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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, and how Dr. Crowne examined me to make sure I was ready to help with the interview in Part Six; and how I took a whole bunch of bulls during the test in Part Seven and served journalists and investors in Part Eight; 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


I couldn’t believe it.

I was pregnant.

The breeding was real—and it had taken its effect. This was the result of being filled with bull seed every day for weeks now. My womb was growing a baby inside me, and soon, I knew, my belly would grow and my breasts would become even larger, filling with more and more milk.

I was excited by the prospect, and even more excited to find out who the father was. I sat on the examining room table in Dr. Crowne’s office as I awaited the results. Already, I wondered if my boobs looked even bigger, or if there were changes to my milk.

“Congratulations, Jennifer,” Dr. Crowne said as he came in. He wore his lab coat over his suit as usual and grinned widely at me. “Teddy is the father—that’s the result you were hoping for, wasn’t it?”

“Yes!” I cried, instinctively putting my hand over my belly, imagining how it would feel when the baby kicked inside of me. I hoped I would still continue to be bred while I was pregnant, but I honestly didn’t know how things worked from here on out.

“You’re probably wondering what comes next, Jennifer,” Dr. Crowne said as he sat across from me, setting down a folder. “We’d obviously like you to continue working as a hucow, if that’s something you’d like.”

I nodded eagerly.

“I love being a hucow,” I moo-moaned, almost terrified at the thought of what would happen now. Would Dr. Crowne say that meant I had to give up the baby? Or would there be some sort of way I could keep the baby and raise it while still being a hucow? “I… I don’t have to give up the baby, do I?”

“Oh, gosh, no!” Dr. Crowne cried. “This is what will happen. You’ll continue to work as a hucow, being bred and milked as normal, during your pregnancy, until you’re close to your due date. Just like any other job.”

I nodded, and then, I felt a blush forming over my cheeks.

“But… My belly will be so big… Will the bulls still want to breed me?”

Dr. Crowne smiled warmly.

“I don’t believe it’ll be an issue. You’re a very attractive young hucow and you’ll continue to be so when you’re with child. Some of the bulls may even find your pheromones more alluring now.”

That thought made me excited—to think of the bulls being extra excited to breed me when my hormones were out of control!

“Next, you’ll have the child. Your insurance will pay for all of that, and we’ll be in touch with your doctors. I have an obstetrician in mind who’s familiar with hucows and what we’re trying to accomplish, so ideally, we’ll get you in to see him before too long.”

I nodded, eager to start the process of my pre-natal care.

“And then, you’ll have up to a year of paid leave. You’ll continue to live on the farm, but we’ll move you to more private accommodations, where you’ll be able to care for your baby in peace. Teddy is of course encouraged to visit you and continue to breed you as much as you both would enjoy, and after that year, you’ll be allowed to stay in those private accommodations at night, while you work in the barn during the day. We’ve contracted with a local preschool to provide an early childhood education for any children conceived as a result of regular breeding practice here on the farm.”

My mouth dropped open in shock. This was far better than the family leave and new parent policies at any job I had ever worked at! People would probably tend to assume that the hucow farm was a place where women are objectified, but I felt far more objectified working a dead-end job, and even more so knowing that I’d be on my own if I got pregnant. Here, I felt like I was being respected as a woman, and as a worker.

“Now,” Dr. Crowne said. “Please lie back and spread so your legs so I may examine and note any changes your state has caused to your genitals.”

I obeyed without a word, smiling at my good fortune. One of my hands moved over to my belly, and again, I imagined my baby growing and kicking inside of me.


Chapter 2


One of the results of the various hormones and medications I was on was that I was pretty much constantly wet. I rarely wasn’t at least a little bit aroused, and even when I slept, I suspected my pussy was dripping wet. You see, I usually had pretty kinky dreams, and I almost always awoke soaked, which helped a lot because I was often bred first thing in the morning by one of the dairy workers.

That’s all to say that Dr. Crowne reached for the lubricant but then prodded my meaty pussy lips with his speculum and let out a low whistle.

“Huh, I don’t think I’ll need to lubricate you any further. You really enjoy your exams, don’t you?”

I squirmed in embarrassment, feeling my cheeks blush. I was turning beet red from humiliation as I felt his gloved hands exposing me, spreading my hole wide. I knew he could see inside of me, see my wet pink innards, see my dripping hole… I couldn’t imagine having done this when I was younger, when I wasn’t yet a hucow and still in college, just a scared, embarrassed little nineteen-year-old. It made people like Marissa, who took to being a hucow so naturally, all the more impressive to me.

I mooed softly in pleasure as Dr. Crowne prodded my clitoris with a cold metal probe. The shock of the chilly metal made me whimper, as did the way he moved my little nub around, and then stroked it, firmly but gently. I was far more used to a tongue or a finger or the adjacent thrusting of a fat cock stimulating my clit than I was a piece of metal, and now I shuddered, shivering and wiggling in pleasure.

“Are you enjoying that, Jennifer?” Dr. Crowne asked.

“Y-yes,” I mooed.

“Your clitoris looks very healthy. Prominent and swollen, as we’d expect given the medication you’re on. It seems very sensitive.” As though highlighting this fact, he pressed the tip of the probe against me and I gasped. I was close to cumming, but I was suddenly embarrassed by that fact, even though Dr. Crowne had brought me to orgasm innumerable times before.

“Th-thank you…” I mooed out. “I’m glad.”

He gently teased my little nub with the probe as I moaned louder and louder, shaking for him. Them, I gasped when he spread my hole wide and pressed the speculum inside.

“Doctor!” I cried, close to cumming. But I didn’t dare confess to that. I felt something dribbling down my chest and realized my nipples were leaking milk without even being stimulated—this often happened when I was aroused now.

“You seem to be on the verge of climaxing, Jennifer,” Dr. Crowne said in his dry, stern doctorly voice. “Your insides are turning a darker shade of pink and the scent of your fluids is stronger.”

Oh, god, I was so embarrassed—talking about the smell of my pussy as I squirmed for him while he pleasured me!

“You’re leaking fluids at a steady rate as well, and there are slight contractions inside the vagina. Everything looks healthy, if a bit bruised—that’s to be expected, given your high level of sexual activity.”

That meant I was a slut, and you could tell just from looking at my pussy.

Well, I wasn’t surprised, but it still made me whimper and squirm to have it stated like that. I gasped, struggling as I felt myself getting closer and closer to cumming.

Finally, as Dr. Crowne lowered his face to my pussy, he gently stuck his tongue out and lapped at my gaped hole, at my wet lips and my swollen clit. I shrieked—and I felt myself give into the pleasure, starting to cum. I gushed onto his face, a suddenly flush of squirt that was still fairly unusual for me, but I couldn’t help it—all of my muscles were spasming and I was losing control of my body, shaking and squealing like a pig in heat as I came hard.

“Your fluids have become a bit more sour in flavor than I remember previously,” Dr. Crowne continued, not missing a beat as I struggled to act normal despite cumming hard on the examining table. “Muscles seem to be contracting in a healthy manner as you orgasm, which is excellent. Nothing to indicate that you’ll have a difficult pregnancy.”

“I’m glad…” I whimpered, mooing softly in pleasure and complete and utter embarrassment.

Now, Dr. Crowne turned his attention to my nipples. He took on in his mouth, and suckled thoughtfully, tugging at my swollen nub. My nipples had changed gradually over the course of my time at the farm. They’d been fairly petite and dainty when I arrived but as my breasts grew and swelled, and as I was milked constantly, they darkened in color, becoming tougher and seemed to stretch and grow in accordance with the demands placed on them every day.

I had been embarrassed by those changes at first too, especially when I occasioned to see the delicate little nipples of new hucows, still struggling with their first rough breeding, or sobbing in pain and pleasure through a milking as their breasts grew to accommodate all the changes in their bodies. It was a difficult life, being a hucow, but one had to stick with it if one wanted to be a great hucow, as with all things.

I sighed in relief as Dr. Crowne drank from my swollen breasts, gripping the teat he suckled and milking it with his strong hands, extracting milk from deep within my body. It was such a pleasant feeling, I started to feel dizzy and sleepy, and felt I might actually drift off then and there.

“Excellent changes to the quality of your milk, Jennifer,” Dr. Crowne remarked finally. “Very creamy and very sweet. Your body is reacting well to your pregnancy. It’s excellent that you were so fertile. We’ll need to start selecting for especially fertile girls like you in the future.”

I blushed yet again. The idea of being praised for being so fertile, for getting knocked up, was so exciting to me. All I’d had to do was just take load after load, getting my holes fucked basically nonstop, and now, it was like I was Princess Diana or something. I sighed in delight as I felt Dr. Crowne take up my other nipple, starting to suckle gently as I lay there on the examining table, whimpering softly.

Somewhere along the way, he unzipped his pants and I felt his hard cock rubbing against my still swollen clit. He started to press into me and then ran into the speculum. Our eyes met and we both giggled.

He slid the tool out of my pussy and I gasped, feeling everything down there suddenly relax and contract. He then placed the tool on my face, right on my lips.

“Lick that clean for me,” he ordered, and as I reached up to take it, turning it over as I lapped my sour-sweet juices off the now quite warm metal, I felt Dr. Crowne press deep inside of me. I grunted softly in pleasure, my hole accepting the familiar girth of his cock as he began to breed me while I licked myself off the speculum.

“You will continue to be bred as per usual throughout your pregnancy. We’ll have some tourists visit who are especially interested in a pregnant hucow serving them, but they’re waiting till you’re a bit bigger in the belly—they want the full breeding cow experience, you know.”

I nodded. If that was your fetish, then that made sense.

“For breeding, once you get larger, you’ll likely want to only take it from behind or on your side. Missionary won’t be comfortable for you after a certain point, unless modifications are made. But you tend to prefer being bred from behind, don’t you?”

I pursed my lips into an embarrassed smile and nodded. In my prior life, before coming to the farm, I’d always loved doggy style, and now that I was on the farm, that was my go to position. There was just something so fun about it—something so primal and animalistic. What’s more, I’d always loved how deep my past partners go get inside of me in that position.

Now, I sometimes used missionary with some of the bulls who were particularly big, since it was harder for them to run into my poor cervix when they were on top of me, in between my legs, but honestly, most of them were so big, it was bound to happen in any position. Such are the dangers of exclusively fucking giant cocks.

But this relaxed breeding Dr. Crowne was giving me was quite nice. He continued to lecture me about my upcoming pregnancy and the changes I should expect in my body as he bred me, pumping himself into my pregnant cunt as my hole clung eagerly to his cock. The scent of sex hung heavily over us, and I realized he was right—my scent was stronger now, as though advertising to potential mates how fertile my young, milk-filled body was.

Dr. Crowne grunted in obvious pleasure as he drove into me, his cock making a friendly squishing now as my pussy slurped him up. I gasped in ecstasy, loving the feeling of his shaft filling me.

“Does Teddy know yet?” I moaned.

“Not yet,” Dr. Crowne said. “I thought you’d like to tell him.”

I bit my lip and nodded. I had no idea how he would take it, and part of me worried that he’d want to wife me up—to make me quit working as a hucow and get a normal job and live a normal life. How unfair that would be, though, if he got to continue being a bull, breeding tons of beautiful hucows and potentially fathering other bull babies while I stayed home with the kid or went into work at some boring, dead-end office job.

No, I would not do that—I’d give him that ultimatum, at least. I wanted us both to stay on the farm, no matter what.

Suddenly, just as I came to that conclusion, I felt Dr. Crowne shudder on top of me, his cock starting to spasm inside of me. I let out a sigh of pleasure as he unleashed himself, a familiar flood of cum invading my well-used hole as he groaned, still thrusting harder and harder into my pussy.

For a second, I wondered if Dr. Crowne was jealous of Teddy—if he had wanted to be the first to knock me up. There was a decent chance I’d eventually give birth to other babies by other bulls on the farm, at the rate this was going, so it very well could have been Dr. Crowne’s baby—had we not done the testing, there would have been no way of knowing.

Dr. Crowne slid his messy cock out of my slit and I set the speculum aside as he placed his cum covered shaft on my lips for me to clean. I went to work eagerly, savoring the cocktail of sexual fluids now coating his cock as I sucked him dry. He was already hardening again in my mouth as I worked, and he reached out to grip my head, starting to thrust into my mouth. Now, I was no longer cleaning him—I was being fucked, this time in my mouth.

“That’s it, Jennifer, put those lips to work,” he grunted, encouraging and coaching me as I sucked him. Soon, I got my reward—a second load of delicious breeding cum shot down my throat as I swallowed it eagerly.

I loved my life as a hucow, and there was no way I’d ever want to leave it.


Chapter 3


I arranged to have a little date with Teddy at one of the lakeside cabins used by the agritourists who came to stay at the farm every weekend. They’d rent a cabin, and usually a hucow or two to serve as their live-in maids, cooks, and, yes, breeding partners. I knew Marissa did a lot of that, and she was very much in demand, but I hadn’t done that yet, though Dr. Crowne hinted that I’d been reserved well in advance for when I was showing my pregnancy more.

Teddy seemed nervous as he walked me over, my naked udders swaying. I felt sure I could feel the baby growing inside me already, kicking and wiggling, but I knew that was all in my head—based on the chart Dr. Crowne had shown me, that baby should really only be about the side of an acorn right now.

“So, what did you want to talk about, Jennifer?” he said as we settled down onto the porch of one of the cabins overlooking the lake.

I bit my lip. How was I supposed to tell him? My cheeks were flushed with the sheer enormity of the situation.

“I’m pregnant,” I blurted out. “And it’s yours.”

His eyes widened, and his mouth dropped open.

“R-really?”

“Yes,” I said, and before I could launch into a long explanation of the various benefits Dr. Crowne had promised me, and what my living and working situation would be in the future if I kept it, he drew me into his muscular arms, grown impossibly more muscular under the influence of the bulls’ medications he’d been taking ever since he started preparing for the interview process to become a bull, and kissed me hard.

Okay. Good. So, he was excited. That checked that box.

Not only was he excited, he was really excited—he picked me up, bending me over the railing and I watched the sun glint off the lake as I felt his cock slide inside of me.

“I bred you for real,” he said proudly, grunting in pleasure as his cock filled me. I sighed, reaching back to grip him affectionately as he pumped into me. A few tourists walked by and pointed—an older couple and a younger couple. We waved to them and gave them a show—they walked up to feel my full breasts and pull at my swollen nipples, shooting milk all over their shirts as they laughed.

All the while, Teddy didn’t stop pumping his huge bull cock into my sore pussy. He reached for my hair and pulled hard, making me arch my back and thrust out my tits for the tourists to enjoy as they took pictures. I managed a weak, pleasure-addled grin, knowing this would be one of the highlights of their vacation.

Finally, I felt Teddy’s cock erupt inside of me, filling me with his thick, fertile seed once more. Of course, his seed had already been sewn once, but who was to say how many times he’d sew it in me again?

Now that that was out of the way, we were able to sit down, my pussy still leaking, to discuss what would happen next. To my complete delight, Teddy was supportive of everything I wanted—he liked the idea of me continuing to work on the farm, which would make it easy for us to see one another and breed regularly, and he didn’t mind if I were bred by other bulls in the future, or even if I ended up bearing their offspring. After all, he was likely to impregnate other hucows during his tenure as a newly minted bull.

We looked at the brochure Dr. Crowne had given me, showing the new accommodations I’d move into once I had the baby—they looked like regular apartments, overlooking the lake on the property. I’d be able to live a relatively normal—by the standards of the rest of society—life, where I’d drop my child off at daycare or school, and then clock in at the farm, undressing and taking my place in the barn to be bred and examined and milked all day long, before putting my “normal” clothes back on and going to collect my child before returning home for a fairly conventional evening.

I’d have to option for evening work too, and the farm would arrange for a babysitter to come in, or Teddy could do it, if he were free. The bed in my apartment would be big enough for him to sleep over, and there was definitely enough dresser and closet space, judging from the photographs, for him to leave several changes of clothing and other things at my place. We could be a fairly normal American family, even if our jobs weren’t normal in the slightest.

Again, we kissed hard—I’d never been so happy in my life.


Chapter 4


The rigors of pregnancy weren’t necessarily easy on me, but I was provided with startlingly great care by Dr. Crowne. Shortly after my initial exam, Dr. Crowne arranged for his friend, the obstetrician, Dr. Kurtz, to come from his university hospital to examine me.

I was a bit nervous for the examination as I undressed. I was used to Dr. Crowne’s exams but I didn’t know what would be different about this exam. Dr. Kurtz seemed sterner and more brusque than Dr. Crowne too. He’d been born in Germany, and he was tall and handsome, his blonde hair turning salt-and-pepper, but he didn’t smile at all when he came in to look over my naked body.

“Spread your legs,” he grunted sternly, and I felt his gloved hands examining my pussy just as Dr. Crowne had. He applied the speculum, lubricating it, and then snorted when he saw how easily it slid inside of me owing to my own lubrication. “You are very aroused, yes?”

“Yes,” I whimpered in embarrassment.

I gasped when I felt a probe enter my asshole. I didn’t know what this had to do with my exam, and Dr. Kurtz didn’t explain. He milked me as well, gripping my tits with his strong hands and filling two beakers with my milk, one for each breast.

Then, finally, he told me to get on my hands and knees on the floor. I obeyed, my milk dripping, and then I gasped when I felt him enter me, pressing into my pussy.

“You must continue to be bred regularly, to maintain your vagina for delivery,” he told me. “You understand?”

“Of course, Doctor,” I mooed.

“Your muscles are still strong now but they must not atrophy,” he grunted as he pumped into me. I felt him remove the probe from my asshole and slide out of my pussy. I knew what was coming next, almost instinctively, and reached back to spread my ass for him. He gave a snort of approval. “Very good. Your instincts are excellent. You have been trained well.”

“Th-thank you, Doctor,” I moaned, and then cried out when I felt his cock tear into my ass. He’d done little to prepare it besides insert the probe, and had I not been so used to being sodomized, I would have been in far more pain than I was. In this case, it was more surprise than anything else that caused me to squeal, and soon, I was moaning happily, pressing against him as he took my ass. Soon, I felt his cock swell and stiffen and then unleash a thick load of Germanic cum deep in my guts.

“Well, well, well,” he said. “You fuck very well. You came in here aroused, and you seem excited to be a mother. Are you excited?”

I nodded, my ass trembling along with my hips. I felt cum dripping down my thighs from where he’d just emptied himself inside of me.

He gave me a list of foods I should and shouldn’t eat—no sushi, which I wasn’t in the habit of eating anyway—and we made an appointment for me to see him again soon.


Chapter 5


Over the next few months, my body began to grow and change. My belly swelled, and I got all the strange food cravings you always hear about associated with pregnancy. Fortunately, the staff on the farm were eager to provide me with whatever I wanted. If I wanted ice cream and pickles in the middle of the night, Frank, the friendly dairy worker I’d first met alongside Teddy, would show up within twenty minutes with a pint of Ben and Jerry’s and a jar of dill pickles in a CVS bag for me.

“No problem, hun,” he said as he let himself into my pen. It was dark and you could hear all the snores from the other hucows around us. I blushed furiously as Frank unloaded the goods for me, and I took a bite of a crisp, deliciously sour pickle and then chased it with some Chubby Hubby. I’d been thanking him furiously and apologizing for all of my needs, but he didn’t seem to mind.

“Fank you so muuuuuch,” I mooed through a mouthful of ice cream. Frank just grinned at me.

I’d been embarrassed of how my body was changing at first, but I saw that increasingly, the changes were popular. The bulls who bred me loved how much bigger my boobs and ass had become, and they loved to hold my belly as they fucked me from behind. I looked so much more the part of a breeding cow now, with my fat belly and my swollen udders, and that only seemed to attract more attention.

And now, Frank was staring at my pregnant belly, my tits leaking milk all over myself. I locked eyes with him, bit my lip, and turned around, getting on my hands and knees without saying a word. I buried my face in the ice cream as though I were a cow eating from a trough, and showed him my wet pussy, eager to be bred.

“Well, if you insist,” he said with a chuckle. I heard him unzip his pants. It had been a while since he’d bred me, and I think he hadn’t been inside of me since before I’d found out I was pregnant. I don’t know if he was doing this out of an old-fashioned sense of honor, since he’d worked so closely with Teddy and now it was Teddy’s baby growing in my belly, or if he’d simply been too busy to give me much attention.

His cock wasn’t nearly as large as those wielded like weapons like the bulls on the farm, but I didn’t mind one bit. It still felt nice, and it was a relief to have a break from the giant cocks knocking up against my insides and stretching me out deliciously and agonizingly. He wasn’t small by any means—he was just average, but sometimes, average is absolutely wonderful.

And that sometimes was now. I let out a happy moo as he gripped my ass and plunged himself inside of me. My pussy spasmed around him and I very nearly came right there. A few more thrusts and I was cumming on his cock. Ever since I really started to show, I’d found my orgasms had become more powerful, and they were coming faster and easier than every before.

It was honestly kind of embarrassing. The bulls would barely begin to fuck me and I’d be squealing like a slut, cumming on their cocks, and they’d tease me for how obviously horny my pregnant body was. I’d try to control it, try to play it cool, but I couldn’t resist getting down on my hands and knees and presenting my holes to virtually any man who locked eyes with me. Even the agritourists I occasionally encountered on tours of the farm—if the men stared too long at me, I’d jerk my head towards my pen, present myself, and pretty soon, I’d having an impromptu orgasm, sometimes while the guy’s wife or girlfriend stewed silently in the corner, glaring at me.

Not that I minded. If anything, I hoped she could take some pointers from me on how to enjoy your body more and use it to please your man.

Just like what I was doing with Frank now. I moaned desperately as I came, my pussy spasming around his cock, as he barreled into me, grunting happily as he fucked me. I smelled his familiar scent of sweat and milk, but it didn’t smell yucky to me—it was the scent of a friend, of someone who’d been watching out for me since I arrived here.

“That’s it, baby girl,” he grunted as he fucked me. I felt his cock sliding easily in and out of my swollen pussy, my belly and my boobs swinging beneath me as he rode me. He was panting happily and so was I as his cock stiffened inside of me. “I’m getting close!”

“Give it all to me, Frank!” I moaned desperately. “I need your seed!”

That pushed him over the edge—it always does, with anyone who isn’t a bull and therefore doesn’t breed horny hucows for a living. Frank groaned, thrusting hard, squishing deep into my happy pussy as his cock pumped and twitched. I felt the first thick spurt of cum fill me and I let out a happy sigh, my pussy welcoming the second and third and fourth spurts as he grunted, panting happily on top of me.

“Playing with you only gets more fun,” he declared with a happy grin as he slid out of my wetness. I felt his cum dribbling down my inner thighs and I glanced over my shoulder, blowing him a kiss.

I stayed in that position as he wheeled the hose around to clean my hole out, and I shrieked as usual when the flush of cold water filled me, flooding Frank’s cum out and leaving me damp but not in the fun way. Frank picked up a towel and dried me off, and by this point, I was full of ice cream and cum and pickles, and very much ready to go to sleep.


Chapter 6


The week after that, the agritourists Dr. Crowne had been promising me arrived. It was a bachelor party of twelve guys—they all worked in finance, as Dr. Crowne told me, and I watched them, all young and clean cut, troop into the barn, admiring the hucows in their pens as they walked over to my pen.

“Here she is,” the one in front, the bachelor in question who’d be married that weekend, announced. He was handsome, with delicately curled chestnut hair and a slight build. Absolutely the kind of guy I’d have gone for in my previous life. He almost looked as though he’d come straight from the office, wearing a button-down oxford and a fleece vest with the name of his firm on it.

“Damn, she really is pregnant,” one of his friends, the one I took to be the best man, announced. I mooed softly, gazing up at them. They’d requested that I didn’t try to speak human language, but only moo to them during their rental of me, and so I was happy to comply, mooing in greeting as my eyes passed over all of them.

“I’m Ryan,” the handsome bachelor said, and his friend, bigger and more muscle, as I felt fit a best man, offered his name: “Scott.”

I forgot the rest of the names of the other young men, because I was already excited for what this bachelor party would entail.

“So, Ryan, looking forward to your wife getting preggers like that?” one of his friends asked, smirking as though it were a bad think. Ryan just snorted.

“Dude, I hope my wife looks like her when she’s pregnant. Goddamn, just look at her.”

I beamed, drawing myself up and thrusting my chest out proudly, even though my breasts were agonizingly heavy now. They unlocked my pen and put me on a leash, walking me over towards the lake where they were to have a barbecue.

Immediately, the smell of charcoal met my nose and I was transported back to tailgates in college. I let a smile play on my lips, partially from the cozy memory and partially from the thought of being fucked by all these guys—I saw that the bachelor party was actually larger, with four other men already grilling down at the beach, waiting for us.

“So,” Scott, the best man said, as he walked me next to Ryan, not pulling my leash too hard but also keeping it a bit taut. I liked that—it reminded me who was in charge. “We don’t need you to cook or anything for us. Just drain everyone’s dicks, you know?”

I nodded, and mooed. He found this satisfying.

“And, so, we can like, smash all your holes right? Ass too?”

I mooed and nodded eagerly. Behind me, upon hearing and seeing this, some of the young men high fived: “Right the fuck on.”

Scott grinned.

“And it’s cool if we cum inside you? I mean, you’re already preggers obviously but…”

I mooed again in consent, smiling. All of them had taken STD tests, I knew, as any tourists coming to the farm must and as all of the workers on the farm were constantly expected to. We were all tested each week, and as far as I knew, there’d never been a problem, but Dr. Crowne was very strict about making sure we stayed healthy, and I, for one, appreciated it.

We arrived at the beach and I saw that a beach chair was set up, with beers all around it. Ryan was led over to the chair—the throne, as they were calling it, and he unzipped his pants, pulling out his nicely sized pink cock. I bit my lip in excitement and a few of the boys noticed, guffawing.

“Look, dude, she’s so horny for it.”

I mooed eagerly, playing up my arousal. Not that I had to do much. I sat back on my heels, gripping my tits and squeezing my nipples, milking myself for the boys and showing them how my sweet milk squirted from my swollen nubs.

“Holy shit,” one of the boys exclaimed.

I was clearly making a big impression on them. Exactly what I wanted. Even though it was only one bachelor party, if the boys had enough fun, they’d come back for their own bachelor’s parties in a few years, or recommend the farm to other friends of theirs, and we’d get even more business this way. I’d already intuited this when Dr. Crowne reminded me of it that afternoon before the party arrived.

“I’m trusting you to impress them, Jennifer. This is one of our first bachelor’s parties and moreover, it’s our first party with a pregnant hucow—they requested a pregnant hucow specifically, and it was difficult to schedule since we had to wait until your body was just right for them.”

Now, I was just right for Ryan’s tastes—he was clearly rock hard and the boys lifted me up, carrying me over to him—this felt nice. They lowered me onto his lap and I gasped as his cock slipped right up into my pussy, impaling me effortlessly.

“Holy shit,” Ryan groaned. “It’s like sinking my dick into hot butter. She feels amazing.”

I mooed happily, wrapping my arms around him as I leaned on him, letting him take one of my nipples into his mouth. He suckled at my breast, drinking my milk, and I sighed happily, slowly starting to ride him, letting my hips rise and fall on his cock as he fed from me.

“And she tastes amazing too!” Ryan announced. “Her milk is incredible—it’s like fucking ice cream, man!”

I giggled happily at the praise. I loved being praised like this, and knowing that everyone was pleased with me and my performance as a hucow. The boys all watched in something like reverential silence as I rode their friend, leaning into him and kissing him as I bounced my pussy on his cock.

“Damn, she’s like really fucking him,” someone exclaimed. “Not gonna’ be able to do that after he’s married.”

Ryan and I shared a smile in between our kisses. I wanted him to enjoy the intimacy—even though my belly was pressed up against his chest. He stroked my swollen stomach as I rode him, the smell of my wet sex rising in the air amidst the scent of charcoal and cooking meat.

I mooed happily as I felt his cock throb and twitch inside of me. He caught my nipple in his mouth once more, latching his lips on hard and suckling, then biting my nipple to make me really shriek in pleasure and pain.

That was enough to push me over the edge. I had the vague sense of all the young men crowding in around me to see me cum as I thrashed in Ryan’s lap, my pussy gushing onto his cock as I bounced. He took my other nipple into his mouth and bit me hard, and I let out another shriek, almost immediately wading into another powerful orgasm.

Somewhere in that haze of pleasure, I felt his cock swell inside of me. He thrust his hips up into me hard and then I felt him unload, his shaft spasming and twitching as he came hard into me. I gave a soft smile of absolute pleasure as I felt the first load of the afternoon invade my poor, sore pussy—but certainly not the last.

“Goddamn,” Ryan groaned as I stood, getting off him, his flaccid cock sliding out of my wet hole. The boys all crowded around to get a look at me and Scott was the first to take me into his arms. I all but collapsed against him, letting him kiss me and push me down on the sand. I instinctively went into the presentation position, offering my ass and my gushy pussy to him.

Someone handed Scott a tube of personal lubricant and I let out a soft moan when he squirted a healthy dollop onto my asshole. I appreciated his consideration like that.

“Dude, Scott’s gonna’ fuck her in the ass.”

All the boys, all fifteen of them plus the one about to be several inches inside my bowels, crowded around me as Scott spread my plump ass cheeks, showing off my pink holes for everyone to see.

“She looks even better than in the pictures,” someone commented and my face turned red at the thought that they’d all seen nude pictures of me before hand. I mean, that made sense, of course, since they had been choosing who they’d like to have at the bachelor’s party but the idea still made me wet and excited, but also embarrassed and hungry for more praise.

Scott pressed his cock against my tight asshole and I let out a soft shriek of pain and pleasure. I didn’t really get a chance to see his cock before he went inside of me, but judging from the feeling alone, he was huge. I gasped, inhaling sharply as he pumped his thick weapon deep into my gut.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” he announced. “This is way better than pussy.”

“Just wait till you feel her pussy, dude,” Ryan laughed as he cracked open a beer. “Hey, someone offer her a beer.”

“She can’t have a beer; she’s pregnant, dumbass,” Scott said, laughing as he dug his fingers hard into my hips and drove his cock as deep into my ass as he could—which was painfully deep. His cock was long, but more importantly, it was thick. I felt like I was having a can of soda rammed down my ass and I grimaced, whimpering and mooing as he rode me.

“Do you think she likes it?” I heard one of the boys murmur. “She seems to be crying.”

“Yeah, but look how wet she is…”

I mooed, almost involuntarily, feeling myself getting close to cumming.

“Yeah, she looks like she’s just losing control.”

“What a fucking slut… I wonder if she even know who that baby’s daddy is…”

I wanted to inform them that, while, yes, I may indeed be a fucking slut—the slut they were all fucking, in fact—I did also know who my baby’s father was, and I’d be lying in a sort of open relationship with him for the foreseeable future. A very, very open relationship. A relationship as open as my gaping butthole as Scott leaned into me, smashing his cock deeper and deeper into my hole.

Now, one of the other boys approached me. I heard Scott mutter something to him, and he dropped his swim trunks, revealing a thick, ruddy cock covered in wiry dark hair with a delectable looking foreskin hugging the tip.

Scott said something about “just like back in college,” and I ascertained from this that this partygoer and Scott had doubly-penetrated a girl between the two of them back in college. I opened my mouth wide to moo and let the cock in front of me slide in, my tongue tasting his salty flavor.

“She doesn’t have a gag reflex, so you can really go hard on her throat,” Ryan called out. And go hard on my throat the young man fucking my face did. As Scott drove into my ass, he drove his cock into my throat, and while I didn’t gag, I often found I couldn’t breathe, gasping for air as he buried my nose in his wiry pubic hair.

I loved it. I loved every second of it. By now, the other partygoers were undressing, and starting to stroke their hardening cocks. Everyone was waiting for a chance, everyone wanted to fuck me and taste me.

The cock in my mouth soon exploded, sending a dollop of cum down my throat, while the cock in my ass stiffened but didn’t cum for several more minutes until Scott gave one last triumphant thrust, stretching my ass as he kind of rotated his hips, probing my insides with his cock just as Dr. Kurtz had with his little metal probe, and I screamed as I felt his hot seed burning, flooding my poor bruised asshole.

Then, he slid out and I collapsed on the sand. But not for long.

The boys picked me up and put me on a picnic table, laying me on my side. They took turns filling up red Solo cups with my milk as they fucked me, switching between my pussy and ass and mouth with regularity.

At one point, my favorite position: I was lifting onto the cock of one of the young men lying on the table, letting it slide into my ass, and as I lay atop him, another partygoer got between my legs, lifting them up so that he could slide into my wet pussy, and then, finally, another cock was shoved into my face and I hungrily latched onto it.

Then, I felt my hands being wrapped around cocks, and then one of the boys straddled my chest, sliding his cock between my tits and just like that, I was servicing not one, not two, but six cocks at once. Soon, they all began to cum, filling my orifices with cum, and covering my face and tits and hair with it.

“She’s really something, huh?” I heard Scott saying to Ryan.

“Seriously. You should marry this chick.”

Scott snorted and I found myself smiling at him and blushing. I loved Teddy, but I didn’t mind flirting with other guys. After that big gang bang, Scott came over to fuck me nice and gentle on my side, whispering in my ear how hot I was and how good my milk tasted.

The afternoon turned into night and I was getting tired, but the boys showed no signs of stopping. They did take good care of me, though, taking breaks to give me water and bringing me a hotdog when I got hungry.

Finally, once the moon was high overhead, the party broke up and the boys took me back to the barn, checking me back into my pen where I collapsed on the hay, happy and sore and dripping.

I’d been worried no one would want to breed me once I was pregnant… But that really was far from the truth. If anything, I think I was even more popular now!
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