

    
        
          Rich Daddy's Farm - Dark Hucow BDSM Breeding And Milking Short Erotica Story

        

        
        
          Jenny Oswald

        

        
          Published by Jenny Oswald, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      RICH DADDY'S FARM - DARK HUCOW BDSM BREEDING AND MILKING SHORT EROTICA STORY

    

    
      First edition. February 12, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jenny Oswald.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230215462

    

    
    
      Written by Jenny Oswald.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Rich Daddy's Hucow Farm - Dark Hucow BDSM Breeding And Milking Short Erotica Story

Also By Jenny Oswald


I was sitting in the back seat of a luxury black limousine with glazed windows and smoking the last cigarette from the pack. Smoke swirled in the stifling space filled with the sweet scents of the intoxicating perfumes of the girls riding with me.

All of them were beautiful, young, and with extremely pronounced, lush busts.

They were all ravishing, sexy, and with curly hair. They sang to the music playing on the radio and joked with each other.

And they were all purchased Hucow slaves who had just signed their contract with the lawyer representing Mister Roger. Each of them committed to a six-month service as a sex slaves on Mrs. Roger's farm where the farmer and Mr. Roger will treat them like animals, more precisely cows, using their lush breasts and beautiful bodies to produce milk and satisfy their sexual fantasies. In return, after six months, they will receive a substantial payment, in fact, a payment sufficient to provide them for a lifetime.

I was one of them.

Anna Pierce, a brunette with long curly hair and a stunning body, a former medical student, and now just a lost young girl in debt trying to find a way out of the problems she got herself into.

Namely, I've always had terrible taste in men, but the last one I chose really got me into deep trouble. In addition to cheating on me with my best friend, he stole my bank card and took all the money out of the account that was meant for my studies. Along the way, he demolished the apartment we lived in, which was rented, while I was visiting my parents, so the landlords kicked me out and made me pay for the damage he caused.

So, my ex left me deep in debt and problems. Of course, I could go back to my parents and ask for their help, but I didn't have the strength for that. I was too embarrassed and humiliated. I wanted to get out of this on my own, without anyone's help.

I heard about Mr. Roger's farm from a friend, and that the girls who worked for him get paid big bucks for it. I also heard that the things they did there were not at all humane or normal, but out of desperation and anger, I was ready to agree to anything.

I asked around a bit, and with the right contacts, I quickly managed to reach his lawyer, who, after thorough examinations in private clinics, offered me to sign a contract. I immediately agreed.

Today was my first day, and together with other girls - hucow slaves, I drove towards his farm.

The ride was quite comfortable, and unfortunately, that was, I think, the only comfortable and nice thing that day.

As soon as we reached our destination, men in black overalls roughly led us to the barn. We walked down the muddy path to the barn, some of us still in our heels. We were aware that the next six months would not be easy for us, but I think that what we experienced exceeded all our expectations.

In the barn, they ordered us to take off our clothes. I dutifully took off my clothes and put them aside, but some of the girls were hesitating.

One girl – Alisa, a curly red-haired beauty looked like she was terribly uncomfortable. She fidgeted from foot to foot looking very nervous. One of the men in overalls - "Farmer" approached her and got in her face:

- What the fuck do you think you're doing? You heard the order. Why are you still dressed?

He shouted at her in a frantic, booming voice.

- I, I...

Alice stammered.

The farmer grabbed her cheeks.

- I don't know who you think you are, but I assure you that I will teach you very quickly. You are all here to be milked, pumped, fucked and filled. You only have the right to obey our orders, and that's why you better take off your clothes because if I have to make you do it, I don't think you'll like it at all.

Then he tore off her shirt and grabbed her breast. They were really big and juicy. Alice screamed.

He nodded to another farmer who then pulled some machinery over to her. I had never seen anything like it before and was quite confused. The farmer then attached two plastic pumps connected by tubes to a metal machine to Alice's nipples. He turned on the red button and the engine roared. The pumps expanded and contracted rhythmically and Alice moaned loudly. I shuddered just looking at her writhing in pain.

One of the Farmers came up to me and stared at my face. I was scared and looked down.

- This is what happens to disobedient little cows,

Then he grabbed my chin and lifted my face-

- But I know that you are good girls and that you will not cause trouble.

His eyes were cruel and cold.

- Let's go.

They invited us to follow them, and all three of us, except for Alice who remained attached to the machine, moaning in pain, followed in their footsteps. We walked naked and barefoot on straw and mud that stuck to our feet.

The farmers then showed us our boxes - cramped, fenced-in, locked rooms in which we will be staying from now on - and arranged us inside them.

They hung cold, metal necklaces around our necks with metal bells that jingled with our every move. They also gave us lace underwear, white, with black tufts, and the same lace leggings that they ordered us to wear. Dressed like that, with bells around our necks, we looked more and more like real milking cows.

In the evening, along with dinner, they gave us hormonal pills that caused the lactation, so that by morning our breasts were already swollen, painful, and full of milk.

I heard footsteps that woke me up, and as I got out of bed a few warm drops leaked out of me. One of the Farmers spoke up:

- Good morning girls! It's time for the morning milking. After milking, you can expect a visit from Mr. Roger.

Farmers then started approaching and unlocking our boxes. First, they checked the condition of our breasts, squeezing, pulling, and pinching our nipples. They treated us like cattle. When they were satisfied with the results, they made us kneel on all fours, on the floor of the muddy barn, with our heads stuck through the feeding fence, which they then locked. They hooked each of us up to milking machines, like the one they used on Alice yesterday.

The feeling was very painful and unpleasant and soon the whole barn was filled with our loud moans and groans. Farmers warned us to be obedient and calm. Some of the girls, however, could hardly stand the milking and kicked and ran away. Farmers would then take them away and tie them to special metal devices in which their wrists, ankles, and heads were fixed. Tied like that, they were unable to move at all.

When after some time they got tired of our loud and painful moans and groans, they stuffed metal balls into our mouths and fastened them behind, us so that we could no longer make any sounds, except muffled whimpers.

The process was extremely painstaking and difficult. During milking, my nipples grew almost three times, they were completely swollen, hardened, and extremely sensitive, and the milk, warm, sweet, and perfect, continuously leaked.

When Mr. Roger entered the barn, all the girls turned to him and fixed pleading eyes on him. I was looking at the floor anyway. 

I guess they hoped he would ease their pain or reduce the level of torture they were subjected to. They were clearly too stupid to realize that all this was actually taking place under his orders and that the entire farm was his personal hucow harem, created as a result of his sick perversions.

Roger walked the length of the barn and watched the girls with eyes full of undisguised pleasure. Soon a swollen bulge was clearly visible in his pants. He quickly achieved an erection, just looking at us and listening to our muffled moans.

He approached the girls and gently caressed their hair, enjoying the sight of their helpless, gaping bodies, swollen breasts hanging helplessly attached to milking pumps, and eyes filled with pain.

I tried to draw as little attention to myself as possible, but for some reason, after he stroked my hair, Mr. Roger decided to take the muzzle off my face. 

Then he unzipped his fancy, well-tailored pants and shook his fat, swollen cock out. He shoved it roughly in my mouth so that I almost choked. The pumps squeezed me all the time and stimulated my nipples and milk flowed from me in copious streams. With Roger's cock in my mouth I still couldn't speak or make any sounds. He rammed
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