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Cindy Lee was not like other girls.  While most of her friends dreamed of becoming perfect little Southern Belles with a rich husband, three kids, and a house with a wrap-around porch, Cindy daydreamed about another life entirely.  All Cindy ever wanted in life was to be a hucow, and to make people happy with her impressive chest.

She could still remember the moment she realized that this was her path in life.  She was just sixteen years old, a late-bloomer with a lanky body and short hair.  If there were any strangers around her small hometown, they would mistake her for a boy.  The locals all knew her, of course, for being the rowdy little tomboy who would rather play a game of baseball with her older brothers than put on makeup or dresses.  

Despite her rough edges, Cindy managed to get herself a boyfriend at school.  He was a typical farm boy, and she swore at the age of sixteen that she was madly in love with him and was going to marry him.  Things didn’t quite work out that way (they were broken up before summer vacation), but he had given Cindy her first glimpse into the hucow life.  

They had snuck away to his house one day after school while his parents were away visiting another town.  They had gone to his room for some kissing and touching, and while he went to the bathroom, Cindy couldn’t help but snoop around.  After all, it was the first time she had been in a boy’s room before!  She peaked under his bed and found a magazine.  It was old and tattered, and the cover shocked her.  A girl dressed up in cow patterned clothing, hands covering her enormous chest.

On instinct, Cindy had shoved that magazine into her book bag.  She excused herself from her boyfriend’s home and proceeded to spend the whole night locked up in her room poring over the pages.  She had never seen anything like it in her life.  There were photos of girls in all sorts of positions, showing off their big, creamy boobs.  There were close-up shots of their nipples squirting streams of milk.  There were stories and letters to the editor about real life girls who had become “hucows.”  It was the first time Cindy had ever heard that term, but she instantly knew that this was the life she wanted to one day have.

That night, for the first time in her life, Cindy let her hands wander between her legs where her core ached from seeing that magazine.  From then on, she knew her fate was decided.

The reality of the situation was far less glamorous than she had imagined, though.  After her parents passed away, she was able to use what she got of their inheritance to purchase a rundown little bar just outside the town.  She managed to recruit some other girls from neighboring cities who shared the same unique interest that she did, and together with a bartender, they were able to open The Milk Bar.  

She fixed it up as nice as she could, but there was only so much she could do to the old building.  Then, of course, there was the clientele.  Most of her patrons were old geezers who spent their days working away at their farms or car shops or carpentry businesses.  They’d come in stinking of sweat and oil, lonely from spending their days surrounded by other men, and they’d make shameless and rude comments to the girls.

She still thought back to that magazine that had started this all, wondering where exactly she had gone wrong.  She didn’t have much time to linger on the thought tonight, though.  It was Friday night and there was a race happening at the tracks a few miles outside of town.  That meant that The Milk Bar was packed with curious and horny men all craving the five girls’ cream.  

Most of what they sold was from their pre-pumped milk.  They chilled it to make drinks and desserts, though they also offered it up warm - body temperature for the real experience or with cocoa added for a nice hot chocolate.  Men, and sometimes women, would come in and order themselves something sweet and flirt with the waitress a bit.  

The Milk Bar also offered a luxury service that had to be booked in advance.  For a hefty fee, one of the girls would put on her cutest cowgirl outfit, clip in fake cow ears, and even put on a butt plug cow tail.  The thing that really made the uniform special, though, was the shirt they wore.  Their breasts were completely exposed and ready to be touched.  One of the girls would get up on a table, and the patron would be able to hand milk her full breasts.  The ultimate hucow experience, all in a private room.

Tonight, all five girls had been booked for a milking.  They always made sure no milking overlapped so that they could always attend to the other customers.  However, that meant that some girls had to have later milkings.  The only problem with that was that the men who booked their milking later were often drunk and impatient by the time their slot came around.  This wasn’t always the case, but it certainly was that way tonight.  Cindy, as the owner of the Milk Bar, always volunteered for the last shift for this reason.

She closed the door to the private room behind her, and the security guard took his place outside in case things got out of control.  Tonight Cindy was catering to some regulars, and although they were always boisterous and obnoxious, they had never crossed that line before.

Cindy was tired from the busy night at the bar, but she turned on instantly as she engaged her customers.  Three old cowboys who she knew all had wives at home.  She would never tell their secret, though.

“Good evening boys!  I hear y’all are thirsty!” she said, giving a big, fake smile.  They weren’t interested in what was on her face, though.  Although they had been to the Milk Bar more times than Cindy could remember, they still looked like excited teenage boys when they saw her tits.  She couldn’t blame them, though.  Even she caught herself staring in the mirror at the things.  

“We sure are,” one of the men said.  

“Hey, baby! Lemme have a drink right from the tap!”  One of the men burst out, looking as though he had been dying to say that since she walked in.  He made a sucking motion with his lips.  The men at the table all broke out in raucous laughter, and it was all Cindy could do to not roll her eyes and send her fist to meet the man's face.  She heard that line hundreds of times a week.

“You know the rules, sugar,” she said in her sweetest candy-covered voice. She crawled up on the table like a good little hucow. She ignored the hand that slid over her ass. If it had lingered there, she would have given the man an angry look, or even called over security if necessary, but she was used to brazen little touches. She could handle it.

“Alright, boys!  Drink up!” she said in her cheeriest voice.  The table she had gotten up on was custom-made by a man in town.  The edge of it where her knees were had a cushion to keep the girls comfortable.  It was just big enough for a girl to get on so all the patrons in the private room could have easy access.  It was a small, cramped room in the back of the bar with just one table and a U-shaped booth for the customers, but it got the job done, and no one had complained about it.

There was a pause as the three men waited for one to make a move.  Who would be the first to touch Cindy’s milky breasts?  The man sitting to her left couldn’t wait any longer.  He got his tall glass and held it under her nipple.  He got a firm hold on the creamy tit and squeezed, making a stream of milk squirt out.  Cindy bit her bottom lip, holding back a relieved groan.  She always let her breasts get extra full before she had a milking, so the feeling of release in her full, aching tits always felt incredible.

The man in front of her began pulling at the nipple of her other breast, spilling the warm milk into his cup.  Cindy smiled blissfully and closed her eyes as both of her tits were milked by the cowboys.

Much of her job was exhausting and humiliated.  She had to deal with jerks and perverts.  Putting in a butt plug and wearing a shirt that exposed her breasts was often uncomfortable.  However, all of those things were worth this moment.  The feeling of milk shooting out of her breasts was better than anything in the world.  Even after all this time, she still loved the feeling of rough cowboy hands squeezing her pristine breasts.

“You really have a lot tonight!” the most outspoken of the cowboys said.  He placed his cup down on the table and grabbed both her breasts, aiming the nipples and squeezing them like udders.  

“Careful,” Cindy said breathily.  “Be gentle.”  If he got any rougher, she might like it too much.  

Although Cindy worked in a sexualized environment, she always kept herself away from the patrons.  She had never let herself get too carried away, no matter how good it felt to have her boobs squeezed and her nipples teased.  She was a traditional Southern girl, after all, and she would regularly admit that she was waiting around for her prince charming to stroll in and take her away from this place.  

Before she knew it, her breasts were out of milk, and the boys’ thirty minutes were up.  They begged her to stay, even offered her tons of money, but she was exhausted.  She wanted to shoo away all the customers, close up the bar, and then get home and take a nice, hot bath.  

“Sorry, boys.  Y’all will have to just come back next week,” she said with a big grin.

“You know we will, baby,” one said as they all three were shown out of the private room.  

It was the last appointment of the day, and the other girls were in charge of clearing out the rest of the bar.  All that was left was clean up and then Cindy would be on her way home.

“Cindy!” One of the girls called from the hallway.  

Cindy was on her hands and knees on the table wiping up spilt milk.  She hadn’t even had a chance to change out of her outfit yet.  She stood and peaked her head out of the door of the private room.

“What is it, sweetie?”

Crystal looked frazzled.  It had been a busy night, and as second in command at the bar, she had been forced to handle closing while Cindy was in the back.  However, something unusual was clearly bothering her.

“It’s this man.  He won’t leave.  He’s insisting on seeing you.”

Cindy frowned, trying to think of who it could be.  “Is it a regular?” she asked.

“Never seen him before.  He doesn’t look like he’s from around here,” Crystal answered.  Her eyebrows were furrowed in a cute way.  

Cindy puffed up, used to acting like the momma cow around the bar.  “I’ll take care of it.  Let me get dressed and I’ll be right there.”

Curiosity made Cindy change clothes quickly.  She had made plenty of fans from the area, though most of them were regular customers.  Some of them had even pulled this kind of thing before, refusing
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