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- Damn!

Becky exclaimed in an almost tearful voice as we passed the same farm for the third time in a row, driving down a muddy road in the middle of nowhere. For more than two hours we've been going around in circles, and we haven't been able to find a way out. We were on an old country road, in a very remote area, which we had turned onto by mistake when Alice was convinced that this was the road we should be taking. The night was slowly falling and we became more and more inconsolable and disappointed. Apart from the old farm, there was nothing else in sight for miles around us.

This was our first trip together after college. All three of us studied together, lived together, and graduated law together this year. We were best friends, and we were inseparable for as long as I can remember. We wanted to celebrate graduation by going camping together.

I cursed myself from the bottom of my soul when I remembered that the trip was my idea, but in my head, it all looked so much better. Actually, nothing should have happened like this.

Me and Becky had decided in advance the destination where we planned to camp. It was actually quite a popular place that campers frequented. It was located on the edge of a mountain, and there was a beautiful lake nearby. We packed tents, food, flashlights, first aid, and all the other trinkets and happily set off on what we thought would be an adventure we will remember for the rest of our lives. And actually, we will, just not the way we should have.

Instead of a fun and unforgettable girl time, our camping turned into a nightmare.

It all started when we weren't sure whether to turn or continue straight, since the GPS failed to navigate us. Alice was convinced that we should continue straight, as she had supposedly been passing here when she was little. Since it seemed much more logical to both me and Becky, we decided to continue straight. However, it turned out that we were all wrong. Instead of going to the lake and the camping site, the road took us straight to some old village, where, after a few more bad turns, we got completely lost.

It was a very hilly and unsurveyed forest terrain, the houses had long been abandoned and the only inhabitants were wild animals. The only thing that stood out in the area was a large, luxurious farm, which we kept passing by. We weren't sure if it was abandoned, but since it was getting dark and we had no idea where we should go, we decided to try the farm. It was actually our only option at that moment.

When we got closer and saw the light on, all three of us immediately breathed a sigh of relief. The light meant someone lived there, which was a great sign. We'll be able to ask for directions and get out of this shithole.

Becky parked the car in the spacious, grassy yard. The sign "Dairy Farm - The Sweetest" was right at the entrance. The house was located a little further, and the stables and other auxiliary rooms were set back. The house was very big, as was the whole lot. Everything was very spacious and beautifully decorated, up close it was already obvious that someone had lived there.

We knocked on the door. We heard the click of a metal lock and a man with a very solid and strong build appeared from behind the door. 

He looked like a real farmer. He must have been in his forties. His blond hair was cut short, his face was firm and stern, and his hands were calloused, probably from hard work on the farm. He was wearing dark green overalls. He looked at us confused.

All three of us squirmed.

- Good evening.

I somehow managed to mumble.

- Good evening girls.

He greeted us politely and then looked at us.

- Looks like you got lost?

He asked us as if he already knew the answer. All three of us nodded, and the frightened look in our eyes said it all. The farmer then laughed and invited us to come inside. When we explained everything to him, he insisted that we stay and spend the night at his house. It would be dangerous to go back now, after dark. Tomorrow, he could easily see us off and show us where we should go, but now it was too late. It would be safest to spend the night at the farm.

Although we weren't overly thrilled about sleeping in the farmer's house, we knew we had no other choice at the moment. We accepted his offer, and after settling down, stayed to have dinner with him.

From talking with him, we learned that the Farmer's name was James and that he inherited the farm from his parents. It was a real dairy farm, and in the barns at the back, there were over 50 cows. He maintained all this completely by himself. The farm was a very profitable business that required hard work, but it also paid off very well. Although he could afford it, James never hired a servant. He liked to do everything by himself, and he valued his privacy. He never married because he loved a life of solitude. He was apparently a very strange man.

Nevertheless, he hosted us nicely, and after a rich and delicious dinner, put us in the guest room to sleep. All three of us slept soundly that night.

We were eagerly awaiting the new day, in which we could continue our journey.

Becky woke up first, as usual, and the first thing I heard was her horrified voice.

"What the hell is this?"

She sounded completely out of her mind.

When I opened my eyes, Alice was already screaming in anger and pounding hard on the wooden fence. Becky cursed at the top of her voice and called for help.

All three of us, that morning, woke up completely naked, on the muddy floor of an empty barn, locked in one of the cattle pens. We were terrified and screamed at the top of our lungs.

The farmer soon appeared at the door.

- Good morning girls!

He looked very satisfied.

All three of us looked at him in confusion. Becky was the first to speak.

- What the hell is this?

We tried to cover our naked bodies with our hands, our tits were bouncing with every movement. We were completely helpless and exposed to his gaze.

-Girls, I promised you yesterday that I would help you and I stand behind it. However, it is necessary that you help me first. I'm just asking for a small favor, and then I'll take you wherever you want.

- What do you want?

Alice managed to calm down and asked him in a calm voice.

- I want you to let me milk you.

- What?

Becky screamed again. I pushed her and told her to shut up. Although I wasn't thrilled either, I knew the only way was to simply work with him. We didn't have any other choice but to agree. And at the end of the day, how bad it could really be? James clearly was a strange man, all we needed to do was play along with his fantasies.

- We'll do whatever you want.

Becky and Alica looked at me startled.

- Yes, just help us get home.

They thought for a second and then both nodded their heads.

- Very good.

The farmer approached us.

- You are aware that you have to somehow repay me for the hospitality I showed you last night.

All three of us nodded again. 

- Great!

He approached the pen and then ordered us to go to the door one by one, so he could handcuff us. He explained to us that this was necessary so that we would be calm during the entire process.

Handcuffed, he led us to the back of the barn, where there were three metal machines with plastic pumps. He explained to us that they were cattle milkers and that they were used to milk cows. He had us kneel on all fours, carefully placing us in the appropriate position. He secured our legs with a rope, to make sure we wouldn't move.

We were completely restrained and helpless. Bounded like that, we were his little Hucows with whom he could do whatever he wanted. Our breasts hung helplessly, and he approached each of us and pinched us, and grabbed our nipples. He treated us like real milky cows, with mommy milkers ready to be used. Once he had properly prepared our breasts, he attached the plastic pumps to the stiffened nipples.

The machines started working.

We were completely naked, restrained, bound, exposed, and ready for the farmer's use and pleasure.

Soon the whole barn was filled with the sound of our moans and groans. The milking was very painful. The farmer approached each of us and gently comforted us by stroking our hair. The pain was very strong, almost unbearable. I kind of held on, but Becky and Alice soon started screaming at the top of their lungs and begging the farmer.

- Please!

Alice moaned and squirmed as the merciless machine squeezed her juicy breasts. Alice has always been the one with the biggest bust.

The farmer came up behind her and started rubbing her pussy. Alice calmed down and relaxed a bit.

-You just want some attention, aren't you? You stupid, good cow with wet, dripping, pussy."

He did the same with Becky and me. Warm juices were now oozing out of us, and our pussies were wet and ready.

- That's right, my little cows.

The farmer watched us with satisfaction, enjoying the sight. He enjoyed this. He enjoyed watching us restrained, helpless, bound
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