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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! Now, on with the show…


Chapter 1


As the bulls walked me towards the barn which would become my new home, my body ached something awful.

I’d just been put through the most brutal, ruthless, relentless fucking of my life and, well… what can I say, except that I loved it? I loved the way they stretched me, the way their bodies worked in unison with mine to deliver all of us pleasure.

I could already feel the profound changes taking place in my body, as I began to grow and develop. I was going to become something new soon—not just a regular woman in her mid-twenties, oversexed and overpaid, sipping lattes and prosecco, but a vessel for pleasure. A productive hucow. A fertile hucow. My milk would be sold in stores, my body would be free for bulls and anyone working on the farm to use, and that future inspired me more than anything I’d ever done in my previous life.

My breasts swayed as the bulls walked me, feeling heavier than they’d ever felt before. I certainly wasn’t flat before, not by any stretch of the imagination, but I could have sworn that they’d grown dramatically just in the time I’d been here. Certainly, they felt fuller, almost bloated, as though they were being stretched from the inside out.

Was it just my imagination?

Or was I already filled with the creamy, delicious hucow milk I hoped to produce?

I let out a soft moo, aching to be milked. Even though my butt and pussy were sore and screaming from the deep breeding I’d just endured, my breasts were what caught my attention now.

“You’ll be fine,” Bruno told me gently as we arrived at the new barn, the one I’d be living in. “You’ll get to used to the changes coming over your body, and before long, you’ll wonder how you lived without everything you experience here—the breedings, the milkings, everything.”

I nodded, looking up at him hopefully. I wanted it to be true.

The fact was, this was hard. This was harder than most anything I’d tried in my life. I was good at sex, I was sure, and I was attractive—I had always been confident in my looks—but I was not quite as good at being a hucow as I expected I’d be. I’d just been stretched in a way I’d never experienced, by the largest cocks I’d ever had, and my body wasn’t used to it, yet. I wondered if I’d ever get used to it. I hoped I would.

I gritted my teeth.

No.

I would.

I would get used to it. I would become a strong, powerful hucow. I would become the kind of hucow that people talk about in hushed tones. My milk would be the tastiest, the most popular, and my body would be legendary among bulls and dairy workers alike. I wouldn’t rest until I was the most in-demand hucow, until I was booked up for weekend visits and there was a waiting list for my milk.

Now, I took my first few tentative steps into the barn. The smell of hay found my nostrils—a tender, delicate aroma that I hadn’t quite expected, combined with the undeniable scent of women—hucows—many of them—and the equally recognizable, unmistakable aroma of sex. Breeding.

The barn, with its central pathway covered in hay to make it softer, featured a dozen or so large pens on either side, and the bulls led me to one of them, opening it up and allowing me to crawl inside. An especially large pile of hay greeted me in the center of the pen, and I crawled atop it, collapsing without a second thought.

“Just relax, baby girl,” Lucas, the bull, told me, and leaned down to give my ass a pleasantly sharp slap. I yelped with pleasure and pain, and instinctually found myself wiggling my butt, feeling the flesh jiggle as it grew warm. “You’ve worked hard already and you have lots more hard work coming up.”

I nodded sleepily. The bulls brought me a vat of water which I immediately crawled over to, beginning to drink from deeply, and collected some water on my hands to clean my private parts, rinsing the excess bull cum from my orifices. As much as I wanted to keep their semen in contact with my holes as long as possible, in order to stimulate milk production, I knew that if I didn’t keep clean, I could get an infection, and I definitely did not want that—that would set back my whole plan of becoming the best hucow on the farm!

Soon, they brought me food: a hearty bowl of something kind of like a whole-wheat macaroni and cheese, with greens mixed in. There were no utensils but I realized I was starving, and so I lowered my face, beginning to eat, gobbling down the food with abandon, without any shame at the fact that I was eating like an animal, naked, my udders swaying in the air as I gorged myself. I knew that I had to keep my strength up during these first few weeks. This was something that Dr. Crowne, the farm’s CEO, had advised me on during my on-boarding process before I left my apartment and arrived at the farm to live: the first few weeks would change my metabolism, and I would need to consume more calories than I was used to in order to keep up and keep from becoming exhausted.

“In essence,” I remember Dr. Crowne telling me. “You are transforming into a milk-producing machine—and your body will need extra energy for that.”

I kept that in mind as I lowered my face to the bowl of food and dug in, eating greedily—hungrily. I was hungry in a way I’d never been before. I’d always had an appetite after sex, but this was something different.

My body was changing, growing, evolving, and my instincts were kicking in, causing me to eat—anything to support that transformation.


Chapter 2


As I ate, I felt Lucas, the massive bull, take my hips in his hands. He gripped my ass and spread it wide. I let out a soft moan of desire, knowing what was coming next. He could no doubt see the damage he’d already done, stretching my holes and filling me with cum, and I heard him let out a smug chuckle of delight.

“You really took it hard for us, baby girl.”

I mooed into my bowl of food, wiggling my ass as best I could, trying to entice him. My body wanted more—more cum, more of his seed, more filling me.

I whimpered when I felt his fingers touching my swollen pussy. Taking the massive bull cocks was a bigger challenge sexually than I’d ever conquered before, and even though I was determined to keep up with them, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t at least a little nervous about taking him again. His cock was just that big.

But his fingers felt delicious and I shivered. The way he touched me, sliding the tips of his strong, thick fingers along my slit, from the base of my hole, almost in my ass, up to my clit, spreading around the residual cum and the increasing lubrication dripping out of my pussy, he could easily have been the best fuck I’d ever had in my previous life, a kind of once-in-a-lifetime encounter. I gasped and moaned as I ate, filling the growing hunger inside as he stroked me, his fingers teasing my clit, until my body gave into him: I was cumming, orgasming as I gorged myself, face down like an animal, my body spasming weakly.

Then, I was barely finished with my incredible climax when I felt him pressing his cock against me, sliding himself inside of me. My hole opened up for him eagerly, all but sucking him inside. He stretched me deliciously, spreading me wide, making me feel full. It was as though there was an itch deep inside of my molten hot center core, something I was completely unable to reach by myself, and he alone could reach it and scratch it. As he sank his cock deep inside of me, as it disappeared into my warm, moist depths, I let out a soft shriek of pain and pleasure, arching my back, pausing my feast for a moment as my body swelled and shook with desire.

“That’s it,” Lucas grunted. “That’s a good girl. Take your breeding.”

I nodded eagerly, mooing, accepting my fate like the bitch in heat I was. I whimpered and whined, my body spasming around his cock as he sank it deeper and deeper into me, impaling me on his powerful, long shaft. I felt the thick tip of his cock stab deep into my center, touching places other men could never even have dreamed of touching with their comparatively unimpressive cocks as he began to thrust in and out of me, pounding, penetrating—destroying me, in the best way possible.

I was moaning and yelping in time with his thrusts, pushing my ass back to take him as deeply as I could. I groaned as he filled me, gasped as his cock split me open. I couldn’t believe how deep he was—it felt as though I was a virgin once again, being torn apart by a big cock for the very first time—what was that Madonna song?

My muscles clenched around him weakly as he thrust himself into me, and I loved the sound of his own husky, animalistic grunts and moans. I felt as though I were being attacked by a wild animal—in this semi-dreamlike state, of being fucked once again through my exhaustion after taking my first hard breeding with the bulls, I imagined myself on safari, attacked by wild beasts, cornered, and devoured. I shrieked in pleasure through my fantasy, and I loved that Lucas took me as his prey, the primal desire to breed a bitch in heat overtaking his human reason and propelling his giant cock into my pussy, aimed directly at my welcoming womb.

“Harder,” I moaned as best I could, my voice distorted by moos. “Harder—harder, Lucas! Make me all yours! Own me!”

I was commanding him to own me—I could see the irony there, but I had once been informed by a lover of mine that I was what was known as a “power bottom”—I expected to be fucked hard, used up, and I would tell whoever was doing the fucking and using exactly how I wanted it, in no uncertain terms, and expect it to be fulfilled just how I liked it.

I gasped as I felt his hand in my hair, pulling me, and then both hands. He gathered my hair up into two fistfuls, pulling back as he thrust deep into me, skewering me like a piece of meat roasting over a camp fire. It was as though my hair had become the reins and he was riding me, like a mare being broken in for the first time. I loved that idea, and I leaned into it, pulling against him, writhing, struggling, making him work to hold me still while he bred me.

And then, finally, with a triumphant grunt, Lucas began to thrust into me harder and more erratically, and I knew he was close as I felt his cock twitch. I shrieked in pleasure, no longer feeling any pain—my whole being was devoted to this incredibly depraved act of breeding, and I was pleased to note that my nipples were beginning to drip milk all over my body, down onto the hay, as though I were overflowing—and felt myself cum once more, just in time to match his own orgasm as his deliciously warm, sticky seed flooded my body, invading me, injecting itself into me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned in bliss, more mooing than anything else as Lucas thrust himself a few more times into me and then slid out of my gushing, used up hole. I collapsed in an exhausted heap as Lucas patted my ass affectionately.

“That’s a good hucow,” he said gently, approvingly. I smiled weakly at him.

“I’m doing good, aren’t I?” I asked. I knew I was, but I was a slut for praise.

“You’re doing wonderfully, baby girl. You’ve taken some hard breedings today, so rest up.”

“I can take more,” I moaned. I didn’t want him thinking that I needed rest. I wanted to keep working, keep pleasing the bulls. I wanted them to use me up, use me till I couldn’t walk, till I passed out, but Lucas just leaned forward and planted a kiss on my sweaty forehead, letting his fingers run through my hair. He took one of my breasts in his hands and suckled at the nipple as I moaned, my hands fluttering up to his hair, to his scalp, digging my nails into his flesh as he drank from me.

“You need rest, baby girl,” he told me. “You need rest more than anything else. I don’t want to see a promising hucow like you burn out before you can fulfill your potential.”

I nodded reluctantly.

“I need more breeding soon, though,” I insisted. He just grinned.

“And you’ll get it.”


Chapter 3


After that first hard round of breeding in my pen, I fell into a dreamless, exhausted sleep, only awaking a few times in the night to relieve myself and eat. My whole body ached, as though I’d just run a marathon, and what was even worse, my body craved more touch, more sensation.

Part of me was almost… disappointed.

You see, I’d come here, to the farm, to find a kind of relief from my urges that I couldn’t find in the normal world, off the farm. A kind of—I don’t know—satisfaction—that normal women would never crave, would never allow themselves to have. I wanted it and I didn’t care who knew now, but so far, working on the farm as a hucow had only left me more ravenous.

Sure, I was enjoying the huge cocks but if they just left me wanting more… Then what was the point? Was I truly damned to never be satisfied?

These thoughts flitted through my head as I tried to sleep. I say tried, but I knew I was sleeping, because I’d wake up to my aching holes and, especially, my heavy, leaking breasts.

I knew that I was changing into a human cow for real now, when I awoke in the morning to the dairy workers coming by to milk me.

Mooing softly, I rolled onto my side, offering them my body. These were different workers from the ones who’d brought me to the farm and they grinned at me, looking at my voluptuous body—taking in my curves, no doubt, admiring every inch of me. Looking at my luscious tits, my shaved little cunt, my soft, flat belly—everything they never got to touch in their real lives was now on display for them here, so casually, so nonchalantly. Nudity was nothing here on the farm, and while I had never been a prude, never been shy about undressing in front of lovers—or even friends, if I thought it would help me get to whomever I wanted—I found myself blushing as the dairy workers knelt to begin their work.

They first began by squeezing and groping my udders. Their hands were cold, and I shivered, whimpering at the chill of their touch. Both men were big, and while they didn’t strike me as particularly athletic, I could tell they were strong when they touched me. Their rough hands, calloused from manual labor, were used to groping and milking cows and hucows, I supposed, and as soon as they touched me, my body reacted: a thin stream of milk shot out of my swollen nipples and I let out a moo of relief and desire.

They continued to milk me, squeezing and working my nipples, emptying my breasts into a jug they’d brought along. I knew my milk wouldn’t be good enough to sell in stores yet, but I wondered how it was developing. I’d withstood some rough breedings already, I figured, so it must be developing pretty nicely? No doubt I was absorbing the necessary nutrients that I would need in order to create delicious, nutritious milk.

“How is it?” I mooed to them. I didn’t even try to form normal, English words: I figured they must understood moos, since they’d been working around hucows for so long, and I was correct. “My milk, I mean.”

“Well, it’s early…” one of the men said, but he lifted the jug to his lips and tilted it back, taking a drink. Smacking his lips, he wiped his face with the back of his sleeve and shrugged. “It’s… fine.”

I furrowed my brow.

Fine would not do. It simply would not do. My milk must be the best. Must be the creamiest, the sweetest, the most delicious, the milkiest on the farm. I hadn’t come here to get my brains fucked out and then some only in order to produce milk that was… fine.

“Let me try,” I said, sitting up. They passed the jug to me and I repeated the process, lifting it to my lips, drinking, and wiping my mouth as I swished the nectar around inside.

It was… fine.

If I had to describe it, it was comparable to a thin skim milk. It certainly tasted like milk, but not much else could be said about it. It didn’t have that richness I associated with other hucows’ milks. It didn’t warm my mouth when I tasted it and make me sigh with pleasure. It didn’t make me think of a childhood I’d never experienced—long, lazy afternoons on my grandparents’ farm, visiting an old lady’s cottage to wish her a merry Christmas, laughing as grandpa raked up leaves and then coming in from the chill for a cup of hot cocoa with a rich chocolate chip cookie on the side, all made with the local milk—to be clear, that’s a version of the past I’ve cobbled together from Hallmark movies and the Anne of Green Gables book series. My own childhood and adolescence was spent in the ruthless pursuit of excellence: I played field hockey and practiced the flute; I took AP classes when I was thirteen; I started a non-profit that distributed female hygiene products in war torn regions when I was sixteen, and got into an Ivy League School as a result. I had never had time to go have fun on a non-existent farm with my grandparents.

But maybe I wished I had. And maybe the warm pleasure of tasting hucow milk, the milk milkier than real milk, reminded me of memories I’d never experienced.

Regardless, my own psychoanalyzing of myself did not change the reality of my milk’s generally unimpressive quality. I felt bad. I felt like a failure. I was not used to feeling this way, and so I reacted in the only way I knew how.

I began pawing at the dairy workers’ crotches.

It didn’t take long to convince them to produce their cocks, neither of which was anywhere near as large as the bulls I was quickly growing accustomed to, but no matter. I took them in my mouth successively, sucking eagerly and obediently. The taste of a working man’s cock has a pleasure all its own to it: the sourness of their sweat, the musky scent of their hard work still clinging to their crotches. I could at least admire myself for pleasuring the men who were taking care of me and milking me as I swirled my tongue around their cockheads, ran my tongue along their shafts, suckled at their balls, let them rest their spit-slicked cocks on my pretty face before impaling myself once more, no longer gagging as I received the cock gracefully.

Once not one but two hot loads had been deposited in my throat and swallowed, they finished milking me, and I found myself moaning and mooing pathetically, whimpering at the feeling of strong hands on my breasts, as they worked me over and filled the jug.

Seeing it completely filled, I had to admit to feeling a certain amount of pride. All of that had come out of my udders? And they didn’t even feel deflated—rather, they felt more or less normal, what had counted as normal before I arrived on the farm. They no longer felt nearly so swollen and heavy.

“We’ll be back tomorrow morning,” one of the dairy workers told me before they moved onto their next pen. “And don’t worry about your milk. You’re still new—you’re going to get there. You don’t develop hucow worthy milk overnight.”

Hucow worthy milk.

See, that was the problem, or at least part of it: my goal wasn’t just to develop hucow worthy milk. I didn’t just want to be A hucow… I wanted to be THE hucow. The greatest, most desirable, most delicious of them all.


Chapter 4


My first two weeks on the farm more or less passed like that: I would be bred daily by a succession of bulls, usually at least two or three, but sometimes more, and every morning, I was milked. I loved the breedings and put my all into it, despite the discomfort as I was stretched daily, but my milk still wasn’t getting better.

The dairy workers were kind about it, even though I knew they were just pouring out my milk once it was collected, once they left my pen. I knew what it tasted like because they let me sample it whenever I asked, and while I could sort of convince myself that it was improving slowly, when I looked at it objectively, I was pretty sure it hadn’t changed at all.

Whenever I asked about it, the dairy workers assured me everything was fine and that I didn’t need to worry: every hucow developed at her own rate, they told me. I accepted that with a grumble, but what else could I do?

I was already doing everything I could in order to become the best hucow there was. But my body wasn’t responding how I wanted it to. I slept as much as I could, ate as much as I could, and my breasts grew, swelling larger than I’d ever imagined they could be on my petite frame. Now, I struggled to stand up owing to the weight, and I crawled everywhere, on all fours like a real cow, pathetic and needy, always hungry for a breeding and a milking.

My failure made me feel pathetic. And the more pathetic I felt, the more I wanted to be bred.

But, I worried, if I wasn’t succeeding as a hucow… Then maybe I wouldn’t get bred anymore. Maybe I’d be kicked off the farm, so the bulls could focus their efforts and their seed on hucows who produced better milk.

How was I going to get my body to produce the kind of milk I believed I could make?

This thought plagued my dreams, and I imagined all sorts of training regimes for myself: going into the mountains with a kung fu master to discipline my body; undergoing all sorts of crazy body modifications; or traveling to Wisconsin to watch and imitate real cows, in order to become one myself. Of course, this was all nuts.

Fortunately, though, the farm had a plan for me. And I learned of it when Dr. Crowne, the head of the farm, came to visit me in my pen one afternoon.


Chapter 5


I had just been milked and I was feeling kind of down. Two weeks in, and I’d seen little improvement in my milk, though my ability to take cock—the kind of giant cock the bulls provided me with—had improved by leaps and bounds, not that it was an insignificant ability before. I lay on my back, my pussy leaking seed from my morning breeding and my nipples sore from the milking, when a knock came at the gate to my pen. I rolled onto my side and eased myself up into a sitting position as the gate slid open.

“Tori, Tori, so good to see you,” Dr. Crowne said gently, the soft lilt of his English accent putting me at ease. His voice was deep, despite its softness, and had a gentle aspect of domination to it: he was the kind of man who’d tell you to choke on his cock, but tell you sweetly. “How are you getting on?”

“Well, my milk isn’t where I thought it would be by this point,” I admitted. I wanted to get that out in front of us. I knew how firings worked, and if that was what was happening, I wanted to know as soon as possible. “But I’m not sure what else I can be doing differently, doctor. I mean, look at me—” I gestured to my swollen pussy, the bull cream still visibly clinging to my lips. I reached down to gather it onto my fingers and licked them clean and then shrugged. The semen was cold and bitter by now, but it gave me a thrill to do something so palpably slutty and naughty in front of the doctor all the same.

As I’d said, I’d never been a prude, but whatever residual shyness or inhibitions I’d had around being naked had evaporated during those two weeks of breeding, during which I wore no clothing whatsoever. I’d gotten to be used to being naked at all times, and the idea of wearing clothing now, of not being visible and revealed at all times, to anyone who wanted to see me, who wanted to spread my holes or enter me, seemed foreign and strange to me. A little bit sad, even.

Dr. Crowne made a sympathetic face when I announced my issue and knelt next to me in the hay.

“May I?” he asked, and I nodded, offering my chest to him. With his strong, deft fingers, he manipulated a steady stream of milk out of my udders. When he milked me, it was somehow a deeper milking, almost a sharp feeling, as though he were getting at the milk buried deep in my glands, deep in my breasts, the good stuff that the regular dairy workers couldn’t quite grasp. He gathered my creamy milk up onto his fingers and tasted it, and then offered it to me.

It was, in fact, a bit better than what I knew my milk to taste like.

“How did you do that?” I asked, in astonishment.

“You have good milk in there, deep inside of you, Tori,” he told me, smiling. “It’s just going to be a matter of coaxing it out of you. And of getting your body to produce more. I think for the foreseeable future, we’re going to move you into the lab and put you on a special improvement plan.”

I flushed at those words. I knew that was the first step to firing someone—show that they can’t improve, and then when you fire them, they won’t have a case to sue you. But he chuckled when he saw my reaction.

“This isn’t me trying to get rid of you, Tori, I promise you that. No, it’s something a bit different. I think you’re making slow but steady progress. You might not be satisfied with it, but it’s still something. What’s more, you’re one of our more resilient and sturdy girls, shall I say—you enjoy the largest bulls with a certain exuberance that we find valuable and which we’d like to keep around, especially for entertaining guests on the farm.”

I nodded. I was set at ease, at least slightly, but the idea that I was still making progress and that there were things I was doing well, even if my milk wasn’t quite up to scratch.

“So, I think you may actually be the perfect candidate for a special program of ours,” Dr. Crowne said. “An intensive breeding program, to overwhelm your body and force it to start producing the milk we want in greater quantities. It will be somewhat extreme, but considering how willing you are to work hard, I think you’d be great for this protocol. Admittedly, this will be the first time we’ve implemented it—it’s only been theoretical up till this point—but I think you’ll do very well at it.”

Now, I was nodding eagerly.

“I’ll do whatever it takes, doctor!” I cried. “Where do I sign up?”

“No need to sign up. I’ll have you transferred to the lab right away and we’ll start shortly. In the meantime, here—”

Dr. Crowne produced a vial of pills from his pocket and gave me two. He had a small bottle of water for me, but I was eager to show that I could manage fine on my own—I drank out of my own water trough.

“Those will get your body prepared for what you’re about to go through,” Dr. Crowne said. “It’s going to be rough, but I think you’ll ultimately enjoy it.”

I grinned. I was also pretty sure I’d enjoy it.


Chapter 6


That afternoon, a few dairy workers came by to walk me on a leash towards the main building. It lay across several fields where I saw other hucows being grazed or bred, their impassioned squeals and moos like music to my ears as the bulls rode them. A few were being ridden by multiple at once, with the bulls contorting themselves into impressive positions in order to force their cocks into not one, not two, but three holes simultaneously, while other girls straddled bulls, bouncing up and down with a look of pleasurable abandon on their faces, all the while holding their massive udders to keep from flopping over from the momentum.

I certainly loved all of that, but I knew there was something special waiting for me. Something… unusual.

You see, I could already feel the medicine that Dr. Crowne had given me start to work. It made feel… a bit odd.

Well, I can be honest with you.

It was making me horny. Like, really horny. I found myself wiggling my ass and trying to catch the eyes of the dairy workers, hoping they’d pause to breed me on the way to the lab. I was disappointed that they didn’t take the bait, but that was fine—Dr. Crowne had promised that the protocol I was about to undergo was going to be rough, so I figured I had plenty of breeding ahead of me.

My quarters in the lab were sparse and clinical, with a medical examining table for my bed. There were steps that led up to it, so I never had to stand, but simply allowed myself to be led up to the table. I laid back, on my back, and arms and legs extended from the table so that I could extend my limbs.

And then, when I stretched out, clamps came out of the table and closed on my wrists and ankles.

I let out a soft squeal of alarm and looked at the dairy workers as they drifted out of the examining room. Fortunately, Dr. Crowne ducked in once they were gone and approached me.

“You’ll be here for the next few days, at least, Tori, my dear. The restraints are just to keep you still and comfortable, so you can move around as much as you’d like without spilling any semen.”

So I was going to be bred. Well, at least there was that. I noticed the table moving, and it angled my hips upward. I understood—when I was bred, this would make sure that the cum the bulls provided me stayed inside my body, rather than dripping out.

Dr. Crowne himself attached tubes, anchored by suction cups, to my nipples. These led into a machine built into the wall. He switched it on and I gasped when I felt the intense suction begin. I marveled at how the suction cups grabbed at my nipples and pulled them deep into the machine, making the flesh swell, as though they were stretching out my very nipple. Only then did I feel milk begin to flow as the machine began to apply steady, rhythmic suction to harvest my cream.

“This machine is going to measure the quality of your milk—its fat content, but also the presence of other compounds that lend flavor and nutrition—while you are bred nonstop, in order to see how well you’re improving.”

“Bred nonstop?” I said with a gasp. Or, you know, mooed.

Dr. Crowne smiled.

“Yes, that is the protocol. You will be bred nonstop for periods of twenty-four hours at a time. You’ll be given six hours to sleep, and then the breeding will begin again. It will be extremely intense, Tori, so if you’re having second thoughts…”

I shook my head.

“No, no second thoughts,” I mooed. “I was just… surprised… was all…”

Not only surprised, but aroused. My cunt was wet, and so was my asshole—even though I wasn’t producing milk as well as I’d hoped, other aspects of being a hucow had taken effect. Now, my asshole was self-lubricating, which made anal breedings a breeze, and I had no gag reflex whatsoever, which allowed me to take cocks deep down my throat without trouble. If only my milk could come to match my perversion!

Honestly, the idea of being bred nonstop for twenty-four hours seemed like a dream come true. Or a nightmare, but mostly a dream—how often had I wished to continue fucking a lover long after he’d rolled off me and passed out? This was like being with a man on Viagra but on steroids, I supposed. Or… even more Viagra.

Dr. Crowne left and shortly thereafter, two bulls entered the room. I recognized them by sight but they introduced themselves to me all the same: Lonny was tall, with tanned skin, and looked like a stereotypical southern California surfer or lifeguard. I was all but drooling looking at him, and his healthy sized cock—easily eight inches, but amazingly thick, enough to make me wonder if I’d missed him in my survey of the biggest bulls on the farm. His partner was Rolo, shorter, but with beautifully formed features, looking almost like a Renaissance statue, and soulful eyes that in my previous life could have held my interest for at least a week, making me do crazy things for him. His cock was a bit longer than Lonny’s, or I suspected it would be if I could get them to stand next to one another, but not quite as thick. He was also wearing a delicious cologne that complemented his natural musk beautifully.

In fact, I realized as they approached me, with Rolo settling between my legs and Lonny coming over to my mouth, his Rolo’s partner seemed to be wearing the same cologne. I’d have trouble articulating exactly what it smelled like but it had notes of a kind of floral liqueur, perhaps—it smelled adult and sophisticated, in the way that all cologne and perfume does when you’re a child. It made me feel excited and squishy inside and I swear, I felt my pussy actually drip onto the examining table.

“What’s that scent you’re wearing?” I asked right before Lonny opened my mouth gently with the tip of his cock, running his fingertips over my forehead and through my hair. His cock tasted meaty and my mouth began to water the second the flesh touched my tongue. God, but I wanted them both, wanted them in a way I’d never yet wanted a bull on the farm.

“It’s a special mix of pheromones Dr. Crowne created,” Lonny said. “The idea is to essentially get your body into an artificial heat—kind of like you’re ovulating, but more intense. This should really jumpstart your milk production. Or, rather—” And now, he held my head with his hand and eased it onto his cock, sliding it between my lips. I was all but drooling on him and let out a mooing moan of hunger and desire as I felt the cock slide back, deep into my throat. He clicked something on the table’s control panel and the part of the table beneath my head dropped, allowing my head to lol back, so that he was able to push straight down my throat without meeting the curve of the back of my throat. “To make the quality of your milk that much better.”

I felt his balls rest on my face, atop my nose, as he impaled my gullet. I used my tongue as best I could, savoring the taste of his meaty flesh as I inhaled deeply, taking in the pheromone laden scent of his body. He began to thrust, and I grunted.

One aspect of the medicine I’d been given, I suspected, was that it made my throat more sensitive—not in the sense of gagging, but it essentially allowed my throat to react more like my pussy. The mere feeling of being penetrated, of having my mouth plugged, was far more pleasurable now than it had been before. Before, the pleasure lay mostly in the psychological aspects of the act: I was servicing my partner, or allowing my pretty face to be defiled, or being humiliated by enduring a rough face fuck, or however you wanted to phrase it—but now, I felt my throat twitching in delight around the cock buried inside it, and my tongue took special pleasure in feeling him slide over it.

Meanwhile, Rolo had spread my legs and even though I couldn’t quite see him, I knew that the tip of his cock was about to penetrate me. I felt his fingers on my slit, rubbing me up and down, teasing my hole, spreading me, and I moaned hungrily onto the cock in my mouth. Then, I felt him pressing, sliding, entering me, violating me with his long, thick shaft as he drove forward into my tightness.

I whimpered happily onto the cock in my mouth as the two bulls went to work, thrusting into me, passing me back and forth between the two of them with their thrusts as though I were some ball they were knocking back and forth. Thinking of myself that way was fun, I decided, and I closed my eyes, surrendering myself to the pleasure as I was stretched and impaled by both delicious cocks.

Harder, I wanted to grunt, but I couldn’t muster the ability to make a sound. But still, they seemed to understand what I wanted. I felt Lonny lean forward over me, thrusting harder into my mouth, down into the beginning of my esophagus as he brought himself closer and closer to orgasm, to injecting his precious, nutritious bull seed into my stomach, while Rolo drove himself into my pussy, his cock slamming against my womb in a way that I would have found painful once upon a time but now found achingly wonderful.

Skewered between them, I squealed and whimpered and gasped onto the cock in my throat, as the first orgasm ripped through me. Now I understood why the restraints were there—my orgasms were all the more powerful under the influence of the medication, and I found myself writhing wildly in my restraints.

At around that time, I heard the doors to the examining room open and out of the corner of my eye, I spied more bulls entering, lining up. I was like a piece of meat to them, and I wanted them all to devour me.

I felt cocks placed into each hand and instinctively, I gripped them, starting to slide the fleshy sheath up and down. There were appreciative grunts on either side of me, and I felt hands on my breasts, on my udders, squeezing and encouraging my nipples to spray their creamy treasure into the machine that suckled at me.

Soon, I felt Lonny twitching in my throat and without further ado, he began to cum, spilling his seed into my waiting mouth. As soon, however, as his cum touched the flesh of my throat, a wave of pleasure passed through me, something I can only describe as the pleasure of sinking into a hot bath after coming in from the cold, and I began to cum again, my body shaking, my hands gripping the cocks between my finger tips hard, my pussy clenching around Rolo’s cock.

Lonny slid himself out of my throat just in time for a passionate moo to escape my lips, only to have a cock replace him as another bull approached me and forced his massive tool down my eager throat. The thrusts began again as my orgasm subsided, but then I felt Rolo thrust hard into me a few final times, no doubt bruising my poor cervix, and this his cock exploded, delivering a load of hot cum directly into my center.

And now, again, the feeling of sinking into a warm bath, and then I was cumming, when I’d barely recovered from orgasming the first time.

No, it couldn’t be—was I going to cum this hard every single time one of the bulls finished inside of me?

How the hell was I going to survive the next twenty three and a half hours?!


Chapter 7


Rolo slid himself out of my messy pussy with a sloppy pop. I could feel his cum settling deep inside of me, and it made me feel warm and sleepy, in a nice way, completely unrelated to the powerful orgasm I’d just had. I always enjoyed a nice cream pie, and the feeling of being full of cum—something about it has always made me feel fertile and womanly, even as I waddle off to the bathroom trying not to drip onto the carpet, and now, I didn’t have to worry about any of that. The angle my hips were at kept me from spilling.

Moments later, after Rolo slid out of me, I grunted when I felt a cock start to explore my butthole. I felt the familiar sensation of being stretched, and stretched in way that my body immediately attempted to stop, with my muscles clenching involuntarily until I could force them to relax. Besides, the clenching wasn’t going to stop the bulls from fucking me—my ass was already dripping with lubrication, and probably juices from my sloppy pussy.

The smell of sex hung heavy over the orgy as the cock pressing itself against my asshole finally popped inside and I let out a soft scream of pain and pleasure as my sensitive hole was torn asunder. I grunted like the animal I was as the bull pounding me—I couldn’t see who, but guess what, he had a big cock—forced himself deep into my hole, slamming his hips against mine and pushing my throat onto the cock in my mouth.

Before long, another wave of orgasms washed over me, and then cum was sliding down my throat, offering me another orgasm, and then the cock in my ass, tearing me apart and stretching me, filled my guts with its creamy gift and I let out a blood-curdling scream as I came again.

Now, the orgasms were starting to hurt. My nerves didn’t quite know what to do with all this pleasure and they were short-circuiting. My brain felt fried, but I knew I wasn’t done—wasn’t anywhere near done, as another round of bulls took their places and penetrated me.,

While I was being fucked this way and that, a few of the bulls came on my body, covering my tits with cum, my belly, my face, my hair. This was something I’d never experienced—I had always had their cum inside of me—but they seemed to have gotten off from the hand jobs I was giving them. I was suddenly transported back to college, giving hand jobs in the back of lecture halls—I guess my technique had improved since then! I would have to ask Dr. Crowne about this protocol, since it seemed to me that their cum would be better off inside of me, but what did I know? I was the hucow, after all.

I was just here to be bred and milked.

I could feel my udders starting to fill with milk at a faster rate as I was fucked. I couldn’t see the machine that was milking me, of course, but I knew that it was working, this process—I knew it in the way that women know they’re pregnant long before they get a positive test. I just felt it, deep inside of me. My breasts felt heavy with milk, even though it was being sucked out of my nipples almost as fast as it was created.

Another set of bulls finished inside of me, and another set took their place. I recognized the flavor of my own pussy on the cock entering my mouth, so I guess this was Rolo who was now fucking my throat—from my position on the examining room table, with my head practically hanging off the table, I couldn’t see who exactly was using which of my holes, but I could certainly feel it.

The orgasms continued and each one was more painful and more intense than the last. The hours blurred together, and soon, I felt as though I was orgasming practically continuously, as though my body was going through one long shuddering climax.

Somehow, I survived the first twenty-four hours, because at one point, Dr. Crowne came in, grinning broadly.

“Well, Tori, how do you feel after twenty-four hours of continuous breeding?”

I could barely speak but I offered a thumbs up.

“The first part of the protocol is complete,” Dr. Crowne announced. “So you can have a short rest before we continue the protocol. How do your orifices feel?”

“They’re almost numb…” I murmured, still dazed. “But… in a good way, I think. It feels like I had an itch I really needed to scratch and then I maybe scratched it a bit too much.”

Dr. Crowne nodded, and made a note on his clipboard.

“Wonderful, wonderful. I’ll have some food and water sent in for you, and you can use the facilities—”

“Doctor, why did some of the bulls—” I began, and then, with my arms still restrained, I gestured at the dried cum staining my belly and face and hair and breasts—all over me. “Finish on the outside?”

“Some of our bulls are experimenting with medication that will allow their seed to be absorbed by the skin, and not just mucous membranes. We’re measuring how well that process works as well. Since, as you’ve probably noticed, you’re experiencing a climax more or less every time you receive a new injection of seed, we thought it might be a less overwhelming way to get more of the bulls’ hormones and nutrients into your body.”

My head was swimming, and I wasn’t sure I quite understood, but I nodded. I resolved to rest up as much as I could—I knew I’d need all my strength for the subsequent parts of the protocol.
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