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Prologue


My name is Victoria. You can call me Tori. I left my life as a corporate consultant, making bank and flying around the world for casual sex with sugar daddies on different continents, and now I’m determined to be the greatest hucow there is. I was inspired when I met an incredible young hucow at Creamy Meadows Farm’s Halloween trick-or-treat event, and ever since meeting her, I’ve known where my life is leading—what I’m meant to do.

Check out the first chapter of my journey here, and read all about how I began the twisted, extreme hucow protocol in the second chapter and third chapters of my story! Now, on with the show…


Chapter 1


After I finished the special hucow protocol, there was a problem.

I wanted to start it all over again.

I found myself, frankly, craving it. It was hard to explain, but the knowledge that I was to be stretched beyond my limits, having my holes perverted and destroyed and ruined by a steady stream of bulls who were absolutely attempting to push me till I couldn’t take it anymore—I craved that challenge once more. I craved the feeling of being desired that way.

Regular hucow life was still pretty fantastic, especially in comparison with the regular workaday world. I’d wake up whenever a dairy worker came by with a bucket of food for me, and eat from my trough, savoring the kinds of rich foods that I never would have feasted upon in my old life, for fear of getting fat. Now, my body needed all the energy and calories it could get: my breasts only seemed to grow plumper and more full, and my ass seemed to grow in proportion.

While I ate every morning, I’d take my first breeding, a casual experience provided by whichever dairy worker was around to plunge himself inside of me, doing things to me that his wife or girlfriend no doubt refused him. I’d grunt happily, like a proverbial pig in mud—a cow in… I don’t know, hay? Whatever. I’d press myself back against the cock ploughing its insatiable way into my wet ass or cunt, whimpering softly and clenching around his dick to show that I was enjoying myself. I’d rarely get an orgasm out of these early morning breedings, but that was all right—the dairy workers were always so delighted to be able to fuck a hucow as beautiful and voluptuous as me, and it kind of made me feel good, getting to provide them with a pleasant time. I loved receiving their cum in my holes, and I’d even make sure to clean their sweaty dicks off after they’d fucked me, sucking their cum off their cocks with a smile on my face, mumbling something about how they’d provided me with a tasty dessert.

It was after breakfast that the real work of the day began. I’d be milked, which could be a harrowing experience, depending on how full my aching breasts were: some days, they felt like they were so full, they were on the verge of bursting and I’d be begging the dairy workers to hook me up to the machine and pump my delicious, creamy nectar out of my swollen udders.

After the milking—only the first of several throughout the course of the day—I’d start accepting visits from the bulls coming to breed me. You already know what this is about—surely this isn’t the first time you’ve read about a poor little hucow getting bred by some big dominant bulls, right?

Well, just in case it is, let me give you an example.

One morning last week, Ron and Danny, two of my favorite bulls, came pay me a visit, finding me on my hands and knees, drinking water from my trough and caressing my poor, sore nipples. I’d just been milked and shit, there had been a ton of milk that I needed to get out of my system. I’d filled up multiple industrial sized jugs and my dairy workers had been quite obviously pleased with how I’d performed.

But now, it was time to take more bull cum. That delicious, magical substance that seemed to make the whole hucow thing work exactly the way it needed to: somehow, the hormones in their cum interacted with more hormones and transformed me into a milk producing machine. I can’t exactly explain the science behind it, but I knew that it worked, when combined with the medications I took daily.

Imagine you’re one of the bulls: coming into my pen, you’d see my wide ass, dripping with seed from the dairy workers who’d bred me only half an hour before. You’d see my pink pussy, the delicate folds a bit swollen from becoming enflamed with arousal during my breakfast breeding, and you’d see the milky white seed dripping down my tender, pale inner thighs. You’d see my blonde hair piled on the back of my shoulders, and maybe a few stray bits of hay stuck in it, and then you’d see my swinging udders hanging down beneath my chest as I drank my water.

Milk would still be dripping from my swollen, leathery nipples. God, but my nipples had transformed more than the rest of my body combined over the course of becoming a hucow. They’d grown darker, gotten harder—hell, now, they seemed almost permanently hard and erect, the way the nipples of heroines in romance novels always seem to be. I’d read somewhere that this happens to lactating women so that their nipples can be easily found by babies nursing them, and so that, obviously, their skin can stand up to the not insubstantial rigors of being nursed and lactating, but I, fortunately, for now, did not have to deal with a bunch of thirsty, squealing babies craving my delicate, nourishing milk.

Instead, I had the milking machines to contend with, which were even more insatiable than human children but at least didn’t bite me, though their ability to suck my nipples hard probably rivaled that of a baby’s hungry mouth.

Now, continuing to imagine you’re one of the bulls, you’d sink yourself into one of my wet holes. Maybe you’d take my ass, stretching that forbidden hole in a way that God never intended, making me whimper from the soft, pathetic humiliation of being sodomized so pleasurably. I’d be on my knees, grunting like a bitch in heat as the cock spreads me open, ripping at my tender skin, entering my guts and preparing to deliver a huge dollop of sticky cum directly into my stomach, where the nutrients and hormones would be quickly absorbed and transformed into nourishing milk. Delicious.

Or maybe you take my wet mouth, so you can look at my pretty face, impaled on your dick as you slide on down my throat. See my nose buried in your pubic hair, my eyes watering with pleasure, not pain, because I don’t have a gag reflex anymore, and I’m just working on breathing around your cock as I French kiss it. Or, maybe you go classic, and take advantage of my well-used pussy. That’s my favorite—the place I crave breeding most of all. Every moment I have a cock inside me feels right. Feels like what I was made for. I can drift off to sleep getting fucked, so contented does it make me feel.

And of course, there’s nothing at all to stop you from enjoying other holes. I’m open to anything, open to whatever you desire, and my holes won’t give up, won’t hesitate to please you. Despite how much I get used, how I’m fucked in every hole daily, in ways that would make brothel whores shudder and blush, I’m still pretty tight—I think there’s something in the medication I take that keeps those muscles extra tight and tense, able to clench at a moment’s notice around the thick cocks entering me.

I need to be ready to pleasure my breeders whenever they need me. They give me their gift, their creamy, salty gift, and deposit it directly into my womb, and me—I’m just a vessel, just the machine that makes the milk.


Chapter 2


This one morning in particular, after my usual feeding and breeding, I was led into Dr. Crowne’s lab for a routine check-up. As usual, the good doctor was all business. I often wondered if that was simply an act—if he really were the uptight English physician-scientist he seemed to be, who enjoyed my hucow body but did not crave it or lose control over it, never once dropping his objective, scientific preoccupations and interests in the business of breeding and cultivating hucows, or if he were secretly some sort of pervert who knew exactly what he was doing and got off on it.

“Good morning, Tori,” the doctor said with a smile, as I hopped up onto his examining table. I let my legs be strapped into a pair of stirrups and then spread, which in turn spread my sticky pussy, still flushed with blood and swollen from my most recent breeding, whose creamy evidence remained on my pink folds. Dr. Crowne spread my folds gently and I grunted and gasped as his fingers touched my sensitive skin, and he brought a hose to bear on my hole—a small, high-powered tool which, when it turned on, made me gasp as he washed the excess cum from my pussy.

The high pressure water on my slit found its way to my clitoris and within moments, I was aching to cum—but Dr. Crowne stopped before I could, reaching into my hole with his fingers to flush out the rest of the cum the bulls and the dairy workers had left inside of me.

“You seem to be getting a lot of attention from our staff,” he remarked. “How many loads did you take this morning alone?”

I shrugged. I hadn’t kept count, though I knew, technically, I was supposed to. I had to reconstruct the morning in my mind: two loads from the dairy workers, and then four from the bulls—six altogether. I told him that and he nodded, grinning with approval.

“Well done, Tori, very, very well done.”

“Why—thank you, doctor,” I said, trying to be flirtatious, coquettish, or as coquettish as I could be with my pussy spread for him, the scent of my cunt hanging over us. Next, he applied the hose to my asshole and I groaned as he drained the cum from my butt, and then, treating my mouth no different from the other holes I’d been bred in, as though it were simply another pussy, he forced the hose into my throat and flushed my mouth and gullet, offering me a pail to spit into as though I were at the dentist.

“We want you nice and fresh for what’s coming next,” Dr. Crowne said as he began his examination. First, my breasts were up: he measured them with a pair of calipers, recording how much they’d grown, and then measured something about my nipples, before clamping them hard and twisting them with a pair of plier-like implements—I squealed in agony, writhing in my restraints as he did this, and then recorded something for his notes, before producing a handkerchief from his pocket to wipe away the milk that was dripping out of my abused nipples.

“What’s coming next, doctor?” I asked, mooing through my gasps once he finally relented with the nipple torture. “Am I going to get my own single-source milk?”

This was my main goal for the time being at the farm. Other girls had managed to get single-source milks into stores—that is, bottles that only came from them, and were not a mix of hucow milks. It was fairly recent that my milk had been deemed high enough quality to be sold in stores, only after the special protocol I underwent, but I’d received so much praise for my milk, I thought I might be on the verge of ascending to the next level of hucow-dom.

“Not exactly. There’s a different opportunity we’d like you to consider,” Dr. Crowne said as he hooked my sore nipples up to a milking machine. I bit my lip as the machine pulled my swollen nipples taut, and I grunted and gasped as it began to pump, sucking milk from my nips with unrelenting intensity. With each pump, my nipples stretched deep into the machine’s clear suction cups, and then relaxed, only to be pumped again, stimulating, in a way, manual milking. It was more painful, and more impersonal—it made me feel like even less of a person, barely even an animal. Almost like a piece of meat, a commodity that was simply being harvested, like corn or tobacco.

“What would you like me to consider, doctor?” I moaned, writhing and thrusting my chest forward. I was on the verge of an orgasm: these days, it was hard for me to stave off the orgasms that came with being milked, and the machines almost always brought me to climax, since they were so intense and regular. A manual milking was more variable—sometimes, I would cum, and sometimes, I just stayed on the verge of orgasm, until I was left begging the dairy worker to fuck me however he wanted, so long as I got cock inside of me. I knew it was humiliating, being so needy, but the hormones flowing through my body made me insatiable in a way I’d never experienced, even at the height of my post-college sluttiness.

“We’ve gotten requests from a number of wealthy investors who would like to buy a hucow of their own, to have as a personal pet,” Dr. Crowne said with a smile. “Of course, when we say ‘buy,’ we mean that they’d be buying your contract, not you—there’s a legal framework for these things, and there would be paperwork for you to review and fill out with HR. The usual red tape.”

“You’re going to sell me off the farm?” I moaned, getting closer and closer to cumming. Even though this news was upsetting, once I got close like this, nothing could stop me from cumming, so long as the stimulation was still be provided. I longed to touch my pussy, rubbing my thighs together to indirectly stimulate my needy clit while I cried for more and more attention to my holes.

“It would only be temporary, for a year,” Dr. Crowne said. “You’re one of our most desirable hucows, considering how much your body has developed and your—well—your particular enthusiasm for breeding. You’re the first hucow to successfully complete our special protocol, and also, considering your professional background, I think you’d be a good match for some of our wealthier investors. You’d be a personal hucow to them, providing them with milk, of course, and opportunities to breed you whenever they wish. You’d likely be tasked with entertaining guests and business contacts, and you might be lent to friends as well. A pet, in every sense of the word. If this is something that interests you…”

I nodded, feeling my orgasm rise as I gasped and struggled, my muscles clenching and unclenching as waves of pleasure and relief flooded my body. As the sensations gradually diminished, I began to consider this offer.

On the one hand, this wasn’t what I had come here for originally. I had wanted to become the best hucow I could be—the best on the farm—and if I left the farm, what did that even mean?

I wanted my milk in stores, wanted to be held up as a model for all hucows in the future. But on the other hand, it seemed like this was an opportunity that other hucows didn’t necessarily get—an opportunity to expand what it meant to be a hucow.

What’s more, being the personal hucow to one man could be interesting. I liked the idea of being a prized possession, being lent out and used to entertain—I imagined being passed around by powerful older men, titans of industry, at parties and cocktail hours, chained up somewhere where they could drink from my udders or avail themselves of my holes. It… certainly sounded attractive to me. I love being the center of attention.

“I’ll do it,” I said, surprising even myself. “If this is what the farm wants from me, then I’ll do it. I want to be the best hucow on the farm, and if that means I’m sold off—”

“You’ll be auctioned, in fact. It’ll help our farm raise valuable capital while we expand—we’re not profitable yet, considering how much we’ve had to leverage ourselves in order to build the infrastructure we need to make this dream a reality. But an injection of capital from the auction might be enough for us to break even this year—which would let us secure even more investment…”

He didn’t need to explain all this business stuff to me. I had been a business consultant for a fairly prestigious firm before coming to work on the farm, working with financial institutions to build out their investment portfolios in new industries, so this wasn’t new to me in the slightest.

But he was right. I knew that the farm wasn’t profitable yet, which wasn’t unusual for start ups, but it also meant, considering the current recession and tariff situation, that if investors decided to pull back, we’d be in big trouble.

“Just tell me what I need to do,” I told the doctor as he released my udders from the insatiable suckling machine. My breasts didn’t look much smaller than they had been when I’d come in, but they felt deflated in a way, relieved of the pressure that I knew would build up again before too long.

“The auction will be tonight, so we’ll get you prepared over the next few hours,” the doctor told me. “I know you’ll wow them.”


Chapter 3


With the auction only a few hours away, I was given a bath for the first time in months.

A real, honest to god, bath.

Why would that be so unusual?

Well, usually us hucows are just hosed down. It makes sense, from the standpoint of the farm as a business. It was important to keep us clean, but they didn’t have time to be bathing all us girls every single day—and once you started allowing hucows the privileges accorded to regular humans, baths and showers and all that, no doubt we’d be wanting more and more. We were girls, after all—we’d want perfume and make-up and a skincare routine and maybe we’d even start complaining about having to be naked all the time—couldn’t they get us some cute little dresses or skirts or something?

No, I understood, intuitively, why it was important to use the hose and only the hose to keep us clean, but I was to be presented to a particularly refined clientele, to customers who would expect me to be more like the girls they encountered in their day to day lives: clean and perfumed, moisturized, all the little things girls do to entice men and trick them into thinking we’re these soft, dainty little creatures and not the powerful, human creating livestock we really are.

I was given my bath at the lab, in a deep soaking tub, and I let out an audible moo and sigh when I sank into the warmth of the water. I hadn’t realized how much I had missed this experience. I hadn’t even been all that into baths back when I was a regular human, before I was a hucow—but now, this little luxury felt fit for a queen.

The dairy workers bustling around me poured bath oils, sweetly smelling, unctuous liquids, into my bath, perfuming the water, and by extension, me. I savored the warmth as the men took care of me, not even trying to breed me for once—though their hands were all over me, scrubbing me, making sure water got into all my crevices, flushing out my holes, exfoliating me, massaging oil into my breasts.

When I emerged from the bath, I smelled like some sort of tropical flower, and I doubted I’d ever been so clean in my life. I didn’t even mind being waxed and having every single hair below my eyes torn out of me violently. That hurt far more than anything the bulls ever did to me, I had to say…

Next, I was given a modest wardrobe to choose an outfit from. I had my instructions in a print-out from Dr. Crowne—it was to be something eye-catching, but also something easy to take off. I should expect to be stripped at some point by the customers, and they wouldn’t appreciate it if my outfit were too difficult to pull off.

With this in mind, I chose a wine red gown with a plunge neckline, a piece of clothing that barely clung to my body when I tried it on. My breasts looked fantastic in it, like ripe fruit ready to be plucked, and the silhouette formed by my hips couldn’t be ignored either. I already knew I wouldn’t be wearing a bra or panties with this dress, so anyone who wanted to examine me would have no trouble.

Once I was dressed, I applied a small bit of makeup, for the first time in weeks. I was pleased to realize that my life as a hucow had actually been great for my skin. I was sleeping a ton, eating good food, relaxing and enjoying myself, and it showed on my face—my skin was baby smooth in a way it hadn’t been since I was a teenager, and my lips seemed fuller. The bags under my eyes from late nights in the office seemed like nothing more than a distant memory.

I perfumed myself as well, just a few spritzes between my breasts and on my wrists—not enough to overpower the scent of the oils still on my skin, but enough to draw the interest of one of Dr. Crowne’s investors, encouraging him to come closer.

Finally, as I examined myself in the mirror, I slid my hand through the dress’s slit and pulled it to the side, revealing my pussy to myself in the mirror. Yes, I could be accessed with ease.

Tonight was going to be fun, and I couldn’t wait to see what the future held.


Chapter 4


The event was held not on the farm but at a swanky hotel in town. I recognized the name and tried to remember if I’d met a one-night stand there. I thought I had.

Signs at the hotel bar announced that there was a private event being held, but before I could say anything, the security guards smirked at me, glancing down at my cleavage, and stepped aside.

In the bar, there was a small stage where a piano normally sat, but it had been moved to the side. A few other girls, also obviously hucows, judging from their ample bosoms and their similarly slutty dresses, stood smiling next to Dr. Crowne, who chatted with them, occasionally reaching down to adjust something on the girls—putting curls in place or wiping a tiny bit of excess lipstick off the corner of her mouth.

I was positive that nothing extra would need to be done for me. I took my place beside the other girls and soon, the investors trooped in, taking seats in the darkened club and ordering drinks.

“Well, let’s get started—we’re a few minutes past the time my email said, and the girls have done an admirable job, making themselves so lovely for you all tonight, so let’s not keep them waiting.”

Dr. Crowne went in order, introducing each of us, and giving us an opportunity to say a bit about ourselves. There were four girls in total and I was the final to speak, stepping forward. Gazing at the older men in the crowd, I realized that I hadn’t spoken to men like this in a while, even though it used to be my job—going to companies and telling them what they were doing wrong and why they needed to fix it and fast.

Now, I felt a jolt of nerves surge through me, but I pushed it down, as I always had in the past. I wasn’t about to let myself be intimidated by these men. Not now, when I was so close to being the hucow I wanted to be.

“Hello, gentlemen,” I said when my turn came around. “My name is Tori and I’ve been a hucow for a few months now… Before this, I worked as a business consultant but I never found my life all that fulfilling. Just trying to increase shareholder value and cover the asses of irresponsible CEOs… I knew there had to be something more. And I found it on the farm. I’d love to be a private hucow for any of you—I recently underwent a particularly intense special protocol, so I’ve been trained to please and use my body in ways that I never thought were possible… And my milk is pretty tasty too, if I don’t say so myself.”

The men watching me grinned; I could see them undressing me with their eyes. Dr. Crowne stepped towards me and, without further ado, eased my breasts out of my dress, placing them on display for the billionaires who’d come to buy me.

I swallowed hard, blushing. Even though I was so used to being disrobed, naked before any number of men, being displayed like this, alongside the other hucows, made me feel like a piece of meat. Like an animal at the meat market.

And that’s really what I was.

After our short introductions, the men came around, talking to use, smirking as they touched us. Two older men gripped my udders, squeezing milk into their mouths as I whimpered softly. Another forced his hand into the slit in my dress, finding my wet cunt.

“You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?” he said, teasingly, stroking my lips as I sighed in pleasure. I nodded.

“Of course. My body is… pretty needy,” I said. The effort of speaking like a normal human, and not mooing, was weighing on me, but I didn’t need to let them know about that. “I haven’t been bred for a few hours and I’m craving it.”

This got the attention of some of the investors, who smirked at me.

“How often do you get bred on the farm?” one of them asked.

“Several times a day,” I said, truthfully. “Between three and ten times a day. And when we say breeding, of course, I’m referring to any ejaculation inside of me—in my mouth, my anus, or my vagina.”

“Sounds like this one is pretty run through,” the investor remarked. “I bet it feels like a bowl of wet spaghetti.”

I bit my lip as the other investors chuckled, feeling humiliated.

“Actually,” I interjected, forcing myself not to cry. “The medications we receive increase muscle tone and reactivity, so I assure you, gentlemen—it’s very tight down there. I’ve never had any complaints.”

This got some approving nods from the men. They liked what they were hearing. A few forced their fingers into my pussy or ass and I grunted, bracing myself against the bar as they plunged their fingers in and out of me.

“Her asshole is already lubed up,” someone commented.

“The medications Dr. Crowne devised cause my asshole to self-lubricate, not unlike my pussy.” I realized I’d used the slang terms, the vulgar terms, for those things and not the clinical terms I’d been trying to use, but it was too late. “My, um, butt will be ready for penetration basically any time.”

“It must feel weird walking around like that,” someone else remarked.

“You get used to it. And usually, at the farm, I’m on my hands and knees.” I lifted one of my swollen breasts with a hand, letting the generous, plump flesh overflow my palm. “To save my lower back. Most of the girls do something like that, on account of how large our udders get.”

The investors all chuckled at this, and I did too. It made sense, after all.

Once they’d had a chance to get to know us—in the Biblical sense—the investors returned to their seats and Dr. Crowne began the bidding. The first hucow, a girl much younger than me, went for one-hundred thousand dollars, to an oil tycoon who pulled her onto his lap when she stepped down to meet him in the audience. Subsequent hucows went for a bit more, all hovering around one-hundred and twenty thousand.

But then it was my turn. I was determined to go for more.

I was still wearing my dress, even though my tits were hanging out of it, but I decided to just forgo that formality, and stripped it off, tossing it to the side and standing there proudly with my boobs thrust out, as the bidding began.

I quickly passed one-hundred thousand, and soon, I was into the two-hundreds—then the three-hundreds and the four-hundreds. Now, it was more than I’d ever made in a year.

“Sold!” Dr. Crowne declared, as the bidding slowed to a trickle. “To the gentleman in the back for five-hundred and thirty-thousand!”

My eyes widened. To think someone paid that much, all to just have me to himself for a whole year.

The man stepped forward out of the shadows and I saw that he was tall, muscular, wearing a well-fitting Italian suit. He was a bit darker in complexion, maybe Italian himself, and he smirked at me as I stepped down off the stage and reached for my dress.

“Don’t bother,” he called out, waving my attempt to clothe myself away. “You won’t need clothes anymore. Not where you’re going.”


Chapter 5


My new owner was, in fact, Italian. His name was Giacomo Santorini, and I immediately clocked that he had ties to organized crime. But, it seemed, he also had some more or less legitimate business interests as well.

“I worked with Berlusconi when he was alive,” he remarked as we got to know each other over champagne, sitting together in the bar. Occasionally, some of the other investors would approach Giacomo to congratulate him, but their eyes were mostly drawn to me. Several of the investors had bid for me, placing lots of money on the table, only to lose out. The one who’d come the closest was the last to approach us, and he clapped Giacomo on the shoulder, chuckling.

“I mean, how would I explain it to my wife? The hucow living in the backyard,” he said, smirking. “I guess I’d have had to get an apartment or something for her. Maybe next time.”

“Well,” Giacomo said, thoughtfully. “Tori, why don’t you give him a consolation prize?”

I swallowed my champagne as the investor chuckled.

“What do you have in mind?” I asked.

“Suck his cock. You do whatever I say now, don’t you? I own you.”

I nodded, without a second thought. I’d sucked so many cocks now, this didn’t mean anything to me. I reached for the investor’s slacks, unzipped him, slid his cock out, wet my lips, and began to lick along it, coaxing him into full hardness. It was a completely normal, average cock—nothing to write home about—but I liked the smell and taste of him. There was something very… warm and nostalgic about it. Like it was the cock of the hard-working middle class dad next door, and not that of a wealthy billionaire who’d almost bought a sex slave tonight.

I took him deep into my mouth, burying my face in his pubic hair and he grunted, reaching for my hair. A few of the other investors gathered around, watching me felate the man who hadn’t managed to buy me. I bobbed my head on his cock, slobbering and slurping all around him as I worked him harder and faster, sliding the sheath of his cock up and down with my lips while he groaned.

“God, she’s really fucking good at this,” he moaned, and I mooed happily through the mouth full of cock. I was such a whore for praise.

“She’s going to be such a good cow for me,” Giacomo remarked, gripping my udders and milking them, squirting fresh milk all over the table, over the investor, and I closed my eyes in bliss as I was milked, as I was face fucked.

The investor began to thrust harder and faster into my face, and I could feel that he would reach his climax soon. I gripped him as hard as I could with my lips and that pushed him over the edge: moments later, I was swallowing the deluge of creamy, salty cum that invaded my mouth, filling me, sliding down my throat.

With that, I slid my lips off his cock, smacking them and mooing softly with delight as the investor sighed heavily.

“Should have bid more, damn it,” he grunted, as he zipped his pants back up and stalked away, out of the bar.

After that, the event began to break up. Giacomo signed some paperwork for me, and I signed some as well—again, he had not actually bought me, but rather, my contract, and so I was technically his employee, and not an actual slave or piece of livestock—but we all knew that was a legal fiction necessary to allow the reality: I was his now, a piece of meat, an animal he’d bought to make his pet.

“You enjoyed sucking that man’s cock,” Giacomo remarked as he led me out of the bar. Suddenly, I remembered we were in a hotel, and I was naked—scandalized faces turned to me, but Giacomo didn’t seem to care that his property was being paraded around nude. I blushed, realizing that everyone could see me, could smell the perfume and the oils on my body, and, no doubt, the fragrant wetness of my needy cunt, fully expecting to be bred before long. Perhaps they could even smell the stale scent of the cum I’d just swallowed—no doubt they could already understand that I was a whore, if not a hucow…

“I enjoy pleasing men,” I said. “And I enjoy being bred. It’s my purpose, and it’s what I’m good at.”

Giacomo grinned. He led me to a waiting limousine. The car valets out front stared at me, and I managed a bashful grin at them as I climbed into the car, Giacomo behind me.

As soon as the car pulled away from the hotel, his hands were all over me. He kissed my neck and suckled at my throat, making me groan—that was something I hadn’t had in months, and I didn’t realize how much I had missed it—and then his mouth found my nipples, and he began to suckle me, drinking deeply from my udders as he forced his hand between my legs, driving two fingers into my wet cunt. He began to finger me hard, pounding his fingers into me, and I grunted, mooing in pleasure as I leaned back, spreading my legs wide for him and thrusting my hips forward.

I’d forgotten how nice a good, rough, hard fingering could be. There was so much sex that I had forgotten about, being on the farm, and it was nice to try it again, to have it done to me. Even though I was bred almost continuously on the farm, there were things that I almost never experienced. I was rarely kissed, I rarely had my pussy eaten, and I was rarely fingered, except as a cursory bit of foreplay or to work the nutritious cum into my mucous membranes more thoroughly. I didn’t realize how much I had missed those things.

Giacomo made me gargle with mouth wash before he would kiss my mouth, and then when he did, his kisses were demanding and dominating, making me feel as though he were fucking my mouth with his as he forced his tongue into my mouth, almost down my throat—I swear, his tongue was longer than most men, and I moaned into his mouth as he forced a third finger into me, pounding my cunt and getting me closer, closer.

“I knew this hole would be tight,” he grunted through the kisses. “Even though you’re a used up little slut.”

I gasped in pleasure, overjoyed at the demeaning, degrading things he said. I fucking loved it.

“I’ve been with so many men,” I moaned, slipping into moos for a second. “My holes have been ravaged by so many cocks. I’ve been bred like a bitch so many times…”

“That’s my good cow,” he grunted, slapping my udders. The sudden sharp pain pushed me over the edge and suddenly I was cumming on his fingers, shaking and shuddering, my nipples leaking milk all over Giacomo, but he didn’t seem to care. He slid his fingers out of my pussy and forced me to lick them clean, which I did with gusto, tasting my sour-salty flavor on his fingers before he turned me around, making me kneel on the limo’s seats. I heard him unzip his fly, felt his hands in my hair pulling at my scalp as though he were taking the reins to a wild horse, and then he forced himself inside of me.

I knew, just from feel, that he was pretty big, that I was being stretched nicely. It wasn’t quite the same as being fucked by one of the bulls on the farm, but he had a nicely sized cock—certainly one of the bigger ones I ever would have had in my previous life, before I became a hucow. I moaned and mooed for him as he rode me, thrusting into my dripping pussy, my udders swinging with each thrust.

“Dr. Crowne told me I have to breed you every day or else you’ll go crazy with lust,” Giacomo remarked. “I might just let you go without my cock for a few days and see how you manage.”

Oh, god. The thought honestly filled me with terror.

I wasn’t sure I would survive being deprived of cum for even a day, let alone multiple days.

“Please… Please, sir… master… whatever you want me to call you,” I moaned. “Don’t hold out on me. I need it. My body needs it. I’m filled with so many crazy hormones—if you don’t breed me every day, I won’t be able to take it… I’ll die… I need it, please… And your cock feels so good…”

It was true. I wasn’t just buttering him up. It was the kind of cock that would have left me feeling sore in the past, but now felt just right. The kind that stretched me nicely, reminding me of my place, that my body was meant to serve men and to bring them pleasure, and nothing else, but not so large that it felt like I would sustain real damage, as the bulls sometimes made me feel. It was a cock I could easily fuck every single day, and I wanted to.

His cock was rubbing against my G-spot as he rode me, and I felt the urge to squirt rising as I came close to cumming. For whatever reason, I rarely squirted on the farm, though I sometimes had managed it on my previous life, but now, as I had my first orgasm brought on by his cock, I lost control and found my pussy gushing a thin stream of fluid all over him as he chuckled.

“You like my cock that much?” he growled as my hole spasmed around him.

“Yes, sir,” I wailed. And then, I wailed again when I felt him slide out of me.

“Then what about here—” he grunted, and forced it into my ass. It caught me by surprise, but fortunately, my hole was already well-lubricated and I too grunted like an animal, hanging my head as he fucked me, no longer trying to speak like a human. I simply mooed and wailed as he rode me, wailing until he came inside of me, delivering a thick load deep into my guts.

After he slid out of me, he collapsed next to me on the limo’s seat and pulled me close, taking my nipples in his mouth to suckle. I sighed and stroked his hair as he nursed me, drinking deeply from my udders, massaging them and making me groan happily as he drank from me.

“I’m going to need to pump you every day as well, apparently. Part of me wants to see how swollen your udders will get if I don’t, though,” he said with a smirk, slurping up the milk dripping out of my swollen teats.

“Please, my udders will be so full… They’ll hurt bad…” I moaned as he suckled again at my nipples, and then bit them—hard. I was used to having my nipples tortured in one way or another, but the biting caught me off guard and I let out a sob of pain and pleasure, shuddering in his embrace. The contrast provided by his warm, soft tongue a moment later made the pain even more pleasurable, and I whimpered, completely undone by the way he fucked me and toyed with my body.

“That reminds me,” Giacomo remarked. “I need to give you your medication.”

He’d received from Dr. Crowne a small package of items necessary to take care of me. A specially designed udder pump was included, I saw, but also a few vials of medication and a set of syringes. I normally received my medication in the form of pills, though…

“So that I don’t need to pill you all the time, I have a once daily injection to give you in each udder,” Giacomo explained, reading over Dr. Crowne’s instructions. He gripped my left tit firmly, filled the syringe, and I whimpered as he plunged the needle into my sensitive flesh. It pinched only for a second, but the psychological torment of seeing my nipple pierced and injected was far more agonizing. I’d always hated the injections on the farm, and now, I’d be receiving one every day.

I was still whimpering and trembling when he injected the other syringe into my udder, and then, finally, it was done.

Shortly after that, we arrived at Giacomo’s mansion, and he led me inside.


Chapter 6


It was a huge house, clearly quite old, and judging from our surroundings, we seemed to be in one of the tony, secluded suburbs far from the city, but rather close to the farm, ironically. We’d gone in a roundabout way that night, with the farm transporting me closer to the city and Giacomo then taking me practically back out to the farm.

He led me upstairs to his master bedroom, where he had a large dog bed for me in one corner.

“You’re to sleep here tonight,” he said, attaching a collar to my neck. “This will let me know where you are in the house at all times. It will also function as a silent alarm, so that I can summon you whenever I need you with this app on my phone.” He showed me the app and we spent a few moments looking through the functions together. I could see that it showed a three-dimensional representation of the mansion, with a small cow icon symbolizing me somewhere on the third floor. “I’m setting an alarm for you, as well. It will go off at five-fifty-five in the morning. When it does, you’re to climb into bed and begin to suck me off, or ride me. That’s how I expect to be woken up from now on. Do you understand, Tori?”

I nodded, mooing softly. Before we went to bed, he bent me over and fucked me once more, depositing a load deep inside my hole, which he then washed out of me with the shower head attachment in his frankly majestic on-suit bathroom.

I could really get used to this level of luxury, I thought to myself as I settled down in my dog bed. As humiliating and demeaning as it was, it was a very nice bed—I wanted to reflect on how my life had changed but I didn’t have much of a chance because I drifted off to sleep almost instantly.

A few hours later, I awoke to the buzzing of the collar around my neck. I remembered my morning duties, and so I clicked off the collar and crawled over to the bed, where in the early morning gloom I glimpsed my master, snoring softly. I climbed up into bed and pulled the quilt down, finding him with morning wood. Perfect. He was already ready for me.

I slid his underwear down and took him in my mouth, warming him and wetting him, bobbing my head as he began to writhe a bit in his sleep. I found myself smirking. I wondered what dream he was having? I hoped it was about me.

Once his cock was slick with my spit, I straddled him, easing down onto him, taking him deep into me.

I’ve always loved riding cock, ever since college, and I was always disappointed then that boys didn’t want to do it as much as I wanted to—they’d rather do all the work, rutting uselessly at me for thirty seconds and then falling asleep on top of me while I massaged my stick, cum-soaked slit to try and coax some amount of pleasure out of the whole experience.

But Giacomo wanted me to ride him every morning. God, what a guy. I found myself giggling like a schoolgirl at the pleasure of his warm length entering me, and as I picked up the pace, my udders bouncing wildly, his eyes fluttered open and he grinned at me.

I leaned down over him to capture his lips, kissing him deeply, tasting the sleep still clinging to his handsome face as I bounced my hips on him. He groaned desperately, gripping my hips and thrusting up into me—as soon as he started doing that, I knew I was done for. I let out a loud moo of pleasure and came, my pussy all but gushing over him once again. My udders were leaking milk too, and he alternated between sucking my lips and sucking my nipples.

“Suck yourself for me,” he ordered. Honestly, the thought had never occurred to me, but my breasts were large enough now that with some stretching, I was able to get my own nipple into my mouth and grab hold, sucking hard and drinking from my own milk. God, but I tasted good!

My milk was creamy, herbal, sweet, a bit buttery—all that at once. My body had completely transformed and so had my life, but I loved every part of it. I was riding my master, a man wealthier than sin, who was determined to dominate me in every way, and I couldn’t wait to see what else he had in store for me.

“Fuck,” he exclaimed, thrusting up hard into me one final time. I felt his cock twitch and then explode, and felt the happy gush of cum as he flooded my womb with his seed. He’d give me good milk, I knew, and maybe even knock me up—I wouldn’t mind being bred by him for real, feeling my stomach swell as I fulfilled the purpose of my body.

As I rolled off him, happy and satisfied, dripping with milk and cum, I had a brief moment of bliss that lasted only until I saw him getting the medication kit out once again.

“This will only hurt for a second, Tori,” he said with an evil gleam in his eye as he brought the needle close to my nipple once again. I bit my lip, closed my eyes, and focused on all the other fun things I’d get to do from now on.
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