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Samantha Evans was the most beautiful hucow that I had ever seen.  That’s the reason why I needed her to sleep with another man.

I had been a hucow rancher for most of my life.  My father and grandfather before me had started the family business, and as the eldest son of the family, I saw the path right in front of me.  I followed in those easy footsteps and never once looked back.  Being a hucow farmer, I had gotten used to seeing the beautiful girls who willingly gave their milk and their bodies to the business.  The reward was good for them, but better for me.  I got to surround myself with knockout beauties every day at work.  It was hard to beat that, even with the back-breaking work that accompanied owning a ranch.

After about twenty years in the business, I thought I had seen it all.  I had milked my fair share of milky udders and had bred an enormous number of hucows.  I had had my fill of delicious cream.  In fact, I would say I had gotten myself into a bit of a rut. That all changed when I got a new hucow named Samantha Evans.

A hucow beauty like Samantha only came around in the industry every decade or so.  Sam could have been a great show hucow, with her thick, wavy blonde hair and beautiful features.  Her body was the perfect womanly hourglass, and her milk was thick and sweet.  However, Sam never sought out fame and fortune.  She only wanted to make people happy.  She chose the life of a working hucow so that she could spread her cream to as many people as she could.  Somehow, I was the lucky rancher that became her owner.

Samantha grew up in my small hometown.  Being such a small town, I knew the Evans family, though their farm was quite a ways from my own ranch.  I didn’t meet Samantha until she was eighteen and asking around town to find the best hucow ranch to start working for.  I had lived in these parts for my whole life, and I had made plenty of friends in town, so quite a few people threw my name out as a recommendation.  So Sam came to find me.

One morning after I had finished all my early duties at the ranch, I heard a truck getting closer and closer to my home down the dirt and gravel road.  I figured they might be lost, since I was the end of the road, but the truck stopped just outside my front gate.  I watched from the kitchen window of my house, slightly on edge at having some unknown visitors.  Then I saw the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my life.

Sam jumped out the back of the truck.  She walked around to the driver’s side and leaned against the window frame, talking with the driver.  Then, the truck back up and pulled away, leaving her behind.  I watched her, admiring her blonde hair shining in the morning sun and bouncing around in the light breeze.  She leaned against the front gate, looking into my property.  I went out to meet her.

“Hello, Mr. Lee,” she said.  She stuck her arm through the slats in my gate for a handshake.  “I’m Samantha Evans, and I wanna be a hucow.”

I was mesmerized by the smile.  I shook her hand and opened my gate to let her in.  While she stepped through, I checked out her body.  Her breasts were big, standing out on her petite frame.  The plaid patterned shirt she wore was tied into a knot at her waist, showing off her flat belly and dramatic curves.  She wore the tiniest short shorts that I had ever seen.  They barely covered her thick, round ass.  This girl wanted to be my hucow?  Just looking at her, I knew there was no way I could refuse.

Since that day, the whole town knew that Lee and Sons Ranch had the most beautiful hucow in the worlds.  News spread throughout the county and then the state.  Everyone knew about Samantha the perfect hucow, and Samantha’s special cream.  Demand for her cream brought my farm more money than I even knew what to do with.  Before long, I was sending Sam’s cream across the country - for quite a pretty penny.  No matter how high I raised the price, the demand was constantly high.  Samantha was happy to fill the orders, anyway.

We lived the same way for a couple years, milking every day, filling orders from all over.  We would get fan mail from people who loved her milk.  And both of us were happy.  However, I realized early on that I could only do so much to please Sam.  I was an old man who had seen too much sun and hard work in my life.  It was hardly appropriate for me to be the man to fulfill her ultimate goal as a hucow.

I could touch her and please her whenever she wanted, of course, but I knew that I wasn’t enough for beautiful Samantha.  I knew that she needed a bull to give her what she needed when the time came.  That thought had always resided in the back of my mind, though I never brought it up with her.  I was content with just waiting until she asked about a bull.  It was a thought that worried me, but I knew the day would come eventually.  All I could do until then was enjoy my time with Samantha the perfect hucow.

It was a beautiful morning.  The sun was just beginning to push away the morning chill, and I was about to milk my hucows.  Of course, it was my favorite activity of the whole day, and it was always nice to start the morning with that task.

I opened up the barn doors, letting the light stream in to wake up my sleepy hucows.  Then I headed straight for Samantha’s pen.  I leaned over her pen and watched her wake up.  Her thick lashes fluttered open, and then her crystal blue eyes looked up for me.  She had come to expect me to be nearby right as she woke up.  A soft smile spread across her sleepy face.  She sat up and tried to get her mind going again.  Her large, perky breasts hung heavy this morning with milk.  She would probably want them to be emptied soon, once she managed to wake up.  

To give her time, I walked around the barn and opened up the other pens.  I had once owned dozens of hucows, and I stilled owned the enormous barn to prove that, but now that I was doing so well the past couple years, I had let girls retire without ever replacing them.  I had just a team of eight high quality hucows, and I marketed their milk to a much different and much wealthier crowd.  Although I still had my enormous milking machine apparatus, these days I much preferred to milk my girls by hand.  It gave a more personal touch, and I was always a believer that hucow milk tasted better when it came from a hand milking.  

Today, though, I wanted to focus only on Sam.  It had been happening more and more lately.  I knew the other girls were jealous, but I just couldn’t keep my hands off Sam.  I corralled the other girls towards the machine and began hooking them up.  The suction cups fit smoothly over their engorged nipples.  I locked each girl in place so they couldn’t move around too much and possibly lose suction.  I gave each one a nice pat on the rear and then turned my attention back towards Samantha.

I got my bucket and low, squat stool and met her in the opening of the barn.  I knew she liked being milked in the warmth of the morning sun.  She gave me a sleepy smile and then got down on her hands and knees like an obedient little hucow.  I would say I had trained her well, but she had always craved obedience and took very little training at all.

I set up my stool and bucket and sat down beside her.  My body wasn’t what it used to be, and there was plenty of creaking and popping as I got down to her level.  However, would endure the slight discomfort if it meant getting to be with Sam.

I angled myself and wrapped both hands around her full tits.  I massaged them gently, getting the milk to flow and relaxing her a bit before I got to work.  I placed the bucket just right and then began to squeeze.  The sounds entered through my ears and filled my whole body with warmth.  I loved the ringing of the bucket as streams of thick cream hit the sides.  The sound of Samantha moaning in pleasure increasingly mixed in the more that I squeezed her tits.  Most hucows loved being milked, but Samantha especially seemed to enjoy the process.  She was usually a horny, moaning mess by the end of it, and she would beg me to help her with her problem.  I was always glad to help her release some of that sexual energy she built up.

This morning, she seemed even hornier.  From the beginning, she was howling with moans.  Her hips were writhing and thrusting in the air, desperate for some kind of friction.  She threw her head back and moaned as I squeezed both tits, and two long streams of milk shot out.  Her eyes were closed tight and her flower pink lips were opened in a cry of pleasure.  I licked my own lips, surprised at how her energy was transferring to me.  I could actually feel myself growing in my jeans.

I found myself pulling harder and rougher on her udders than I usually did.  I wanted to finish this quickly so that I could get onto the even better part.  Somehow, I think my rough handling was turning Sam on even more.  Usually I was so gentle, but today, something crazy had gotten into me, and I was acting wild with her.

When Samantha had no more milk left to give, I pushed away the bucket so it was out of the way and then stretched out my legs so they were wide open for her.  I undid my fly and pulled out my dick.  It was mostly hard in my hand, and Sam seemed pleased to see that.  She looked up at me for a moment, almost like she wanted to say something, but then decided against it.  She looked down at my cock and focused on that instead.

Sam’s soft, dainty hand wrapped around my length.  Even in her small hands, I knew it didn’t look like much.  Samantha deserved so much more man that me, and yet she was still faithful and obedient.  She wrapped her sweet little lips around the head and then began to suck and bob on my length.  She had no trouble taking me all in, and it always drove me wild to see her lips all the way down to my base.  Samantha was always so great at pleasing me.

While she sucked and licked my length, her free hand went down to my balls to tease them with her thin little fingers.  I put my hand on her head, petting her pretty blonde hair and encouraging her to take more and more of my dick into her mouth until she was finally taking me to my base.  The sensations were getting to be too much for me.  I wanted to fuck Sam’s sweet little pussy, but I was already too far gone.  Sam increased her pace, sending sparks of pleasure all throughout my body.  A few groans
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