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Chapter 1


“Start a new life… as a Hucow!”

My eyes focused in on the brochure in the beautiful woman’s hand. I mean, first, my eyes focused in on her ample boobs, which were shamelessly displayed in a cow-spot patterned bikini. She grinned at me with pure joy radiating from her lips, and in an instant, I knew she was different from the other representatives at the career fair.

“What’s a Hucow?” I asked, taking the brochure.

Creamy Meadows Farm, the brochure told me. Now recruiting trainee hucows!

“A human cow,” the woman said, as though this explained anything at all. We shook hands. “My name is Marissa, and I’m a hucow. I spend most of my time on the farm but sometimes I do mooorketing for the farm. Er, marketing, sorry—sometimes I get a little too into my role!”

“But what IS a human cow?” I pressed. I found myself blushing. This woman, Marissa, had the kind of voluptuous body I’d always wanted. Big boobs, blonde hair, a winning smile, clear skin, everything you could want in a woman. And me? I was skinny, short, flat-chested, with mousy, stringy hair.

Not what you’d expect from a hucow, clearly, if that’s what she was.

“A human cow is just what it sounds like,” Marissa explained. “A woman who lactates and produces milk for consumption. Human milk is far more nutritious for humans than cow’s milk is—makes sense, right? Plus, this means factory farms aren’t necessary for raising and milking cows, which is wonderful, because they’re so cruel.”

Of course, I’d heard that myself.

“But… human milk? Is that even legal?” I asked, still wondering if this was an elaborate bit, or maybe a sexual fetish—was this actually some sort of OnlyFans set up?

“As of several months ago, yes. We’ve worked hard to lobby for our milk’s inclusion in grocery stores. You’ll find it on the shelves in most places by the end of the year—that is, unless it’s not sold out! It’s gotten very popular. Would you like to try some?”

I hesitantly glanced down at her boobs.

“Are you gonna’… like... milk yourself now?”

Marissa smiled brightly.

“I could, if you’d like to see that, but we’d have to step into the bathroom. I have some samples of our products right here, though, so I don’t have to give you a live demonstration if that’s not what you want to see.”

She knelt and I noticed a mini-fridge I hadn’t seen before. I guessed that made a lot of sense. After all, the software companies that had come to my college’s career fair all brought laptops with their newest products running on them. The engineering companies all had robots or whatever little doo-hickeys they made. I guess the banks and consulting companies didn’t really make anything, so they just had PowerPoints, which felt fitting—just as fitting as Marissa having milk to share with potential employees.

She produced a small jar of milk, creamy, with a slight yellow tint to it. She opened it and took a sip herself before passing it to me.

Well—I hadn’t had human milk since I was baby, and now, at the ripe-old age of twenty-two, I was trying it again!

In a moment, my senses were awakened. The creaminess, the richness. I had meant to only take a sip but now I had taken a bit gulp and I wiped my lips with the back of my hand. I hadn’t drunk milk with that much gusto since I was a little kid, coming in from playing, but that’s exactly what the milk reminded me of. It was pure sunshine, grassy and gentle. Even though it was chilled, it seemed to warm me, as though it were transmitting the sunlight absorbed by the cows’ feed directly into my own neglected cells.

I almost forgot that it came from a human. From human breasts.

From someone like Marissa.

“I’m actually feeling pretty achy,” Marissa told me with a conspiratorial whisper and a wink. “So I’m going to go milk myself in the bathroom, if you want to watch. You can see what kinds of changes happen to your body when you become a hucow.”

I was in shock. Dumbfounded. I agreed, without really thinking, and followed Marissa out of the auditorium to a bathroom—one I used regularly before my big statistics lectures.

A girl was fixing her make-up in the bathroom. I recognized her from my class, but couldn’t produce a name, so she and I just smiled at each other. Marissa smiled at me, and we both hovered until the girl left. Apparently, this was going to be a show for me and me alone.

“So, what’s your name?” Marissa asked as she reached around to undo her bikini.

“Emma,” I said. I found myself blushing as I watched her boobs tumble out of her bikini. They were huge, to say the least. Sagging a bit, but incredibly full still, with fat, swollen areolas. Her nipples were hardening before my very eyes as she reached for one and plucked it between her fingers. She was still smiling at me as she opened her bag and took out a jar.

“Emma, it’s a pleasure to meet you. Are you maybe interested in becoming a hucow?”

She said all this as she leaned over the jar, seized her nipple, and twisted. She let out a soft sigh and milk began to erupt from her dark, swollen nub, coming out in several streams from a few different spots on the meaty nipple. I knew from human anatomy class that women had multiple milk ducts in their nipples, which made the nipple a bit more like a shower head than a hose. I found myself blushing harder and harder as she milked herself.

“I… I don’t really know… I’ve never considered anything like this… I…”

What could I say? I was watching a hucow milk herself right in front of me! Marissa was clearly enjoyed herself, sighing and whimpering a bit, rubbing her legs together.

“S-sorry, milking is a pretty stimulating process, as you can see,” she murmured softly. “Usually, there’s a man here to do it for me and breed me at the same time to take care of it.”

“Breed you?” I whispered. Now, that was getting exciting… I felt a tingle between my legs at the thought.

“Mhm. So, the way being a hucow works—” she said, finishing with her nipple in the jar and then placing the jar beneath her other breast. “—is that you take medication first, to get your body ready to start producing milk. Not too crazy, right?”

I nodded. That made perfect sense.

“After that, though, to keep up the steady supply of hormones your body needs to make milk, you need to be bred several times a day, on average. And what that means is your mucous membranes need to have direct, sustained contact with human male semen—especially semen from men who have particularly high levels of testosterone.”

“It’s… sex?” I exclaimed with a little gasp. Marissa shrugged.

“Well, yes, that’s what breeding is, isn’t it? But you’re not necessarily popping out babies. That part is up to you. But what is required is that, well… you’ve got to be a bit of a slut.” She winked at me, and sighed as she closed up the jar full of milk. “That’s just between you and me. The girls who last are the ones who really enjoy that sort of thing, you understand.”

I nodded slowly, feeling stunned, as though I’d just seen a unicorn in public.

“Sure, I understand,” I murmured as Marissa washed her hands, dried her nipples, and then led me back into the auditorium.

She chatted to me about the benefits the farm offered, and said that the farm’s CEO and main doctor, a guy named Dr. Crowne, would be doing on-campus interviews for new hucow trainees.

“Just so you know, it’ll involve a medical exam,” she warned me. “So if you get squeamish about stuff like that, just be prepared.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

I hadn’t fully decided that I was going to become a hucow… but the thought was too tantalizing to pass up.


Chapter 2


“Mooooooo!”

“Take it! Take it like a good little cow!”

“Mooooo!”

When I went back to my dorm after the job fair, I immediately began Googling hucows, and of course, that led me to videos of hucows being bred.

In particular, I found some amateur videos that guys who’d rented out cottages on the Creamy Meadows Farm property had taken. Along with the cabin came a hucow maid, apparently, and now, I was watching a group of six frat boys absolutely run a train on this blonde, big-titted hucow, whose milky boobs bounced in time with her movements as she rode the two cocks jammed into her butt and pussy.

Need I mention that my own hand was between my thighs, my jeans barely unzipped? I had already gotten a little wet at the fair, imagining my future as a hucow, and now, I was even more turned on, thinking about what I would experience if I became one.

I’d be bred like these girls—have practically all of my rights taken away. Free use, the videos were all tagged.

But it would be just my like that I wouldn’t be rented out, even if I were a hucow with big tits and blonde hair.

I was an engineering major, and while you’d think being in a program with an 80/20 male-to-female ratio would be great for my dating life, it had been the opposite. The boys in the program tended to think of me as one of the guys, and I saw them at their worst, as a result—at their grossest, laziest, and most childish. I had tons of male friends in the program, and I had even kissed some and given some hand jobs, but that was literally the farthest I ever got in my nearly four years of college.

Besides, they were all hyper focused on girls who looked a lot more like Marissa, with big, fat tits, winning smiles, blonde hair—not mousy little brunettes like me. I thought about dying my hair for the umpteenth time, but I knew that wouldn’t make me a different person. I would just be the same old Emma I had always been, but this time with blonde hair.

“Mooooo!”

Nothing like the beautiful hucow on my computer screen who was now impaled by three dicks at once, and had another two in her hands. God, what I wouldn’t give to be like her…

My pussy lips were slick, and I smelled the fragrant scent of my hole drifting up through my open jeans. I wanted to be fucked—I craved it—and part of me wanted to just jump on tinder and give my virginity to the first guy who swiped on me.

But I had a bit more dignity than that. Or so I told myself.

I sighed in pleasure and frustration as I ran my fingers up and down my slit, grunting at the thought of one of the men in the video breeding me like the hucow was getting bred. I wondered if I would hurt. I didn’t even mind if it did. If anything, that only made it sound more novel, more exciting.

“M-mooo…” I tried murmuring, and somehow, it felt right. I mooed louder and louder as I slid my fingers inside myself. I felt my soft pubic hair getting slick with desire all around me as I pleasured myself. “Moooo…”

The hucow on screen was spraying her milk all over her men, the guys she was riding and sucking, and some of them held their mouths open to catch it, drinking from her, while one clapped his mouth onto one of her nipples, sucking hard as she squealed in pleasure. She was cumming, I could tell, and she seemed to be cumming harder than I’d ever cum in my life.

It wasn’t fair.

Some girls had all the luck.

I wanted to be a hucow like that. Wanted to be desired, wanted, hungered for. Wanted to be fucked raw and bred, as Marissa had described. It was incredibly sexy, what I was watching, and it make me wonder why I couldn’t have it.

But wait, who said I couldn’t have it? After all, the girl had been enthusiastic about me applying. She’d even mentioned that there would be medical exams, preliminary stuff, with the doctor who ran the farm, all right here on campus.

Maybe I wouldn’t get a chance to be a hucow, but the interview might be fun? And since I’d already be getting medicine in order to lactate, then maybe I’d also have the opportunity to change what I looked like.

That was almost too good to be true.

I tore off my shirt. I rarely wore a bra, simply because I didn’t need it with my tiny breasts. They were barely more than bee stings but my nipples got hard easily and were incredibly sensitive, so something I wore a soft t-shirt over them just to keep them from rubbing against the fabric of my clothing and getting hard, drawing attention to myself.

Sometimes, though, I didn’t mind when they did that because I wanted the attention.

Flicking my nipples now, I finished unzipping my jeans and spread my hips a bit, letting my pussy breathe as I stroked myself to the porn. I imagined the feeling of those giant cocks inside of me. Stretching me. As though the cocks were invading armies and my body was conquered territory. Driving into me, pleasuring me, and then finally, erupting inside of my holes…

I gasped, bucking in my computer chair as an orgasm descended on me, more powerful than the ones I usually had but clearly not the equal of what I saw the hucow in the video experiencing. I shuddered, writhing, as my pussy dripped cum onto my hand.

Fuck.

If just thinking about being a hucow could get me this wet, and could make me cum this hard, then just imagine what actually being a hucow would do for me?!


Chapter 3


In the end, I signed up for an exam with the doctor. I received a small vial of pills that I was to take for a week before the exam. I figured they were hormones, and the doctor would do some exams to see how well I was adapting. I figured it would probably take weeks or months before I’d be able to lactate, but maybe a blood test would be able to tell the doctor if I had what it takes to be a hucow.

The thing was, though, it really seemed like being a hucow had a lot more to it than just making milk. You had to be able to take those rough breedings every single day.

I considered buying a dildo to practice with, but something held me back. I was too scared. Scared of what it would feel like to get fucked so hard like that, but also scared that I would somehow jinx myself if I practiced too hard. Instead, I found myself watching lots of videos of hucows, and reading short stories about hucows—there seemed to be a lot online these days…

Finally, after a week, the day of my exam arrived. After I showered, I regarded myself in the mirror. I’m skinny and pale—I don’t have a big ass like guys seem to love, and my ribs are easily visible when I’m shirtless. My boobs, as I’ve mentioned, could easily be mistaken for little raspberries or bee stings, balanced on an otherwise flat expanse of white, bony flesh. I’ve got a mop of dark hair between my legs—I figured if things ever got serious with a guy, I’d wax it all off and pretend like I was naturally hairless, but surprise, things have never gotten to that point, so I’ve let it grow. I actually think it’s kind of cute but I know guys hate bush these days.

I’ve got freckles, which I’ve always thought were cute, but pale, boring lips and poop brown eyes. Too look at me, you might think I’m goth or alt, but I don’t put enough effort into my appearance and fashion to really be one or the other. What I am, ultimately, is a nerd, and that’s the uniform I wear: big sweatshirts, jeans, the same few band t-shirts filtered through a rotation.

I decide, however, for my interview and exam, that I ought to try and look a bit more presentable for the doctor. I put on a blazer and a nice shirt, and smart slacks—my usual interview outfit. Not that I’ve been getting many interviews: we’re watching AI torch the economy in real time, and entry level jobs are nonexistent.

Actually, no, they still exist, but there are only a handful, and they could to kids who are already well-connected, who have friends or relatives working for the big, rich tech companies already. For us normies trying to break into the industry from the outside, there was no chance, at least for the time being.

Hence why, after four years of a STEM education, I was fantasizing about being bred and milked on a farm like I was an actual fucking cow.

As I put on a bra for the first time in I don’t know how many weeks, I noticed that my nipples were extra sensitive. This isn’t totally unusual for me, depending on the time of the month, but they were… how shall I put this… really fucking sensitive. As in, I moaned when I accidentally brushed one, and my knees buckled, and I was seized by the strong desire to bend over and stick my ass up in the air for anyone to see.

“What the fuck,” I mumbled as I stroked my nipple again. I whimpered, and looked at my pathetic face in the mirror. It felt good, but it hurt at the same time. Like it was begging for… something.

For release.

“No way,” I whispered, as I began to, as gently as possible, stroke and tug at my nipple and my meager breast flesh. I didn’t have big boobs like Marissa, but maybe, just maybe…

I let out a happy sigh as I watched milk gather on my finger tips.

I was lactating—actually lactating!

Holy shit, the medicine had worked!

And way faster than I expected. In my mind, it would have taken three weeks or more to actually see results, but I’d barely taken six and a half days worth of the drug, and already, I had a drop of milk!

It wasn’t anything like Marissa’s, to be clear.

This milk was thin and not as brightly colored, kind of cloudy. But that didn’t matter to me. I was proud of myself, of my body, all the same. I’d kind of written myself off, and yet, here I was.

I raised the droplet of milk on my finger tip up to my lips and licked it clean.

It didn’t taste much like the milk Marissa had given me. For one, it was warm—that was to be expected, as it had just come out of my body. It still surprised me, and even made me a bit sleepy, as though I were having a cup of warm milk to wind down before bed. It was a bit sweet, but not the same kind of rich sweetness that Marissa’s milk had brought to my lips.

I actually didn’t even know which hucow that milk had come from, or if it were a single hucow’s milk or a blend. In my research, I’d watched interviews with Dr. Crowne where he explained Creamy Meadows Hucow Farm’s process—most of the hucows on the farm had their milk mixed together, to form one of several proprietary blends, in the same way that whiskey produces will mix together different whiskeys from different distilleries in order to produce a consistent product.

As a trained engineer, this process made a lot of sense to me.

But some hucows had especially good milk, with traits you didn’t often find in hucow milk—and their milk was set aside and sold on its own, in the Reserve Single Source line. These milks were very popular and very expensive, yet they sold out quickly. I found online forums where connoisseurs rated and reviewed different releases of different hucows’ milk.

Some had even rented the hucows for a weekend or visited the farm, and had drunk milk straight from the hucows’ udders, and could compare what you got in the store versus what came from the warm, tender body of the living, breathing, mooing, orgasming hucow!

I wondered what it would be like, to be rented out as a hucow.

I was terminally shy, which partially accounted for my poor romantic performance, and I wondered if I’d be any good as a hucow hostess. If I had to take care of a group of frat boys for a weekend, or please a bachelor party. I was still a virgin—I had no idea how much sex my body could take.

What’s more, I knew that the bulls on the hucow farm could be even more intense. Their cocks were all huge, and grew thanks to hormones, much like how hucows’ udders did. I couldn’t believe it when I first watched videos of bulls breeding hucows—their cocks looked too large to be real, and I spent some time researching to try and figure out if the videos were AI, but, no, as far as I could tell, it was all real.

I even found independent reviews from women who’d gone to farm to be bred by the bulls, but who weren’t hucows themselves. Much like with the hucows, girls could rent out a cottage on the farm and have a bull to themselves for the weekend. Sometimes, sorority girls did this, each girl getting her meager brains fucked out by a baseball bat-sized cock before they went back to campus to pretend to be perfect little princesses, when everyone knows they’re dumb sluts. Can you tell I have a chip on my shoulder about sororities?

Yes, I tried to join several early in my college career.

No, none of them took me. They said my attitude was the problem, and I’m willing to believe that, but I can’t believe that my appearance, so at odds with what they usually like their girls to look like, was part of it. I even would have dyed my hair blonde—maybe I’d even get those implants I’ve always wanted, if only I could scrape together the money…

But back to my interview prep.

I dressed, ate a quick breakfast—a small meal, since I was nervous—and set off to the interview site.

How was I to know what happened next would irrevocably change the course of my life?


Chapter 4


The interview was not in a classroom or anything like that, but over at the campus’s medical clinic. It was surprisingly, but I knew there was a medical exam component, so I figured it had something to do with that.

If I had to guess what the exam would consist of, I would place my money on the doctor testing my reflexes, my blood pressure, asking the usual questions you get during a checkup. I certainly wasn’t ready for what I actually experienced.

“Come in, Emma,” a voice from the exam room called once I put in my name as having arrived. I noticed there were a number of other girls waiting, and I wondered if they were having interviews or actual medical check-ups. To my dismay, I realized they were all big boobed and blonde, so I hoped they weren’t my competition—even though I suspected they were.

When I saw the doctor, my mouth all but dropped off.

Fuck, he was handsome.

He was just my type. Rugged, with a diamond sharp jaw, but a bit nerdy too, with his slutty little glasses and his lab coat. He looked up from his laptop and adjusted his glasses and my insides did a little leap for joy. What’s more, you could tell from his build that he worked out—he wasn’t the usual lab goblin who never left his experiments. A true renaissance man.

I spied his hands to see if I could identify a wedding ring and no, nope, nothing.

The exam room had a small desk for the doctor to work at, and another chair for the patient—or, in my case, the interviewee—and then the adjustable exam chair.

“Take a seat, Emma,” Dr. Crowne said, gesturing towards the exam chair. Several bright lights focused down on the chair and I found myself staring up a them, feeling as though I were being interrogated by the police. A shudder, not unpleasant, went up my spine.

“Um, thank you for the opportunity to speak to you today, Dr. Crowne,” I mumbled, all mealy-mouthed, as I’d been taught to do in interview prep. Dr. Crowne glanced up from his laptop and smiled.

“Of course, Emma, I’m so glad that Marissa’s presentation was convincing and got you interested in our work. Just give me a minute to finish something up here and then we’ll begin your interview and exam.”

I nodded. I’d just have to be patient, even though I wasn’t the sort.

I looked around the room. It had the usual posters you’d find in any medical clinic on a college campus. Public information campaigns about STD prevention. Public information campaigns about depression and anxiety. About where to get condoms. Eating disorder prevention. Nothing surprising there.

Next to me, underneath the bright lights, was a tray of instruments I almost overlooked because they didn’t look out of place—they were the kind of thing I’d seen in every medical exam I’d had as an adult.

Syringes. Clamps. Small metal probes. And several speculums of different sizes, plus a glob of clear jelly.

Another shudder went through my spine as I realized all those were for me.

This was a real medical exam, and he was going to look at every single inch of me.

I felt my cheeks flush and tears came to my eyes. I couldn’t say if they were tears of excitement or dread.

The speculums were fucking huge, too—like nothing I’d ever seen before. They seemed designed to not only give the doctor a chance to see inside of you but to gape you open. I felt my pulse quicken and I realized I was breathing fast. When I shifted my legs, I felt a distinct squish of arousal between my thighs.

Fuck me, I groaned inwardly. The last thing I wanted was for the doctor to see how turned on and soaked the idea of being violated made me. I was blushing hard and I was sure I was sweating. It would be incredibly obvious to anyone that I was, quite literally, hot and bothered.

Dr. Crowne approached me and I found myself undressing him with my eyes.

What if he had a giant cock like one of the bulls in those videos? Fuck, I couldn’t think about that now. This was supposed to be an interview!

“Now, Emma, the purpose of this exam today is to ascertain whether your body is going to be a good fit for our Hucow Farm. It won’t be good for your health otherwise, you understand.”

I nodded numbly.

“I, um,” I began, suddenly. “I know I don’t have the… build… that a lot of other hucows have… But I can make up for that with enthusiasm, I bet.”

Dr. Crowne smiled gently at me. He put his hand on mine and instinctively, I caught it in my sweaty palm.

“I bet you can, Emma. If that’s the case, then you might just have what it takes to be a great hucow. But first—I’m going to undress you, so I can get a better look at what we’re working with.”

“O-okay…” I found myself saying. I felt silly, sitting down, but Dr. Crowne was the one to pull my clothes off—starting with my blazer, and then my shirt. He reached around behind my ribs to undo my bra—and did it without any trouble, I noticed. He was used to taking off hucows’ clothing, I bet.

“Um, I know my boobs aren’t very big…” I mumbled, crossing my arms instinctively. Dr. Crown gently—but very, very firmly—took my arms and set them down at my sides, on the exam chair’s arm rests.

“Your breasts will grow and change as you work as a hucow,” he explained. “Have you noticed any changes in them just in the last week, before the exam?”

“You mean… This?”

I reached for one of my small boobs and gathered up as much of the flesh as I could muster, squeezing hard, milking and tugging forward towards the sensitive nipple. I gasped at the pleasure and ache and in spite of how pathetically small it was, I found myself grinning at the amount of milk—a few droplets—that slipped out of my nipple.

“Yes, that,” Dr. Crowne said with a smile. He selected a metal tool from the table and I gasped as I felt it on my skin, watched him gather up the milk onto it like a spoon and then bring it to his mouth to sample. “Mm—quite tasty for a beginner, Emma.”

“Really?” I asked, brightening.

“Yes. Let’s try the other breast. Or, udders, as we call them.”

“Of course,” I murmured. “Cows have udders.”

He reached for my other breast and with his strong, practiced fingers, he began to massage my flesh. I found myself moaning, softly at first, while I could control it, but soon I couldn’t.

“Does it feel good, Emma?”

“Y-yes,” I whimpered.

“Good. That’s a great sign. Try to keep yourself composed while I examine you, however.”

I bit my lip and nodded. God, I must seem like a horny little slut to him—moaning and writhing while he examines my boobs! But I couldn’t help myself: I yelped and arched my back as his strong fingers coaxed a tiny amount of milk out of my sore nipple.

“That’s a good girl. Not bad for a beginner. We put you on the very lowest dose of our proprietary medication, Emma, so that your body would go back to normal quickly after it’s not longer necessary for you to take it—if you don’t become a hucow, that is. If you don’t have what it takes.”

I nodded, trying to hold my composure, just as he said. But something about the way he drew the small metal probe over my burning flesh, which was so desperate to be touched, and collected my milk from the wrinkled little pillar of flesh that was my nipple, it made me want to scream for him.

He sampled my milk, all one-eighth-teaspoon of it, and nodded warmly.

“It’s obviously not much, but the flavor is good and clean, and that’s really what we’re looking for at this point. You seem anxious about the size of your breasts, and I can assure you they will grow dramatically if you come to work as a hucow. You may even come to regret how large they grow, since they may add additional problems to your life—many of our hucows, most even, go around on all fours in order to save their lower backs for later in life.”

I nodded, wide-eyed. I had seen that in the videos I watched.

Being naked, on all fours, also made it easy for any bull or dairy worker who was around one of the hucows to simply grab her by the hips or by the hair and force himself inside. The girls always seemed to like this—and the idea of never knowing when I’d be fucked next but being excited for it all the same was too interesting to pass up.

“Now, Emma, I’m going to remove the garments on your lower body and examine your genitals and your rectum.”

I inhaled sharply. Fuck.

This was really happening! He was about to see how excited it was…


Chapter 5


He kept talking to me as he undid my pants, telling me about the hucows on the farm, their daily life, the kinds of work they did. The daily work of being milked and being bred was pretty much constant, and it seemed that left the hucows little time for much else.

“Ultimately, it is beneficial if you enjoy sex, as you’ll be expected to breed several times a day, in a number of different ways,” Dr. Crowne said. “Would you say you enjoy intercourse, Emma?”

I swallowed hard.

“I… I don’t know.”

He had my pants down around my knees and I was sure he could see the big wet spot forming on my white cotton panties.

“What? You don’t know? Emma, should I stop all this—”

“N-no, I didn’t mean like that,” I said quickly. “I’m, uh, a virgin, and I don’t have a lot of experience.”

Dr. Crowne nodded.

“I understand. That won’t be a problem. In fact, part of the interview requires that I examine your sexual past in great detail, so this will make things far easier.”

I allowed myself a self-deprecating smile. He slid my pants off and then reached for my panties. I took a deep breath, feeling the panties slide away. Now, I was completely naked, completely exposed for this man I had just met.

“Please pull your legs and spread your thighs, Emma,” Dr. Crowne instructed me.

“Um, okay—”

I obeyed him as best I could. I reached for my legs, holding on by the backs of my knees, my hamstrings, and pulling back, until my knees were almost at my shoulders. I spread my legs as much as I could do while in this position.

I knew, from porn, that this was a great position for sex, since it offered easy access to the girl’s pussy and butt. Mine were now fully exposed to the good doctor, and I felt a fully body blush descend as he lowered his face, examining me closely.

“Nice color. Dull mauve labia on the outside, leading to rich, reddish pink inner labia and chambers. Anus is similar.”

I gasped when I felt his fingers on my pussy, spreading my lips open.

“Hymen is partially intact; not uncommon. Let me guess—you played sports in high school, but you were never very good.”

“I sat on the bench for my soccer team all of sophomore year,” I admitted. I could distract myself from this sexy, embarrassing present by thinking of a distinctly unsexy, embarrassing past, and decided to pass.

Besides, my brain felt fuzzy and hot as Dr. Crowne drew his fingers over my hairy little pussy lips.

“I can, um, wax or shave or whatever for the farm,” I told him quickly.

“Many of our hucows go for a rustic look, not shaving their genitals, allowing the workers on the farm to trim the excess hair only when it gets too long and starts to impede breeding. Others order a wax periodically, or have the dairy workers shave them. It’s really up to you, Emma.”

“And that’s all included?”

“Yes, of course. These are services provided to you for free, as a hucow—some of the wide range of services and benefits we provide.”

I’d always been afraid of getting judgmental vibes from anyone waxing me but if it were free and included with my work…

Of course, the idea of anyone I worked with being allowed to fuck me was pretty wild, but it kind of made sense. I figured it probably cut down on office drama as well, if you could grab the pretty hucow working in the barn next to yours and fill her pussy whenever you need a break.

“Have you ever stimulated your anus, Emma?” Dr. Crowne asked next. I inhaled sharply and shook my head.

“Maybe once or twice in the shower while masturbating…” I admitted. “But that’s all. I’ve never even really had a finger inside.”

“Is that so?” Dr. Crowne said, sounding almost bored. He gather a small globule of the lubricant gel onto his finger and spread it around my butthole. He pressed his finger inside and I gasped.

My muscles immediately clenched around the invader in my butt and Dr. Crowne smiled good naturedly.

“That’s very nice. Good reflex response to penetration. Very tight—will likely require some preparation before sustained breeding.”

He was talking about my asshole, I realized.

He was talking about fucking me in the ass.

“Will that, um, hurt? I asked, adrenaline surging through my body.

Dr. Crowne chuckled as though this were a child’s foolish question: why is the sky blue, how do birds fly, where do we go when we die—

“It will, at least initially. However, we have a number of ways to minimize the discomfort. Your medication, in particular, will eventually cause your rectum to become self-lubricating, like your vaginal canal.”

My eyes widened. That sounded too good to be true.

“It can be jarring initially, I’m told, since it always feels like you’ve had an accident, but it makes receiving anal sex much easier and simpler. It’s also more hygienic, of course—your vagina is self-cleaning, your anus is not. For hucows, the changes in your body will include your anus’s ability to purify and cleanse itself. All because of our proprietary medication blend.”

I gasped and groaned, writhing around the finger in my ass while he told me all this. If it were supposed to have kicked in already, I hadn’t noticed—my butt still felt painfully tight and even a well-lubricated single finger felt difficult to take.

“I understand, Dr. Crowne,” I murmured, still trying to keep my composure as he fingered my ass. The feeling of his latex gloves on my delicate, exposed, vulnerable private areas made this feel even more estranging, as though my body belonged to someone else and not me.

“Now, we’re going to examine your insides, Emma,” Dr. Crowne said, gathering up some of the lubricating gel. He spread some over my pussy, rubbing it against my slit and then into my hole—which I barely needed, as I was already so wet—and then some more into my asshole. The remainder, he applied to the speculums.

The first, he pressed against my asshole and I almost shrieked. As it was, I gasped, a sharp intake of breath as the sharp metal prongs prodded my asshole, all but cutting into my flesh and opening me up.

“Oh my god,” I moaned.

“How does that feel, Emma? Too much?”

“N-no…” I moaned. The metal still wasn’t inside of me, it was just pressing against my tender asshole, against the wrinkled, winking ring of muscle that would soon be defeated in its struggle to keep my butt pristine and safe. “It’s a little sharp… but it’s okay.”

“Good girl,” Dr. Crowne said affectionately. “You can take it.”

I nodded eagerly, determined to prove myself.

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered. Sir? He hadn’t even told me to call him sir, but I had added that part by myself.

I sighed, taking a deep breath as he pressed the speculum into my asshole. I felt it slide deep once it was past that ring of muscle trying to keep it out—once it had cleared those defenses, there was nothing standing in the way of my penetration by several inches of cold steel. I opened my mouth wide, trying to stifle a moan, and instead, out came a moo.

“S-sorry…” I murmured, still beside myself with the new feelings, the new sensations I experiencing.

“It happens, Emma. I’m glad to hear you starting to moo like a good, proper hucow.”

I tried to reply to him but instead I just moaned, writhing for him instead. Well, he seemed pretty happy with that.

Dr. Crowne pushed the speculum in as deep as it would go and then, I felt him start to spread me. I had given up any pretense of trying not to moan now, and I gripped the exam chair. Being stretched like this hurt, but there was a needling, stingy, insistent pleasure in it that made me want more. It was like having an itch that needed scratching, and only getting a few decent scratches—but the itch, the need still remains.

“That’s a good girl,” Dr. Crowne cooed. “Now your anus is wide open for us. Here we are.”

He flipped a switch and suddenly, I realized there were cameras on me, on my asshole and pussy and my face. A camera for each, and a screen for each, all lit up across from us where I could see the pain and pleasure distorting my features, and my pussy—dripping and swollen with arousal—next to my asshole: gaped around several inches of stainless steel that held open my muscle and revealed the soft, pink interior of my guts.

“Oh my god… Moooooo…”

I couldn’t help it. I was so embarrassed, so humiliated—not only by being so exposed, but by how turned on I was—by how much I liked this.

“Very health rectum you have here,” Dr. Crowne pronounced. “Am I correct in presuming you’ve never been penetrated anally?”

“Y-yes…” I whimpered. “As I said—I’ve only ever maybe touched myself there once or twice in the shower. Just to feel what it was like.

“Tell me about that.”

“I don’t remember. I was probably experimenting in college,” I said. “And I probably saw girls getting… you know… done in the butt… in porn and stuff like that, so I may have tried touching myself there, just to see what it was like. But I think I got scared and stopped.”

“What scared you, Emma? Was it uncomfortable?”

I was still holding my legs back for Dr. Crowne and my hands were starting to hurt and cramp up but I didn’t dare stop.

“No, sir… Not exactly. I just felt like maybe I shouldn’t be doing it. I can’t explain it, really. It didn’t hurt though. It was so sensitive.”

“Has this hurt?”

“A little. Not too bad.”

“You’re experiencing a very high level of sexual arousal right now, Emma, do you know that? Your nipples are hard and you’re beginning to leak milk, which is a very good sign of a hucow.”

I hadn’t even noticed. I craned my neck down, and lo and behold, my little titties were coming through, leaking small droplets of milk onto my chest, looking like pink little snowcapped mountains.

“And your vagina is extremely aroused and lubricated. I may not even need additional lubrication, but your body seems to, for lack of a better term, want it. Is that your experience, Emma?”

I bit my lip and nodded. Dr. Crowne smiled.

“Well, very good. Then we’ll proceed and examine the insides of your vagina. I think this exam is going very well, Emma, don’t you?”

What could I do except nod?


Chapter 6


I was doing everything I could to keep my breathing under control, to stay composed as Dr. Crowne pressed the huge speculum against my pussy lips. I felt a few hairs get caught against the device and when I yelped, I felt Dr. Crowne’s latex glove-clad fingers pulling the hairs away, making room.

“There we go, easy does it—take a deep breath, my dear,” Dr. Crowne said as the speculum entered my pussy. He was right—I was so wet, it slid in easily, stretching me, no doubt shredding what was left of my hymen. My hips bucked involuntarily at the sudden penetration, and the smell of my wet pussy hung heavy over us.

“Mm, I’d better put you in stirrups,” Dr. Crowne remarked. He brought the stirrups around and placed my ankles in the leather restraints. God, why hadn’t I known that was an option? I’d been holding my legs up this entire time! If I hadn’t been so fucking horny and turned on, I would have been complaining about my sore arms and hands.

Now, Dr. Crowne began to spread my pussy and I, in turn, began to moo in a slow, low drone. I felt as though I was being torn apart from the inside out and it was an incredibly feeling—submitting to metal, submitting to these tools of doctor’s trade. My body was desperate to be touched, after going through college without sex, and now I was getting touched—in the most twisted way possible.

And I fucking loved it.

“Emma, I’d like to hear more about your sexual history, now, if you don’t mind,” Dr. Crowne said. “You are a virgin, anally, vaginally, and orally, correct?”

“Y-yes…” I whimpered. “But not, uh, manually, I guess you could say. I gave a hand job freshman year and another junior year.”

“Is that it?”

I nodded, truthfully.

“Did you enjoy giving those hand jobs?”

I shrugged.

“I didn’t really mind… I think I would have liked it more if it were in my… my vagina or something… Somewhere that felt better for me… I was just trying to make the guys feel good and relax, not really trying to feel good myself.”

Dr. Crowne smirked.

“Do you want to feel good, Emma?”

I nodded, eagerly.

“Our hucows feel very, very good.”

“That’s… what Marissa said,” I whimpered. I was very, very aware now of what my pink insides looked like now, thanks to the cameras reporting everything to the TVs staring at me. “It’s so hard to get a job right now and I feel like I missed out on all the fun in college so… I want to try more things. Fun things. Anything, on the farm.”

“You understand you’ll be subjected to fairly extreme sexual contact, and quite frequently, yes?”

I nodded eagerly.

“Does that maybe sound good to you, Emma?” Dr. Crowne asked, as he slapped my inner thigh affectionately. He placed a gloved hand on my pussy mound, right on my clit, and his thumb began to tease me, rubbing at my nub. I felt my face go to pieces as I shuddered in pleasure.

Fuck, I realized. I was close. I was really, really fucking close.

“Yes, it sounds good,” I forced myself to say, trying to keep my cool. “It sounds really, really good, if I’m being honest, Doctor. I’m just afraid my body isn’t up to par… I’m not hot and sexy like the blonde girls in the sororities…”

I let out a soft gasp as he brought me closer and closer, rubbing my clit. I felt my muscles starting to spasm and clench around the metal tools buried in my pussy and my ass.

“I’ve never been all that attractive… I don’t have big boobs or a big butt… But if the medicine will make my boobs and butt grow, sir… Then I’ll do everything I can to be a good hucow for you!”

I felt tears rolling down my cheeks. I realized my nipples were dripping milk everywhere as I came close to my edge, and Dr. Crowne didn’t disappoint—in moments, I was cumming, thrashing in my stirrups and squealing for the good doctor as he continued to tease my clit. On the screens, you could see my insides dripping wet, slimy and shining pink with the lights Dr. Crowne shone inside of me.

“Oh my god, yesssss…” I hissed before my lips erupted with an ecstatic “Moooooo!”

I was squirting, I realized—my pussy expelled a small torrent of fluid, something I’d never been able to make myself do.

As I settled down, I saw that Dr. Crowne was smirking at me.

“So far, so good, Emma. You’ve passed the first part of your exam. Let’s see how you do with the rest.”

My head was still buzzing from the orgasm but I nodded—eager to do whatever he wanted as he approached me, starting to unzip his pants.
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