.


Chapter 4 Captain Michaels, Kylie’s Happy Ending

You’re probably wondering what happened to Kylie after her first time milking. Well, she spent most of the money on food over the following week, sneaking it to the rest of her family members behind her father’s back.

She came clean to her mother, and promised she wasn’t going to make a habit out of it. Her mother warned her of the risks, and told her that her dad was bound to find out. She also thanked Kylie for doing it, for making that sacrifice for her family. Kylie went back a few days later, and made another $32. That was about the time her father’s hand healed up enough to go back into work.

When Kylie texted Jason, he was adamant on taking her out on a date. He picked her up in his own car, and they went to an expensive restaurant. It was the first time she’d been out to eat in years. They were of similar age and interests, and got along famously. It was the type of chemistry she’d always dreamed of, and they talked for hours, closing the restaurant down and then going for a walk to continue their conversation.

Jason played professional soccer, and his father was a rich businessman and investor. He asked her to be his girlfriend a few days later, and insisted that their families meet right away. By this time, Kylie had gotten off the medication long enough so that her boobs were mostly back to normal size.

They had a meal at Jason's father’s house, a massive mansion. Kylie’s father was impressed, and asked them how they met.

“We played a pickup soccer game together, and she was really good. So I asked her out.” Jason said, without missing a beat.

“And you play professionally?” he asked.

“I do, for the Pioneers.” Kylie’s father was a huge fan of soccer, and had been the one to teach Kylie when she was younger. Needless to say, he was very impressed.

Once the family was acquainted, things moved quickly. Kylie spent a lot of her time with Jason’s family, and worked nights at the farm without her father figuring it out. He assumed the money came from Jason, and he loved that his daughter had such a talented and ambitious young man courting his daughter.

Kylie only did private milking shifts after that, a favor she received thanks to Jason’s pull at the farm. She made enough to support her family, and her mother eventually stopped working. Kylie and Jason were married a year later, and she was pregnant within three months of the wedding.

Her father is now retired, and lives with his wife in a small house on the same property as Kylie and Jason. She’s also retired, as Jason made it to the highest levels of professional soccer and signed a multi million dollar contract.


[CLICK HERE] to claim your free copy of Futanari Beach and sign up for the Kelsi Reid Newsletter

More Futanari stories by Kelsi Reid!
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MPreg by His Girlfriend’s Futanari Milf

Jeff can't stop thinking about his girlfriend Tia. She's gorgeous, in love, and ready to give herself over to him for her first time.

But before that can happen, he's going to have to prove his commitment by submitting to an older, dominant futanari milf.

Kristin is tall, in charge, and extremely endowed. If her younger brat is going to give herself to Jeff, she's going to make sure she can dominate him. And there's no more intimate way to get to know someone's submissive side than by putting them in their most vulnerable position, bent over and begging for more.

Little does he know, their lack of protection might have unintended consequences…
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MPreg - Claimed by Futa Milf

When Cassie decides she's ready for a baby, her husband Steve is too old to carry but doesn't want to stand in her way.

In her tribe, it's custom for an older married Futanari woman to take her husband's younger man as a lover.

Cassie and Matt share a secret crush, a powerful lust pulling them together. He's always fantasized about her, and would do anything to make her happy.

When Steve explains the situation to Matt, he knows what he must do.

Claimed by Futa Milf involves adult themes including Futa on Male, male submission, age gap, taboo, and instant MPreg.

Getting MPreg by Futa Milf

MPreg by Futanari Stepmilf

Taken at Futanari Prison - Dominant Futas on Male

Fertile Futa Stepmilf

Futanari in Heat - Fertile MILF Neighbor

His Fertile Futa Roommate
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