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Farmer's Favorite: Used by the Hucow Herd


Mr. Burke’s palm was warm on Josh’s firm, growing belly. He stroked it in circles as Josh leaned against him, sipping in the summertime breeze with the sun heating his face. 

“How is it so big already?” Josh asked quietly, as if he were trying not to disturb the bees buzzing nearby. 

“Hmmm,” Mr. Burke hummed, planting a kiss to Josh’s temple. “Maybe it’s just that magic touch of mine.” His lips vibrated against Josh’s skin as he chuckled. 

Mr. Burke had inseminated his new prized cow five weeks ago, but Josh’s belly looked like it was about to burst. Since the impregnation, Josh’s breasts had grown at the same pace as his belly. They plopped atop his swollen stomach like giant, squishy milk-filled balloons and were milked at least twice daily, sometimes more, and Josh rarely made his way home at the end of the day, too exhausted to drive himself home—and too obsessed with his farmer to leave the pasture. 

At first, Josh suggested that he sleep in his pen, but Mr. Burke shut his idea down the second it left his mouth. Instead, he offered Josh a place on his couch, fitted with as many quilts and throws as Mr. Burke could find in his farmhouse. 

“Sir, the couch has been so nice, but...” 

“You can’t stay in my bed, darlin’,” his farmer replied, his hand stopping its pattern of circles on Josh’s round stomach. “If they found out...” 

Josh nodded. He didn’t need any more details. For the past month and a week, Josh had to follow Mr. Burke’s instructions carefully; it was the peak of summer, and apparently the peak of heat, not just in the weather, but in the herd. Josh hadn’t spoken to or seen anyone from the herd aside from a distant glance across the farm since he got pregnant. After Mr. Burke told the herd about the pregnancy, he demanded that Josh not see them, for both their sakes. The look in his stern eyes told Josh that he wasn’t allowed to argue. 

“Do you think the herd will...”

“Not yet, Josh. I told you—they’re too worked up. They’re jealous. I’m worried what they might do.” Mr. Burke’s voice trailed off into the wind as he wrapped his arm around Josh’s waist, holding him close. Josh rested his head against Mr. Burke’s broad chest, drinking in the scent of sweat and black coffee, the scent that had brought him comfort and ease for the past five weeks. He dared not to ask any more questions. He trusted his farmer to know how to best handle his cows. 

The next morning, Josh blinked the sleep from his eyes and stretched across his nest-like bed of blankets and pillows on the couch. He glanced into the kitchen, where his farmer was usually making a filling breakfast for three—himself, Josh, and their baby—as the sun rose above the horizon. Today, though, no suntanned shoulders were to be seen. Josh heaved himself off of the couch, the weight of his milk-filled breasts making him wince. The sunshine was on its way into the windows, but Mr. Burke wasn’t there to join it. Josh furrowed his brows. There hadn’t been a single morning since his first night in the farmhouse where his farmer wasn’t there to greet him in the morning. 

Josh shuffled to the closet and grabbed one of Mr. Burke’s plaid shirts, only managing to button it two-thirds of the way down, his breasts fighting for freedom from their fabric prison. His stomach bulged out from his shirt, its stretch marks snaking down its roundness. Josh smiled to himself. He still couldn’t puzzle how he ended up here, when only a month ago, he was finishing his spring term of his junior year in college. Now, he was knocked up, getting milked every day, and sleeping on the couch of a man who controlled him in the most addictive way possible. He couldn’t ask for anything more. 

Still on the hunt for Mr. Burke, Josh slipped on a pair of sweatpants and boots and made his way outside. The air was crisp but quickly warming. It was early July, when mornings only stayed cool for so long before becoming humid and hot, but Josh could already feel the beginnings of sweat beads on his forehead. Lugging around huge breasts and a swollen belly was a workout, and Josh hoped that he would find his farmer sooner rather than later so he could get back inside before the sun started frying him. 

Josh looked around for Mr. Burke, only to find fields, fields, and more fields. No handsome man in sight. The last place to look was the barn, where he hadn’t visited since the day Mr. Burke milked, fucked, and bred him. The passing memory made Josh’s cheeks warm. Though his dick was impossible to see past his pregnant belly, he felt it harden as he remembered the cause of that pregnancy, how Mr. Burke had manhandled him and filled him with seed like his body was built to take it.

He knew he wasn’t allowed in the barn right now. The memory of his last time there, though, and his sudden hunger to see his man again, made his boots take him there. As he got closer, the thrill of disobedience and arousal tingling in his limbs, he heard the sound of men talking, but none of the voices sounded like the one that he loved. 

“Where is he—” a voice groaned as the barn door slammed open. The face that appeared was irritated, but when its eyes landed on Josh, it became frozen. It was Navin, who Josh had last seen on that special day five weeks ago. “...Josh?” His voice didn’t expose any particular emotion, but when his eyes trailed down to Josh’s pregnant stomach, Josh could almost feel the heat of envy, jealousy, and anger radiating from him. Josh swallowed.

“I-I’m just looking for Mr. Burke—” Josh stuttered, taking a step back. Navin stepped forward.

“Well, isn’t that convenient! We’re looking for him too. I figured he was too busy with you to see us today,” Navin huffed, rolling his eyes. Josh felt a sting in his heart. 

“I thought he was with you guys...” Josh replied. “Sorry, I’ll go—”

“No, no, come in. We want to ask you some... questions. That is, unless you’re too busy being Mr. Burke’s favorite to talk to us.” 

“No, no, that’s not it—it’s just... well...” Josh struggled to explain it himself since Mr. Burke gave him so few details in the first place, other than something about heat and something about keeping Josh safe. 

“Uh-huh, right. Get in, Josh,” Navin sighed, pulling Josh into the barn by the forearm. Josh tripped over his feet as he was met with three vaguely familiar faces and three naked bodies to match. Josh’s face felt like it had been set on fire. 

“W-what—what’s going on?!” Josh yelped. 

“Chill out, Josh,” one of the others said, a tall man with blonde hair and eyes so green that they almost distracted from his breasts that were leaking white, creamy milk. “We just need Mr. Burke here. At this time of year...” he looked down at his own chest and squeezed one of his breasts, biting his lip as he struggled to get his milk to drain. “We need to be milked every morning, and we need sex, fast. We have to, or we can’t produce, which hurts like hell. Mr. Burke’s two hours late.” The other two nodded, one of them groaning aloud at the pressure in his breasts.

Josh remembered what Mr. Burke had told him about the heat of summer. Is this what he was talking about?

“Is it... your heat?” Josh asked. The moment the question was asked, Josh knew he looked like a fool, because the four men laughed aloud, shaking their heads.

“Ah—we forgot this is your first summer here. Poor, naïve pretty boy,” another one of them said. He was short and had large, thick thighs, and long, dark hair that fell to his shoulders. Josh’s fingers fidgeted. The crowd of nude teasing men wasn’t helping calm his arousal. 

“Yes, Joshy, it’s our heat. The hotter the sun, the more animal we feel,” the third and final mystery man answered as he stood up from his seat on the floor. “I’m surprised you aren’t feeling it, too.” He brushed reddish-orange fluffy bangs from his forehead and wiped the back of his hand across it. 

“Maybe Mr. Burke fucks him so much that he doesn’t get a chance,” the short man said, earning a round of laughter from the herd. Josh wanted to argue, but he couldn’t remember a single day in the past month that Mr. Burke hadn’t thoroughly enjoyed and used Josh’s pregnant body. Suddenly, he felt a little guilty. Was Mr. Burke really giving him so much attention that the rest of the herd was being neglected?

As sunshine began seeping into the barn through the small windows along the walls, Josh felt a warmth creep through his body. He had an idea. It could get him in big trouble. It could also solve the tension in the herd, and maybe even result in Josh having more freedom around the pasture. Maybe the summer heat was getting to him, but...

“Well, since Mr. Burke isn’t here... who says I can’t help you guys instead?” Josh asked. Instead of being laughed at, Josh was met with a heavy, hot silence.

“...Malakai, is he serious?” the tall, green-eyed blonde asked the shortest man. His voice was low like he was under a spell. His eyes were glued to Josh’s stomach as it bulged out from Mr. Burke’s shirt.

“Why don’t we see for ourselves?” hummed Navin, whose hands were suddenly on Josh’s waist, grabbing him from behind. “I’ve got an appetite today, Josh—you in, or you out?” 

Josh gasped at his touch. Navin was a few inches shorter than him, but he craned his head upwards to nip at his ear, making Josh shiver beneath
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