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Mindy stroked her sore tits.  For whatever reason, these days she hadn’t been producing as much milk for her master.  No matter how long he left her in the milking machine, no more milk had come out.  She couldn’t help but worry about it, of course.

She went out to pasture that day in a daze.  Her milking performance was weighing heavily on her mind.  She figured a long walk might be good.  She decided to walk to the neighbor’s fence.  The goats that Smithy owned were always at the fence, and Mindy liked to reach over and pet them.

When she got to the far fence, though, Mindy found something else entirely. A tall man with black hair was leaning against the fence on the other side. Mindy stopped walking as she saw his figure. The man wasn’t Smithy, nor was he one of his sons that would visit about once a year for Christmas. However, he was dressed in a baseball cap and work boots, so it didn’t take much for Mindy to figure out that he must have been new hired help at Smithy’s ranch.

From where she stood, she could see that the man was bent over petting the goats. She stepped closer quietly and cautiously. The man had something in his hands that he was feeding to the goats, though he looked as though he didn’t want to be caught in the act. Mindy stood and watched for a while, strangely charmed by the man’s behavior. She listened to his coos and quiet chatter to the animals around him. A grin spread over her face.

“Are you supposed to be doing that?” Mindy finally asked when the man didn’t turn around for a long time.

Mindy got her answer just from the man’s reaction. He jumped high into the air and turned around, hiding whatever little snacks he brought in his pocket. Mindy giggled. Once the man realized he wasn’t in trouble, he cracked a big grin. Mindy was next to be startled. This guy was handsome. He was tall with black hair and youthful good looks. That type of guy was a rarity around these parts.

“You’re a hucow!” The man said. He looked at her with such wonderment that she was surprised for a moment.

“Yes,” she said.  “My name’s Mindy.”

“Stan.”

Mindy became self-conscious all of a sudden. Stan was looking at her like she was some kind of a rare treasure. Like she is a piece of art that he’d heard of but never seen before. Of course, hucows weren’t all that common in most of the world.

“You’re not from around here, are you?” Mindy asked with a smile.

“How did you know?” Sam asked in surprise. “Do I stand out that much?”

Mindy took a step closer to him. “Kinda,” she said with a grin. “You just look like you’ve never seen a hucow before.”

“Well, you’ve got me there. I’m just here visiting my uncle.” Stan got a strange look on his face and then continued, “Well, working for him, I mean.”

Of course, Mindy thought. Guys like him didn’t come from around here.

“Well, welcome to Clark County.”

Stan gave her a smirk. “I’m suddenly very glad to be here.”

Mindy smiled. Something about Stan made her feel strange and wonderful. She wanted to stand with him and talk for hours. However, the call of her master pulled her from her dreamy state.

“I better go,” Mindy said shyly.  “My master’s calling for me.”

“Yeah, of course,” Stan said.  He looked disappointed.  “You better go.”

Mindy took a few steps back, unable to break eye contact from Stan.  Then, she forced herself to.  She turned around and began the walk back to the stables.  For the rest of the day, Stan wouldn’t leave her head.
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The next day, after the morning milking was over, Mindy returned to the same spot.  Her milk production had improved somewhat, so she actually got some praise from her master.  She was practically skipping through the pasture to get to the fence.

When she arrived, she saw a familiar tall figure.

“Hello, Stan,” she said in a musical tone.  For the past day, she had been aching to see him again.

Stan turned around and looked her over.  A smile settled on his lips.

“I’m so glad you came.  I made sure to be here at the same spot at the same time, but I wasn’t sure if you’d come or not.”

Mindy approached the fence and leaned her hip against it.  The raw wood was rough against her bare skin, but she didn’t mind it.  Looking up at Stan, she felt only a strange warmth that radiated from her belly.

“What’s it like?” Stan asked.  He leaned on the fence, standing close to her.  She could smell the spicy cologne he wore.  “Being a hucow?”

Mindy shrugged.  “It’s not bad.  I get milked every morning, and then I get to spend the rest of the day doing whatever I want.”

“You don’t mind having an owner?” he asked.

“I wouldn’t want it any other way.  Most people only focus on the bad that can come from having a master, but there’s plenty of good, as well.  He takes care of me and loves me and keeps me happy so I can make more money.”

“What if he didn’t make you happy?” Stan asked.  “Could you leave?”

The question didn’t sit well with Mindy.  The thought of leaving her master made her stomach twist in anxiety.

“I don’t know,” she said, looking down.  “I suppose.  But why would I ever wanna do that?”

Stan looked at her for a few moments in silence.  The he shrugged.  “There just might be more out there in the world that you’re missing.  Outside of this farm.”

Mindy giggled.

“I know what I’m missing.  I was out in the world before I came to this ranch.  The world is just bad guys and danger and greed.  When I’m here, I don’t have to worry about that stuff.”

“Then you’re missing out on the fun,” Stan said with a smile.  He moved closer to her until his face was just inches from her.  “What’s life without a little danger?  Maybe you need a bad boy to show you how enjoyable it can be?”

Mindy froze in place.  She knew she should have stepped back, or pushed Stan away.  However, those dark, brooding eyes hypnotized her.  Her body was stuck in place, and all she could do was wait for Stan to make his move.

Stan pressed his lips against her.  He was gentle and testing at first, just waiting to see her reaction.  When she pressed back into him, though, then he let loose.  He grabbed hold of the sides of her face with both hands and kissed her deeply with all the desperation that had built up since that first moment they saw one another.  

Mindy’s mind was in a haze of disbelief.  If her master knew that she was kissing a complete stranger, he would get so mad.  However, it felt too good to stop. Stan knew exactly what he was doing to make sparks and flames erupt all throughout her body.  He kissed her with so much possessive energy that it had her questioning who her master was.

Mindy grabbed hold of the front of his shirt and tried to pull him closer.  She wanted to feel even more contact against her body.  However, the rough scratch of wood pulled her out of the intense cloud of pleasure.  She pulled away from Stan and looked down at the wood that separated them.  That one moment of clarity was enough to let the guilt settle in her mind.

“I better go,” she said before she let herself get carried away once more.

Stan gave her a pained look that absolutely broke her heart, but she had to go.  What she was doing was wrong.  Her master would never approve of her kissing any boys.  

Without any farewell, she turned away from Stan and began jogging back to the barn.  She had to get away from him without another word, or even another look.  She knew that his face would just call her right back in for more trouble.  She wanted to be a good little hucow, just like all the other girls.

And yet, for the rest of the day, her mind couldn’t get away from the memories of Stan’s lips, of his possessive hands, or the electric lust that flowed throughout her body.  Mindy wanted more of that feeling.

Mindy told herself over and over again that she should stay away from Stan.  And it worked, for about fifteen minutes.

After she had finished with her milking, Mindy went to pasture with the other girls.  She didn't go back to the fence right away.  She had thought she might be able to resist going at all.  However, it wasn't long before her curiosity felt that draw again.

Her owner went inside to eat his breakfast.  The other girls were all settling down, either to relax and chat or to lay down for a morning nap in the sun.  There wasn't much to keep Mindy's mind off of Stan.  She got up, and it seemed that her legs moved without her brain even consciously deciding it.

When she arrived at the fence, just a little bit later than usual, Stan was there.  He had been looking over into the neighboring land, waiting for her as she approached.

"You came," he said.  He didn't seem surprised.  In fact, he had a knowing smirk plastered across his lips.  It should have made Mindy not want to be there, but she found his grin far too charming.  She was in this far too deep already.

"Yeah, I came.  But that doesn't mean nothing."  She was trying to play it cool.  She didn't want to let on anymore that Stan had a power over her.  However, the look on his face told her that he knew.

"I'm glad you came, Mindy.  I missed you.  I was worried I might have scared you off."

"You know you didn't scare me," she argued.  

Mindy stepped closer to the fence.  She was trying to be brave and strong, but the urges were already there.  She wanted Stan to touch her already.  By the look in his eyes, he already knew this.

Stan brought up his hand slowly, looking down at Mindy with a possessive gaze.  He skimmed his fingers through her hair.

"What would your master say if he knew you kissed me?" he asked.

Mindy didn't even want to think about that.

"I don't know.  He'd probably just punish me."

"Do you like being punished?  Is that why you did it?"

Mindy gave him a confused look.  What a strange question.

"Who likes being punished?" she asked. 

"Well, if you do it right, it can be pretty enjoyable," Stan said with a grin.

Mindy folded her arms across her chest.  She was almost touching the fence again.  It was all she had between her and Stan to protect her.  If the wood beams weren't between them, she wasn't sure what may have happened.

"You are bad," Mindy said.  She laughed at how flagrant he was about it.  "In fact, I know that you're no good for me."

"Then why are you here?" Stan asked.  His dark eyes were twinkling with mischief.  Why did that make Mindy's legs so weak?

She thought through the question seriously, even though it had only been meant to tease her.  Why was she here?  It seemed that her body knew the answer, even if her mind hadn’t accepted it yet.
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