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Chapter 1

Marco enjoyed his life on the farm. Before the farm, he’d worked a boring, average office job. There was no excitement, only stress, deadlines, and a lack of relaxation. Being a Hu-Cow was a much better alternative. The straw under his knees was always fresh and clean, the barn was warm - for the most part - and even his restraints were soft and comfortable. Every morning he was given plenty of delicious green vegetables to eat while the caretakers groomed and praised him. Then he was taken down to the barn to be put in the stocks and hooked up to the milker for a few hours. Once he’d been milked he was let out to roam and graze in the pasture until the next milking session.

The stocks themselves were comfortable enough. His ankles and wrists were placed in leather cuffs, while he was strapped on his stomach to a wooden bench, his cock and balls dangling underneath him. They said it was to keep him from squirming away from the milker - not that he could understand why anyone would want to. It was nice, the warm, pulsating buzz as it coaxed him to release a slow and steady stream of cum. He was perfectly content to lay there, drooling around the ball gag stuffed in his mouth while the machine did its work.

Occasionally, if he was lucky, one of the caretakers would come in to ‘help’ with the milking. He always looked up at them with need glazing his eyes, whining and bucking for them to help. As much as he liked the milker, it couldn’t compare to a firm palm stroking his cock and fondling his often neglected balls. They rubbed his tip and fingered his ass. Some of the rougher workers would go straight to fucking him, turning the milker to a higher setting as they pounded his ass. Even that was much better than the plug jammed inside of him. On special occasions he got one that vibrated, but those times were few and far between.

His eyes were just starting to drift shut as he lay there, exhausted and leaking. It was already dark outside, near enough for him and the other Hu-Cows to bed down for the night. He should have been taken off the milker hours ago; the others had already been taken back to their pens. He was the only one left in the long line of milking machines that stretched from one end of the barn to the other. His jaw was getting sore from the gag and he wanted to stretch his legs. The milker sucked greedily around his cock pulsating at an agonizingly slow pace. If only he had anything left to feed it.

His milkings had gotten longer over the past week or so. He was always the last one freed from restraints, occasionally he was kept hooked up while the others took their afternoon break, but this was the first time he’d been left on the bench after the sun had set.

A dull creak came from one end of the barn. Marco’s eyes opened, he blinked the sleep from them and looked over in time to see a caretaker and a man in a black suit stepping inside. The stranger wrinkled his nose, the corners of his mouth pulled in a tight grimace as he glanced at the dirt floor. The caretaker, on the other hand, had a big grin on his face as he walked down the row towards Marco’s bench. Their footsteps echoed in the silent building, muffled as they were by dirt and straw.

“-left him hooked up all day today,” a familiar voice said as the footsteps grew closer. “Wanted to see if he’d even come close to the bulls.” Even if he hadn’t been wearing the red flannel uniform of the farmhands Marco would have recognized him instantly. Caleb was rough and crude, always a little too handsy when it came to milking the cows, which he preferred to do by hand. Marco was one of his favorites because of the noise he made with a hand wrapped around his dick.

Caleb and the stranger stopped in front of him. The stranger’s fierce blue eyes roved up and down Marco’s strapped, defenseless body. He tilted his head to the side, curiously, like a hawk sizing up its prey before making a strike.

“Isn’t he a beauty?” Clay asked. “Look at those cheeks and that perfect bubble ass of his. You can’t tell me he isn’t a catch.”

Internally, Marco preened. He always knew he was beautiful but it never hurt to hear it.

“He’s pretty, sure,” said the man, hardly sounding convinced.

Marco grunted. He needed to get his eyes checked.

Clay bent down next to the milker, giving a slight tsk. There was a soft clink as the bottle underneath him was removed and replaced with the next one.

Marco whined when the machine turned off with a soft whir. The suction abruptly ended, the tube falling away from his half-hard dick hanging down between his thighs.

“I know buddy,” said Clay, patting his thigh. Turning back to the stranger, he said, “our best bulls can keep pumping cum for hours but this little heifer busts his load after a minute. Don’t you, you greedy little slut?” Clay asked, gripping his ass.

Marco bucked his hips back, doing his best to grind despite the restraints. He whined when Clay’s hand disappeared.

“Look at this,” Clay said, holding up the jar of Marco’s cum. “He’s been hooked up for two extra hours today, and barely a fourth of what the others produce. Even if we shot him full of hormones and had him make tit milk it wouldn’t be enough. The owners just can’t justify keeping him.”

“It is a shame. So they’re selling him?”

Marco snorted and wriggled, though he could barely move while strapped down as he was. He didn’t want to be sold. He liked the machines. He liked his warm pen. He liked how simple his life was on the farm, it’s why he’d come there in the first place.

“To the right person, so long as our boy here agrees.”

“You could fetch a good price for him in the markets. I bet you’d have a bidding war.”

“He’s way too cute to be someone’s pet. He’d be much better off in the entertainment industry. It’d be a waste to retire him so soon.”

“There’s a market for cow porn, sure,” the stranger said. “But our bulls would eat him alive, starting with his ass.”

“He could take it,” said Clay.

“He couldn’t take a pencil.”

“Oh, no? Care to test that, Nicky?”

Marco bucked his hips in response. He didn’t care what they did, but if they weren’t going to take him off the stocks he’d prefer the milker be turned on again. He received a smack on the ass from Clay in response.

Nick sighed and shrugged off his coat, hanging it over the side of the railing. “We might as well since you dragged me all the way down here to the middle of nowhere for a cow that can hardly milk.” He crouched down in front of Marco’s face. His fingers gently brushed against his cheek as he moved to finger the buckle keeping his gag in place.

“He bite?”

“Nah, this one’s sweet as a lamb.”

“Then let’s see what we can use that pretty mouth of yours for,” Nick said, unbuckling the straps. The drool-coated gag fell from his mouth as the buckles were undone. Marco shook his head, stretching his jaw in relief.

Before he could utter any words of thanks his ass cheeks were suddenly spread wide. Clay spread his cheeks, his fingers slid easily into his ass, fingering out the warm plug stuffed deep inside him. Marco shuddered as it was pulled free with a wet ‘pop.’

“That’s not impressive,” said Nick, looking dismissively at the plug in Clay’s hand.

Marco grunted, forgetting for a moment that he could speak.

“He’s here for milking, not breeding,” Clay said for him. “He can be trained.”

“I didn’t pick it,” Marco said, his voice coming out hoarse from disuse. There wasn’t often much reason for him to talk, even when he wasn’t gagged. Most of the Hucows weren’t, but Marco was known to be particularly noisy and ‘disruptive’ to the others milking sessions. “I - Ah! Ah!” Marco grunted as Clay shoved his fingers into his as, wriggling around in the tight space.

“Shut up,” said Clay, curling and uncurling his fingers. “Your mouth isn’t for talking.”

“Make me,” said Marco, eyes glazed with lust, hoping someone would.

Clay smacked his ass roughly enough to sting, abruptly pulling his fingers out.

Marco whined, looking up at the stranger pleadingly.

The stranger looked down at him, those pinning blue eyes roving his body not unlike a wolf taking time to admire before devouring its prey.

“It’s a lot more work at my place,” Nick said, thumbing over Marco’s eagerly waiting lips as he unzipped his pants. “You can’t just rest on a bench, being pleased all day. You have to learn how to do the pleasing too, and there are a lot of bulls to please. What do you say? Can you please me?”

“Yes, sir,” Marco said, parting his quivering lips. He swallowed up the salty cock as it was fed to him. It slid easily down his waiting throat as he began to slurp and suck. It filled his mouth completely, making his jaw stretch wide, almost painfully as he took it.

“Mhm, that’s a good boy,” Nick said, his hand fisting Marco’s hair, keeping his head exactly where he wanted it. “Very good boy.”

Marco heard Clay unzipping his pants behind them, feeling the wet head press against his ass. He shoved his half-hard cock the rest of the way inside.

Marco moaned around the cock as he was filled up. Clay gripped his hips tight, nails digging into his tender skin as he started to fuck him with sharp, rough thrusts.

Nick kept a tight hold on Marco’s head, pushing and pulling him where he wanted.

Marco tried to suppress his whimpers and whines as Clay fucked into his neglected prostate. He wriggled, although the tight restraints kept him from moving much, barely sliding an inch along the bench. His own cock and balls were stiff and swollen, despite all the extra milking he’d endured that day.

The pair continued to thrust in and out of him, using up his body as if he were just a toy. Marco lapped, sucked, and slurped greedily on Nick’s cock as Clay rutted against him, weighing down on his back.

“Fuck,” Clay breathed. “Such a good little fucking whore.” He fucked into him hard, hard enough that the bench started to creak as he was rammed into it again and again.

Suddenly a warm hand wrapped around Marco’s cock, thumb pressing over his wet tip.

Marco couldn’t suppress the needy whine that shot out of him as his balls tightened and his dick quivered in anticipation. His balls were painfully full, despite the double milking he’d endured that day.

“Oh, shit,” Clay snapped. The warm hand disappeared, replaced by cold air. A second later and the milking tube was sliding back over Marco’s stiff cock.

Marco bucked his hips in protest. The machine whirred back to life and began pulsating over his dick. It was too slow, too steady. It wasn’t enough. His balls ached and at last he couldn’t help but spurt his pent up load into the milking tube. He heard his cum trickling into the bottle beneath them as Clay chuckled and petted his back.

“Sorry buddy. That’s still company property, and we have to collect every drop we can from you. Don’t worry though, I have a feeling soon you’ll be shipped off to spill your milk wherever you want to.”

“Well, maybe not wherever he wants too, but I have a few ideas for him,” Nick said with a dark chuckle. “We could set up a webcam for him, keep him milked in front of the cameras all day. Let the viewers control the speed. Or maybe, if he gets milked at all.”

“Or which bull takes him-”

“-How many bulls take him,” Nick grinned, moaning as he pushed his cock as far as it would go into Marco’s waiting throat. He kept his nose pressed against his musky pubes. “Oh yes, there are a lot of fun things we can do with you.”

Clay was the one to come first, ramming into him a final time, the bench creaking loudly beneath them. He held Marco’s thighs so tight he could feel the bruises forming. “Shit, fuck,” Clay breathed against his back as warm cum shot into his ass, filling him up with his seed. Clay stayed inside of him, resting on Marco’s back as his balls emptied themselves.

It was only a moment later that Nick’s cock released it’s load down Marco’s throat. His mouth filled with the taste of salty cum as Nick slid his dick out, letting the tip spurt the last few drops over Marco’s lips.

“Don’t lick,” Nick warned, gripping his hair tight as soon as Marco’s tongue poked out of his mouth, ready to lap at his mouth. “Stay like that for me.”

Marco obeyed.

Nick pulled his phone from his pocket, unlocking it and holding the camera right above Marco’s face.

Nick smiled as the camera clicked.

“There’s a good boy. What a nice profile picture for your page.”

“What do you think, boy? Want to go with Nick and be a good breeder boy for his porn site?”

“If someone finally touches my dick,” Marco breathed.

“If you’re lucky,” Marco said, picking the ball gag off the ground. “That depends how much the bulls like you, but I have a feeling they’re going to adore you.” He put the gag back in Marco’s mouth, buckling the straps behind his head again.

At the same time, Clay worked the plug back into his ass, pushing it in with one finger until it was swallowed up by his ass.

Marco wriggled, unsure how he felt about the salty cum left on his tongue, and the squelching cum left inside his ass. He was used to being cleaned up after Clay hand-milked him.

“Should you take him back to his pen?” asked Nick.

“Nah,” said Clay. “Let’s leave him here. He needs to get used to the taste and feeling of being all used up. I’ll go get the paperwork started for you to take him back with you.”

“Sounds good,” said Nick, pulling his coat back on and zipping up his pants - but not before wiping the remaining wet off on Marco’s cheek.

Before they even left the barn Marco was fully asleep. His face, ass, and mouth dripped with warm cum. In the morning, when the next caretaker came to get him cleaned up they would find him stuffed, plugged, and exhausted.
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