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Prologue


My name is Jennifer. My last name isn’t important. I had just moved to a new city with my fiancé, Bret. We had a whole life planned out for ourselves. He’d just gotten himself a fancy new tech job, with a big meaty salary, and I was going to finally go back and finish up college, stop waiting tables and tending bar, and finish my social work degree.

I was twenty-two, and life really seemed to promise so much. I was cute then, even cuter than I am now, which is pretty dang cute if I do say so myself. I had dark, silky hair down to my shoulders, artfully cut bangs (I was never the type of girl to try and give myself bangs in the midst of a crisis; I let my very gay hairdresser do that for me, and gosh, did he do it well!), a thin little waist that expanded into a perky little ass, and equally perky boobs that sat high on my chest.

Maybe my boobs weren’t as big as I would have liked, but I made up for it by always showing them off a bit, wearing low-cut tops when I worked at bars and restaurants, and my customers, the usual male clientele of such places, always showed their appreciation in the form of exceedingly generous tips. It was a fine way to make a living, and I put up with the usual bullshit of service work—the sexual harassment, of course, but also the long, irregular hours and the coworkers who could be either inspiring, hilarious, hardworking folk or the stupidest, most drug-addled scum to climb out of a sewer, without much in between—but I was looking forward to something better. I could keep doing this for a while, but I knew I didn’t want it to be my life.

It was a fine life for some people. Maybe, even, if a few things had been different, it could have been my life.

But I eventually found my way to Creamy Meadows Farm, and found something much, much better. See, I’d been at the grocery store buying ingredients to make my fiancé a cake for Valentine’s Day when I ran into a hucow selling milk from her farm. It was unlike anything I’d ever tasted and as soon as I tried it, I was hooked.

So, I talked with her about becoming a hucow myself and she introduced me to her boss, Dr. Crown. After a probing, intimate interview during which I was bred for the first time and given medication to rapidly induce lactation, I found myself ready to serve as a hucow! I couldn’t believe how lucky I was.

I’m nervous about starting my new life on the farm, but I needed a change, and I want to be desired just like my friend Marissa, the hucow, is desired by all the men around her. I want to be useful and productive. I want to be a good hucow!

Read all about how I was introduced to Marissa, Dr. Crown, and the hucow farm in Part One of my story and how I came to start my training with the friendly dairy workers Frank and Teddy in Part Two; how I was finally bred hard by a bull in Part Three and Four; and how I helped Teddy train to become a bull in Part Five or read all about Marissa’s journey to becoming a great hucow in Parts One, Two, Three, Four, Five, and Six of her story!


Chapter 1


“Open your mouth wide for me, Jennifer,” Dr. Crown told me. I was sitting in his office, naked as per usual, on one of his examining room tables, and I obediently opened my mouth for him as he inspected my teeth. I had my teeth cleaned daily by the dairy workers who kept the hucows like me in good shape, nice and clean, and I’d come to think of it as another aspect of the usual hygiene they took care of: they used a hose to wash out my pussy and ass after my breedings, and used specially designed hygiene products to keep me from getting nasty infections down there, considering all the action I was getting.

Likewise, they used an industrial grade toothpaste on my teeth and rinsed my mouth out as though I were a dumb, unthinking animal. Rather than be offended by this, I found it quite relaxing. As a girl, obsessed with my own hygiene and appearance and scent and everything, it was kind of nice to be able to stop thinking about all of that and let some eager men take care of it for me!

“Teeth are looking very good, and your breath smells nice,” Dr. Crown pronounced with a smile.

I beamed. I loved it when he praised me.

Every Sunday, Dr. Crown came to collect me for a check-up. He would lead me out of my pen and out of the barn, into the sunshine, and we’d chat as we marched our way towards the annex with his office.

The farm was growing rapidly, and new hucows were arriving almost weekly. At first, Dr. Crown told me, they’d had trouble recruiting for the positions, and they’d had to cut corners in who they accepted—girls who simply weren’t ready for the demands being placed on their bodies or their minds.

“It was sad, having to let them go, but you could see that they were suffering, and it wasn’t a good deal for us, either,” he admitted to me. I liked when he talked shop with me like this—it made me feel like a partner, a stake-holder in the operation, and it showed that he approved of my progress, that he could trust me with these details. “They weren’t like you and Marissa, Jennifer. They just didn’t take to it naturally.”

I tried to hide my delight as we arrived at the office for my exam. Marissa was something of a legend around here, and to be compared to her was the highest compliment possible!

“We’ll have more bulls coming in soon too,” Dr. Crown told me as he walked me up to the office. He held me by a leash, more of a formality than anything else, because I followed him wherever he went without a second thought.

Indeed, being a hucow was hard on your body, but harder still on your mind. For a girl who wasn’t in the right headspace, who didn’t want it, this would be hell. It would be abusive: having sex up to a dozen times a day with strange men, feeling monstrously oversized appendages thrust into your tight holes, and then having your body poked and prodded to no end—not to mention the milking, the near constant tension and relief of being milked!

I loved it, but you didn’t have to tell me twice that it wasn’t for everyone.

As Dr. Crowne began his exam and looked at my teeth, I was turning something over in my head.

You see, my friend Teddy—I admit I kind of have a crush on him, but I’d never want to be exclusive with him while we both work here because of our respective jobs—he was applying to become a bull. To become one of those dairy workers whose sole task was to breed the hucows daily. The breeding kept us in a near constant state of arousal and lactation, and gradually interacted with the medications we received to make our milk tastier, creamier, and healthier.

It was, simply put, the secret to the whole operation and a very, very important job.

It too would be a difficult job, though. I could see that. It goes without saying that being the object of the bulls’ breeding is a tough lot in life, only suited to the sturdiest and most devoted of hucows, but beyond that, for the bulls, you have to constantly be able to get hard, to absolutely ravish and ravage dozens of girls a day. I could tell it took a toll on the bulls, and I wondered if some of the other hucows weren’t as nice as me—the bulls often liked to linger with me, to hang out and joke or cuddle, and seemed reluctant to leave me alone. I didn’t think I was that much sexier than the other hucows, so I can only guess it had something to do with my sparkling personality!

Anyway, I helped Teddy prepare for the interview process, which we knew would involve a whole bunch of breedings back-to-back. It was definitely fun, but definitely hard work for both of us. I was exhausted and sore afterwards, but proud to have helped out my friend and crush.

Now, though, a thought occurred to me: which hucows would be selected to help with the interview? There would have to be hucows to serve as the breeding vessels for the interview process, so who would they be?

I resolved to ask Dr. Crowne all about it during my check up.


Chapter 2


But first, Dr. Crowne wasn’t done with my mouth yet. He had me spit into a tube, taking a sample of my saliva, and then leaned forward to kiss me. I closed my eyes, leaning into the kiss, savoring it, but I knew what he was really doing was sampling the taste of my mouth.

“Not bad at all,” he determined when we broke apart. I’d been enjoying the kiss and I found myself leaning forward, mooing softly, wanting it to continue, and Dr. Crowne grinned. “Oh, yes, you hucows always want more kissing.”

“Please,” I mooed. “I like kissing. The bulls don’t kiss us enough.”

“Well, I’ll let them know they should kiss you all more the next time I address them. Now, lay back, please.”

Obediently, I did, and he pulled me towards the edge of the examining table, so that my head hung a few inches off the table, bent back. I knew what was coming next, and so I opened my mouth.

But, no, I got the order wrong. Dr. Crowne revealed a syringe with a needle attached and I gasped when he pressed it into one of my swollen, milk filled nipples, taking a small blood sample. Then, another, and these, along with my saliva sample, he secreted away into a fridge for later lab analysis.

I knew this had something to do with measuring the various levels of different hormones in my body, both before and after breeding.

See, I had technically been “fasting” from breeding for twelve hours or so, at this point—and I was actually starting to lose my mind a little bit. It’s hard to explain but as a hucow, I needed to be bred pretty much constantly. Even a stray thought about a man could get me soaking wet, and if I didn’t receive stimulation and insemination, I’d just ruminate on my own arousal, unable to sleep. Touching myself gave me some small amount of relief, and I’d been fingering and flicking myself since the previous night, bringing myself to orgasm after unsatisfying orgasm.

In my previous life, I really loved a little date with myself, busting out my Hitachi vibrator to rub my pussy after a glass or two of wine, with a smutty romance novel in hand, and I’d cum hard, sometimes two or three times in a night. I’d thought, back then, that was the height of erotic decadence and for me it was, especially since Bret, my shitty fiancé (now ex-fiancé!) went down on my so rarely that when he did, it was an anxiety-inducing, not entirely welcome surprise.

But now… Now, I was a bona-fide slut. But in the best way possible. I took charge and control of my pleasure. Every week, I got a little chart where I rated the bulls who’d bred me and ranked my preferences for which ones I wanted to have come by to breed me in the next week. I specified which ways I liked to be bred best, and which brands of lubricant I liked, and also which foods I liked from a list provided by the chefs on the farm. I guess that last part isn’t exactly about sexual pleasure, but digging into a nutritionally balanced bowl of cheesy polenta and sauteed greens with wild ramps was its own kind of luxurious pleasure.

Now, I’d never be satisfied with just one man, or just a few orgasms from a machine. I needed multiple men, daily, men with the kind of physiques you only find in professional athletes or gym rats, and the kinds of cocks you only see on porn stars from the ‘70s. I had high fucking standards now, and I wasn’t about to let them slip.

That’s why I really, really wanted Teddy to become a bull. Not only because I knew we’d be able to breed together more often, but because I knew he’d be good at it. He was sweet and gentle, with a handsome, boyish face, and he could be the perfect combination of rough and loving. It was exactly what I liked, and I think I came more often with him than with any other bull. Something about feeling him suckle my udders while he buried himself in me, filling my womb over and over again with seed—god, just thinking about it made me want to let loose a barrage of horny moos and spread my legs.

Back to reality, and Dr. Crowne’s office, though. Now that I’d had my samples taken, an experimental breeding could take place, which would indicate to Dr. Crowne what changes my body was undergoing in the presence of male semen. My head still hung off the table as he unzipped his pants and I saw his delicious, rock hard, swollen cock spring into view.


Chapter 3


After my enforced abstinence over the last twelve hours, the sight of a cock made me feral. Even more than the sight, though, the scent of his cock, hovering just a few centimeters above my nose and lips, made my face inch towards it, trying to take it into my mouth. Dr. Crowne smirked at me. Even though he was a man of science, I saw that he could have fun too.

“You’re really eager this morning, Jennifer,” he commented. I mooed softly in dismay as he teased me, letting my lips just barely touch his cock. “I’m noting the increase in your arousal after several hours of abstinence. Did you touch yourself over night while alone in your pen?”

I nodded, blushing hard. He rewarded me for this admission by letting his cock touch my hungry lips.

“Did you climax, Jennifer?”

I nodded again, and that earned me another chance to lick his cock.

“How many times did you climax?”

I mooed softly, forming nothing that could be construed as language even by the skilled interpreters on the farm, but I held up four fingers. Dr. Crowne nodded, and reached for his clipboard. He wrote down a few notes while I waited impatiently, breathing in the intoxicating, masculine scent of his cock before, finally, he allow me to lick it freely.

I slurped along his shaft, all but drooling as he took my face and eased open my jaw. He pushed his cock inside of my mouth and down my throat. In this position, he could simply thrust forward and his cock wedged itself deep into my throat, as deep as it would go, while his balls rested on my nose.

If I had the chance to see it from an outside perspective, I bet it would actually look pretty funny. I was solely focused on the cock entering my throat, though. I gave myself up to the sensation, allowing the feeling of being orally penetrated to wash over me.

In many ways, it made me feel more vulnerable than taking it in my ass or pussy. It could become hard to breathe, if I didn’t time my breaths correctly, and even though I had no gag reflex anymore, I was quite aware that my throat was not designed for this purpose, nor was the rest of my esophagus, which he was getting close to as he pressed in hard, letting my mouth and throat simply hold his cock, drooling over him.

I inhaled his delicious scent and before I knew what I was doing, I was reaching for my pussy.

“Ah, can’t resist, Jennifer?” Dr. Crowne said teasingly as I froze. “Try to resist until we reach that orifice in the exam, please.”

I mooed softly and sadly onto his cock but I forced my own hand away, and slid it between my butt, so I wouldn’t be as tempted. If I added some activation energy requirements to the act of fingering myself, I was probably less likely to do it, or so I told myself.

Now, Dr. Crown was fucking my throat in earnest, grunting in pleasure, and making notes occasionally.

“Good throat tightness. No sign of gag reflex. Breathing remains normal. Saliva normal as well.”

He slid out of my throat, allowing me to take a few deep breaths.

“How are you feeling, Jennifer?”

“Fine, sir,” I mooed, and opened my mouth wide, eager to have him inside of me. I was soaked between my legs but I still didn’t dare touch myself down there, no matter how badly I wanted to. I was focused instead on receiving my pleasure, as much as I could, from taking his cock in my mouth.

I had noticed, during my evolution into a hucow, that more and more of my body began to feel like an erogenous zone. This, I understood, was a result of my transformation, and the medication I was taking, as well as the highly sexualized nature of my work and my new lifestyle.

That’s all to say that, even without touching my needy pussy, I had the feeling I might be able to cum just from having my throat dominated and fucked.

Dr. Crown gripped my face and penetrated my lips once more, while I let my eyes fall closed, taking him blissfully, letting my throat open for him and wrap around him. The feeling of being totally submitted to him, being totally compliant and limp for him to use, drove me crazy: I felt my pussy leaking between my legs, and I also felt my nipples dribbling milk all over my tits, dripping down the sides of my swollen breasts and onto the table. I knew, no doubt, that I’d be milked before this was all over, but I was growing impatient, as the tension and desire for relief in my udders built.

Faster and faster, Dr. Crown plunged his cock into my throat, using it like a medical device to probe me. I was getting close, I realized, and I surrendered—soon, an orgasm washed over me, and I moaned pathetically onto his cock as it pounded my throat, as it drove into my face, squeezing my legs together as I came.

“Remarkable, Jennifer,” Dr. Crown grunted, pausing once more to reach for his clipboard. He was sweating and becoming visibly undone by the erotic scene, but he was still a man of science, I saw, and he would be hard pressed to miss the chance to record his observations of an interesting scientific phenomenon such as this. “We have only a few hucows on the farm who can orgasm from their throats. This will make you very much in demand as a companion hucow for weekend tourists.”

I felt myself smiling around his cock as he returned to fucking my throat. In minutes, he let out a triumphant grunt and blew his load, stream after stream of thick cum invading my esophagus and going directly to my stomach. He was so deep in my throat, in fact, that I barely noticed it—rather, I simply felt his cock pumping, as though injecting me directly with his seed as it spasmed.

“Well done, Jennifer,” he said, panting slightly as he slid his cock out of my spit-dripping mouth and re-zipped his pants. “I think we ought to milk you now, don’t you?”


Chapter 4


I felt my eyes widen in excitement and relief at the prospect of finally being milked. Dr. Crown sat me up and led me off of the examining table, which was covered in my fluids—my sweat, my milk, and my pussy juice—towards a contraption I recognized. It was a kind of milking machine that Dr. Crowne had designed himself, which held the hucow suspended in a position kind of like doggy-style, and milked her with suction cups attached to her nipples.

Crucially, the position kept the hucow’s genitals and ass open for inspection and use, which allowed for various experiments on the efficacy of milking during breeding. It was Dr. Crowne’s belief that milking during breeding might be more efficient and pleasant than separating the activities, and I knew what was in store for me as he strapped me into the device.

“Now, your nipples are rather swollen, but I don’t think they’re too swollen to fit into these suction cups…” he remarked as he fit the oversized tubes over my swollen nipples. Or, tried to. In the end, my nipples did prove too swollen for the suction cups and I waited, suspended in the contraption and dripping from my pussy and nipples and even my mouth, still drooling in a post-orgasmic high, as he went to fetch the next size up for suction cups.

When he finally had them fitted to my nipples, he turned his attention to the backside of the machine, and my backside. He spread my ass cheeks and I felt him apply lubricant to my asshole. He inserted a probe into my ass and I yelped—I was used to the soft flexibility of a bull’s cock, even if it were big and hard. There was something that would allow a bit more… pliability there.

This hard metal probe, however, did not yield to my muscles’ tightness in the slightest. I closed my eyes as it stretched me, not pleasantly but also not unpleasantly—I felt violated more than anything, as the long probed reached into my ass, farther than I expected to go. I felt full, so very full, and that feeling alone made me shake with pleasure.

“This might be slightly uncomfortable, Jennifer, but I need to examine your digestive health with this probe. It’ll be collecting all sorts of data while it works, and while you’re milked, so don’t you pay it any mind, all right?”

I nodded dumbly, unable to even moo—I was simply moaning, because the milking machine had kicked on and begun to suck my turgid nipples taut, pulling them deep into the suction vacuum of the machine. My nipples screamed in pain, but it was a good pain, a delicious pain, because it accompanied the perfect, delicious release of my cream into the machine.

I closed my eyes, savoring the bliss as I was milking. The machine’s milking arms suddenly gripped my breasts, beginning to manipulate them crudely and roughly, squeezing my milk into the machine faster and faster. I felt as though it were a living creature, a creature I was feeding, or rather, a creature that was feeding on me, almost like a parasite.

In my previous life, this would have horrified me, but now, I was incredibly, irredeemably aroused.

“Now, Jennifer, I know this is what you’ve been waiting for,” Dr. Crown said as he manipulated me in the contraption’s stirrups, tilting me forward so that my hips rose in the back, placing my pussy directly at the same height as his crotch.

I glanced over my shoulder as best I could and saw him unzipping his trousers once more, and I whimpered a moo-moan that approximated something like “finally!” as he produced his cock, still slick with my spit from the intense throat fucking. I found myself wiggling my hips as much as I could, showing him how I wanted it.

But that made the probe in my ass ache—which only made me want Dr. Crowne to touch me more…


Chapter 5


I gasped when I felt the meaty tip of Dr. Crowne’s cock press into me. I moo-moaned, letting out a primal sound, the sound of an animal in heat. I whimpered and panted as Dr. Crowne plunged himself hard into me, grunting in obvious pleasure as my pink folds engulfed him.

“Excellent muscle tone and clenching ability,” he murmured breathlessly as he filled out something on his clipboard again. “You’re doing wonderfully, Jennifer. Your body is transforming into an excellent hucow.”

I beamed in delight as I wiggled in my restraints. Dr. Crowne began to thrust hard into me, and I was so wet, the sound of the squishing of my dripping hole soon drowned out the drone of the machine milking me. I was a bit embarrassed, I had to admit, by the sound the fucking produced, but there was nothing I could do to control it—I couldn’t keep from being so wet, obviously, and any attempts to do so would probably only make me wetter, if I knew myself.

Instead, I resigned myself to this awkward but much needed breeding. I whimpered and mooed, shaking and shuddering as the thrusting into my tight hole brought me closer and closer to my second orgasm of the exam. Usually, during Dr. Crowne’s exams, I orgasmed at least once or twice—usually twice. Invariably, Dr. Crowne would bring me to orgasm in order to exam my body while I climaxed, and then I usually came again at some point from the cumulation of all of his examinations and caresses and probings.

I wondered if the other hucows came as much as I did during these exams. I hoped, for their sake, they did. I’d always taken a bit of perverse pleasure in medical exams, even though they were often awkward and uncomfortable, and now, I found myself enjoying these exams even more.

“That’s a good girl, Jennifer,” Dr. Crowne grunted in approval as I moved my hips back, meeting his cock as it plunged into me over and over. I closed my eyes, savoring the feeling of his cock smashing in and out of my tightness, squishing juicily the whole time.

Dr. Crowne angled his hips down, and the tip of his cock managed to strike some especially sensitive part of my pussy. I tossed my head back and howled in delight, feeling my body preparing to orgasm. My pleasure was rising, and my need to cum was growing. I couldn’t believe how good this felt after the hours of not having a cock, and now, I was on the verge of cumming.

“That’s a very good girl, Jennifer,” Dr. Crowne grunted. “Please, climax whenever you like. Don’t hold back. I’ll continue using you until the exam is finished.”

He ran a hand down my sweaty, naked back, dragging his nails deliciously along my spine and I let out another pathetic howl of a moo and began to cum. My pussy spasmed around his cock as he smashed it into me, harder and harder—he wasn’t as big as the bulls, but he seemed particularly good at fucking me hard, and it always made me scream in pleasure and pain.

Now, my whole body seemed to explode with a pleasurable ecstasy. If I’d been holding myself up, taking it from behind doggy style (cow style, really!) like I usually did, I would have collapsed, I knew, but now I understood why this contraption of the doctor’s suspended me in mid-air—I could let loose and lose control, and stay in the same position as the doctor drove his cock into me.

“That’s my very good girl,” he repeated affectionately, and I could tell from the way his voice grew tight and hoarse, he was getting close to cumming. I tightened my still spasming hole around him, clenching at his cock as I got closer and closer. It was a delicious maneuver, trying to milk his cock, and soon, I was rewarded for my efforts.

Dr. Crowne groaned, driving his cock hard into me as it began to spasm, just as my hole had spasmed around him, and for the second time in less than an hour, I was taking his load. It filled me, coating my insides, and I closed my eyes as I savored the pleasure, the warmth flooding me.

Finally, as his groans subsided, he slid out of me, and I felt his seed starting to drip out of me. Dr. Crowne reached for the remote that controlled the contraption and it tilted me, maneuvering my hips in such a way that they were tilted up, the probe twisting inside of my asshole to accommodate the movement. The upshot of this was that my pussy didn’t leak all of his seed out immediately: I felt so full, my hole just holding it all like a literal cup of cum.

I imagined my body absorbing all the hormones and nutrients from the seed, and reacting to it: in the presence of male semen, a hucow’s body produces eve more milk, and the milk she’s already producing becomes thicker and creamier and tastier. I smiled weakly, and as I watched the machine milk my breasts, I saw the cream leaking out of my swollen nipples grow creamier and thicker, changing from the slightly watery milk that had been squirting out of my udders.

“Now,” Dr. Crowne said. “Let’s see how your last hole is doing…”

I gasped as he pried the probe out of my asshole, and spread my cheeks wide, glazed as that whole area was with his seed and my dripping juices.


Chapter 6


I yelped in pain and surprise as Dr. Crowne dug his fingers hard into my asshole, and spread them apart. He hmm’d in interest.

“Very nice, Jennifer. Your rectum is especially desirable and tight. Excellent muscle tone.”

“Th-thank you,” I murmured weakly. I whimpered as I felt him slide his fingers out, and then I gasped when I felt him replace them with something else—something sharp and metal that he began to twist and spread in my asshole.

“This is just a speculum, Jennifer. I just need to inspect your insides for damage. You’ve taken many breedings in your anus, as I understand it, so we need to make sure all of your tissues and muscles are holding up well.”

I bit my lip, whimpering as I felt him spread me wider and wider. When I glanced over my shoulder, I saw him shining a small pen light inside of me, and then felt a swab entering my asshole as he ran it along the inside of my guts.

“I’m just spreading something on your tissues that will make it easier for me to see if there’s any deterioration…” he continued, sternly but gently. I was helpless to submit to this examination. “There is some bruising and tearing—I can tell you enjoy having your anus bred.”

I blushed hard. I was being faced with undeniable proof of my sluttiness, and there was nothing I could do. I just moaned, focused on the agony and ecstasy of having my nipples milked.

“Well, that’s not a problem, of course. We love that you’re enjoying it. I’m going to breed your anus, Jennifer, and then once we’re finished, I’m going to apply a balm that should help you heal.”

Oh, thank god, I thought. I was excited to be bred again, even if it were taking it in such a humiliating way. Dr. Crowne lowered the contraption once more, letting my hips fall. This had the result of the cum inside my pussy starting to drip out, but there was nothing I could do to stop that. Once again, I heard Dr. Crown unzipping his pants and taking out his cock.

This time, though, I watched as he squirted a thick handful of personal lubricant onto his cock, working it into his shaft until it was shining. I wondered how large he actually was. In my regular, pre-hucow personal life, he would have had the biggest cock I’d ever been with, sitting at a fat, girthy seven or eight inches. But becoming a bull seemed to add between one and three inches to average cock size, because the bulls I experienced were all bigger, some of them verging on twelve inches long—comically large, larger than should have been possible. I was surprised the poor bulls didn’t pass out from all the blood pooling in their pricks whenever they got hard!

I was jerked out of my cock-filled reverie by the feeling of Dr. Crowne filling my asshole with lubricant. That would make it easy for him to slip inside, especially with all of the stretching he’d just subjected me to. I closed my eyes, awaiting the familiar feeling of being stretched and split apart by a cock impaling my asshole.

And there it was. I gasped softly as I felt it plough into my ass, stretching me open wide as he forced his way inside. His cock slipped in easily, and my ass engulfed him, sucking him down and seeming to gobble him up. I let out a grunt of pleasure as he sank himself inside of me up to the hilt, buried till I felt his balls slapping against my pussy.

Dr. Crowne let out a loud grunt of pleasure. He clearly didn’t mind using my asshole so much. He gripped me hard, pulling me close, and began pumping into me, thrusting hard and letting me swing freely in the milking contraption as his cock slid in and out of me.

Thanks to the lubricant, it didn’t hurt in the slightest, and I was able to just enjoy the powerful stretch, the sensation of being filled completely. I felt cum leaking out of my pussy and onto my thighs and the floor below, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. I was getting bred in one of my favorite ways, and my milk was flowing freely—life was good.

I whimpered and gasped as he pumped me, and I squealed a bit when I felt him reach for my hair, grabbing my head and digging into my scalp with his nails as he got a bit rougher. Dr. Crowne usually wasn’t rough, so this was a fun treat—I liked when he lost control a bit, when he seemed to be really enjoying himself.

“That’s it, Jennifer, you’re taking it so well in your ass,” he growled. “You were never such an anal slut in your previous life, were you?”

I shook my head, mooing softly. “No, sir. I didn’t really like anal before I came to the farm.”

“But now, we can fill your guts with as much seed as we want and you love every second of it.”

I nodded eagerly. I did love every second of it.

And now, I figured, when I was showing what a good slut I was, was as good a time as any to ask about getting involved with the bull interview.

“Doctor,” I moaned through my moos. “How do you pick the hucows who participate in the bull interview process?”

Dr. Crowne made a surprised noise. I suppose he wasn’t expecting me to ask about that while I had a rectum full of his cock.

“Generally…” he grunted. “Generally we nominate a few, based on the bulls’ preferences… I know Marissa has already agreed to do it…”

“I’d like to volunteer!” I announced, and shot him a smile. “I know I haven’t been a hucow very long but I’d like to participate, if you think I’m ready.”

“L-let’s talk about this in a moment, Jennifer…” Dr. Crowne grunted. I felt him grip my hips hard, gasping and grunting as he clearly got closer and closer. I tightened my anal muscles, clenching hard around him as I imagined how good he must be feeling. I wanted him to feel good, of course, but more than anything, I wanted him to see what a good hucow I could be—and how much fucking I could take, how much breeding my body would accept.

Finally, with a gasp, he exploded inside of my ass, and I let out a loud moo of pleasure—the sudden flood of cum deep into my guts pressed my own buttons and in seconds, I was shaking with orgasm, my pussy practically squirting my cow juices all over the floor as my milk became so creamy, the machine milking me had to kick into a higher gear to suck it out of my nipples.

With a satisfied sigh, Dr. Crowne pulled out of my ass with a pop. I felt my poor hole start to ache and collapse in on itself, returning to its normal size slowly as the dilation from being stretched and fucked began to fade.

“So,” he said as he put his cock away. “You want to help decide who gets to become a bull next?”


Chapter 7


I nodded eagerly. Dr. Crowne was shutting down the milking machine, and my udders felt something they so rarely felt these days: empty. I’d produced liters and liters of milk, and I saw the vat I’d managed to fill in the machine. Dr. Crowne approached the vat, unscrewed the lid to it, and lowered a ladle into its creamy depths.

Now, he poured out my milk into two small glasses, and threw back the first one, licking and smacking his lips with obvious satisfaction. Then, he held the other glass to my lips, for I was still strapped into the machine and unable to move on my own. He tilted my head back and then tilted the glass, and I drank as some of the milk streamed down my cheeks and chin.

My milk was even creamier than it had been before, sweet, earthy and grassy, with a hint of butter and vanilla. It was unlike any milk I’d ever tasted before—in fact, if you’d had me taste it outside of the context of the hucow farm, I wouldn’t have believed it was simple milk. I would have assumed it was some sort of artificially flavored, high-calorie, unhealthy creamer. But, no—it was the most simple and human food of all. A woman’s milk.

“Your milk has really developed beautifully,” he remarked with pride. “I think we might have to start offering your milk as a single-source product.”

“A single-source product?”

“Yes, for those of our milks that are considered to be the highest quality, and unique from the other hucow milks we produced, we try to set aside some of what you produce to sell just as it is—not mixed in with other hucows’ milk to make the consistent product we’ve been selling at stores.”

I nodded.

“That’s what I tried of Marissa’s at the store, right?”

“Yes, Marissa was our first single source hucow, but we’ve got a few others. The quality and taste of your milk has developed so quickly and so dramatically, I think we can definitely move towards single-sourcing with you, once you’re producing just a bit more.”

I grinned proudly.

“Does that mean—”

“Ah, yes, the interview process. I was already considering you for it, so I’m glad you offered. I do have some concerns, though, Jennifer.”

Dr. Crowne was already preparing the syringes to collect more blood samples from me. This was my least favorite part—I was all sensitive and swollen from my breedings and my milking and now, as he detached the tubes and suction cups from my oversized, swollen nipples, as he flicked them and tugged at them, I winced and squeezed my eyes shut.

First, he did the left breast—he gripped it tight, gathering up as much as flesh as he could, and drove the syringe in through the nipple, deep, gathering a sample from deep within my udder. I let out a plaintive moo—as much as I hated it, some part of me loved this pain and pleasure, and loved my utter—udder—submission at allowing him to do it.

Next, the right udder. He performed a similar maneuver, and I mooed desperately as he took a sample of my blood from deep within the fatty, milky tissue. I was whimpering by the time he was done and he bent down to kiss my sweaty forehead.

“That’s a good girl, Jennifer. I know it hurts, but it feels better already, doesn’t it?”

I nodded reluctantly. It was true—it no longer hurt. If anything, my dignity at being such a big baby was hurt more than my nipples were.

“And this is important for your health. If you’re not healthy, we can’t have you safely be a hucow, and we’d have to undo your transformation. And you don’t want that, do you?”

I shook my head firmly. No, I absolutely did not want that. Being a hucow was my favorite thing—I loved working on the farm, I loved being milked, and I loved being bred. I couldn’t think of another way I’d want to live my life.

“What are your concerns about the interview?” I asked, striving to form real human words from my moos, so I sounded a bit more put together and mature, more professional.

“Well, simply that you’ve ramped up so quickly and taken on so many breedings. The bull interview process can be very rough—very rough indeed. And I need to see proof that you can take it. I’m already noticing signs of trauma in your anus—oh, that reminds me, I need to balm you.”

“How can I prove that I can take the interview process?” I asked as Dr. Crowne disappeared into one of his cabinets to find a small vat of cream. He covered his fingers with it and slid them into my asshole and I whimpered, trembling in pleasure and pain as the cream tingled and burned inside of me.

“We’re going to need to test out your pain tolerance a little bit, Jennifer. If you think you’re ready, we can do the test now.”

I nodded eagerly, without another thought.

I was determined to participate in the interview process—no matter what it took, no matter how much it hurt.


Chapter 8


Once Dr. Crowne had filled my anus with the cream, I found myself focusing more on that tingling, burning sensation than on what he was preparing for me.

“We’ll keep you in the harness for this test. I’m going to need to see how much you can take before you tap out,” Dr. Crowne was saying. I closed my eyes to savor the sensations emanating from my much used asshole. “I’m going to attach some sensors to you that will measure your heart rate, how sweaty your skin is getting, all of that—if I find that you’re having a crisis but simply not telling me, I’ll end the test.”

I nodded. I managed to make myself pay attention as he applied sensors to my forehead, to my wrists, and one on my ear lobe.

Then, he produced, from a closet, a riding crop. My eyes widened. I’d never seen any of the hucows get disciplined with that! I supposed it might happen, and I supposed that some hucows might actually enjoy it.

Me, I’d never been one for spanking and stuff like that. I didn’t mind it, but it wasn’t exactly a huge turn on for me. Sometimes, my fiancé would spank me while we fucked, and I kind of liked that. And Teddy liked to slap my ass and tits sometimes, and I liked that—but that was really the extent of it…

But now, I found myself getting extra excited at the sight of this riding crop.

“We’re going to start with twenty strokes, Jennifer. That’s the first level of the test. You’ll need to reach the fifth level in order to participate in the interview process. Then, I’ll know that you have the pain tolerance for anything that might happen during the breedings associated with the process. Do you understand? And if so, would you like to continue?”

I nodded enthusiastically.

“Yes,” I mooed, and then, making an effort to form normal human words, I added: “I would like to continue, doctor.”

“Excellent. Now, prepare yourself.”

I closed my eyes, trying to brace myself, and I was thinking of how nice it felt to suck Teddy’s cock when the crop sliced into my butt for the first time. I jumped and yelped, squealing more in surprise than anything else.

“Count for me, Jennifer,” Dr. Crowne ordered.

“One!” I cried.

Then, another strike with the crop, on my other ass cheek. I already knew what to expect, and that dulled the surprise but not the pain.

“Two,” I whimpered.

Three and four weren’t bad, and by eight and nine, my but was getting numb.

But then, around fifteen, something started to happen: the ache penetrated deep into my flesh and I let out a sob. This hurt. Bad. Fortunately, it was almost over—

“Twenty,” I whimpered as Dr. Crowne finished with me. My ass ached something awful.

“That’s a good girl, Jennifer. Would you like to try the next level?”

Tearfully, I nodded.

The next level was another thirty strikes. I counted them off, sobbing in time with each one, but I didn’t dare give up. I wasn’t going to fail this test, I decided, no matter how much it hurt.

In fact, I found I was taking a perverse pleasure in the pain. Somewhere around my twentieth stroke, I orgasmed, the flush of endorphins easily carried me through the next ten.

“Well done, Jennifer. Next level?”

Shaking, I nodded.

Dr. Crown raised me slightly in the apparatus and then tilted me back, so that I faced him.

“Twenty strokes on the nipples. Count for me, Jennifer.”

I wailed with each stroke as my swollen, sensitive nubs were attack, assault, abused, and this time, I didn’t even make it through fourteen strokes before I was cumming, shaking, almost unable to count as the pleasure and pain took control of my body. I finished the level, and moved onto the next, with was thirty strokes.

I didn’t cum during that level, but I was close. I was also a mess when I finished, a sobbing, drooling, shaking, shuddering mess. I felt like just the feeling of the air on my nipples was oppressive, and my whole body seemed to ache and betray me.

I was especially worried, because I could guess what was coming next.

Dr. Crown spread my legs wide in the apparatus and took up his position behind me.

“All right, Jennifer. Thirty strikes to your cunt. Are you ready?”

I nodded, shaking. The first blow made a squishy kind of slapping noise when the crop kissed my wetness. I screamed, screamed myself hoarse in between calling out the numbers, and after the fifth blow, I orgasmed again. I orgasmed again at thirteen, and my orgasm continued through twenty-five and twenty-six, and by the time I reached thirty, I could barely feel anything.

“Well done!” Dr. Crowne exclaimed as he released me from the apparatus, finally. I collapsed onto the floor, pulling myself free of the sensors attached to my body. “Jennifer, well-done indeed!”

“How… How did I do?” I gasped tearfully, looking up at him with the last of my strength.

“You passed all five levels, and the biosensor information indicates that you were on the high side of what was acceptable in terms of pain—I can see that you were suffering quite a bit, but I imagine all those orgasms helped even things out. I’m also inclined to disregard some of the jumps in your heart rate because of that. Overall, congratulations—you’ve passed! I’ll count you in for the interviews.”

I smiled weakly as Dr. Crowne gathered me up in his arms, lifting me onto the examining table for a rest.

As a hucow, I now knew I could do anything—anything I put my mind to!
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