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Prologue


Hold up!

Before you read any further, did you check out the rest of my story?

My name is Emma and I’m a twenty-two-year-old college student on the verge of graduating, looking for a job. I’ve found… a pretty interesting opportunity on some sort of dairy farm? I’m intrigued, to say the least—especially when it was introduced to me by a beautiful young Hucow named Marissa with the kind of banging body I’ve always wanted to have!

Read the first chapter of my story, where I meet the devious doctor who’ll turn me into a Hucow, or the second, where my transformation really begins, or the third, where the doctor stretches me open wide, or start at the beginning of the series to learn more about the Hucow Farm. Now, on with the show…


Chapter 1


You know the kind of exhaustion that comes from working really hard all day long? Where you know you’re going to fall asleep as soon as your head hits the pillow and you just can’t wait for the sweet, restful oblivion of dreams?

That’s where I was as the dairy techs led me into the barn which was to be my home for the foreseeable future.

Now, to back up, I want to give you a summary of everything I’d been through in the last week or so. With the current recession (regardless of what the papers say—let me tell you—as a young engineering grad, we’re definitely in a recession and a bad one at that…) showing no sign of abating anytime soon, I was dreading the job search I was already knee deep into. I was graduating college shortly and even though I’d done my internships, worked on interesting projects, even learned how to trick AI into doing some of my homework for me, I still didn’t know if I’d have a full time job any time soon.

That was when a beautiful girl caught my eye at the job fair—and showed me that I could become a hucow. She had the kind of body I had always dreamed of—big boobs, a big butt, and the swagger that comes with the territory. I’m no lesbian, but I couldn’t help but be entranced by her perfection as she showed off what it meant to be a hucow.

Now, my body is starting to look like hers.

After an intense and very personal interview with the doctor running the farm, I started on a regime of medication that, before long, was changing my body in ways I’d never dreamed possible.

My breasts grew and, slowly, began to produce milk—a sweet, buttery tasting nectar that would squirt out of three or four holes on my swollen nipples. And my nipples—they’d grown too, as though developing in proportion with my boobs and preparing for the extra attention they’d be getting as the nipples of a hucow.

My butt grew as well, and within a week, I was almost unrecognizable from what I’d looked like earlier that month.

But my transformation wasn’t over. I started losing the ability to speak. The ability to speak easily, at least. If I didn’t think about what I was trying to say before speaking, my voice would come out as a low, long, wining moo—just like a cow.

Meanwhile, I was, for lack of a better term, turning into a real slut on campus, fucking every guy I could. The more guys I fucked, the better the medicine worked, Dr. Crowne had told me, and what a surprise—he was right!

After another battery of tests on the farm that stretched me to my limits—quite literally, with Dr. Crowne working his fists into my holes while I squealed and screamed—I was turned over to a pair of dairy techs who now led me to my pen in the barn.

“Good night, Emma,” they chimed, almost in unison, as I curled up on a pile of hay.

My body was sore from all the fucking, all the hard use I’d taken from Dr. Crowne and the others, and I wondered if I’d be too aching to fall asleep. It felt like my pussy and asshole were both deadly swollen, and everything throbbed painfully.

But somehow, this all felt right. It felt right that I was a hucow now, that I’d had a big tag with my number pierced through my ear—that hurt too, but I took pride in this very obvious new signifier of my status as a hucow.

In my pen, in addition to the hay, there was a trough filled to the brim with fresh, cool water. I slurped at the water, and let it run down over my chin and cheeks. Then, I had the idea to splash some onto the parts of my anatomy that were particularly sore. First, thrusting my chest forward, I cupped my hands and gathered about a cup or so of water. I let it rain down over my tits and shuddered, whimpering aloud as the water nursed my sore, aching nipples.

I couldn’t tell if I needed to be milked, or if I were just sore from being milked and groped. Maybe both.

Next, I sat on my ass, spreading my thighs—newly thick and juicy, no longer the sad sticks that I’d always known—and splashed chilled water onto my throbbing slit. I yelped in surprise at how intense the cold was—it felt amazing, it felt so good it almost hurt—and then, twisting myself around, I did the same to my sore, stretched out butthole, dribbling cold water onto the swollen ring of muscle that Dr. Crowne gaped with his fist. I still couldn’t quite believe I’d done that, but part of me wanted it again—wanted to prove to him that I was just as good as the girls who’d been there longer, or who were natural hucows, with big tits and big butts before they even began taking their medicine.

I found myself stroking my swollen pussy lips and asshole, whimpering, as though asking what they’d done to my tender parts—but I knew full well what had happened.

I’d been bred.

And trained to breed. This would be my life from now one—a never ending cycle of breeding and milking.

I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 2


I fell into a long, dreamless slumber, and woke rested, if still a bit sore, early the next morning. The events of the previous day came back to me and I smiled to myself. It hadn’t been a strange, wonderful, kinky dream—it was all real. I was really a hucow.

“All right, girls—feeding time!” came a cheerful voice from down the row of pens running from one end of the barn to the other. A chorus of hungry moos greeted the voice, and I found my own hungry moos joining in. I didn’t realize how famished I was—I’d been put to work already, in essence, and had taken multiple breedings, had allowed the doctor to stretch my pussy… I was starving!

A cheerful dairy worked opened my pen and I looked up at him, mooing, shaking my udders. He grinned and pulled my trough in front of me, a new one, a silver one, not like the dull copper of the one that held my water. He slopped something that looked like cheesy grits down into my trough and patted my head.

“There you go, kiddo, eat up!”

I looked down at the food. This was it? I looked up at him again and mooed plaintively. Couldn’t I at least have some real protein?

“That’s a medically designed diet that’ll keep you healthy, plump, and milky, honey,” the rosy-cheeked dairy worker said. I nodded, a bit disappointed, and—realizing that I didn’t have a way of washing my hands—I lowered my face to the trough and began to eat.

Well, at least it tasted good. It was like a scientifically designed approximation of grits, the side you’d get at any Waffle House in the country, but somehow, something more. It was clearly quite a bit hardier, with a bit of chew to each mouthful, and very, very rich.

“That’s made with the milk of some of the girls here on the farm,” the dairy worker informed me as he circled around behind me. I was kneeling, my face bent down into the trough, so of course, he could see my bare ass, see between my butt cheeks to my holes. I felt my face burn with shame, but there was nothing I could do about it. And the fact was, I was starting to get wet—starting to like his eyes on my naked body.

I mooed thoughtfully and appreciatively as I ate. I was becoming conscious of how heavy my udders felt, how they swayed and moved with each movement of my upper body and shoulders. I could feel them throbbing with heavy milk production as I paused in my breakfasting, considering how badly they needed to be milked.

The dairy worker knelt behind me, and I heard him rummaging around in a small bag.

“Now, you just keep eating, honey, this will just sting a bit,” he said, leaning over me, as though he was about to fuck my doggy style—but I saw he was grabbing hold of my udders, felt his hands on them, just in time to feel the needle pass into my nipple and the sharp sting bite into my tender flesh. I mooed softly into my meal as he injected me with my dairy medicine, once in my right breast, once in the left, and whimpered as he sat back and patted my butt. “Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

He gripped my butt and I grunted appreciatively, loving the feeling of his rough, workman’s hands on my skin. I’d only had privileged college boys back on campus, and Dr. Crowne wasn’t exactly blue collar either, so there was something strangely exotic about a man with callused hands, sweaty and dirty and strong. He spread my ass cheeks and I found myself blushing something fierce, my body twitching as he gazed at my holes.

“Yes, getting nice and juicy in both holes… You got bred pretty nicely yesterday, huh? Plenty of juice coming out of the cunt—I can tell the breedings really took.”

I gasped when I felt him stroking my swollen pussy lips and then the swollen, blown out ring of my asshole.

“I think we can give you to the bulls today. It’ll be a bit of an adjustment for you but I bet you’ll take to it just fine. Dr. Crowne said you were a pretty enthusiastic little slut.” I made a pained sound into my breakfast. “Oh, that’s not an insult. You know it’s the best thing a hucow can be. If you don’t enjoy your work, you should really find a different occupation, don’t you think?”

I heard him undoing his overalls and I knew that then that he’d breed me. Part of me felt extra humiliation at the idea of being bred while I ate, as though I’d been reduced to all of my more basic biological functions, but part of me was aching for touch, and aching especially for his, since he’d been talking to me, paying attention to me.

God, he was old enough to be my dad, but I wanted him to do anything he pleased in that very moment.

I whimpered for him as I felt the tip of his cock pressing against my pussy from behind. He reached for my hair, gently taking it in his fist. I had hay stuck in my hair from the night before, and it was still sweaty and dirty from the vigorous breedings I’d suffered through, plus my various examinations. I wasn’t clean in the slightest, but the dairy worker didn’t seem to care.

Even on campus, during my slut week, I’d been careful to shower before seeing guys, had made sure I always smelled sweetly before going to a party to be passed around, kept my bed sheets clean and not smelling like bodies and sex. But I didn’t have that luxury here. I was free to be used in any situation, any condition I was in.

As I felt his cock spreading the lips of my pussy apart and entering me, my muscles eagerly sucking inside his tool as I grunted like the animal I was, I realized: I was no longer in full control of my own body. I’d given it up to the farm. I supposed I could take back control whenever I wanted, if I decided I no longer wanted to be a hucow, but that was the last thing I wanted. There was beauty and freedom in submission, and I was experiencing the ultimate form of submission.

I wasn’t just some silly college slut with fuzzy pink handcuffs. No, I was allowing myself to be systematically dehumanized and bred like a piece of livestock.

And I fucking loved it.


Chapter 3


The dairy worker didn’t seem at all concerned about my pleasure as he fucked me, but that didn’t matter to me one bit, because it felt amazing all the same. I squealed and pressed my hips back against him, feeling his cock sink deep into my pussy. He seemed to be scratching something, an itch, deep inside my body that I couldn’t quite reach myself.

“Now, when you’re with the bulls, it’s going to be a lot rougher, you know,” he told me, grunting as he thrust into me. “So you’ve got to pace yourself and train with a smaller cock like mine.”

He dug his nails into my hips and I yelped at the sudden pain. The shock, however, was pleasurable and I dug my fingers into the hay beneath us both as he rode me. He raised himself from a seated position into an almost squatting position, changing up the position of my hips so that my pussy was almost pointed at the celling and he was fucking himself into me, going straight down, as though his cock were a shovel and he was digging deep down into me.

I could only moo in desperation, eager for more pleasure, eager to be of use. My mind was clouded with arousal and I gasped, silently begging for a harder breeding. I knew the breedings were good for me, and what’s more, they were good for my mental health: they silenced all the doubts I had about my life and the choices I made, as though the men breeding me had found a bovine off-switch to my brain.

“Yes, yes, yes, oh my god, breed me,” I mooed happily. I remembered that the people working on the farm could mostly understand the moos we hucows made, as it was hard to form human language without focusing. It was supposedly a side-effect of the medicine the doctor gave me, but I wondered about that—it maybe seemed just a little too convenient…

“That’s a good little cow,” the dairy worker snarled, obviously enjoying himself. “Just open up for me and let me come right in. You’re going to be a popular one, I can tell. Once you get used to the bulls, Dr. Crowne can start renting you out like a good little whore.”

I knew this was something the hucows did on the farm, to help support milk production. Obviously, the entire economy of the farm was based on breeding hucows, and making sure we could continue to produce milk, the main product of the farm, but a side project was also developing hucows as an attraction and product of the farm. I knew you could rent out a hucow as a companion for a weekend, and she’d cook and clean for you, nurse you at her breast, and included that, naturally, would be the right to fuck her whenever you wanted. I imagined being brought to a strange man’s house and used for a weekend or a week or maybe longer—it was a frightening but arousing though, losing so much control over my life that I was essentially whored out like a common street walker, even though I was such a rarefied commodity.

“Harder, harder,” I mooed, desperate to feel the dairy worker’s cock go deeper inside of me, feeling my muscles clench around him involuntarily as he bucked his hips against me. He slapped my ass and I yelped happily, shaking and wiggling my cheeks. I could feel the not insubstantial fat in my butt bouncing around when I did that, and it made me proud that I’d grown such a bodacious butt and set of boobs in such a short period of time. The medicine on the hucow farm really did work like magic!

The dairy worker gripped my hair harder, forcing my head up and out of my trough as I squealed, and in moments, I felt his cock start to twitch. This was always my favorite part of sex: feeling the boy’s cock start to twitch inside of my hole, feeling the pumping as his body summoned cum from deep inside and prepared to inject it into my hot, molten center. I let out a sob of pleasure as the dairy worker drove himself hard into me one final time and unleash his load, pouring stream after stream of his hot seed into my needy, still-sore womb.

Every spurt of cum carried with it the possibility of getting me pregnant—I knew this was a very real risk—and I knew I was also ovulating, based on my cycle from before I had started taking the hucow medication. The chances of me getting pregnant were high, but by whom? I didn’t care. I wanted to be bred, wanted to be bred over and over again. I wanted to have my old life taken away, and a new life, of being bred repeatedly, made pregnant and then bred again once I’d given birth, descending into a pleasant spiral of sex and breeding that would leave me in a state of permanent arousal and readiness.

The dairy worker slid his messy cock out of my pussy and I felt his juices dribbling down the sides of my inner thighs as I whimpered appreciatively. After everything she had been through in the last day, my pussy felt extra stretched out, and even though the dairy worker’s cock hadn’t been huge, no where near the size of Dr. Crowne’s fists, he certainly had known how to use it, smashing himself into my needy womb over and over again while I squealed.

“Not bad, not bad at all,” he said, and slapped my ass again, hard. He repeated that, slapping my cheeks as I whimpered—I didn’t know if he was trying to punish me or if this were a sign of affection from him. I think he maybe just liked the sound it made, the sharp slap of his hand on my bare flesh as I yelped. I didn’t mind being spanked one bit—back before I’d undergone my transformation, it was something I had fantasized about. Something about the sharp sting of a man’s hands on my bottom, feeling so spread and vulnerable for him—knowing he can touch my pussy or my asshole easily, that I can’t stop him, even if I wanted to—it drove me crazy. I’d find videos of girls being spanked till they teared up before getting fucked and imagined myself in their place, touching my needy pussy but never imagining that I could really be that kind of girl.

I mooed graciously as the dairy worker finished slapping my ass, apparently satisfied. He stood and then I saw he’d brought along something else with him: a big, metal cannister.

“Now,” he said, with a grin. “Before I let the bulls have you, I’ve got to milk you—how about we do it the old fashioned way today, sweetheart?”


Chapter 4


The old-fashioned way… That meant… with his bare hands!

I had been milked by a machine already, and I’d spent hours trying to squeeze milk out of my nipples while I was first transforming into a hucow, but now, I was honestly scared to be milked by hand. It just seemed extra rough and bruising. Mimicking the mouth of a baby, gripping and crushing my breasts to squeeze as much of my milk out of my body… My insides did a little scared jump for joy as I grunted and thrust my chest forward, showing him I was ready, no matter water.

The dairy worker knelt once more and took one of my swollen nipples into his strong, deft fingers. My nipples were becoming darker in color, almost leathery with how swollen they were, and once he gathered up enough flesh, he twisted, and with a tugging motion, expelled a steady stream of milk from two or three little, imperceptible holes in my nipple.

I let my head fall back, moaning in pleasure and pain. His grip was strong, so strong, it made me moo like a bitch in heat, which is kind of what I was at that moment. I couldn’t believe the pain and the pleasure, the feeling of having my essence forced out of me. While my flesh ached from how rough he was, I felt an amazing sense of relief from having my breasts milked so hard, as though they’d been waiting for this desperately.

“You really like being milked, huh?” the dairy worker said with a grin, leaning down to plant a kiss on my sweaty forehead. I nodded, tiredly: I still had food smeared on my face, and I was still dirty, but I was loving being milked by hand.

I mooed and tried to explain myself.

“Even though it hurts, it feels so much more thorough than being milked by a machine,” I groaned, mooing. “It feels like you’re getting milk from deeper in my udders.”

The dairy worker switched to the other udder, and I was subjected to the experience of having my tender flesh gripped, groped, and crushed all over again. I let out a mooing yelp, blushing, as I realized I was getting close to orgasm. The dairy worker seemed to be able to tell, judging from the grin on his face.

“Getting close?” he asked, and I nodded.

“Go ahead and touch yourself,” he told me, and I obeyed enthusiastically, eagerly, dropping a hand to my still sore pussy. It was slimy with his cum and my juices, and my fingers slid easily into the velvet opening, my lips kissing my fingers as I slid them up and down along my slit, barely touching my too sensitive skin but getting myself closer and closer by the moment.

The dairy worker redoubled his efforts, seeming to milk me harder as I got closer and closer to cumming, and when my orgasm finally hit, he gripped my teat hard, crushing my udder in his powerful hands, surely bruising my sensitive skin, and that made my orgasm all the more powerful. I wailed, moaning and mooing, almost panicking from the intense pain and pleasure that overstimulated me in the best way possible.

My brain seemed to short circuit, and when he finally let go of my udders, having filled his cannister, I collapsed, twitching. My breasts throbbed and ached, each beat of my heart relighting a fire of agony inside my nipples, while my pussy, though still sore, felt amazing.

“Good job, sweetheart,” the dairy worker said with a grin and patted my head. “I’m glad to see you really enjoy being milked as well. That’ll serve you very well in the coming weeks and months as you get broken in here on the farm.”

I nodded tiredly, sweatily, and went back to my breakfast as the dairy worker stepped back into the aisle between the rows of pens. I heard another hucow moo happily as he stepped into her pen, and soon her moos were turning into moans of pleasure like mine. Good for her, I thought, already in a haze of pleasurable exhaustion this early in the day.


Chapter 5


The doors to the barn opened once more and another chorus of moos went up. This chorus, however, was even louder and more rapturous than the one that had heralded our feeding.

“Bulls in the barn,” a deep, gruff voice called out, and the desperate moos grew even louder. I recognized those moans. They were shot through with lust, with the need for breeding. Myself, I felt my pussy tingle at the thought of what was to come.

Then, I heard the rushing of water, and more moos, more shrieks. What were they doing to the other girls? I was trembling, sweaty but almost shivering with fear—was it really water I was hearing, or some devious new medical device, some new treatment Dr. Crowne had devised to make us all better hucows?!

The gate to my pen finally opened and I gazed, wide eyed, at the men who stood before me.

Or, really, not men, but they may as well have been Greek gods. Tall, easily over six feet tall the two of them, one with a deep tan, and the other with a thick chest of wiry dark hair, they grinned down at me.

“You’re the new girl, huh?” the tanned one said.

Oh. Did I mention they were naked? The hairy one had a thicker build, like a bodybuilder in the off season, meaty—he looked like he could pick me up and break me across his knee if he so chose, but my attention was immediately drawn to the fat shaft of meat between his legs, hard and bouncing at he took a step towards me. He was well over eight inches long, I would have to say, just eyeballing him, and a little pit of fear opened in my stomach at the thought of taking that huge thing.

The tanned one was leaner, with a build like a California surfer, and a mob of bleached blond hair hanging down into his face. His cock was even a bit longer than his partner’s, though maybe not as girthy—could be closer to nine inches. I felt, suddenly, like one was a bear, and the other was a giant bee with a stinger, and between the two of them, they were going to make me into honey.

“You don’t have to be scared,” the burly one said, and I found his voice surprisingly, relievingly gentle. “We’re not going to hurt you. Much. Dr. Crowne said you’ve already been stretched so nothing we do to you today should be as scary as that.”

That “much” was doing a lot of work. I nodded, however, putting on a brave front for the bulls.

“That’s right,” I mooed softly, suddenly surprised to hear my own voice as a moo and not human words. The tanned bull was dragging in a hose, and I realized what the sound of water had been from. It was a standard garden hose, the kind you’d see coming out of any house anywhere in the country, but in their hands, it was transformed into something devious, something almost threatening.

“We’re going to wash you up a bit, and then we’re going to breed you,” he said, matter-of-factly. “You can request more baths, more often, but otherwise, you’re getting one every morning.”

The hose nozzle had a long handle trigger and as he raised it, like a pistol, I shuddered at the thought of being hosed down like an animal.

“Can’t I have a bath in a tub?” I mooed softly, staring down the dripping nozzle. I wished it were one of their cocks instead—at least what they had inside was warm.

“Only if you’re extra good. Dr. Crowne’s research has shown that the more you’re treated like an animal, the better your milk will be. Once you’re producing good milk and bringing in money, then maybe you can earn a bath in a tub but until then, it’s the hose for you.”

I nodded sadly, hanging my head. They directed me to turn around, getting down on all fours, and to stick my ass up in the air. Then, they instructed me to grab my butt cheeks and spread them wide.

This was so humiliating. I was shaking with shame, these men I’d only just met suddenly privy to my most tender, more private areas. I’d given my body to any boy who’d wanted it at college during my week of hedonistic promiscuity, but this somehow felt more invasive.

“You’ve got cum in there,” the burly, hairy bull observed. “Did you already get bred this morning?”

He reached down, barely touching my lips, teasing me open as I gasped.

“Yes,” I mooed. “The man who fed me and milked me also bred me.”

“Lucky you. Unfortunately, that means you’re getting flushed out too. Maybe do that first, Rob.”

“Gotcha’.”

Before I could ask what they meant by that, I felt the cold metal nozzle of the hose pressed against my burning warm pussy. I gasped, my slit spasming I realized what was coming next. I felt all my muscles clenching, trembling, in anticipation of the agony I was about to experience.

And then, like a cock erupting inside of me, the hose shot a steady stream of freezing cold water into my pussy. I tried to get away, instinctively, crawling forward, but the hairy bull caught me by the collar and held me still.

“There, there,” he cooed, his voice still nice and gentle. “Don’t you worry. It’ll all be over soon. Just a bit of cold water.”

I was mooing in a panic. It felt like my pussy was filling with ice. I mooed and shrieked in his arms, and I felt water draining out of my tired hole, the cum going with it, pooling on the hay below me. Then, for good measure, the tanned bull—the one named Rob—pressed the nozzle of the hose against my butthole, filling me with more cold water that cascaded down my hips and ass and slit.

From there, he hosed me down as I shivered, giving me a cursory spray along my back and legs and wetting my hair. They had me turn over, lying on my back, shivering, and raised my arms, spraying beneath them, and then directly in my face.

All told, the “bath” lasted less than two minutes, but it felt like two lifetimes, and I was sure I was suffering from hypothermia by the time Rob said aside the hose.

“There. She’s clean enough to eat off of,” Rob declared. He stepped out of the pen and returned with a big, fluffy towel. “Dry her off while I hose down the last few girls, and then let’s fill her up.”


Chapter 6


Fill. Me. Up.

Those words echoed in my mind as the big man in my pen, naked, his half-hard cock practically in my face, wrapped me in a towel and began to dry me off.

“You’re fine, you’re fine,” he repeated gently in my ear, rocking me as I shivered. “I know it’s cold, but you’re going to get used to it. You’ll wonder how you ever lived without cold showers someday.”

“I don’t believe you,” I mooed sadly.

“Well, you’re going to be pretty warm in a few minutes, I can promise you that.”

I pouted, grinning, he leaned down to kiss me. That kiss alone seemed enough to warm me up—this was a real man, with strong lips, a strong jaw, forcing his hot tongue into my mouth, exploring my mouth. His kiss stifled the moans starting to escape from my mouth as he reached inside the towel, grabbing one of my udders, giving it a hard, domineering squeeze.

He was in control, the squeeze said.

He might kiss me, act like my boyfriend, act like he loved me and like he was just comforting me after a cold shower, but I was a piece of meat to him, a piece of livestock, and so was he, and as he took my hard, blown-out nipple into his mouth to suck and nurse, I groaned, mooing heatedly, feeling my skin warm with arousal.

“That’s a good girl,” he growled. “See? Your body is read for a breeding already.”

He was right. Even though the hose had washed away all the natural fluids, mine and those of the dairy worker, that were leaking out of my pussy, now, my pussy was starting to weep once more. The bull placed a hand between my thighs and cupped my pussy, patting it affectionately.

“Getting wet, I see,” he informed me.

“Y-you don’t need to tell me…” I mooed softly. “I can tell.”

I gasped when he slapped my pussy—a short, sharp, smart spank. I’d been spanked on my butt, of course, but never on my pussy—it hadn’t ever occurred to me and I let out a gasping moan. The sensations were painful, but not unpleasant, and I whined, whimpering and pressing against him, my body instinctively asking for more.

He slapped my pussy again and again while I shuddered, clinging to him, wailing and mooing.

“This is a technique to warm you back up,” he said, teasingly, and I wondered if that were true or if he were just making it up. I felt like it could go either way. “Is it working?”

“I… I think so…” I moo-moaned, spreading my legs more. Now, I had some hairs coming in on my pussy I noticed, even though I’d gotten waxed right before coming to the farm. I didn’t know if the farm wanted me bare between my legs or if I’d be shorn regularly or if my hair would grow out, as though I were an animal in the wild. I figured I would be informed of how my pussy should be groomed at some point—or someone would simply take it upon themselves to make any changes the farm deemed necessary.

Now, my pussy was warm and red and burning, and even though I was still a little cold, I was sure that I was starting to sweat. I rubbed my head against the bull’s hairy chest, inhaling his scent—musky and masculine, and full, I knew, of pheromones. He pulled me atop him, letting me press myself against him, wiggling around on his massive body, pressing my udders against him.

“I’ve never been with a man as big as you,” I moaned, having fully forgotten my torturous bath, my body now burning with lust. God, I hated how right they were—the bath was just a distant memory, and my brain was already begging me to fuck, begging me to get on his cock. “I’m a little scared.”

“You’ll be fine. If you can take Dr. Crowne’s medical stretching, then you can take as many bull cocks as you’ll need to. You’re a hucow now, so just relax and take it and enjoy it.”

I bit my lip and nodded. He let me kiss him some more, and then took my hand, placing it on his cock, which was fully hard—it felt like it was as wide around as a coke can, and even long. Oh my god, I remember thinking—is this actually going in my poor little pussy?

But my pussy was sticky and needy and when he touched the tip of his cock to my lips, I threw my head back and moaned. With my hand beneath his, and beneath my fingers, his cock, we pressed him inside of me and I felt him start to stretch me open as I slid down, slowly but surely, inch by inch, onto his massive tool.

“Oh my god,” I squealed, letting out a long, desperate moan of lust and pleasure. “Oh my god, oh my god…”

I felt like I was a piece of meat on one of those sword skewers at a Brazilian steakhouse. His cock was so big, so long, I groaned, wincing as he stretched me. I was suddenly aware of how vulnerable I was, my tits and belly and pussy exposed, my plump ass pointed towards the door—anyone walking by would have seen me at my most slutty and shameless, straddling a man whose name I didn’t even know and taking him deep.

“Freddy, you started without me, huh?” Rob, the tanned bull, said as he strode him, a bit damp, with the moos of freshly washed hucows echoing in other parts of the barn.

Well, I thought—at least I know the name of the man inside of me now.


Chapter 7


I loved being on top. Absolutely loved it. During my slutty week on campus, any time I could convince guys to let me be on top, I’d take it. Even if it came with the caveat that I was going to be using my mouth or butthole to pleasure another guy in the room, getting the chance to ride a fat cock was one thing I never wanted to pass up.

I couldn’t believe I’d gone so long in college without experiencing the joy of riding—of being skewered by a cock invading me from below. Now, riding Freddy the bull, I felt my face dissolving in pleasure, almost unable to think straight as his warmth filled me. He stretched me out nicely, and he was right, in the end—it wasn’t as hard as being fisted like the doctor had done, and those fistings had, in fact, prepared me for what I was now experiencing. I grunted in pleasure and pain as the cock worked its way deeper and deeper into me, sinking down, inch by inch.

Rob, the other bull, simply watched, and I looked back at him, mooing and moaning, unsure if I should invite him to join in or if he simply wanted to observe.

“How does it feel, new girl?” he asked with a cocky grin.

“Let me tell you, her pussy feels great,” Freddy announced beneath me. He gripped my hips hard, pulling me down, and I felt his cock pressing hard into me—there wasn’t much more room for it to penetrate, but he was still pushing, still trying to make me take more and more—and the deeper he went, the more it felt like I was losing control, like he was pressing against something deep inside of me that he should be—something that would reset my brain and make me go crazy…

“Didn’t ask her, dumbass,” Rob said with a laugh. Despite what he said, it was clear from his tone that they had a good working relationship—maybe even they were friends. The fujoshi in me blushed at the possibilities, but my brain was too besotted with the cock filling me. I glanced down and saw that I wasn’t even at the hilt and let out a desperate moo.

“There’s so much of it,” I moaned, and they both seemed to understand.

“Just keep pressing. Your body will adapt before too long, trust me,” Rob said. Now, he was no longer an observer. He came over to us, standing behind me, over his partner, and placed his hands on my shoulders. Starting with gentle pressure, he began to push down and I let out a soft scream of pain and pleasure as the huge cock inside me finally entered me completely, my hole stretching to accommodate him. I felt something wet on my cheeks and realized I was crying, but from the pain? The pleasure? I couldn’t be sure.

“That’s it,” Freddy grunted. “All in. Not so bad, huh?”

I had heard other girls at school complain about the phenomenon where a guy goes too deep and hits your cervix—how it feels kind of painful and nauseating. I’d never exactly felt that, based on my slut week, and I had been wondering if I simply hadn’t been getting fucked as deeply as I thought I was being fucked. But now, knowing that Freddy the bull was absolutely embedded eight inches inside of my otherwise petite body (so long as we’re not counting my newly plumped boobs, thighs, and butt, I have a pretty small frame, actually, and so if you were to measure eight inches from my pussy on up, you’d end up somewhere around my belly button or even a little higher) I was sure that I was simply built different, as they say. Did taking a cock this big hurt? Absolutely. Did it feel amazing? Also, yes.

It’s simply hard to explain to a girl who hasn’t been stretched to her limits and beyond the feeling of riding along the edge of what your body can take, being pushed over the edge, feeling no control—it’s a giddy and dizzying feeling, like being up too high. I was drunk with lust and even if I had wanted to get off the cock now spearing me, stabbing into my gut, I wouldn’t have been able to, thanks to Rob’s strong hands holding me down.

Now, he slid his hands underneath my freshly cleaned armpits and lifted me up. My pussy squelched lewdly as it released its hold on the cock inside of me and I slid up a few inches off the cock buried in me, before Rob sunk me back down. I mooed in pleasure and pain, writhing on the dick as I began to take off the movement, planting my feet on the hay, assuming a kind of deep squat stance and starting to lift myself up and sink myself down. Freddy’s hands found my hips and began to guide me as I rode him, and Rob took his hands away.

But that didn’t mean Rob was done playing with me. Not by a long shot.

“Freddy is going to put a baby in that slutty little hucow belly before too long,” Rob told me, stroking my hair and gazing down at me. He ran his fingers over my face, caressing my lips as I moaned. I caught one of his fingers between my lips and suckled obediently, as though offering what I thought might come next. Rob grinned, and I knew I’d foreseen what he had planned. “But I’m going to take that pretty little face and breed your throat.”


Chapter 8


Breeding my throat.

Oh, god. The idea sent shivers up and down my spine as I rode the cock buried inside of me. I’d never once thought about having my throat bred, at least not in those terms, but I knew that, conceptually, as far as the farm was concerned, they were equivalent acts. The goal was for bull semen to come into contact with my mucous membranes. I supposed that they even could have shot cum into my nostrils, but that didn’t sound nearly as much fun for anyone, even if it theoretically would have been effective…

Rob guided my face to his long, perfect cock. If I had to imagine the platonic ideal of a man’s cock, it would look something like his. Almost too long for his body, it was more like a short sword from a fantasy novel than a human’s genitals, and when it touched my lips, I was suddenly aware of how shamelessly I was drooling.

It helped, too, that Freddy had reached up to grab my nipples, twisting and milking me as I groaned, riding him. My milk spurted in thin, wild streams, going everywhere, coating my two new lovers.

“Freddy has knocked up three hucows on the farm already, and I’m betting you’re the fourth,” Rob said, stroking his cock against my lips, letting me lick it, explore it. I ran my tongue along the prominent vein throbbing along the top side of his shaft, and then dropped beneath, drooling over his shaft as I came down to his balls. I took each one in my mouth, as though washing them dutifully, before returning to put his cock in my mouth, allowing him to slide it a few inches into my face.

I was pretty focused on my blow job strategy, I had to say, but the thought of getting knocked up was… intriguing, to say the least. It’s not that it was my goal to get pregnant, but my life and my priorities had changed so rapidly in the last few weeks, that now, I was thinking very seriously about it.

You see, apparently, being pregnant is the one thing that improves your milk more than anything, and so none of the hucows on the farm are on birth control. If you’re on birth control before you start, you have to go off it and go through a grace period, waiting for the effects to fade, before you can start breeding. You might do the parts of training I’d already gone through—getting examined and stretched, for instance—but the raison d’etre of hucow life, being bred and milked—that would all have to wait.

Unlike in other workplaces, if you got pregnant on the hucow farm, the farm would take care of you. You’d still be expected to breed and be milked while pregnant, but you also got regular medical check ups and pre-natal care all included. In fact, some of the farm’s clients were particularly interested in pregnant hucows, and so, I’d learned during my research, reading all the literature Dr. Crowne had sent me, many pregnant hucows were even more profitable for the farm.

And after you gave birth, you’d get a small apartment, separate from the other hucows, in a build with the other hucow mothers, where you’d raise your baby, reporting to the barn to spend time in the pen like the other, childless hucows only for limited periods of time, like checking in to the office. You had a six week period of leave from mandatory breedings, though you could request that your favorite bulls come visit you for oral and anal breeding. Vaginal breeding, of course, was not allowed until after Dr. Crowne himself had cleared you, and there was a mandatory six week waiting period for that—no questions asked. I didn’t know if I could go six weeks without getting fucked in my pussy, but if I became pregnant on the farm, I knew I wouldn’t have a choice but to wait.

Now, Rob pushed himself into my mouth deeper and I began to bob my head on his cock as I rode the cock pressing into my hole from below. I developed a steady rhythm, riding the huge shaft that was splitting me open from below while I bobbed my head, bouncing my face onto his cock and then back off, letting him go a little bit deeper into my throat each time. I couldn’t believe how easily he was pushing into my throat, and how well my throat was taking him—I’d been pleased to note how much easier it was to suck cock now, and take cock deep, as the hucow transformation had done away with my gag reflex, but this was beyond my wildest dreams as Rob buried himself in my throat, my nose in his well-trimmed pubic hair.

Just then, I felt Freddy’s hips start to buck and he began to cum, filling my tired pussy with his seed—the seed that might just get me preggers. A moment later, as though linked with his partner, Rob thrust himself hard down my throat one last time and let his cock explode, spurting streams of seed into my guts.

I was getting filled from both ends and I fucking loved it. My first full day as a hucow was turning out to be just as magical as I had hoped it would be… and it was nowhere near over yet!

One thing was certain.

I wasn’t cold anymore!
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