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Betsie wakes up on Farmer Easton’s Hucow Ranch, wondering what will become of her when her previous master leaves her. Betsie needs intensive hucow training to give milk and become the best hucow she can be. Thankfully, Farmer Easton has the exact tools needed to do the job.

Will Betsie be able to satisfy the farmhands and get her cream flowing again? 


-


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.


Taken to the Ranch is a 5500-word erotic short story meant for readers 18+.
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ONE

When I woke up, my head was spinning.

"What... where am I?" I groaned. I blinked and rubbed my eyes, trying to see in the darkness. I was in the cow trailer, I identified the familiar scent of sweat, milk and hay.

I heard voices outside of the dark trailer.

"Yeah, so she's not giving great milk."

I gasped and held my breath. That was my master, a rude farmer who constantly abused his hucows. He was a terrible person, and even though I tried my best to give milk and be a good cow, he did nothing but complain.

"We'll be happy to take her on," said another male voice.

My heart quivered. Who could it be talking to my cruel master?

The trailer door opened and I blinked away the sudden pain of bright sunlight. I shielded my eyes with my hand, which was tightly bound in a leather mitt.

Two men appeared in front of me. One was my master. Just seeing him made me shake with fear. The other man was older with salt and pepper hair and a certain warmth about him. He was fit, dressed in a plaid shirt and jeans. He looked like a stereotypical farmer, but without the coldness that my master had in his gaze.

"Here she is," the master said, hauling me up by my leather halter and shoving me out of the trailer.

The early morning breeze made me shiver. I knelt down in the mud on my hands and knees, naked and submissive, as I had been taught.

The other farmer clicked his tongue as he looked me over. He grabbed my tits and gave them a gentle squeeze. His hands were rough, but warm.

"Like I said, her milk hasn't been good for weeks. Are you sure you want to buy her?" My master asked. It was as if he was looking for an excuse not to give me away. But why would he want to keep me?

"Oh, no, she's not the problem," the other farmer reassured him. "She's a keeper. We'd appreciate having her."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. My heart pounded against my chest, a feeling of relief washing over me.

"Thank you, sir," my master spat, his tone bitter yet grateful. "She's all yours."

I didn't look up as my master shut the trailer with a bang and walked back to his truck, his boots squelching in the mud. As he pulled out of the driveway, I let out a sigh of relief. Finally, I was free from the torment of that rancid farm.

Slowly, I looked up at the new farmer. I found myself at the mercy of this new stranger. I knew I had to make a good impression.

The farmer crouched down beside me, his face stern, yet kinder than any other face I'd seen before. He reached out to stroke my cheek, the touch soft and tender.

"Betsie, isn't it?" he asked gently.

I nodded, still too scared to speak.

"Don't worry, Betsie, there's no need to be afraid here. We're going to take care of you now," the farmer assured me. "You can call me Farmer Easton. And this place is The Hucow Sanctuary."

As he spoke, I couldn't help but feel a sense of calm wash over me. His words were soothing, his manner gentle, and something within me began to stir. I felt safe here. I could trust him. With every touch, every glance, he made me feel cared for, cherished.

"Now, Betsie, I think it's time for us to get acquainted, don't you agree?" Farmer Easton said softly. He stood up and tightened his grip on my leather leash.

I hesitated for a moment. My body ached, both physically and emotionally. But, with Farmer Easton, I trusted him.

I followed him through the mud towards a big red barn. The sun cast long shadows over the property. I glanced from side to side, catching glimpses of the lush rolling fields and well-kept buildings. This was unlike any farm I'd ever seen.

"Come along girl," the farmer said. He led me through the backdoor of the barn where we stopped at a concrete slab with a big drain in the floor. "Let's get you cleaned up," he said gently.

I was hyper-aware of how full of mud I was. I probably stank, too.

Farmer Easton took off my leather mitts and halter, leaving me completely naked in the concrete tub. He grabbed a hose and turned it on, letting lukewarm water wash over me.

I let a low, content moo. My old master only used ice-cold water. Farmer Easton was gentle as he scrubbed me.

My skin tingled as the grime dissolved beneath the stream of warm water, leaving me clean and refreshed. I watched as my old life slipped away, replaced by the promise of something better. The idea excited me, and my nipples hardened in response.

"There," Farmer Easton said, turning off the water. "All clean." He clipped my leash to a barn. "I'll be right back."

I nodded, watching him walk away, leaving me alone in the room. I looked around, taking in the surroundings.

The concrete tub filled one corner of the large room, which also contained a series of stalls, filled with hucows just like me. Some of them were sleeping peacefully, others seemed to be awake but uninterested in me. Beyond the stalls, I saw a stack of hay bales, and various farming implements neatly arranged against the wall.

As I stood there, I suddenly realized that I was aroused. The smell of fresh straw, the feel of warm water washing over me, and the anticipation of being cared for had awakened feelings deep within me.

I hadn't realized how much I needed this kindness until it was offered.

Just then, Farmer Easton returned, carrying a brush and a towel. "Relax, Betsie," Farmer Easton said tenderly as he started brushing my hair.

I let out a sigh and allowed the farmer to tend to me. Every time his hands touched me, I felt a jolt of heat.

Each caress left a trail of goosebumps across my skin and ignited sensations deep inside of me. I felt myself grow wetter, my desire growing stronger with each passing second.

"There we go," Farmer Easton cooed, finishing up with his brushing. "That wasn't so bad, was it?" He toweled me off so I wouldn't catch a chill.

I flexed my hands and stared at them. I wasn't used to being bound up, gagged, and fitted with mitts. It felt so free. I could almost cry, but now wasn't the time. I had to make a good first impression for my new farmer.

After all, he had saved me from a miserable existence. I wanted to show him how much I appreciated his kindness.


TWO

Farmer Easton took me to an empty stall and let me in. He unhooked the leash from my collar and patted my head. "You'll have a good home here, Betsie," he said. "All my hucows give lots of milk when they're cared for properly."

I hummed a low response as he pet me. It felt so good to be treated well, instead of beaten.

The content silence of the barn was broken as one of the farmhands came in.

"Henry," Farmer Easton said. "Good morning."

"Mornin', sir," the handsome farmhand said.

"This here's Betsie, our newest hucow."

Henry looked over into my pen, his eyes going wide as he took in my naked curves. "She's a cutie."

"And already trained," Easton said, snapping his suspenders. "Some asshole wanted to off load her on us. Typical asshole."

"Our first rescue, huh?" Henry said, his gaze lingering on my breasts.

"She's going to need a lot of extra attention to get her milk back," Easton said, clapping Henry on the shoulder. "I trust that you can take care of that?"

Henry nodded. "I'd be happy to."

I looked up at Henry and then glanced down submissively. I felt a rush of excitement surge through me.

"Aye, she's quite the looker, isn't she?" Farmer Easton replied, chuckling softly. "We'll be sure to give her all the care she deserves."

Henry patted my head. "I'll be back, little cow, as soon as I'm done milking the other girls."

I watched silently as Henry brought the milking machine around to each of the other hucows. The shiny stainless steel machine rolled behind him as he went from cow to cow, each of them mooing with pleasure as they were milked.

I waited patiently for my turn. The milking of each hucow combined took over an hour. Many of them were whining, in heat and begging to be fucked. Henry, fingered and played with their clits until they came, letting out loud shrieks as they lost themselves to their pleasure.

I felt warmth spreading between my legs as the anticipation mounted. The barn was filled with satisfied moos and heavy breathing. The rhythmic pumping of the milking machines formed a symphony of sorts, a testament to the nurturing environment created by Farmer Easton.

Finally, Henry came to my stall. "So, Betsie, I guess the farmer wants us to get to know each other." He reached out and patted my head. He reached under me and squeezed my breasts.

"Hm, not much milk," he said to himself. He began working my teats gently with his hands. He continued to stroke my sensitive nipples in a fruitless attempt to get my milk flowing.

I sighed. "I haven't been giving. That's why my master wanted me gone."

"Don't you worry," Henry said with a devious shine in his eye. "I know how to bring your milk back."

Henry moved around and gently slipped his hand between my folds, finding the wetness pooled between my legs.

A gasp escaped my body. I hadn't been touched so tenderly since becoming a hucow. My heart thumped wildly in my chest, and my pussy grew wetter with each gentle caress.

"It's okay, Betsie," Henry whispered, his fingers delicately tracing the entrance to my hungry pussy. "We're gonna find that sweet milk you've been hiding."

My breath quickened as I imagined the sensation of his cock filling me. I moaned softly, my desire evident in the way my hips bucked against his grasp.

Henry's fingers delved deeper, exploring and stimulating my most sensitive spots. Each touch sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body, making me writhe against the confines of the stall.

Henry's skilled fingers danced expertly around my swollen clit, teasing me relentlessly. I cried out, my back arching as I desperately sought release.

"You're such a naughty cow, aren't you?" Henry murmured seductively.

My moans echoed loudly in the otherwise quiet barn, creating a symphony of pleasure that resonated within me. I whimpered, yearning for more.

"I bet you're a greedy slut , right?" Henry taunted, his fingers slowing down. "Well, if you're a greedy cow, then let's give you something else to suck on."

With a swift motion, Henry yanked his pants down, revealing a massive erection. I couldn't help but stare at it, mesmerized, my mouth watering in anticipation.

"Open your mouth, cow," Henry said, grabbing the back of my head and slapping his cock against my lips.

I eagerly parted my lips, my saliva pooling at the corners of my mouth. I sucked greedily on the thick head of his cock, savoring the taste of his musky pre-cum.

"That's right, good girl," Henry praised, thrusting his cock further into my mouth.

I eagerly bobbed my head, my throat muscles contracting around his shaft. I sucked harder, enjoying the sensation of his cock sliding in and out of my mouth.

Henry groaned, thrusting deeper, coating my tongue with his precum. The salty taste was intoxicating, and I craved more.

My heart raced with anticipation as I grasped his cock firmly, guiding it towards my eager lips.

"That's a good girl," Henry murmured approvingly as I engulfed his entire length with my mouth. "Suck me hard, Betsie. Show me how much you want it."

I obliged, sucking fervently on his cock, swirling my tongue around the sensitive underside.

"I love the way your mouth feels on my cock," Henry grunted, his thrusts becoming brutal. "But I wanna hear you squeal."

He released my head abruptly, causing me to gasp for air.

"Present yourself, cow," Henry commanded, his tone husky with desire. "Take my cock like a good girl."

I lifted my ass in the air, parting my legs to give him full access to my soaking pussy.

Henry chuckled to himself, forcing his cock into me with a single stroke.

I yelped as his thick manhood stretched me open.

Henry's powerful hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as he plunged deeper. My whole body shook with the force of his relentless fucking.

"Feels so good, doesn't it?" Henry muttered, his breath hot against my flushed neck. "You're a dirty little cow, Betsie."

His words fueled my desire, and I pushed back against him, meeting each thrust with a hungry moan. The sounds of our bodies colliding filled the air, accompanied by the constant whirring of the neighboring milking machines.

I could feel the eyes of the other hucows watching us and it made me even more desperate to please the farmhand. "Oh fuck, yes!" I squealed.

Henry bore down on me, the intensity of his thrusts betraying that he was close to climax. His grip on my hips tightened, his movements becoming faster and wilder.

"You ready to be filled up, cow?" he growled, his voice strained with lust.

I nodded, overcome with desire. My pussy throbbed, craving the release he promised.

"Show me how much you want it," Henry urged, his cock pistoning in and out of me.

I threw my head back, my hoarse cries echoing through the barn.

"Harder!" I screamed, my voice barely audible over the sound of the milking machines.

With a loud grunt, Henry pitched forward, holding me close as he shot his hot cum deep into me. He held my body against his as his cock twitched and exploded into my womb, filling me until his semen began to leak out down my thighs.

The farmhand let out a shaking breath and stepped back. "Good girl," he praised, zipping up his jeans.

Henry grabbed my tits and teased my nipples. There was still no milk to be had. He frowned. "I guess we'll have to continue this tomorrow to get your milk back."

My heart twinged with shame. What good was it if I couldn't supply the farm with milk?

Henry left the pen to continue his work and I settled down into the hay, dripping with cum and trying not to cry.


THREE

I woke with a jolt the next morning, temporarily forgetting that I'd been saved and now I was on Easton's hucow ranch. Once my heart calmed down, I peeked over the edge of my pen, watching the other hucows stir in their sleep.

The barn was quiet, filled with only the occasional snore or creak of wood.

I huddled back down, hoping to find my tits heavy and full of milk, but they'd barely increased in size at all.

What if my milk didn't come back? Would the farmer cast me out? I didn't want to leave this place. I loved being a hucow. I was useful and contributed to society. This was all I ever wanted. I couldn't be sent away now.

My bottom lip trembled at the thought of being sent away.

A few minutes later, Farmer Easton opened the door, sending a ray of morning sun through the barn. He moved to me first, ignoring the horny moos of the other hucows.

"Good morning, little cow," he said as he reached under me and cupped my breast. He frowned. "Still no milk, huh?"

I hung my head in shame. "I'm so sorry, sir," I cried.

"Please don't send me away. I'll do anything to stay here."

Farmer Easton smiled kindly, his eyes warm and understanding. "Don't fret, Betsie. We'll figure something out." He stroked my cheek, his touch comforting and reassuring.

I ate from the food trough while the farmer and the farmhands tended to the other hucows. I ate my fill of the sweet, oatmeal-like slop, not stopping until my stomach was ready to burst.

Farmer Easton came back with a gleaming syringe. "Here, let's get your hormones pumping again. You just need some food, rest, and medication to get you back to your normal self."

I winced as the needle pierced my thigh. The warmth spread through me immediately. "Thank you," I whispered.

The farmer patted my head and went about his work.

-

I woke up from a nap a short time later, my body blazing with need. I felt as if I had a hundred-degree fever and my pussy was throbbing.

Whatever had been in that injection, it seemed to be working.

I let out an involuntary moan and rolled around in my stall. I hadn't felt this way in so long. I needed to be bred by a big male. I needed to be filled up with cum and fucked until I couldn't walk.

The feeling was exhilarating. I needed this. These feelings were the reason I loved being a hucow, and finally here in the sanctuary, I might finally meet my full potential. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the blissful pain, writhing and twisting on the bed of hay as I reveled in the orgasmic spasms that coursed through my body.

From my periphery, I noticed movement, and as I cracked an eye open, I saw Farmer Easton standing outside my stall, staring intently at me. He had a knowing smile on his face, his arms folded across his chest. The sun was casting a golden hue around him, and the sight of him standing there, observing me, made my heart race.

I quickly got up to my knees to greet him.

"Well, it seems like the serum is taking effect," Farmer Easton said. He leaned over the gate to cup my breasts. "Should be giving milk by tomorrow."

I smiled. That was what I wanted. I wanted to be a good hucow that provided all the milk that the ranch could ask for.

I could feel the heaviness in my breasts. The milk surely would be back soon, but I had a more pressing matter. My eyes trailed down Farmer Easton's overalls and stopped at his impressive bulge.

Farmer Easton grinned at me. "Ah, it seems the side effects are taking hold as well."

I couldn't stop myself from blushing. I was desperate for some cock now. My pussy leaking juices down my legs without even being touched.

Easton came into my pen, softly petting my hair and stroking my cheek. "You're a good cow," he whispered, kissing my forehead. "It breaks my heart to see hucow women mistreated like you were."

I mooed softly, squeezing my legs together and trying to ignore the intense horniness that was taking over my body.

My pussy throbbed and ached, yearning for a big cock to stretch it open and breed me.

Farmer Easton gently rubbed my slit, his breath hitching in surprise when he found me dripping wet. With one hand on the small of my back and the other between my legs, he began to tease my swollen clit, moving in fast circles around the sensitive nub.

My back arched, and I let out a soft whimper.

He smirked. "It's okay, Betsie. Let your desires run rampant."

I was shaking, panting heavily as he worked my aching clit with increasing speed. My pussy throbbed, demanding satisfaction. I reached out for him, grasping at his shirt. "Farmer Easton, please," I begged. "I need to be fucked."

"In time, Betsie. I have something special planned for you. But first, we need to loosen you up a bit." Easton said, slipping three fingers into my pussy and fucking me.

The wet sounds of my pussy filled the quiet barn.

I let out a gasp and a moan, ignoring the other hucows that were watching him fuck me.

The farmer added another finger and then finally forced his fist into my pussy, ramming in and out with enough force to make my eyes roll back and drool drip down my chin.

"How's that, Betsie?" He chuckled, my juices glistening on his hand and wrist.

"Oh, god," I couldn't respond, only moaning and mooing as he brought me to orgasm again and again.

When he finally withdrew, I was left as a quivering mess on the floor, gasping for air.

"Good girl," The farmer said, wiping his hand off on a rag. "Tomorrow morning you'll be ready for The Bull."


FOUR

I let out a shaking moan as the farmer's hand was forced into my cunt. He stretched me open as he felt for my cervix.

"Ah, yep, nice and soft. She's ripe for breeding," Farmer Easton said.

I whimpered as he withdrew his hand.

"Let's take her to The Bull," Farmer Easton said.

Henry, the farmhand, nodded. He grabbed my leash and clipped it onto my collar. "Let's go, cow." He slapped my ass and made me yelp.

The feeling of his touch made my body go hot with need. I wiggled my hips as I walked on all fours behind them.

The men led me to a room at the back of the barn. The other hucows spoke to each other in hushed whispers. I couldn't make out what they were saying but I saw the unique mix of fear and envy in their eyes. Whatever The Bull was, it was something extraordinary.

"In here," Henry said. Lust shone in his eyes as he tugged the leash. "I love watching cows take The Bull."

I swallowed nervously as I saw the contraption which they referred to as The Bull.

The colossal machine loomed over me, its gleaming metallic components casting an ominous shadow on the barn floor. Its massive phallus-like component, pulsating with artificial life, was easily the size of two adult human males combined. It was intimidating, to say the least; however, I couldn't deny the curious stirring within me.

"Alright, Betsie," Farmer Easton addressed me, his voice firm yet reassuring. "Let's get you set up."

I submitted willingly as Henry and Farmer Easton prepared me for the breeding process. I leaned over the leather bench with my ass in the air, presenting my pussy to the shining metal cock.

Henry strapped my legs and arms in place so I couldn't move. He double-checked the leather binds to make sure they were tight.

I winced as the leather dug into my skin. The air in the room was cold and sterile, filled with a strange smell of cleaning liquids and lubricant.

"Just relax, Betsie," Farmer Easton said, rubbing my ass and giving it an affectionate squeeze.

Henry checked my tits. "Her udders still aren't giving milk," he said.

"Don't worry about that, The Bull would give her all the stimulation she needs."

Henry nodded, walking to the control panel near the mechanical breeding device. He flipped switches and pressed buttons, preparing the machine for its task.

I felt a wave of apprehension sweep over me, but Farmer Easton's calming presence eased my fears. He ran his hands up and down my back, massaging the tense muscles there.

"Just remember, Betsie," he said softly, kissing my neck gently, "this is all for the greater good. In the end, you'll be able to give more milk than ever before."

I nodded, the sting of the straps biting into my flesh.

The machine loomed above me, its monstrous phallus pulsating, an eerie reminder of the impending encounter. Farmer Easton's comforting words echoed in my ears, helping to ease the mounting unease within me.

"Here we go!" Henry called out.

My heart hammered against my ribs, threatening to burst free from my chest.

The Bull whirred and clinked as it came to life, the massive cock moving forward towards my wet pussy. I felt the cold metal pushing against my entrance, preparing to enter me with ruthless mechanical precision.

I whimpered as the giant metal cockhead pushed into me. The cool surface pressed against my quivering hole, stretching me wider than anything I'd experienced before. My senses reeled, overwhelmed by the sheer magnitude of the penetrating object.

"Relax, Betsie," Farmer Easton encouraged from behind me as he ran his hands over my trembling form. "It may seem overwhelming at first, but this will ensure you give plenty of milk."

"Yeah, just relax," Henry chimed in, leaning against the control panel. "Trust me, once it gets in, you won't be able to resist."

Henry and Farmer Easton exchanged amused glances, sharing a smirk before focusing their attention on the controls.

I felt the giant phallus gradually sink deeper into me, the cold metal invading my cunt. My body convulsed involuntarily, but the overwhelming size of the artificial member, a peculiar sensation began to spread through me. I let out a whimper as The Bull pushed in inch by inch until I was filled completely.

The cold metal grazed against my swollen cervix and then withdrew. The Bull immediately started pumping in and out of my pussy.

The cold metal vibrated intensely, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. My moans echoed loudly in the barn, mixing with the familiar sound of the milking machines in the rooms next door.

"Just relax, Betsie," Farmer Easton repeated, his voice laced with assurance.

I thrashed and moaned, fighting against the leather straps as the machine continued to pound me. Heat spread through my body. My pussy was squirting around the metal cock, leaking down my thighs.

My breasts suddenly became heavier than they ever had before. My milk was coming back, finally! I let out another cry as a trickle of milk rolled down my tits.

The Bull had worked its magic, and my body responded accordingly. My nipples stiffened, standing erect and waiting patiently for the next round of orgasms. Each contraction of my pussy drove me closer to the edge, my desire spiraling out of control.

"Look at that," Henry marveled, pressing a button that caused the speed of the machine to increase. "You're getting milkier by the minute."

Farmer Easton smiled proudly. "Hurry Henry, attach a milking machine."

The Bull was a masterpiece of agricultural engineering, designed specifically to stimulate a hucow's reproductive system and maximize milk production. The sheer power of the machine was beyond belief, and the intense vibrations it generated drove me insane with pleasure.

"Fuck!" I cried out, writhing against the restraints pinning me in place. The gigantic cock drilled deeper and deeper into my core, filling me up with unrelenting pleasure.

Henry rolled a milking machine over and attached the suction cups to my teats.

I moaned loudly as the vacuum drew in my nipples, causing my milk to flow freely.

The Bull didn't stop pumping into me though; its relentless pace matched the rhythm of the milking machine.

My screams echoed loudly as I bucked and writhed against the restraints. My pussy ached and throbbed, begging for release.

Farmer Easton watched intently, his eyes locked on my reaction. He knew that the combination of the machine and the breeding would push me to my limits.

I watched the plentiful milk spurt from my full udders and into the holding tank. I was doing it! Finally, I was able to produce milk for the sanctuary hucow ranch. It would be able to stay and enjoy life under Farmer Easton's care.

I moaned as pleasure surged through me from both ends. The milking machine sucked and pulled my nipples while The Bull pounded my pussy. I was grateful for the leather-upholstered bench beneath me or else I would have collapsed under the relentless fucking of The Bull machine.

The Bull increased it's pace, ready to inseminate my fertile hucow womb.

The massive cockhead drilled mercilessly into my slick pussy, its relentless force triggering multiple orgasms. I arched my back as waves of pleasure swept through me in rapid succession. Each orgasm intensified. With each thrust, my swollen udders produced gallons of creamy milk.

"I can't believe it," Farmer Easton murmured, watching the spectacle unfold with awe. "Betsie, you're producing more milk than any hucow we've seen."

Henry nodded enthusiastically. "This is incredible, sir.

We might have a record breaker here," Henry commented, his face flush with admiration. "Look at all that milk she's pouring out."

Farmer Easton nodded, his eyes glued to the sight of Betsie's udders gushing with nourishing liquid. "I never thought I'd see the day a hucow could produce this much milk. It's truly miraculous."

The Bull clicked and groaned, forcing the metal cock in all the way, spurting it's cum directly into my womb.

An orgasm ripped through my body as I felt the machine filling me up and breeding me. It continued to squirt warm liquid into me until my stomach swelled from the volume of insemination fluid.

I let out a long gasp, my eyes rolling back.

Henry unhooked the milking machine. "Amazing!" He let out a whistle.

The Bull withdrew its metal phallus, the pistons letting out a hiss and a groan as it moved back to its ready state.

My entire body shook. The Bull left me feeling empty. The fluid flowed in large globs from my gaping pussy. It dripped heavily on the ground below, splashing on the wooden floorboards beneath me. My pussy burned and throbbed, aching with a newfound hunger for more.

Farmer Easton stared at the massive amount of semen that had flooded from my vagina. "Incredible," he whispered, reaching out to touch the sticky fluid. "The Bull has definitely impregnated her."

Suddenly. his cell phone rang. He looked at Henry as he pulled the phone from his pocket. "Henry, you go ahead and get her cleaned up. I need to take this."

Henry watched the farmer leave and then glanced at me, naked and bound to the bench. "Why don't we have a little fun first?"


FIVE

"Why don't we have a little fun first?"

I looked up at Henry with wide eyes. "What?" My voice shook as I spoke.

Henry grinned, unzipping his jeans and letting his thick cock free. "I love watching hucows get fucked by The Bull. Turns me on more than anything." He paused, stroking his cock and slapping it against my lips. "So now, it's my turn."

My tongue flicked out, tasting his salty precum. The Bull had completely ravished my cunt, but I was still horny.

I felt drained of energy, and my pussy was sore, but I craved more. More than I thought possible. I wondered if I could take it, and if I could, would I survive? These questions ran through my mind as I watched Henry strip down to his bare skin.

"So, Betsie, do you want it?" Henry asked, his cock standing tall and proud. "Do you want more?"

I looked at it, my gaze locked onto its magnificent size. I swallowed nervously, trying to gather enough courage to answer. "Yes," I finally managed to whisper.

"Such an insatiable cow," Henry said, moving behind me and slapping my ass. He spread my ass cheeks and pushed his cock against my asshole.

"You cunt is too loose now, I'll have to use this hole instead," he chuckled, spitting on his cock and pushing against my asshole.

I gasped. No one had ever fucked me there before.

I cried out in pain as he forced it in, stretching me wider than I'd ever been. My anal ring clung to his cock as he pushed deeper, stretching me apart until he was fully inside me.

"Ooooooh, that's nice," he moaned, thrusting in and out of me. "I'm going to split you in two," he said with wicked intent, his thrusts becoming harder and faster.

I arched my back, crying out as he mercilessly rammed into me. Each brutal thrust tore at my insides, sending waves of agonizing pleasure coursing through my body.

"You're so tight," he groaned, his fingers digging into my flesh. "I love the way you scream."

He continued to pound into me, ignoring my pleas for mercy. My vision blurred as tears streaked down my face, staining the dusty ground below.

"Are you ready to cum?" he demanded, his voice hoarse with lust. "Cum with me, hucow!" His hands dug into my fleshy thighs.

I could only moo and moan as the pleasure took hold of me. The leather bench rubbed my clit as he pounded me, sending jolts of pleasure through me.

Henry let out a groan and bucked his hips, shooting his load into my ass. "Fuck, yeah!" He growled, slapping my ass and leaving red hand prints on my skin.

The farmhand pulled out and cleaned off his cock. "Good cow," he said, panting.

Henry cleaned me up in silence and clipped my leash onto my collar again.

My breasts were heavy with milk and my legs were weak.

I was ready for another milking.

My heart squeezed with pride and I knew I'd finally found my place. I would be able to provide all the milk the farmer needed and be happy here at Easton's Hucow Sanctuary.

THE END
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