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New Life on the Hucow Farm


Summer arrived, and with it, so did the crushing reality that I had no job lined up. No internship. Nothing. I had just finished my first year of college at a brutally expensive private college and now I found myself with nothing to show for it but debt.

My name is Marissa Chambers, and that year, I was staring down the barrel of a pretty pathetic summer break from college.

“We’ll make it work somehow, honey,” my father told me, sitting across from me at the kitchen table. He’d just come home from another twelve-hour shift and I saw how much the rigors of his job plagued him: his body had become grey, broken and bloated, and he couldn’t stand or walk without wincing in pain.

By comparison, at nineteen, I was still young. Beautiful, if I do say so myself. My long red hair with gentle curls a tribute to my ginger mother, who passed away when I was eleven, contrasted with my crystal blue eyes. But what always caught men’s attention was my rack. I usually told people I was a 34DD, but that was just because I didn’t want to make other girls jealous. In truth, I was a 34EE, and my breasts, perky, round, and plump, were always the first thing anyone noticed about me.

Some girls would have tried to use these assets to their advantage. And I’m sure I could have. I could have gone out and found myself a sugar daddy, or started selling pictures and videos of myself online. I knew that very well, and I didn’t necessarily judge girls who did that.

But I wanted to work for my money. Just like my dad had worked every single day of his life, just like my mother had. I wanted to be able to hold my head high when I told people how I put myself through college.

Little did I know that I would soon find myself involved in something even more shocking and outrageous than operating an OnlyFans!

My options, I understood before too long, were limited. I could work retail, which I knew would be awful. After all, I’d done it in high school. Karens shrieking at me about discounted blouses that didn’t fit, or in-store music that didn’t match their taste? All that for the benefit of maybe twelve dollars an hour and no benefits? You can’t blame me if I wasn’t enthusiastic.

I had friends who made good money waiting tables and bartending, but I was still only nineteen, so my options there were limited. I knew I’d probably succeed as a bartender thanks to my looks, and maybe as a waitress too, but the fact was, I was still pretty shy at that point in my life. I had trouble making small talk with people. Sometimes I even had trouble looking other people in the eye. Who wanted a waitress who mumbled shyly, hiding behind the stack of menus in her trembling hands? At best, maybe I’d get pity tips.

Or maybe I’d just get sexually harassed. That option wasn’t all that enticing either.

I could work as a glorified babysitter for spoiled brats, and I was almost considering it, when I saw the advertisement for Milky Meadows Farms.

“Are you a healthy young woman between the ages of 18 and 25?” the ad on Craigslist read. I smirked and kept reading. It was a scam, no doubt. “Do you want to contribute to agricultural research and the sustainability revolution?” As a matter of fact, I did. “Are you free from June 1 to August 15?” That neatly covered the dates of my summer break.

In spite of how compelling this all seemed, the ad was cagey about what the actual work would be. Tests and research. “Potentially invasive”—what did that mean? “Successful applicants will have a sensual, adventurous disposition.” Was this some sort of brothel?

Then I saw what Milky Meadows paid.

It was… a lot. One summer would easily cover my autumn semester at college. That would give my dad and me more time to get together only half my whole year’s tuition. It was almost too good to be true.

Oh, what the hell, I thought and sent off my resume.

The next morning, I had an offer for an interview with Milky Meadows. The email explained in somewhat greater detail what the farm did, but I found myself struggling to comprehend it all the same. They were doing research into human milk as a viable commercial product? As a delivery mechanism for life-saving medicines and treatments?

And they needed healthy young girls to produce it for them? Just reading that made my face flush.

Me… being milked?

I’d never considered it before.

But… Did it really sound so bad?

I was a virgin, part and parcel of my shyness. I’d never even gotten past second base with a guy, but I knew from my paltry experience that I loved having my breasts and nipples played with. I knew that my nipples, which got hard so easily, were hypersensitive and just gently stroking them could drive me crazy.

Maybe being milked would feel really good?

As I considered the possibility, I looked at myself in the mirror. I was still wearing the same t-shirt I’d worn to bed the night before, and I could see the outlines of my nipples pressing, straining against the white fabric. I pulled my shirt over my head, letting my breasts bounce slightly as the were freed.

They were already so large, could I imagine them even more swollen, engorged, and filled with nourishing milk? I cupped my breasts, holding each one lovingly in my hands, starting to stroke them, starting to grope them.

Fuck, this felt good. I imagined I was a cow, being milked—I pulled rhythmically and firmly at my breasts and nipples, gripping hard, trying to squeeze any milk out that I could. Of course, I knew it wasn’t going to happen. I wasn’t lactating, and I had no idea how they’d induce it.

Maybe they were planning on knocking me up? The idea gave me pause. No, I’d definitely refuse the job if it were that. But if it were just a matter of taking a pill and then letting my tits grow full and heavy with milk before letting it all squirt out…

In my bedroom mirror, I could see myself, could see how I was touching myself. My full, pale breasts gripped in each hand. My pink nipples pinched between my fingertips. I twisted them and let out a soft yelp. God, but they really were sensitive. I was getting wet. I reached one hand down into my pajamas, and found the wet center of my pussy. Soaked.

Wiggling my hips, I pulled off my pajamas and sat with my legs up on my desk chair so I could see my pink slit spread in the mirror. It was shaved bare, except for a thin landing strip right above my clit that betrayed the authenticity of my red hair. I had hoped such a sexy style for my pussy would help me be more confident with boys, but so far, I was the only one who had seen it.

Now, I watched myself in the mirror as I stroked my slit. Electric waves of pleasure arced through my body. There was a neediness in me as I touched myself. A hunger. I imagined mouths latched onto my breasts, suckling hard at my nipples, and the pleasure of milky release as nourishment was extracted from my body. I imagined a hard cock inside of me, filling me, impregnating me so I’d always be lactating, so I’d always provide milk, just like a cow on a farm.

This was the hottest fantasy I’d ever had. My pussy clenched and I thrust my hips forward and with a pathetic gasp, I was cumming, squirming in my office chair and trying to keep my voice down so I didn’t wake up my dad.

When I finally calmed down, I cleaned myself up, grabbing a tissue to wipe up the pussy juice that had dribbled down my thighs and onto my chair.

Fantasies aside, I told myself there was probably no chance that Milky Meadows was actually like this. Hell, they probably just wanted DNA or stem cells or something—maybe I’d just sign over ownership of my personal genome and then I’d be done.

Even then, there was no way I could believe what was about to happen to me, no matter how much I secretly wanted it.

Rather than drive out to the farm itself, which was two hours away from my father’s house (the job listing promised that housing was provided), I went to a nondescript office building downtown for the interview. I wasn’t exactly sure what I should wear for such an interview since, after all, the position was to be on a farm, and I had some sense that it was a pretty unorthodox farm.

Initially, I wondered if I should dress in a way that suggested ruggedness. A willingness to get down and dirty. Or, perhaps, an outfit that showed off my breasts. Something that would subtly suggest to the interviewer my qualifications for working with dairy.

In the end, though, I chose a very conservative outfit, with a nice skirt and blouse. I blended in easily with the other legions of office workers on their way to work that morning, and I felt silly for having gotten myself so worked up and turned on thinking about this stupid job. Obviously, it wasn’t going to be anything special. Work sucks everywhere, right?

When I arrived at the office, I was ushered into a waiting room by a bored-looking secretary cracking gum. So far, so good—nothing out of normal. She gave me a glass of water and sat me down. She was past middle-aged and looked like she could justify retiring any year now, but she peered over her glasses at me with pursed lips, as though sizing me up—as though comparing my young body to her withered one.

“Well,” she said with a smile after completing her survey of my figure. “Good luck, sweetie.”

She disappeared into another room and I’d only just finished my water when I was called into the interview.

My interviewer that day was Dr. Arthur Crown, one of the dairy scientists who ran the farm. He was younger than I expected, and certainly more handsome than I expected. He wore glasses and a lab coat over his suit, which gave him a nerdy look that I found particularly attractive, especially because, when you came right down to it, with his height and build, he definitely was not a nerd. At least, not a full time one.

“Ms. Chambers,” Dr. Crown said, rising and offering his hand as I stepped into his office. His grip was firm and his hands were big, powerful. Callused. He clearly spent plenty of time doing hard work with those hands, at least as much as he spent in the lab. “Or should I call you Marissa?”

“Marissa, please,” I replied. “Ms. Chambers makes me sound much older than I am. Or feel.” I laughed nervously. “I mean, not that there’s anything wrong with being old. I’m nineteen, but what I lack in experience, I think I can make up for in enthusiasm…”

I was babbling. Fortunately, Dr. Crown didn’t seem to mind and gently interjected.

“Of course, we’re specifically recruiting young women for our project. Enthusiasm and an appetite for hard work are a necessity for the job, so I’m happy that you’ve already perceived that.”

From there, we briefly went over my resume, which was not interesting in the slightest. Some high school jobs here and there, my GPA, talking about how I worked at the library on campus. Then, Dr. Crown turned the conversation towards Milky Meadows Farm.

“How much do you know about our farm, Marissa?”

I hesitated. I honestly hadn’t done much research. Maybe I should have.

“I know you’re attempting to produce sustainable alternatives to cow milk,” I mumbled.

Dr. Crown smiled.

“That’s right. If you think about it, though, isn’t cow milk actually an alternative to human milk? Human women generally stop producing milk once their children are weaned, unless steps are taken to prolong lactation. And that’s too bad, because human milk is widely understood to be the healthiest for human consumption.”

Dr. Crown stood from his desk and walked to the window as he opined. I hadn’t actually considered it this way, but it did make a sort of sense.

“What’s more, milk from healthy young women has all sorts of benefits for the immune system,” Dr. Crown continued as he strolled from the window to wear I was sitting. He circled around behind the chair, still talking as he stood behind me. I felt myself blushing. What was he doing? I didn’t dare look back at him, even as he leaned over me. “It’s basically medicine.”

I froze when his hands found my breasts. I felt my heart start to beat faster and faster as he cupped them, and then groped them, firmly, squeezing each one in turn. He seemed to know exactly where my nipples were and I gasped when he found them, pinching them through my blouse and my bra.

“So far, so good. Marissa, if you’d like to continue the interview, I’d love to move onto the next phase. Would you please remove your blouse and bra while I prepare a medication for you to try?”

“W-what medication?” I murmured. I was nervous, even as I obeyed. I needed this job, and so far, everything Dr. Crown had said made a lot of sense. Besides, he smiled so nicely and looked so handsome. Surely I was safe with this man.

Something about revealing my body to him made me even more excited. As I removed my clothing and folded it neatly on his desk, I felt goosebumps rise on my flesh. All of my sexual experience up till now had come in the back of cars, in the dark, or in bars or fraternities—also dark. Now, Dr. Crown could see my full young breasts and my hardening nipples in the light, completely unobscured.

“Gorgeous,” he said with a smile, not answering my question. He’d selected a number of pills from his desk, ground them up, and mixed them into a glass of water. “Drink this. Drink it quickly—it’ll taste rather bitter.”

I did so, chugging the glass, and he was right—it was bitter. I stuck my tongue out in involuntary disgust once I’d swallowed it all and Dr. Crown chuckled as he came to stand behind me once more.

“Normally, you’ll take them as pills, and build up enough of the hormone in your body so you’ll be in a constant state of readiness. But for this interview, I need to understand how receptive your body is to our medications and so I need them to start working a little faster.”

I still didn’t understand what he was talking about but my body was beginning to feel warm. Hotter. Was I sweating?

Dr. Crown lay his hands on my breasts, directly on my skin, and I let out a soft moan.

“I’m sorry, I hope my hands aren’t too cold,” he murmured in my ear.

“N-no,” I whimpered. “They feel good. I feel… hot.”

“That’s normal,” he whispered, starting to massage my breasts. It felt amazing: I couldn’t help but moan and arch my back, pressing my chest into his hands. “Your body is flush with hormones now and that’ll raise your temperature. If you’d like, you can undress further.”

Part of me wanted to, but I was too shy, too nervous. I just squirmed in my chair, pressing my tits into his hands as he massaged them, his hands growing firmer. It almost hurt how firm he was being, but I didn’t dare stop him.

“So far, so good,” Dr. Crown announced. “Let’s see if we can get anything out, shall we?”

With his strong, skillful fingers, he began to work my nipples, pinching and tugging them. I groaned. It hurt, but it hurt good—like stretching a sore muscle. I had squeezed my eyes shut but when I glanced down at my chest, I saw that my nipples had grown thick and swollen, darkening in color.

“W-what’s happening to me?”

“Your body is transforming,” Dr. Crown said gently. “You’re becoming a human cow. A huwcow, if you will.”

What the hell? I didn’t sign up for this!

But, no, hadn’t this been what I fantasized about? I moaned in pleasure as a few droplets of milk dribbled out of my right nipple.

“See? You’re doing so well already.”

I shift my legs nervously. What was happening to me? I felt so hot between my thighs, so wet—was I really getting turned on by this? Fuck, I already knew the answer. My body loved this. My body wanted this. And so did I.

“Oh my god, what’s happening to me?” I moaned as Dr. Crown squeezed milk out of my other breast.

“I’m milking you,” he said. He brought the glass of water under one of my nipples and with firm, powerful tugs, squeezed a steady, thin stream of milk into the glass. I groaned, rubbing my thighs together. Was I really getting so turned on by this? Yes. The answer was yes.

That fact wasn’t lost on Dr. Crown.

“An injection of male semen into your womb will only improve the milk’s quality and consistency,” he informed me. “You’ll be bred regularly on the farm.”

“B-bred?” I moaned. He squirted another thin stream of milk into the glass and now that he had a few tablespoons worth of fluid, he held it up to the light, inspecting it. He took a sip, swished it around thoughtfully in his mouth, and then nodded.

“That’s quite good. Would you like to try? Your body is really an exquisite machine, Marissa.”

I accepted the glass without another word and took a sip. The milk was warm—that was surprising to me—but sweet and flavorful, almost like fancy ice cream. Without thinking, I finished the glass. Dr. Crown grinned approvingly.

“Delicious, isn’t it? Now you understand why this is so precious.”

I did understand. I did. I knew what my purpose was to be, now.

I allowed Dr. Crown to pull me from my seat. He smiled down at me, and I knew I was blushing hard.

“You’ve got a drop on your cheek,” he informed me, and leaned in to lap it up off my face with his tongue. Just the feeling of his tongue on my cheek made me groan in pleasure.

Now, he bent me over his desk. I allowed him to do it. He pulled down my skirt and my leggings, leaving me only in panties. I burned with embarrassment. Had I known this would happen, I would have worn something sexier. Also, something that wasn’t white: the stain of my arousal was probably quite visible to him.

“You’re quite aroused, aren’t you?” he said teasingly, stroking the wet spot between my legs. I let out a moan and arched my back. “That’s a side-effect of the medication. A hucow naturally desires to be bred as much as possible.”

“I’m a virgin…” I moaned pathetically as he pulled my panties down. I wasn’t sure what I was trying to do—beg him not to defile me? No, I wanted it. But I wanted him to know what he was taking from me.

I heard him unzip his pants and I felt the fleshy heat of his cock pressing against me. He gripped my breasts from behind as he entered me and I all but shrieked in pleasure and pain as his cock stretched me. Fuck, but he was large. Up until now, I hadn’t had anything bigger than my own fingers inside of me, and he was certainly larger than my slender digits. It hurt, but the pleasure was undeniable, as though my body were finally being satisfied of something it had desired for a long, long time.

What’s more, he gripped my breasts hard as he penetrated me, milk dripping all over his hands as he slid deep inside of me.

“My milk,” I moaned, looking down helplessly as my swollen nipples leaked milk everywhere. I was making a mess and there wasn’t anything I could do about it.

“There’s plenty more where that came from,” Dr. Crown said with a smirk I could practically hear. He worked his cock deeper into me and I grunted like an animal in heat as his cock bumped against my cervix, stretching me further.

“It’s too much,” I moaned, but I knew there was no stopping him as he began to fuck me in earnest, to breed me.

Breed me. He wasn’t wearing a condom, was he? I couldn’t be sure, but I had a feeling he wasn’t… Somehow, that only made me more turned on. He was fucking me raw. I’d heard girls at college talk about how much better raw sex was, and not that I had anything to compare it to, but I couldn’t imagine taking a cock with a condom now. The gross feeling of latex inside of me, instead of the delicious hot flesh of a hungry, dominating cock? No. Thank. You.

I wanted it all now. I wanted his hands on my tits, milking me, making me drip. I wanted his cock deep in my body, pressing against my womb, prepared to fill me up with his seed. I wanted him to dominate and destroy me, to break me, to make me nothing more than an animal on his farm.

Overcome with emotion, with the pleasure and pain of my new situation, I let out a single pathetic sound: “Moo…”

This only seemed to encourage Dr. Crown. With one hand on my breasts and the other pulling my hair, he slammed his hips into mine. I felt my arousal dripping down my thighs in what seemed like torrents. My pussy ached from taking his big cock, but there was nothing I could do—he had me pinned over his desk, and my body wanted to take him more than anything else. He’d truly turned me into a human cow, and now my body was acting accordingly.

Taking his cock only seemed to make my milk thicker. I was dribbling all over his desk now but Dr. Crown didn’t seem to mind. He moaned in time with his thrusts and each time he slammed into me, I felt like he was going to rip me apart. I let out a squeal when I felt his thumb tease my asshole and then push inside. Surely that didn’t have any effect on the milk?

It might not, but it certainly had an effect on my pleasure. I let out a wail and soon I was cumming on his cock. This was easily the hardest and best orgasm I’d ever experienced and my pussy spasmed around his shaft, tightening and relaxing as he continued to breed me.

Finally, Dr. Crown let out a triumphant groan and dug his cock deep inside me one last time. He growled and the tip of his cock began to spurt, delivering his thick, sticky seed deep into my womb.

I felt him flooding me.

Breeding me.

Yeah, he had definitely just fucked me raw. It felt incredible, being filled like this, and I knew there was no way I’d ever want to take a wrapped cock after this.

“You’ve done very well today,” Dr. Crown said, panting, as he slipped his cock out of me. There was even a slight popping noise. I guess I really had been that tight. “I hope you’re ready to start as soon as possible.”

And that’s the last I remember of the interview.

When I awoke, I was in the back of a truck. My head ached and I felt like I had a major hangover.

“What the fuck was that?” I whispered aloud as I sat up. Or tried to. I realized I was strapped in place, immobilized, on all fours.

I also realized I was naked.

My body throbbed with pain all over. What had happened to me? I remember the interview and flushed with embarrassment and pleasure at the memory. That had been absolutely amazing, if terrifying and confusing. I felt myself growing wet at the prospect.

That’s when I realized that there was…

Something…

Inside of me…

The steady hum of machinery behind me accompanied a sensation between my legs I hadn’t fully processed yet, but now, as I fully came into my senses, I began to realize that something was thrusting in and out of my most sensitive, private region.

The place Dr. Crown had just defiled and deflowered.

There was a machine behind me. I could just barely turn my head in my restraints to see it.

A machine that was fucking me. A piston pumped, turning a wheel that in turn drove a dildo on a rod in and out of me. That was part of what was producing the dull ache inside of me. Now, I could feel it all—feel the way it drove into me, into my sore hole, keeping me open and stretched.

I let out a sob of pleasure. I was getting wetter now and all I wanted was to touch my nipples or my clit. I couldn’t decide which I’d rather have stimulated. I suspected, after the hucow drugs, that my nipples were at least as sensitive as my clit now. Maybe more.

I began to moan, my moans coming out more like moos than human speech. I struggled against my restraints, more to get comfortable than to get away.

“Sounds like she’s awake,” a voice in the front of the truck said.

“Sure does. Sounds like she’s having a good time too.”

I wanted to beg them to help me. To at least loosen my restraints and give me a break. More and more of my memories were coming back: Dr. Crown had given me a bonus for agreeing to begin that very day, right after the interview. I’d called my dad and explained that I was going away for work for a few months, and that people would come by to get my stuff. I’d signed a contract, and then Dr. Crown had given me a few injections which he said would help jump start the hormonal changes my body needed to keep up with milk production.

“Just so you know,” he’d warned me. “A common side-effect of the drugs is changes in perception and cognition, at least initially. You may experience extra drowsiness for a day or two as your body begins to get used to the medications. It’s should be no worse than an antihistamine, though, but you ought to be aware so you’re not startled.”

That explained the gaps in my memory, my confusion upon awaking. I tried, now, to relax into the machine fucking me. I didn’t fully understand the necessity for such a thing—I knew and accepted that my body being bred improved milk production but I didn’t know what the machine stimulation was supposed to do for it…

Slowly, the machine was bringing me closer and closer to orgasm. As my moans grew louder, the men in the truck laughed and imitated me. The fact that they could hear what was happening to me made my cheeks burn with embarrassment. That only made me more aroused, though, and the more aroused I became, the more I wanted it, the more I wanted to cum.

Finally, squealing and mooing, I felt a rough orgasm draw itself out of my body. It wasn’t as nice as when I’d cum on Dr. Crown’s cock, but it still felt amazing. My chafed, swollen, aching pussy clamped down hard around the fake cock inside of me, spasming as I shook and trembled in the truck, all but sobbing in pleasure and pain as my climax drove me mad.

An hour later, I had another orgasm, even more exhausting and aching than the first, and my moos were growing hoarse.

“I bet you she cums one more time before we get there,” one of the men said. The other man in the truck chuckled.

“I’ll take that bet. Winner gets first go with her?”

“Definitely.”

First go? I caught my breath in excitement. Does that mean… they were going to fuck me too?

At one point in my life, that would have terrified me. Now, I was so turned on, so aroused, the idea sounded wonderful to me. It sounded like a relief, more than anything else—I wouldn’t mind feeling a real cock inside of me instead of this hard plastic monstrosity.

As it turned out, I didn’t manage to cum again before we reached the farm, though it was close. I decided it wouldn’t be fair to either man to try and influence my body either way, and I resolved to stay as calm as I could, neither resisting the orgasm nor trying to encourage it.

In the end, the jerk of the truck coming to a rest nearly brought me to climax, but left me short. I was panting when they opened up the back of the truck. The light blinded me briefly and I struggled to open my eyes as they undid my restraints.

I mooed at them softly. I struggled to form words.

Now, I could see: they were both large, heavy-set men. Powerful, blue-collar types, middle-aged. The types who probably had families back home thinking about them while they were out working. Guys like my dad.

My stomach turned. God, I was glad I wasn’t going to encounter my dad here. But I didn’t mind giving these two working stiffs a good time. If they worked even as half as hard as my dad, they deserved a little fun, a little respite during the working day.

“I didn’t cum again,” I finally managed to spit out, resisting the urge to moo.

Both men burst into laughter. The bigger one clapped the other man on the back.

“Sorry, Roy, but I guess you get my sloppy seconds today.”

They lay me down on my back in the truck bed, on a thin layer of hay. I expected them to turn me over and take me from behind, but the man who wasn’t Roy seemed to like looking at me. This just made me blush and turn away from him.

“Don’t look away, sweetheart. You’re one of the prettiest hucows we’ve ever brought the Doc.”

I allowed him to cup my face and turn it to him. He kissed me, and I found myself kissing him back, moaning into the kiss as I felt his hands on my tits. He lowered his mouth to one of my breasts and when I glanced down, I was shocked to see how my chest had changed.

Just in the short period of time since the interview, my breasts seemed to have grown several cup sizes. They were massively engorged and my nipples were swollen and dark. Everything seemed to throb deliciously and dried dribbles of milk stained my chest and belly, next to the fresh droplets seeping out of my hot flesh.

The man took one of my nipples into his mouth and sucked hard. I moaned, and my moans turned into moos as I felt a stream of milk spray from my nipple into his mouth.

“Bill, you stick to the left tit there. I don’t wanna’ share nips with you again.”

The man sucking my breast, Bill, just snorted onto my nipple. I felt his teeth on my sensitive flesh and I all but screamed in pleasure and pain as he bit down, enough to elicit an even stronger spurt of milk into his mouth.

“Does that feel good, sweetheart?” he asked me. “We don’t get a lot of redheads in here. Just about everything about you is pink or red, huh?”

I nodded dumbly.

“It… feels… good… moo…” I murmured. Moo-mured.

Bill spread my thighs and gestured to Roy to come look at my spread pussy. Now, I was about to die from embarrassment. I wished Bill would hurry up and just fuck me, but it was certainly a thrill to know that these two men I’d just met, men my father’s age, were staring at my freshly fucked, swollen hole.

“I told you. Natural redhead. Look at the landing strip.”

“Well, goddamn,” Roy said with a laugh.

I could’ve just about died there, but instead, I let out a moan of pleasure and pain, because Bill was playing with my swollen pussy lips. He tugged at them, and twisted them as I squirmed, and then I all but screamed when he pushed his fingers inside me.

“She’s still pretty tight even though we had her hooked up to that thing,” Bill commented. “I hope the poor girl can take the bulls without injury.”

“The Doc already explored her pussy. He wouldn’t take a girl who couldn’t handle it,” Roy said with a shrug. “Besides, they always stretch.”

Stretch? What were they going to be putting inside me on this farm?

All thoughts and worries about that were dashed from my mind when I felt Bill lower his mouth to my pussy and lick me, nice and slowly. I shrieked. My lips and clit were so swollen, so abused and chafed and raw, that the gentle, warm sensation of his tongue on me made me feel like I was going to die. I was too weak to squirm away though, and so I lay there, wriggling as Bill lapped at my pussy.

“You gotta’ try this,” Bill said in between stroking my clit with his tongue. “She tastes great now. Look how swollen this twat is.”

“I don’t even do that for my wife,” Roy grunted. I wanted to tell him off. Asshole. And I would have, had I not orgasmed right then and there—the pleasure snuck up on me and I was suddenly shaking and writhing, all but sobbing as I came. The men just chuckled, laughing at me as I came for them. I guess I was giving them a pretty good show.

“Hurry up and fuck her,” Roy said. “I want a turn at her.”

Bill obliged and undid his pants. I saw his cock come springing out: a thick, long, meaty, uncut monstrosity. I had no idea how big Dr. Crown had been, but it seemed to me like there was no way Bill was going to fit inside my tight little hole. And especially after all the use it had taken in the last day!

Bill must have seen the fear on my face. He gently stroked my nipples, which he could tell I liked, as he pressed his cock against my hole.

“Don’t you worry, sweetheart, you’re built to love this,” he grunted as his shaft slipped inside of me. My fears were unfounded: I took him easily and moaned, pressing my hips up to receive him as he slammed himself into me. “That’s a good girl. See, you’re made for this.”

As he lowered his mouth once more to suck my nipples, extracting more milk from them, I wondered—was I really? Of course, my body was supposed to be able to do this to some extent… But I loved everything that was happening to me, at my core, despite my fear, despite my anxiety and apprehension. I felt fulfilled in a way I’d never felt before and I mooed appreciatively as Bill drank from my tits, meeting his thrusts with my hips.

“The Doc said she was a virgin when he fucked her earlier today,” Roy observed. “But she’s a natural.”

“You hear that, sweetheart? You’re a natural at fucking,” Bill snarled mischievously as I took him. I moaned and tightened my muscles around him, milking his cock—I wanted him to praise me more, to drink my milk, to tell me how good it was to breed me.

Bill moaned and squeezed my breasts hard, sending streams of milk spraying over both him and Roy.

“You’re wasting it!” Roy said.

“You know it’s not ready to be bottled until she’s been here at least a few weeks. Anything her tits make now is fair game.”

Just how thick and creamy is my milk going to get?

I saw a look of pure bliss come over Bill’s face as he sputtered and groaned on top of me. He was cumming, I realized. I hadn’t seen Dr. Crown cum inside of me and I felt strangely proud that my body had made a man feel so good, he just had to explode inside of me.

“Fuck,” he growled, sliding out of my juicy pussy. Glancing down, I saw how swollen and red it was, how heartily fucked it was. I shivered in delight at the image. God, he’d really destroyed my sweet little pussy. And to think I’d been a virgin only a day ago!

Now, Roy took his turn. He unzipped himself and I arched my back, ready to accept him.

“She looks pretty eager now,” Bill snickered.

“It felt good,” I tried to moan, but it came out as a moo. The men seemed to understand and patted my head affectionately. Roy kissed me, fast and hard and messy, and then took my right tit into his mouth. He suckled furiously, drinking my milk as it leaked out into his mouth. I was ecstatic. It felt amazing, the pleasure of feeding these men, of giving them what my breasts had made.

Then, to my surprise, as Roy unzipped himself, he pulled me forward and pressed my face towards his cock. I stared at it for a second, uncomprehending.

“Come on, sweetheart, suck it like a good animal.”

I giggled, in spite of myself. Of course that’s what he wanted. My mind was so far-gone, I hadn’t understood. I opened slightly, letting my tongue drag along his cockhead and shaft before taking him as deep as I could.

I’d never really done this before but I’d heard girls at college talk about it. I was going to make a good-faith effort to take him deep in my mouth—or that was my plan, at least—but Roy seemed determined to make sure I impressed him. He grabbed my hair and forced himself down my throat as I gagged, drooling and spitting on his cock.

“Get it nice and messy, baby girl. It’s gotta’ be for where it’s going…”

What did he mean by that? I didn’t bother to try and figure it out. I kept sucking him, sucking as hard and fast as I could, and Roy let out a happy groan. I guess I was doing a good job.

Suddenly, he pulled his cock out of my mouth. I let out a soft moo of disappointment. I was starting to enjoy that.

Instead, he bent me over the truck bed with my ass up in the air. I guess he wanted to fuck me now. Obediently, I reached back to spread my ass cheeks, revealing my wet, dripping pussy. I knew it was sore and swollen, but I was more than a little excited to take another cock inside of me, to have another hot load of cum in my body. It all made me feel naughty and slutty, in the best way possible. It made me feel feminine, and all the more so because my body was producing so much milk already.

But Roy had a different plan in mind. He took his slick, spit-covered cock and pressed it against my tight asshole. My backdoor. My eyes widened as I realized what he was about to do.

“Just relax, sweetheart,” Roy cooed. “It’s important you get used to taking it here before the bulls get to you.”

He spat on my asshole, and I moaned appreciatively as he rubbed the liquid into the tight star of my coiled flesh. Now, he pushed, and for several seconds, nothing happened. I took a deep breath, pushing back against him, and gasped when suddenly his cock exploded into my hole, stretching me open.

I screamed, arching my back. Roy caught me by the tits from behind, gripping my breasts hard as I gasped and moaned. He was sodomizing me, all the while he milked me. I cried out in pleasure and pain. It felt like he was ripping me apart, like he was destroying me in a way I’d never recover from, but at the same time, it felt so deliciously naughty, I couldn’t help but love it. Eagerly, I pushed back against him, feeling more and more of his cock disappear into my bowels.

“This girl is really into it,” Roy observed with a note of approval in his voice. “I thought she’d be screaming and sobbing but she seems to like it.”

“Harder,” I moaned. “Fuck my ass harder.”

It came out not as a moo but in normal, human speech, and I was pleased. For emphasis, though, I added a plaintive moan just as Roy began to pick up the pace, pounding my ass while he groped my tits.

“That’s a good hucow,” he panted. “Nothing like a virgin asshole…”

As it turned out, he didn’t last long in my virgin asshole. A few more thrusts and he exploded deep inside of me. It was such a wonderful feeling, his cock inside my sensitive, aching, broken hole, filling it with his warm seed. I’d felt so full when he was inside of me and I was a bit sad to feel him pull out. But at least I had his cum filling me, keeping me warm.

After that, the men wiped me down with a rag and we drove the rest of the way into the farm. It was evening by now and I was exhausted after my wild day when they led me out of the truck and into a small barn on the edge of the property. From what I could see in the twilight, the farm had a number of similar structures scattered among its rolling hills.

At the door, Dr. Crown met us.

“We expected you half an hour ago,” he said. I could see he was annoyed with the drivers. “Did you at least have a good time with her?”

“We were helping break her in,” Bill said. “If you unleash the bulls on her without any prep, she might have a breakdown.

What were these bulls? A thrill went up and down my spine. I was both scared and intrigued. Why did they have to break me in before the bulls got to me?

“Marissa,” Dr. Crown said gently, addressing me. “Please follow me to your pen.”

My pen? He took my hand and I followed him into the barn. The drivers waved goodbye to me and I turned, waving back, wondering if I was making a terrible mistake.

The barn was dim and it took my eyes a second to adjust. It looked like any other barn you could imagine, only it didn’t smell nearly so bad. There were a number of pens and stalls lining the wall and in each, I realized, there was a young woman, my age or older. Each with massive, engorged breasts. Some were hooked up to machines that seemed to be suctioned onto their nipples, moaning softly, some getting fucked by machines like the one in the truck as well.

Others were… on all fours. Beneath men. Massive men—like bodybuilders. They squealed and moaned and mooed in pleasure as the men rode them.

“Those are the bulls,” Dr. Crown told me, noticing when I stopped to watch one young woman take a man who was, I swear, three times her size. She threw her head back and moaned in passion as he held her down, riding her from behind, his massive cock tearing in and out of her gaping slit. “We find that further injections of male essence improve milk quality and production, and so we recruit only the strongest and most virile candidates to help enhance our product. You seem to enjoy sex, so I doubt this will be a problem.”

I blushed. Was he calling me a slut?

Maybe I was a slut now.

“It won’t be a problem,” I whispered as he led me to my pen, where I knelt and allowed him to hook my nipples up to a milking machine. As it powered on, as the powerful suction began, pulling my nipples lewdly into a tube and stretching them, suckling the milk from my breasts, I added a relieved “moo.”

I had finally arrived. I was a hucow now, and I was so excited for everything that came next.

To be continued in Part 2 of Hucow Meadows Farm! Make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with all the creamy action! Find it here.
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Prologue


My name is Marissa Chambers. I’m nineteen-years-old. And I needed cash for school. Fast. Fortunately, I found a strange job ad that really spoke to me, for a place called Milky Meadows Farm. I got an interview and it was pretty exciting: the doctor who runs the farm, Dr. Crown, gave me a medication that makes my breasts start to lactate, and then when things got hot and heavy, he had his way with me!

After that, I was sold on working for the farm. I signed a contract and before I knew it, I was being transported to the farm. The drivers had a whole lot of fun with me too, milking me and fucking my holes… I can’t wait to see what else is in store for me on this hucow farm! I’m determined to be the best hucow I can be this summer!

Read all about it in Part 1!


Put to Work on the Hucow Farm


Everything that happened to me during my interview and afterwards seemed like a dream when I woke up the next morning. Dr. Crown had interviewed me for a position on Milky Meadows Farm and I’d accepted it when he offered me the contract. In addition, he’d taken my virginity and begun me on a course of medication that was making my breasts swell beautifully with milk.

Then, the drivers who’d brought me to the farm had their way with me—in a single moment, I lost my anal and oral virginity too! Not too shabby for a nineteen-year-old on her summer break from her first year at college, huh?

It all could have been a delicious, milky, creamy, kinky dream. But it was real.

And I realized just how real it was when I woke up in my milking pen for my first morning on the farm.

The barn was still dark but there were rays of sunshine filtering in through the windows overhead. I heard the birds singing in the distance and yawned.

I was naked, still, and had fallen asleep on my pile of hay in my milking pen. There wasn’t much room for me, but I could at least move around a bit in the stall. Judging from the layout of the barn, there were at least a dozen other such stalls.

Attached to my nipples were specialized suction cups that led via tube to a machine built into the wall of my stall. Overnight, my breasts seemed to have become even more swollen, and my nipples ached deliciously. The suction from the machine pulled them taut into the tubes, suckling my milk out of my full tits. The machine whirred gently and judging from the sounds in the other stalls, the other girls were also hooked up to such machines. I wondered if I’d get to meet them?

That’s right. I’d seen a few of them getting fucked last night. Would that be me before too long? The idea sent a thrill up and down my spine. Dr. Crown had mentioned something about bulls, whose insemination would improve my milk… That idea filled my tummy with butterflies. I’d had sex twice now and while I was definitely still sore down there, I was eager to try it out again.

God, I was becoming such a slut. The Marissa from a few days ago wouldn’t recognize me now. I looked down at my body: I was messy and bruised from the harsh treatment, but somehow, that only made me love my body more. I loved how gorgeous and swollen and massive my tits were now. They’d always been big, ever since I hit puberty and started earning stares from boys and men wherever I went, but now they were on a completely different level. They ached with all the milk my body was producing and it was all I could do to keep still and allow the machine to do its work.

The rest of my body was stained with dribbles of dried milk and cum and spit from the men who’d used me in the last day. And my poor pussy was still a bit red and raw, almost the color of the ginger landing strip running down my mound, leading to my clit. Absentmindedly, I reached down to touch myself. Smiling, I realized I was wet.

And sore. God, but I was sore.

No matter. I spread my lips, imagining a big cock about to enter me. I imagined its thickness, the way it would stretch me, the vein running down the length of it as it forced its way inside of me and spread me open wide. I imagined how I would whimper and sob and shriek with pleasure and pain. I slid my fingers inside myself, feeling the remnants of the cum Dr. Crown and Bill had left inside of me yesterday.

I fucked my fingers into my hole, mixing around the stale cum. I pulled my digits out and tasted the sour mix of fluids as I arched my back, moaning while my nipples swelled into the suction of the machine.

Next, I slid a finger down to my asshole. I’d take Roy’s thick cock in my butt too, and I was extra sore there as a reward. I felt the dried bits of his cum still clinging to my sensitive hole and I whimpered as I pressed a finger, then another, inside my tight ring of muscle. Now, I was fucking myself with both fingers, gasping and moaning pathetically as I writhed on the floor of my milking pen.

I wondered if the other girls did this—if the other hucows were so aroused by our collective predicament? Or… job. Position. Whatever this was, I was liking it.

A thought suddenly occurred to me as my fingers found my sensitive, swollen clit. Neither Bill nor Dr. Crown used protection. What if I got pregnant?

Well, at least I knew where those guys worked. I’d make sure I got my fair share of alimony.

Prior Marissa would have worried about this.

Prior Marissa would have been too shy, too uptight to finger herself on the floor of a barn after waking up in a strange place in the aftermath of being fucked senseless and taken to a farm way out in the countryside.

But I was a new Marissa now.

A hucow Marissa. I let out a soft moo of pleasure as I continued to stroke myself, ways of needy, hungry desire radiating out of my hole until, finally, I came to an orgasm. My whole body shook as I dug my fingers inside my asshole and my cunt. I felt my muscles spasm deep inside my body as a thin dribble of squirt shot out of my pussy, wetting the hay beneath me. I tried not to moan too loudly—I didn’t want to wake the other girls if they were trying to sleep—but I couldn’t help myself. I was having too much fun.

Being a hucow was just too much fun!

I’d only just barely begun to come down from my orgasmic high when the door to my pen opened. I recognized Dr. Crown. I mooed at him by way of greeting, and he smiled benevolently.

“Yes, one of the effects of the drugs we give you to increase your milk production is that it becomes hard to speak coherently. Ironic that most of what you say comes out as a ‘moo.’”

I nodded. That all made sense. I concentrated and managed to form the words: “Good morning, Dr. Crown.”

“Good morning, Marissa. I trust you slept well.”

I nodded, sitting up on my knees almost instinctually, accepting a submissive position as Dr. Crown bent over me, inspecting the suction cups on my nipples. He made a thoughtful face, mumbled something to himself, and released the pressure first on one and then on the other. I gasped as he removed both suction cups.

My nipples leaked milk directly into the air now. They were throbbing visibly, swollen to three or four times their normal size. I felt humiliated with the way Dr. Crown inspected them, looking at them from all sides. He produce tweezers from his lab coat pocket and I gasped as he applied them to one of my nipples, digging the cold, sharp metal into my hot, tender flesh.

“This may sting,” he warned me, a little too late, as my nipple secreted an even thicker cream all over my swollen breast. Dr. Crown leaned down and licked it up, hmming thoughtfully to himself.

“The quality of your milk is really improving rapidly, Marissa. You’re on your way to becoming one of our most talented hucows yet.”

I beamed at the handsome young doctor. I wanted him to touch me more, to inspect me more, and I thrust my chest forward proudly as he took my breasts in his hands, feeling their weight.

“You’re probably not used to having breasts quite this large. We recommend you remain on your hands and knees as much as possible so you don’t hurt your lower back,” he said, gently guiding me forward. Now, I was on my hands and knees just as he said, my tits hanging down like udders, still dripping milk. “Lower back problems can become chronic among hucows who insist on walking around on two legs like humans. It’s for your own good that you stay like this. Not all the time, of course. You should feel free to lie on your back too, whenever you’re not being milked, or on your side.”

I nodded, taking it all in.

“That makes… mooo… sense…” I said, doing my best to form human words.

“If it’s easier for you to moo, Marissa,” Dr. Crown said gently. “You may. I’ve gotten quite good at understanding the moos of our hucows through my work.”

“Oh, thank goodness,” I said, though it came out as a moo. “It’s so hard to speak.”

“Of course it is. We’re examining the issue closely, but unfortunately, the regimen of drugs that produces the best milk and also keeps our hucows in the best health does still have this side effect. We’d like to change it, but it simply can’t be done ethically at this time.”

I mooed thoughtfully as Dr. Crown patted my head.

“You’ll need to be bathed today. Every morning, you’ll be fed, bred, milked, and bathed. We’ll start with the bath early today, though, because you weren’t bathed last night after you arrived.”

I nodded but then did a double take.

“Bred?” I asked. This time, it came out as the human word.

“That’s just our term for what you’ve already experienced. As you know, insemination produces quite favorable outcomes on our hucows.”

Oh, that’s all. I nodded happily. I didn’t want him to think I was nervous about being bred. If anything, the thought was exciting me more and more as I continued to think about it.

In fact, to show him just how game I was, I turned around, offering my backside to Dr. Crown. He chuckled.

“You’re a real team player, Marissa, you know that? I wanted to inspect you back here anyway.”

He spread my thighs and then my ass cheeks, while pressing my head down into the hay, so that my ass rose for him to examine. Head down, ass up, I think was the term I’d heard girls use at college for a position that frat guys were reputed to prefer, since they could exchange girls amongst themselves easily.

“Some tearing around the anus,” Dr. Crown remarked. “Chafing. I suppose one of the drivers sodomized you yesterday. We’re not opposed to it, but it’s not nearly as effective a delivery method for the nutrients your body needs to produce milk.” Dr. Crown pulled a sanitary wipe from his pocket and I gasped as I felt the sting of cleaning fluid on my wounded hole. It burned and I moaned, half in pleasure and half in pain as he wiped my down, and then dug his fingers, wrapped in the wipe, into my ass. That hurt even more and I trembled, but held the position. “I’m sure this isn’t the most enjoyable but we don’t want you to get an infection.”

Finally, he finished with my asshole and moved onto my pussy. I felt him spread it, and then I felt his gloved fingers pushing inside of me.

“Yes, tightness remains but there’s some give. I’m not concerned about giving you over to our bulls. I think you’ll rather enjoy your first encounter with one of them.”

I found myself blushing. I knew the bulls were men whose seed would be particularly good for my milk production… But what were they like? I had no idea. I imagined a kind of minotaur, snorting and stomping his hooves against the ground as he sniffed at my backside, a huge cock dangling lewdly between his legs…

Now, Dr. Crown had removed his gloves and was stroking my pussy gently.

“Very good color. Lovely texture. You’ve got a very nice pussy, Marissa. You know that, I hope? Remember that when you go back to college.”

I felt myself blushing. I had a nice pussy?

“It’s pretty?” I mooed.

“Very pretty. One of the prettiest we have on the farm.” Dr. Crown stood for a moment and retrieved a hose that was attached to the wall of my pen. I hadn’t noticed it when I first arrived or when I awoke this morning—I’d had other things on my mind…

Dr. Crown placed the nozzle at the entrance to my pussy and turned the hose on. A spray of cold water hit me full blast, shocking me. I squealed, shying away from the chilly water and trying to close my thighs.

“Marissa,” Dr. Crown said. His voice was stern and sharp, and all he had to do was take that harsh tone with me and my knees felt like jelly. “Don’t you dare try and avoid getting cleaned. Your holes need to be cleaned every day. Multiple times a day, if you’re going to be as popular as I suspect you’ll be.”

Popular? Me? I found myself blushing in delight and arousal at the idea.

I’d never thought I’d ever be popular.

Never in a million years. Who would get excited about little ol’ me?

Armed with this thought, I forced myself to stay still and accept the cold water spurting into my pour pussy and ass. It almost hurt, but that was because my tender flesh was so swollen from getting fucked so hard when I was still unused to it. I whimpered and mooed pathetically, hanging my head and stifling a sob as the water chilled my chafed flesh.

Finally, Dr. Crown turned off the water. I was panting and shivering. I looked back over my shoulder at him and saw that he had a towel.

Well, good. That was the least he could do.

He dried me off, and after all the rough use I’d experienced so far, the towel felt like the softest thing in the world. I sighed happily as he ran it over my chilled skin.

“Now, this should really help you warm up, Marissa,” Dr. Crown said. He set the towel to the side and I heard him unzipping his pants. My pussy all but twitched in excitement. He was going to fuck me again!

I glanced over my shoulder to get a good look at his cock this time. I was so curious about what it looked like, and I wasn’t disappointed: it had to be seven or eight inches long, and massively thick. I was amazed that I’d taken something like that inside my poor little pussy. Had I really let that big hunk of meat stretch my poor hole out? I couldn’t believe it, but I remembered every single moment about the way he’d fucked me: how he’d held me, thrust deep into, pounded me while I moaned, and then finally shot his load deep into my womb.

A hucow’s body is amazing, I concluded. If I could take that big cock, I could take anything!

“Just so you know, Marissa,” Dr. Crown said as he teased my pussy lips gently with his fingertips, just barely touching my clit in a way that made me feel like I was losing my mind. “The bulls have cocks that are much, much larger than mine.”

Bigger than his? I swallowed heavily. I didn’t think that was really possible. Of course, I’d watched a bit of porn in my time, and I saw the big cocks that porn stars have, but I knew from overhearing girls talk that most guys aren’t nearly that big… The bulls must be something special then, I concluded.

“I’ll do my best, sir,” I mooed out, half as an animal utterance and half in human speech. Dr. Crown patted my ass affectionately and I wiggled it for him to show that I appreciated it.

“That’s a good girl, Marissa. You’re only confirming my hopes for you. You’re going to make an amazing hucow.”

I mooed in delight as he pressed his cock against my still chilly pussy. I gasped as his warm cock slid into me, my hole stretching easily to accommodate him. He gripped my thighs, digging his fingers in as he pressed into me, and I pressed back at him, whimpering pathetically as I pushed my body to take his cock up to the hilt. I gasped as I felt his cock press hard against my cervix, and then whimpered as Dr. Crown reached for my hair, pulling it hard as he began to fuck me in earnest.

“It feels good,” I moaned, uncertain whether I was mooing or speaking like a human. Dr. Crown reached around and gripped one of my tits, and as soon as he did, milk erupted from my nipple. God, but it felt amazing—it felt like the ultimate release.

Since beginning the medication Dr. Crown had given me, my breasts had become particularly heavy. They felt swollen to the touch, of course, but they also felt heavy just, you know, having them attached to my chest. I understood now why Milky Meadows discouraged its hucows from walking on their hind legs. With my heavy udders, I’d destroy my lower back in a day or two. No, it was better to let them hang down like there, where Dr. Crown could grab them as he bred me.

I thought about having his baby. He’d give me such a beautiful baby, I knew. And a smart baby too, I bet. Doesn’t every girl fantasize about having an intelligent, handsome doctor for her baby’s father? I began to fantasize about my life with Dr. Crown. He was telling me what a good hucow I was, maybe he’d make me his personal hucow. Maybe I’d get to take care of all of his needs, sexual and otherwise. Provide him with milk and nourishment everyday. I’d sleep at the foot of his bed, my body ready for him to use whenever he felt like it.

It was such a wonderful dream, I let out a moan almost involuntarily, unrelated to the way the good doctor was thrusting into me.

“Please, Doctor,” I moaned. “Make me a good hucow!”

My insides felt like jelly as the doctor slammed his hips into me again and again, forcing the thick tip of his cock into my tight chamber. My muscles gripped him involuntarily, and I gasped with each thrust, with the way my body spasmed around his cock. It felt so amazing, getting fucked like this. What had I been missing out on in college?

It took becoming a hucow for me to embrace becoming a slut. I threw my head back and mooed as milk dripped down my udders.

I could hear Dr. Crown groaning and panting behind me. He slapped my ass hard and I yelped.

“Good,” he growled breathlessly. “You’ll be able to take a good, hard breeding from the bulls with a full ass like that.”

I found myself nodding in agreement. Yes, anything for the bulls to breed me.

Suddenly, Dr. Crown pulled out of my pussy. I whimpered in disappointment but yelped when he grasped my hair and pulled my face towards his cock. It was dripping with my juices, standing tall and proud and slick. It looked absolutely delicious.

“Let me see how well you use your mouth,” Dr. Crown instructed me. I didn’t want to disappoint him, but I also didn’t want him to think I was a total amateur, even though in truth I was. I’d only ever had the driver’s cock in my mouth. Part of me wished I’d been more of a slut at college—I was sure I’d had opportunities to suck off the boys in my dorm, and I had just been too shy to take them up… After all, what straight eighteen-year-old boy doesn’t want an eager college girl gagging on his dick?

Well, there was no time like the present to make up for my slacking. I kissed the tip of Dr. Crown’s cock and ran the tip of my tongue along the fleshy shaft. I swirled my tongue around and found the prominent vein on top of his cock, and he groaned when I ran my tongue along that spot.

“That’s a good girl,” Dr. Crown moaned hungrily. “Show me how much you enjoy being a hucow.”

Well, I had no choice. I impaled my face on his cock, and looked up at him pathetically, mooing softly as his cock invaded my throat. I gagged and choked, drooling everywhere. I felt like I was going to die.

No, I felt like I was going to puke.

At the last possible second, I pulled off his cock, panting, my mouth dripping. I mooed softly at him as I dripped spit down onto my milky tits, and then took him in my mouth once more, not quite as deep this time, starting to bob my head.

Dr. Crown slid his hand through my hair, gripping my hair hard as he directed my sucking. I allowed him to use my head, my face like a fuck toy, letting my lips slide along his cock as he plunged it in and out of my wide open mouth.

Tears were streaming down my cheeks being face fucked. Somehow, this was even more intense than taking it in my pussy or ass. I couldn’t look away, couldn’t forget what was happening to me—it was right there, in front of my face, inside my mouth, on my tongue, on my throat.

I gasped when Dr. Crown gave me a reprieve, allowing me to slide off his cock. I took the opportunity to suck and lick his balls which he offered to me, taking them into my mouth and turning them over, swirling them around. They were delicious—so soft, but with a weight to them…

Leaving his balls dripping with my spit, I returned to his cock, determined to suck the cum from his dick. I wanted his seed, wanted it inside of me—wherever he deemed it appropriate.

I saw his handsome face contort with pleasure as I let him drive his cock down my throat again. I was feeling so submissive, so much like a fuck doll, I simply allowed him to thrust as deep as his cock would go, letting him skewer my face and throat with his powerful tool. His cock was like a weapon, and I was his prey, with no choice but to take him however he wanted.

Dr. Crown was clearly pleased with me. He stroked my face and hair, and I sighed onto his cock, feeling his gentle touch.

“Your mouth is like nothing I’ve ever had before,” he whispered sweetly. “You must have given a lot of blow jobs in your old life, Marissa.”

No, I wanted to cry out. No, I haven’t! I was a blow job virgin until yesterday! But, of course, I had about eight inches of thick doctor meat in my throat and informing him of my former virtue wasn’t happening right now.

Instead, I felt Dr. Crown seize up, heard him groan, a kind of snarling, wounded noise that I recognized. I didn’t let up, instead redoubling my efforts as I sucked him, and he grabbed my head, forcing my face hard into his pubic hair, burying my nose in his man bush as his cock began to spasm inside my throat.

God, but it felt amazing to have him cum down my throat. I could feel his cock pumping and twitching, swelling and throbbing inside my throat. I felt the first stream of cum as he shot it down my throat, but of course I couldn’t taste it—he was by passing my tongue, after all. Instead, I felt the intense, sticky warmth as the doctor’s seed erupted out of his cockhead and forced itself into my throat, into my stomach.

It was as though he was inseminating me—but not my pussy. Not my ass. My mouth. My throat.

And apparently, for Dr. Crown, it felt amazing. He’d closed his eyes in bliss as his cock spurted and I noticed that he was still a bit hard, his shaft still dribbling cum as he began to pull himself out of me. Instead of letting him, I clamped my lips down on him, maybe a bit harder than I should have based on how he groaned, and lapped at the bit of post-cum still dripping from his softening cock.

“Gentle, Marissa, it’s sensitive…” he moaned, and steadied himself against the barn wall as I worked on his semi-hard cock. I wanted to clean him off, just like he cleaned me—that was all.

Finally, I allowed him to pull his tool out of my mouth. Dr. Crown looked like I had just sucked his soul out of his body through his cock. He flushed and shaken and his hands trembled as his zipped up his pants.

“That was excellent, Marissa. You’re well on your way to becoming a wonderful hucow.”

I beamed, grinning proudly with a mouth still dripping with cum. Dr. Crown patted my head and leaned down to kiss my forehead.

“Now, we’ll finish your morning examination with some medication and a feeding.”

I nodded. I expected as much. I wished Dr. Crown would breed my pussy—I wanted to cum, and I wanted to feel his cum inside of me, however. I mooed to that effect and Dr. Crown smiled down at me. I saw he had produced a leather satchel from his coat and he was preparing a syringe, filling it with liquid from a vial.

I shuddered at the sight. I’ve always hated needles. I mooed sadly.

“This will only hurt for a moment, Marissa. Part of being a good hucow is taking your medicine daily.”

I nodded, ashamed at my sudden hesitation and fear. Obviously, I could handle it. I would have to. This was my job, at least for the summer, and being a good hucow was the most important thing to me.

It was just… I had been expecting some pills or maybe a nasty tasty cough syrup. Not a needle!

Dr. Crown had me lie back on my pile of hay. My thick, dripping tits piled on top of my chest, and he reached for one of my nipples. He pinched it and I gasped, a stream of thick cream erupting from the tip. Dr. Crown lowered his lips to taste the milk and furrowed his brow.

“Yes, this should be just right. You’re far ahead of schedule in your milk production, Marissa, and this medication is exactly what you need.”

I couldn’t help but grin when he told me that. I knew I’d be good at this job.

Still, my pride couldn’t hide my fear as I saw the tip of the needle, glinting in the early morning sun, coming close to my throbbing nipple. I mooed softly, and Dr. Crown’s stern expression softened in turn.

“Well, maybe this will help you,” he said. He reached into his lab coat once more and produced a small device. A vibrator, I realized. I blushed, remembering the one I had at home… This one really looked similar...

Oh, wait. It was the one I had at home.

“You brought THAT from my dad’s house?” I mooed. Dr. Crown grinned.

“The contract you signed allowed us to collect all of your possessions and hold them for you to disburse them for your benefit as needed. I thought you might need some help settling into your new living circumstances so I brought you this, but it seems like you don’t need it…”

“No, no,” I mooed in embarrassment. “I’ll take it! At least for the shots…”

“That was my thinking exactly,” Dr. Crown confirmed. I spread my legs, allowing him access to my dripping, swollen pussy, and he applied the vibrating head to my cunt. I took a sharp gasp as the pleasure shot through my body. I felt warm all over and giddy, and I knew I would cum in seconds. Dr. Crown just grinned, holding the vibrator in place as I lost my mind, whimpering and shaking, writhing beneath him, and then a moment later, I was cumming, my hips bucking.

As my climax passed, he pressed the vibrator to my slit once again and then, to my surprise, duct-taped it to my thighs. It wasn’t going anywhere.

Then, he set it on the highest setting.

I let out a sound that was half moo, half shriek as a pleasure so stark it was almost pain shot through my body. I sobbed, half-panicked as my body shook for Dr. Crown. It was too much, way too much, but I didn’t dare try to remove the device…

As I whimpered and moaned, Dr. Crown knelt on me, applying pressure from his knee to my belly to immobilize me. It didn’t hurt, but I knew it would if I didn’t stop squirming. I squeezed my eyes shut when I saw the needle come out and go straight towards my nipple. I couldn’t bear to watch.

“Open your eyes, Marissa. You need to understand what’s happening to your body.”

Reluctantly, I did. I was on the verge of madness from the vibrator on my pussy, but I forced my eyes open and forced myself to watch as Dr. Crown pressed the tip of the needle to my nipple.

And then, it passed through the skin. There was a sharp pain in my nipple, and milk leaked out around the needle—not blood, but milk—as Dr. Crown pressed in slightly and then deposited the syringe’s payload. With that done, he slid it out, wiped away the milk, and showed me my nipple.

“There—that wasn’t so bad, now was it?”

Oh, he was right. It had barely hurt. The whirring vibrator between my legs was more uncomfortable than the needle. Maybe it was because I didn’t know if it was about to cum or pass out, but the pinch of the needle just didn’t seem so scary to me.

Dr. Crown prepared another syringe and this time, I watched in fascination as he penetrated my swollen nipple and injected the medicine directly into my breasts. Or, as much fascination as I could muster as my lower body felt like it was being abused by the vibrator’s unrelenting attention. I still felt like I was being melted from the inside out. My whole body trembled as the vibrator buzzed directly on my sensitive clit. It felt almost like a sore muscle being attacked relentlessly by a ruthless masseuse—there was pleasure, yes, but the pain was almost blinding.

Gasping, I barely noticed the sharp pain in my nipple as the needle pierced the swollen flesh. This time, Dr. Crown seemed to press it in deeper, and I mooed softly, accepting my fate as he treated me.

“This medicine is important for your milk production,” Dr. Crown explained. “Not only will it improve the quality of your milk, it will keep your breasts and nipples healthy in the long run. You’re still young, so you have many years of productive use ahead of you.”

I let out a soft, happy moan—as always, more like a moo—at Dr. Crown’s suggestion that I might be doing this long term.

Of course, I always thought I would go back to college in the autumn, and maybe I still would. Maybe being a hucow would just be a summer job.

Or…

Maybe…

I would just stay on the farm, being milked and bred every day, for the rest of my life. The thought made me feel warm inside. I moaned and I realized I was close to cumming from the vibrator again. I let out a shriek and my swollen pussy squirted a thin line of juice all over my thighs. God, I was so embarrassed, but all the same, I was excited that Dr. Crown had seen me squirt like that.

You have to understand…

I never squirt when I masturbate. I know some girls can do it, but I’ve just never done it. But here, on the farm, it’s like all my inhibitions are gone. It’s like it doesn’t matter what I do, I’m free to be who I want.

And I want to be a slutty hucow.

Dr. Crown patted my head again as I panted, my whole body aching from the hard use I’d just been put through. My jaw and lips and throat were all sore from gagging on his cock, and my pussy was sore from being fucked so much in the last day, and swollen from the vibrator. My nipples hurt from everything they’d been through too, and my breasts ached from how they’d become so huge and engorged. I moaned softly and Dr. Crown sat down on the floor of my pen, allowing me to put my head in his lap as he stroked my red hair.

“You’re doing such a good job, Marissa. We can’t put you through too much too soon, though. I’m going to strap you into your restraints for feeding so you can’t play with yourself. Your orifices aren’t used to everything they’ve had done to them in the last twenty-four hours.

I nodded. I didn’t like the idea of being restrained, but I knew Dr. Crown was right. He bound my arms behind my back, locking them into restraints that attached to my legs as well.

The result was that I was basically hogtied, lying on my belly, propped up on my swollen tits, with my ankles and wrists bound to each other behind me. It wasn’t comfortable at all and I wriggled anxiously as Dr. Crown finished putting me in my bondage.

“Your body will get used to this position before too long, Marissa. The feeding will begin soon, and you should be able to eat just fine like this.”

I mooed softly, too tired to try and talk like a human. How was I ever going to eat normally like this? I couldn’t hold a plate or a fork or anything!

I had my answer soon.

Maybe half an hour after Dr. Crown left, leaving me in a pool of my own juices—I was dripping milk still, and the pressure on my tits caused them to leak out beneath me, dampening the hay I was lying on, while my pussy, still aroused, dribbled incessantly—I heard the doors to the barn open.

A chorus of moos from all the pens cut through the unending whirring of the milking machines. The other girls must be awake too.

“Feeding time, ladies,” a friendly voice with a country twang called out. From my pen, I could just barely see cheerful, older man with a beer belly dressed in overalls wheeling a cart down the passage that ran through the middle of the barn. He was exactly the kind of farmer you’d expect to find out in the countryside, though I doubted he’d expected to be working on a farm quite like this when he began his career.

He made small talk with the other hucows, opening their pens and chatting with them. They mooed at him, some moaned, and judging from the sounds I heard, I think he was maybe availing himself of their orifices as well. But mostly, he chatted with them. He seemed able to understand their moos though he responded in normal, human language.

“Is that so, Becky?”

“Mooo…”

“Three whole gallons? You’re on fire, girlie. Here, let me give you a little something.” I heard the hucow down the aisle murmur happily and the wet, sloppy sucking sounds told me what was happening. “You like that, don’t you? I guess you’re ready for the bulls to come get you…”

The bulls again. What was it going to be like when they finally arrived to have me? I was nervous at the thought, but all the more excited the more I heard people on the farm talk about them.

Finally, the farmer arrived at my pen. He grinned at me happily as he opened the gate to my stall.

“You must be Marissa, huh? Dr. Crown was extra excited about you, baby girl. He has nothing but great things to say about the process you’re making. I’m Tim, by the way.”

I mooed proudly. I felt so humiliated, so embarrassed to be meeting this friendly man in the position I was in, bound and naked, but he didn’t comment on it at all. He placed a bowl of food beneath my mouth, and then, when I couldn’t strain my mouth to reach it, he placed a stand beneath it to lift it up to my mouth.

So, this was how I was supposed to eat. No hands, like an animal.

Still, I was starving. A wave of hunger suddenly washed over me and I let out a soft moan of pleasure at the scent of the food. It was a mush, something easy to eat without cutlery, I saw.

“This is basically a high-protein, high-fat oatmeal,” Tim said. “It’s specially designed to provide you all the nutrients you’ll need to be the perfect hucow.”

I licked my lips and mooed thank you to him. He grinned and began to undo his overalls.

“Why don’t I give you a little welcome while you eat? I don’t do this all that much with the girls—can’t be showing favorites—but since you’re new, you’re a special case.”

I brightened up at being called a special case. It felt good to be special. It felt good to be praised by all the men I met who were so impressed with how well my body produced milk or how nice it felt to fuck me.

As I began to eat, Tim dropped his overalls and stepped into my pen. He stepped over me and around me and then knelt behind me. It was awkward, because of the position I was in with my restraints, but I soon felt his cock pushing into me from behind.

I moaned softly as Tim’s cock forced its way into my sore pussy. Still, I continued to eat—I was starving, I realized. I couldn’t remember when I’d been this hungry. I devoured the food set out for me like a madwoman and I probably would have taken seconds if it had been offered to me.

Tim wasn’t quite as big as the doctor, but his cock was pretty thick and I mooed in pleasure as I felt him force his way inside of me. I was totally restrained, totally bound, and couldn’t move at all. All I could do was take his cock and whimper pathetically as he manipulated my restrained body.

I wasn’t in power. I wasn’t in control of my own body. Tim could do what he wanted to me. That thought alone, of being free for this man I had just met to use as he pleased, drove me crazy and I moaned into my oatmeal.

“You’re really enjoying that, huh?” Tim said with a smile. I couldn’t see him smiling, but I knew he was—after all, who wouldn’t smile while fucking a pretty, tied up nineteen-year-old girl? “Dr. Crown really knows how to pick them. It’s important that you enjoy being bred. That’s one of the best ways to get good milk out of you.”

I was coming to understand this. The more cum I ingested, the more engorged and swollen my breasts seemed to become. I wondered if it was reacting with the medicine Dr. Crown gave me? That would make sense, in a way, stimulating the effects of pregnancy on the body…

Pushing those thoughts away, I surrendered myself to Tim’s clumsy thrusting. I wanted to give him pleasure. He was another working stiff, like those truck drivers yesterday, like my father. If Tim worked even half as hard as my dad, then he deserved to let lose and fuck a nice, tight young pussy every now and then.

Tim reached beneath me to grip my tits. He manipulated them, groping them, milking them, squirting my cream all over the crude hay bed beneath us.

“Look how thick your cream is getting. Have you tried it yet?”

I hadn’t recently. I mooed to him, to that effect, and he gripped one of my tits hard, squeezing a stream onto the palm of his hand, and then held it up to me to lick.

Eagerly, I began to lap my own milk out of his hand.

It really did taste wonderful. It tasted like what milk should taste like—pure, raw, creamy, and indulgent. It tasted amazing. And surprisingly, it didn’t weird me out that it was warm. If anything, that only made the flavor more comforting.

What was more, my milk had a sweetness to it that almost made it seem like a dessert. I couldn’t get enough as I licked at Tim’s hand.

“Tasty, isn’t it?” he grunted as he returned to fucking me. He gripped my ass hard and that hurt a bit—but I found I liked it, this casual domination. He slapped my ass hard and chuckled. “I love the way your butt wiggles when I spank it. Do you like being spanked?”

I didn’t really know. But I didn’t mind if he did it. I wiggled my butt as much as I could, as though inviting him to keep spanking me. Tim didn’t need an invitation, though. He drew his hand back and slapped my ass cheeks hard as he continued to pound into me.

Now, my soft moos of pleasure were matching his thrusts as he pounded into me. God, but it felt good to be bred. I could only imagine how good it was going to feel when I had my first bull…

“You’re something else, Marissa. I wish my wife fucked half as good as you!”

That only filled me with more pleasure. I tightened my muscles, trying to milk his cock just as he milked my tits, and that seemed to push him over the edge. Tim thrust hard into me one more time, let out a triumphant moan, and I felt a flush of hot cum fill me. I closed my eyes in pleasure as he poured his seed into me, filling me deep. God, but it felt wonderful—it felt so wonderful. I just couldn’t get enough of it.

He kept thrusting into my sloppy wet hole as he finished, as though trying to prolong the pleasure. Finally, he slid his cock out of me with a pleased sigh.

“That was pretty fantastic, Marissa.”

I had fun too, I mooed. I really love being bred!

“Glad to hear it. I’ll make sure I breed you lots.”

Can any man on the farm breed me, I mooed.

“Sure can. That’s mostly us workers, the bulls—I mean, we call them bulls, but their actual title is Insemination Associate, just like yours is probably something like Junior Dairy Production Intern.” I actually hadn’t known that—it must have been in the contract I signed, but I barely remembered the details, though I did remember filling out information for my health insurance and tax withholding.

Tim cleaned up my breakfast bowl and then he bathed me. Much like Dr. Crown, he sprayed me down with the hose, and then used a rag to dry me off. He paid special attention to my asshole and pussy, cleaning out the excess cum carefully.

“Here, extra nutrition for you,” he said, and stuffed the cum-soaked rag into my mouth. Now, I was tasting cum for the first time. I hadn’t tasted Dr. Crown’s because he’d literally shot it down my throat. But I was dreadfully curious about what it tasted like. I suckled at the rag, trying to pull as much cum out as I could.

Cum, I discovered, was a bit bitter and salty. It wasn’t as strongly flavored as I expected, but nonetheless, I enjoyed it. I suckled at the rag as Tim finished cleaning me up. Then, he patted me affectionately, and leaned down to kiss my forehed.

I wish he’d given me a real kiss. I found I was craving a real kiss. I wanted Tim to kiss me like real girl, but I knew I was a hucow—hucows probably don’t get kissed as much like that. After all, you wouldn’t kiss a real cow like a girl, with tongue and everything, on the mouth, would you?

I found myself blushing at my girlish desires. Well, it couldn’t be helped. I nuzzled at Tim affectionately, mooing softly as he gently stroked my tits.

“The bulls will come by next,” he informed me. “So you’d better get ready for that.”

I looked up at him with wide eyes.

“Your first breeding by bull might be a bit scary, but they’re trained to never give you more than you can take.”

I mooed softly, half in excitement, half nervously.

“You’ll be absolutely fine. If you’ve gotten this far, you can definitely take a real breeding by bull.”

I nodded. I had to have faith in myself that I could take whatever was coming my way.

Before he left, Tim rolled me onto my side. This was a bit more comfortable than being on my belly, and took pressure off my engorged, swollen breasts. He produced two small vials and placed the first beneath one of my nipples.

“I’ve just got to take samples from your udders for the boys back at the lab. They’ll be keeping track of your milk production and content the whole time you’re here. Once your milk reaches commercial grade, that’s when the fun really starts.”

What do you mean, I mooed.

“That’s when you’ll be attached to one of the industrial grade milkers. Like this one—” He pointed to the machine that Dr. Crown had detached. “But even more intense. It can really suck you dry.” And here, he chuckled good-naturedly at his joke. “You know what I mean.”

I must have looked frightened at this thought because Tim quickly began to comfort me, patting my head.

“Don’t worry—you’ll be able to take that too! All of this preparation is to get your body to a place where you can produce as much commercial grade milk as a real dairy cow, and still stay healthy. You’re going to feel the best you’ve ever felt.”

I had to trust him. And I did. I remained mostly silent as he milked me, watching how he did it: he took my swollen breasts in his hands, firmly, and began to tug and pump them. It felt nothing short of amazing. I began to moan as he did it. I was getting more turned on by this than I expected!

“I’m using a real dairy man’s technique to get the deep milk, from way down deep in your udders,” Tim explained. And, indeed, it really felt like he was milking me deep, forcing the milk from deep within my body. I felt so beautiful, so feminine, lying there with my tits in his hands as he squeezed thick, rich cream into the vials.

I wanted to touch myself, but I couldn’t—my hands were still bound. Still, it felt so good, I realized I was getting close to orgasm. I blushed. I felt so embarrassed to be getting off on this, but I couldn’t help myself—it all felt too good!

“It’s okay to cum,” Tim said with a wink. “Most of our girls cum during these milkings. I consider it a compliment if you do, actually.”

It feels so good, I mooed. I think I’m gonna’… I’m gonna… Moooooo!

My body shook uncontrollably, but somehow, Tim kept me steady as I came, squeezing the last bit of my precious milk into the vials as I trembled. He sealed up the vials and patted my head.

“You did great, Marissa. And it seems like you really enjoyed yourself too.”

He reached between my legs, patting my swollen pussy. I was dripping again, and here he’d just cleaned me up!

“The bulls will be by any minute, so it’s good you got your hole ready for them. Just remember to try and relax and breathe.”

I nodded. I mooed goodbye to him and settled back in my pen, resting from my orgasm.

I must have dozed off, because I awoke to a chorus of loud, hungry moos as the barn doors opened once more.

Was it lunch time?

No.

I knew exactly what it was. I knew why the other hucows were mooing and moaning in ecstatic anticipation.

The bulls were here to breed us.

To be continued in Part 3 of Milky Meadows Hucow Farm! Make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with all the creamy action!
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Prologue


My name is Marissa Chambers. I’m nineteen-years-old. And I needed cash for school. Fast. Fortunately, I found a strange job ad that really spoke to me, for a place called Milky Meadows Farm. I got an interview and it was pretty exciting: the doctor who runs the farm, Dr. Crown, gave me a medication that makes my breasts start to lactate, and then when things got hot and heavy, he had his way with me!

After that, I was sold on working for the farm. I signed a contract and before I knew it, I was being transported to the farm. The drivers had a whole lot of fun with me too, milking me and fucking my holes… I can’t wait to see what else is in store for me on this hucow farm! I’m determined to be the best hucow I can be this summer!

My first morning on the farm, I woke up to a kindly dairy worker coming by to check on me. He decided to use me when he saw I was new, and said my milk was developing nicely. Dr. Crown confirmed that when he came by to check on me too. He gave me a humiliating medical exam, tasted my milk, and… well… he fucked me again, of course.

Now, I’m just waiting for the bulls to arrive. I know they’re tasked with breeding the hucows on the farm to improve the quality of our milk, but I don’t really know what that all entails… What’s that? Here there come now…!

Read all about my adventures up til this point in Part 1 and Part 2!


Chapter 1


I had just dozed off when I heard a loud, sustained chorus of moos from the pens around me. I jolted awake. What was going on? Had a wolf gotten into the barn? Were we hucows in danger?

I allowed myself a little smile. That was ridiculous. We weren’t real cows—and besides, I trusted that Dr. Crown’s farm was perfectly safe.

The moos all around me were growing more urgent, husky even. Hungry. We’d all just been fed so… what could this be?

And then, when the barn doors opened and light came flooding in, I realized what must be coming next.

The bulls. All the hucows were moaning ecstatically for the bulls.

I sat up, onto my knees, obediently waiting for my fate. I knew this was part of being a hucow, taking whatever was offered to me—even if it could be painful or uncomfortable or humiliating at times.

But when it turned out like that, I always ended up liking it even more. It was kind of funny how it worked out like that. I felt my cheeks turn red as I reflected on what a slut I’d become in such a short period of time. My holes were still sore from the men who’d enjoyed them in the last day or two—Dr. Crown and the drivers and the farmer from this morning and then Dr. Crown again…

Even the sluttiest girls I knew at college didn’t have THIS much sex, I was sure of it.

My ginger pussy especially was sore and swollen. My pussy lips dangled lewdly out of my slit and I was embarrassed by how puffy they’d gotten, but what could I expect? They’d been used and abused something awful in the last two days…

My butt was sore too, but neither of my poor orifices compared to how sore and swollen my nipples were. I gasped softly when I glanced down and saw them. I’d actually almost forgotten how swollen my tits had become since starting on Dr. Crown’s medicine.

I’m sure I’d easily gone up several cup sizes. My shoulders ached from holding up those puppies, and when I reached to touch them, lifting them gently to give my back some relief, I was surprised to find them firm to the touch, and, of course, incredibly heavy.

When I lifted my own breasts, that touch, that interaction alone was enough to make milk start dribbling out of my swollen pink nipples. God, but those REALLY ached. The medicine Dr. Crown had injected into them had been really effective, whatever it was. While they oozed milk at the slightest touch, they throbbed as well.

I couldn’t help myself. I lifted one of my own heavy tits up to my lips, something I could do easily now that they’d grown. Before, that was something I could do only by straining and stretching. I’d had an idea it would be sexy if I ever managed to master the move and show it to a guy I was hooking up with, but I’d never really gotten the technique down, even though I spent hours practicing in front of a mirror.

Now, however, I was able to catch my own nipple in my lips. I closed my eyes at the sudden wet warmth engulfing my swollen nub and shuddered as I began to suck. I was gentler than the men had been, since I was suckling myself, but I was delighted to taste my milk. The taste was really developing into something rich and creamy and sweet.

It was like no other milk I’d ever had. Just suckling at my nipples not only made me gasp with pleasure from the tickle of warm delight spreading out from my sensitives teats, I felt the warmth of something particularly delicious in my mouth and jaw. It had a creamy richness almost like goat cheese, with a slight sourness that only accentuated the sweetness. I found myself suckling hard at my nipple, trying to get as much as possible, milking myself into my own mouth.

I was getting turned on from doing this, I knew. I couldn’t help but reach down to my pussy, trying to delicately explore my tender swollen folds in a way that wouldn’t hurt.

Bad idea. I gasped when my fingers touched my sore hole. Even just a gentle touch made me flinch.

How would I ever take the bulls when they came to breed me? A twinge of fear ran through me, along with one of shame because I realized that in fact, I was excited to take on this new challenge. And if it hurt, well… I was earning my milk. I stroked my sore clit as I grew wetter and wetter, and then took my other nipple in my mouth, suckling and closing my eyes in bliss as pain and pleasure combined and took me to greater heights.

“Well, well, well… The new meat is drinking her own milk.”

My eyes shot open. The gate to my pen was opening and an absolutely stunning, gorgeous creature was entering. He was nearly six and a half feet tall, by the looks of him, and built like a bodybuilder—massive, bulging muscles and a chiseled set of abs that made my stomach turn circles with a burst of butterflies.

He had a mop of dirty blonde hair atop his handsome head and a cocky grin on his lips. He glistened slightly with sweat and I could tell that he’d already been busy breeding the other hucows.

My gaze descended from his built upper body to the tool—no, the WEAPON between his legs…

His cock had to be nearly a foot long. It was longer than my forearm and I stared at it in disbelief. He was as thick as a soda can too, and I couldn’t believe that this throbbing, twitching mass of hardened flesh was going to go inside of e.

I mooed softly. You’re one of the bulls?

“That’s right,” he growled, advancing on me. “I kept hearing all sorts of great things about the new girl. Stand up and let me look at you.”

I struggled to my feet. My tits were so heavy now, they unbalanced me and the bull just smirked as he watched me.

“You can do it, whore,” he growled. Being called a whore made me blush, but it also solidified my resolve to actually stand up. I thrust my chest out so he could see my full, bursting breasts in all their glory.

He took one and then the other in his hands, testing their weight, and squeezed them, groped them. I kept my moans and moos quiet as he did so, closing my eyes and enjoying the feeling of my milk seeping out onto his fingers.

“Your milk is pretty thick and creamy for being a newcomer,” he commented. “Your body was really made to be a hucow. This is your destiny.”

I nodded. I’d been coming around to that realization myself. He guided me down onto my knees and I found myself faced with his thick, throbbing cock.

“It’s not going to fit,” I managed to articulate, my voice threatening to moo all the while. “I’m too sore and swollen.”

“I’ll make it fit,” he growled. “An injection of my semen is all you need to become a true hucow.”


Chapter 2


I blushed. A true hucow?

He placed his hands on the back of my head and guided my lips to his cock. I smelled his thick, erotic scent, the musk of his flesh, and the tang of the fluids of the other hucows still hanging to his flesh. He’d bred other girls before me, I realized, as I took the tip of his cock into my mouth. I wouldn’t be able to fit much more than that, though.

Or so I thought. The bull growled and gripped my hair as he pushed. And pushed. My eyes widened as the thick tool entered my throat. I thought I would gag but I found my muscles strangely relaxed, my throat pliable and accepting. It was only my fear that made me hesitant to accept his cock down my throat.

“The medicine Dr. Crown has been giving you has the side effect of removing your gag reflex,” the bull commented, almost bored as he began to thrust into my throat. It hurt, taking his cock down my gullet, but I didn’t feel like I was choking or gagging—rather, I just felt like my muscles were being stretched. It was a strange feeling, not unlike taking a cock in my asshole, I realized.

When I thought about it, that was just a matter of fucking the same tube, but at different ends. No wonder they felt strangely similar when trying to accept a fat cock!

“You’ll find that all these side-effects wear off after you leave the farm and end the medication regimen,” the bull continued. He slid his cock all the way out of my throat to give me a chance to breathe and, gasping, I continued to lap and suckle at his cock, at the tip, tasting the precum. It was salty and pungent and bitter, and I wondered what that special cum would feel like, filling my needy cow holes. “That is, if you ever leave. It’s up to you, in the end, but a lot of girls feel like they need to stay. They feel more fulfilled here on the farm than anywhere else.”

I could understand that. Really, I could. I kissed and licked the bull’s cock, making my way down to his balls, thick and throbbing as they were. He groaned in surprise when I began to lap at them, taking them into my mouth.

“Us bulls, we’re not that different from you cows,” he grunted. “We’re on a similar medication cycle that accentuates the natural aspects of our anatomy, of our hormones… It drives our libidos through the roof, of course, but it’s also addictive. It just feels right, to be breeding your cow holes, you know? And I bet it just feels right to be bred. We can’t exist without one another.”

I understand exactly what he said and nodded eagerly as he stroked my hair.

“You’re a pretty little thing. And smart, too. Most of the hucows don’t understand how sensitive and swollen our balls get…”

I could imagine. As I stroked the bull’s massive shaft, I worked over his balls, gently, lovingly. His breathing became slower and deeper as he groaned. Suddenly, he stopped me.

“Wait. You can’t make me blow until I’m inside you.” He grinned at me, and it made me feel so special. “Even if I’d love to cover that pretty face while you play with my balls.”

Obediently, I got down on all fours once more and assumed the usual position, arching my back, my ass up in the air and my thighs spread. I felt myself blushing. Despite having been seen and fucked so many times in the last day, I couldn’t help but feel a bit embarrassed, showing off my most tender, delicate, intimate parts to a man I’d just met. He could see the pink folds of my swollen cunt, the way my insides glistened with my juices, making my extreme arousal obvious.

“You look good enough to eat,” the bull commented, and I heard him chuckle as he took my ass in his hands. He guided his cock to the wet entrance of my hole and I bit my lip, preparing myself for what was coming. He wasn’t going to eat me—literally. He was going to devour me figuratively, though, using his cock to conquer my hole and stretch me out and breed me.

Breeding me. Cum filling my womb, giving me a baby. I imagined my belly growing, just as my tits had. I imagined my insides changing, adapting for the life I’d just been given. My whole body changing as I became a vessel for future life, no longer my own person, but a tool, a piece of meat devoted to breeding and milking.

The idea terrified me. It went against everything I knew. Feminism, individuality, everything I’d learned in college. But at the same time, it felt so comforting, so… right. I wouldn’t have to struggle anymore, looking for a job, trying to keep that job, hustling just to survive, working fifty or sixty hour weeks, which I knew were rapidly becoming standard for new graduates who wanted to get ahead…

What if I could just extract myself from that rat race, and give myself over to pleasure? To my true purpose in life, the purpose of my biology and anatomy? The idea made me feel powerful. It made me feel like a rebel, like I was choosing something truly dangerous by refusing to be useful—at least, not in a strictly corporate sense.

Of course, all that philosophizing went out of my head the second the bull penetrated me. I let out a scream as he sank himself deep into my pussy, forcing his huge cock inside of me. He gripped me by the shoulders, pulling me onto his cock as he thrust forward, pushing, pushing, stretching and ripping open my hole.

I let out a long, anguished moo of pleasure and pain.

“It’ll get easier the more you take bull cock,” the bull advised me. “You’ve only been taking normal cocks so far, and not our enhanced cocks.”

Enhanced cocks? I mooed my confusion.

“It’s not that we enhance them on purpose,” the bull explained with a grunt as he pushed deeper into me. Really, he was stretching my insides, forcing more and more of his cock into me, pushing me down. I felt skewered, impaled, and even though it hurt, the pain represented a pleasure I’d never known before. A dangerous fulfillment that, even though it made me feel like I was being torn apart from the inside out, made me feel like I could cum at any second. “It’s that the hormonal treatments we receive cause our cocks to grow. We’re selected for our receptiveness to the treatment, of course, and most of us start at a pretty high baseline…”

I gasped as he pulled back a bit and then thrust forward. He began to really pound me, then, sliding his cock out, an inch or two at a time, and then fucking it back into my poor, aching cunt with a powerful thrust, digging his fingers into my tender, bruised flesh as he took me. I’d never felt so completely, absolutely, irredeemably fucked.

“For instance, my cock was about eight inches long when I started the treatment. Now, it’s over eleven inches long. Pretty crazy, huh?”

Sure, it was crazy. I didn’t really have a choice but to agree as the bull rode me, pounding my dripping hole harder and harder. I felt him reach for my hair and pull hard, and I saw my face in the little mirror in my pen. A look of absolute terror and ecstasy greeted me, tears streaming down my cheeks as I let out a long, droning moo of pleasure.

Now, it was really starting to feel good.

Impossibly good. I found myself pushing back against him, struggling to keep him inside of me, my pussy absolutely dripping and milking him.

When he slapped my ass hard, I all but screamed and began to cum—that was all I needed to push me over the edge, and I felt myself gushing onto his cock, squealing for all I was worth.

The bull just snickered as he continued to fuck me. My pussy ached, growing more and more sensitive as my orgasm subsided, but I knew he wasn’t anywhere near finished with me. If he’d already been using the other hucows, he’d probably blown his load a few times that day, and so I’d have to work harder to get more cum out of him.

I was determined to, now, though. I wanted that cum, wanted that seed deep in my needy pussy. I closed my eyes and focused on squeezing him, using my muscles to massage and milk his cock as he pounded into me.

“You’re not going to give up, are you?” the bull said and I could hear him grinning, I swear I could, as he slapped my ass again. “Most new hucows break around this point and end up sobbing and cumming uncontrollably. We need to give them endorphin injections just to get them through their first few breedings. But Dr. Crown said you were special and I guess he was right.”

Special. I was special. I beamed as he said it, as I imagined the handsome doctor pulling aside this even handsomer bull and telling him to treat me well, to put me through the ringer, because I was special.

Because I could take it. Because I could take what other girls couldn’t.

I wasn’t like other girls. I wasn’t even like other sluts.

I was a hucow now.

The bull grunted and groaned over me as he slammed his hips into me. I felt tears streaming down my cheeks and I knew that if anyone saw me, they’d think I was suffering something awful. They’d think I was undergoing some horrible torture. But I was experiencing levels of pleasure that I’d never known I could experience. This was nothing like the sort of sex girls in college talked about having. This was something so much more. Something dirtier and nastier, yes, but more fun.

Harder, I mooed. I can take it. The bull seemed to understand and I felt his hands on my swollen tits, gripping them hard as he slammed himself into me. I let out a pathetic whine as my nipples squirted milk all over my pen. I was positively gushing now, my heavy breasts dripping, and the incredible relief I felt at being milked was almost as powerful as the sensation of having my pussy stretched and used.

I hung my head, moaning harder, pathetically, as an orgasm snuck up on me and suddenly I was shaking. Just the sensation of being milked drove me crazy now: I couldn’t help it, it was something totally unlike what I experienced in my everyday life.

Maybe being milked like this—was this what men felt when they came? When their cocks exploded and shot their live-giving seed into me? I wondered. It would make a certain kind of sense, and the more sensitive my breasts became, the more pleasurable having milk squeezed from my throbbing nipples became as well.

“I’m going to make sure I put a baby in you,” the bull grunted on top of me. “This pussy is amazing. You can’t leave us, you definitely have to stay and breed.”

Yes, I moaned in the passion of the moment, my words being transformed to moos by the drugs and medication flowing through my system. Breed me! Fill up my womb with your cum!

The bull understood, as everyone who worked on the farm did. Even though my hole was growing numb from the rough fucking, I could still feel him digging inside of me, feel the sticky neediness of his powerful cock. I couldn’t imagine any of the girls I knew back at college taking this huge cock, even the really slutty ones.

I felt truly, truly special for being able to take this massive cock in my tiny, tight hucow hole.

“I’m getting close,” the bull announced, a fierce tone of triumph in his voice. I only became more desperate for his cum. I wanted that bull cum so badly inside of me, I would have done anything for it. Just the anticipation of his cum inside of me pushed me over the edge once more and as I squeezed my eyes shut, cumming hard on that huge cock, I felt the bull’s cock begin to spasm inside of me.

Yes. Finally. He was cumming. He drove his massive shaft into me once more and unloaded, a truly enormous amount of seed flowing into my pussy. I shrieked as I took his load. It was nothing short of amazing. I loved feeling it, the way his cock pumped and throbbed, the way his hot cum gushed into my womb. I moaned, gripping my own tits, guiding my milky, cream nipples to my mouth once more to suckle them as the bull filled my womb—as he inseminated me.

As he bred me. This felt like it would take, like it would give me a baby.

“Fuck,” the bull groaned. “That was… something special. Definitely.”

Am I pregnant now, I mooed as he slid his cock out of my worn, stretched pussy. Did you breed me?

I looked over my shoulder, feeling suddenly very vulnerable beneath this massive, muscular beast of sexuality. He just grinned at me.

“There’s no way of knowing just yet, but our semen is extra fertile, and your medications will make you more fertile as well, so there’s a good chance. But just in case, you’ll be bred regularly so something will take eventually.”

Of course. That had been in the contract, I remembered. I imagined going back to college, knocked up, answering questions from my friends about what had happened over the summer when they saw my pregnant belly and my full tits, dripping milk. Would the boys at college like that? I didn’t know if I’d be able to live without sex once I got back.

If I ever got back.

Maybe I’d rather stay here, on the farm. Where I can be bred over and over again…


Chapter 3


Thank you, I mooed softly, curling up into a ball to contemplate my future and my options. Of course, I could opt out whenever I wanted…

But I truly didn’t want to. This had been the most erotic, most fulfilling experience of my life, and I couldn’t imagine anything more wonderful.

The bull slapped my ass affectionately and pulled me up into a kiss. God, but it felt good to kiss him. He was a good kisser, and I shyly ran my hands over his muscular body. He just grinned.

“Go ahead, feel me up. You’ve earned it.”

I did. Because I had. I reached for his abs, ran my fingers over his built chest, and then down to his cock, which I was very intimately familiar with, of course. I’d never touched a man this closely before, this intimately, and I loved every second of it. Every moment of touch, every caress of his skin. I ran my tongue over his chest, over his nipples, suckling at them like he suckled at me.

“You’re really getting frisky, huh?” the bull said with an easy grin. Then, he gasped when he felt me grab his hardening cock and begin to stroke it. I couldn’t believe I’d had that huge thing inside of me. And I wanted it inside of me again.

I played with the tip of his cock, looking up at him with my big eyes wide, my face all but begging him to go again.

“Sorry, but it’s one insemination per hucow,” the bull said, starting to pull away from me. “The other girls are waiting—”

I took one of my heavy tits in my hand and squeezed, milk dripping onto my palm, and then I wrapped it around his shaft, using my own milk as lubricant to ease the sliding motion of my palm against his tender, throbbing, aching flesh. The bull let his head fall back and let out a loud, anguished sigh.

“Fine,” he grunted, as I dropped to my back and spread my legs. I wanted to look at him this time as he bred me. The bull laid himself on top of me, gently, and I gasped as I felt his cock pressing against me. He pressed himself inside once more, kissing me as he did so, and off he went, thrusting hard into my aching hole.

He fucked my pussy hard, and I clung to him, letting him grip my tits and milk me, suckling at my cream while he rode me. I was in bliss. I was somewhere beyond bliss. I was in heaven. I was—

As he slid his cock out of me, my wetness, combined with the frothy cum still leaking out of my hole, must have caused him to slip, because when he pushed back into me, his cock went not into my pussy but deep into my bowels.

I arched my back, screaming in agony at the sudden gutting. The bull didn’t seem to notice my pain and just carried on, fucking me as I moaned. His cock was slippery enough from my pussy and my milk that he was able to slide in and out of my ass easily, but that didn’t mean the suddenness of it hadn’t taken me by surprise. Had I been able to ready my poor aching hole for the sudden incursion of nearly twelve inches of throbbing meat, that would have been one thing… But this…

Finally, the bull seemed to notice something had changed. But for the better.

“You’re so much tighter now,” he noted approvingly, kissing my neck. I loved when he did that and I stretched out my neck, tilting my head so he could kiss me there more.

“That’s because you’re in my ass!” I mooed helplessly. The bull stopped and looked down, his face shocked.

“I—I’m sorry! I didn’t realize—here—“

I mooed when he slid out of me. Don’t put it in my pussy from my ass! Put it back in my ass!

“Won’t that hurt?” he said, coming around to my game. I offered him my udders and he understood. Holding his cock beneath my swollen nipples, I milked myself, letting the cream wash over his thick tool. It was almost as thick as his cum at this point.

Try that, I told him via moo and he put my legs back and up onto his shoulders, stretching me as he pressed the tip of his cock against my asshole once more. I howled as he penetrated me, but the pain didn’t matter—I loved being beneath him, being the recipient of his seed.

We fucked without saying anything else to one another, with his cock pounding me. I didn’t quite understand the science of how his cum entering my asshole would affect my milk production, but I trusted Dr. Crown to know what he was doing in setting up this whole system of breeding with the bulls and hucows.

Finally, my bull groaned in triumph, digging himself hard into my gut once more, and came. It was just as much as before, and I whimpered and cried as my hole stretched to accept his cum. I played with my nipples frantically, dripping milk everywhere, and after a few moments, I was on the verge of cumming myself. I moaned, my pussy spasming and gushing onto his cock as my nipples gushed milk.

Now, he slid out of me and I collapsed, spent. That was a fucking beyond anything I’d experienced so far today. The bull was already cleaning off his cock and I caught him grinning at me from where I lay on the floor.

“You’re going to be popular around here,” he said. “For sure.”

You think so? I mooed at him.

“I know so. The other bulls are all going to be excited to get a turn with you. You should have two or three more today.”

My eyes widened.

More? I was going to be bred MORE?


Chapter 4


I don’t know if I can handle that, I moo-cried. The bull just smiled.

“I know you can, Marissa. If you can handle that, what we just did, then you can handle the rest of the bulls.”

I tried to believe him. I wanted to, really I did. But fear gripped me even as my body ached and I lay there, spent on the floor of my pen, my holes dripping incessantly.

The next hour or two were all a blur.

Two more bulls arrived. They explained that, because we’d gotten off schedule my having the first breed me twice, they’d be using me together to speed things up.

“Do you want the endorphin shot?” one of them, a tall, handsome black man asked. His partner was shorter, and olive skinned, but both of their cocks were absolutely beautiful: both about eight or nine inches long, so mercifully smaller than the first, but I had no idea how I would take them again after what my first bull had put me through.

I’ll try to go without, I mooed as I crawled over to them.

“Are you sure? Rick said he really fucked you up. Said he ended up with the wrong hole. We’ll leave your butt alone today…”

I appreciated their consideration. Something I loved about being on the farm was how kind and considerate the men were. They knew they were putting me through hell, through a kind of sexual torture that would kill other women, but they were so sweet about it.

The bulls took me between them and held me gently. The tall one, I felt his cock press into my pussy from behind while the smaller one bent me over and guided my mouth to his cock. In this way, I was skewered between them and they began to thrust into me in turn. First, the taller bull would slam his thick cock into my aching pussy, lubricated by the previous bull’s cum, and that would push me forward, pushing the cock in my mouth down my throat. Then, the one in front of me would thrust into my throat, pushing me back onto the cock in my pussy.

I groaned onto their cocks as they used me. This was far more impersonal than the way the first bull had fucked me. He’d been positively tender. I got the sense that these bulls were on a schedule with the way they fucked me, and even though I gagged onto the cock in my throat and thought I was going to pass out, they didn’t show any mercy.

How would the cum going down my throat affect my milk? I’d have to ask Dr. Crown that when I had a chance to talk to him later. I was curious about all the science behind the way I was getting fucked and I’d at least appreciate an explanation if I was going to be treated like a piece of meat rotating on a spit over a fire!

The smaller bull came first. I felt his cock throb in my mouth, in my throat, and then it was exploding, spilling his rich seed onto my tongue. I gagged at the taste of his pungent, bitter cum. It was almost spicy, in a way, but I obediently swallowed it. I knew that’s what was expected of me, and I was determined to be a good hucow. Determined to please the bulls who bred me.

Soon, the other bull finished in my pussy, but I was so numb, I barely felt it as his cock filled my swollen pink hole. I bet his black cock contrasted nicely with my pink skin, and with the light colored red pubic hair on my mound that I’d shaved into a trim little landing strip before I arrived, but I was too tired to crane around to see it.

“That’ll do it for you today, Marissa,” the tall bull said, patting my ass affectionately. “You’ve put your holes through a lot in the last few days, but they’re still good and tight—that’s a great sign.”

I mooed appreciatively. Even though I was sore and still gagging from the sticky cum in my throat, I liked being praised. I nuzzled my face against the bulls affectionately, against their cocks, and they responded by stroking and patting my head. I beamed. Even if this hadn’t been my favorite fucking, I still liked doing a good job.

I made sure to kiss their cocks on the way out.

Come back and breed me anytime! I mooed. I could tell from the longing looks on their faces that they wanted to stay and go another few rounds with me, but I knew they were on a schedule.

Besides, I was exhausted. I curled up to take a nap, my work for the day done. I figured I’d be milked again before too long, and then I’d be fed, and more napping—it was hard work being a hucow!


Chapter 5


That evening, I awoke to Dr. Crown stepping into my pen. He smiled at me as I crawled over to him. As sense returned to my bleary eyes, I realized how sore my holes all were. Gosh, I’d really been put through the ringer…

“Marissa, how was your first breeding session today?”

I mooed happily. It was the truth. I sat back on my ass and spread my legs to show him my swollen pussy and the dried semen still clinging to it.

“Very good girl. It’s not good to keep you cooped up in this pen all day, though. The other hucows are taking some exercise and grazing outside, so come along.”

I followed him, trotting on my hands and knees, out to the pasture surrounding the barn. It was nearly sunset and the other hucows were wandering about, enjoying the warmth of the dying light on their skin. Some had flopped onto their sides and slept, while others crawled around, chasing one another. I noticed that a few of the bulls were there too, playing with the hucows—throwing things for them to fetch, or simply lying in the grass and letting the hucows worship their bodies. I understood the impulse. I smiled as I noticed one of the bulls from earlier, the tall black bull, with an older hucow on his lap. She bounced lazily, her tits moving in time with her hips as she rode him, while he had his hands back behind his head and was chewing on a stalk of grass. While the hucow rode him, he chatted with another bull, who was in much the same position and had a hucow of his own riding him.

“This is unstructured time, as you can see, Marissa,” Dr. Crown said. “It’s important that you move your legs. Why don’t you try and stand up like a human?”

My lower back twinged at the thought, but I obeyed, shakily rising to my feet. I felt like I’d aged thirty years, only in my back.

“Oh dear,” Dr. Crown said, as he saw me hobble. “I was worried about this.”

I mooed nervously. What’s wrong?

“Your breasts have grown much too fast for the muscles in your back to keep up with. Some back pain is always going to occur in hucows, but we try to minimize it. But a consequence of how well you’ve responded to the medication and treatments is that your breasts have grown much faster than we anticipated.”

That all made sense. They certainly felt huge and swollen. I found myself holding them, touching them and testing their weight as Dr. Crown massaged my lower back, just above my butt, making some hmm-ing noises.

“I think some strength training is likely all you’re going to need. I’m going to pull you from the barn for a week though.”

My eyes widened. But I’d just been coming to like my pen in the barn! I liked how comfortable it was, and how I knew that a cock was never far away from me—how I could expect a nice breeding session daily, whether from Dr. Crown or the bulls or any man who happened to come by…

“I know, it’s not my favorite either, but you’re going to be on bed rest. I’ll have you sent to my personal chambers, so I can keep an eye on you, and I’ll have our strength coach begin sessions with you tomorrow.”

“Yes, doctor,” I said, in human language—I was already feeling more human, standing up, talking about sleeping in a bed, and I wasn’t sure I liked it.

At least this meant I got to spend more time with Dr. Crown.

Dr. Crown guided me to his apartment in a small office building on the farm.

“You wash up,” he told me as I watched him from where I’d flopped on his couch. I was still quite naked and I wondered if he would be mad at me for getting his couch dirty. After all—I was pretty much covered in semen and milk, like any of the other hucows on the farm!

When he mentioned washing up, I guessed that he did, in fact, want me clean and not dirtying up his home. He showed me to the bathroom and ran me a bath in his huge claw-foot tub, and then ducked out to run a few errands before bed time.

As I sank into the hot water, which Dr. Crown had kindly put a variety of medicinal herbs and salts in, I let out a blissful sigh. I felt the ache in my back melt away. My holes burned for a moment, and I felt myself start to tremble as I whimpered, but I realized that was just feeling coming back to them.

I couldn’t believe it—the bath was really repairing my body! It made me feel as though the wear and tear of arriving on the farm hadn’t happened. It made me feel as though my sore swollen body was fresh and I blushed at the thought of being able to give my fresh body to Dr. Crown tonight.

As I enjoyed the bath, I made sure to wash myself, and especially my holes. Dr. Crown had explained that the semen that was most important for my milk production and my hormones was the stuff that was deepest inside of me. Obviously, whatever entered my womb and uterus would have the most effective, but likewise, whatever entered my stomach or intestines via oral and anal sex would be effective too.

All that meant that I could wash off the dried cum clinging to my body without having to worry about it affecting my milk production or setting back my progress.

“But, Marissa, I’m so, so glad you were thinking how to optimize yourself as a hucow,” he said, leaning forward to kiss my forehead. I grinned proudly, and thrust my chest forward, wiggling my breasts to show off how swollen my udders had become.


Chapter 6


After my bath, I donned a bathrobe and went to Dr. Crown’s room to wait for him. The bathrobe was comfy and fluffy and I snuggled into it as I reclined on his bed and watched TV.

This all was perfectly nice but I wanted him to come back. I wanted to have some fun with him before bedtime, now that I was all clean. My pussy was getting wet and tingly just thinking about it but I refrained from touching it. That was for Dr. Crown to play with.

Finally, after several reruns of Law & Order (or, as I’d begun referring to it in my head—Raw and Udder—I’m so funny), Dr. Crown returned. I could tell at an instant that he was tired, and he yawned as he set down his suitcase.

I mooed softly. Was everything okay?

“Everything’s fine, Marissa,” he said, coming over to me in the bedroom. He patted my head as I nuzzled his belly from where I knelt on the bed. He was still wearing his suit beneath his lab coat and I couldn’t wait to get him out of it. “I was just meeting with some donors. The regulatory climate for our milk isn’t the most welcoming, so we’re planning other ways to raise capital until we can get approval to sell your milk in stores.”

My milk. I beamed at the idea. I held my breasts up and out for him, and he flicked one of my swollen nipples. I gasped and then he twisted my nipple, squeezing a creamy dribble of milk out into his hand.

“Maybe you’d be interested in one of our new plans. Agro-tourism is pretty hot right now. Do you know what that is?”

I shook my head. I’d never even heard of it.

“It’s when people go and stay on farms and part of the attraction is getting to see how the farm works, getting to spend time with the animals, having farm fresh food… All of that.”

I nodded. I could kind of see where this was going.

“So, we’re planning on hosting some tourists in cabins on the farm, and allowing them to have a hucow to themselves while they’re here. I think it would be especially popular for bachelor parties, but also for couples who want to try something new to spice up their lives. Would you like to be one of the hucows we rent out?”

My eyes widened. This sounded like such a fun idea! I imagined a group of frat boys passing me around at night, and then milking me in the morning for breakfast after their partying. I could suck away their hang overs as I blew them beneath the table while they ate omelettes made with my milk. What a wonderful idea!

I nodded eagerly and mooed in delight. Dr. Crown grinned.

“Wonderful. I knew you’d be interested. I’ll have you be one of the first hucows available to rent for our agro-tourists. Now, show me your holes so I can see how well you’ve washed yourself.”

I blushed and obeyed. First, I spread my thighs and let Dr. Crown examine my pussy, spreading my lips and peering inside.

“Excellent. Well done. Not a trace of dried semen. Now, turn over.”

I obeyed again and got onto my belly. Then, I got onto my hands and knees, assuming the position I took for getting fucked from behind. I knew what he wanted to see and he clucked his tongue approvingly as he spread my ass cheeks.

“A bit leftover here. Wait one moment.”

He disappeared back into the bathroom and came back with a warm, wet washcloth.

“Hold still, Marissa. Your rectum is badly swollen from all the use it’s had in the last two days, and I don’t want to hurt you.”

Contrary to hurting, the sensation of Dr. Crown’s warm washcloth on my butt was actually wonderful! I sighed happily as he gently cleaned me, spreading my hole and pushing the rough warmth inside. I whimpered and I realized my pussy was positively dripping from this attention. I blushed so hard from the embarrassment. I was just being cleaned—there wasn’t anything naughty about this, was there?

“There,” Dr. Crown said proudly as he finished up. “Clean as a whistle. Would you like to see?”

Yes, I mooed shyly. I wasn’t sure what he was going to do and then I noticed him taking out his smartphone. He snapped a quick picture of my spread butt, and then showed it to me.

This was especially embarrassing for some reason. I could see just how wet my pussy was getting in the picture. My swollen pussy lips were quite clearly glistening with arousal and you could tell from their pinkness that they were flush with desire.

That fact, apparently, wasn’t lost on Dr. Crown.

I felt his hot breath on my pussy and then his tongue as he licked me. This was such a humiliating position to be in. I felt so vulnerable like this, having his mouth right on my needy hole.

“Your flavor is developing nicely. We can get a sense of how your hormones have changed by the flavor of your secretions.”

I whimpered as Dr. Crown licked me again, teasing my clit and then taking my pussy lips into his mouth, tugging and biting at them. I gasped—this felt so incredibly good. When he pressed two fingers inside of me and curled them, making a come-hither motion to almost scratch as my pussy walls, I let out a shriek of pleasure.

Sorry, I mooed. It feels so good.

“Don’t apologize,” Dr. Crown said gently as he fingered me. “It’s important that you enjoy being manually stimulated, especially if you’re going to be representing us to the public.”

I nodded, my cheeks still burning as Dr. Crown continued to make that come-hither motion. Something was happening inside of me—I felt like I was about to explode—and I shrieked, my pussy erupting and squirting all over Dr. Crown!

Sorry! I mooed, covering my face with my hands. I couldn’t believe it—I’d never squirted before in my life!

“Nothing to apologize for, Marissa,” Dr. Crown said chuckling. I heard him undressing behind me and then I felt his hands in my hair. He pulled hard and I gasped as his cock penetrated me.

Honestly, compared to the huge cocks I’d had earlier that day, Dr. Crown wasn’t nearly so large. He was smaller than my second two bulls, but he’d still be pretty big for most men. For me, it was just perfect—I felt myself all but melting onto his cock as he rode me.

“Do you think you’d be all right with members of the public using you like this, Marissa? Our agro-tourists or, perhaps, corporate or legislative guests? I think if we could just get you in front of some of the legislative staff of the most recalcitrant legislators, we might be able to make some real change.”

As he spoke, Dr. Crown slammed his cock into me, burying it deep in my well-used pussy. The bath had done a lot to revive me, but the old soreness was coming back as he fucked me—not that I minded. I mooed and moaned, offering myself to him as he fucked me.

“You’d need to be all right with members of the public drinking from you too,” Dr. Crown said, grasping my tits from behind as he rode me. I moaned in pleasure at the idea—my fantasy about the frat brothers drinking my milk after breeding me was still fresh in my mind.

With a moan, Dr. Crown came, filling my womb with his sticky seed. I sighed as he pulled out of me and curled up on the bed, his semen dripping out of my fertile hole.

Before going to sleep, Dr. Crown milked my udders into a glass he’d set aside for the occasion. We shared that glass of my milk and I felt myself already growing sleepy by the time we’d finished it. Dr. Crown kissed me on the forehead once more and climbed into bed, while I lay at his feet—ready to serve him at a moment’s notice.

To be continued in Part 4 of Creamy Meadows Hucow Farm! Make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with all the creamy action!
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Prologue


My name is Marissa Chambers. I’m nineteen-years-old. And I needed cash for school. Fast. I didn’t want to keep relying on my poor, working class father, who raised me by himself after my mom passed away. Fortunately, I found a strange job ad that really spoke to me, for a place called Creamy Meadows Farm. I got an interview and it was pretty exciting: the doctor who runs the farm, Dr. Crown, gave me a medication that makes my breasts start to lactate, and then when things got hot and heavy, he had his way with me!

After that, I was sold on working for the farm. I signed a contract and before I knew it, I was being transported to the farm. The drivers had a whole lot of fun with me too, milking me and fucking my holes… I can’t wait to see what else is in store for me on this hucow farm! I’m determined to be the best hucow I can be this summer!

My first morning on the farm, I woke up to a kindly dairy worker coming by to check on me. He decided to use me when he saw I was new, and said my milk was developing nicely. Dr. Crown confirmed that when he came by to check on me too. He gave me a humiliating medical exam, tasted my milk, and… well… he fucked me again, of course.

Next, I had a chance to be bred by the bulls who work on the farm—they’re big, muscular studs with GIANT cocks! They drank my milk, and fucked my holes till they were sore and swollen, filling me up with their seed. I’ve never felt so fertile and slutty in my life…

After that, Dr. Crown was so proud of me, but he saw that I had been working extra hard. He let me take a little break, and brought me back to his apartment, where he could gently breed me and sample my creamy udders. He was pleased with how well my milk production is coming along, and how healthy and tasty my milk is becoming—pretty soon, it’ll be good enough to sell, he told me!

But there are some regulatory barriers to that plan, and Dr. Crown asked if I’d be interested in a new way of making money for the farm: renting me out to tourists who come to stay on the farm. I was immediately excited by the plan. I want to do whatever I can to help the farm and help Dr. Crown. I love being a hucow, and my new slutty purpose in life is to let everyone sample my delicious milk, or breed me. The world needs hucows like me!

In fact, Dr. Crown even mentioned something about trying to get me in front of congressional staff so they can see just how fun and tasty my milk is… I wonder when that’ll happen?

Read all about my adventures up til this point in Part 1, Part 2, and Part 3! And if you’re liking these stories, make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with each new installment.


Chapter 1


Soon, my life settled into a steady rhythm on the hucow farm. Every morning, I was fed and examined. Usually, this meant that Dr. Crown came by and sampled my milk, gripping and groping my tits to squeeze out the creamy essence into a glass. He would taste it himself, first, and then allow me to taste it. Then, he would save the rest of the sample and take it back to his lab to analyze its nutritional content.

“One of the selling points of our product,” he explained to me. “Will be how much healthier this milk is than the stuff on the shelves now in the store.”

I mooed softly to him. How was it healthier?

He patted my head, stroking my ginger hair as I nuzzled into his hand affectionately. I loved how he took care of me, how he touched me. I loved everything about the kindly doctor, but I especially loved when he took it upon himself to breed me. He didn’t do it every morning—some days, he was simply too busy—but most mornings, he at least allowed me to use my mouth on his turgid cock, if not offering him my pussy or my ass.

Some days, when I was particularly lucky, he got to enjoy all three. I think it goes without saying that those days were my favorite.

“Well, think about it,” he said, placing his hand beneath my chin and tilting my face up to look at him. “You’re a hucow—that means you’re biologically human, even if we’re using you as a cow. Wouldn’t it make sense for milk that comes from humans to be healthier for humans than milk that comes from other animals?”

I hadn’t thought about that.

“Milk that comes from fertile human females has all sorts of nutrients, and other beneficial compounds that we’re only just beginning to understand.” He reached down to tweak my nipple, twisting and tugging, letting a bit of milk drip out. “That’s a good girl. Your nipples are swollen, but now too bad—they’ve really toughened up, haven’t they?”

I nodded eagerly. My first week or so at the farm, in retrospect, was particularly rough. I was sore all the time, and everywhere: my breasts ached from having grown so huge and so full of milk in such a short period of time, and my nipples were swollen and chafed from that effect too, but also from the constant attention they got in the form of suckling and milking. And then, on top of that, there was the breeding…

Oh, the breeding.

I loved being bred. Really, I did. I loved being useful. I loved the feeling of a huge cock filling me up, first with flesh and then with sticky, hot seed. I loved the anticipation, first of the pleasure and pain of being used, and then of the possibility of growing a baby in my belly. I knew that the primary purpose of being bred daily was to improve my milk, but I couldn’t help but feel a warm sense of fulfillment with each rock hard cock that exploded deep inside of me.

That having been said, it was rough. It hurt. Especially the bulls. I’d gotten better at taking them, but it was still a mind-bending experience of pleasure and pain each time they let themselves into my pen, wicked grins on their handsome faces, and passed me around, using me as I sobbed, ripping orgasms from my pathetic, whimpering, squirming body.

Afterwards, they were gentle, kissing me all over, telling me how beautiful and sexy I was. Sometimes, if they had time, they even licked my sore pussy, flicking my clit, and bringing me to orgasm again, but this time without a massive cock stretching me apart at the seams. But usually, they were on a schedule, and had just enough time to pat my head, kiss me goodbye, and head off to the next girl, leaving me to curl up in a ball, my holes aching, as I heard the passionate screams of ecstasy and agony in the pen next to me.

That’s why the nights when Dr. Crown brought me into his room with him were so special. I don’t know if he did this with the other girls, and frankly, I didn’t really want to know. In my mind, I was special. A better hucow than any of the other girls.

The best hucow. That’s what I wanted to be. And that’s why I gritted my teeth, bit my lip, moaned and screamed through the breeding, and allowed the bulls to do what they wanted with me.

“You’re really remarkable, Marissa,” Dr. Crown told me one evening as he bent me over his desk. His cock was buried in my fertile little pussy and he had a hand in my hair, pulling hard and forcing me to arch my back as he thrust into me. For a regular man, he had a pretty sizable cock, and maybe it would have hurt, with how rough he was being, if I hadn’t gotten used to being bred by the bulls. Now, this sort of treatment felt like a pleasant break from my usual work. “Your milk production has increased faster than any hucow we’ve ever had, and you’re able to take more breedings than any summer intern we’ve ever had to top it all off. You’re able to take breedings at a level we usually only see with our year-round hucows.”

I beamed. I could see myself in a mirror across Dr. Crown’s office, and I saw my flushed sweaty face grinning, even as tears of pleasure and pain streamed down my cheeks. My swollen breasts were crushed beneath me, but they’d become so large that they propped up my chest and made it harder to arch how Dr. Crown liked me to. Nonetheless, I’d been stretching and limbering up my lower back—mostly so my newly huge breasts wouldn’t cause chronic degeneration in my lower vertebrae, but also so anyone who wanted to breed me could put me in whatever position they desired.

Dr. Crown groaned and I knew from past experience that this kind of groan—hungry and husky and passionate—meant he was going to cum soon. I felt his hands tighten in my hair and then suddenly pull me, as his cock slid out of my wetness.

Suddenly, I was dragged around to face his cock, and it bounced in front of my face, dripping with my own juices. I could quite literally smell myself on him, smell the fragrant, sour scent of my dripping cunt. I didn’t hesitate in the slightest.

I opened my mouth wide and engulfed Dr. Crown’s cock. I swallowed it as best I could, letting it ease down my throat. My gag reflex had mostly disappeared over the last two weeks, and I only felt a slight catch in the back of my throat as my eyes began to water. The moment passed, however, and I allowed Dr. Crown’s cock to slide down my throat, burying my face in his pubic hair, inhaling his masculine scent as his cock exploded in my throat.

The hormones from male semen increase the quality of milk production, Dr. Crown had always told me, as well as the gross volume of that production. He, like the other bulls on the farm, took additional supplements to further improve the concentration of those hormones. The most important part of being bred was simply that the semen get inside me, somehow, someway. It could get into my pussy or into my digestive tract via my anus or my throat, but so long as my body sensed the presence of the hormones, it would increase milk production in response.

Dr. Crown once opined that likely it had something to do with mucous membranes, and commented that injections of semen directly into my nose might have a similar effect. I’m glad he didn’t pursue that possibility, though. I much preferred receiving my multiple daily injections of semen through the usual, convention means.

I swallowed Dr. Crown’s cum eagerly, and swirled my tongue around his cock as it softened slightly. I gripped his cock with my lips, curling my tongue around my teeth to prevent accidental biting, and I milked him, all the while gently stroking his balls. Dr. Crown stroked my head, scratching me affectionately as I worked the last bits of cum out of his mouth.

“That’s a good girl, Marissa,” he said with a heavy sigh. “It’s been a long day. I needed that.”

I smiled up at him, my lips still dripping with cum. I was just happy to be useful!


Chapter 2


“Marissa, remember that thing I mentioned to you the other week, about renting you out to groups who’ll come and stay on the farm?”

I was bent over, with both of my udders—that’s how I’d begun to think of my oversized, swollen breasts—dangling into funnels that fed into jugs. Dr. Crown gripped my breasts firmly, milking them, and I watched in amazement as my creamy essence filled the jugs.

Of course, this felt pleasurable, and I found myself blushing the more he milked me. It always turned me on. Not only the pleasure of feeling someone milk my nipples, touching them and stroking and groping my chest, but the feeling of release. The relief from the build up of intense pressure inside my breasts. I’d snuck my hand down to my pussy and I was touching myself, stroking my lips and clit and whimpering the whole time. I hoped that Dr. Crown would notice what a state I was in and finish me off with his cock, pounding me till I came in ecstasy.

I mooed softly in response to his question. I did indeed remember!

“We’ve got a group coming tomorrow. Do you think you’d be up to serving them?”

I gasped—the idea gave me as much pleasure as my fingers on my clit did. I nodded.

Absolutely, Doctor! I mooed softly. Dr. Crown smiled.

“That’s a good girl. Now, you’re going to need to be able to speak like a human for them. You’ve only been mooing with us here on the farm, and that’s fine. You can moo a bit with them, but they’ll need to be able to ask you questions. You’re going to be like a maid for them while they’re here—not only will they milk you and feed on you, and not only will they breed you at their leisure, but you’re going to cook for them and clean up after them, and generally be available for any needs they have.”

I struggled, but succeeded, in forming human words with my mouth that had, in the last few weeks, become unused to normal human speech: “Yes, doctor. I absolutely can. Moo…”

I blushed. That last moo just slipped out.

“Some mooing is perfectly all right, Marissa,” Dr. Crown repeated. “It’s only that you’ll need to be able to give them any information they need. If necessary, you could type on a tablet or a smartphone, but it would be most efficient if you could speak.”

I nodded. Of course, it would be, but I found myself more comfortable mooing. I knew this was one of the side-effects of the medication that I was on, the treatments intended to stimulate my lactation. For whatever reason—I’m not sure even Dr. Crown knew—it made your jaw and vocal cords a little sluggish, and it took concentration to form actual words. Otherwise, the words usually came out as some kind of moo.

Around the farm, that wasn’t a big deal. Anyone who had experience dealing with us hucows could understand us without any trouble. In the last week, I’d even begun to understand the mooing of the other hucows, and not just my own. But visitors likely wouldn’t understand, so I resolved to practice my speaking before the guests arrived.

Dr. Crown wiped my nipples clean and dry once the jugs were filled. He stored one away in the mini-fridge in his apartment on the farm—I took pleasure in noting that there were no other jugs in there, only mine!--and then poured us both glasses from the jug he kept out.

My creamy milk was thick and fragrant, with a sweet and sour scent to it. We cheers’d with our glasses and both drank deeply from the fruits of my body. Gosh, but it tasted wonderful—almost like a thin yogurt, with a gentle grassiness and almost spiciness to it. These notes were new, and I couldn’t get enough. I downed my glass quickly, letting the milk dribble down my chin and neck onto my breasts, onto the udders that produced the milk, and then I held out my glass for another round.

Dr. Crown just smiled.

“You really enjoy drinking your own milk, don’t you, Marissa?” he said proudly and poured me more. “You can have as much as you like. You know, I’m not supposed to tell you this, but your milk is quickly becoming one of the favorites among the bulls. And of course, they all love to breed you.”

I giggled, smiling broadly into my new cup of milk as I drank. There were fifteen bulls on the farm, and three of them bred me each weekday. Weekend breedings were a bit more sporadic—sometimes, Dr. Crown would breed me, or sometimes he would bring other workers or farmers in to have a go at me.

I enjoyed these breedings most of all. I loved the handsome blue-collar men who came into my pen on the weekend to enjoy me. Were their cocks as large as the bulls’? Of course not! Were they as young and muscular? Definitely no. But they were kind and gentle with me and I could tell that it was a real treat for them, getting to fuck a busty young hucow. Some of them would comment that they had daughters my age and I would just grin back up at them as I spread my legs or my lips, showing them all the fun they could have with me.

Now, these men usually didn’t have the stamina the bulls did, and so they’d tire themselves out after one or two rounds. Then, they usually liked to have me sit on their laps and feed them directly from my udders while they played with my pussy.

I liked this best of all. My pussy, freshly fucked and dripping seed, in their strong, callused hands, while their lips suckled at my nipples and drank my milk like a baby. They didn’t get any attention from their wives, these men. Their spouses used them as little more than a paycheck, and they didn’t have a lot to look forward to in life.

Except me. I was happy to make their lives a little bit more fun. To give them something to look forward to at the end of the week.

They always kissed me all over and told me how beautiful I was, how they wanted to run away with me and give me a beautiful new life and I’d just giggle and moo for them. Sometimes, if they were tired, I’d climb into their laps and let their hardening cocks slide inside of me, doing all the work for them, maybe even gripping my own udders to squeeze milk into their mouths as I rode them, until they finally came once more inside of me, filling my womb up with their grateful cum.

But this weekend would be different. This weekend, I’d be entertaining new guests.

After Dr. Crown brought me back to my pen, I lay down in my pile of hay and began to practice my human speech: “Hello, my name is Marissa. I’m nineteen years old and I’m your Hucow…”


Chapter 3


I awoke bright and early that weekend to prepare for the arrival of my guests. Dr. Crown came to collect me at my pen, but I was already awake, sitting obediently and submissively on my heels with a big grin on my face when he stepped into the barn.

“Glad you’re already up, Marissa,” he said, and I followed him on my hands and knees out of the pen and down the central corridor of the barn. The other hucows were all still asleep, but of course they were—they didn’t have an important new job that weekend like I did.

Dr. Crown helped me up into the golf cart he’d brought around to transport me, and I sat in the back, behind him, as we drove through the dewy farm. After a few minutes, we entered the forest on the edge of the farm and I marveled at the change in scenery. I’d only seen the farm for the last few weeks, and I had no idea there was a forest around here!

I mooed my surprise to Dr. Crown.

“Ah, yes, we have a bit more property and land here than you would have seen. For example, here we are—the lake cabins is where you’ll be this weekend.”

There was a lake?!

We rounded a bend in the forest and came out on a small lake, glittering in the early morning summer sun. There were four cabins, spaced out around the lake, and Dr. Crown drove me to the nearest one.

“We’ve only got four cabins right now, because we’re just starting this program,” he said by way of an explanation. “We wanted them nicely spread out so that the guests can have privacy. I think it’s important for their experience that they get to enjoy the cabin and their hucow as they like, without the fear of being judged by prying eyes.”

I found myself blushing in anticipation at this thought. Yes, it all made sense—the guests would get to use me as they pleased. They could be rough with me or they could be gentle with me. They could keep me up all night, using me in turn, or keep me tied up as a milk dispenser. The mere thought alone made me excited.

The cabin I was assigned to was on the north side of the lake, so it looked south. It was empty when I arrived, and Dr. Crown gave me a quick tour. It was far more luxurious than I expected, with a hot tub out back, access to the lake via a small pier, and a giant chef’s kitchen.

“There are five small bedrooms,” Dr. Crown told me as he showed me each room in turn, and then the three bathrooms—one full bathroom with a tub and shower, and then half-baths. He brought me back to the living room and I climbed up onto the couch, as he instructed. “Your guests are five fraternity brothers from a local college, celebrating a birthday together.”

What if it were my college?! My face burned with excitement and embarrassment as Dr. Crown explained the situation.

“They emphasized in their rental form that they planned to be using you sexually and nutritionally this week. They didn’t seem concerned about having you keep the cabin tidy, but we’d appreciate it if you did anyway.”

I nodded. I was still blushing hard at the thought of young men I potentially knew seeing me like this, but I didn’t give any other overt indication that I was thinking about it. I was a professional hucow and I would do my job. And if they happened to know me, well, I’d roll with it. I wasn’t ashamed of what I was now. I was having fun, and I’d do everything I could to make sure they had fun too.

Suddenly, I heard voices outside. Raucous laughter. Male voices.

“That should be them now!” Dr. Crown said cheerily.


Chapter 4


I knelt in a submissive position as the fraternity brothers trooped in. They were all tall, handsome, between twenty and twenty-two, I guessed. They were rough-housing, jostling one another, but that all came to a halt when they saw me.

“Welcome, gentleman,” Dr. Crown said.

“Holy shit,” one of the frat boys said. “It was real. There’s really a girl here.”

“And she’s naked,” another one of them added.

“This is Marissa,” Dr. Crown said, and proudly laid a hand on my head. “She’s a new hucow—that’s human cow for short—on the farm, but she’s one of our most promising girls. Say hello to the boys, Marissa.”

I beamed and let loose my practiced introduction:

“Hi there! My name is Marissa. I’m nineteen-years-old and I’ll be your hucow for the weekend. You can do whatever you want to me, so I hope you’ll breed me and enjoy my tasty milk.”

The boys gawked at me. I felt a blush spreading out over my whole body.

“I can’t believe this is real,” one of them said. Then, he stepped forward. “My name is Dan. Pleasure to meet you, Marissa.”

I mooed softly. The boys introduced themselves in turn: Harry, Kyle, Mark, Henry. It was Henry’s birthday—he had just turned twenty-one. The others were already twenty-one and wanted to put together a party he’d never forget.

“Henry should get Marissa first,” Mark said, though I could see him looking at me hungrily. “Since it’s his birthday and all.”

“I’ll leave you all to it. When in doubt, it’s likely Marissa can take care of whatever you’d like—don’t be shy about asking her to do anything and everything.”

To test this out, Dan stepped forward and tilted my chin up. I smiled at him and then he slid his fingers into my mouth.

Dr. Crown let himself out while the boys all crowded around, watching in amazed silence. Dan just pushed his fingers into my mouth, and then down my throat. I continued smiling at him, as best I could with his fingers in my mouth, as I began to choke and my eyes began to water.

“She’s not fighting me or anything,” he said, finally letting up and sliding his hand slicked with my spit out of my mouth. “She just… took it.”

“I’ve been trained to take whatever you can throw at me,” I said sweetly. My mouth still felt sluggish and that “me” at the end of the sentence came out more like a “moo.” “So don’t hold back.”

“Are your boobs so big because they’re full of milk?” Kyle asked. I smiled and nodded.

“Would you like to try some?” I asked, beaming at all the boys, but then I decided to focus on Henry, since it was his birthday. I lifted one of my boobs, gripping it tight and squeezing, milking down towards the nipple as I gestured for him to take me in his mouth.

He hesitated for a second, blushing, and then leaned down, his mouth capturing my nipple as he began to suckle. I sighed in unabashed pleasure. I stroked his head gently, running my fingers through his dirty blonde hair as he suckled, the relief of my heavy tits emptying into his mouth spreading through me.

“She’s, like, gushing into my mouth,” Henry said, standing up and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “She tastes really good. It’s really light and sweet… I’ve never had milk like this.”

Now all the boys wanted a try. They picked me up and sat me on the couch, and took turned, suckling at my breasts while I sighed, draping my arms around their shoulders. Kyle reached between my legs and I giggled and spread them for the boys to see.

“And we can, um, fuck you and everything?” Henry asked. I could see the bulge in his jeans, and it matched the bulges in all the other boys’ pants.

“Only if you finish inside me,” I said with a wink. Henry’s eyes widened.

“My girlfriend never lets me…”

“The hormones in your semen are really healthy for girls like me,” I said, giving my boobs a squeeze to illustrate my point. “A hucow’s body craves the hormones in male semen. That’s why we call it breeding.”

“What if you get, you know, preggers?” Harry asked, looking up from the nipple that had just been in his mouth a moment before. Kyle was still pushing his fingers inside me and I gasped slightly when I felt his nails nip at my inner walls as he roughly explored my cunt.

“There are a variety of paths forward there. We generally don’t worry about that, but some girls do become mothers. That only improves the quality of your milk.”

“Is there anything that’s off limits?” Henry asked. “I mean, like… can we—uh—fuck your butt?”

“Of course!” I mooed cheerfully, and then repeated in human language. “Of course! I’m used to being bred anally, so you should feel free to try out any of my holes.”

Kyle snickered. “Henry’s girlfriend doesn’t let him do that either.”

“She says it hurts too much,” Henry said with a shrug. Then, he turned his attention back to me: “Does it hurt you?”

I shrugged.

“I don’t mind the pain. If you’re afraid of hurting me, I assure you, I can almost definitely take it.” Then, I gestured towards my pussy. “Look, I’m getting wet just thinking of giving you all my asshole.”

“Holy fuck, this is too good to be real,” Mark said with a sigh. “Henry, take her to your room and fuck her so we can all have a go next.”

“Um, yeah,” Henry said, barely containing his excitement. He held out his hand and I took it, but then I handed him the leash attached to my collar, which Dr. Crown had put on me before I left.

“If it’s all right, you can lead me around like this,” I said. “The weight of my breasts makes standing up on two feet a little painful on my lower back, so I try to do that as little as possible. Of course, I can stand up to cook for you boys this weekend or clean or anything else, but when I’m not doing that…”

“Sure!” Henry said, obviously not minding my request. He tugged the leash and I tumbled off the couch, and starting crawling, leading him too the bedroom.


Chapter 5


Once we got inside the bedroom and Henry shut the door, I sat back on my heels, awaiting further instruction. He set down his duffel bag and stared at me, fidgeting, nervous. I decided I’d better take the lead, if only for a moment, until he felt at ease.

“Would you like me to get up on the bed?” I asked. “Or perhaps I could use my mouth on you?”

“Um… Yeah, let’s get in bed. On the bed. You know what I mean,” he stuttered. And then, as I climbed up onto the bed, I felt him grab my ass cheeks, spreading my butt wide as he stared at my exposed holes.

I let out a soft gasp of pleasure as I felt him touch me, first my pussy and then my asshole.

“Um, this is a weird question,” he said suddenly. “But do we go to college together?”

He mentioned a class I had taken the previous semester and I was glad I had my face turned away from him because I was blushing something awful.

“Um, yeah,” I murmured, just as nervous as he was, suddenly. My professional, hucow façade was slipping and I grew nervous. I found myself playing with my hair and suddenly incredibly aware of how exposed I was to him. How he touching my tender pussy and my tight asshole, treating me like I was an object and not a living, breathing, thinking girl. “I took that class. I guess, uh, I go to your school, during the year.”

“Wow,” Henry said, and I felt his hands drop away as he sat with this knowledge. Then, he slapped my ass. Hard. I yelped. “Sorry, was that too hard? I—”

“No!” I cried and giggled. I was honestly grateful he had done it. It had broken the tension in the room. “No, I liked it! I was just surprised, was all.”

“My girlfriend doesn’t like when I try and spank her. And she doesn’t do butt stuff at all. And she doesn’t like to give me head.” Henry laughed, a slight hesitant tone in his voice. “Honestly, she doesn’t really seem to like having sex with me at all… I mean, don’t get her wrong, I love her and everything, but if she knew what I was doing here…”

“It’ll be our little secret,” I said, turning around, the weight of my breasts pulling me forward. I opened my arms wide and Henry came to me, embracing me, and taking one of my nipples into his mouth. “I don’t really want anyone to find out I’m a hucow anyway. This is just a summer internship.”

Henry’s lips smacked as he sucked at my aching tits.

“Well, cool,” he said smiling. “I guess we can keep each other’s secrets.”

I held out my pinky and he looped his around mine.

“Promise,” I said, and leaned forward to kiss him. Suddenly, he was on top of me, kissing me hard and sloppy, all but drooling on my mouth.

“You’re so fucking hot, Marissa… You should come by the frat house next year…”

“Maybe I will…” I moaned into the kiss as he groped my tits, milk dripping all over his fingers. He lapped it up like a cat and I stroked his hair affectionately as he did.

And then, before I knew it, he was kicking off his jeans and taking off his shirt. He was lean but muscled—he hadn’t had any of the hormone enhancements that the bulls had so I knew he wouldn’t look anything like them, but I was pleased by how handsome he was. And his cock was pretty nice too—seven or so inches, I would guess, and throbbing with obvious desire.

I was about to grab it and ask him where he wanted me first but he pinned me to the bed, forcing my legs apart roughly with his knees, and smashed his cock into my pussy. I arched my back, moaning at the sudden incursion.

“Is that okay? I’m not too big for you?”

“You’re pretty big, but I think I can handle it,” I said with a gasp. It was more the suddenness than anything else that caught me off guard. By now, I was used to taking much, much bigger cocks. Maybe in my old life, Henry’s cock would have hurt, but now, it simply felt delicious. “Does it hurt your girlfriend?”

“I think so. She always wants me to use lube when we fuck and she just lies there and grimaces…” Henry said as he began to thrust into me, gripping my tits as he rutted into my hole. Taking a cue from that, I squirmed beneath him, bucking my hips against his and he grinned. “She doesn’t move around and seem to like it like you do.”

“I love it,” I moan. “Your cock is perfect. It’s getting so deep inside of me.”

Henry moaned in turn, leaning down to kiss my neck, biting my tender flesh. I grunted happily in response and let out an involuntary moo as he picked up the pace of his thrusts and then, suddenly, came. I felt his cock spasm inside of me, pumping, and a truly massive load filled my hole.

“S-sorry,” he murmured. “I was pretty backed up and you’re just so sexy, I came so fast…”

“I take it as a compliment,” I assured him with a kiss as he slid out. I reached down to play with the cream pie, spreading my pussy as he grabbed his phone.

“Can I take a picture?”

“Sure!” I said without thinking. Well, I trusted Henry not to spread it around. And besides, I was to give the boys whatever they wanted this weekend…

He took what seemed like dozens of pictures of my dripping pussy, many close-up. He played with me, spreading me, flicking my clit as I gasped, and letting the cum drip into my asshole. I felt more exposed than I had for a long time—I thought I’d really built up thick skin, but I found myself getting bashful as he lavished so much attention on my pussy.

“I’m just gonna’ share them with the other guys. It’s, uh, a frat thing. We’re all gonna’ take pictures of you after we cum in you and share them, but they won’t get outside the frat.”

“That’s sweet,” I said. “I like the idea of you guys looking at me after this weekend.”

“Yeah, maybe next year back at school, you could come over to the frat house and see them…”

“Oh yeah? But then you guys might get horny and expect me to serve you. Like this.”

I rolled over on my belly and slid towards Henry. I grabbed his sloppy, flaccid cock and took it in my mouth, tasting the mingling of our juices. In particular, I found his cum more bitter and salty than what I was used to tasting on the farm—I wondered what in his diet made it that way? I guess that was the result of the usual college guy diet. Lots of salty foods, lots of meat, lots of booze.

“Fuck,” Henry groaned as his cock hardened in my mouth. He gripped my hair hard as he forced himself into my mouth, fucking my face, fucking his cock down my throat. “Yeah, I mean, we could all use you while we look at your pussy…”

Sounds like fun, I tried to say, but with my mouth and throat full of cock, it just came out as enthusiastic moaning. Still, Henry seemed to understand the gesture and grinned in return as he piloted his hips into my face.

“You, like, don’t have a gag reflex, huh?”

I shook my head on his cock. He slid his shaft out of my mouth, newly hardened, and I was delighted by how my spit clung to his throbbing, turgid dick, a rope of spit leading back to my lips.

“Not really,” I said. “I did when I came to the farm, but I’ve gradually lost it.”

Henry’s eyes widened.

“Because you suck so many dicks?”

I shrugged.

“Breeding can occur in the mouth, too.”

“And the butt too, right?”

I nodded. “You mentioned your girlfriend doesn’t like anal. Would you like to breed my ass right now?”

“Oh my god, yes,” he exclaimed as I got on my hands and knees and arched my ass up into the air, spreading my cheeks. “Don’t we need lube or something?”

“Your cock is already pretty slippery. Just spit in my asshole and put it in,” I instructed. “I’ll make the other boys use lubricant, but as a birthday present for you, you can just take me like this.”

Of course, if the other boys wanted my ass without lube, I’d give it to them, but I wanted Henry to feel special, and when I glanced over his shoulder to see him pressing his cock against the entrance to my rectum, I saw from the huge grin on his handsome face that he was pleased beyond words.

I’d never really taken it in the ass at this point without proper lubricant, and while his cock slid into me relatively easily, I realized right away that this would hurt. Even though I was used to taking much bigger cocks, without lubricant, friction rapidly developed between my asshole and his cock. To make matters worse for me, this seemed to be particularly pleasurable for Henry, which only inspired him to slam into my ass with reckless abandon.

I hung my head and sobbed in pain and pleasure, pushing back against him. I was determined to do a good job, even if it hurt.

“Are—are you okay, Marissa?”

Overcome in the moment, I mooed yes. Henry seemed to understand and, perhaps inspired by my response, reached for my milky breasts, gripping them hard as he smashed into my ass, tearing it apart. The burning deep in my guts ached and I felt like I was being fucked harder and rougher than the bulls ever took me.

And, god, Henry had stamina. Now that he’d cum once, he seemed able to pound into me indefinitely. He slapped my ass and pulled my hair as he rode me, and I felt dominated in a way I never quite felt with the bulls or even Dr. Crown. I felt torn and hurt and destroyed, and I loved it. I wanted more.

“Harder,” I managed to moan. “Break my ass!”

Henry obeyed, placing a leg up on the bed to really pound not just into me, but down, and I felt like I was being skewered on a spit, impaled and penetrated. I gritted my teeth, doing my best to take it, doing my best not to sob too much, but the pain was so intense, and with it, the pleasure.

“Henry, I’m going to cum!” I announced when my orgasm snuck up on me. I only occasionally came from anal, but the intensity of this fucking, and the humiliation of it being doled out to me by a boy from my school, easily forced me over the edge. Soon, the pleasure outshone the pain as endorphins flooded my body, and I felt like I might black out as I trembled and spasmed beneath Henry.

That only inspired him to fuck me harder and faster, pounding me into the bed, pounding me so hard that it crushed my tits against the bed spread, squeezing milk out of them and soaking the comforter. I guessed I’d be washing that once we were done here—oh well!

“Fuck, Marissa, you’re incredible!” Henry moaned and I felt his cock explode inside me for a second time, his hot cum invading the abrasions on the inside of my asshole, burning me as his seed spilled into me. “We’re all gonna’ fuck your ass this weekend!”

Oh, god, they were, weren’t they? I’d just let Henry ruin my ass and now I’d have to give it to all the other frat boys, let them do the same to me if they wanted. I sobbed in pleasure, and also, fear and anticipation of the delicious pain and humiliation that awaited me.

Finally, we both came down from our orgasms. Henry slumped against me, his cock softening inside my ass, but still inside me, as my muscles had tightened up around him and held him there as he lay on top of me, breathing heavily.

“Marissa… That was incredible…” he whispered, and kissed the back of my neck. “Your body is amazing. I can’t believe you just took me in your ass like that!”

Honestly, I couldn’t believe it either.


Chapter 6


Henry took me by the leash attached to my collar and led me back into the living room. My legs were shaking and I was trembling, my massive udders swinging and dripping milk beneath me as I went. My cheeks burned with embarrassment and excitement that the boys were going to see me freshly fucked. My ass and pussy were both still full of cum and I felt the sticky remains of Henry’s seed dripping down my legs.

“Guys, she’s fucking amazing,” Henry announced. I smiled, proud that he enjoyed me so much. “I absolutely destroyed her asshole. Look at it.”

The boys crowded around as Henry spread my ass.

“Damn, you really wrecked it. Now no one else can use it, dude,” Dan said, with a note of disappointment in his voice.

“You can use it,” I chimed in. “I don’t mind.”

“Seriously? It’s all swollen and red.”

“She was moaning like crazy when I fucked her back there. I think she likes it rough.”

“Is that right, Marissa?” Harry said, and gave my ass a hard slap. “Do you like it rough?”

Blushing, I nodded.

“I like it however you want to give it to me… But I definitely don’t mind it rough…”

“And check this out,” Henry continued. “She goes to our school! We can keep fucking her next year!”

“Holy shit,” Mark exclaimed. “This is the perfect little slut.”

“I don’t want to fuck her next year, I want to fuck her now,” Kyle said. He picked me up and I gave a soft yelp as he cradled me in his muscular arms. “I’m going to stick her in the sink and wash Henry’s splooge out of her.”

“Good idea,” Harry and the others agreed. I blushed as I let him treat me like an object, sticking my ass in the sink and then turning on the water. He switched it to the spray hose setting and then directed the spray right onto my pussy. I let out a squeal.

“That’s cold!” I cried.

“Sorry, sorry—let me turn it up.” He changed the temperature and after another few seconds of freezing cold water turning my pussy into a cuntcicle, it warmed up and started feeling really nice. I let out a happy moan as Mark pressed the spray right onto my clit.

“You like that, huh?” he remarked as he gripped one of my udders, watching with fascination as milk leaked out onto his fist.

“I like it a lot,” I moaned.

He held the spray on my pussy, pressing in harder as he played with my nipples and the other boys crowded around, watching as I squirmed and wiggled, my body aching to cum again. Having so many young men watch me hungrily, like a piece of meat, as I came closer to orgasm drove me crazy. I gasped and moaned and let out soft little squeals of pleasure and then, finally, just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore and I’d be cumming any second, Mark lowered the spray hose to my asshole.

I let out a disappointed moan that changed into another lustful groan as the hot water flooded my torn asshole, cleaning it out. I squeezed my eyes shut, the sensations were so intense, even as the boys all began to play with my tits.

“Her boobs are like udders. She’s just constantly dripping milk.”

“And it tastes so good. It’s like melted ice cream.”

“Yeah, you’re right. I would totally buy this in the store.”

“You’ll be able to soon, if we can get the regulators to agree,” I moaned, passing on what I knew from Dr. Crown. “It’s high in protein and healthy fats too.”

“The perfect thing for after a workout.”

The idea of the boys, sweaty and tired after a workout, availing themselves of my swollen, needy nipples drove me crazy. I’d let them suckle directly from me, and then I’d service their sweaty cocks, rewarding them for their hard work with my wet mouth.

Finally, Mark decided to focus the spray on my pussy again, and I sighed in obvious pleasure. I opened my eyes and saw the boys stripping down around me, and I bit my lip in anticipation.

“Are you all going to use me?”

“I want to see if I can finish you in the sink with the spray hose,” Mark told me, giving one of my swollen nipples a flick. “And then we’re going to fuck your brains out.”

I grinned at him. “Is that a promise?”

It was getting easier and easier to speak like a human now that I was practicing more, and as much as I found myself enjoying being able to actually express myself—and enjoying how much the boys seemed to like me—I missed mooing.

That was why, when I found myself cumming into the sink, thrashing and squirming as Mark kept the spray gushing over my sloppy, very clean pussy, I let out a long, low, impassioned moo, gasping and whimpering. I’d occasionally brought myself to orgasm in the shower like this in my old life, and I’d always loved leaning against the damp wall of the shower, directing the warm spray over my needy cunt, and biting my lip to keep from moaning too loud and alerting my roommates to what I was doing. It was my little secret, a personal pleasure practice that no one else needed to know about.

Now, however, it was out in the open for all these boys to see. My pink pussy throbbed and glistened in the water, my pussy lips swollen and aching underneath the hot water as the intense sensations spread throughout my entire body. Finally, I leaned my head back on the counter, taking deep breaths as I came down from the intensity of my profound orgasm.

But there was no rest for a hucow. Mark lifted me out of the sink and I saw the forest of hard cocks waiting for me.


Chapter 7


“So, we’re all fucking her now, right?” said Kyle. He sat back on the couch in the living room, slouching and reclining. “Stick her ass right here and someone fuck her cunt.”

“Let’s lube her up,” Henry said quickly, and I was eternally grateful to him. The boys bent me over and emptied about half a tube of personal lubricant into my asshole and pussy. Then, I was passed over to Kyle and perched atop his cock.

I closed my eyes and relaxed.

Then, as if by magic, I slid down his cock, his thick shaft forcing its way inside of me via gravity. I let out a soft cry of pleasure and pain as his cock slipped over the worn, abused insides of my rectum and buried itself in my bowels.

“Fuck, she’s nice and tight,” Kyle exclaimed as he pulled my thighs back, spreading my pussy for all the boys to see. “Who’s hitting this with me?”

Dan approached and leaned against us both, our faces pressed together as his body crushed mine.

“Sorry for getting a little up close and personal with you,” he teased as he slid his cock over my slippery cunt. I gasped as it disappeared inside of me, filling me as he thrust hard into me.

“That’s… okay…” I moaned, my moans turning into moos as I began to bounce on the cock in my ass, the thrusts from the cock in my pussy forcing me down onto it.

I’d never experienced something quite like this before. I felt so pleasantly full, even as I worried they might tear me apart. Bliss pervaded my body as I rode the cocks inside of me, my insides spasming around them as orgasm approached.

Just as I began to moan with my approaching climax, Mark stepped up onto the couch, caught my hair in his hand, and slid his cock into my face. Suddenly, I was moaning onto his cock as he slid me on and off his shaft, faster and faster, as though jerking himself off with my face.

“Fuck, this bitch’s throat is amazing,” Mark exclaimed as my orgasm finally caught me and I squealed, swallowing his cock as my whole body shook.

“She just came from this,” Kyle observed. “Is she dripping?”

“Yeah,” Dan noted, pausing his aggressive throat fucking to look down at my tits. “Her boobs are like, just leaking milk now constantly.”

“The doctor said we might have to milk her at some point this weekend. She likes it, he said, and it relieves the pressure on her udders.”

I nodded eagerly, even though I had my mouth full of dick. Milking me would be a dream right now and Kyle made my dreams come true—he reached for my nipples, directed them towards his frat brothers, and unleashed torrents of my creamy milk.

The pleasure that came from the relief of being milk flooded my body and I let out a bliss filled sigh. The pain in my holes felt distant, and I fell into a routine of bouncing and receiving the cocks in my cunt and throat with the utmost grace. My muscles were relaxed and only tensed when I came, every few minutes, depending on how much I was being milked and how much attention my clit was getting.

Before too long, the boys began to cum inside of me. Mark filled my mouth, and I swallowed his seed with a smile, and then Kyle’s cock exploded in my ass and then Dan filled my pussy. Warm, sticky cum covered my insides and when they slid out of me, I all but collapsed off of them, onto the floor in a sticky, cum-covered mess.

Before I knew it, Harry and Henry had picked me up and taken me back into the kitchen. They washed out my ass and pussy, and they worked more quickly and rougher this time. I guess they were both excited to fuck me and didn’t really care about my comfort, but that was fine by me. Even though my holes were aching, I was excited to take more loads.

This time, Harry guided my face to his cock, holding my hair tightly in two bunches and pinning my nose to his crotch as he thrust roughly into me. In front of the other boys, he’d lost a lot of the gentle attitude he had when we were alone, or maybe he’d just grown more confident in fucking me. Regardless, he pounded into my throat with reckless abandon while his frat brother gripped my hips and slid into my pussy.

They skewered me, in the usual position the bulls often bred me in, two at a time, as though I were a piece of meat on a spit over a fire. It was rather comfortable and nice, in fact, and I swirled my lips and tongue around Henry as best I could while he thrust into me, while Harry seemed to be enjoying slapping my ass as he rode me.

Soon, they both came and I swallowed greedily, taking their cum as the others watched.

“Fuck, look at her go,” Kyle remarked. “Dr. Crown said we can do basically anything to her, right?”

“Yeah, totally.”

I mooed in agreement, eager to see what else they’d do to me. I remained on my hands and knees, my holes open for them, and then I heard Kyle picking up his jeans.

“You’re not getting dressed, are you?” I said with obvious disappointment. But, no, he’d unlooped his belt.

Suddenly, I knew what he was going to do. I gasped when the belt first sliced into my tender flesh.

“Damn, look at her ass jiggle!”

The boys watched as Kyle whipped me, and I gasped and cried out with each blow. If I thought I’d been turned on before, then nothing could compare to what I was feeling now. I hung my head, moaning with each strike.

“You like this, don’t you, Marissa?” Mark asked.

“Yes!” I cried. “Fuck me up, please…”

One of the boys, I didn’t see who, spread my thighs and then I felt the belt sting on my sore pussy. I let out an uncontrolled sob and a shriek and then another strike came, and then another, and then my legs gave out, and I curled up into a ball, my orgasm washing over me.

“More,” I moaned, even as I writhed, gripping my own tits to milk them. “More!”


Chapter 8


The next few hours were a blur, but finally, the boys were spent. I’d never worked so hard in my life and my whole body ached. Yet, at the same time, I felt a sense of complete and utter fulfillment. I felt more accomplished than I ever had in my old life.

While the boys relaxed and watched TV, I tidied up, cleaning up milk and cum stains on the carpet and couch. Then, I stood up, my lower back already starting to ache, and headed into the kitchen to fix them some lunch.

I ended up making them scrambled eggs and chorizo, and then warmed up some tortillas on the side. I figured my boys would need something filling to give them the energy to keep using me the rest of the weekend. I made the scrambled eggs extra creamy with my very own milk, and served them each a tall glass of milk to drink on the side.

“Wow!” Kyle exclaimed when they all sat down to lunch. “Marissa, this is incredible!”

I beamed as they all dug in, and then Harry beckoned me close. His mouth full of eggs and milk, he pointed to his crotch and I understood what he wanted.

All of the boys were just in boxers or shorts, and Harry was wearing boxers. I slid them down just enough to find his cock, which still smelled like my pussy, and gave it a kiss as it hardened. I began to suck and I heard Harry moan into his tacos as I pleasured him. I took his thickness as deep as I could, slurping at him and nibbling at the tender flesh of his beautiful cock until he came, spilling his seed deep down my throat.

Then, he reached under the table and directed my face to Dan sitting next to him. Dan was already hard in anticipation, and I gave his cock long, leisurely licks, before slurping at the thick head. Soon, he came too, and I was based onto Kyle.

Before lunch was over, I’d sucked off all the boys—I’d say I had a pretty delicious meal all to myself!


Chapter 9


That after noon, after lunch, the boys changed into swimsuits to go down to the lake. But first, they busted out a cooler of beers. I lounged with Harry and Dan, my legs spread as they played with my ass and pussy while they knocked back beers. They weren’t paying much attention to me—they’d put ESPN on the TV—but I didn’t mind. I was just happy to be touched, and my pussy and asshole were more than happy to be explored.

“Marissa, do you want to come to the lake or would you like to stay here?” Henry asked. I shrugged.

“Whichever you boys would like.”

At that moment, Kyle came back into the living room with a box.

“Hey, look what I found!”

I blushed. He held up my vibrator, which had come with me from my room back home.

“Let’s see how much of this she can take,” he suggested.

Before I knew it, I was picked up and placed on the dining room table. They tied my arms and legs to the table, keeping me immobile, and then, just like that, I felt the vibrator press against my clit.

But… it was turned off. I was about to say something about how vibrators work, but then I saw Harry coming over with a big roll of duct tape.

Holy shit.

They taped the vibrator to my pussy and then, only then, did they turn it on. Full blast. I closed my eyes, trying to stifle my moans, but it was no use. I let out a sobbing moan, my body shaking in my restraints.

Then, duct tape went over my mouth. My muffled moans and moos filled the room, and I looked at all the aroused faces watching me. I was their toy, their entertainment, a spectacle to them as well as a source of nourishment.

“Fill up some milk to take down to the lake,” Harry said. “I can’t get enough of her milk.”

I moaned even harder into the duct tape on my mouth but that didn’t matter. They couldn’t hear it. As they milked me, I felt tears begin to stream down my cheeks and then, the first orgasm hit.

That blended into another, and then another, and my pussy ached, struggling to keep up, my clit throbbing in ecstatic agony. I’d never been so turned on. I was almost scared of how turned on I was—would I ever come down from this orgasmic high?

The next few hours blurred together for me as I came over and over again, coming so hard it almost hurt. I’d never had so much fun.

Finally, I heard the door to the cabin open and the boys released me.

The beautiful specimens of young college men surrounded me once more, groping my body, squeezing out my milk, and I cried out yet again in ecstasy. I loved all the attention they gave me. I loved everything about this.

God, I loved being a hucow, I thought to myself as a cock, I don’t know whose, filled my dripping pussy and I all but came then and there as the relentless thrusting began again.

If you enjoyed this story, make sure you sign up to follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon so you’ll find out when more kinky, creamy stories drop… Will Marissa be able to handle the rest of her weekend as the frat boys’ hucow? Check out Part 5 to find out, coming soon!
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Prologue


My name is Marissa Chambers. I’m nineteen-years-old. And I needed cash for school. Fast. I didn’t want to keep relying on my poor, working class father, who raised me by himself after my mom passed away. Fortunately, I found a strange job ad that really spoke to me, for a place called Creamy Meadows Farm. I got an interview and it was pretty exciting: the doctor who runs the farm, Dr. Crown, gave me a medication that makes my breasts start to lactate, and then when things got hot and heavy, he had his way with me!

After that, I was sold on working for the farm. I signed a contract and before I knew it, I was being transported to the farm. The drivers had a whole lot of fun with me too, milking me and fucking my holes… I can’t wait to see what else is in store for me on this hucow farm! I’m determined to be the best hucow I can be this summer!

My first morning on the farm, I woke up to a kindly dairy worker coming by to check on me. He decided to use me when he saw I was new, and said my milk was developing nicely. Dr. Crown confirmed that when he came by to check on me too. He gave me a humiliating medical exam, tasted my milk, and… well… he fucked me again, of course.

Next, I had a chance to be bred by the bulls who work on the farm—they’re big, muscular studs with GIANT cocks! They drank my milk, and fucked my holes till they were sore and swollen, filling me up with their seed. I’ve never felt so fertile and slutty in my life…

After that, Dr. Crown was so proud of me, but he saw that I had been working extra hard. He let me take a little break, and brought me back to his apartment, where he could gently breed me and sample my creamy udders. He was pleased with how well my milk production is coming along, and how healthy and tasty my milk is becoming—pretty soon, it’ll be good enough to sell, he told me!

But there are some regulatory barriers to that plan, and Dr. Crown asked if I’d be interested in a new way of making money for the farm: renting me out to tourists who come to stay on the farm. I was immediately excited by the plan. I want to do whatever I can to help the farm and help Dr. Crown. I love being a hucow, and my new slutty purpose in life is to let everyone sample my delicious milk, or breed me. The world needs hucows like me!

My first group of tourists who came to use me was a bunch of rough frat boys with big cocks and voracious appetites for milk and sex. They were celebrating a birthday and they took the opportunity to do all the nasty stuff with me that their girlfriends won’t let them do, and oh boy, was the first day fun… But the weekend isn’t over and the frat boys are still here!

I sure hope I make Dr. Crown proud. I just want to be the best hucow I can be, and I’ll do anything to please the men who want my body and my milk. I love being a hucow—I love being wanted, and I love the confidence that comes with it! I’ll do anything my lovers and customers want...

Read all about my adventures up til this point in Part 1, Part 2, Part 3, and Part 4! And if you’re liking these stories, make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with each new installment.


Chapter 1


I woke up to what felt like a killer hangover. I tried to move, but I realized I was bound to the dining room table. I felt a smile form on my lips as I remembered what had happened the night before.

First, the boys came back from the lake and took the vibrator off my aching pussy. I’d cum about a million times in the intervening period, and all but passed out from the pleasure, and I was eager to take their cocks again. Cumming a whole lot is nice, but I was craving the feeling of being stretched by hard, eager young dicks, and the boys did not disappoint.

After that, I made them dinner. Dr. Crown sent some shredded mozzarella over that had been made from my own breast milk, and I used this to make a pizza for them—I found pizza dough in the fridge, and some sausage and peppers that I spread over the pie. The boys ate my pizza with beer, and again, I got down on my knees beneath the table to service their cocks.

By this point, I was pretty exhausted. I think the boys took pity on me because they let me recline on the couch and Henry announced that they should do something nice for me.

“I don’t need you boys to do anything for me!” I said with a giggle, though I appreciated the gesture. The boys all seemed to take a special liking to me, now. I realized why: I was like a girlfriend, but better. I didn’t get mad at them, and I didn’t insist that they come shopping with me. I didn’t ask them questions that were secretly traps so I could get mad at them, and I was eager to try any sexual thing they had in mind. I cooked for them, and I cleaned up after them, and I loved hanging out with their friends. I didn’t mind if they spent the whole afternoon goofing off or drinking beer and playing video games.

In short, I was basically the perfect girlfriend.

Henry knelt between my thighs and spread them. The boys crowded around on the couch, reaching for my heavy tits to play with them. I felt Harry gripping my nipples hard, letting milk cascade over his fingers as Dan fired up the Switch for some Super Smash Brothers.

“You’ve got such a pretty pussy, Marissa,” he told me. I mooed in pleasure at being complimented.

“You should grow your bush out, since you’re a natural redhead,” Dan commented, glancing down at my spread slit. Part of my usual hygiene routine at the farm was being shaved. Dr. Crown did it himself, spreading my legs in a medical contraption and massaging hot shaving foam onto my mound to keep the skin soft and smooth. I was always afraid he was going to knick me with the razor but he never did—nonetheless, the whole process never failed to get me dripping wet. Dr. Crown kept my pussy how it had been when I arrived, with a narrow landing strip of bright red hair leading down to my clit, almost like an arrow gesturing towards where I wanted to be touched.

“M-maybe…” I moaned as I felt Henry’s mouth on my hole, beginning to lap at my slit. The boys liked to hose down my pussy in the sink between rounds of fucking, and so for once, I didn’t have any of their cum leaking out of my abused cunt. Henry tugged at my pussy lips with his teeth and I gasped.

“Wow, she’s like, so meaty down here…”

I mooed in embarrassment. Henry pulled out his phone and began to take photos of my pussy and that only made me more embarrassed. At the same time, I felt proud that I had such a pretty pussy that he wanted to take pictures of it. Meanwhile, Dan and Kyle each had one of my nipples in their mouths, my breasts stretched lewdly, and they suckled lazily as they selected their Smash Brothers characters.

Then, suddenly, I let out a squeal of surprise and pain when I felt Henry sink his teeth into my pussy. My body shuddered involuntarily and I almost came right then and there.

“I think she liked that,” he remarked, and bit me again. I let out another moan. My hands flew to the boys next to me and I gripped their thighs hard, until they redirected my hands to their cocks, which had emerged from their shorts. I tried to focus on stroking them, but the pain and pleasure from Henry’s teeth digging into my most tender parts was too much. “Does it hurt, Marissa?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “It hurts good. B-bite me more…”

He didn’t need anymore encouragement. Sliding fingers into me, he began to nibble and bite and devour my pussy as my hands worked over the cocks running over my palms.

Before I knew it, I was cumming hard for Henry, gripping the cocks in my hands hard. Soon, one, then the other, burst over my hands as a painful orgasm continued to rock me.

I gasped, panting. The boys wiped their cum covered cocks on my lips and I was barely aware of my mouth moving, slurping the cum down. They dried the rest in my hair, wrapping my red hair around their shafts. That, almost more than anything else, broke me—I’d always been proud of my hair and seeing it wrapped around a cum-covered cock, seeing it hang in sticky ringlets as the cum dried in my hair, that drove home to me how much I belonged to them, how far I had fallen. I let out a soft, plaintive moan.

“M-more…” I whimpered. Henry grinned at me from between my legs.

“Hey, Marissa, can you take a fist in your pussy?”

My eyes widened.

“I’ve never tried… Moo…”

“Give me some of her milk,” Henry said, rolling up his sleeve.


Chapter 2


What you have to know about these boys were that they were all big. All athletic. Big hands, big forearms from spending hours in the gym lifting weights, curling heavy dumbbells, and everything like that. I watched with glassy, pleasure-drunk eyes as they sprayed my milk over Henry’s hand and forearm to act as a kind of lubricant.

“I’ll be gentle,” he said, patting my thigh and giving my swollen pussy a kiss.

“You don’t need to be,” I moaned. He made his hand into a kind of beak shape and began to push inside. The first few inches were fine—my muscles were nice and relaxed from fucking and cumming so much—but soon, he met resistance. I had taken big cocks before, but nothing as big as a grown man’s hand.

“It’s not going,” Henry muttered. I moaned in response. I took deep breaths, trying to relax, as Henry lowered his mouth to my slit and began to lap at my clit. That made me shake and squirm, and he was able to move his hand a bit deeper inside of me, but only a bit deeper.

“You’ve got to force it in,” Kyle announced. “Punch it in.”

“Okay. Let’s see…”

I screamed as I felt Henry drive his hand into me, ripping roughly into my tightness. I felt the muscles in my pussy scream as they stretched and stretched, nearing the point of ripping, and then finally gave way, allowing the bulk of Henry’s hand inside my hole.

“You’re going to break her for everyone else,” Dan said with a laugh. “We’re going to be stuck using her asshole the rest of the weekend.”

“My pussy will go back to normal in a few hours, I think…” I moaned, writhing on the couch. I felt Henry pushing his hand deeper inside of me, his fist now pressing painfully against my cervix as he stretched me. Slowly, he began to work his fist in and out of me, rocking it as it stretched me. I’d never felt so full. I’d never felt anything like this.

And soon, the way his hand was pressing on my pussy walls, along with his tongue on my clit, it combined to give me an insane orgasm. My hole spasmed around his fist and forearm as he fucked it in and out of me, and Henry laughed triumphantly.

“Woah, it feels really cool when she cums around my hand. I can feel all her muscles moving.”

I could only moan and moo pathetically as the boys all began to take turns fisting me, forcing their hands and then their wrists and finally their forearms into my no longer tight but extremely sore pussy.

Soon, I was gaping. They spread my pussy wide, so wide, and then they all posed with me and took a selfie. When they showed me, I gasped to see how much of my insides were visible: my pink inner pussy walls, swollen from stimulation, practically leapt out of my hole as they held it open wide. In the picture, I was smiling, but weakly.

I loved it. I asked them to give it to Dr. Crown so he could see what a good hucow I was being. Maybe we could use it to advertise for the agro-tourism rental business, I thought?

Then, since my pussy had basically become useless, they took turns fucking my ass and mouth yet again. I loved the feeling of the cocks in my ass, forcing their way down my throat, and I felt no need to gag as I slurped eagerly at the hot shafts.

Soon, they tied me to the table and took turns laying atop my back, thrusting their hard cocks into me from above. I could only moan and moo weakly as they rutted me into the table. Because of the position and the size of my breasts, my udders were being crushed under my weight and theirs, and each thrust squeezed milk out of my aching tits. The sticky, creamy milk made everything slippery beneath me, and the boys had to hold on tight, gripping me hard as they rode me.

Once everyone had had a turn with my asshole and mouth, they opened another six pack. Dan tilted my head up and poured beer into my mouth, which I eagerly drank. I enjoyed my little reward for all my hard work.

“You know, beer is one of the best things you can drink after a hard work out,” he told me, taking a swig from the bottle as I swallowed the gulp in my mouth. “It replenishes your electrolytes better than water does.”

“Huh,” I said. My voice was extra weak right now from all the moaning and mooing and screaming I’d done. I was exhausted by this first day of their weekend vacation, and I knew I’d have another day to serve them tomorrow. Sleep threatened to overtake me, and the beer wasn’t helping. I yawned.

“And you’ve basically been working out all day with what we’ve been doing to you.”

I gave a weak smile. That was definitely the truth.

“Look, she’s tired,” Harry said. “Let’s wake her up.”

I was too exhausted to try and crane my neck over my shoulder to see what was happening, but I heard him taking off his belt and I knew.

The first stroke made me scream. It awoke my senses, the delicious sensation of stinging leather lancing through all my cells. I writhed in my bonds as he whipped me again and again with his belt, the crack of leather making my insides tighten in fear and desire.

“Yes!” I all but squealed. “Use me!”

That only encouraged the boys. Harry had started by whipping my ass, but now they expanded to my back and my thighs. The other boys took off their belts too and I sobbed in delight as they whipping intensified.

Then, Henry and Harry held open my ass cheeks, revealing my stretched out, swollen asshole and my equally exhausted pussy. I only had the briefest second to take a deep breath before letting out a screaming moo when a belt cut across my swollen pussy lips and bit at my aching asshole.

“Oh. My. God!” I screamed, shaking and trembling as another strike came and then another and then another. Tears ran down my face as they whipped me. I was completely helpless, and my body was on fire. Endorphins flooded my system and I found myself gasping for air, sticking my tongue out lewdly as though trying to lap more resilience out of the atmosphere itself. “Harder! I love it! This is what a hucow is for!”

“Damn, she can take just about anything!” Kyle exclaimed. Then, I felt fingers at my ass and I screamed as I realized what he was doing. I bit my lip and tried to keep from crying as he forced his fist into my ass, but it was too much, and I let out a sob that sounded more like a moo as I finally began to climax, my whole body shuddering in passion as the delicious sensation took hold of my body. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me.

I couldn’t believe what I’d become. I loved it. I loved being used like this. I loved being the object of their desire. The old me, the old Marissa, she never would have had the confidence to mess around with five guys at once. She never would have had the confidence to show off her body, to be proud of it.

But I did. And I was powerful. I could take anything they threw at me, and find pleasure in the pain, and that was the true power of the hucow. My first orgasm led into a second as Kyle punched his fist into my ass, teasing and toying my swollen clit with his other hand. I’d never felt anything as intense as this, and I loved every second of it.

After a third orgasm, the boys relented. They were exhausted too—it was hard work, I realized, trying to put me through the ringer over and over again.

They drifted back to their rooms, leaving me tied up, my holes sore and leaking. Maybe it wasn’t the most comfortable position to be tied up in but that wasn’t really a problem. I was so tired after the hard use I’d experienced all day long, I simply fell asleep right there in a puddle of my own fluids and sweat and milk.


Chapter 3


But that wasn’t the end of my fun that night. I must have only slept for a few hours before I was being shaken awake. It was Dan, and I saw from the bulge in his boxers what he wanted.

“I thought I’d come have a little midnight snack,” he said with a wicked grin, which I returned.

“That’s just what a hucow is made for,” I replied. He untied me and I followed him, crawling on the floor like an animal, back to his room. He picked me up and tossed me in the bed and in moments, he was on top of me.

“Are you doing okay? We really fucked you up…” he asked. He was taking off his boxers and my eyes lit up when I saw his hard cock standing at attention.

“I’m fine! I’m having fun!” I declared. “I’m used to being used hard. That’s part of being a hucow.”

“The thing with the semen improving your milk?” Dan asked. He reached for one of my tits and I gasped as he latched his lips onto it, beginning to suckle as I felt his cock find my pussy. I whimpered as he entered me. “Damn, your cunt has gone back to normal. I thought we’d broken you…”

“A girl’s pussy doesn’t really get looser from being fucked, you know,” I said gently, stroking his hair as he went back to sucking milk from my nipples. “That’s just an urban legend. My holes are meant to be elastic. They’re meant to stretch. As long as nothing rips, I should be fine.”

“Well, good,” he grunted, bucking his hips into me as he fucked me. “You get so wet. Is that from the hormones too?”

I shrugged. He switched from the breast he’d been suckling to the other tit, drinking deeply as my milk sprayed into his mouth.

“I think in part, yes. But I’m also just… excited to be used.” I found myself blushing, whimpering softly as he thrust into me, his cock claiming my well-used pussy. “I never used to be like this. I was actually a virgin before I started as a hucow. I was never popular or anything.”

“For real? But you’re so hot!” Dan exclaimed, before biting down hard on one of my breasts. I gasped and arched my back, thrusting the flesh of my tits into his mouth. Now, he set about devouring them, covering them with bites. My swollen breast meat was so sensitive, both from the milk production and hormones but also simply from how much they’d been groped and touched over the last twelve hours. The boys were especially fascinated with my big tits, it seemed.

“I never used to have boobs quite THIS big,” I said with a giggle in between my gasps as he fucked me. “I always had big boobs but these are really outrageous, aren’t they?”

Dan grinned.

“Totally. Do you even know what size bra you wear now?”

“I don’t wear a bra here. I don’t even know. Maybe… An M cup? An N?” I giggled. “I’ve never seen a bra that big at the store.”

“Fuck,” Dan groaned. He spread my legs with his hands, forcing my legs up and back behind my shoulders. I whimpered at the uncomfortable stretch, my muscles protesting, but I allowed him to do it—I felt even more helpless beneath him, and I loved the feeling of his young cock sliding in and out of me. He groped my tits hard, hurting the bruises and bite marks even more, and that only made me want him more. I found my hips starting to buck beneath him involuntarily, trying to swallow his cock, trying to pull him inside of me as he took me.

“Marissa, you’re incredible,” he exhaled. “When you come back to college, we should keep you at the frat house.”

I bit my lip in excitement.

“You could be the house hucow… We’d fuck you up every night and bring you out at parties to let everyone drink your milk. You could show our girlfriends how to really fuck… They’ll hate you,” he said with a laugh. “But you won’t mind if they whip you or make you eat them out or anything?”

“I—I’ve never been with a girl,” I admitted. “But I’d love to try if that’s what my owners wanted.”

“That’s a good girl,” he growled, and I felt his cock started to twitch inside of me. Finally, his shaft began to shudder and them spasm and I felt him blow his load deep inside of me once more. With a grunt, he rolled off of me, his cock sliding out of my sloppy, swollen pussy. “I’m going to sleep, Marissa. You can stay here or go sleep in the living room or whatever. Thanks for the snack.”

“Of course,” I said with a giggle and leaned down to give him a goodnight kiss. I stroked his hair affectionately and in seconds, he was snoring.

I let myself out of his room and I was on my way back to the living room, thinking I’d end up sleeping on the couch until morning, when another one of the bedroom doors opened. I saw Kyle standing there, a wicked grin on his face.

“Well, well, well,” he said, beckoning me into his room. “Where do you think you’re going?”


Chapter 4


I was dripping Dan’s cum still and Kyle noticed immediately. He gave me some tissues to clean up with before I crawled into his bed.

“Dan brought me into his room,” I explained.

“He really did a number on you,” Kyle remarked, looking my body over. I realized my breasts were covered in especially heinous bruises and I couldn’t help but giggle.

“Yeah, I guess he had a lot of fun with me, didn’t he?”

“I’d say. I’m kind of jealous.” I tossed away the splooge filled tissue and grinned up at him.

“Well, you can have fun with me too.” He grinned too.

“I guess I can.”

With that, he bent me over in his bed, so I was on my hands and knees. I’ve always loved this position because I find it a little… Well… Degrading? Like he’s not even looking at me as a person, as a human being, but an object. A literal collection of holes staring back up at him as he spreads my welted ass cheeks.

“We really gave you a lot of bruises, huh? Uh… Sorry.”

“It’s okay!” I chirped. “I really don’t mind. I kind of like that.” Then, a thought occurred to me. “Actually, can I ask a favor?”

“Sure, anything.”

“I can’t see the bruises on my back and butt, ‘cause… You know, I don’t have eyes in the back of my head. Could you take a picture and show me?”

Kyle snorted.

“Yeah, totally. Can I keep the picture to jerk off to later?”

“Of course. You can take any sort of pictures you want of me this weekend. Show them to your friends, if you want—it’s like free advertising, you know?”

“That’s a great way of thinking about it,” Kyle said with another laugh. He turned on the lamp on his nightstand and reached for his phone, which was charging. He detached it and stood on the bed above me to get a good angle.

“Okay, let’s do your photo shoot. Spread your ass cheeks for me.”

I obeyed, even though my face was burning with embarrassment. The old Marissa never would have done something like this! I could only imagine the pictures of my brutalized holes that Kyle was getting on his camera now. How many other boys were see them? How many men would jerk off to them? The idea was getting me hot. I loved the idea of being desired, of being used as a toy…

“Now, turn over.”

Again, I obeyed and lay on my back so Kyle could look down at me, taking more pictures. My huge tits flowed off my chest, going side to side, and I grabbed them, pulling them close to hold them for the camera as Kyle took pictures. They ached something awful, of course, but I was a trooper and just smiled as he photographed me.

“That’s great. Now, spread your legs.”

I did, continuing to grin as he took pictures of my swollen pussy.

“Can I see them now?” I asked as he settled down next to me to look over the photos.

“Sure. Check it out.”

I watched over his shoulder, leaning my chin in the crook of his neck affectionately as he scrolled through the photos.

I stifled a gasp. I couldn’t believe how much my body had changed. I’d grown so much more voluptuous during my time as a hucow. My breasts, of course, had expanded so dramatically, but my butt seemed to be bigger than I remembered it too. I saw the cruel bruises and bite marks all over my body, and then the welts on my back and thighs and butt. God, they’d really been rough with me… But it had all felt so good!

“Wow, it’s kind of embarrassing to look at this…” I whimpered, and then mooed softly. Kyle chuckled.

“I’m gonna show it to everyone I know. I want everyone to see how sexy you are. Hucows are going to be the next big thing!”

I beamed. I hoped they would be. I mean, we would be.

Kyle pushed me back onto my hands and knees, and I resumed the position I’d been in before the impromptu photo shoot started. I gasped when I felt his fingers exploring my sore holes.

“Does this still hurt from when we fisted you here?” he asked, with fingers in my ass and my pussy.

“It’s a bit sore, but it looked from the pictures like everything was tightening up and going back to normal, right?”

“Yeah, it’s kind of amazing how your body bounces back. I really thought we’d broken you.”

“Don’t hold back with me,” I said sweetly. “You can do whatever you want to me.”

Kyle grunted and I felt his cock pushing against my sore pussy. In the mirror across from his bed, I saw his hands go to my hair and then I felt them, pulling my hair, his nails digging into my scalp as I gasped. I loved when the boys got possessive with me. When they got rough with me, and made me feel like they were using me.

With a hungry, lustful snarl, Kyle thrust his turgid cock into me. I gasped and tried to hang my head as the pleasure overwhelmed me, but of course, I couldn’t. His hand was still gripping my hair. I had to look at myself get fucked.

I had to watch it. Had to watch Kyle’s face as he grinned, catching my eye in the mirror. I saw the contortions of pain and pleasure on my face. I was making such a slutty face. Good girls didn’t make faces like that.

Good girls didn’t love being abused and fucked like this, but I did. I wasn’t a good girl—I was a hucow, and that was even better than a good girl.

I groaned as Kyle’s cock rocked in and out of me with his powerful thrusts. He seemed to be trying to break my pussy with his pumping, and I didn’t dare try and stop him. I was enjoying this too much. I was enjoying the way his cock filled me and stretched me. It all felt amazing, and I felt my muscles tighten involuntarily around his cock, milking him and trying to squeeze his powerful seed out of his cock, trying to invite the flood of cum as I milked him—just as he milked me.

One of his hands found my engorged breasts and groped hard, digging in. While my holes had returned to their usual tightness, more or less, my breasts would take longer to heal. The painful pleasure was agony as he gripped my chest hard, squeezing milk from my nipples as he rode me.

“Fuck, Marissa, your body is just incredible,” he growled as my chest leaked milk all over his hands. That only made them slippery, which meant he had to hold on even tighter as he fucked me.

Suddenly, as he was thrusting in and out of my poor pussy, his cock slid up along my dripping wet lips and as he thrust forward, my eyes widened. I felt him drive into my asshole.

I couldn’t find the words at first as I just wailed, moaning and mooing pathetically as he hammered my surprised asshole. Kyle grinned and did nothing to change his thrusting. I couldn’t tell if he knew what he’d done. Maybe he didn’t care. Maybe it was on purpose.

All I could do was take it, in the end. I felt my hole stretching again and I sobbed as he sodomized me, the pleasure building until finally, I was cumming—cumming from the indignity of being fucked brutally in the ass without any preparation. I loved it.

“Holy fuck,” Kyle exclaimed when he slid out of my ass, looking down at what he’d done. “I didn’t realize that was your butt! When did that happen?”

“I think… you slipped…” I moaned, panting and hanging my head, trying to catch my breath as the pain receded.

“Shit. I’m sorry.”

I smiled back at him.

“It’s fine. It happens. I enjoyed it as usual.”

Kyle slapped my sore ass affectionately.

“You’re amazing, Marissa.”

With that, he took me back into the living room and bound me to the table once more. I closed my eyes and nodded off, exhaustion taking me off to dreamland more efficiently than any sleeping pill ever could.


Chapter 5


In the morning, there was a brief argument among the boys over who would get to take me in the shower. I tried to suggest that several of them could shower together and use me all at once, but they nixed that idea. The showers were relatively small, and it would be a tight squeeze to have three people in there, let alone all of them.

I noted that as a piece of feedback to pass along to Dr. Crown for the future. It made sense to have larger showers. After all, what if a customer brought multiple hucows to his cabin for the weekend? And maybe he’d like to shower with all of them at once? It simply made sense to have larger showers.

In the end, the boys drew straws and Harry won. I smiled shyly as he undid my bonds and tossed my over his broad, muscular shoulders.

“We’ll be out in twenty minutes for breakfast,” he announced.

Harry turned the shower on once we got into the bathroom and while he brushed his teeth, he instructed me to get down on my knees. I obeyed without thinking, and began to pull his boxers down. Then, I looked up at him with a glimmer of desire in my eyes.

After all, he hadn’t actually ordered me to suck him off yet.

But I figured that’s what he would want. And I was right. He nodded, and I took his cock out of his boxers, and then took him into my mouth, suckling slowly and gently as he grunted.

“Yeah, that’s it, Marissa,” he growled. “Your mouth is just as great as your pussy and asshole.”

I beamed. I wanted to thank him, but on the other hand, my mouth was pretty full of his cock, so when I did thank him for the compliment, it just came out as a garbled moo.

Harry finished brushing his teeth, spat, and then took my face into his hands. His cock was already deep in my throat but now, he forced it as deep as it would go, burying my nose in his pubic hair as he fucked my throat.

“This really doesn’t hurt?” he asked, breathlessly, as he thrust himself into my face. I shook my head, moving his cock along with the movement.

“Seriously? Wow. I could never do this to a normal girl on campus.”

I wasn’t a normal girl, I wanted to tell him. I was a hucow—things like pain and pleasure were more complicated and nuanced for me. I could get pleasure from a lot of uncomfortable things. Besides, my hormones had the side effect of reducing my gag reflex to almost nothing…

Soon, Harry was cumming in my mouth, and I slurped up his deliciously salty cum with a big grin on my face. I’d lost track of how many loads the fraternity brothers had dumped into my body, but I was no doubt absorbing a ton of great hormones from them. I couldn’t wait to taste my milk in the weeks after their stay!

Next, Harry had me brush my teeth, which was great. Usually Dr. Crown or some of the other caretakers brushed my teeth for me, and it was nice to do it for myself for once. Then, much to my surprise, Harry kissed me.

Sometimes the men on the farm kissed me, and some of the boys had kissed me too, but this felt different. This felt… almost romantic? It was something I’d practically never experienced before. I felt myself blushing and for all of my kinky experience now, I found myself nervously kissing him back, tasting the mintiness of his mouth.

“I want you all to myself, Marissa,” he growled. “You’re driving me crazy.”

“I’m all yours right here, right now,” I said gently, sweetly, running my hands over his chest and stroking his nipples. I leaned in to kiss them and lick them; he seemed to like this and let out a soft sigh of pleasure. “You can do whatever you want to me. Anything you’ve ever wanted to do, let’s do it.”

Harry led me into the shower and bent me over, bracing me against the wall. The warm water felt great on my sore, whipped back and ass, and I sighed with unabashed pleasure as Harry spread my ass and then, without further ado, forced himself inside of me.

He’d done practically nothing to prepare my ass, but I was almost used to that at this point. I let out a soft gasp of pain and then pushed back against him, taking him as deep as I could.

“Did that hurt, Marissa?”

“A bit,” I said, glancing over my shoulder. “But I don’t mind. I actually kind of like the pain.”

“We’ve been so rough on your poor body. I’m glad you at least like pain.”

“I never thought I would until I became a hucow,” I said. “But now I’ve realized that pain is just the flip side of pleasure. And that there’s a special pleasure that comes from using my body to serve.” I reached one hand back behind me to grip my slippery ass and spread it wider, so Harry could see his cock plunging lewdly into my swollen asshole. “I honestly feel kind of selfish, because I get to have so much attention lavished on my body. I never thought I was anything special until I became a hucow…”

Harry groaned, thrusting even harder into my poor ass, tearing my guts apart.

“You’re just amazing, Marissa,” he moaned, and I felt his cock stiffen, and then twitch, and soon his seed was flooding my poor, brutalized asshole. I sighed in absolute pleasure, feeling his orgasm again fill me, my body on fire from the delicious hormones surging through my blood.

Finally, he slid out of my ass with a loud pop and I grunted, almost disappointed that it was over. But Harry didn’t let me stand up just yet. He spread my ass with his hands and I felt his fingers working in and out of my ass, lubricated by his cum. He was watching my torn asshole stretch around his fingers and I whimpered when he forced several of them inside, pounding into my hole.

“Oh, god,” I moaned in absolute pleasure.

“Touch yourself for me,” he ordered. “Make yourself cum.”

I obeyed. I had no choice, not that I wouldn’t been able to resist obeying. I reached for my soaking pussy and began to tease my clit, but no, that wouldn’t do. I was too turned on, too impatient. I began to rub myself hard, in earnest, as he fingered my asshole and within a minute, I was cumming, my pussy gushing as I let out a loud moo of pleasure.

My whole body was flush with endorphins as I sighed, hanging my head, letting the warm water wash over me. Then, Harry took down the detachable shower head and directed it right onto my asshole.

“Let me get the cum out of their for the other guys,” he said as I moaned, bracing myself against the wall yet again, whimpering in pleasure as the hot water invaded my tortured hole.

“That’s… so… considerate… of you…” I moaned. Soon, he was finished and he dried me off, taking extra special care with combing out my hair and blow drying it before we rejoined the rest of the group.


Chapter 6


I was prepared to make the boys omelets and make them extra creamy with my milk, but they had already decided what they wanted for breakfast.

“We want cereal,” Henry announced on behalf of the group. “With your milk, Marissa.”

I found myself blushing with pride and pleasure. They all wanted a big bowl of my milk! I got down the various boxes of cereal that Dr. Crown had stocked the house with, and arranged them on the counter, allowing the boys to each pick what they’d like.

Then, one by one, I began to fill their bowls with my milk. I bent over the bowls, my fat, engorged udders hanging down as I gripped them hard and began to milk them, squeezing my nipples and pulling. The pain and pleasure of release started to get to me immediately, and something that was especially exciting was that the boys were all watching me.

They were all observing how I milked myself. This felt even more intimate than everything else we’d done. They all literally knew every inch of my body, had heard me moan in pleasure and sob in pain, but this still felt like a new frontier, them watching as I filled their bowls with milk.

There was so much milk required that I had to work my breasts hard, extra hard, squeezing the soft flesh and leaving bruises as I worked. I felt tears burning in my eyes, but I couldn’t disappoint the boys, not while they were watching.

Since it was Henry’s birthday and he was nominally the reason they’d all come here this weekend, he got the first bowl. He tucked into it immediately and sighed a deep sigh of contentment.

“Guys,” he announced. “Her milk is so good. This really tastes amazing.”

Soon, I had filled another bowl, and I handed that off to Harry. My breasts were really starting to throb, and I wondered if I would have enough milk to fill all the bowls. I couldn’t let them down. This is what they wanted for breakfast on their last day at the cabin, and I wasn’t about to disappoint them. I filled another bowl, and then another.

For the last bowl, Dan’s bowl, I had to work my tits harder than I ever had before, but my milk had slowed to a trickle. I realized I was crying, tears streaming down my cheeks, and not because of the pain—but because I was disappointed in myself for not being able to fulfill the boys’ request.

“Dan, I’m sorry,” I whimpered, finally. “I don’t know if there’s any left.”

“Don’t worry!” he cried. “Dr. Crown left us a tool for occasions like this.”

A tool? I hadn’t heard anything about this.

Dan disappeared into a close and came back with two large industrial vices. The mouth of each tool was made up of dull, red rusted pincers and I winced at the though of that thing on my soft, tender skin.

“We can use this to squeeze out all the milk your body has right now,” he explained. I held up my arms, allowing him to circle around behind me and apply the milking vices. The strange sensation of the harsh metal on my skin sent shivers up and down my spine.

“Whenever you’re ready,” I murmured softly, more nervous than I’d ever been since becoming a hucow. Dan began to tighten the vices and the contraptions both began to tighten on my breasts, starting to squeeze. A little at first, but then more and more, squeezing hard. And then more. And more—soon, my massive, engorged breasts were flattened and discolored in the vices, but my milk was flowing freely.

The pain was indescribable. I felt like I might pass out, but at the same time, I was impossibly aroused. I looked helplessly at Dan.

“Please,” I whimpered. “Touch me.”

He reached a hand between my thighs and stroked my needy slit.

“Holy shit, guys,” he said with a grin. “She’s so wet from this.”

“Are her tits going to be okay?” Henry asked. Dan shrugged.

“If the Doc gave us the tools to use, I assume they know what they’re doing.”

I nodded, trembling from the way Dan touched me. “I trust Dr. Crown…” I moaned.

“Marissa, I’m going to eat my breakfast, but I think you deserve a reward for all your hard work milking yourself,” Dan announced. He led me back over to the dining room table and once again, I climbed up on the table to be bound.

This time, though, I had the vices on my breasts, crushing them, agonizingly, and the pain only made me want more stimulation. Soon, though, I was about to get it.

Dan brought out the vibrator again and I gasped at the realization of what was going to happen, now that I was bound once more.

The vibrator which had been duct-taped to my pussy for an hour or two the day before. I’d almost passed out from the uninterrupted pleasure and now, Dan was going to put it back on my pussy.

He roughly duct-taped it to my tender flesh and I stared at the ceiling, trying to control my breathing, as fear and anticipation filled me. I knew this would feel good, but I also knew it would be challenging, mentally and emotionally and spiritually, especially with the added agony of the vices on my tits.

“Let’s start with the lowest setting,” he murmured, and I nodded. Yes, that seemed reasonable.

Instead, I swear he set it at the highest setting. I let out a scream—my body had been expecting something gentler, not the vicious vibration that now coursed through my exhausted flesh.

“That’s not the lowest setting!” I cried.

“What are you talking about?” Dan said, honestly confused. He took a picture with his smart phone of the vibrator and then showed it to me, since I couldn’t see the vibrator from where I was lying—it was actually set at the lowest setting.

The lowest setting just felt as stimulating as the highest setting to me right now, with my pussy absolutely on fire from all of the attention it had received.

I gasped as he increased the vibration, tears starting to stream down my cheeks.

“It feels so good,” I whisper-screamed at the boys as they watched. I loved that they were watching me. I loved that I was giving them a show.

“Hey, let’s put something in her butt,” Kyle said. He went digging around in the kitchen and found a wooden spoon. He drizzled some olive oil over it and then approached me. “This will probably end up going in deep, Marissa.”

I nodded slowly, absently, pleasure clouding my mind. My breasts had long since stopped leaking milk—no doubt I was empty, finally, for the first time in the weeks since I’d gotten to the farm, and I had no idea how long it would take until they filled again to the same degree.

Kyle slid the wooden spoon into my ass. It wasn’t nearly as wide as any of their cocks were, or as their fists had been (of course) but it was long, and it just kept going. I found my mouth dropping open in amazement as I felt the spoon explore and penetrate my inner depths, my face contorting in pain and pleasure as an orgasm began to simmer.

And then, when Dan turned up the vibrator, the orgasm grabbed hold of me. I let out a scream as the most powerful orgasm of the weekend hit me, blasting through me. I was vaguely away of my pussy gushing and squirting and the guys complimenting me on cumming so hard.

The rest of the day was a delicious blur. After breakfast, they all took turns fucking me once more before packing up to leave. It turned out each boy wanted a good old fashioned make-out session with me too, and some surprisingly sweet, heartfelt sex alone in their rooms. I think each one of them wanted to make me his girlfriend, but that wasn’t to be.

I was a hucow. I was better than a girlfriend—I belonged to everyone.

“How was the weekend?” Dr. Crown asked when he came to collect my tired body at the end of the frat boys’ stay. He raised an eyebrow admiringly, looking at all the bruises covering my tired figure. “They certainly used you nice and hard, didn’t they?”

I was so tired that all I could do was let out a happy, satisfied moo.
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Prologue


My name is Marissa Chambers. I’m nineteen-years-old. And I needed cash for school. Fast. I didn’t want to keep relying on my poor, working class father, who raised me by himself after my mom passed away. Fortunately, I found a strange job ad that really spoke to me, for a place called Creamy Meadows Farm. I got an interview and it was pretty exciting: the doctor who runs the farm, Dr. Crown, gave me a medication that makes my breasts start to lactate, and then when things got hot and heavy, he had his way with me!

After that, I was sold on working for the farm. I signed a contract and before I knew it, I was being transported to the farm. The drivers had a whole lot of fun with me too, milking me and fucking my holes… I can’t wait to see what else is in store for me on this hucow farm! I’m determined to be the best hucow I can be this summer!

My first morning on the farm, I woke up to a kindly dairy worker coming by to check on me. He decided to use me when he saw I was new, and said my milk was developing nicely. Dr. Crown confirmed that when he came by to check on me too. He gave me a humiliating medical exam, tasted my milk, and… well… he fucked me again, of course.

Next, I had a chance to be bred by the bulls who work on the farm—they’re big, muscular studs with GIANT cocks! They drank my milk, and fucked my holes till they were sore and swollen, filling me up with their seed. I’ve never felt so fertile and slutty in my life…

After that, Dr. Crown was so proud of me, but he saw that I had been working extra hard. He let me take a little break, and brought me back to his apartment, where he could gently breed me and sample my creamy udders. He was pleased with how well my milk production is coming along, and how healthy and tasty my milk is becoming—pretty soon, it’ll be good enough to sell, he told me!

But there are some regulatory barriers to that plan, and Dr. Crown asked if I’d be interested in a new way of making money for the farm: renting me out to tourists who come to stay on the farm. I was immediately excited by the plan. I want to do whatever I can to help the farm and help Dr. Crown. I love being a hucow, and my new slutty purpose in life is to let everyone sample my delicious milk, or breed me. The world needs hucows like me!

My first group of tourists who came to use me was a bunch of rough frat boys with big cocks and voracious appetites for milk and sex. They were celebrating a birthday and they took the opportunity to do all the nasty stuff with me that their girlfriends won’t let them do, and oh boy, was the first day fun… But the second day was even rougher and kinkier!

I sure hope I make Dr. Crown proud. I just want to be the best hucow I can be, and I’ll do anything to please the men who want my body and my milk. I love being a hucow—I love being wanted, and I love the confidence that comes with it! I’ll do anything my lovers and customers want... Now, Dr. Crown has a new plan for me. He wants me to convince a bunch of stuffy old politicians and their staff that our hucow farm is safe and fun. I know just how to help… I’m going to give them the party of a lifetime!

Read all about my adventures up til this point in Part 1, Part 2, Part 3, Part 4, and Part 5! And if you’re liking these stories, make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with each new installment.


Chapter 1


Within a few weeks, the agrotourism business at the farm had really taken off. Now, all the hucows—not just me—were being rented out every weekend to serve as the personal hucows for various groups of guests coming through. Dr. Crown was ecstatic. They were even drawing up plans now to build five more cabins on a different site to serve as rental spaces.

Bachelor parties were a big business, of course, since it was like the ultimate straight male fantasy to have a hucow at your beck and call for a weekend, and something that would be totally different once you got married and suddenly the roles were reversed. I particularly loved working the bachelor parties because all the guys were really appreciative… They knew how special it was to have a hucow who would serve you, who would do whatever you wanted with a smile, whose udders produced delicious, creamy milk that you could taste whenever you wanted, and who was always enthusiastic to fulfill whatever your desires were, no matter how perverted.

The frat boys who’d stayed with me and used me for a weekend all left great reviews of me and posted the pictures they took of me to the internet, and so I was in high-demand for our guests. I was giddy with pride: in less than two months, I’d really made the most of my summer internship. I was definitely the best hucow on the farm.

I’d really done it—I’d changed myself completely and fulfilled my new dream. I still hadn’t decided if I would go back to school in the fall or stay at the farm, and I found myself debating the choice. On the one hand, if I went back to school, I’d have a free place to live. The boys in the frat had offered me the opportunity to live in their house for free, and I was happy to take them up on that offer. All I had to do was serve them, just like I had over the weekend, and that was an extra silver lining.

Now that I’d learned how much fun sex is, I knew I’d always be a slut. I’d always be craving sex, and especially rough, degrading sex. Humiliating sex. Submissive sex. But I didn’t feel ashamed of this in the slightest. If anything, I was happier with who I was than I’d ever been in my life.

If I stayed on the farm, though, I knew I’d be fulfilling that part of me to my fullest potential, though. Even if I got a reputation as the biggest slut on campus, I doubted I’d be having as much sex—or as much incredible sex—as I did on the farm. Between the regular breedings and Dr. Crown’s inspections and the guests who visited on the weekend, I couldn’t even count how many loads of delicious cum got to breed my holes every week. I was cum drunk almost constantly, and that only made me happier.

One day, I mentioned my quandry to Dr. Crown as I knelt on all fours for him. I was up on an examining room table, and my massive, engorged breasts were caught in a kind of vice that crushed them, squeezing milk from them into glass bottles. I was naked, of course, and my legs and thighs were bound by these stirrups connected to the table, so that my thighs were spread.

“Well, the choice is yours, and yours alone,” the doctor said as he inserted something cold and sharp into my lubricated anus. I gasped when I felt it inch inside of me, piercing the muscle of my rectum and then starting to stretch it open. It hurt and I whimpered, my lower body wiggling almost involuntarily.

“What is that, doctor?” I mooed softly. I was used to the agony and pleasurable relief of the milking machine’s vice by now, but this new device was strange and I wasn’t sure I liked it.

“It’s just a speculum. This will allow me to examine your insides and map any changes to your internal topography,” Dr. Crown said, very professionally. I whimpered as I felt the speculum in my ass start to expand. I felt so exposed before him, my back hole opened wide, revealing my insides. Even though I was, by now, extremely used to being sodomized on the farm, I still found exams like this espeically embarrassing.

You see, it was one thing to have a slippery cock forced into my asshole in the heat of passion, while my body is cumdrunk from orgasming over and over again and I’m dripping with sweat and milk and other bodily fluids. It’s quite another think to sit on a cold examining room table and have cold, sharp steel cut into your most private, sensitive parts. And then to be probed, as Dr. Crown was doing now, his fingers sliding inside of me, palpating the inner walls of my ass.


Chapter 2


“You quite enjoy anal sex, don’t you, Marissa?” Dr. Crown said. “You show signs of contusions inside your anal cavity, but I’ve never known you to show any reluctance towards the act, even though it must be causing you pain.”

“Oh, well…” I said, blushing. “Honestly, I don’t mind if it hurts, and I kind of like the… Mooo… The pain…” My words devolved into moos as I grew more and more embarrassed. “It’s just exciting to being spread and used like that. Knowing that it’s something so gross and taboo, and I’m so helpless… That I can’t do anything but take it.”

“That’s exactly right, Marissa,” Dr. Crown said, approvingly. “Fortunately the hormones we give you to increase and improve your milk production also improve your body’s ability to heal soft tissue.”

“Moo?” I asked, my mind not fully comprehending the medical jargon.

“The medicine you take make it easier for your asshole to heal up after being ripped and bruised,” Dr. Crown translated, with a tone of warm friendliness in his voice. I moaned softly as he continued to press his fingers into my stretched, gaping asshole.

Then, he took them away and I moaned, more out of disappointment than anything else. As embarrassing as it was, I wanted him to keep touching and probing my asshole, especially if he was going to keep complimenting it.

“This medicine also will help your rectum and intestines, Marissa,” Dr. Crown continued. I felt his fingers return to my gaping asshole and I let out a soft gasp of surprise as he applied something wet and tingly. Soon, my hole was almost burning in a not unpleasant way. When he worked his fingers deep inside of me, into the cavity past the ring of muscle of my sphincter, I whimpered as the burning substance attacked my tender flesh.

It didn’t hurt, exactly, but it felt almost like an itch I couldn’t scratch. I moaned again, wiggling my hips, aching to be filled.

“Doctor,” I mooed softly, pathetically. “My butt feels funny…”

“One moment, Marissa. Let’s apply this to work the lotion into your flesh. Once it’s absorbed, it should stop tingling.”

I waited patiently as I felt Dr. Crown remove the speculum from my asshole. I felt my muscles deflate, returning to something like normal as my butthole shrunk a bit without the metal structure keeping it open.

Then, when I glanced behind my shoulder, I caught a glimpse of a tool in Dr. Crown’s hands: something like a massive dildo, with ridges all over, made of some floppy, flexible material. I knew in an instant where it was going.

I closed my eyes when I felt it touch my gaped little hole and gasped when it forced itself inside.

“This shouldn’t be too much of a challenge considering what you’ve taken before, Marissa,” Dr. Crown informed me as I grunted and gasped. I pressed back against the dildo as much as I could, working it deeper into my hole. I felt it fill me and it was the most wonderful feeling, combined with the tingling lotion: now, the tingle seemed to sink deep into my skin, into the flesh of my inner anal walls, and as Dr. Crown worked the toy in and out of me, he massaged the lotion further into my tormented skin.

“Feels good…” I moaned. I knew I was dripping, my pussy always very responsive to anything sensual happening to my body, but I was only slightly embarrassed by the fluids dribbling out of my hole. Now, I was more embarrassed by the fact that Dr. Crown could see my asshole distending and stretching lewdly around the toy deep inside of me.

I gasped when I felt his fingers slide down to touch my tender, needy pussy. I wiggled and squirmed as he touched me, flicking my clit as my asshole clenched desperately around the toy embedded in my guts. I moaned, and my moans turned into moos as he plunged the dildo in and out of my ass while working my wet cunt over.

“Excellent response to the stimuli,” Dr. Crown remarked into a tape recorder. It always made me embarrassed and self-conscious when he did this. Sometimes, he recorded our sessions on video, and explained that he would use them as training materials for new doctors and hucow caretakers. The idea of future generations of hucow farmers seeing deep inside my asshole or watching as my bruised tits expelled bottles and bottles of milk excited me as much as it made me want to curl up in a hole and hide.

Soon, I was on the verge of cumming. I gasped, and I could tell that my milk was dripping out of my nipples all the faster, my breasts heavy with the relief that came with being milked. The sensations were all too much for me, between the milking, the dildo-like toy in my ass massaging the lotion into my tender, sensitive inner walls, and Dr. Crown’s fingers on my pussy lips and clit, flicking me and playing me as though I were a musical instrument he was plucking.

“Subject on the verge of climax,” Dr. Crown spoke into the microphone and I let out a soft gasp of embarrassment and shame that he was able to tell. “Subject likely to climax in the next fifteen to thirty seconds.”

Somehow, the prediction of exactly when I climaxed drove me crazy, and moments later—twenty-one seconds, by my count—I felt my body lose control. I felt as though my senses had been hijacked, my whole body stolen by pleasure as I moo-moaned, throwing my head back and squealing as the pleasure overtook me. God, but it felt so good—much too good. I shuddered in my bonds, and that only stretched my tits, tugging at them and pulling more milk from my aching nipples. I felt tears of pleasure and pain streaming down my cheeks as the orgasm lasted, my holes shuddering and twitching around the stimulating agents attacking them.

Finally, I somehow began to settle down. My breathing slowly returned to normal. I could tell Dr. Crown was taking measurements, and heard him mumble into his recorder: “Subject’s labia have taken on a rose-colored tone. Increased blood flow and sensitivity. Subject’s body temperature has increased from 98.5 to 99.0 farenheit.”

God—it was almost as though I had a fever from arousal!


Chapter 3


“You’ve been very cooperative today, Marissa,” Dr. Crown informed me. I gasped as I felt him begin to remove the dildo from my ass. Suddenly, I felt very strange, without anything filling me. I whimpered, and felt my asshole gaping. Dr. Crown suddenly reinserted the speculum and I whimpered, feeling my hole held open. “Just a little bit more and then I’ll breed you as a treat, all right?”

I mooed happily in response to the suggestion that I’d get a treat at the end of all this inspection.

“Yes, doctor…” I mooed. By now, the milk seeping out of my breasts had dried up. Dr. Crown took a sample, dipping a syringe into the creamy vat and sucking up about a quarter cup. He expelled it into a measuring cup and then sipped it.

“As hoped, subject’s milk is sweeter and thicker when milked while being stimulated to orgasm.”

I felt my cheeks blush even brighter at the suggestion. Of course, that’s why he was toying me and bringing me to yet another pleasurable cliff of oblivion. I’d cum so many times this summer, more than I ever had in my life, and I’d never ever get tired of it, I was sure.

Now, I saw Dr. Crown pick up a small digital camera and before I knew it, he was taking pictures of me—and of my spread asshole. My blush seemed to spread across my entire body as he documented my stretched out hole.

“Right, that should be enough. Now, Marrisa, let’s have our fun.”

I exhaled in relief as he slid the speculum out of my asshole and left it in loose, floppy peace. I clenched my muscles a few times and I knew from experience that it would at least take a few hours before the feeling of being terminally stretched out went away.

Dr. Crown released me from my bonds, and I looked down at my tortured breasts. They were still full and engorged, thanks to all the growth they’d experienced in the last month and a half. Indeed, I’d gained quite a bit of weight, but almost all of it went to my breasts, with some of it accumulating in my butt. It was the kind of weight gain most girls would kill for.

Now, Dr. Crown turned me over onto my back. I smiled weakly up at him—he was so handsome in his labcoat. He bent over me and kissed me, finding my lips and conquering my tongue with his as he gripped my sore, aching breasts. I whimpered softly as he pinched my nipples.

“Does that hurt, Marissa?” he said gently as he twisted one of my swollen nubs. I nodded, mooing softly.

“But I like it, doctor. I like everything you do to me.”

“That’s my good girl,” he growled. He undid his belt and then the fly of his pants, pulling out his thick cock. My eyes all but glazed over when I saw what I was craving. Almost involuntarily, I sat up and crawled towards it, my mouth drooling as Dr. Crown guided his veiny shaft into my eager mouth. “That’s a very good girl.”

My gag reflex had all but disappeared and so it was easy for Dr. Crown to slide his cock down my throat. I closed my eyes in bliss, delighted at the feeling of his hot, heavy cock sitting in my throat as he slowly began to slide himself in and out of my face. I was overcome with his scent and his taste, and it all drove me crazy in the most wonderful way.

He dug his nails into my scalp, grunting and moaning softly as he fucked my face, thrusting his hips into me. I wondered if he would let himself cum in my mouth or if he would use one of my other holes: my swollen, dripping pussy ached for a cock, ached to be fucked, but he’d spent so much time examining my asshole today, I wondered if he’d be curious about the effects of the experiment on my ability to receive an anal breeding.

“Turn over,” he said gently, and I obeyed, turning over after letting his cock slide out of my mouth so that I was lying with my head back, hanging off the examining table. He slid his cock into my mouth once more and I sighed around it—in this position, he was able to get much deeper into my throat. His hairy, heavy balls rested on my face and I loved the scent and feel of the scratchy pubic hair rubbing against my nose.

In this position too, Dr. Crown was able to grasp my breasts, digging his fingers hard into the tired, tortured flesh. I groaned and moaned, sighing in aching arousal and hunger as he touched me. God, but it felt amazing. I loved the way he touched me. I loved the way he made me feel like his slut. That’s what a hucow was—a slut, but a truly rarerified, high-class slut. A slut like no other.

“Fuck, Marissa,” Dr. Crown growled as he thrust harder and harder into my mouth. I let his cock invade my face, let it use me, and then I felt him start to groan in absurd, hungry pleasure. I felt his cock spasm as his orgasm came upon him and I slurped at his cock eagerly as he gifted me his delicious, salty cum. I suckled his shaft as the spasming, twitching tower of flesh entered my throat, depositing his load directly into my esophagus and then kept suckling at his flaccid cock as he slid out of me.

“Delicious,” I mooed.


Chapter 4


Now, Dr. Crown spun me around, so that my legs were spread for him. This wasn’t an unusual position for me but I never fully got used to feeling so exposed, so naked and abailable to be manipulated and toyed with and teased in this position. I gasped when Dr. Crown descended on my pussy and I shuddered when I felt him teasing and licking my wetness.

“You taste so good these days, Marissa,” he murmured into my wet hole. “Dare I say… Milky?”

“Really, Dr. Crown?” I moan-mooed, thrusting my hips forward involuntarily as he licked me. This was truly a rare treat for me. I usually orgasmed from whatever breeding I was gifted, and so the necessity of providing me with oral sex was almost non-existent. That just meant that I craved it, and I squirmed beneath him as he licked at my tender folds, as he suckled at my swollen clit. He slid his fingers inside of me and I gasped, my tightness gripping them as he lapped at my juicy slit.

“Really,” he murmured between licks. “I think you’re going to do very well at what I need you to do for me next…”

I was on the verge of cumming now and I gasped in delight at the thought of being useful to Dr. Crown.

“What’s that, doctor?” I whimpered. “I’ll do anything for you. You know that… You can do anything to me and I’ll love it.”

Dr. Crown didn’t reply, at least not immediately. He was otherwise occupied with my sopping wet hole, of course. I closed my eyes and gave myself over to the pleasure. I was vaguely aware of my aching breasts starting to leak milk again as he pleasured me. Finally, I came yet again, my orgasm tearing through my body and spinning me around, making me almost dizzy with pleasure.

“I’m going to show you off to a group of senators and their staff,” he said, standing up. He pulled me in for a kiss, and I loved it—I loved tasting my pussy on his lips. I tasted sour and salty and spunky, and he made me lick his face and lips clean before pushing me back down, pinning me by my massive, swollen breasts as he slid his cock inside my dripping hole. I yelped: I was still so sensitive!

But the pleasure was undeniable, even though the pain of being penetrated and stretched after so much stimulation distracted me. But it distracted me in a way that was ultimately pleasurable, that made me anxious to serve his throbbing cock as he thrust in and out of me.

“The senators are older men, and very powerful,” Dr. Crown continued, slamming his hips into me as he fucked me. “They’re the last hold-outs on legislation we need passed in order to bring our milk to market. In order to bring your milk to market. In order for the milk from those gorgeous udders of yours to end up on supermarket shelves.”

I moaned in undisguised pleasure. It was all I wanted: to see my milk available for everyone to drink and enjoy. My healthy, healthy milk—delicious and creamy, and from my very own swollen, aching udders.

“Yes, Dr. Crown!” I moaned, pulling my legs apart wider, giving him deeper access to my sloppy, dripping, swollen cunt. My hole was burning red now from all the stimulation but I didn’t mind one bit. I wanted to please Dr. Crown and I wanted, especially, the creamy load I knew he had waiting for me inside.

Finally, with a triumphant growl, he released himself. I felt his cock pump, swollen and throbbing inside of me, as stream after stream of his thick seed painted the insides of my pussy. I gasped, grinning in pleasure as he finished fucking me, as his dripping cock slid out of me.

He grabbed me hard by the hair and guided my face to his cock. I began to suck and lick him for all I was worth.

“I know you’ll make me proud, Marissa,” he grunted breathlessly as I teased his cock back into hardness, slurping the delicious cocktail of our juices off his throbbing, veiny shaft before he bent me over and took me again.


Chapter 5


“As you can see, gentlemen, our operation here is very legitimate. All the girls working for us are here because they want to be here, because they believe in the mission. Their milk is quite healthy, and less likely to cause allergic reactions than bovine milk. It’s higher in protein and healthy fats, and I think you’ll agree that it’s even more delicious.”

Three days after Dr. Crown informed me that I’d be going before the senators, I found myself wearing a surprisingly chaste and conservative pantsuit and sitting next to Dr. Crown in a conference room at the farm, in the offices where I’d never been before.

The senators had arrived late, and listened to Dr. Crown’s presentation with obvious boredom. There was quite a bit of science talk, and I could understand not finding that interesting, but come on—this was a hucow farm! Certainly it should be fascinating!

There were five senators, and each man had a staff assistant. The senators’ names were Rothfield, Winston, Wilkins, Smith, and Hoeder. I didn’t catch their first names, but they all seemed to be different variations of John or Joe or Robert or something like that. Generic, older man names. And that’s what they were: five grey old men, pudgy, looking bored and vaguely annoyed.

Nonetheless, they kept glancing my way. I tried to smile politely at them. Little did they know this was the first time I’d worn clothes in weeks!

Their staff assistants were never introduced to me, but they were all much younger, in their twenties. They, too, kept shooting glances over at me. I didn’t know if they knew that I was a hucow, but I felt it must be obvious: though the suit I wore was very conservative, it did little to hide the fact that I now had giant breasts. Moreover, I could feel my nipples starting to leak milk into the suit, and I found myself nervously covering my chest with my arms, preventing the little wet spots created by this phenomenon from coming into view.

“That’s all very well and good, Dr. Crown,” one of the senators, Hoeder, I think, grunted. “But I think I’d like to see one of these hucows in action before I vote.”

“And,” Senator Winston, sitting next to him, chimed in. “I’d like to try the milk for myself.”

Dr. Crown just grinned.

“Of course. I suspected you all would. That’s why I’ve brought along a hucow for you all to sample today.”

“Sample?” Senator Smith said with obvious excitement.

“Yes, sample,” Dr. Crown said. “You may do whatever you like to her. Isn’t that right, Marissa?”

This was my cue. I put on my biggest and best smile.

“That’s right, Dr. Crown. Hi, everyone! I’m Marissa Chambers. I’m nineteen years old and I’m a college student, but I’m interning as a hucow this summer. I’ve been having a great time on the farm and I’d love to show you all some of what I’ve learned to do.”

I stood, and after hesitating for a moment—eleven sets of male eyes were on me now—I began to undress. Murmors of obvious approval rippled through the men assembled as they watched me strip down.

“I really love being a hucow,” I continued. “It’s been great for my self confidence, not to mention my sexual health. I think my milk has gotten really tasty too.”

I stripped off my suit jacket and then unbuttoned my shirt. The men watched as my chest came into view. I slid the shirt off and then undid the bra, letting out a sigh of relief as my huge breasts came free.

“Phew. You boys won’t understand just how good it feels to take your bra off, especially when you’re carrying around these babies,” I said, patting one of my tits affectionately.

“Those are certainly impressive, young lady,” Senator Winston declared.

“Are those… natural?” Senator Smith asked, leaning forward and squinting.

“Yes, sir!” I chirped. “I’ve always been pretty well-endowed but they really started growing after I got to the farm.”

Dr. Crown handed me a glass and I placed my nipple on the rim. I squeezed, milking myself, and a thick stream of creamy milk gushed into the glass. Dr. Crown passed the glass on to one of the senators, and then I filled five more.

The men all drank my milk thoughtfully, swirling it in their mouths as though it were fine wine. I held my breath in excited anticipation. What would they think? Would they like it?

Then, Senator Wilkins, who hadn’t said anything so far, set his glass down.

“Delicious!” he declared.


Chapter 6


“I’m glad you think so,” Dr. Crown said, very obviously pleased. He patted my head and I grinned happily as the senators all finished their milk. “Maybe some of you would like to drink directly from Marissa’s udders?”

“Come here, young lady,” Senator Wilkins cried. He sat back from the table and patted his lap. I strutted over to him, blushing: I was still clothed from the waist down, but I held my tits in each hand as I settled myself down into his lap and looped an arm around his shoulders. “You’re such a pretty young thing. May I give you a kiss?”

“Of course!” I giggled. “You’re such a gentleman, sir!”

I expected a kiss on my lips but instead, he kissed one of my swollen nipples before taking it into his mouth. The other senators watched as he suckled at my nipple. He reached up to take my breast into his hands and I whimpered as his strong fingertips squeezed me, forcing the ejection of more milk into his hungry mouth.

“How’s she taste, Wilkins?” Senator Rothfield asked.

“You’ve all got to try this,” he all but roared. “She’s delicious. These tits are a work of art.”

I beamed as Senator Wilkins continued to suckle my nipple. He reached between my legs suddenly, and found the wet spot between my legs, where my pussy was soaking through my stockings.

“Everything’s on the table, Dr. Crown?” he asked, not me but Dr. Crown.

“Of course. You can treat Marissa as your personal toy during this meeting. She’s prepared to service you all. Indeed, if there’s anything you can’t do with your regular sexual partners—say, rough oral or anal sex—feel free to subject Marissa to it.”

“That’s right,” I moaned softly. I was doing everything I could not to descend into moos, especially because Senator Wilkins had slid his hand up my skirt and was pulling my stocking down. He found my panty-clad crotch and cupped it, rubbing his palm against me as he kept suckling me. I felt a bulge hardening underneath me and I began to wiggle my butt, trying to get him more excited. “Don’t worry about hurting me. Whatever you have in mind, I can take it!”

“Get in here,” Senator Wilkins told his staff assistant, who didn’t need to be told twice. The young man was handsome, and only a little older than me, and we shared a grin as he took my other tit in both hands, as though it were a giant sandwich, and began to suck hungrily.

I sighed in complete bliss as both men, young and old, pleasured me, drinking from my nipples and rubbing my pussy. I was getting close to cumming, and I suddenly found myself embarrassed by the idea of orgasming in front of all these men. That, of course, only make me more aroused and soon, I was squirming in Senator Wilkins’ arms as my pussy spasmed and an orgasm tore through my body.

“Pass her over,” Senator Rothfield roared. “I want a taste.”

Before I knew it, the men were literally passing me around. Soon, I was lying on the conference table, my breasts bared to everyone, as they took turns suckling at my swollen nipples. Senator Rothfield finished pulling off my tights and my panties, and then his assistant undid my skirt and I found myself completely naked before the group of men.

“She’s really a beaut,” Senator Hoeder said. He bit my nipple hard and I gasped as a stream of milk shot into his mouth. “And she doesn’t complain at all!”

“Why would I?” I moaned sweetly, and then let out a moo. I blushed. “I love being bred!”

“Regular sexual activity improves her hormonal levels and therefore the quality and quantity of her milk production,” Dr. Crown chimed in. “So by all means, gentlemen—I encourage you to climax inside at least one of her holes before the day is over.”

Senator Hoeder didn’t need any more encouragement. He stood and undid his pants, sliding his old, grey cock out of his slacks. He turned my face towards it and guided my lips to it, and I smiled as I sucked him.

“That’s a good girl,” he groaned. “She’s got a great mouth on her.”

First, I began by just licking and stroking his old cock with my lips. I could tell he hadn’t had this sort of treatment in a while, and so I tried to make it extra nice for him, gazing up at him with my big eyes. I felt his fingers on my nipple, playing with them while one of the other senators suckled at my other breast.

“Your cock tastes so good, sir,” I whispered. “Thank you for letting me taste it.”

“You can taste it as much as you want, young lady,” he grunted.

“Yay,” I said softly as I opened my mouth wide and let him thrust into my face.

“Another side effect of the various medications our hucows take is that their gag reflexes are reduced to practically nothing.”

With that information in hand, Senator Hoeder gripped my face and began to thrust into my mouth, his cock hitting the back of my throat and then sliding down. I closed my eyes, just enjoying the feeling of being face fucked and then the feeling of having my nipples suckled and stimulated. I was vaguely aware of hands on my pussy and ass, and then I saw Senator Smith climbing onto the table.


Chapter 7


“Take this, young lady,” Senator Smith growled. I felt his cock press against my pussy and I gasped onto the cock in my mouth as he inserted himself inside of me. I felt my insides stretch around him and I moaned onto the senator in my mouth as he fucked me.

Now, I had two cocks inside of me—truly a blissful experience for me. I moaned as the men fucked me, and listened to their moaning as though it were far off. I couldn’t see much besides the cock and balls in front of me, but I saw that the other men in the room were undressing.

I figured the senators would all go first, and then I’d be tossed to their assistants. As much as I loved being a good slut for these older men, I was most excited for the vigor and enthusiasm that their younger counterparts would no doubt bring to me.

“Christ Almighty,” Senator Hoeder groaned as I felt his cock start to spasm. Soon, his bitter, thick load of cum burst from the spongy tip of his old cock and filled my mouth. He kept thrusting into my mouth as he finished cumming, grinning and then patted my cheek.

Now, I was able to watch Senator Smith on top of me, thrusting into me. He spread my legs wide and placed them on his shoulders, and I was pleasantly surprised by how vigorous and strong he was, and how big his cock was. I moaned as he bit my breasts, as he bit my all over, slapping and pinching my skin as he rode me.

“You said anal was on the menu?” Senator Wilkins asked Dr. Crown.

“Of course. Marissa is a very experienced anal hucow. You needn’t even lubricate her anus. I’ve applied lotions to her rectum that will cause pleasurable lubrication in the case of stretching and ripping.”

So that’s what the lotions Dr. Crown put inside my ass were for! He was such a smart doctor. I beamed at the thought of my smart boss as the Senator fucking me finally came, filling my pussy with his seed.

Now, Senator Wilkins pulled me off the table and then bent me over. He grabbed my arms, holding them back behind me as though he were arresting me, and pushed me back onto the table, but with my ass pressing against him.

“Apologies if this hurts, young lady,” the older man growled. “But you’re going to be a good girl and take it all anyway, won’t you?”

“Of course, sir,” I whimpered as I felt his cock between my ass cheeks. His assistant spread them wide for the senator and I let out a soft sob of pain as I felt his cock penetrate my tender asshole.

“She’s tight as hell,” the Senator groaned approvingly. And, indeed, I was—I felt him ripping me open, and then, almost as soon as the sensation arose, I felt my skin start to secrete its own lubricant. I moaned as the senator’s fat cock slid deep into my asshole, and closed my eyes as he began to pound into me, fucking me harder and harder.

“Look at her go!” one of the men cried out as they watched me get fucked, as they watched the thick cock inside of my asshole tear me open. I managed a weak smile. I was totally helpless and the men knew that: they were going to do whatever the fuck they wanted to me.

“This is like fucking my wife again for the first time,” Senator Wilkins declared. “I remember putting it in her ass on prom night back in 1960… But even then, I don’t think she was as good as you, Marissa.”

“Thank you, sir!” I gasped, pushing my ass back against his cock, trying to take him as deep as I could. The praise really got me going, and I knew my pussy, dripping with senator cum, was also dripping with my own arousal.

Soon, Senator Wilkins let out a loud moan of pure pleasure and I felt his cock erupt in my asshole. I closed my eyes, moaning and mooing softly in pleasure as a small orgasm hit me, as it often did when I took it in the ass.

I had already taken loads in all three of my holes, but the men weren’t done with me. Far from it.


Chapter 8


Next up, it was Senator Winston and Rothfield. They tag-teamed me, and I was delighted to please them. Rothfield took Wilkins’s place behind me, and instead of sliding his cock into my dripping, torn asshole, he forced it into my wet pussy. He let out a hungry sigh of pleasure and reached out to grab my hair hard, forcing my head back as I squealed.

“That feels wonderful, young lady. You’ve certainly got a lovely little hole.”

“Thank you, sir!” I sobbed in pleasure and pain. Before I could say anything more, Senator Winston grasped my face and slid his cock into my mouth. Now, both men were fucking me, slamming themselves into my holes as though I were a ball they were knocking back and forth between them. I could barely keep up with the pleasure as the cock in my mouth went so deep, the remains of my gag reflex were trigged and I started to choke, albeit so slightly that I don’t think anyone but Dr. Crown noticed.

My eyes were watering and my make up was running, but I kept it together and Dr. Crown grinned at me. He gave me a silent thumbs up and I would have replied in kind had my hands or mouth been free to.

The cocks invading my holes felt wonderful: now that I was so used to such large cocks, like those of the bulls on the farm, having normal men’s cocks inside of me felt like a vacation. I could take an unending supply of them, quite easily, I was sure. I’d heard of porn stars who broke down after attempting to pleasure and fuck dozens or hundreds of men in a day during strange publicity stunts, and I felt confident that I’d be able to handle their challenge easily.

But they weren’t hucows, like me. They hadn’t trained their bodies to take themselves to the utmost limits of pleasure and pain. I had, though. I was a hucow and there was nothing I couldn’t take.


Chapter 9


Senator Winston and Rothfield came inside of me in quick succession, and I eagerly accepted their seed. I loved the feeling and taste of their old cocks orgasming inside of me. The way they exploded and filled me. What I loved even more, though, was how obvious it was that they never got to fuck young girls like this. That I was a novelty for them, a special treasure. That I reminded them of their lives when they were young, when you could still drag the secretary into your office after a three martini lunch for a little afternoon delight.

Well, now I was their afternoon delight.

I lay back on the conference table, my holes dripping with cum. Senator Smith approached me again, spreading my legs and placing them on his shoulders before driving his cock into my asshole. I gasped softly, but it hurt only slightly. Now that I was full of cum, all of my holes were nicely lubricated and easy to fuck.

The Senator pounded me without any concern for my comfort or well-being, and I could tell he had a bit of sadistic bent—after all, he was the one who’d been pinching and bruising me. I knew my body would ache from his attention in the morning.

Nonetheless, I was impressed that he could fuck me again. He didn’t last too long in my ass, but I loved it all the same and whimpered when he came, deep in my guts.

The next half hour or so was a blur as the senators all took turns using me again. Then, finally, sweaty and satisfied, they contented themselves with drinking from my nipples, suckling my breasts dry as they lazily touched my bruises and my swollen anatomy.

“Well,” Rothfield said with a final sigh. “I suppose it’s about time we let the boys have a go at her.”

The other men agreed. I cast a lazy look over at the staff assistants, all young men in their twenties, who had absolutely feral looks on their faces. A flash of fear and excitement went through me.

This would be fun.


Chapter 10


“Spread the bitch’s legs,” one of the staff assistants declared as they dragged me over to them. They’d already all undone their pants, and I was suspended between them, held up as one of them drove his fingers deep into me, probing my insides. I gasped as his hand suddenly slid even deeper into me, and formed a fist, as he punched into my cunt, against my cervix.

“So deep!” I all but screamed at the rough torture, but that only elicited a grim chuckle from the young men. Soon, I had a cock in my mouth, and hips were slapping against my face. I felt mouths on my nipples, sucking hard at my milk, and somewhere in the distance, seeming very far away, I heard Dr. Crown chuckling with the senators.

Good, I thought. There was no way the meeting hadn’t gone to plan. We’d be getting the legislation we needed, no problem.

Suddenly, the fist slid out of my cunt and the cock out of my mouth—but only for a second. The boys lowered me to the ground and I knelt in between them, five cocks pointed at my face. I grasped two of them, and took a third into my mouth, sucking and jerking them all as I passed from cock to cock.

Sometimes, I slid the cocks between my bruised, milk-soaked breasts, and sometimes, the boys grasped my hair, wrapping it around their cocks as they jerked off into it. It was all a blur, especially once they began cumming—only on my face and in my hair, covering me in their creamy loads.

They all had plenty more in them. There weren’t old men like the senators—they could go again and again.

First, they took their turns with my pussy, laying me on the conference room table as they took their time, fucking my aching hole. I remember grinning up at each one, saying thank you for giving me the opportunity to show off for them, but I don’t know if they heard me or understood why I was so grateful.

By the time each one of them had cum in my pussy, they were ready for my ass. Again, I was bent over and before they spread my ass cheeks to sodomize me, one of them took off his belt and whipped me hard.

“Is that okay, doc?” he asked Dr. Crown.

“Of course. Marissa exists to please you.”

“That’s right,” I moaned and then let out a moo. “Hurt me and use me all you like.”

They took turns whipping me, and then the senators joined in, and once my ass was swollen and welted, they began to sodomize me. A cock in my ass became as familiar to me as breathing, and I sobbed softly with pleasure and pain as they each took a turn with my tight hole.

Finally, they were finished. I collapsed, all but passing out from the intense use, as the group of men shook hands with Dr. Crown.

“You’ve really got something special here, doctor! We’ll push hard to get your bill passed,” one of the senators declared. “And Marissa—fantastic work, young lady!”

“Thank you, sirs,” I whimpered softly, managing a smile through my tears and all the cum staining my face. The senators crowded in for a photo with me, and then each one of them took a photo with me individually, still drenched in cum and barely conscious. Then, all the staff assistants posed with me.

“If you ever want an job in Washington, young lady, you email my office. Or better yet, call my line directly,” Senator Winston told me. He wrote his number on a slip of paper and, without seeing a better place to put it, stuck it into my cum-soaked hair for later.

Once the group of men had filed out, Dr. Crown cleaned me up and embraced me. I sobbed with joy in his arms. I was prouder than I’d ever been in my life: I’d really proven myself as a hucow!
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Chapter 1


Long before I first encountered the bulls, or Dr. Crown, or all of the fun and excitement and challenge of the hucow farm, I tasted the milk they made.

My name is Jennifer. My last name isn’t important, but if you must know, it’s Gallegos. 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.

I’m getting ahead of myself, though. I first discovered the farm when I was at the grocery store, shopping for ingredients for a Valentine’s Day cake I was going to make for my fiancé. Bret would be home late from work, I knew, and so I cut out of my own job a bit early to grab some ingredients from the store to bake him a cake. I wanted it to be a surprise, so I hadn’t told him anything about it—I expected he’d come home from the office a bit tired, and then find me wearing my best lingerie, presenting him with a freshly baked strawberry shortcake, and he’d be faced with the delicate decision of deciding which to eat first—me, or the cake.

The right answer, of course, would be me.

I needed milk, and when I turned my cart down the dairy aisle, my attention was caught by a gorgeous, large-breasted redhead wearing a low-cut, cow print dress, standing over a small table with little jugs of milk.

“Care to try a free sample?” she called out to me sweetly. She was a bit younger than me, but I found my attention seized by her ample breasts, which seemed to strain against the constraints of her dress. “Yeah, this was the largest size I could find. I swear, my boobies just keep growing ever since I went to work on the farm.” She laughed a bit at herself, and her laughter sounded almost like a friendly moo.

“Oh, I’m so sorry!” I cried. “I didn’t mean to stare! Your outfit is just so… eye-catching.”

“Sure is! And I guess I caught your eye, so why don’t I pour you a sample of my milk?”

It was the least I could do, since she’d caught me staring enviously at her massive tits. Blushing, I allowed her to uncap one of the bottles of milk and pour out a thick, creamy sample for me. It had an almost buttery scent to it, and when I took a sip, my heart all but stopped.

Damn, but that was good.

It was thick and creamy, creamier than milk usually is. It had a clean, grassy taste, but not so much that it made it taste gross. More than anything, it just tasted like sunshine—pure sunshine, transformed into creamy dairy. I downed the rest of the glass in one gulp.

“That’s the best milk I’ve ever had,” I declared, literally licking my lips. The girl just grinned.

“Oh, I’m so glad to hear it! See, I made this myself.” She pointed to the back of the bottle and there was a smiling picture of her. The bottle identified itself as a single-source milk, all from “Marissa, the hucow.”

“You’re… Marissa?” I guessed. “What’s a hucow?”

“It’s just what it sounds like. It’s a human-cow.”

I stared at her. Surely, this didn’t mean what I thought it meant.

“And that’s my milk you just drank.” She patted her own breasts affectionately. “And there’s plenty more where that came from, let me tell you. I can’t wait to get back to the farm for my milking.”

“You’re joking,” I mumbled. “Human milk? There’s no way. That’s not legal, right?”

“It is now, actually. Congress just changed the regulations. I had a hand in that too, actually—not to brag, but I’m one of the top hucows on the farm.”

“So, wait, let me get this straight,” I said, still struggling to wrap my mind around what I’d encountered. “You, uh, work on a farm and get milked like a cow?”

“Exactly. Human milk is really good for you. It’s like a natural growth hormone. We’re already contracting to sell most of our stock to professional and college sports teams, since it’s like a safe, legal steroid, but our CEO is adamant that we should sell some in stores too. It’s important that everyone gets to try our milk, you know? We need to normalize this.”

“You must be joking.”

“Not one bit. You can even visit the farm, if you like. You can have a hucow to yourself for the weekend to milk, if you want.” Then, she lowered her voice and added, mischievously, with a grin: “And breed. We don’t put this on the bottle, but it’s important that hucows are constantly, you know… given lots of attention. That helps your body be ready for milking. And, just my opinion, it makes the job even more fun.”

My head was spinning. I’d never heard of this before!

“So,” I said slowly. “You work on a farm where you get milked—you’re lactating right now—and you, uh, have a lot of sex to help the process along?”

“Basically. It’s pretty much the best job ever. I originally started as an intern, but now I’m doing college part-time and working there full-time. I might go back to college at some point full-time, just to do the classes they’re not offering online, but you know, I love my job and I’ll have to decide that later on down the road…” As Marissa trailed off, she chuckled. “Sorry, you probably didn’t want my life story. Anyway, here’s a coupon for our milk—take two, if you want! And tell your friends if you really liked it. Word of mouth advertising is statistically shown to be the most effective form of marketing, you know.”

I nodded, numbly, still dazed by this realization. I took the coupons, and then I helped myself to two pints of milk. I’d use one for the cake, I thought, and then maybe Bret and I would drink the other.

It was kind of kinky, the more I thought about it as I shopped, what I had planned—we’d be drinking the milk together of the girl I just met. Maybe I’d pour it over my own boobs, and let him lick it off my hard nipples, as though I were the one lactating and not Marissa. I wondered if my milk would ever be as delicious as Marissa’s—it sounded like she was really devoted to her job, and it certainly sounded like she was having more sex than I was, so much to my surprise, I found myself… kind of jealous of her.

But that wasn’t the life for me. I’d already planned everything out. I was only a few months away from going back to school and getting my degree. Marissa seemed to be having a great time, but that didn’t mean I had to be a hucow too.

I finished shopping, and my mind was consumed by thoughts of human-girl cows and delicious cake recipes and my own collegiate future, and so distracted was I by these thoughts, I almost didn’t notice or process what was happening when I opened the door to the apartment I shared with my fiancé and found him balls deep inside of the barista from the café down the block.


Chapter 2


She was a spooky little goth girl, with pierced nipples and a black pixie cut, and her face was cute little grimace of pleasure that I could see all too well from where she lay on the kitchen table, her legs wrapped around Bret’s waist. Our eyes met, and I saw her lips form a loud “Fuck!” as I slammed the door and stood in the hall to collect myself, and give them a chance to dress before I kicked them both out.

Later, with Bret roaming the streets god knows where, I sat at the table, the very table where I’d caught them, sipping Marissa’s milk and deciding what I’d do with my life.

I had no goddamned idea now. I was lost. Cast adrift. I was afraid of everything. My plan’s—marriage, going back to college, everything—were going up in flames.

All I had to comfort me was this little cup of milk, and goddamn, it was good.

I finished the pint, and as tempted as I was to drink the other, I held off. Instead, I used it to bake the cake I’d planned on making, and then I drove back to the supermarket just as it was closing.

For a moment, I worried I was too late, but then I saw Marissa, laden with her informational pamphlets about the farm, stepping out of the store.

“Um, hi!” I said, trying to seem as cheerful and not-crazy as I could. “How’d your day go handing out samples?”

She brightened when she saw me.

“It was great. We just about sold out. I mean, it’s not really selling out when it’s free, but you know what I mean.”

“That’s great.” I produced the cake and flipped open the box I’d placed it in. “I, um, made this with your milk. I drank one of the pints and it was really tasty, so I made this cake for me and my fiancé for Valentine’s Day.”

“That’s amazing! I’m sure he’s going to like it.”

“He’s not going to eat it,” I said, simply. “But if you’d like a slice, you can have some.”

We ended up sitting on the hood of my car, eating cake, placed on the napkins Marissa had brought with her to give out with her samples, and I cried my heart out to her.

“So, my life is basically over,” I concluded. “I was wondering if you thought I could make it as a hucow.”

“I think any girl who wants it enough can make it as a hucow,” Marissa said, thoughtfully. “Would you like to meet my boss? He’s always looking out for new talent, and I’m sure he’d be happy to interview you.”

“That would be amazing,” I gasped.

“We’re staying at the same hotel,” she told me, and gave me the address.

“Should I go home and get my resume?”

“I think his interview will be… more of an exam. To see if you have what it takes,” she said. “That was how mine was.”

“Okay, then…”

“Just follow me back to the hotel. I’ll give him a heads-up I’m bringing you over.”

I nodded. My heart leapt a bit. I knew this was an unusual, unorthodox career, but I didn’t really mind. More than anything, I wanted to be independent, and this seemed like a wonderful path to independence.

What was more, I was intrigued by the way Marissa talked about how wonderful being a hucow was.

“It’s just so exciting to feel wanted all the time,” she confessed to me as we finished our cake. “I mean, the bulls are so excited to breed you every single day, but then so are the other men who work on the farm.”

I found myself blushing hard at this thought.

“And… I’d get to do that?”

“Of course! It’s an important part of making sure your milk gets nice and rich.”

I’d only ever had three boyfriends, including Brett. Only ever had sex with those three men. The idea of being with many, many more men had always been a fantasy for me, but I’d always assured myself that what I had was better. That being monogamous and giving myself to my boyfriend or my fiancé was far more satisfying than being a slut.

Well, look how far being satisfied with monogamy had gotten me. I was ready for a change. I was ready to get a little wild. Or… Maybe a lot wild.

But first, I had the exam. Whatever that was going to be. I was nervous and excited at the same time. I was still wearing the clothes I’d been planning on baking in, but Marissa assured me that my t-shirt and jeans weren’t a problem.

“It doesn’t really matter what you wear,” she said. “But what’s underneath.”

Of course. I assumed that the exam would probably involve disrobing, at least a bit. Dr. Crown, the farm’s CEO, he’d probably want to examine my breasts, right? Make sure everything was… in working order. That made sense. I’d been the doctor before, I was an adult, and I was sure I could handle a little awkward prodding and squeezing.

If anything, the thought that there was to be an exam made me feel even better about the idea. It made me feel like this was actually a professional operation, and not just some weird fetish thing set up by perverts who just wanted to see normal people drink human milk and act like it was a normal thing to do.

Though, the more I thought about it, the more I wondered if it really should be more normal. After all, milk from humans is made for humans, right? And it would mean that cows wouldn’t have to go through all the indignity of living on a dairy farm. I’d seen the Meatrix and other pro-vegan videos in high school, and while they’d never disturbed me enough to make me actually stop eating meat and dairy, I always wondered about how bad factory farming was.

Maybe selling human milk was a good way around at least some of that? Maybe the hucows were really helping out the world.

I supposed I’d learn more at my exam. Much to my chagrin, I realized that I was a little wet between my legs when I got into the car after chatting with Marissa. I found myself blushing. Well, that would remain my little secret, I told myself. No one would have to know how wet I was getting at the idea of being a hucow.


Chapter 3


“We’re baaaaack!” Marissa sang, and then mooed as we stepped into the lavish downtown hotel room where she was staying with Dr. Crown. I expected it to be a suite with two rooms, as this seemed to be a business trip for them, but instead, I only saw one king bed. Well, maybe there was a door I wasn’t noticing, I thought. Or maybe they hadn’t had any suites in stock and one of them was sleeping on a foldout couch.

“Good evening, you two,” Dr. Crown said. He was a handsome, older man, wearing a suit beneath his labcoat. He had a beard speckled with grey and clearly, an impressive build beneath his clothing. My heart fluttered a bit. He was just my type. I’d always really had a thing for older, daddy types and he was definitely that. I bit my lip and then forced myself to stop. I would be professional for this interview or die trying.

“Um, hi!” I said, shyly. “I’m Jennifer Gallegos. I met Marissa today and, um, I’m kind of interested in becoming a hucow.”

“Kind of interested? Being a hucow can be challenging work, Jennifer. Being only kind of interested won’t cut it.”

I felt like I’d been socked in the gut, but then Marissa cut in.

“She just found out her fiancé is cheating on her, and on Valentine’s Day no less! Her whole life is ruined, and she needs a new path.”

I blushed. Marissa, you didn’t need to phrase it exactly like THAT. My whole life being ruined…

But that was what it sounded like. I took a deep breath, forcing myself to be brave.

“Well, yes, unfortunately—but I’m trying to look at new options and, um, being a hucow sounds really wonderful, and Marissa seems to have had such a good time as a hucow, so it really got me excited about the possibility.”

Dr. Crown nodded.

“Marissa is truly a natural. It’s almost effortless for her.”

“Oh, stop!” Marissa said, her voice turning into a moo halfway through her exclamation. She seemed to become more submissive, more bovine in the doctor’s presence, leaning forward and showing off her huge breasts. “I work plenty hard.”

“True. You do,” Dr. Crown said. “Now I’m going to embarrass Marissa a bit. This hucow here is mostly the reason we were able to get regulatory approval to sell our milk in stores. She really wowed the congressional committee and staff who came to see her.”

“Aw, shucks,” Marissa said, and then mooed happily. She really did seem to love her job. God, had I ever loved a job that much?

“Marissa, please step out of the room and give Jennifer and I some privacy while we conduct her interview and exam.”

“Of course, Dr. Crown.” Marissa jumped to her feet and then groaned softly. She gave me a knowing smile. “Back pain. I’m usually not on my feet so much with these great big milkers, you know.”

Once she left the hotel room, I was alone with Dr. Crown. I shifted nervously in my chair as he prepared something at the desk.

“The first thing I’m going to give you, Jennifer, is a dosage of hormones to see how your body reacts to them. If your body has a poor reaction to the hormones, or doesn’t react at all, it won’t make sense to have you on the farm. This is for your safety, and for the efficacy of our whole program.”

I nodded. I felt a pang of fear in my tummy when I saw it was a syringe he was preparing. He injected it into a small vial, and then filled the syringe. Then, he repeated the process with a second.

“Now, Jennifer, please remove your shirt and anything beneath it. I need you disrobed from the waist up.”

I took a deep breath. Was I going to comply?

Of course I was. I had already prepared myself for something like this. That didn’t make it any easier to take off my shirt in front of this man I had only just met. I felt his eyes on me, all but devouring me as he watched me undress. First, my shirt, and then the old, worn bra I’d been wearing, both ended up on the floor.

My breasts were only about B-cups, and I’d always been jealous of girls with larger busts. That, after all, had been what had drawn my eyes to Marissa in the first place. For a moment, as Dr. Crown looked over my breasts, I worried that he’d reject me right then and there. He scratched his chin thoughtfully.

“They are a bit smaller than we usually look for, but I don’t think that’ll be a problem.”

“You… You’re sure?” I asked softly. I looked down at my breasts, at my hardening nipples. God, was it cold in here, or just me?

“Yes, I am. As a hucow, the tissues in your breasts will stretch and grow to accommodate more milk. It may be a slightly uncomfortable process, though. It’s a bit easier on your body if they’re already large to begin with, but there’s nothing stopping them from growing a bit more.”

A wave of relief washed over me, followed by a wave of pleasure as he reached out and stroked my nipples. I let out a soft gasp.

“That feels good,” I admitted.

“Good. It’s very important that your nipples be sensitive to stimuli. That helps your milk production, and, almost as important, it allows you to find the whole process very pleasurable. What we do is very unorthodox, but there’s no reason you shouldn’t enjoy yourself.”

I was breathing heavily now as he stroked my nipples, nodding. Then, I watched as he took one of the syringes.

“Now, here’s the scary part. I’m going to inject this into your nipple. It’s going to hurt, but only for a second. Think of it as a pinch.”

I nodded. I had expected as much, but I’d never liked needles or getting shots at the doctor. But then, who did?

I thrust my chest forward, trying my best to be brave. I didn’t want him to think I was a coward, or unsuited to the work of being a hucow. I watched as the sharp needle came closer and closer to the swollen nub of my nipple and then I whimpered when they finally kissed, metal penetrating some of my tenderest flesh. It was only for a second, but the pain was bright and sharp.

What surprised me more than anything was how much I was enjoying it. I realized I was clenching myself DOWN THERE—that I was wet, wetter between my legs than I’d even been in the car on the way to the hotel. There was something about Dr. Crown touching me, so coldly and professionally, that drove me crazy, and then the sharp kiss of the needle on my nipple—oh my god.

I’d never thought of myself as a masochist, but I did occasionally like to be spanked or have my nipples pinched while getting fucked really hard. Maybe this was something I should explore more?

“That’s the first one. Not too bad, huh?”

“Do I get a bandaid?” I whispered, trying to show what a trooper I was, how brave I was. Dr. Crown just grinned.

“I don’t think you need one. Look—no blood. But here, I’ll kiss it, just to make sure.”

I gasped when I felt his mouth on my nipple. I let out a loud, long moan, and my breast felt warm and tingly. Not just from his mouth and his tongue lavishing attention on my sore, swollen nub, either. Something was happening…

While Dr. Crown suckled at my nipple, he brought the other syringe to the as-yet-untreated nipple and then, without further ado, injected the solution into me once more. I yelped at the sudden sharp pain but the pleasure of having him suckle my other nipple distracted me enough that it wasn’t too bad.

I couldn’t believe this was happening. It was a job interview after all… Wasn’t it?


Chapter 4


Now, Dr. Crown switched and lavished attention on my other nipple. He was remarkably good at licking and suckling then. I’d never really thought of nipple sucking as a thing you could be good at, not like giving head or something like that. But here, he was proving me wrong, and I squirmed for him, whimpering in my obvious pleasure as he licked me.

“That’s a good girl, Jennifer. Does that feel good now?”

I nodded.

“Yes, sir. Doctor. What should I call you?”

“Doctor is fine. How are your breasts feeling? I’ve given you a nice dosage of our proprietary hormone blend, so if your body is suitable, you’ll be feeling the effects before too long.”

I nodded.

“My breasts feel… Warm. Tingly, I guess? I don’t really know… They feel like there are little warm pinpricks inside of my skin. That sounds creepy, but it actually feels kind of nice.”

Dr. Crown nodded and recorded a few notes in a notebook.

“Is that what I’m supposed to be feeling?” I asked. He smiled.

“I can’t tell you that. Then, you might trick yourself into feeling that—or not feeling it. It’s important that you just allow yourself to feel the effects, whatever they are, and be honest with me. If you’re not a match for our program, that’s perfectly fine. Not everyone is suited to being a hucow. It’s hard work.”

“But I want to try!” I cried. “Marissa seems so happy and fulfilled.”

“Marissa is truly a natural, but as she said, even she had to work hard. Not all of our girls have it as easy as she does.”

“I can do it,” I insisted. “Even if it makes my boobs hurt.” I bit my lip. “I’m, uh, not all that experienced, but I’m sure I can do the breeding part too. Marissa told me about that.”

“Oh, she did? Good, that will make this next part less awkward. I’ll need to examine the rest of your body.”

Of course he would. I hesitated, feeling my cheeks flush as the idea of this man I’d only just met examining my most private spots, poking and prodding me in places that only a few men had ever seen.

“Unless you don’t want to continue with the interview,” Dr. Crown said.

“No,” I blurted out. “I want to continue. I do. I’m just… embarrassed.”

“Of what?”

“I’m… I’ve only been with three guys.” Here I was, just admitting everything.

“Marissa was a virgin when she interviewed with us. Inexperience is no barrier.”

I took a deep breath.

Did I really want this?

I stood up and began to undo my pants. I slid them down, along with my underwear, and stood before the doctor, naked, my breasts tingling.

Yes, I did.

“Jennifer, please sit on the desk and spread your legs for me. Then, lie back. Feel free to position yourself however it’s comfortable.”

I obeyed. This really did feel like I was at the doctor’s office, and I felt helpless to resist, helpless to disobey his instructions. Not that I wanted to.

I lay on the desk, the long way, so that my head was resting on a mouse pad, and spread my thighs. I knew I was wet, and the scent of my pussy filled the room, hanging over us. God, I must stink, I thought. I hadn’t even showered.

“Candidate shows signs of extreme arousal,” Dr. Crown murmured to himself as he recorded his observations. He lowered his head so that his face was right above my pussy. I hadn’t had a man’s face there when he wasn’t about to eat me out… ever. And even that had only happened a few times.

But it must have been obvious to him that I was turned on. I wondered what, besides the scent, made it clear?

“Candidate’s genital area is waxed and hairless.” Well, yeah—I’d gotten waxed the day before in anticipation of Valentine’s Day.

“Candidate’s labia are swollen. Ruddy brown in color. Clitoris is swollen as well, beneath clitoral hood. Candidate is quite clearly producing lubrication, indicating further arousal and preparation for penetration.”

I bit my lip. God, this was humiliating, having him narrate what he was seeing… But that only made it more arousing.

I gasped when he touched me with the eraser of his pencil, easing my pussy lips open.

“Candidate’s insides are pale pink in color, signs of some milky discharge present, indicating prolonged arousal.”

Fuck. He knew I was aroused from the time I arrived. Maybe even from when I met up with Marissa at the store. I just knew he’d find out. I blushed even harder at the thought and squeezed my eyes shut.

Something was happening to me. My breasts were feeling fuller, swollen. I reached a hand up to feel them, and they were almost burning hot.

“What’s happening to me?” I whispered in a small, scared voice.

“There’s nothing to be frightened of,” Dr. Crown said gently. His voice soothed me, even though I was afraid. “Everything your body is doing is exactly what it was made to do. We’re just helping speed mother nature along for our own purposes, you see. That’s all the hormones do. You’re feeling the sensation of several months of development in the course of a few minutes.”

That made a certain amount of sense. Okay, fine. I was going through hormonal changes. That must account for the arousal too, right?

I cried out when I felt Dr. Crown’s tongue on my pussy. He lapped deep inside of me, probing, and then up to my clit, before leaving my needy slit wanting more.

“Oh my god,” I moaned. “That felt so good.”

“I thought that would help relax you,” Dr. Crown said with a grin that I just barely saw when I raised my head. “Candidate has a slightly sour taste, but inoffensive. No indication of any sort of infection or other conditions which may impede our purposes.”

Well, that was good to know.

“I think you’ll enjoy this next part too,” Dr. Crown said. “Usually, I have a little bit more in the way of equipment for this part, but this will have to do.”

He placed his phone on the entertainment center, and I saw him turn on the camera. He was recording me, I realized.

“We’re going to use this video for making our final decision,” Dr. Crown said. He produced something else from a bag, something small and plastic, and I didn’t really see what it was, but when he placed it on my clitoris and turned it on, I knew exactly what he was doing.

It was a vibrator.

I let out a long, low moan, arching my back.

God, he had me so fucking turned on. I was more turned on than I’d ever been in my life, and my body reacted so vigorously, without my willing it. I shook and shuddered beneath the vibrations, pleasure racing along my nerves. I was squirming on the desk and the knowledge that I was being recorded only made it more exciting. Someone else was going to watch this, going to watch me cum.

“Candidate shows excellent response to pleasurable stimuli, indicating obvious enjoyment of sexual pleasure and stimulation.” I gasped, moaning in delight at the so-called pleasurable stimuli. “Candidate’s level enjoyment indicates a possible dearth of sexual pleasure and enjoyment in her day to day life.”

Fuck. He’d hit it on the nose. Bret’s demanding job had kept him at the office late for weeks, and apparently also driven him into the skinny, slutty arms of the goth barista. I’d given him the benefit of the doubt, assuming he was just tired from work, but now knowing what he’d gotten up to, I hated that I’d gone weeks without sex, without cumming except from my own fingers.

But now, I was about to cum on camera. For a man I’d only just met.

“Candidate’s breasts are beginning to leak milk,” Dr. Crown murmured as he recorded his observations. “Candidate is on the verge of orgasm, which indicates a beneficial link between milk production and sexual pleasure.”

God, was it so obvious? I bucked my hips and my hands flew to his wrist, gripping it hard as I came for him, my mouth open wide in a silent moan of pleasure.

“Fuck,” I whimpered. Any and all attempts at being professional fell away as I came, my muscles spasming and my pussy trembling beneath the incessant vibrations.

“Candidate has achieved climax,” Dr. Crown recorded with a smile. “All right, Jennifer—you’ve done well with this part of the exam. Shall we move onto the next part?”

I had no idea what that could possibly be but I simply nodded. I was in it for the long haul now—I wanted to see where this was going, and grasp onto as much pleasure as I could.


Chapter 5


Now, Dr. Crown had me sit up. He led me to stand in front of a mirror and I gasped at what I saw: my breasts looked swollen, and they seemed to have grown a cup size in the course of less than twenty minutes!

“What’s going on?” I whimpered, my hands flying to my tender flesh. I moaned in surprise when I touched them, and then yelped when something wet leaked out of my nipples.

“Do not be alarmed, Jennifer,” Dr. Crown said in his gentle voice as he placed his hands on my hips from behind. I felt the bulge in his pants pressing against my butt but I was too shocked at the sight of my growing breasts to even appreciate what he was communicating with that. “This indicates to us that the hormonal cocktail we gave you is working correctly. You’re lactating—that’s all. It’s a perfectly normal process, one that any woman would experience if pregnant. We’ve just given your body some hormones to initiate the process.”

I nodded, understanding.

“My boobs fell… tender,” I moaned as I felt them. “Sore.”

“That’s to be expected, at first. On a scale of one to ten, with one being almost no pain at all, and ten being the worst pain you can imagine, how much do they hurt?”

“Maybe… a two or a three.” I moaned softly as I held them, and then squeezed. “A two if I don’t squeeze, and a three if I squeeze.”

“Excellent. It will become more comfortable if you opt to continue the program with us. You’re doing well so far, so I hazard to say that we’ll make you an offer, so long as the next part of the interview goes well.”

I bit my lip in excitement.

“You mean I can become a hucow?”

“Well, there is one more part of the interview process, as I mentioned,” Dr. Crown said, with a smile. “But I’m glad you’re so enthusiastic. Enthusiasm goes a long, long way in this field.”

“What next, doctor? I’ll do anything you say.”

“Excellent. For now, please bend over the desk.”

I didn’t even hesitate this time. I figured this would mean there was more examining to be done. I wasn’t afraid of it now. Not after cumming for the doctor—that had felt amazing. If this interview led to me cumming again, well… I wasn’t about to complain.

But I did find myself feeling bashful when the doctor spread my butt cheeks and began to take pictures.

“W-what are you doing?”

“Just documenting your anal and genital regions. Since hucows undergo intensive breeding processes, it’s important that we have an idea of what your body looks like as norm to measure against any changes. This is for your own good and safety.” With that, I felt his fingers begin to explore my asshole.

Now, I know anal sex has become more and more common among young people, but I’m not one of those girls who uses her ass like a second pussy. I’d only had anal sex once, and that was with my fiancé—I guess my ex-fiancé—on his last birthday. I’d sobbed and bled everywhere while he threw it into my ass, riding me while I screamed into a pillow, until he unleashed a thick, gloopy load into my poor butt. I’d emptied myself in the bathroom feeling ashamed and humiliated, but also strangely proud of myself for going through with something so demeaning.

From then on, I’d figured it would be a special occasion thing for us. I was planning, actually, on offering Bret my asshole that night, before I found him cheating, and as per guidance on the internet, I’d been experimenting with butt plugs to help my tiny little hole relax and get ready for a big, fat dick.

I’d only played with my ass in the shower a few times, since I always felt self-conscious doing that, but now, I gasped as I felt my hole stretch to accommodate the two fingers forcing their way into me.

“Excellent muscle tone. Anus and rectum look healthy. Hole is dark pink. Jennifer, please tighten your muscles around my fingers.”

I obeyed, squeezing and trying to grip them hard. I was pretty relaxed from cumming just now, so this whole act was far less uncomfortable than it would have been otherwise. I whimpered as I clenched my ass.

“That’s enough, Jennifer. Thank you. Candidate’s sphincter is healthy. Strength within normal range.”

Well, that was a relief, I supposed—that my butthole was healthy. I couldn’t help but smile at my own puerile humor.

“Now, Jennifer, I’m going to breed you. You’re going to feel penetration, and then it should feel quite pleasant.”

Wait, that meant… He was putting his dick inside of me?

“You’re going to fuck me?” I whispered, fear and desire creeping into my voice.

“I’m going to breed you, Jennifer. I’m going to penetrate you and inseminate you, so that your body’s hormonal response gives us the milk we need. Breeding is the best way we’ve found to regulate and improve your body’s natural hormonal processes. It’s safer than pumping you full of chemicals. The hormonal injections we give you start the process, but breeding you regularly will keep the process going, and improve the quality of the milk you produce.”

I nodded. That… that made sense, didn’t it?

Maybe I was just horny and wanted this handsome older doctor to fuck me, but I smiled in agreement.

“Yes, doctor. Anything you say.”

“That’s a good girl. Now, please place your hands on your buttocks and spread them to give me access to your genitals.”

God, when he phrased it like that it made me feel… I don’t know. Some kind of way. Hot and needy and a bit anxious with that need as well. I reached back and spread myself. I could smell the heavy scent of my pussy in the air, and I knew Dr. Crown could smell it too. I was like a bitch in heat, offering my rump for him to mount.

I heard him unzip his pants and I realized I was all but panting in desire.

“All right, Jennifer,” Dr. Crown said cheerfully. “Let’s breed you.”


Chapter 6


I whimpered as I felt the thick tip of his cock pressing against my pussy lips. I gasped as he began to spread me, slowly entering me as I waited for him.

Fuck, he was big. Bigger than Bret or the other guys I’d slept with. This was easily the biggest cock I’d ever had—I could just feel it. I closed my eyes, moaning as I felt it begin to fill me. Dr. Crown sighed in obvious pleasure as he leaned into me, sinking his weight into me, and along with it, his cock.

I gasped as he gave a thrust and embedded himself fully inside of me.

I was getting fucked.

It was Valentine’s Day and I was fucking someone who wasn’t my asshole cheating ex-fiance. Maybe I hadn’t actually broken up with Bret yet but I figured the sentiment was clear, based on what had happened. I figured we’d make the arrangements to split up our things tomorrow but tonight, I was full of another man’s cock.

I wasn’t just getting fucked, I realized. I was being bred. Dr. Crown was not wearing a condom. He was going to cum inside of me—he’d said as much. Bret was the only man who’d ever cum inside of me, and my tummy was excited at the thought of being flooded with thick, sticky semen.

Now, Dr. Crown began to thrust in and out of me, my hole gripping his cock tight. I was already super wet, so he slid easily in and out of my slit, filling me deep and stretching my insides as he thrust deep into me.

“How does that feel, Jennifer?” he asked softly, grunting hungrily into my ear.

“It’s good,” I moaned. And then, without meaning to, I mooed. I yelped then, embarrassed by what I’d just done.

“That’s a natural side-effect of the medications I’ve given you,” Dr. Crown continued as he grunted, plunging himself into me and over and over. I loved feeling the way his cock probed me, seemed to claim my insides and conquer them as he fucked me. No, bred me. “It’s completely harmless, and it will go away once you’re no longer on the treatment. Moreover—or should I say, moo-over—some of our hucows manage to resist the urge to moo by way of communication. Marissa, as you noticed, can speak normally, like a human, though she tends to moo more on the farm.”

I whimpered and let out another moo. I’d been gripping the desk but now, I brought my hands to my breasts. Or, I suppose they were more like udders now. They were swollen, having grown even a little bit more than I’d looked at them in the mirror, and they ached something awful, but there was something arousing in that.

“My boobs feel so full,” I moaned. “Can you… Can you milk me yet?”

“An excellent idea, Jennifer,” Dr. Crown said. I whimpered in disappointment as he slid himself out of me and went into the bathroom. He returned with a glass and placed it on the desk beneath me. He grasped me by the back of the neck, bending me back over and sliding inside of me once more, and then began to thrust again, pumping his thick cock into my happy, aching pussy.

Next, he gripped one of my breasts, brining the swollen nipple to the glass, and he began to massage it, milking it. He grasped and squeezed, twisting at the nipple and then, rhythmically, pulled and tugged at my flesh, and I gasped when I saw a stream of milk come dribbling out of my chest and into the glass.

It was easily one of the most arousing sights I’d ever seen and I moaned happily as he milked me, my moans turning into moos as he continued to fuck me. Now, the fresh scent of my milk joined the scent of my pussy as the smell of breeding hung over us.

As Dr. Crown switched to the other breast, I felt his thrusts grow harder and faster. I could tell he was getting close, and so I tried to tighten my muscles the best I could. But I didn’t really need to do that—as soon as he touched my other breast, starting to milk that udder, I gasped and climaxed. There was something about the intense relief of having my breast milked and emptied that sent me into ecstasy. I moaned and arched my back, my pussy spasming around the doctor and soon he was cumming too, filling me with his thick, sticky load.

I couldn’t believe it. I’d been bred like a cow on Valentine’s Day. It wasn’t exactly how I’d expected my Valentine’s Day to go, but it was pretty fun so far.

“Now, Jennifer,” Dr. Crown said breathlessly. “What do you say we try your milk?”


Chapter 7


I moaned softly as I felt Dr. Crown slide out of my well-used pussy. His cum was dribbling down my thighs and I wondered if I should go to the bathroom and pee it out.

“Doctor,” I said softly, submissively. “What should I do with the cum that drips out of my pussy? Can I go use the toilet?”

“Try to keep as much inside of you as you can,” Dr. Crown told me. “The presence of male semen encourages the lactation process. You may consume it orally, if that’s easier.”

Fuck. He was telling me to collect the cum dripping out of my pussy and drink it.

I couldn’t believe what I was about to do. My hand drifted between my thighs and I gathered up a thick load of his seed. I brought it to my mouth and began to lick my palm clean.

The cocktail of his cum and mine was addictive. I’d never liked cum very much, but maybe that was just the guys who I’d been unlucky enough to have cum down my throat. Dr. Crown’s cum was salty, but not unpleasantly so, and I found myself really enjoying the scent of his cum and my juices, and the way our flavors combined.

As I licked up his cum, Dr. Crown was measuring something about the milk I’d produced. It wasn’t very much—perhaps an ounce or so—but he seemed pleased with whatever he’d found with the little test strip he’d placed in it.

“Excellent. Very high quality, all things considered, Jennifer. Well, shall we? Let’s have a sip.”

He picked up the glass and took a small sip. He swished it around in him mouth and then smiled.

“That’s very good for your first milking. Here, you try.”

I eagerly took the glass from him and took my first sip of my own milk. It was so warm and sweet—I almost laughed in surprise at the flavor! It was completely unlike what I was expecting.

“Doctor, it’s so tasty!” I cried.

“Of course, it is. It’s human milk—it’s calibrated for our taste buds.”

I nodded, and then mooed. Now, I didn’t feel embarrassed by my mooing. Of course, it was supposed to taste good. I was a human—why shouldn’t I enjoy the taste of milk made by a human?

“Let me call Marissa back in here and see what she thinks.”

I felt myself blushing in spite of everything. Here I was, freshly bred, smelling of pussy and cum and fresh milk, but I said nothing, and when Marissa came in, she grinned at me approvingly. She didn’t seem surprised in the slightest at what she saw.

“How’d the interview go?” she asked Dr. Crown.

“Very well. Once we analyze the video of her climax, we’ll be able to decide whether or not to make an offer.” He handed Marissa the glass and she took a sip, swirling it thoughtfully around in her mouth before nodding.

“That’s pretty tasty, Jennifer! You’ll be a great hucow!”


Chapter 8


After that, I cleaned myself up and drove home. Bret was still out, and that was for the best, I figured. I texted him and told him I might be moving out and getting a new job, and I’d let him know when he could come by to collect his stuff.

He didn’t reply right away, so I figured he was still banging the barista or something. I didn’t really care what he was doing. It was amazing how quickly all of my affection for him had been destroyed, how quickly it had been replaced by excitement at the idea of becoming a hucow.

Before I left, I’d given Dr. Crown my contact information, and I found myself unable to sleep, anxiously awaiting word.

Of course, it was only in the morning when I got the call.

“Jennifer,” he said warmly. “I’m very pleased to be extending you an offer for an entry-level hucow position at Creamy Meadows Farms. To start immediately, if you can. Marissa mentioned that you wanted to make a big life change right away.”

I was beaming into the phone as I accepted the job. Dr. Crown made the arrangements, and before long, I would be on my way to the hucow farm—far away from the disappointments of my everyday, boring life and on the precipice of something new, exciting, and fulfilling…
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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 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


After I accepted Dr. Crown’s offer of a job on the hucow farm as a Hucow Trainee, things began to move very fast. I signed a whole bunch of paper work, and then made preparations to transfer my lease over to my ex, and put most of my things in storage. I was advised that the hucow training program was intense, and I would have little time or energy to devote to anything else besides being a hucow.

I was also given medication to begin taking that would continue the process of transforming my body into a productive hucow. The hormone injections came in a neat little package the day after I accepted the job offer, and I began the process of giving myself injections five times a day, mostly into my nipples.

Did it hurt? Yes.

Was I super turned on by the whole process? Also yes.

I saw results almost immediately. My nipples were swollen and so were my breasts. They’d never been all that big, but they seemed to grow by the hour, and also grow more sensitive. My nipples especially. I’d always enjoyed having my nipples played with but now, as they seemed to grow angry and red, filling with milk and the need for ecstatic release, they became almost painful to the touch.

Around the house, I had to stop wearing a shirt and bra, and just let them hang free, because I found I couldn’t stand the feeling of fabric rubbing against them. What’s more, I was beginning to leak milk, first a little bit here and there in the hour or so after I gave myself the medication, and then more and more during the intervals in between. Soon, I was dripping basically constantly.

When this happened, I was advised, I was to start milking myself into jars the farm had provided. I found this process both erotic and humiliating: I was to film myself doing it on my phone and send the videos to Dr. Crown, so he could judge my milking technique, while a courier came to pick up the jars of my freshly produced milk.

“Um, hello!” I said, waving at the camera the first time I milked myself and made one of these videos. I was sitting at my kitchen counter with my shirt off, and I could have sworn my breasts were all but throbbing, begging to be touched and milked. “Um, as you can see, my udders are growing pretty quickly—” I gestured vaguely to my chest and managed a weak smile. God, I was blushing so hard and the blush extended down my chest to my newly massive tits. I would have killed for boobs like these in college and high school, and now I was a little embarrassed to be showing them off so shamelessly.

I took my left breast into my hand and positioned the swollen, oversized nipple over the jar labeled “L.” Easy enough, of course. I grunted as I began to squeeze—it hurt, the amount of pressure I needed to exert to get my milk flowing in earnest, and I gritted my teeth, letting out a soft gasp of pleasure and pain as my tugging finally paid off and my nipple began to not only leak but spurt a steady stream of milk.

“Oh my god,” I whimpered weakly, shuddering in pleasure and pain as my boob suddenly erupted in milk. “It feels good. It feels… It feels like how I’ve heard guys describe cumming. Like there’s a build up and then a release…”

Did I mention that I was supposed to narrate out loud how my body felt? I was assured that this was also part of the protocol, a qualitative assessment that would allow Dr. Crown to judge how well I was performing and if I needed any pointers. I appreciated his thoughtfulness and his thoroughness, but I did find it embarrassing, to say the least.

“Um, wow,” I whimpered as the jar filled to the brim. “That’s… that’s a lot of milk. I can’t believe all of that was inside of me.”

I was supposed to leave most of it for the courier to take away to the farm but I raised the jar to my lips and took a sip. I had been advised that I should taste my milk at regular intervals to judge how it was developing and progressing.

“It’s, um, kind of watery. I know that happens in the beginning. A little flat, maybe. Not too creamy, or buttery. Maybe a bit of a grassy, herbal flavor? I eat a lot of salads, so that might have something to do with it. I bought more dairy and oats to eat, though.” That helped the flavor, I was told, especially the dairy: I had a big ball of fresh mozzarella sitting in my fridge that I was excited to turn into a salad with some ripe tomatoes straight from the farmers market and some fragrant, bright green basil, plus a dollop of good olive oil and a spritz of nice balsamic vinegar. My stomach gurgled a bit at the thought of my feast coming up. “Don’t know if you heard that. It’s almost lunch time.”

Now, I moved onto the right breast. Looking at myself later on the video, I determined that my right tit was actually a bit larger than my left. I was kind of fascinated by this. I had often suspected it of being the case, but my boobs had never been large enough for me to really be able to tell. My lovers, all three of them in my whole life (besides Dr. Crown!), hadn’t been able to see a difference and weren’t particularly interested in measuring and comparing them. Men, I’d wagered, weren’t as bothered by a size difference as girls were.

“Okay,” I said as I gripped my right tit and began to milk. I started at the base, and used firm, tugging motions, massaging the milk out of the depths of my breast and into the jar. The milk came out in a heavy, unrelenting spurt and I had to admit I was impressed with myself. I couldn’t believe I’d made that much milk! The right seemed to be making creamy, thicker milk too—I wonder if that had something to do with it being larger than the left?

“My right breast’s milk tastes a bit creamier,” I confirmed my suspicion aloud as I lifted the full jar to my lips, leaving a milk mustache in its wake. “It’s a bit less watery too. I wonder if It’s because my right boob is a little bit bigger than my left? Can you see, Doctor?”

I set the glass down and thrust my chest forward, and then slowly turned from side to side. I was burning up with embarrassment, but part of me absolutely loved this, showing off my body, my breasts, for a man I couldn’t see. Knowing that he was measuring them and evaluating them.

Once that part of the process was complete, I sealed up the jars. But the daily process of measuring and preparation wasn’t over—not by a long shot.


Chapter 2


This was the part of I was more nervous about, but also even more excited about. I’d received from the farm a series of large dildos, toys to begin stretching myself to get my body ready for the regular breedings I was to experience.

The dildos ranged from a manageable five inches in length to a truly terrifying thirteen inches. I had instructions to insert them into my vagina and rectum daily and bring myself to orgasm while they were inserted.

Naturally, I didn’t want to put one of the larger ones in my butt to begin with, so I started with the relatively dainty five incher. It would have been a slightly below average cock on a man—maybe average-ish length, but it was mercifully a bit thinner than I would expect if I’d pulled a guy’s pants down during a one-night stand and found it sticking out in my face.

Not that I’d ever really done that. I simply wasn’t that kind of girl, which was why I needed all this extra preparation before I arrived on the farm. Marissa had warned me that the demands on my body would be extreme, and while it would be extraordinarily pleasurable and satisfying, I had to pace myself and make sure I was prepared to take everything, so that I didn’t burn out or hurt myself.

For now, with the camera still rolling, I applied lubricant to the smallest dildo and bent over, so that Dr. Crown on the other end could see what I was doing. I spread my ass open, so he could see the redness and pinkness of my insides. It was important, he said, that arousal be linked to milk production and breeding, and judging the coloration of my genitals and anus was an important quantitative metric for determining my arousal. Or so he said.

“So, um, here you see my butt and my… my pussy,” I mumbled, extraordinarily embarrassed by what I was about to do. “And here’s the toy… I’m going to put it in my butt, so wish me luck. I’ve never really done this before… I’ve only had anal sex once and it really didn’t go great…”

With that, I pressed the greased up toy against my ass. I felt my lips deform into a frowning grimace and I was glad I was turned around, away from the camera, so Dr. Crown couldn’t see how must trouble I was having. The toy just did not want to go in—every time I pressed with it, it slipped up or down. Sometimes, it slid into my pussy, and I gasped as the sudden and not unpleasant presence of a very slippery hunk of rubbery plastic dipping an inch or two inside of me, and sometimes it slipped up, right past my asshole.

Finally, with some deep breathing and pushing my hole out—this is what they advised doing in an instructional video Dr. Crown had emailed me which had tips for taking things in your butt, among other such fascinating topics—I was able to get the head inside.

“Ah…” I whimpered. “It’s in there now, I think. I’m gonna’ push it in…”

As I did, I felt it stretch me—there didn’t seem to be a stretch inside my ass, but only at the outer part, where my tight ring of muscle seemed determined to keep my hole from taking the toy inside.

At some point, though, my muscles relaxed just enough for the toy to ease its way in, up to the flared base. I clenched it tight with my muscles, weakened though they were, and stood, feeling the toy move inside me as I did. I moaned softly as I moved about, taking a seat at the kitchen counter once more, my mouth dropping open with a groan as gravity seemed to push the toy deeper inside of me.

“I know it’s not that big, Doctor, but it feels big,” I moaned. My hands flew to my breasts, comforting my aching nipples as I rocked back and forth on the toy. It was really starting to feel good, now that my muscles were warming up, and I imagined Dr. Crown being impressed with me, even though I doubted he would be. After all, here I was struggling with the smallest toy he’d sent me. How was I supposed to manage a larger toy, or even one of the bulls’ cocks? Marissa made them sound like they were nine feet long, and while I knew that wasn’t true, I wasn’t sure I’d be able to take them in my tight, inexperienced holes.

On the other hand, she’d assured me that she was a virgin when she first came to the farm and she’d done just fine, so I should be able to find my footing.

At least, I hoped I’d be able to.


Chapter 3


With the smallest toy safely secured inside my asshole, I selected a larger one for my pussy. I was absolutely dripping wet by this point, and I would have been even if I hadn’t been playing with my asshole or milking myself—just the idea of being watched really turned me on.

I knew that it was common for hucows to serve multiple men at once, and I’d need to get used to being watched while I worked—that was one of the most exciting aspects of the job for me! I couldn’t wait to show off my skills and show off what a good hucow I could be. At the same time, the idea of being observed, of those hungry eyes on my body, picking apart every detail, absolutely devouring me like I was a piece of meat at a butcher’s market… That both terrified me and excited me.

“Now, I’m going to put this one inside my pussy,” I announced, selecting a seven-and-a-half-inch long dildo. It was still larger than I was used to, but it didn’t seem so large that I couldn’t take it. I didn’t think it would split me in half—instead, I was expecting a pleasantly erotic stretch from it.

This toy slid in easily, and I let out a happy moan as it sailed past my dripping, glistening pussy lips and embedded itself deep inside my hole. I threw my head back and let out a loud, happy moan—I felt so full, so fucking full. I couldn’t believe it. I was absolutely full of toy cock, and soon, I’d be full of real cock. I’d be bred by real cocks.

“God, this feels good…” I whimpered, rocking my hips to move the toy in my ass while I began to tease myself with the toy in my pussy, sliding it out slowly, so slowly, till it was all the way out, and then slowly driving it back inside. It was making a loud squishing noise and I wondered if Dr. Crown could hear that on the video. I was sure he could. That alone made me want to cum for him right then and there.

“I’m so excited, sir,” I moaned. “I can’t wait to come to the farm and be a good hucow for you all. Look how big and full my udders are… I get stares whenever I go out now, because my nipples are so hard and swollen and they make my shirts get wet with milk whenever I’m walking around, just trying to go about my day… I can’t believe how my body is transforming…”

I moaned louder and louder, getting closer to my delicious climax as my body shuddered around the toys.

“It feels so good,” I whimpered. “Please—please—oh my god…”

And then, in a sudden spike of pleasure, my orgasm found me, hunted me down like a fawn in the forest, and I let out a squeal of pure delight, shaking and writhing as I came. I couldn’t believe what I’d just done, and the way my muscles squeezed around the toy in my ass only made it better.

“I hope that was sufficient for today, sir,” I murmured tiredly as I reached to turn off the phone. “Please enjoy the milk I made for you all today. I can’t wait to hear what you think of it. And I can’t wait to come to the farm. I’ll see you soon.”

I blew Dr. Crown, and by extension, everyone on the farm—Marissa and the other hucows, bulls, and workers I hadn’t met yet—a kiss. I couldn’t wait—I really couldn’t.


Chapter 4


And then, just like that, my preparation was complete, and the big day arrived.

I left my mostly-empty apartment in the hands of the company Dr. Crown had hired to finish moving me out and to take care of the paperwork, making sure all legal liability for the place rested with my ex and him alone. It felt good to be rid of that place, and to be starting out on my new life.

I was picked up by a truck outside my old apartment at six in the morning. I wore a simple outfit of sweatpants and a tank top. I knew I wouldn’t really need clothes in my new life and my new job, but I felt a strange apprehension at the idea of being on the street, naked, waiting for my ride.

The truck rolled up and two dairy workers climbed out—an older man, with a pot belly, and a handsome young man, who looked like he couldn’t be beyond college age. I blushed at he smiled at me, his eyes falling on my full breasts.

“You’re the new hucow for Dr. Crown, huh?” the pot-belied man said. “I’m Frank, and this is Teddy. It’s a pleasure, hun.”

I shook their hands.

“I’m, um, Jennifer,” I said, blushing. Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to climb into this truck with these men I’d only just met and drive off to do god knows what on a farm somewhere far away?

Yes. Yes, I was. I flipped off my old apartment and let the men lead me to the back of the truck.

“Now, hun, this is how we transport the hucows. Go ahead and climb up inside the truck.”

I did so, and instinctively threw out my hand to find Teddy’s, guiding me up into the back of the truck as my legs trembled with excitement and trepidation.

“It’ll be fine,” he said gently. “Lots of girls love being hucows.”

“Thanks,” I said, appreciative for the encouragement.

“Jennifer, you can go ahead and undress. It’s important you start looking the part of a hucow.”

I knew this was coming, but I didn’t realize it was coming so soon. I bit my lip and, standing in the back of the truck where no one on the street could see me, I pulled my tank top over my head, letting my full breasts tumble out. Frank let out a long, low whistle.

“Well, ain’t those beautiful. You’re growing a nice set of udders, Jennifer. The sweatpants too, and anything you got on underneath ‘em.”

I obeyed, stripping down my sweatpants and then the panties, and soon, I was naked before the men. I kicked off my sandals too and realized the floor of the truck bed was covered in hair. Rather than finding it dirty or primitive, I found it surprisingly comforting.

“That’s a good girl. Now, Teddy is going to get you strapped in for the ride.”

Teddy climbed up into the truck next to me.

“I’m going to have to, uh, get up close and personal with you,” he said, giving me a handsome, apologetic grin.

I blushed. He really was handsome, with curly dark brown hair and a boyish smile.

“You—you look like you’re barely out of high school. Are you sure you’re old enough to be doing this?” I asked, instinctively covering my breasts before him, even though he’d already seen my fully, swollen nipples.

“I graduated last year, and I’m a trainee dairy worker.”

“He wants to get transferred to the bulls, but he’s the best trainee I’ve ever had,” Frank called into the back of the truck. “But I don’t blame him for wanting to be a bull.”

“The bulls, um, do all the breeding,” I stated, eager to show off that I knew what they were talking about. “I can see why that would be a desirable job.”

“They don’t do all the breeding,” Teddy told me. “Any man on the farm can breed any hucow, whenever.”

I understood what he meant—that meant he could breed me.

“So… You could breed me, whenever you wanted?”

“Well, whenever I could get away from work.”

“Oh, just breed her already and get her strapped in!” Frank called. “I’ll leave you two in the back and we’re gonna’ get on the road. I wanna’ beat the traffic on the bridge if we can.”

Frank closed the doors to the back of the truck and suddenly, I was alone in the trailer with Teddy. He reached up to the ceiling and found a single lightbulb dangling down, which he turned on.

The truck gave a jerk as it started and I fell forward, into his arms. I moaned softly as my swollen breasts rubbed up against his denim shirt.

“Sorry—I don’t want to leak on you.”

“It’s all part of the job,” he said with a smile. “Let’s lay you down so we don’t trip all over ourselves. Frank can be a pretty wild driver.”

I allowed him to guide me to the hay-covered floor, biting my lip as I felt myself completely within his power. He was going to breed me—this, I knew—but I didn’t know where or how. I knew he had access to all of my holes, and while I certainly would have offered him my pussy first, I wouldn’t mind having this handsome young man inside any of my orifices.

“I’m going to taste you first,” he told me, taking one of my breasts into his strong hands. “You’ve got such big, gorgeous udders, I really want to see what kind of milk you’re making.”

“Of course, go ahead—oh…” my words turned into moans as he pressed his lips to my nipple. I groaned as his powerful fingers expertly tugged and milked me, and found myself, in contrast to how I’d hidden my chest before, thrusting it forward proudly, trying to give him more and more, feeling my milk erupt from my nipple and flood his eager mouth. “That feels so good…”

“You taste pretty good. It’s still pretty watery, though. It’ll get creamy the more you’re bred, fortunately. This will help.”

He reached into his pocket and produced a syringe. Even though I’d been injecting medication into my tender breasts several times a day, the sight of the syringe still made my insides turn soft and squishy.

I offered him my chest but instead, he started heading down along my body.

“It’s going down there?” I cried as he spread my legs.

“Unfortunately. Just take a deep breath, and it’ll be over in a second.”

I let out a moan as I felt his hands on my wet pussy. He teased me, playing with me, spreading open my hole.

“You’ve got such a nice pussy, Jennifer,” he told me and I moaned as I felt his fingers stroking my lips. “It’s so nice and pink. And wow—” He pressed a finger inside of me. “It’s tight! You’ve been doing your breeding prep with the toys Dr. Crown sent you, haven’t you?”

“I have,” I moaned. “But they’re so big—I could never get up to the biggest one…”

“It’ll take some time, still, I guess. I just hope the first few weeks aren’t too rough and painful for you.” I moaned pathetically, thrusting my hips forward into his palm as he teased me. He began to rub his palm against my clit, grinding it into my wet, sloppy flesh, and I barely noticed the quick little pinch as he drove the needle inside of me, into the walls of my pussy, and injected me with whatever was inside the syringe.

“All done,” he announced, but he didn’t take his hand away, thank god. He kept massaged my clit with his palm, and I felt myself getting close before too long. I realized now that this had been a ploy to distract me from the fact that I was getting a goddamned needle stuck into my pussy, and wow, it had worked. I was writhing beneath him, moaning, pathetic and needy.

I gasped as he put a hand on my chest, gripping one of my boobs as he milked me with one hand, milk leaking all over my swollen, tender skin as he kept up the pressure with his palm. There was something practiced and industrial about the way he was pleasuring me, as though it were something he’d learned from practical experience on the farm—and oh my god, I’d never had a man touch me this skillfully before.

In moments, I was close. And then to my surprise, instead of a human moan, I let out a long, plaintive moo of desire.

What was that, I tried to say, but my voice came out as a moo once more. Teddy just grinned.

“That’s what we’re looking for. The medication can make speech a bit difficult at first. We all can understand the hucows’ mooing pretty easily, so you don’t really need to talk like a human unless you’re interacting with outsiders, and you’ll get plenty of training before that, so there’s no need to try and talk normally right now. Just let it happen.”

Somehow, this disturbed me far more than the other aspects so far had—I was losing my ability to speak? What was this, the Little Mermaid? I mooed in dismay, but I couldn’t be all that upset—I was on the verge of orgasm, and if my disappointment at not being able to speak like a human girl had slowed my march to climax, I was making up for lost time as my hips began to buck involuntarily against Teddy’s hand. It felt so good, and I was so wet and needy for him. I couldn’t wait to cum for him, and I couldn’t wait to see what else he would do to me.

I arched my back as I finally came, mooing in ecstasy and thrashing for him as I writhed around on the floor of the truck trailer. I heard Frank cackling in triumphant joy from the front of the truck and I almost snickered along with him. He was hearing my first orgasm as a hucow, and probably far from my last.

Trashing and mooing, I finally came down from the pleasure of my high, panting. I realized I was covered in my watery milk, and I was already getting flushed and sweaty. I was exhausted from the power of my orgasm—it had been far, far better than any of the paltry few times I could remember my ex making me cum.

Now, I had a front row seat to watching Teddy undress. First, he got up on his knees, not standing because we were in motion—even though I’d been pretty distracted, I could feel the movement around us, feel Frank slow and stop and then start again as he navigated early morning traffic on his way out of the city. If I hadn’t been so side-tracked, I might have even gotten motion-sick from it.

Next, Teddy sat down and shimmied himself out of his jeans. I bit my lip, sitting up on my elbows to see him kick away his jeans and then slide his briefs off his muscular, tanned legs.

God, he had a six pack. Fuck. Yes.

He was a beautiful, sun-kissed farm boy through and through. I was practically giggling in giddy anticipation. I hadn’t realized this was a fetish of mine until I saw his powerful, brown-skinned body with his pale ass and waist. Maybe that would have been cringey, the tan lines, for some people, but for me, it spoke of long, hot summer days working hard and sweating, and then coming home ready to play hard.

You’ve got an incredible body, I tried to tell him, but it came out as a moo. I blushed at my inability to speak but he just grinned at me.

“Well, thank you, Jennifer. You’re not so bad yourself, little miss hucow.”

And his cock—I’d been so focused on the act of undressing but now, I was getting a look at his long, thick cock. Easily eight inches long, but thick—as thick as the toys Dr. Crown had sent me. I could have sworn I was salivating. I wanted it inside of me, and I didn’t care where it went.

And I had a feeling I’d be getting it soon. Everywhere.


Chapter 5


Teddy climbed on top of me, pinning me against the floor and spreading my legs wide. I gasped as I felt his cock touch my wet lips. Just the tip, as they say—my pussy was all but sucking him inside.

“You’re awful wet,” he informed me, and I grinned bashfully. “You must be really enjoying yourself so far. I can see why Dr. Crown picked you to be a hucow.”

You’re awful handsome, I tried to say, but it came out as a moo, of course. Teddy grinned at me and seemed to understand, and he leaned in to kiss me as his cock slid inside of me.

Oh, god, it felt amazing, feeling that thick slab of meat penetrate me. Feeling my muscles stretch eagerly for him as he thrust into me for the first time. I broke the kiss to moo-moan, arching my back and pressing my breasts against him. It all felt so good—so fucking good.

“You’re nice and tight,” Tedy moaned, as he gripped my breasts, milking my udders as he began to pump into me. “Some of the hucows we get, you can tell they’ve had a lot of use before coming to us, but you… if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were a virgin.”

I giggled, shaking my head.

Close to it, I moo-moaned. I’ve only been with three guys. Four, including Dr. Crown. And now five, including you.

“Well, I’m honored to be your fifth. You’re going to get that number up pretty high, soon,” Teddy grunted, beginning to thrust harder into me. I gasped, his strong hips pummeling my body as he drove his cock into me, almost like a weapon he was punishing me with.

Suddenly, he took my legs, leaning back as he pulled them, placing them on his shoulders, and then leaned his weight down on me—a position I knew was called “the mating press.” Now, I was bearing his weight with my legs, and he was folding me up almost in half with each thrust. I was powerless to stop him, my legs not strong enough to push him off, and nor did I want to—in this position, he could drive even deeper into my hungry hole, and I imagined that somehow, this would make the breeding better.

It feels so good, I moo-moaned, and Teddy caught my lips in his again. I loved kissing him, loved tasting the coffee on his lips that he no doubt had been drinking on the way over to pick me up. And now, I was beneath him, taking his cock, taking my first breeding.

Teddy drove harder and harder into me, moaning and panting with the effort, and the way he was fucking me, my knees squished into my udders, squeezing more and more milk out of my swollen nipples. That only contributed to my pleasure and, what’s more, it made me feel sexy and feminine in a way I’d never really experienced—here was a product my body, only a woman’s body, could produce, and I was showing how good and productive I was. And being praised for it.

Indeed, any time he praised me, whether it was my pussy and its tightness, or my full, swollen tits, I felt my insides clench tight around him in ecstasy as each thrust seemed to bring me closer and closer to another orgasm.

In the past, I’d never really been able to cum just from sex alone. In fact, I’d often struggled to cum with a partner at all, unless I had a toy and about forty-five minutes, plus a couple of glasses of wine in me to loosen up.

But now, I was on the verge of cumming for Teddy again—he made me feel so sexy, and so desirable, and just seeing how excited he was to get me naked and breed me, first thing in the morning, made me want to cum hard for him like his good hucow.


Chapter 6


Harder, I moo-moaned. Harder! Breed me harder, Teddy! I’m all yours!

Teddy arched his back, thrusting into me one last time as I felt his cock start to explode deep in my pussy. That was more than enough to push me over the edge and I gasped, squealing and mooing as my own orgasm found me. I shuddered, my pussy clenching furiously around his cock while it spurted hot, dripping cum deep inside of me.

This was it. My first real breeding as a hucow. I was taking his cum deep inside of me. Who knew? Maybe I’d be thick with child, bearing Teddy’s calf before too long… I’d never before been all that excited about being pregnant and having kids, but now, in the heat of passion and lust and with my mind flooded by hormones, the idea was sounding more and more appealing. After all, isn’t that what being bred meant?

Now, Teddy slid his messy, cum-covered cock out of me, and I sighed, partially in satisfaction and partially in disappointment that it was over. He was still half-hard, though, and I eyed his cock hungrily. Teddy grinned at me and reached for my hair, grabbing it hard and pulling me forward till I sat up. Then, he pressed my face against his cock, and I swallowed him like a starving woman tasting food for the first time in months.

God, he tasted good. Warm, with the bitter-sour cocktail of our fluids clinging to him. I felt his cock begin to grow again in my mouth as I eagerly swirled my tongue around him. I’d gotten good at giving blowjobs since that was my ex’s idea of foreplay, me sucking him until he was just about to blow and then bending over so he could cum inside of me and leave me to hobble to the bathroom to pee it out and then come back to bed to find him already passed out, asleep. It was something I’d prided myself on, but I hadn’t blown enough guys to really know if I was good at it or not.

But now, watching Teddy’s face contort with pleasure as I sucked him, I had a pretty good sense of where I stood. He was gasping and groaning, thrusting his cock forward into my mouth as he reached his fully hardness and full girth once more. I loved feeling him stretch my jaws, stretch my mouth and throat, and even though I gagged when he pushed inside of me, I didn’t mind one bit. I wanted him to cum in my throat. I wanted to feel him lose control for me.

I had been instructed, during my onboarding process, that the most important part of breeding was the consumption of human semen. Therefore, you could be “bred” in your pussy, your butt, or your mouth. Dr. Crown was even doing studies on the ability of the skin to absorb semen.

“Because, you know, for the sake of efficiency, if I could simply have a dozen bulls all cum on your naked body and then let you rub their ejaculate into your skin, that would be much easier than having a full breeding session,” he’d told me over a zoom call, and then smirked. “Though maybe a bit less fun for everyone involved.”

Yes, even though getting covered in bull semen sounded like it might be fun to try once or twice, I’d rather have it all inside of me, and I’d rather it be combined with, you know, a big, thick cock pumping in and out of me, and strong arms holding me and touching me all over.

Back to Teddy’s cock—I felt him start to stiffen up and his moaning was growing more and more hoarse and desperate as he thrust himself into my mouth, into my throat. I gagged a bit, but less than I expected.

“Sorry—your gag reflex should go away before too long. That’s a side effect of the medication,” he groaned as I gave him a thumbs-up, indicating no hard feelings. I even liked gagging a bit for him—I liked knowing that he was having such a good time, that he just couldn’t control himself and found his cock acting on its own, thrusting into my throat as he fucked and bred my face.

Finally, he thrust his hips forward one last time, groaning hungrily, and I felt him cum for the second time inside of me, his cock spurting and exploding. I groaned and mooed onto his cock as he deposited his seed directly down my throat—I imagined the hormones seeping into my body, telling my breasts to make more and more milk, and I felt myself start to smile on his cock.

Now, he slid himself out of my mouth, grinning with obvious satisfaction.

“That was pretty fun, if I do say so myself, Jennifer. You’ve got a hell of a mouth.”

I blushed and smiled at the compliment, mooing softly.


Chapter 7


After Teddy cleaned me up, I learned what Frank had meant by getting me “strapped in.” There was a milking apparatus in the truck, one I hadn’t noticed in the dim light of the single bulb dangling overhead, and Teddy picked me up, gently setting me down inside of it, and strapping my arms and legs into the machine.

I mooed nervously. What was this thing going to do to me?

“Don’t you worry, Jennifer,” Teddy said with a gentle smile, patting my naked ass. He spread my ass cheeks and I gasped when I felt him slide fingers inside my pussy, and then inside my butt. He spread my holes a bit and then I felt cold metal probes enter me, slicked with lubricant—first into my ass, and then my pussy. “You’ll be fine in this thing. It’s just going to cycle your milk. Now that you’re on heavier medication, we need to make room for all the milk you’re going to be producing.”

I nodded. That all made a certain amount of sense. Teddy produced a gag and mimed opening my mouth wide. I obeyed without thinking, and allowed him to slide the ball into my mouth. I began drooling around it almost immediately. Fortunately, it had air holes in it, and so I was able to breathe easily, but I still felt humiliated as I looked up at my lover and breeder, my butt and pussy full of metal and my mouth gagged, drool sliding down my chin.

My udders hung down limp beneath me, and when I glanced down, I could see milk pooling drop by drop on the hay beneath me. Teddy stretched a hose from the wall, and then connected it via a suction cup to one of my nipples. Another hose came out of the wall and this he joined to my other nipple.

“All right,” he said, smirking. “I’m going to go back up front with Frank. If you need anything, holler, but otherwise, just try and rest and conserve your strength.”

I nodded, still not quite sure when to expect. Teddy flipped a switch and my eyes widened.

The machine started up all at once. First, my brain processed the vibrations and slow, firm thrusting produced by the pronged probes in my pussy and asshole. I let out a moo-moan into the gag, my tongue tasting the hard, slicked plastic that held my mouth open.

Then, the suction began on my nipples. Again, another moo-moan arose involuntarily from my lips as I felt milk literally sucked from my aching nipples. This was so differently from being milked manually. This hurt, and this felt extra humiliating—I felt like a piece of meat, dehumanized, caught within a machine, as my milk was forcibly extracted from me. But the pain—god, I craved it, and if I could have made the machine suck my swollen, aching nipples harder, I would have.

It wasn’t the gentle, loving suckle of Teddy’s mouth on my flesh. It wasn’t the feeling of his young, handsome mouth, using those beautiful lips that had just been kissing me, to find my milk and bring it out of me. No, this was a machine that didn’t care about me, didn’t love me, didn’t think about me—I was like a piece of industrial equipment, just as it was, and even though it felt so wrong, that only made me more aroused.

I was moo-moaning pretty much constantly as Teddy wiped a few sweaty strands of hair away from my forehead.

“That’s a good girl. You’re doing great. I’m so proud of you. If you feel up to it, I’ll breed you again when we get to the farm, and so will Frank. Think of that as a little reward, okay?”

I nodded weakly. I didn’t want him to leave me alone in this machine, but at the same time, it was humiliating being inside of it, and having him watch me only made me more embarrassed and ashamed—especially because I could feel myself getting close to orgasm again.

Too late. The pleasure snuck up on me just as Teddy was climbing back into the front of the truck and I let out a desperate moan of pleasure and humiliation as I came hard, shaking in the machine. I saw Teddy looking back and grinning as tears streamed down my cheeks, as my flushed, blushing body climaxed again, and then again, out of nowhere.

I was losing control over my body, I realized with a pleasant horror. I couldn’t keep myself from cumming. I couldn’t control the prongs inside my holes, and I couldn’t escape from the machine to give myself a break, not that I wanted to. What’s more, I was trapped in this thing, alone in the trailer of the truck, and no one could hear me moan in pleasure, pain, and humiliation.

I’d thought being bred by Teddy would be the single most erotic, satisfying experience of the day, but I’d surprised myself—I was enjoying this way more than I should. Each orgasm ached deliciously, and soon, they all blurred into one another, my holes throbbing, my breasts aching, my hole body feeling like one, big, swollen erogenous zone.

I don’t think I passed out, but time became difficult to reckon, and soon, the truck came to a stop and the back of the trailer opened.


Chapter 8


There were Teddy and Frank, climbing into the truck. I angled my head towards them, giving them a mournful, humiliated glance.

“Well, look what we have here,” Frank said with a friendly smile as he patted my butt. “You’re sure getting used up good, huh?”

I moo-moaned in agreement. Teddy stroked my forehead again, brushing away the sweaty hair.

“You’ve done really well, Jennifer,” he told me. “We heard you moaning and cumming the entire way out here.”

“Lost count of how many times you must have orgasmed,” Frank said. “Usually, the girls only get about fifteen or twenty of the suckers, but you must have had thirty or more.”

He squatted down, coming face to face with my pussy and let out a long-low whistle, just as he had when we first met.

“Look at that breedin’ hole. Nice and swollen.” He made a big deal of smelling me, sniffing at my swollen pussy lips and flicking them. I gasped, feeling myself on the edge of cumming once more. “Smells nice and ripe too. Let’s get her out of this thing and get her into her pen.”

I gasped and moo-moaned in ecstatic agony as I was released from the machine. The prongs came out of my asshole and swollen cunt, and then the tubes were detached from my nipples, which had doubled in size, and which visibly throbbed with each pulse of my heartbeat.

“Wow, look at those,” Frank said, flicking my nipples. He leaned forward to suckle one, and then I whined as I felt his teeth dig into it and he tugged. Then, he dropped the teat. “That’s a good girl. She’s just about empty. We cycled her out good. Time to get her making real nice milk.”

They put a collar on me and took the gag out of my mouth. I gasped, finally able to breathe normally once more.

I mooed to them: what’s going to happen to me now?

Teddy grinned at me, and I nuzzled my head against his leg. I felt safe near him, and I wished he would breed me again. I wished Frank would breed me too—he seemed so impressed with how my body was responding to the treatment.

Is it time for my training? I mooed as I followed them down the ramp and out of the truck. The air was fresh out here, and the sun was shining, warming my naked body as I crawled on all fours behind them, my emptied breasts hanging down below me.

“Your training has already begun,” Frank said. “And pretty soon, you’ll be ready for the bulls!”
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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, 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


After being forced to orgasm dozens of times, and having my breasts sucked dry of milk, I was pretty exhausted—but, as Frank and Teddy led me out of the truck, with me crawling on the ground behind them, my legs trembling—I realized it was only midday. I felt like I’d already done a whole day’s worth of work, and I mooed to them as such.

“Well, you’ll get used to working hard here on the farm, you will,” Frank said with a good natured chuckle. He reached down to pat my head and I nuzzled his potbelly, almost without thinking. I felt pretty fond of these two men who’d brought me from the sad site of my embarrassment and humiliation at the hands of my mean, cheating ex to this new place, where I’d have a new life.

Funny, the process of becoming a hucow also involved quite a bit of embarrassment and humiliation. But! There was a big difference. I felt like, I don’t know, this embarrassment and humiliation was worth something. Everyone around me wanted the best for me, and everyone was attracted to me, praised me—it was embarrassing, yes, to have my swollen breasts milked or to lose control and orgasm without stopping for an hour, till my poor little pussy hurt, but that was very different from coming home to find my fiancé fucking another girl, and on Valentine’s Day no less!

One variety of humiliation felt good. I liked it. I wanted more of it. And the other variety—no thanks. Fuck that, and fuck him.

“She’s outside, isn’t she?” Teddy said as we walked past a barn.

“Yes, Dr. Crown said he wanted to try starting the new hucows outside on pasture to see how that changed their milk,” Frank said, hitching up his pants as we walked. “Little lady, you’re going to have your own patch of grass to live on, just like a real cow. Lots of sunshine and fresh air too.”

The idea of living outside was exciting—but also a bit worrisome.

What if I get cold? I mooed.

“You’ll have a stall inside for nighttime, and any time you’re too chilly or you just want a break from the sun and bugs,” Teddy said gently. I was well aware of his eyes on me, watching my body as I crawled ahead of them, the area between my legs and butt cheeks messy and sticky from my juices and from his cum. I hadn’t had a chance to pee since getting in the truck, and I realized now I hadn’t peed out Teddy’s cum like I normally would after sex.

Um, I mooed suddenly. I don’t wanna’ get a UTI—can I just… go anywhere?

“Sure can, missy,” Frank said. “And I’ll clean you right up, if you like. Let’s get you to your pasture and I’ll bring over the hose to clean up those holes—Teddy made a right mess of your unmentionables, it seemed.”

I was burning with embarrassment once we finally reached my pen. I took a deep breath and squatted there in the grass. Finally, I relaxed enough to pee, even as I was aware of the other men watching me.

I’d better get used to it, I told myself as the trickle of piss coming out of me cleaned the cum out of my pussy. Not having privacy. This is what I had signed up for.

My pen was near the edge of a forest preserve, and in the distance, through the trees, I saw the glistening of a small lake. I knew the farm had an agrotourism business, where they had some lake cabins that they rented out, with the options to have a hucow to yourself for the weekend. You could fuck her senseless, of course, but she’d also cook and clean for you. A special attraction was that she’d make you treats with her own milk, milking herself into eggs for creamy omelets or making birthday cakes from the fruit of her breasts.

I wondered if I’d ever make milk that was delicious enough to do all that. I sure hoped I would.

“Here we go, Jennifer,” Frank said, waddling back over to my pen with a hose. “Let’s give you a good washing.”

I got back down on my hands and knees and waited, bracing myself for the cold rush of water.

“Jennifer,” Teddy said gently. “Hold your butt cheeks open so the water can get everywhere.”

I nodded, obeying him—I liked doing what he said, and I hoped he’d give me more things to do, more ways to obey him. It just made me feel special, having this handsome young man bossing me around, and seeing how much he enjoyed using me.

The hose produced a high-pitched whine as it turned on, and then, suddenly, a flood of cool water struck my butt. I yelped, and my yelp came out as a moo as I felt the chilly water invade my butt and pussy. I squealed, shivering as the water washed over me. I wiggled, torn between the desire to get clean and the desire to hide my most sensitive, tender parts from the freezing water.

One nice aspect of the hose, though, was that it cooled down my pussy. As a result of cumming so many times and being stimulated endlessly for hours, my pussy was, to put it bluntly, enflamed. If I hadn’t been so clouded by lust and excitement and new experiences, I might have even worried about how puffy and swollen it had become.

The cold water, however, felt amazing on my tender flesh and the flood caused me to moan. I had to resist the urge to touch myself as Frank moved around me, washing me systematically, making me lift up my arms and let him scrub underneath my armpits.

He even pressed the tip of the hose against my butthole and I shrieked as cold water invaded my asshole, invaded my guts—then, he had me squat once more, just as I had when peeing, letting the cold water dribble out of my now very clean, and very cold rectum.

Do I have to do this every day, I moo-moaned.

“Maybe not every day,” Frank said. “But most days, probably, would be a good idea, especially if you want to spend time outside.”

“You’ll get used to it,” Teddy told me, patting my wet head once Frank had finished up and began spooling the hose back up. “All the girls do.”

A flush of jealousy went through me. Teddy was being kind and gentle to me, but was he like this with all the other hucows? How many other hucows was he taking care of?

No, I had to clamp down on that impulse. I was basically on the rebound, my emotions all whacky, and I couldn’t be developing angry crushes on the people around me. I was working, this was a job, not just a weird sex fetish thing—even if it definitely was that too.

“Welp,” Frank said. “I think that about does it for us. Now, if you don’t mind, little missy, I’m going to try you out for myself.”

I blushed at Frank’s politeness. I knew he didn’t have to be so polite and gentle, that he could just bust his cock out and stick it down my throat, and I’d have been fine with that, but it made me feel special to have him be so gentle and polite with me.

Good, I moo-moaned. I was hoping you’d get to breed me!

I wanted to make Teddy a bit jealous, show him how much I could enjoy Frank, a much older man, using me.

But Teddy didn’t seem the least bit jealous as Frank undid his belt and unzipped his jeans.

“I didn’t try out her ass, Frank,” he said. “You should give it a try before the bulls blow it out.”

My eyes widened. Frank chuckled.

“You read my mind, boy. How’s that sound, little missy? I hope you’re been training the sweet little booty of yours.”

“I have,” I tried to say, but it came out as a moo. I was afraid to tell him that I could only take the smallest dildo Dr. Crown had sent me in my butt, and even that was uncomfortable—how was I ever going to take a real cock?

Or, god forbid, a real bull’s cock? But I knew I’d be expected to, no matter how much it hurt. That was the duty of a good hucow.

And so, obediently, I bent over, my face down in the grass, smelling the fresh scent of nature as I stuck my bare ass up in the air, water still dripping from my holes as Frank knelt behind me.


Chapter 2


I felt something slimy hit my butthole, and then more of the slime.

“A bit of spit will help everything slide ride in,” Frank announced. I glanced over my shoulder to see him spit on my asshole once more, and then spit in his hand. He rubbed it into his cock and a pit of fear opened up in my belly.

I’d always had real lubricant on the dildo going into my ass—was I supposed to be using spit in order to get used to it?!

There was no time to analyze my training methods, because I was about to get analized. I reached back, grabbing my ass cheeks and spreading myself apart as wide as I could, hoping I could somehow mitigate what was about to happen to me. I gasped when I felt the tip of his cock press against my hole, and I moo-moaned when he leaned into me, pushing his weight onto me.

For several moments, nothing happened.

Then, I felt the tip of his cock start to push inside my tight ring of muscle. I let out a soft, desperate scream of pain and humiliation as the cock forcing its way into my ass broke through my barriers, cutting into my guts. Frank held me tight around the waist and gave one hard thrust that buried his cock halfway into my butt.

“That’s a good girl,” he cooed. “You’ll get used to this before too long. You’ll come to like it, I reckon. All the girls love a good anal breeding. Some of them prefer it to their pussies, though I can’t for the life of me understand why.”

I mooed softly, pressing my ass back against him almost instinctively, trying to take more and more of him inside of me.

He may not have understood the attraction of getting fucked in the ass, but I was slowly starting to understand it myself.

I felt so vulnerable, so exposed and helpless in this position. It hurt a bit, but not terribly, though I had the feeling that if he were to start thrusting hard, I’d be in a world of pain. I was completely at his mercy and that, in and of itself, was pretty erotic to me. I saw Teddy watching me with concern in his eyes and I managed a brave smile through my moans, even as tears filled my eyes.

Now, Frank began to fuck my ass. Thrusting slowly and powerfully into my guts, going deep, deep into my hole. Entering me as my muscles tried in vain to keep him out, and then easing back out as they gave up. My ass seemed to turn traitor on me, and began to milk him, clenching around his cock as he fucked it inside of me, pleasing and pleasuring him with a gentle massage. This was all involuntary: my muscles were doing this by themselves, even as I tried to keep everything relaxed so it wouldn’t hurt too bad.

I was in a peculiar form of ecstasy as I took my first real anal breeding. On the one hand, it hurt, but on the other hand, I was supremely, incredibly, undeniably aroused. I couldn’t help but let out soft moos of pleasure in between my even softer sobs of pain. The humiliation of having my ass explored and fucked was part of it, sure, but I also found I loved the primal pain and pleasure of it. I loved knowing that I could get these sensations from part of my body that was definitely not designed for it. It made me feel more in control of my body, more in command of myself and my own pain and pleasure.

It made me feel like a hucow—a hucow wasn’t totally submissive, I realized. A hucow understood how to discipline and transform her body to do what she wanted. It was actually a quietly powerful thing to be.

Or so I told myself as a man twice my age fucked my ass.

“That’s nice and tight, my goodness,” Frank grunted in obvious pleasure. He spanked my ass and I yelped at the not unpleasant sting. “How’s that for you, Jennifer? Getting your tush poked?”

It’s good, I mooed. I never knew I’d like this so much!

“That’s a real good girl,” Frank grunted. “The missus don’t let me do this no more on account of her hemorrhoids so I’m real glad I get to put it in you pretty little hucows’ butts.”

I managed a grin at his jovial attitude. I imagined Frank’s wife telling him no more anal, telling him if he wanted to fuck a butthole, he’d have to use one of the girls on the farm. Poor Frank. At least I could be there for him and offer him my tight, eager hole.

Soon, I began to hear the tell-tale signs of Frank’s approaching orgasm. I hadn’t been bothering to touch myself as he fucked me; I’d simply been focusing on taking his cock as best I could, and now, I prepared myself to take his cum deep inside of me. He thrust hard into me a few more times, his breathing growing more and more erratic and his groans becoming louder and louder.

Finally, I felt his cock erupt deep in my ass and I sighed happily, my butt spasming a bit around his cock as he injected his precious seed into me. I let out another soft, satisfied moan as he finished, each spasm of his cock a testament to what a good job I’d done.

“That’s a good girl, Jennifer,” he repeated as he slid his cock out of me. “The bulls are gonna’ be real happy with you when they come by tomorrow.”

Tomorrow? I asked, my voice a moo. I get to meet the bulls tomorrow?

“That’s right. You rest today, and you’ll have your first proper breeding session tomorrow. Don’t you worry—Teddy and I will check in with you in the morning to get you all cleaned up and ready to be bred.”

My first proper breeding session—I couldn’t wait! Even as my asshole ached from the rough fuck, I found myself craving more and more.


Chapter 3


I curled up in my pen and found that the grass made a surprisingly soft and plush bed. I realized I was exhausted—I’d barely slept the night before owing to my excitement. Also, I’m one of those people where, if I know I have to get up early for something, it takes me a long time to fall asleep. I’m always like that for flights or a job interview or anything like that, so I was already running on fumes when Teddy and Frank picked me up, and now, I was ready to crash.

There was the little problem of my aching asshole. After the boys cleaned me up once more, Teddy kissed me goodbye. I tugged at his shirt sleeve and mooed to him softly, a whining plea for attention.

Could you take a look at my butthole and make sure it’s not broken? I mooed. Teddy grinned, and had me bend over, my ass up in the air. With the weight of my newly-engorged breasts pulling me forward, being on all fours was actually much more comfortable and natural than standing up. I could see why real cows did it.

I mean, that and they didn’t really have much of a choice, now, do they?

“Your asshole looks fine,” Teddy assured me. “Here, let me take a picture and show you.”

He pulled out his camera phone and I held still as he spread my cheeks and snapped a quick photo. I turned around, sitting cross-legged as he handed me the phone. I almost gasped as what I saw.

There were my asshole and pussy, and god, my pussy was swollen—all those times cumming in the truck had really done a number on it! Not only did I barely recognize myself from this angle, I barely recognized my pussy! Poor girl. She’d been working hard.

My butthole looked fine, fortunately. Maybe a little red and swollen, but none the worse for wear—it seemed to have gone back to normal pretty quickly.

“One of the side-effects of the medications you’re taking is that your body show recover from any—shall we say—trauma involved with breeding,” Teddy said a bit sheepishly. “The bulls can be pretty rough, and even if they weren’t, you know, their organs are pretty large, so there might be some damage associated with that, but your body should be able to handle it.”

I nodded, numb with desire, anxiety, and curiosity.

“But you can always take a break if you have to,” he added quickly. “We want everything to be safe and effective—for everyone. This is the greatest job in the world, but it’s not for everyone.”

I grinned. I was still pretty sure it was for me—after all, I’d just been sodomized by a man I barely knew with only spit for lubrication, so if I could take that, I felt like I should be able to take most anything?

“One more thing,” Teddy continued. “Dr. Crown wants the hucows to experiment with, uh, eating grass. We want to produce ‘grass-fed’ milk, and legally, hucows have to eat a certain amount of grass every week to qualify. The grass planted here—” And he gestured to the meadow we were on. “—it’s all fit for human consumption, and pretty nutritious, if a little bland. You don’t have to eat a ton, but a few mouthfuls would help. It’s been treated, so it should be great for your milk production too. But, uh, don’t worry. They’ll bring you regular food too.” He grinned at me and ruffled my wet hair. “I know you’re not a real cow, but we’re kind of seeing how fine we can make the distinction.”

I nodded. That all made sense.

I’ll just think of it like a salad, I mooed. Look, I’m a girl—I eat a lot of salads.

Teddy snorted.

“I’ve never been a fan myself, but I see what you’re saying. If you have any issues with the food, or with getting enough water or anything, let someone know.”

And with that, he closed up my pen and followed Frank back to the truck.


Chapter 4


I napped for a long time after Teddy and Frank left, and only woke towards evening. I was bleary eyed, feeling a bit crazy from my long, weird day and my strange sleep schedule, but Frank was back, and he led me into a barn for the evening. I made sure to fill my mouth with grass to chew on for the trot back to the barn, and found it not at all unpleasant.

It was, indeed, bland, however, and I was pleased when Frank placed me in a stall in the barn and filled up a bowl on the floor with what looked like a rich, thick, creamy polenta.

“Eat up, hun,” he told me, and I realized just then how hungry I was. I didn’t even question the fact that I was eating off the floor like an animal, naked, my udders hanging down as I buried my face in the bowl and slurped up the cornmeal porridge. It was one of the tastiest things I’d even had in my life.

As I ate, I realized I could hear the sounds of other girls, other hucows, eating. Making slurping, smacking sounds with their mouths. Mumbling in pleasure. I heard a few gasps and moans and moos—someone was being bred, I guessed, maybe while she ate. I turned my eyes up to Frank, and gave a little nod towards my backside.

It was an invitation, and he understood.

“Well, we tried the butthole, so why not see how your pussy is holding up?” he asked jovially, and I nodded. My pussy would be more than happy to have some more attention after the many orgasms I’d experienced. It was finally starting to call down, no longer feeling so flushed and inflamed, and contrary to wanting a rest, I found myself desiring something inside of it.

Frank reached down between my thighs and whistled in approval.

“Yep, nice and wet, just like I thought. Some hucows need an extra bit of lubrication their first few weeks on the farm, but it looks like you’re doing just fine!”

I found myself blushing. What could I say? I was incredibly wet, incredibly excited to be bred and enjoyed. I understood what Marissa had meant now when she said she’d found her purpose here on the farm. It felt good to be useful, and it felt good to be rewarded with pleasure for being used.

Frank pressed his thick, middle-aged cock against my wetness and I mooed softly as he slid in, my hole gobbling him up. In an instant, he was buried inside of me, and I closed my eyes in bliss. He gripped my thighs hard, beginning to thrust into me. His cock was nicely sized, I decided—he was a bit smaller than Teddy, but pleasantly thick, and he filled and stretched my pussy, making me groan with heavy desire as he drove into me over and over.

My moos became louder and longer. In this position, I found that his cock hit a particularly sensitive spot inside my pussy, and each time it did, pleasure flooded my body—I wasn’t totally sure what was happening. I’d had plenty of doggy-style before—it was one of the few things my ex and I could agree on—but it had never been this good before.

As Frank grabbed my swinging udders, I let out another loud, desperate moo. He dug his fingers hard into my needy flesh and that was enough to push me over the edge as my nipples leaked milk all over his fingers. I moaned hungrily, my body shaking and shuddering as I came on his cock, but still he thrust into me.

“That’s a good girl,” he cooed. “That’s a real good girl. I’m just about there, don’t you worry.”

I mooed appreciatively. Actually cumming from penetration was still so new to me, it seemed to sneak up on me and catch me unawares. I felt like melting around his cock as he gripped my swollen nipples, twisting them and plucking at them, milk dribbling everywhere until, finally, I felt him shudder on top of me. His cock swelled inside of me, and as it spasmed, I felt his load spurt out of the tip and flood my hole.

I closed my eyes in bliss, accepting his creamy, breeding load. I still wondered whether or not I would get pregnant from this breeding, and decided to put it out of my mind. The risk was there, and that made the breeding all the more delicious, made me feel more delightfully vulnerable and helpless. After all, it was called breeding for a reason.

“Well, gosh, that was neat,” Frank grunted as he slid out of me. “You’re sure one special hucow, girlie.”

I smiled weakly. I felt his cum dripping out of me, coating my thighs and dripping onto the hay below me. I turned around, and sat back on my butt, whoozy from the pleasure, and absentmindedly found myself reaching down to my pussy to scoop out a few fingerfuls of Frank’s cum. I brought the white goo to my lips and swallowed it—his was salty and bitter, and there was a distinct sour musk to it as well, which I suspected came from me. Frank just grinned down at me as I ate his cum out of my pussy.

“That’s a good girl. Keep it all inside of you, and you’ll get the benefits from the hormones,” he told me. I nodded eagerly, swallowing as much as I could.

Frank patted my head affectionately.

“I’ve got to get going now, so you just relax and get some rest, Jennifer. You’ll get your first breeding from the bulls in the morning so it’s important that you rest up. They can be awful demanding, especially with the new girls.”

Demanding? I asked, mooing to Frank.

“Well, not mean or anything like that, but I think they really like to give the new girls a hard time, to break them in. It’s all in good fun, but it sure looks exhausting. For everyone involved, too—I know Teddy wants to transfer to their department, and I wish him the best of luck. Me, I like to breed my favorite girls and then I head on home to the wife. The bulls take it to another level.”

I nodded silently. I was afraid, but I was also excited—the way everyone kept talking about the bulls, they seemed like they’d be really rough, maybe even mean—but also, it meant more breeding, lots more breeding, and I’d be lying if I said my body wanted anything but that at the moment…

Frank left me alone with my thoughts. I curled up in a ball on my bed of hay and gently stroked my swollen pussy, still wet and slick with my juices and Frank’s cum. I’d find out before too long what the bulls would want from me, I told myself, so it made sense to just go to sleep and relax.

The exhaustion of the day finally hit me and I drifted off into a relaxed, dreamless sleep.


Chapter 5


I woke to shrieks and moans and moos.

Initially, I was alarmed. Panicked, even. I looked around, and then crawled over to the entrance to my pen, craning my head so that I could see into the corridor between the pens in the dim barn, striving to see what was going on.

Tall figures moved through the early morning gloom, and drifted into the pens. Each time one disappeared into a pen, I heard moos—happy moos, I realized, and then shrieks and screams and moans. It sounded like the other hucows were being murdered. And like they were happy about it.

I couldn’t help but be afraid, and I trembled where I lay on my bed of hay until the door to my pen opened.

I stared up at the figure who had entered my pen, half in horror, half in awe. He simply couldn’t be real.

The man standing before me, gently and confidently easing the door to my pen closed, stood at least six and a half feet tall. He was dark skinned, as though he’d just gotten back from a beach vacation, and his powerful, muscular body was covered in dark, wiry black hair that gave him a vaguely animalistic look. When he turned to me, he caught my eye, grinning at me—a cocky grin, one that made me want to wipe the smug look off his face but also made me want to get down on my knees and do whatever he told me to do, and you can guess which desire was stronger.

And then… there was his cock.

Holy. Shit.

He was hard, and it bounced slightly as he took a step towards me, in a way I could have found comical had I not been filled with trepidation at the thought of being filled with it. It was easily the largest cock I’d ever seen, larger than even the ones I’d seen in the porn I occasionally watched. It looked as long as my forearm, and at least as wide, maybe wider.

“You’re Jennifer?” he said. I nodded without saying anything, staring up at him. I was suddenly aware of how wet I was, how flushed I’d become in his presence, and I let out a soft moo of shame as I covered myself.

“Don’t worry, you’ve got nothing to be embarrassed about,” he said calmly as he approached me. I felt like I was his prey and he was a hunter, about to strike. “You’ve got a gorgeous body. Frank and Teddy were just talking you up, so I figured I needed to taste the new girl first.”

This made me feel a little bit better. I let my hands fall away from my swollen breasts. I trusted Frank and Teddy and if they had been talking me up to this bull, then I trusted him too. Even if he was about to disembowel me with that huge cock.

“This is your first time breeding with a bull,” he continued gently. “So it might be a little uncomfortable, but Dr. Crown wouldn’t have selected you for the program if he didn’t believe you could take it.”

I nodded. I had to have faith that I could do this. That I could take whatever the farm threw at me.

“Do you see something you like?” he asked, a teasing note in his voice. I realized I had just been staring at his cock.

It’s the biggest one I’ve ever seen, I mooed softly. And it’s right there in front of me. I’m afraid it’s gonna’ poke me in the eye.

“In that case, let’s put it somewhere it won’t poke you in the eye. Would you like to taste it?”

I nodded. I did. I really wanted to taste it. I wanted to see what it felt like to have such a big piece of meat in my mouth—to feel it throbbing, feel it pulsing, tasting his essence…

He took a step towards me and placed a hand gently on the back of my head. He pressed the tip of his cock to my lips and obediently, I opened my mouth, allowing it to slide inside. I felt like I had to practically unhinge my jaw to fit him inside.

He didn’t push forward yet, though. He allowed me to fit my jaws around his cock, allowed me to relax around it, sometimes sliding off to lick it. I pulled his foreskin down to reveal the delicious, spongy head of his cock and ran my tongue along the underside of his cockhead, then tease the tip of his cock, tasting the salty precum dripping out as I slowly stroked him.

“That’s a good girl, Jennifer.”

He knew my name. I realized I didn’t know his. I stopped suckling at the tip of his cock for a moment.

What’s your name, I mooed.

“I’m Giovanni,” he said smoothly, his voice descending into an accent when he said the name.

Are you from Italy? I asked, still mooing.

“Originally, but my family moved when I was nine for my dad’s job. He works in high fashion, and my mother has a successful restaurant in Little Italy. They wanted me to do something—prestigious—with my life, but being a bull is just too much fun.”

I nodded. I understand perfectly what he meant.

I think being a hucow is pretty fun too, I mooed. Even though I’ve just started.

“I’m glad you think so,” he said in that smooth, silky voice. He pressed the tip of his cock against my lips once more and then gripped my hair—harder, this time. I opened my mouth as wide as I could, expecting that he’d just slide an inch or two inside as he had before.

But no.

Instead, he drove his cock deep into my throat—I felt it hit the back of my throat, and then descend down as he forced my head to crane upwards and fed his cock into me.


Chapter 6


I mooed in distress and sudden surprise as my face was unexpectedly skewered by eleven or twelve inches of Italian meat. I sputtered on his cock, my throat spasming, as Giovanni just grinned at me, holding my hair tight with one hand and then stroking my face with the other.

“Sh…” he cooed. “You’re all right. Relax. You don’t have a gag reflex anymore. If it’s uncomfortable, it’s only in your head.”

That’s right—the medication was supposed to remove my gag reflex. And now that he mentioned it, I wasn’t actually gagging or choking. No, I simply expected to be gagging and choking—and those were two very different things, expectation and reality.

“There, there,” he continued to coo. “You’re doing great.” He wiped a tear from my cheek. “That’s not so bad, is it?”

No, it wasn’t. It certainly felt odd—it maybe wasn’t the most comfortable position, but that was more because of how my neck was craned upwards so he could fill my throat with his cock, burying his shaft in my face practically up to his wiry dark pubic hair, which was barely stroking my nose. I found I liked it, and almost involuntarily pressed further onto his cock until I could bury my nose in his fragrant, musky bush.

“That’s a good girl,” Giovanni remarked in approval. “See, isn’t not so bad, is it?”

I shook my head as best I could, while full of his dick.

He began to thrust in and out of my mouth, easing his cock down my throat and then back out, so that I could lick the tip and swirl my tongue around the slit still leaking that delicious precum. He set the pace, though, and I was totally helpless—just a hole for him to fuck. To breed.

I know I should have felt violated by this, but instead, I was viciously, unapologetically aroused. I couldn’t explain it: I loved being split open by this big cock invading my mouth. I loved every second of this invasion of my delicate throat by his big, throbbing cock. I loved how I could feel his cock expanding inside my mouth as it twitched and as he groaned.

“That’s a nice little throat you’ve got there, Jennifer,” he grunted, starting to move faster and faster. His cock was pulsating in my throat, pumping, and I felt tears come to my eyes—even if it didn’t hurt, it still made me feel vulnerable to the verge of tears, but Giovanni seemed to enjoy that, seemed to enjoy the obvious power he had over me. “You’re doing great, baby girl. Just another few minutes and I’ll breed that mouth of yours.”

I tried to be brave, nodding. I wondered if I would choke on his cum. I tried to imagine it, being injected directly into my esophagus, sliding down my throat so that I barely had a chance to taste it. At least I was getting to taste his delicious cock—I loved the flavor of it, the meatiness, the tang of his sweat and musk mixing together. It almost made me feel drunk with desire.

I was lost in a haze of arousal when he suddenly groaned, letting his cock slip a few inches out of my mouth, still leaving a good chunk inside where I could lick and suck him as he spasmed. I realized he was cumming, and I seized him with my hands, taking over and bobbing my head while I head his shaft still. I didn’t go quite as deep as he’d gone, keeping him in the spot of my mouth before where he would catch on the bend in my throat, but he didn’t seem to mind as I gripped his shaft with my lips, quite literally jerking him off with my mouth.

The first hot deluge of bull cum flooded my throat and my eyes widened in pleasant surprise. God, but it was creamy. It was delicious. It was salty and bitter and sour, like some exotic delicacy, and just as I managed to wrap my mind around his taste, another spurt exploded from the tip of his cock and then another and another. I closed my eyes, just trying to focus on keeping him in my mouth, not letting a single drop fall out.

I tried to swallow as best I could, but there was too much of it. Some dribbling down onto my chin, but most made it down my throat as I panted and sputtered helplessly on his cock. For his part, Giovanni groaned in obvious pleasure and once his orgasm subsided, I pulled off his cock gasping, his cum dripping from my well-used mouth.

“Not bad for your first time,” he remarked approvingly. “You got almost every drop. That’s one of the benefits of mouth breeding. You’re able to actually consume and swallow most, if not all of my seed.”

I was dizzy with arousal and cum, licking the last drops of his essence off my chin as he told me this.

That’s good to know, I mumbled in a soft moo.

His cock, I realized, had gone flaccid, but almost as soon as I recognized it, I realized it was hardening again.

“Bulls don’t really have the same kind of refractory period other men do,” Giovanni told me with a smirk. “So why don’t you bend over and show me where I should breed you next.”


Chapter 7


I bit my lip and obeyed him. I had no choice, nor did I wish to have a choice. He could very easily throw me around my little pen, but I wouldn’t make that necessary. If I didn’t want to show him my pussy, it was only because I was ashamed of how wet I’d gotten.

“Well, well, well… Someone really did enjoy that little exercise, huh?” Giovanni murmured as I arched my back, sticking my ass up on the air and reaching back to spread my ass cheeks. I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

It was fun and tasty, I mooed. I’ve never deep-throated like that. I… I’ve never really enjoyed giving blowjobs but I liked that.

"I can tell," Giovanni said, and I gasped when I felt his fingers on my sloppy, soaking pussy. “You’re absolutely dripping back here. Were you playing with yourself before I arrived?”

Had I been? I had when I went to sleep the night before… But I don’t think I’d been playing with my pussy when he arrived, had I? Would that have been against the rules?

“Don’t look so scared,” he said teasingly, and I whimpered as he lightly stroked my slit—not letting his fingers dip inside of me or touch my clit, except for occasional light touches that seemed like they could be accidental, but which I suspected were the proof of his immense skill in manipulating an eager hucow’s pussy. “It’s encouraged to play with yourself when you’re not being used. It’s great to keep yourself aroused, and it’s important to know your body, and all that. It shows the medications are working.”

Phew. I’m glad I wasn’t in trouble either way. I was just about to admit to having played with myself the night before when my voice got caught in my throat and I struggled to speak, because I felt Giovanni’s hungry, demanding mouth on my pussy, slurping eagerly at my wetness.

I let out a moo that was more like a scream of pleasure, and I suddenly felt embarrassed—the other hucows in the barn must have heard. No, I told myself—they were all being bred too. We were all in this together, and I was just enjoying my own breeding in the same way they were enjoying theirs, right?

And now, I was really enjoying this—Giovanni’s mouth, his practiced tongue, licking and slurping, teasing apart my pussy lips to slide into my hole. Was his tongue extra long or was it just me?

I mooed appreciatively as I lost my grip on my ass cheeks and my butt quite literally closed around his face.

S-sorry! I mooed.

“It’s fine. Just focus on holding this position,” Giovanni instructed me as he took charge of my ass cheeks, holding them apart as he licked me. I obeyed, staying still as he ate me hungrily. I’d never had a man eat me out in this position before, and knowing that he could so easily see everything—my wet, sloppy pussy; and my tight, still slightly aching asshole—made it as embarrassing as it was exciting.

Soon, I was on the verge of orgasm, and I mooed to him, begging him not to change what he was doing.

But then, he stopped. I mooed sadly—I expected him to climb on top of me and pound his cock inside of me now, to finish me off with his thick shaft tearing my hucow hole apart—but instead, he just waited, letting me feel his hot breath on my pussy. I heard the other girls moaning and mooing in their pens, and outside, the birds were singing and the wind was blowing across the meadows.

Then, he began again, once my burgeoning orgasm had dissipated somewhat. Again, he brought me close, and then stopped.

Edging, this was called, I reminded myself. I’d always wanted to try it, but I’d been too impatient to do it myself, my ex would never have had the patience to play with me and devote himself to my pleasure for that long. But Giovanni wasn’t anything like him—I was realizing a bull was a completely different kind of man than the deadbeats I’d dated in my old life.

All in all, he brought me to the verge of orgasm and then let me retreat four times before, on the fifth time, when I was literally sobbing and begging him to let me cum, he didn’t pull back once I got to the point of no return but kept lashing my clit with his tongue while I shrieked and writhed for him. In his hands, then and there, I had the single most powerful orgasm of my life.

My whole body felt like it was shaking, vibrating. My nipples were leaking milk but in my cumdrunk haze, I didn’t care.

And that’s when he drove his cock inside of me, and I let out a blood-curdling mooscream.


Chapter 8


The pleasure and pain of being penetrated by that perfect cock was almost indescribable. No words I could use to paint a picture of what I felt would do it justice: I felt like I was being torn apart from the inside, but I’d come to crave that destruction, and even as I felt like he was ripping me apart, I wanted more, pushing my ass back against him as he fucked me.

Primal, vicious grunts spilled out of Giovanni’s lips, and I felt him grip my tits from behind, digging his fingers hard into them just as Frank had, milking them as he pulled me onto his cock, pounding it into my aching hole.

I was so aroused now, I was well-lubricated and able to take him—though not easily. I understand now that the edging had been necessary to get me to a state of arousal and relaxed readiness so that I could actually take him. Bulls had to be able to pleasure their lovers at a truly advanced level in order that they could take their artificially engorged organs.

Well, I certainly wasn’t complaining.

Instead, I was sobbing in pain and pleasure as the cock inside of me spasmed and the first orgasm filled me. But Giovanni didn’t miss a beat—no refractory period, I remembered—and kept fucking me, pounding his cum into me. It became frothy, hot to the touch like my enflamed, swollen pussy, and I sobbed with each thrust, dreading the pain and craving it, aching for him to take me harder and harder, to break me like I’d never imagined being broken before.

All in all, he filled me three times with his seed before, finally, sliding his softening cock out of my dripping hole. I collapsed on the floor of the pen and looked up at him weakly, half-expecting him to be preparing to put me in a different position to keep the breeding going.

“Clean it,” he said simply, and I obeyed, forcing myself to rise up on my knees. Without thinking, I cradled his huge cock between my breasts, lapping at it with my tongue and gently jerking him until he was hard again.

Will you breed me again? I asked hopefully but Giovanni grinned at me sadly.

“Sorry, kiddo, I’ve got to move on. But I’ll see you again before too long. I think you’ve got a few more breedings scheduled this morning, though.”

I nodded, accepting my fate. I kissed his cock one last time and he blew me a kiss before drifting out of the pen and leaving me alone, my pussy aching and leaking his delicious, precious bull seed.

If you enjoyed this kinky tale of milking and breeding, make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with all the creamy adventures on the farm! Keep an eye out for the next installment in Jennifer’s hucow journey, coming soon!
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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; and how I was finally bred hard by a bull in Part Three, 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


Once Giovanni left my pen, I curled up into a ball, panting, gasping, aching. I couldn’t believe what had just happened to me.

I’d just been cruelly, viciously violated. Made to orgasm over and over, and I’d loved it. I’d loved every second of it. Oh, god, what was happening to me?

Truthfully, whatever it was… I didn’t want it to stop. Even though my body screamed in untold agony, my holes demanding an explanation for the trauma I’d put them through, I didn’t want this to stop.

Not too long ago, only a few days ago, I’d been a normal girl, with hopes and dreams for the future. A fiancé I loved, who I thought loved me.

Now, I was a hucow. Pure and simple. My poor udders ached and when I reached for my swollen nipples, I nearly screamed at how sensitive they were after my breeding.

Indeed, I could have sworn I could feel the changes coming over my body. Feel the effects of the cum just injected inside of me. It was all… glorious.

But exhausting. Before long, I fell into a deep sleep, only to be awoken by the sounds of voices approaching my pen. I couldn’t say how much time had passed. I was too exhausted to tell—it reminded me of times in my previous life when I’d taken a nap in the middle of the day, only to awaken in the evening confused as to what time it was—was it seven in the evening or three in the morning? Who could tell?

“Jennifer,” one of the voices said as I blinked in the darkness, my eyes adjusting to the dim light. I saw two bulls looming over me, as large as Giovanni, both naked—one, pale and redhaired, with a shock of bright red pubic hair surrounding his turgid cock, and the other, a bit taller and black, with wiry hair around his massive shaft. I couldn’t say which cock was bigger, but they both looked even larger than Giovanni’s, and my insides did a little somersault of terror and desire. “We’re here to breed you.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

“I know.”

“I’m Brock,” the black bull told me, his voice smooth and gentle. “And this is Tyler. I know today is your first day being bred. Is that right?”

I nodded, numb. I let out a soft moo-moan almost by accident.

“I… Giovanni already bred me today…” I murmured. I couldn’t remember, in my fragile state, if I could be bred more than once in a day. There had been talk about taking it easy with my newbie hucow body, but also…

Maybe…

They wanted to break me in. To treat me rough, so that I could take more in the future. The idea terrified me just as much as it aroused me, and I squeezed my thighs shut almost without thinking.

Tyler noticed and snorted.

“She’s getting excited. She likes what she sees. Don’t you, Jennifer?”

I nodded. There was no use denying it. Tyler knelt in front of me and made me spread my legs.

“That’s a good girl. Looks like there’s still a bit of Giovanni down here.”

“I—I’m sorry!” I mooed. “I didn’t clean myself.”

“That’s all right. Go empty yourself in the corner, and then we’ll begin.”

It took me a second to realize what they wanted me to do.

It made sense. In fact, I should have done it right away—it was just a normal part of regular post-intercourse hygiene, wasn’t it?

I crawled over to a corner of my pen and squatted on a pile of hay. I had to turn away from the bulls, because I knew if I did this while they watched, I’d be too embarrassed and humiliated to go through with it. I took a deep breath, willing my body to relax, and then I let it go.


Chapter 2


My cheeks were burning with humiliation as I crawled back to the bulls. Truthfully, I’d liked going in front of them, but I struggled to admit that to myself. Even when I’d lived with my fiancé—now my ex-fiance—I’d always kept the bathroom door closed while I used the toilet. I could never bring myself to fully be comfortable with that kind of stuff like other girls were with their men.

I wiped myself clean on some hay while they watched and then knelt before them.

“I… I apologize for not cleaning myself out sooner,” I murmured, trying to keep the moos from my voice and failing.

“No problem,” Brock said with a laugh. “And no need to act so formal. We’re all friends here. We’re going to be very intimately acquainted by the end of this anyway.”

“I… I hope so…” I continued. “I really liked getting bred… Even if it hurt a bit…”

“That’s just your body adapting. You’ll spend a while adapting to being bred as a new hucow, but before too long, you’ll be able to have basically unlimited amounts of sex in a day, and you won’t need much of a recovery period—maybe a few hours sleep at most.”

I nodded.

“But,” Tyler continued. “It takes a bit of time to get there, so you’ll need to let us know if we’re breaking you.”

“But also,” Brock broke in with a wicked grin. “It’s important that we push your limits and develop you into a strong hucow, so part of that will be uncomfortable.”

I nodded eagerly. I accepted this, had accepted this already—I wanted to be a great hucow, as good as my friend Marissa, and I wanted them to appreciate what a good breeding partner I could be.

“Before we get started,” Tyler said, producing a small vial. “We’re just going to get some samples for comparison. Nipples, please.”

I thrust my chest forward and Brock knelt beside me, seizing one in each hand. Tyler produced another vial, and attached them to my nipples with a sort of suction lock—I gasped when I felt the tender flesh pulled into the sharp plastic.

“How’s that feel?” Brock asked.

“Hurt a bit…” I whimpered. “I’m just really sensitive.”

“Poor baby, I know. We’ll make you feel good in just a minute. First, we’ve got to do this.”

He talked to me like I was his pet, like I was a dog he’d brought to the vet, and that condescending attitude, which would have annoyed me in my previous life, only turned me on more. My eyes were glistening with affection and lust as he began to milk my udders, squeezing and tugging each breast rhythmically as he downloaded my milk into the vials.

“Feels good, getting milk?” Tyler asked with a grin. I realized I had been mooing and moaning, my mouth opened wide, a droplet of spit even dribbling down my cheek. “I’m really exercising all my restraint not to plough that pretty mouth of yours.”

“Why bother?” Brock asked with a snort. “Restraining yourself, I mean.”

Tyler snorted back, and I realized their snorts were surprisingly-bull like. I didn’t have time to dwell on this realization though, because suddenly, I saw Tyler’s beautiful pink cock gliding towards my open mouth.

He reached for my head, holding it in place as he guided it into my mouth. I sighed, suddenly content with the feeling of cock in my mouth. What was this, truly, this strange contentment and relief that settled over me as I came in contact with a huge throbbing cock once more?

“That’s it,” Tyler grunted. “That’s a good girl.”

“Man, she’s blissed out just from tasting your dick,” Brock said with a laugh. “Just make sure you don’t cum until I’m done with the sample or else the sample’s useless.”

“Yeah, yeah, I can hold out,” Tyler muttered. “Get to know my cock, Jennifer. Really savor it. You’re going to have this cock in all of your holes pretty soon.”

I was already thinking about that—how I’d have him inside of me soon, in my tightest, most tender and hidden areas, and if I were already wet from the thought of being bred by this two handsome bulls once more, or from the experience of emptying my bladder in front of them, I was even wetter now. I closed my eyes in bliss and savored the cock in my mouth, just as he said.

He had a deliciously meaty, musky flavor and I loved the way the weight of his cock sat on my tongue. As I slowly began to bob my head on it, I heard his breathing grow heavier and deeper, huskier. It was proof of how much he was enjoying the service I was giving him, and I felt my lips curve into a proud smile.

“That’s it…” Tyler grunted. “That’s a real good girl.”

“Almost done,” Brock announced.

“Great,” Tyler responded. “Jennifer, I want you to taste my balls next. Taste everything around my cock, do you understand?”

With the cock still in my mouth, I nodded. I gasped a little when he slid it out. I was admittedly a little disappointed to lose the beautiful cock out of my mouth, but I understood that it made sense for me to service and taste him all over—I had to really get all of the bulls’ pheromones for them to be effective, was what I understood. I needed to savor and taste every part of the bulls.

It wasn’t just breeding—it was a whole program, a whole ritual designed to make my body more susceptible to breeding, more susceptible to the positive changes that would come over me and produce delicious milk for the farm.

With this in mind, I began to drag my tongue down Tyler’s shaft, tracing the length of his cock and the vein, until I buried my nose in that curly red pubic hair. I’d never been with a ginger before and I found myself absolutely enchanted by the coppery hairs pressing into my nose, tickling me. I inhaled his musk, and, I suspected, that of the other hucows he’d bred that day. I felt a little jealous, thinking about this beautiful cock being inside of other girls, but I pushed those thoughts away.

Actually, maybe he’d bred Marissa earlier today! That made me feel good, knowing that I was good enough to breed alongside Marissa.

After burying my face in his ginger bush, I trailed my tongue down around his forest to the crease between his thigh and crotch. He groaned quite loudly when I teased my tongue down along this part, and he was obviously enjoying himself when I reached his balls, taking them into my mouth to wet them.

I caressed them with my tongue, still inhaling his powerful scent. From where he sat next to me, his powerful fingers still milking me, Brock let out a long, low whistle.

“Yeah, I’m going to have her do this to me too,” he declared aloud as his fingers still pulled milk from my swollen breasts.

“Not if I don’t even let her stop. Goddamn, Jennifer, I say goddamn!”

My cheeks flushed with pleasure at being praised, but I didn’t dare stop. Instead, I kept going, licking the underside of his balls, absolutely drenching them with my spit, and then licking up his cock, up along the underside, swirling my tongue around as I took him into my mouth once more.

“Holy fuck,” Tyler groaned.

“And… We’re done,” Brock declared, just as I was suckling at the spongy head of Tyler’s cock, tasting the precum gathering on the tip. “You can use her as hard as you want without worrying about when you cum.”

“Fuck yes,” Tyler moaned, and with that, he seized me by the hair, bunching my hair into two fists, almost making pigtails out of them, and then drove himself into the back of my throat and down, down, absolutely impaling my face on his cock.


Chapter 3


I let out a squeal of surprise as the cock buried itself in my throat. My eyes immediately filled with tears and I gagged a bit onto the cock—but only a bit.

“The rest of your gag reflex should be gone before too long,” Brock noted as he wrote some information I couldn’t see onto the vials of my breast milk. “If it keeps up for more than a day or two further, we’ll have to talk to Dr. Crown. Can’t be having you gagging when you need to take a load down your esophagus, right?”

I tried to nod, but I was pinned by the cock in my throat. It was becoming a bit more comfortable. Maybe all I needed was just more practice with giant, bull-sized cocks.

“Pretty nice throat here,” Tyler grunted. He reached down to my throat and ran his fingers along the side of my neck affectionately, not choking me but feeling the thick presence of his cock in my throat as I took him deep. “Here, Jennifer, you feel too.”

He took my hand and guided it along my throat. Through my tears, I felt with amazement the way my throat distended somewhat, accommodating the meat buried inside of me. I tried to grin up at him but of course, that was hampered by the cock teasing its way into my esophagus.

Now, Tyler began to thrust, fucking himself in and out of my throat. His hips moved slowly but powerful, and slid his cock all the way out of my mouth before pushing back in hard, with defiant ownership over my face. I let out a soft moo each time he let me breathe, and then a moo-gasp every time he pushed himself deep into my throat.

“That’s it, breed that throat,” Brock encouraged. He was simply playing with my breasts now, and, rather than awkwardly sit next to Tyler as the ginger fucked my face, he circled around behind me and pulled me into his lap.

His cock slid up between my legs and my pussy rested on it. Involuntarily, I began rubbing myself against that dark brown slab of meat, and the feeling of his warm, slightly sweaty skin on my nether regions drove me wild. My pussy spread around him, but not in the usual way: my slit splayed itself open to grease and rub along his shaft as Brock’s hands gripped my tits, groping and gripping them.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Tyler moaned. “You gonna’ stick it in her?”

“I want her losing her mind for it first,” Brock said. “But you blow in her mouth whenever you want.”

“Don’t mind if I do,” Tyler grunted, giving my throat a few more thrusts before letting go. My eyes widened as I felt the first gush of his cum filled my throat, and then another, his delicious, hot seed flooding my mouth as he fucked his cum down my throat and into my stomach.

Meanwhile, I felt Brock lifting my hips up. I figured he was going to sink me down onto his cock, and I prepared myself mentally for it, but what I hadn’t quite prepared myself for was his fingers drilling into my asshole, stretching me out and lubricating me as he guided my tight hole onto his cock.

My eyes widened yet again and I screamed onto the cock still dribbling cum in my mouth as I sank down hard onto the cock penetrating my asshole.

“That’s it, baby girl,” Brock cooed in my ear. “Just take it nice and deep for me. You’re okay. You’re gonna’ be okay.”

Tyler slid his cock out of my mouth, half soft as it was. This let me let out a shriek of pain and pleasure as I sank further down onto Brock’s cock, letting it force its way up into my guts, penetrating me deep and stretching my poor, tight asshole.

I couldn’t believe how quickly I’d become an anal whore here on the farm! I’d always been reluctant to do anal in my previous life, but now, I always looked forward to it. Even with cum dribbling out of my mouth, I eagerly began bouncing on the cock buried in my guts, my hole tightening up hard around it as it impaled me.

How can I describe what Brock’s massive cock felt like in my ass? It felt like I was being split apart from inside out, in the best way possible. It felt like I was being torn to shreds, and instead of hating it, I loved it. I knew this wasn’t something that good girls did—but I’d tried that before. Now, I was embracing my own pleasure, embracing the delicious stretch of a massive cock in my ass, and pressing myself back against the powerful, gorgeous man who held me so gently in his arms.

I was so focused on their beautiful cocks, but of course, it goes without saying that all the bulls had bodies that looked like they’d been sculpted in ancient Greece. Perfectly formed abs and pecs, with biceps bigger than my face, and strong thighs that looked like they could easily crush my head.

And their asses—oh my fucking god. I wanted to sink my teeth into Tyler’s pale, freckled, muscular ass as he cleaned his cock off, and I rode the one in my ass, moaning pathetically. The cock in my ass seemed to hit something deep inside of me, touching me in a way no man had every touched me before, and as I sobbed with pleasure, I realized I was about to cum.

I let out a long, desperate moo of pleasure as my orgasm hit, and a stream of squirt spurted from my aching pussy.

“Holy shit,” Tyler declared with obvious approval. “She squirted just from being fucked in the ass.”

“I’ve been working her tits too,” Brock grunted. “Her nipples seem extra sensitive.”

“Yeah? Let me try.”

Brock leaned back, pulling me on top of him as he lay on his back, with his huge cock still in my ass. I was still twitching from my orgasm when Tyler mounted me, spreading my legs and pushing that beautiful, enormous ginger cock into my hole.

I let out a happy moo of pleasure as he skewered me, and now I was pinned between two powerful men, two muscular men, one on top of me and one beneath me, their thrusts driving into me. Tyler’s mouth found one of my nipples and he suckled hard, biting and tugging at my sore flesh as he pulled more and more milk out of me. I let out scream after scream as he began to thrust into me, thrusting hard onto Brock, who met his thrusts, drilling into me.

Before long, I came again, my pussy drenching Tyler’s cock, and then again, my holes spasming uncontrollably around the cocks filling me. I screamed and Tyler kissed me, and I kissed him back eagerly, hungrily, not thinking about Teddy or anyone else except for the beautiful bulls absolutely destroying me.

Soon, I felt the cock in my ass start to twitch, and I knew what was coming. Or, shall I say, cumming. I closed my eyes, tightening my muscles as best I could to massage his cock as I rode him, and then I felt it—the flood of hot cum, the sticky seed that filled my ass and made me sob with pleasure and pain. It burned, but it burned deliciously, his hot cum invading ever crevice of my insides as his cock spurted and filled me.

Meanwhile, Tyler grunted hungrily as he came closer and closer to finishing and I let out a squeal of delight as I felt him grip my tits hard, my milk spurting in arcs overhead and then I felt him erupt inside of me, filling me with his cum. I groaned as I took it all, my body filling as both cocks orgasmed deep inside of me, filling my holes.

I couldn’t take it anymore. The feeling of being penetrated and torn apart, plus the rough love my dripping wet nipples were receiving, pushed me over the edge and I let out a shriek as I too found my orgasm once more, and exploded with pleasure pinned between the bulls. My whole body shook and spasmed and my moos were coming out in a panicked parade of pleasure—I was cursing and uttering god knows what obscenities but it all came out as moos, my mind being so befuddled, and then, I was spent, my muscles going slack between the bulls.


Chapter 4


We lay there for several minutes in that happy spent pile and then Tyler lifted himself off me, and picked me up, pulling me off Brock with his still half-hard cock sliding out of me with a satisfying pop. I let out a pleased sigh as I felt their seed dribbling out of my holes. My breasts ached and I grinned tiredly at them, feeling very well-used indeed.

“You’re sure today’s your first breeding day?” Brock asked with a grin. “That was pretty damned impressive, I gotta’ say.”

“Th-thank you,” I murmured, blushing in spite of myself. You’d think after everything I’d been through in the last few days, I wouldn’t still be blushing like a freshly deflowered virgin, and yet, here we were.

“Before I forget,” Tyler said, producing another two vials. I had no idea where he was keeping those, though I was extremely curious, as you might imagine—maybe if I’d had the chance to explore his body further, I would have been able to find them… The thought alone made me excited and made my insides shift with desire as I imagined the trouble I could get into that way. “Let’s collect the second sample.”

Now, this time, they had me on my hands and knees, like a real cow, my massive, oversized, engorged breasts hanging down below me like real udders. Tyler attached the vials to my nipples and I whimpered as he milked me, my nipples gushing milk into the tiny vials. I was amazed by how much I had inside my breasts, and how quickly it seemed to replenish itself.

So, too, were the bulls.

“That’s great flow for her first week here,” Brock said as he observed my milk gush out of my swollen nipples. “Pretty amazing stuff. I’m glad we got ahold of her.”

“Yeah, you’re definitely on your way to being a great hucow, Jennifer,” Tyler affirmed, and gave my head an affectionate little pat. I mooed and wiggled my butt. Knowing they were watching me, watching my milk, milking me—that made me want to be bred again, and I wiggled my butt even more, shooting glances at Brock.

Brock understood what I wanted and snorted.

“Look—she’s literally asking for it again,” he pointed out as I spread my thighs a bit more.

“No harm in giving it to her again once I’m done with this part,” Tyler said with a shrug. “Jennifer, you’re our last hucow for the day, so we can spend as much time with you as we like.”

My eyes widened with glee at the thought of having both huge cocks once more. My nipples were still throbbing with pain and pleasure from being milked, but I wanted nothing more than to have their mouths on my breasts, using and breeding me as we did unspeakable things.

Finally, the vials were full, and Tyler detached them from my nipples. He noted down whatever it was he needed to—at this point, I couldn’t really care less what he was noting down. My mind was too clouded with lust and desire for these beautiful bulls once more.

“Okay, Jennifer. You want another breeding?”

I nodded eagerly and mooed. Brock was cleaning himself, since he’d just been inside of my ass, and once he was clean, I knelt in front of him, his thick cock nearly poking me in the eye as I drooled over it.

He grasped me by the hair as forced himself into my throat as I took him without gagging. I was proud of myself for this—this time, I knew what to expect and there would be no gagging, no sir, not from this hucow. His cock passed easily down my throat and settled so that I was skewered once more, my mouth buried in his wiry pubic hair as it sat in my tender throat.

“Damn, you weren’t lying about this sweet throat,” Brock grunted. “How’s that feeling, Jennifer? You like having your mouth full of bull cock?”

I nodded eagerly, drooling around him as I took him. God, but I felt like such a stupid little hucow slut, slurping eagerly at the cock invading my mouth, but did I care? Absolutely not. I wanted more, more of it!

Tyler came around behind me and took my hips, pulling me towards him. I anxiously allowed him to take my hips and set me down on my knees, with my ass facing him. He spread me wide and I swear, I could feel my blush extending back down to my ass as he looked me over.

“You really did a number on her poor little butt, bro,” he said with a laugh. “I think I’m going to take this pretty little pussy again and give your asshole a break. That okay with you, Jennifer?”

It very much was. In truth, I was kind of relieved—I was afraid of taking it again in the ass, even though I was craving it. I was afraid something back there would rip and Dr. Crown would take me out of the rotation or whatever—that I’d end up in his clinic, recovering from a broken asshole while the other hucows got to have all the fun. I wasn’t about to let that happen! I wanted to have fun myself!

I felt Tyler spread my thighs wide and I closed my eyes, anxious awaiting the pleasure of penetration.

First, I felt the tip of his cock pressing gently against my wet folds. I was swollen back there and dripping Tyler’s cum, along with my own juices. I think something about all the medications I was receiving was making me, you know, wetter, in general.

Not that I’d ever had that much trouble getting wet, but now, I felt like I was gushing. What was that song from a few summers ago? Wet Ass Pussy? Yeah, that was me—definitely me.

I let out a long, impassioned moo as the cock stretched my sore hole open wide. I arched my back, widening my throat as the cock skewering my esophagus forced its way deep down inside of me, letting Brock feel my insides as he began to thrust harder into my throat. God, he was really using my face like a pussy—just as Tyler was starting to use my pussy!

Now, the only sounds in my pen were the rhythmic squishing of my wet holes being impaled by the throbbing cocks forcing their way inside of me, and the grunts of the bulls, husky and pleased with the breeding, and my own pathetic, needy moos.

It felt like my entire body was an erogenous zone, my whole being made for breeding and sex and milking. My mind went blank and I couldn’t process anything that was happening to me—I felt hands on my ass, a finger forcing its way into my sore asshole, and then I felt hands slapping my ass and I cried out, cried onto the cock in my mouth. The cock in my pussy rubbed deliciously against my G-Spot, and while it made me feel like I had to pee, it also made me feel like I was going crazy with orgasmic ecstasy. I was panting, panicking at the thought of starting to cum and no longer being able to stop.

I know it sounds crazy but honestly, in that moment, it seemed like a very, very real possibility!

“That’s it, just a bit more, Jennifer, you can take it like a good girl,” Brock was grunting as he fucked my face. I looked up at him pathetically, my eyes watering as I watched his sweaty, perfectly-built body writhing and working over me. I saw his abs contract and squeeze with each powerful thrust, inhaled his powerful musk and his delicious taste, and that, combined with the feeling of the cock drilling into my well-used pussy, pushed me over the edge. I felt my eyes roll up backwards in my head as I came, shaking and trembling between them as my orgasm overtook me.

But the boys weren’t done. They grinned at each other—I was vaguely aware of all this through the haze of my orgasmic ecstasy—high-fived, and then they both slid out of my holes.

“What are you doing?” I moaned in pathetic, needy desperation. No, this couldn’t be happening—I hadn’t taken more of their delicious cum yet!

But I had nothing to worry about. Brock crawled around behind me, grabbing my hips with his powerful hands and pulling me close to him. I felt his cock press against me and I swear, my hungry pussy all but sucked him inside as he impaled me once more. Now, faced with Tyler’s cock again, I opened my mouth wide. They boys had just wanted to switch places.

Somehow, this felt sweet to me. Tyler wanted to give his colleague a taste of my pussy.

Brock seemed to take extra pleasure in pounding my pussy. He raised his leg, placing it beside us as he pounded me in and down, each thrust hitting that sensitive spot inside of my pussy so hard, it felt like it was growing swollen and chafed, but I didn’t care—each thrust brought me closer to cumming again.

God, these boys had so much stamina. My ex-fiance, he’d be done in ten minutes, if I could even convince him to go that long without cumming and turning over in bed to fall asleep without another word. These bulls were insatiable.

And they wanted me.

I can’t tell you what that did for my self-esteem. To feel wanted. To feel desired. To feel hungered for.

I was vaguely aware that milk was flowing freely from my nipples now, but I didn’t care at all. I didn’t care as Tyler slid his cock down my throat once more, using my face as little more than a toy, and I didn’t care as Brock pounded me harder and harder, grunting like a wild animal as he took me, grunting just like Tyler was grunting—they were, both of them, wild beasts and I was the prey.

I let out a scream onto the cock in my throat as another orgasm rocked me. Another came before too long, and another, and I couldn’t keep anything straight as I trembled and shuddered between the bulls, panting and slurping at the cock in my mouth.

“Fuck, this bitch is incredible,” Tyler groaned. “I think I have a new favorite!”

“You said it, bro,” Brock agreed. “Here I fucking go—”

And with that, he buried himself up to the hilt deep inside my womb, his cock pounding hard into my cervix—it hurt bad, but I didn’t care—I wanted to feel owned, to feel conquered and broken, and when he thrust into me like that, his cock starting to spurt his powerful, thick seed once more into my body, I felt exactly that.

I was little more than a piece of meat to them, and I wanted to be served up for dinner. Devoured by their hungry desires.

My ears were ringing as I heard the squishy thrusting as Brock, grunting and groaning, kept fucking me through his orgasm, pounding his spurting cock into my hole. The feeling of the floor of cum filling me up brought me to another orgasm and as I trembled, as my throat spasmed, I felt Tyler plunge himself deep inside of me one last time and unleash his seed, and I felt it flood my mouth, then my throat, as I desperately tried to swallow it all.

He tasted so salty and bitter-sweet—nothing like the few times I’d swallowed in my previous life. This was amazing—truly amazing! I greedily devoured the cum erupting into my mouth and when I couldn’t swallow it all, I gathered what dribbled out in my hands, and then licked my palms clean like a starving orphan desperate to lick up the last bit of gruel in the workhouse.

“That was fucking amazing,” Brock groaned. “Absolute banger.”

“Seriously,” agreed Tyler. He patted my head affectionately as I gazed up at them with a glassy-eyed stare, absolutely cum-drunk. As they started to leave, I instinctually spread my legs once more, tempting them for another round.

Brock burst out laughing.

“I wish we could, baby girl, but we’ve got other duties to attend to. But we’ll see you tomorrow, with our bro Giovanni, okay?”

I nodded meekly. But that didn’t mean I wouldn’t try. I reached down to stroke my sore folds as they snickered and then, finally, left me.


Chapter 5


And that was my first day of breeding.

I fell into a deep sleep afterwards, absolutely spent. I was vaguely aware of someone coming by and asking if I wanted to go out to the pasture and roll around in the grass, like a real cow, and while that sounded nice, my body was too sore to move, so I just shook my head with a soft, pliant, suppliant move and went back to sleep.

The next morning, food was brought to me—a bowl of a rich, polenta-like mash that I ate without my hands, pressing my face down into it and getting all messy as I devoured it. A powerful hunger was upon me and I couldn’t believe how much I ate. Usually, in my old life, I’d always watched my figure, always been the girl to pick at her salad at a restaurant and so on, but here… Well… I was getting so much exercise, I needed to the fill up, I felt.

Later that morning, Frank came by in his overalls, a cheery grin on his red-cheeked face. I sat up, smiling eagerly at him as he let himself into my pen.

“Hey there, Jennifer. How was your first breeding?”

“It was fantastic,” I moo-moaned. “But I’m so exhausted from it today! I don’t know how the other girls do it every day!”

“Well, there’s a bit of a settling in period,” Frank said, nodding. “I guess you’re, uh, too tired to give old Frank a ride, huh?”

I shook my head.

“Not at all!” I mooed. “You can ride me whenever you like!”

He gave me a sweet smile and I turned around on my hands and knees, thrusting my butt up in the air. I heard Frank starting to undo his overalls and then I felt his cock pressing against my pussy.

“Gosh, you’re already wet. I guess you’re really enjoying yourself here, huh?”

“I sure am!” I mooed in delight as he pressed inside of me. After the stretching I’d taken the day before, Frank’s cock felt… if not small, then very, very manageable. Not at all unpleasurable, mind you—don’t get me wrong! But I was able to carry on a conversation with him easily while he fucked me, which neither of us seemed to mind. I liked hearing his moans and grunts in between the things he said, knowing that he was enjoying my pussy. I imagined that this was part of his day he really looked forward to—taking his pleasure in my wet pussy, doing things to me that his wife would never let him do.

“Your holes look awfully swollen. Are you sure you’re doing okay, Jennifer?” Frank asked, a note of concern in his voice as he spread my ass cheeks and teased my asshole. I moaned, closing my eyes and whimpering at the delicate touch. It was such a paradox, I thought, how a soft, delicate, teasing touch could somehow feel more significant and pleasurable than a demanding, unrelenting touch—than fierce, deep penetration. The way he teased my asshole, unpracticed and crude as it was, made my little hole flex and twitch and I found myself wanting him to go inside there too…

“I’m doing fine,” I mooed. “Yesterday was a little rough, but I came my brains out, so I can’t really complain, can I?”

“I guess you can’t,” Frank said with a laugh. I moaned happily as he finally pushed a finger into my butt, letting my muscles squeeze his finger automatically, instinctually as he pumped into me. “You sure do seem happy to have my finger inside of you back here!”

“Your wife doesn’t let you put it in her butt, does she?” I asked, glancing over my should. I mooed sadly at the thought.

“Well, I don’t blame her. I wouldn’t want a dick in my butthole either,” Frank said with a laugh.

“Well, I want one in mine. You can put yours in mine whenever you want, Frank!” I declared with a happy moo as Frank moaned and grunted, pumping harder into me. He pressed another finger into my swollen ass and I let out a soft howl of undisguised pleasure.

“Well, that’s awful sweet of you, Jennifer, but I sure wouldn’t want to hurt you if you’ve been taking it too hard back there… I don’t want to cause any, uh, whaddya call it, irreparable damage…”

“The medication Dr. Crown gives me makes my tissues tougher, and helps them heal faster—I can take whatever you give me, Frank!” I mooed. In fact, I wasn’t really sure if that was true. I wasn’t sure that I could take ANYTHING he threw my way—I figured, though, that I could probably take Frank’s average sized cock in my poor little butt after having it subjected to the big fat ones the day before.

But first, he was enjoying my pussy. Pounding harder and harder into it, his hips slapping into my butt and bouncing back as he grunted.

“You’ve got an awfully nice ass, Jennifer,” he cooed gently. He gave it an affectionate slap. I mooed happily, wiggling it. His fingers were still in my ass and I tightened my muscles around them, holding as tightly as I could. I had this vague idea that if I didn’t exercise them after getting fucked in the ass, I’d lose my tightness back there.

“You can play with it all you want,” I mooed as Frank pounded himself harder and harder into me. I threw my head back and mooed happily, greedily as he pounded me, feeling myself getting closer and closer to a delicious orgasm. The feeling of Frank’s thick fingers in my asshole along with his cock sliding in and out of my dripping pussy was quickly bringing me to the edge and soon, I was panting, moaning and mooing, and with a happy shriek, began to shudder with my orgasm.

The spasming of my muscles around his cock seemed to bring Frank to the edge of his own orgasm and then with a happy sigh, he thrust once more into me, groaning, and released himself, his cock sputtering and spurting inside of me, pouring his hot seed deep into my womb. He came so much, I found myself grinning happily. That meant that he hadn’t been getting it on with the other hucows—he’d been saving it up for me today! He wasn’t on the medication that the bulls were on, which gave them extra cum and extra big loads, I knew. If he wanted to cum a lot in a hucow, that meant that he needed to abstain from fucking the others.

“Did you save all that cum just for me, Frank?” I moaned as he slid out. I flopped on my back, and spread my legs, showing off the creampie between my thighs: my wet, pink folds were dripping with his cum and Frank grinned sheepishly, scratching his head.

“I guess… I guess I did… Knowing you were new and all, I wanted to get in here and have a bit more of you before the bulls stretched you out… You were so sweet the other day, after all.”

“Aw, Frank!” I moo-moaned happily, reaching down to my dripping pussy to play with the sticky, slimy cum. I scooped up what was dripping out of me and, cupping my hand, lapped at it eagerly, swallowing it all.

“All gone, see?” I said, sticking my tongue out cutely.

This little display of mine was clearly getting Frank nice and hard again, but he had a job to do.

“Now, Jennifer, c’mere,” he said, beckoning me towards him. He took one of my udders in his hands, and began to measure it, noting how my tits had grown just from the other day, noting the size and texture and swelling of my nipples. “On a scale of one to ten, how sensitive are your nipples now?”

I bit my lip when he touched one, and then twisted it.

“Maybe… an eight out of ten?”

I gasped when he twisted a bit harder.

“Close to a ten out of ten, Frank!” I moaned. He repeated the experiment with the other nipple, and now that I knew what to expect, I could swear that my other nipple was even more sensitive, waiting for the pain and pleasure of being prodded, stroked, and twisted.

“Feels good, huh?” he said with an easy grin as I thrust my chest forward while he massaged my udders. Milk leaked out of me, all over his hands, and he lowered his face to slurp it up, lapping at it while I gasped and moaned. I loved having my nipples sucked—I always had—but now I loved it even more, and I loved especially the achy relief that came with having my milk suckled away. I stroked Frank’s hair as he suckled my udders, pressing my sweaty, achy body to him, inviting him to do whatever he wanted with me.

“It feels so good,” I mooed. “I want you inside of me again. I’ll do anything—drink my milk, and fill my butt, Frank, please…”

“Well, I can’t really resist that request…” Frank said with a sheepish grin. He was hard again and this time, he laid me on my back, placing my legs on his shoulders and spreading my ass as he leaned into me. I’d seen this position called the mating press online, with the idea being that it would drive the semen directly into the womb when ejaculation occurred. Of course, when it was the asshole being penetrated, it didn’t really work that way…

Frank pressed his cock against my sore ass and I winced as his shaft chafed on the way in. It hurt bad, but I didn’t want to disappoint him, and I pressed my hips up to him as he penetrated me. He must have interpreted my wincing as pleasure because he forced his hips hard into me and I cried out, mooing pathetically as he buried his cock inside my asshole.

“That’s good and tight,” he grunted as my muscles struggled to keep him out. I tried to relax but I couldn’t quite—oh well! At least it made it more fun for Frank. The pain and pleasure of being stretched overwhelmed me and I let out a sob, gasping as Frank began to thrust eagerly and sloppily into my ass while suckling my nipples. At least the cum dripping out of my pussy offered some lubrication and soon, I was on the verge of cumming, just from having my nipples sucked and my ass pounded.

“Harder!” I squealed in moos. “Harder, Frank! Do everything to me that your wife won’t let you do!”

With that, Frank bit down hard on one of my sore nipples, causing a spray of milk to spurt into his mouth as I squealed. I began to cum hard from the pain and pleasure and the spasming of my hole pushed him over the edge, and soon, I felt his cum pouring into my sore, well-used asshole.

“Well, gosh, you’ve gotten awful good at taking it up the butt, haven’t you?” Frank declared with obvious approval as he put his dripping cock away moments after sliding out of my poor, loosened asshole. “The bulls love that, I bet.”

“Not as much as I love it,” I said with a tired wink.
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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; and how I was finally bred hard by a bull in Part Three and Four, 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


After my first week of breeding, I was feeling pretty beat up, so I was happy when Teddy came in on a Saturday to take me out for a walk on the pasture. Every morning, I saw either him or Frank in my pen to do my milking, and most mornings, they also got a breeding in too. Sometimes, they checked in on me in the evening too, but they didn’t have as much time to spend with me.

Teddy attached a leash to a collar around my neck and led me through the barn towards the outside. I’d spent most of my time in the barn that week, because it had been cold and rainy—it was early March, after all—but by the time the weekend rolled around, the sun was peeking out and I was feeling happy and optimistic.

What’s more, I enjoyed the looks of jealousy on the other hucow’s faces as this handsome young man led me outside. What I’d quickly learned during my first few days as a fully-fledged hucow is that the insatiability that comes with being a hucow never really goes away. It stays with you and it keeps you horny no matter how many times you’re bred.

In fact, I had to admit, that was maybe the only downside to being a hucow. I wanted sex. All. The. Time. There was no break, no stop to it, and nothing I could do could satisfy myself. Touching myself was nice, and it was quite pleasant to bring myself to orgasm, teasing my swollen nipples and playing with my needy pussy, but that wasn’t enough. It wasn’t near enough. An orgasm from my swollen pussy, earned with my fingers, was nothing compared to cumming on a cock while being milked nice and firmly, and I didn’t know if I’d survive the weekend without regular breedings.

As I’d learned, most of the bulls had lives that were closer to normal than our hucow lives. They weren’t paid as much as we were, so a lot of them had second jobs as physical trainers, since they were all in incredible shape. They often left the farm on weekends to work their second jobs, or see their families—all things that were technically possible for hucows, but basically unheard of.

After all, I struggled to stand up now with the weight of my breasts, swollen and engorged with milk, pulling me forward, so how would I be able to have a regular job at an office, or even a part time job, working at a grocery store or something like that?

As it was, I knew that many of the hucows would work as private hucows at the small agrotourism cabins the farm had running, and that was certainly intriguing, but Marissa had told me how my duties would include more than just lying back and getting my brains fucked out: I’d also have to cook and clean for the guests. I’d be both maid and hucow.

I’m not one to shy away from hard work, but my body and desires had changed so dramatically since my arrival on the farm, I just wasn’t sure I could really handle being a maid in addition to a hucow. I supposed I’d have to wait and see if the opportunity arose. Perhaps I’d rise to the challenge.

Perhaps it would be even more exciting than my work had already been! I was optimistic about my future as a hucow, and I knew I could handle whatever this life threw my way, or so I thought.

“So, you have a good first week of breeding?” he asked me once we were outside.

I nodded eagerly, trotting alongside him. I was enjoying the feeling of the cool grass on my hands and knees. Standing would hurt my back, I knew, but I also wanted to walk alongside Teddy like a normal girl. I came to a stop and slowly, very slowly, began to stand. He saw what I was doing and helped steady me as I pulled my weight back and then rose. I found myself clutching his arm as I swayed unsteady on my feet.

“It’s good that you walk on two legs every now and then. It’s important that you don’t lose the ability to walk on two legs—that’s a danger Dr. Crowne has talked about, since it’s so much easier for you hucows to go around on all fours.”

“It really is easier,” I admitted. “But I like walking side by side with you like this.”

He grinned at me and leaned in to kiss me. Of course, I’d kissed basically every man I’d met on the farm, but kissing Teddy felt special. And he showed no jealousy whatsoever regarding my career. After all, he was part of this world too. He wanted to become a bull, to be one of the breeders who filled us hucows with their thick, fertile seed and I hoped he’d make it. It would mean big changes to his body too, the swelling of his cock and his already athletic, muscular physique growing even more impressive. I was practically salivating at the idea as I walked along next to him. To think, his big cock might get even bigger, and then he’d force it inside of me as I squirmed for him…

“Oh, here, a patch of wild flowers!” Teddy said, jerking me out of my reverie and pointing to a grouping of daffodils and irises in the distances. “Do you think you can walk there?”

I nodded, and mooed softly. Of course, I’d been mooing the entire time—that was what my voice was now. It was much too difficult to speak normal human language now, and everyone who worked on the farm seemed to be able to easily understand the moos of us hucows.

This, I knew, was a side-effect of the drugs Dr. Crowne gave us to increase our milk production, and to improve the quality. It was kind of ironic that it had the effect of causing our tongues to get a little lazy, and turning everything we said into a kind of moo talk, unless you really practiced and concentrated. I knew that if I wanted to have a front-facing role on the farm, I would need to relearn how to speak normally, but it was a daunting prospect.

Off we set, arm in arm, to the field of wildflowers. We certainly made an odd pair: I was naked as the day I was born, with my huge swollen tits bouncing and dripping milk each time I took a step, while Teddy walked along besides with a spring in his step, wearing his milk-stained overalls. I was sure I really did look like a cow become human—a true hucow.


Chapter 2


When we made it to the flowers, I let out a sigh of relief and all but collapsed among them. I rolled around, back and forth, letting them coat my breasts and butt and then paused.

“Wait,” I mooed. “I’m crushing them, aren’t I?”

Teddy snickered.

“It’s fine, they’ll grow back. Besides, I like seeing you all covered in flowers.” He sat next to me and picked a few, with he placed in my hair. I crawled into his lap, letting him hold me as his hands wandered to my breasts. He pulled one of them up to his lips, latching on and then starting to feed, slurping at my milk as I moaned, cooing softly. I let my own hands wander to his pants and felt for his hardening cock.

Suddenly, Teddy dropped the nipple out of my mouth.

“Jennifer, I wonder if you’d help me with something…” he asked carefully.

“Of course! Anything!” I mooed cheerfully. I was getting aroused from the milking, more so than I already was—my baseline arousal was already so much higher than it had been in my previous life, such that I basically walked—or, really, crawled—around wet at all times. This helped a great deal for a surprise breeding or encounter with a bull, but it did contribute to the overall sense of horny desperation I felt at any given moment.

I assumed that Teddy was just going to ask me for a blowjob, or ask to fuck my ass or something like that. All things that I’d done innumerable times over the last week, and would have no problem doing for him. I suspected my asshole was still a little slick from my last breeding the night before, and he might not even have to lube me up, but I knew he would, because Teddy was such a sweetheart.

“So,” he began. “I applied for a position as a bull. You know, to transfer from dairy work.” His fingers were still on my nipple, still twisting and tugging and milking me, and I had to restrain myself from whimpering in pleasure as he spoke. This was clearly something that had been on his mind and it would have been rude to make it clear how much I was enjoying the attention he was showing to my thick nipples, even if I were listening in order to help him with his dream.

“That’s great!” I murmured and let out a soft moo-moan.

“It is,” he affirmed. “And I’ve got the interview coming up next week. I’ll have to show my stamina in breeding, so I was hoping you’d help me practice.”

A grin broke out on my face. Even though I was exhausted from being bred over and over again that week, I figured that Teddy and I would end up fucking, and honestly, I would have been disappointed if he’d walked me back to my pen without dropping at least a few loads in me. I loved the taste of his cum, and already, I could feel it in my mouth, or in my pussy or my sore ass, coating my insides and getting ooey-gooey and sticky.

“Teddy, I would be honored,” I answered truthfully. Then, I pulled away from him, getting on all fours, with my ass up in the air. “Shall we begin?”


Chapter 3


“For the interview,” he said, quickly undoing his overalls and then sliding down his boxer shorts, revealing his hard cock. “We’re supposed to be able to ejaculate twelve times in twelve different holes in two hours.”

“So, once every ten minutes,” I mooed, excited at the thought. “Let’s see how many you can do now.”

“Sure. I, uh, I’ve been taking the bull medication for the last few days, to get ready for the test, so I think I’ll be ready.”

He took me by the hips and spread my ass cheeks. I liked Teddy, so I found myself a little embarrassed by the fact that he was just… staring at my most delicate, secret parts.

Of course, not as embarrassed as I would have been a few weeks ago, before I came to the farm. But still plenty embarrassed.

“A-are you just gonna’ stare, or are you gonna’ breed me?” I mooed impatiently. Partially, I was getting more embarrassed and more self-conscious, because of the length of time he’d spent staring at my swollen pussy and beat-up asshole, but also because that self-consciousness made me even more aroused, and the vicious cycle continued, because I’d become more aware of how wet I was getting, and that would make me more self-conscious and so on and so forth…

“S-sorry!” he stuttered. “I was just thinking how sexy your body is now. I mean, you were really sexy when we first met too, but now you’re so voluptuous and curvy… And your pussy and asshole look so plump and swollen…”

My cheeks were burning with embarrassment and desire.

“C’mon, put it in me already! The clock is ticking!” I cried, dropping my face to the grass, letting the individual blades poke and tickle my nose and cheeks while I thrust my ass up into the air. Teddy pressed his cock into my pussy and I let out a soft gasp as I felt it drive in, into my wetness. “Yes!”

“You haven’t been bred today, have you? I can tell, based on how tight and needy you are…”

“I know, I’m shameless,” I moaned. “I saved myself for you to breed as much as you want. I want your cum, Teddy, please! You gotta’ breed me lots to get ready for the interview.”

I thrust my hips back onto his cock, feeling it drive deep into me as I met his own thrusts. He leaned over me, pumping hard and fast, fucking me with abandon as he reached for my tits. I shrieked as he gripped them, his practiced fingers finding my nipples and expertly milking me. He was better at this, I realized, than the bulls who had never worked as dairy farmers. He knew exactly how to pull and squeeze and twist and tug at my nipples to build up the pressure and get me absolutely gushing. I screamed in relief as the pressure in my breasts, in my cow-life udders, dissipated, milk gushing from them and squirting everywhere as he fucked me.

There was nothing quite like being milked while getting fucked. I felt absolutely submissive, owned, and dominated. It was a feeling I’d never really had in my old life, one I’d never imagined I would come to crave, and yet here I was, screaming for Teddy’s cock as he threw it into me.

He wasn’t trying to draw out his orgasm, I realized. The important thing was that he could cum quickly and then recovery. I tightened my muscles, trying to help him—the sooner he came, the sooner he would be able to begin another round and fuck me again.

“Jennifer,” he groaned. “You’re amazing!”

I couldn’t hide the grin on my face as I felt him start to cum, and let out a little gasp of delight when I felt the cock buried in my pussy began to spasm and spurt. I shuddered in pleasure as my body received his seed and then collapsed, sliding off his cock as he pulled out of me, letting me drip from my well-fucked pussy.

He didn’t waste any time, though. He turned me over and grabbed me by the hair. It was rougher than Teddy usually was with me, but I didn’t mind one bit—if anything, I wish he were a bit rougher with me in general, since I loved the contrast between how sweet he was and how hard he could use me. I found myself face to face with his wet, slick cock, and I opened my mouth eagerly, letting him press it inside.

I could tell that the bull medication hadn’t fully taken yet, because he was a bit flaccid after cumming once inside of me, but by now, I knew exactly what I needed to do to get him hard again. I swirled my tongue around that dripping wet cock, tasting my sour, musky fluids on him. Maybe it was just my imagination, but I felt like my fluids had grown sweeter and creamier since becoming a hucow, as though they weren’t all that different from my milk.

I figured that was probably not really the case, but you can never quite tell. I closed my eyes, savoring the feeling of his cock in my mouth as I let it grow hard. I could feel his pulse through his shaft and I felt it beating hard and fast for me, his voice and breathing husky over me as he reached for my face, stroking me gently as he began to thrust into my mouth.

He was growing harder and harder as he pressed the meat into my mouth and I let it flow down my throat, let it grow into my throat as he swelled larger and larger. I felt the fat head of his cock press up against the back of my throat and instead of gagging and crying like a regular girl, I took it in stride. This was no different from feeling his cock anywhere else in my throat…

My gag reflux, after a week of hard, daily breeding, was gone completely!

“Jennifer, that feels so good…” he moaned hotly. His shaft twitched eagerly in my mouth and I let my eyes flutter closed as I suckled him. Slowly, I began to move my face, bobbing gently on his shaft as he subtly thrust his hips forward, pressing himself deeper into my mouth.

I wanted to tell him how good it felt to have him in my mouth. How much I loved the way he seemed to grow more frantic, almost panicked by the pleasure, as I suckled him. There was a certain power, I realized, in being really good at blowjobs. Despite seeming so docile and servile, a set of holes for men to use for their pleasure, I could also bring men to their knees with the crushing, addictive pleasure of my holes, and especially my mouth, which I could control more than my ass or my pussy—obviously. I began to bob my head faster and faster, slurping at his cock and letting it ram into the back of my throat, pausing in its conquest of my throat before forcing its way further down, into my esophagus, absolutely fucking claiming my throat.

“Oh my god,” he groaned, arching his back and thrusting his hips forward hard into my face, letting me inhale his musky, sweaty, masculine scent from his pubic hair as he dominated my throat. God, it was so fucking hot.

I held his balls in one hand, cradling them gently as he fucked my face. I stroked them, teasing them, and tugged at them, exploring his body and imagining them filled with cum for me, ready to explode and invade my happy mouth.

“Jennifer, this is amazing. You’ve gotten so good at this!”

Inwardly, I grinned, but outwardly, I didn’t dare. Obviously, my mouth was full of cock.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take my cock down your throat.”

I loved when he got rougher with my face, burying himself inside of me, then sliding all the way out till only a string of saliva connecting my full lips to the dripping tip of his cock before he rammed it back in hard, again and again, fucking my face like I was a toy.

I wished I had a stopwatch so I could keep an eye on how long he was taking to fuck my face. Mentally, I reminded myself of the math: he could only spend an average of ten minutes on each orgasm, so while it made sense to cum more quickly at the beginning, that also meant longer refractory periods later on in the process. I didn’t know if the applicants would have access to any special supplements or medications in order to increase their longevity and staying power.

To me, it made sense to withhold those things. Like a hucow, bulls seemed to me to be an enhancement of the characteristics that already existed in men, and so it would make sense to select only those who were starting from a pretty advanced place of development—either naturally or through the hard work of the gym and sexual training, or interning at a place like a hucow dairy farm, as Teddy had—in order to ensure that the final development would be the best possible.

But at the same time, I suppose that way of thinking reflected well on me, because it meant that the hucow I was becoming was something that had always been inside of me—I just needed Dr. Crowne’s methods to bring her out.

That had the ring of truth, I thought. I did feel like I was always meant to be a hucow, after all. Somehow, this all felt right.

But regardless of my own status as a hucow, I wanted Teddy to make it. I wanted him to come breed me every morning, like the other bulls, and I wanted him to be one of the ones to guide my development, letting me take his cock in all of my holes over and over again. I wanted him telling me how much better I was than the other hucows, than even Marissa, whom the others spoke of in hushed tones as the perfect hucow.

I looked up at him imploringly, my eyes big and wet and demanding his load. He groaned, his hips shuddering, and when he gripped my face, I knew he was going to give it to me.

“That’s it, Jennifer—suck it down,” he growled as I felt him start to cum.


Chapter 4


A torrent of delicious, salty-sour cum poured out of the tip of his cock, flooding my throat as I closed my eyes in bliss, savoring him. It was better than I ever could have hoped for, the taste of his seed and the feeling of his cock pulsating inside of me as he exploded.

God, I loved being a hucow.

Slowly, he slid his cock out of my throat, and I let the softening tool drop away as he went to check his phone.

“Okay—we’ve been at it for less than twenty minutes, so we’re doing pretty well,” he said, still panting.

I let his cock rest between my breasts, and I squeezed them around him, milking my nipples onto him as he I slowly began to stroke him once more, bringing him to hardness. I loved seeing his cock grow between them, expanding as I stroked him. I squeezed my breasts tighter and tighter and rubbed my milk into his cock, lubricating his shaft with my own cream.

“It’s so slippery,” Teddy remarked in wonderful as he hardened, growing to full length once more. I knew my milk contained natural pheromones, but I didn’t know they were this powerful. Sliding the inner curves of my breasts along his throbbing shaft, I worked him as hard as I could, letting his cock slide out of the embrace of my breasts and pop into my mouth, where I could suckle at him, tasting him, teasing him.

Before long, he was getting close and I let out a little shriek of delight when he blew his load on my face. Grinning, I let it drip down onto my full breasts, playing with it before slurping it off my fingers.

The presence of my pheromone laden milk kept Teddy hard, though, and I could see from the determined look on his face that we were far from done. He bent me over once more and I reached back to spread my ass cheeks wide, offering myself to him once more.

“Jennifer, is it okay if I use your ass? Your milk should be good for lubrication, right?”

“Mhm, but you have to milk me a lot to get me nice and slippery,” I mooed hotly. I loved the fact that my milk could lubricate my ass, and I whimpered as Teddy squeezed my udders hard, forcing milk to expel thickly out of my swollen nipples and into his cupped palm. Then, he applied the thick, rich creamy to my asshole, digging his fingers inside of me as he worked it in, and then slathered his cock with it.

Now, I was ready. Poised for his assault on my butt, I bit my lip as I felt him drive his cock forward. My ass was definitely sore from being bred daily this last week, but I wasn’t about to deny it to Teddy, especially if he was practicing for the interview! He powered his cock into my ass and I arched my back, letting out a squeal of pain and pleasure as my muscles warmed up and the hole, achingly tight, stretched out and allowed him inside.

“God, Jennifer, you feel even tighter than before…” he moaned as he began to press forward with his hips, driving into me. I hung my head and moaned shamelessly, taking him in my guts as he thrust hard into me, yelping each time he fucked his thick shaft into me.

Did it hurt? Sure. Did I love it? Oh, absolutely. I couldn’t believe how much I’d come to love anal. All girls should try anal, and make it a regular part of their sex lives—I really believe that. It can feel amazing, if done right, and a big part of that is the psychological aspect of being dominated, of doing something so taboo and frowned upon, and taking pleasure from it.

In fact, I was taking a lot of pleasure from this particular anal pounding. Teddy leaned over me, grabbing my udders and gripping them hard as he threw his hips into me. I’d stuck one hand down between my thighs, to play with my dripping pussy, teasing my swollen clit and feeling how easily my fingers slipped along my cum-drenched lips. His cum was like a drug, an aphrodisiac unto itself, and when I reached down to find my messy pussy dripping with it, that turned me on even more. I felt my muscles clench involuntarily and Teddy groaned in obvious delight, gripping my tits even harder.

We continued to fuck like that, harder and harder, and I loved the feeling of Teddy’s powerful body on top of me, working hard to fill me, working hard to breed me. I loved having his sweat on me, his body hair sticking to me, feeling absolutely dominated by his manly body and his scent as his cock destroyed my asshole, molding it to the girth and shape of his shaft.

I was getting close, I realized. I closed my eyes in bliss, as I felt my orgasm approaching, flicking my clit relentlessly. I was so sensitive and swollen from being used so hard that it almost hurt but I didn’t care—I was so close, so goddamned close…


Chapter 5


And finally, I came, and hard. I squealed, my little pussy squishing as I teased my tender parts and Teddy’s cock still thrusting into my stretched asshole. My anal muscles gripped him weakly as they spasmed with pleasure and I closed my eyes, riding the waves of my climax into a second, weaker orgasm, and then a third, still touching my clit even though it was so sensitive now that even the cool outside air on my swollen skin hurt.

Then, I finally felt Teddy cum. He thrust hard into me, one last time, and unleashed himself. It was a more powerful orgasm than the one that had coated my face, and I gasped as I felt him fill my ass. Stream after stream of thick cum filled me and I let my eyes fall closed as I descended into a lust-filled stupor, practically unable to think for myself.

But Teddy didn’t stop. He kept thrusting. I gasped when my brain cells finally started working again: he was still fucking me, even though he’d just cum. His cock wasn’t softening anymore. The pheromones I’d rubbed into him via my milk were really taking effect now. I imagined something about using my creamy milk as lubricant had worked them into his bloodstream or something like that, and now, as he bore down on me, pounding me harder and harder, I let out a soft scream of desperation.

“More milk, Teddy,” I moaned. “Use more milk.”

He was in his groove, though, and didn’t see to hear me. I screamed as I felt him cum inside me again, holding me tight so I couldn’t get away, not that I wanted to.

Fortunately, his cum was acting as a lubricant now, rubbing itself into my torn asshole and his swollen cock, so I wasn’t taking too much damage, even though this was starting to hurt more and more.

The thing was, though, I found myself enjoying it more, the more it hurt. Had I turned into some kind of masochist? I think part of it simply was that I enjoyed helping Teddy, and if it ended up hurting a bit, well, no pain, no gain. And I didn’t mind too much if it were my pain.

But also, I’d come to savor these intense sexual practices and these twisted moments of agony and ecstasy. I’d come to look forward to them eagerly, anticipating the way the pleasure would meld into pain and then back again, my body the crucible for these twisted changes. The harder he fucked me, the harder I begged him to fuck me.

Soon, though, he realized that he needed a bit more milk to grease the wheels, so to speak. He slid out of me and I sobbed in disappointment and relief, and then, when he pulled me by the hair into a kneeling position before him, I offered my udders to him almost out of instinct, allowing him to milk me onto his chafing cock before I returned to that submissive, humiliating position with my face down in the dirt and my ass up in the air.

I screamed with pleasure as he penetrated me once more and threw my ass back onto his cock, driving him into me as his shaft shlicked in and out of my ruined hole.


Chapter 6


“Don’t stop,” I mooed. “I’m all yours! Break me! Fuck me till I break!”

I gasped and groaned and absolutely lost my mind for him—I don’t think I blacked out or anything extreme like that, but I was dizzy with pleasure and desire, and when I pressed my fingers into my dripping pussy once more, I almost shrieked when I found my orgasm waiting there for me, my swollen little lips agonizing to the touch.

Soon, Teddy came in my ass again and again. He was panting, but showed no sign of stopping and my butt felt stretched, not just by his cock but by the huge amount of cum inside of me, thanks to his repeated orgasms.

Now, we didn’t need anymore lubricant—there was so much cum inside of me that I was dripping pretty much constantly. Teddy leaned back, laying face-up in the grass and pulled me atop him, and I shrieked as my weight bore down on the cock in my ass, which felt like a cruel spike driving up and into me.

Without a second thought, even though my whole body felt light and shaky, I began to bounce on his cock. I gripped my breasts hard, grinning down at him as he guided me with his hands, guiding me up and down as I rode him. In this position, I could milk myself and let my creamy breasts gush onto him from above, dripping all over him as I rode him faster and faster.

“Give me your seed,” I moaned, slamming my hips into him, slamming my sore, aching clit into his pubic bone and teasing myself with an orgasm in the offing. “Give me that bull breeding! Show me that you can be a bull!”

That did it. Teddy thrust his hips up into my ass, pounding me hard from below and I shrieked as I claimed my pussy with one hand, flicking my sore little nub as I destroyed myself on the skewer of his cock. Finally, I felt his shaft spasm deep inside of me, the familiar ritual, and then I felt the cum flood me.

“Fucking take it, Jennifer,” Teddy moaned, sinking his nails hard into my soft flesh. That was enough to push me over the edge—the scratch marks he was leaving drove me crazy in an entirely different way than anything else we’d done.

See, none of the bulls had really left scratch marks on me. I don’t know why—I had noticed they all had nicely manicured nails and everything, which I figure they kept so they wouldn’t accidentally injure a hucow in the heat of passion or anything like that. It was a nice gesture, I think.

But they were too use to fucking hucow after hucow. You couldn’t really drive them to the brink of madness with pleasure like you could with a normal man. And Teddy would lose that, someday, once he became a bull and took his rightful place as a breeder of hucows, but for now, I still had him losing his mind, leaving marks on me, absolutely out of his mind with pleasure.

Feeling him scratch me, I found myself gushing onto him, my pussy squirting in a way it never had before. I let out a little shriek of surprise as my squirt washed over Teddie, mixing with the milk that my udders had gushed. I couldn’t believe what was happening—I was absolutely, literally exploding with pleasure.

Somewhere in there, he came too, and finally, I collapsed atop him, his cock sliding out of my ass as his cum dripped out of me. I was almost too tired to kiss him, but I found a way.


Chapter 7


After that display of athleticism, we were both pretty spent. All in all, Teddy had cum six times in a little more than an hour, which was pretty close to the rate he’d need to maintain as a bull in the interview.

“If you can just do that again, you’ll have no problem making the grade!” I assured him as we walked—slowly—back to the barn.

“I think I still need to go a bit faster than that,” Teddy said with a sigh. “And we’ll have some supplements the day of, but I don’t think it’s too much.”

“Well,” I pointed out, a thought suddenly occurring to me. “I haven’t done one of these interviews, but it’s with more than one hucow, right?”

Teddy nodded. To an outsider, we must have looked insane: a grown woman with massive breasts, naked and on her hands and knees, covered in milk and cum, walking alongside a man who seemed to understand her moos the same way any normal adult, without any sort of hearing disability, would understand regular spoken human language. I mooed to him, and somehow, he understood the intonations and cadence of my moos, subtle as they were, and parsed them into English in real time without any difficulty. I don’t know how long it took to come to understand moo-speech—strangely, I found myself mostly unable to understand the sounds that came out of my mouth, with a few exceptions, and it felt as though I were just speaking regular English, but that my mouth had been hijacked somewhere along the way and there was a disconnect between the sounds I thought I was saying and those that my mouth was forming.

“It’ll be a selection of hucows, I know that. And I’ll be tested along with a group of other applicants too, so it’s not like it’ll be one-on-one or anything.”

“Have you ever heard of the Coolidge effect?”

“The Coolidge effect? What’s that?”

“Well, I learned about it in biology class back in college. There’s an old joke about it involving Calvin Coolidge, the President, but basically, it’s that males in a species can, uh, get frisky again and again, really quickly, so long as there are new partners available.”

Teddy cocked his head to the side, thinking this over.

“Yeah, now that you mention it… I’m always able to, uh, perform whenever I milk a hucow, even if I’ve just fucked the one in the previous pen.”

I grinned proudly.

“See? So, if you can maintain that kind of rate with me,” I mooed. “And just me—not with anyone else—you’ll probably be able to breed even more with multiple different partners.”

Teddy was positively beaming at this realization.

“Jennifer, you’re a genius! This is great!”

I was beaming with pride as he pulled me into his arms for a kiss.


Chapter 8


Back at the barn, Teddy ran me a warm bath in a wash basin. I was pretty messy after being bred so much outside, what could I say? There was something wonderful and freeing about being bred on the grass the way cows have been bred since time immemorial. Something primal, that just felt right.

The bath also gave Teddy a chance to wash his cock. While, obviously, bulls had a lot of leeway about how to breed us hucows, and we were basically at their mercy, one thing that Dr. Crowne emphasized was that vaginal breeding should not follow anal breeding. When he wasn’t going on about the benefits of human milk and the various special qualities our milk could offer, he was warning us about the dangers of infections.

That’s all to say that, once I saw Teddy directing the warm stream of the hose onto his own cock, and then soaping it up before rinsing it off once more, I bit my lip with anticipation. Teddy saw me staring at grinned: he was getting hard already and I splashed over to the side of the wash basin, resting my massive tits on the edge of the tub as I offered him my mouth.

Without a word, he slid his hardened cock into my mouth. It was kind of interesting, taking him in my mouth after he’d just washed his cock. It tasted so fresh, and I felt like I could really taste his flesh: the musky, savory, umami flavor of his cock, without the additional seasonings of sweaty or semen or milk to get in the way. I inhaled his clean scent as I pulled him close, my hands on the back of his thighs, welcoming him into my mouth as he fucked my face.

“When I’m a bull, I just know you’re going to be my favorite hucow to fuck, Jennifr,” Teddy was saying and I felt giddy at those words. “You know just how to suck me.”

Slurping at his shaft, I pulled off his cock and seized it with my hand, grinning up at him proudly.

“You really like the way I suck you, huh?”

“I love it, Jennifer. I really do.”

I grinned again and winked at him, and then I gave the tip of his cock a big kiss. Then, staring at it—at the meaty, angry red knob of the head and the girthy shaft and the length, nearly as long as my forearm—I kissed it again, and again, teasing my tongue against the slit in the head of his cock, tasting the deliciously delicate and salty precum that was already starting to collect there, sticky and pungent in contrast to the cleanliness of his freshly washed scent and taste.

Now, I licked down the underside of his cock, suckling and nibbling at the fleshy belly of his shaft, until I got to his balls. Here, I began to lick and suckle at the tender sack and he groaned in obvious delight and pleasure as I continued to stroke him. Since we weren’t exactly training right now—or, at least, he hadn’t said as much—I wasn’t trying to get him to cum fast, so I took my time, savoring the taste of his balls in my mouth as I suckled one and then the other.

I mooed softly in pleasure at the taste of his body beneath my tongue and in my mouth, and I nibbled my way back up under his cock and over onto this shaft, taking it nice and slow, really enjoying myself and enjoying the flavor of his body, before I finally let him slide back into my mouth.

Gazing up at Teddy, I let his cock slide down my throat, until my nose was buried in his pubic hair. He sighed happily.

“God, Jennifer, there’s no way I’d rather be than in your throat.”

I began to bob my head back and forth, letting Teddy stand still as I worked his cock, slurping hungrily at him as I brought him closer and closer. I gripped him with my lips as I sucked him and Teddy groaned louder and louder, and I could tell he was getting close. Soon, he grabbed my head hard, forcing his cock down deep into my throat, in a way that would have hurt if I hadn’t been a hucow and didn’t have much of a gag reflex left.

Instead of hurting, it just felt magnificent—I felt well and truly dominated and controlled, and when the first gush of cum came, flooding my throat, I sigh with satisfaction, swallowing every drop as the seed spilled out of the tip of his cock.

After he slid out of my mouth, I turned around in the wash basin, bending over and offering my butt to him. I reached back, carefully bracing myself against the side of the tub, and held my thighs open as I showed him my pink holes. I knew I was still sore and swollen from our training earlier, but Teddy’s cum had either been washed away in the bath, or it was deep inside of my body, the mysterious processes of the hucow extracting its nourishment.

“Pretend I’m a different girl,” I told him, glancing over my shoulder. “Practice switching from me to another girl.”

In an instant, Teddy’s cock was hard again and I gasped as he slammed it into me. With pleasure, I realized that he was treating this new girl rougher than he treated me. There was an almost cruel indifference, an industrious efficiency to the way he fucked me when he pretended I was just another hucow, and not Jennifer, his favorite.

That alone made my heart swell. I’d have to request this roleplay more often—both to remind myself how special I was, and for some special rough treatment. I squealed as he slapped my ass hard, which made me buck like a wild animal, bouncing my ass on his cock as he fucked me faster and faster.

Soon, he exploded in my pussy and I gasped in pleasure, my body eagerly sucking in his seed once more.

“My ass,” I gasped. “Pretend I’m another girl and take my ass.”

Without stopping to lubricate himself, just relying on my natural juices and cum, he forced himself into my ass. I was so sore and sensitive from the training that I let out a sob, gripping the side of wash basin hard as he fucked me. I sobbed in time with his thrusts and even though they hurt, I could feel myself getting close. My whole body felt like an erogenous zone now, and this wouldn’t be the first time I’d cum just from anal.

Soon, I had to let go and cum. I screamed, sobbing and mooing shamelessly as Teddy rode my ass and soon, the spasming of my muscles did its work, squeezing and clenching his cock until, finally, I felt the delicious spasming of his shaft deep in my guts and then, the inevitable flood of his cum, invading my aching hole and filling me up yet again.

Teddy slumped against me, spent, and I could feel his pulse through his cock in my ass, still well-embedded deep in my hole, deep in my insides.

“That was amazing, as always, Jennifer,” he said softly. “And good idea with, uh, the imagining you were a different girl. I think I might have gotten too into it and really used you like I use the other girls.”

“I think you did,” I said with a tired giggle.

“S-sorry! I’m usually gentler with you than the other hucows, ‘cause… Well, you’re just special to me.”

I beamed and pulled him into the wash basin to kiss me and cuddle me in the bath. He laughed, floundering in the soapy, cum-filled water, but he returned my kisses happily, and soon, his kisses migrated down my chest to my udders, and I sighed as he drank from me.

“You’re becoming such a great hucow, Jennifer,” Teddy said in between long suckles of my milk. “I hope I can be as great a bull as you are a hucow.”

“I think you can definitely do that, Teddy,” I said gently. “I think you can. I just know your interview is going to go great.”

I pulled him up for a kiss, so that I could taste my milk on his lips, and then I felt him getting hard once again, and I couldn’t resist grinning as our breeding began all over again.

Being a hucow was the best! I wouldn’t trade it for anything in the world.
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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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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; 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


The day had finally arrived, and oh boy, was I excited!

Today was going to be a special day, a day when I proved to myself, and to everyone on the farm what a good hucow I could be. Today, I was going to be one of the few hucows selected to be bred by the applicants who wanted to become bulls on the farm!

I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t at least a little bit nervous, but more than anything else, I was excited. I’d been on the farm for a few weeks now, and I’d grown quickly. My body had adapted well to the chemicals and hormones and medications I received daily, and I liked to think that my sexual prowess had kept pace with the changes in my body.

More than that, though, I found the inner strength to take whatever I was given—I could be bred by anyone, at any time, and I would enjoy it. I found such a twisted, delicious pleasure in being a hucow slut, it was unlike anything I could possibly describe. Thinking about my journey, from a jilted fiancée to a productive, milk-filled, creamy hucow slut on the farm, made me more proud than anything in my life ever had.

What’s more, I was proud of myself for doing this to help Teddy. I hoped I would be one of the hucows whom he got to breed, and if he was, I’d do everything I could to help him. I didn’t exactly know what the candidate bulls were going to be graded on, but I figured the most I could do for him or for anyone was to be enthusiastic and eager—and I certainly was.

I’d never been much of a promiscuous girl. I’d only been with a few men before coming to the farm, including my ex-fiancé, and now, I’d done a complete three-sixty. But it felt good. It felt… really, really good.

So good, in fact, that the night before the interview and exam, I found myself curled up in a ball in my pen, teasing my swollen pussy lips and tweaking and twisting my nipples. Milk drizzled out of my sore nipples as I touched myself, but I just couldn’t stop—I was too excited, and far, far too aroused to sleep!

I imagined Teddy on top of me, as he’d been so many times before, his handsome face contorted with ecstasy as he filled me with his thick seed. I imagined his cock impregnating me, breeding me for real—putting a baby in me, and then, showing off my plump belly proudly as I continued to take breedings, as my milk became thicker and more delicious, just as Dr. Crowne promised it would.

My pussy all but gaped around my fingers as I plunged them inside, working myself closer and closer to the sweet nirvana of orgasm. I couldn’t believe how far I’d come, and what I was about to do. Dr. Crowne had intimated that the event would be documented, and that there would even be press there: not only was I going to be bred by a cadre of young bulls, but it was going to be shown on TV. It was almost like… pornography.

But it was also my work. And it was so much more, and so much more fulfilling, because I knew it was all in the service of making my milk available to more people. Soon, Dr. Crowne promised, my milk would be in stores, and it might even be nice enough for it to be sold under the Single Source label—bottles of my milk, and my milk alone, being sold in stores for the true connoisseurs.

The thought of being praised for the quality of my milk, for the pleasure I provided with my breeding, for being a good girl and a good hucow—it brought me closer and closer to orgasm. I gripped my udders hard, mooing in delight. I heard some of the other girls playing with themselves at night, but none did so as much as I tended to do. They were all tired out by the constant breeding, but me, I just found it invigorating—I found myself aching to do more and more of it. Being bred all day long only got me worked up to be bred again in the morning—and then what was I supposed to do with myself until the sun rose and I could service demanding bull cock again?!

I mooed softly and pathetically, twisting my milky, creamy nipples and arching my back, thrusting my hips forward as though taking an invisible cock, feeling it plough deep inside of me, exploring my insides and conquering me as so many cocks had conquered me so many times before. The people who knew me in my old life never would have recognized me now. I gasped as I felt my orgasm approach, and I let out a desperate moo of pleasure as the waves of bliss washed over me. My pussy squirted a thin stream of girl juice as my nipples spurted milk, a symphony of fluid and mess that covered me as I lay panting and spent on the hay of my pen, staring up at the barn ceiling.

Soon, I heard moans and moos from the other pens. Only one or two at first, and then more and more. I had awoken the other girls, and my arousal had caught on: they were all touching themselves now!

I bit my lip in pride, as my fingers found my sore pussy once more. I began to imagine the cameras in my face as I gagged on bull cock, the way I would be interviewed by reporters as I sucked cock after cock, as my holes were filled with dripping loads of seed. It would be pure ecstasy.

I wondered if my fiance would see. I hoped he would—I hoped he’d see how much fun I was having without him. I hoped he’d see Teddy holding me tight, plunging his huge cock into my ass, a place I’d only let my ex fuck a few times, and see me squealing in pure enjoyment. The thought of this perfect, delicious, erotic vengeance drove me wild and I shuddered in joy as I found myself approaching another orgasm.

From the sounds of the pens around me, the other girls were cumming too. I wanted to cry out to them, summoning my hucow sisters to join me in our climax, to cum with me together and celebrate our depravity and our pleasure. But I couldn’t find the words, couldn’t even make myself moo coherently, and simply gave myself over to my pleasure, bursting with pride and pure hedonism.

Once I’d had dreams. Once, I’d wanted to have a career, to have a life. To call myself a careerwoman and make a difference in the world. Now, I had all those things, but they simply looked different from what I’d imagined. Instead of wearing a suit and going to an office every day, instead of pouring over boring excel spreadsheets and fending off creepy overtures from Gary in accounting, or instead of becoming a therapist and listening to my patients unload their deepest, darkest traumas, I got to glory in my own pleasure, to live for my own pleasure, to take enjoyment not only in being pleasured unendingly but in being hurt as well. How many girls could say that was their career? How many girls could say they got to do something they actually enjoyed—getting fucked nonstop by handsome men bearing cocks large enough to be categorized as deadly weapons—and coincidentally also managed to produce a useful product in the form of delicious, healthy, nourishing milk?

Almost none. But I got to do that, and I was proud. And now, I was cumming with pride, my second orgasm of the night and likely not the last, as I shuddered and shook in my pen, cumming along with my other sisters, all of us excited for the coming morning, and the promises of pleasure and depravity it brought with it. Life as a hucow meant a constant cycle of being pleasured, pleasuring, and being useful, and there was no life I’d rather have. None.


Chapter 2


I awoke with a start when my pen door was opened. Dr. Crowne was there, smiling his big smile at me, bearing a clipboard.

“Right, Jennifer, come with me—it’s time for the interview—time to show everyone what you’re made of!”

I nodded groggily. I’d definitely stayed up too late masturbating… But I regretted nothing! Nothing, I tell you!

I followed Dr. Crowne on my hands and knees out of the pen and out of the barn, into the sunlight. He’d collected five other hucows, and some of them munched on the grass, while others played with their genitals or nipples absentmindedly. Marissa, my mentor, was among them, and we shared a grin.

“Right, ladies,” Dr. Crowne continued. “The bulls are waiting!”

We followed him across the farm, falling into step behind him, and soon us girls were chatting amongst ourselves.

“Have you seen any of the applicants yet?” one of the other hucows asked me excitedly.

“I know Teddy is going to take the exam,” I answered without thinking.

The other girl’s eyes widened.

“He never told me that! He doesn’t breed me very often. He says he’s pretty tired by the time he gets to me…”

I smirked. Her pen was after mine in the rotation, after all. Teddy didn’t seem to have much stamina left after I was done with him.

“Marissa,” I mooed softly, sidling up to my friend. “Have you done this before?”

“Of course!” she said cheerfully. “It’s a whole lot of fun. Just pace yourself, and let the bulls take the lead. Remember, they’re the ones being graded, not you. You’re just—well, a tool for them to demonstrate on. Think about it that way.”

I nodded. I had to keep that in mind. No matter how nervous I was becoming—I felt a pit of anxiety developing deep in my tummy—I had to remember that I’d already been deemed capable of participating in the process. It was the bulls who were being tested now, not me.

Together, we made our way to a fancy, old-school looking red wooden barn. I’d heard of this place but I’d never seen it in person. You see, our barns, the ones that the hucows live in, are very high tech, and they have all sorts of machines and doo-hickeys—nothing like you’d see on an old-timesy Norman Rockwell kind of farm. But that’s not what people imagined when they thought of a farm, and especially a dairy farm.

So, Dr. Crowne had this barn built, designed to look like your great-grandfather’s, painted red, filled with hay, and no electricity. It looked like the interior of a Mumford and Sons music video from 2011!

And it was full of people.

Most of them definitely NOT bulls.

There were people in suits and ties, milling around, sipping cocktails and enjoying little slices of cheese on crackers. The cheese, I realized, was invariably made from our milk and the cocktails seemed to all be milky too—white Russians, if I had to guess. Dr. Crowne was always eager to show off the farm’s products and how versatile our milk was.

“We’ve got press here,” Dr. Crowne told us, glancing over his shoulder. “And several investors, plus some potential investors, so I don’t think I need to tell you girls to be polite to everyone you meet. If someone wants to breed you or touch you who isn’t a bull, you let them.”

A thrill of pleasure went through me as I mooed in agreement. The idea of being fondled by anyone, not just the bulls, turned me on even more. I couldn’t quite explain it—the bulls, I guess, were a known quantity in a way, but some rando? That was dangerous and exciting. I could feel my wetness coating my thighs as we approached the barn.

But then, Dr. Crowne had us go around the back. There, we lined up, and a dairy worker I didn’t recognize hosed us down, cleaning us off—many of us still had residual semen from yesterday’s breedings, and those of us, like me, who’d been too turned on to sleep had the creamy residue of our own fluids dripping from our holes. All of that was washed away, and soon, we were practically sparkling clean.

“Now, girls, we make our entrance!” Dr. Crowne announced, and we followed him back around the barn, and into the spotlight.


Chapter 3


A cacophony of camera flashes greeted me. I did my best to smile from all fours, where I crawled behind Marissa. From here, I had a great view of her butthole and pussy, and I knew in a few minutes, they’d both be stuffed full of demanding, voracious bull cock, just like my own would.

I felt myself blushing as the pictures continued. We marched past the assembled reporters and one knelt to grab my ass. I slowed down, allowing him to slide his fingers inside my butt cheeks, running down to my wet pussy and plunging inside me as I mooed softly.

When he drew his fingers away, another reporter reached for me, touching my tits, which I offered eagerly, just as I had been instructed. As he groped and squeezed them, grinning lewdly—I’m sure this was the best assignment he’d ever received—I saw around me that the other girls had also been waylaid by reporters and investors.

The groping went on for several minutes, and I lost count of how many fingers I ended up having inside of me, or how many times my nipples were suckled, but soon, I realized Dr. Crowne was getting impatient. He made his way to the head of the barn, seized a microphone from its stand, and cleared his throat.

“We’ll be getting on with the testing, so would the hucows please proceed to testing apparatus. I assure our guests, there will be plenty of opportunities to get to know our hucows after the test. We’ll get them cleaned up, and they’ll be ready to mingle and show off their skills—you’ll be even more eager to try them once you’ve seen what they can do.”

I blushed at the thought as I drifted away from the groping hands, towards the suspension devices I knew we’d be strapped into. The thought of being used further after the test made me nervous, but also excited—they were going to see me at my exhausted worst, weren’t they? But maybe they’d like that. Maybe seeing me and the other girls get used up, fucked, tortured, and broken would drive them crazy and then they’d want to taste what was left…

I shuddered with joy at the thought as I allowed myself to be strapped into the harness and lifted three feet off the ground. The apparatus spread my legs as I was suspended and let my udders hang free and loose. Milk continued to drip slowly from my nipples as it did from the other girls’ teats. We certainly made an incredible sight to see!

“Is the harness uncomfortable?” a reporter called out.

Marissa answered, effortlessly reverting to human speech.

“No, it’s actually quite comfortable. I wish I could sleep in one of these. Maybe you’d like to try it after the test?”

Chuckles arose from the reporters.

She wasn’t lying, though. The apparatus didn’t seem like it should be comfortable, but it was. Dr. Crowne had talked at length about how many prototypes he’d gone through to find a model that didn’t place any significant stress on any part of the hucow, but kept her orifices free for easy, efficient breeding. I could only imagine how much hell he’d put his engineers through, but the end result was a suspension device that almost felt like floating on air. The tension was managed so perfectly that except for the firm, gentle embrace of the straps on my knees and waist and shoulders, as well as the chin rest that seemed to know exactly where I wanted to hold my head, and when I wanted to let it rest, I didn’t feel anything.

“Do any of you regret your decisions to become hucows? Do you think hucows are demeaning to women?” one of the reporters called out.

I wanted to make my voice heard. I cleared my throat, forcing myself to remember how to form English words.

“When I became a hucow, I’d lost everything—I came home to find my fiancé cheating on me on Valentine’s Day, if you can believe it.” A murmur of sympathy went up from the crowd. “I needed a new life, a new path to give my existence meaning, and the farm has given me that. As a hucow, I’m celebrating my body and my sexuality, and giving the world a special, creamy gift that only my body can give. I feel happier and more fulfilled than I ever have in my life.”

The crowd fell into a reverent silence, listening to me. Then, I smiled, and added:

“Also, my sex life has improved dramatically!”

Laughter greeted my conclusion and Marissa grinned at me proudly. I saw Dr. Crowne give me the thumbs-up as well.

Now, he took up the microphone once more, cleared his throat, and spoke:

“Ladies, gentlemen, hucows, now let us meet the applicants to become full-fledged breeding bulls. The position of bull is an arduous one—he is both scientist and lover, farmer and factory worker. It requires tenderness and stamina, empathy and determination. It requires a detailed understanding of female anatomy and hormones, and a true love for the work. That said, I believe that all the gentlemen we’re going to see today have what it takes to become bulls—but we’ll see for ourselves.”

With that, the men began to troop in.


Chapter 4


They were all young, about Teddy’s age—in college, perhaps, or just graduated. There were twelve of them, and I quickly did the math—that meant that two of them would be breeding each of us at any given time, assuming they didn’t stop moving.

They were, all of them, devastatingly handsome and roguishly muscular. You could tell that these boys never skipped leg day—or any other day at the gym. Teddy was among their number as they marched out and I grinned at him, and he winked back at me. At least, I think it was just to me.

Did I mention that they were all naked, and all had raging hard-ons? If I had to guess, their cocks ranged in size from about eight inches to nearly twelve inches, but it wasn’t like I had a ruler out and ready to measure.

Each cock, though, was massively girthy, which was both what I liked and also what could make the test even more challenging. The girth, I knew, and the stretching, was what really wore on me after extended breedings. I bit my lip in arousal and anticipation at the thought. I swear, I must have been salivating.

“Now, gentleman,” Dr. Crown continued once they’d all lined up. “Please introduce yourselves…”

He went through, holding the microphone up to each potential bull, and each one gave his name, age, and hometown. I won’t bore you with all the details, but I swear that this exercise was designed just to keep us girls in suspense and get us even more horned up—I mean, we were just gazing at this hard cocks, attached to chiseled abs and beautiful bodies, and we had to wait before we could be bred?

Unfair.

Finally, the introductions ended, and Dr. Crowne explained how the test would go.

“The test will last two-hours, and each bull will be expected to achieve orgasm and deposit a load of semen inside each hucow at least twice. Additional points will be awarded for affect and tenderness with the hucows. At the end, each hucow will nominate her favorite two, and additional points will be added for that as well.”

With that, the festivities began. I closed my eyes, grinning with delirious delight as I felt one of the beasts approach me and seize me by the hips.


Chapter 5


I let out a loud moo of pleasure as the first cock slid inside of me. That glorious, glorious feeling. I was dripping wet already, of course, as I had been since arriving. The anticipation had been driving me crazy, had been turning my insides to wet mush, and now, a young bull cock was driving into me.

“I’m Stephen,” the wannabe-bull grunted in my ear as he leaned into me. The shaft drove deep into my wet, dripping center and I shuddered in pleasure, trembling helplessly in my harness as he began to thrust into me.

“Jennifer,” I whimpered, half-mooing, half using real human language. He grunted in appreciation and reached for my hair, pulling my head back. My mouth dropped open in a moan as I saw a cock bouncing in front of my face. I glanced up to get a look at its own, a tall, grinning blonde who looked like a surfer and had a cock at least as long as his surfboard. It throbbed deliciously before my eyes, with a droplet of precum beading on the tip of it and I felt myself salivate as he pressed it against my lips.

“That’s it,” he groaned, as the cock slid into my mouth. I closed my eyes and let it glide down my throat. Hucows don’t have gag reflexes, or at least, we shouldn’t. The hormones and medications we take are supposed to do away with vestigial reflexes like that, and in my case, the treatment had been successful. I was able to take the cock deep into my mouth, into my throat, burying my nose in his pubic hair as he fucked my face.

Now, I was being held between two bulls, bounced back and forth in the harness. It felt incredible. It felt like I was a piece of meat, being competed for by a pack of hungry wolves, and that made me feel wanted. It made me feel beautiful. It made me feel sexy.

And the crowd, watching us? Oohs and ahhs. Cheers as us girls took our first cocks. The bulls were clearly amped up and excited to use us, and we were excited to be used. It would be two hours of non-stop breeding, and all I had to do was hang there and take it.

I shuddered and squealed onto the cock exploring the depths of my throat as it slammed into me.

“Wow, I’ve never experienced a blowjob like this before…” the surfer dude fucking my mouth murmured. “You’re really something else.”

“Her name is Jennifer,” the bull in my pussy grunted to his compatriot.

“Jennifer, I’m Chase.”

I couldn’t say anything to him, of course, couldn’t introduce myself or say “nice to meet you,” and so I tickled the underside of his cock shaft in my mouth the best I could, by way of a kind of wave. He seemed to understand and grinned. He patted my head affectionately, and thrust into my mouth as though it were a pussy.

In this position, the cock barely caught against the back of my throat. It was truly a perfect apparatus for holding us hucows to be bred. As they bred me, I found myself being bounced back and forth between them: a thrust into my pussy drove me onto the cock in my mouth, while a thrust into my mouth bounced me back onto the cock in my pussy.

I wondered if this were a specific technique, something the bulls were using to maintain their stamina and preserve their endurance? Or maybe they just hadn’t really thought it out that far in advance and it just happened this way.

Of to the side, I saw Teddy face-fucking Marissa, and I felt a flush of jealousy. On the one hand, I appreciated that he had good taste, but I wished he’d come to me first, come to me to get a piece of my pussy or mouth or ass first. But no matter—I’d have him before the end of the test, as I’d have all the bulls.

“Fuck, she’s so good,” Stephen, in my pussy, grunted. I had barely gotten a look at him—I knew he had dark hair, and a beard, and he was built like a pro-wrestler, in a way I kind of liked, where he looked like he could pick me up and toss me across the room if he wanted. But in contrast to his appearance, he gripped me firmly but gently, careful not to bruise my delicate skin, even though it had been bruised repeatedly in the course of breeding before, and no doubt would be again in the future. His cock was thick and long, and I winced as it pounded deep into me, far deeper than it really should have, but I’d come to embrace that pain as well.

It only meant that the breeding would be more effective, that I would draw on more and more of the delicious, productive hormones the bulls offered.

Now, inside the barn, it was a chorus of squishing sounds, matched with the moans and grunts of the bulls, and the mostly muffled gasps and moos of us hucows. Everyone’s mouth was full, it seemed, and everyone had a bull behind her, either in her pussy or asshole, and that was just the way it was. It was like a game of musical chairs, but with enough seats for everyone.

Soon, I felt the tell-tale quickening of Stephen’s thrusts into my pussy, as he grunted happily. I could tell he was going to finish soon, and I tried, as best I could, to tighten my muscles around him, milking his cock as he reached for my hanging udders to grip them tight, all as he forced himself into me harder and harder, reaching the edge of his ecstasy.

“Fuck, Jennifer, you’re incredible,” he growled in my ear, leaning over me and tugging on my earlobe with his teeth as he started to cum. My body reacted immediately: I felt my hole tremble and twitch with desperation as he drove into me, continuing to milk him as his cock spasmed inside of me. I closed my eyes, savoring, even with the cock in my mouth, the feeling of cum flooding my tight pussy. He’d torn me open, stretched me wide, practically gaping my pussy with a quick, rough fuck and now, he was filling my womb with his seed.

And, it was slowly starting to dawn on me, he’d done all of this in front of an audience. A few dozen people, watching my body, already perverted by drugs and medications, become further defiled as I was skewered like a piece of meat over a campfire.

I loved it. And I wanted more.

By the time Stephen had finished cumming inside of me, the cock in my mouth began to twitch and shudder. I clamped my lips down, milking him as he began to cum: thick, gloopy dollops of seed filled my mouth, depositing themselves directly down my throat and into my stomach. I barely had a chance to taste him as he came, but that was okay—I knew I’d be getting plenty of cum before the day was over.


Chapter 6


Just as I finished swallowing the cum in my throat, another young bull seized my hips from behind. He was rougher, which I didn’t mind, not one bit, and I found I loved the way he dug his fingers into my ass, gripping it hard and molding it to his hands as he examined me. He spread my cheeks apart, taking a good, long look at my messy pussy and my twitching asshole.

He was handsome, as they all were, with dark skin and close-cropped hair and a beard. He had some exotic tattoos covering his muscular torso and I would have liked the chance to get up close and personal and ask him about them, but it seemed like that would have to wait.

“I’m Derrick,” he grunted, his voice betraying a hint of an accent. I glanced over my shoulder to see his cock, a huge tool that had to be nearly a foot long. I couldn’t believe he could get hard without passing out from blood loss with that thing!

Dr. Crowne walked by, passing around a tube of personal lubricant, and I was thankful for this. Derrick squirted a dollop onto his hand, and rubbed it against my asshole. I sighed in delight at the familiar pleasure of having my butt teased and stretched. I’d never been such a butt slut before in my life, but now, I found the allure and the submission inherent in the act absolutely irresistible.

I prepared myself mentally for the pain of taking Derrick’s huge cock. It would stretch me, I knew, and it would hurt, but it would also be pleasurable, I kept reminding myself. I felt Derrick’s powerful hands guiding me onto the tip of his cock, and then I felt his fat cock head spreading my ass cheeks apart.

I realized a camera was watching us intently, with a gaggle of reporters gaping slack-jawed. I managed a weak smile as they watched the cock, so big it should be considered a human right’s violation, press against my asshole.

For several moments, nothing happened. I took a few deep breaths, trying to relax myself. This wasn’t unusual, I knew, with big cocks, but I wanted to put in a good showing for the cameras. I didn’t want the cameras to capture me not being able to take the cock, after all.

Derrick seemed to understand too.

“Take a deep breath, baby girl,” he growled, but his grip became surprisingly gentle, even as he thrust hard into me. I let out a moaning scream as his cock tore me open. It stretched me, ripping me open and I shrieked. I gasped, whimpering pathetically as the cock tore me open wide. It drove into my bowels hard, and I arched my back, feeling it skewer me. It was unlike any ass fucking I’d ever taken, and it was perfect.

The reporters let out a gasp of approval and I weakly gave them a thumbs up. That earned me a small round of applause as Derrick threw his hips into me, harder and harder. I squealed and shuddered, taking it as well as I could, finding the pleasure in it where I could. My legs and arms flopped freely in the air as he bred my ass, and I must have looked like a demented marionette there, dancing nakedly and lewdly for all to see her.

Then, another cock appeared before me. Through my moos and moans, I raised my gaze to see who it was.

Teddy!

“You seem to be having fun,” he said with a grin as he guided my gasping, moaning mouth to his cock. I nodded eagerly as I took the familiar dick into my mouth, savoring his taste. I could tell he’d already been inside another girl, but I didn’t care—didn’t care that I was tasting the fluids of another hucow, possibly Marissa herself, on my Teddy’s cock. I was too much enraptured with the perfect dick in my mouth, feeling it slide down my throat as Teddy fell into a steady rhythm along with Derrick.

They even high-fived—how cute!

The pounding continued unabated, and my ass, slowly, got used to the punishment. It was more than I’d taken before, but I wasn’t completely unprepared for it—after all, I’d been subjected to repeated anal breedings in the past. My pussy was leaking freely as Derrick fucked my ass, driving his long tool in and out easily now, as my hole gripped him weakly. I knew he’d have to cum soon to keep his time down, so I tried to grip his cock with my tired muscles as best I could.

A photographer knelt below me to take close up pictures of my massive udders, hanging down and swinging in the air as I was bred, and then of the cum dripping out of my swollen pussy. In my previous life, I would have been impossibly embarrassed, but now, I wanted to grin with pride at the good pictures I knew the scene would make.

Of course, I couldn’t grin because my mouth was full of cock, but you know.

Soon, I felt Derrick’s cock stiffen in my ass and he groaned, leaning over me and gripping my tits and belly hard as the ecstasy of orgasm found him and he spilled his hot seed into my rectum. I let out a soft gasp of delight onto Teddy’s cock as it glided in and out of my mouth and then the photographer, who’d been below me, quickly darted to the back to catch pictures of Derrick’s thick shaft as it slid out of my gaped hole.

I could only imagine the lewd image it made, could only imagine what the pictures would be used for—perhaps a members-only site for those especially interested in hucow breeding online, which would create another stream of revenue for the farm? Or perhaps they’d be used in brochures and promotional materials, showing off what the hucows on the farm are capable of, and how much fun you can have with us?

Or maybe all of the above, and more to boot.

Derrick gave my ass an affectionate slap and I felt my aching cheeks wiggle as the slap reverberated into my destroyed hole. He moved on, and soon, another bull was behind me.


Chapter 7


This was my third bull, and he was relatively short, standing maybe just under six feet tall, but made up for it with a cock almost as large as Derrick’s. He looked like he could have been an ironic hipster, the kind of guy I would have gone for in my previous life, with his mustache and smug grin, except for his built physique: valleys and hills of muscle landscaped his body, and I wanted to be the river that flowed through them—whatever that meant, I was drunk I cock.

Teddy’s shaft in my mouth twitched, telling me that it was nearly time, and he grabbed my hair, plunging hard down my throat as I very nearly gagged—but not quite. He thrust a few more times, and then began to cum not with his cock embedded deep in my throat, but letting it rest on my tongue, filling my mouth with his seed so I could taste it.

I loved this move—I loved tasting his salty, sour seed. Stream after stream filled my mouth and I swallowed as fast as I could, sucking him like a straw as I drained his balls.

“Thanks, Jennifer,” he said sweetly, and leaned down to kiss my forehead. “I’ll be back for the other side later.”

Soon, another cock was in front of my face and I was sucking voraciously. This one belonged to a guy who looked like he must have just climbed off his Harley-Davidson—a built biker type, who seemed to have just sloughed off his motorcycle club jacket for the occasion. He was the oldest of the potential bulls, and I wondered if that would act to his disadvantage.

Of course, as soon as I had his cock in my mouth, I knew that wasn’t the case. He was just as hard as Teddy and all the others, and I swallowed him happily, savoring the more mature taste and feel of his older cock, enjoying the scent of his pubic hair and the hungry, dominant grunts that escaped his lips as he pressed down on my head with both hands.

Around this time, Dr. Crowne began coming around with glasses. He knelt next to me and, while I was being fucked, gripped one of my tits, taking it firmly in his hand and milking, squeezing and tugging down. I mooed in relief onto the cock in my mouth.

The fact was, I hadn’t been properly milked yet that morning and so my udders were full and swollen, aching something awful. Milking can hurt a bit, if you’re not prepared for it, but mostly it feels wonderful—a powerful pleasure, combined with the relief of having the tension and pressure in my turgid udders diminished.

Dr. Crowne filled up the glass with my milk and passed it to a reporter. Then, he did so again and again—as I was being bred, I was feeding the assembled audience with my milk!

“As you can see,” he said, this time into a lapel microphone. “A good hucow produces an extraordinary amount of high-quality milk every day. Unlike bovine milk, this milk has all of the nutrients humans need, in the proportions best suited for human growth and flourishing. We like to joke that hucow milk is basically human growth hormone in a bottle. Or, in a hucow, if you will.” To illustrate his point, he gave one of my hanging, aching, swollen breasts a slap and I squealed onto the cock in my mouth. “Are you enjoying yourself, Jennifer?”

I nodded weakly, doing my best to breathe around the cock in my mouth as the fucking behind me pushed me onto it over and over. Dr. Crowne milked my other teat, filling up a few more glasses of milk as he continued to address the audience.

“Hucows dispense with the moral problems of factory farming. These girls consent to their breeding and milking. They love it, in fact—each girl will be happy to talk your ear off about how much fun she has on the farm.” He grinned down at me, and brushed a tear away from my cheek as the cock in my mouth continued to piston and pump in and out of my swollen, cum-slicked lips. “Well, maybe not right now, but during the social hour after the test, you’ll all be able to meet the girls up close and hear about their experiences.”

Of course, none of us were in a position to be testifying about our experiences right now. Now with bull cocks in our mouths.


Chapter 8


Dr. Crowne continued to milk me until everyone in the audience had a glass of my milk. I didn’t know what I did to deserve this honor, but I was proud that Dr. Crowne considered my milk good enough to distribute to everyone in the barn. And then, I became even prouder, grinning smugly internally because I couldn’t manage a grin with the cock in my mouth, when I heard the audible signs of appreciation from the crowd in attendance.

“It’s so creamy!” I heard someone remark.

“It’s so sweet! It’s almost like ice-cream. Is this really milk?”

“It’s almost like… vanilla and rose flavored? Did this really come out of that girl?”

“It’s so refreshing!”

“Yes, ladies and gentleman, that all came from our hucow Jennifer, right here!” Dr. Crowne said proudly, gesturing to me, skewered as I was between two huge cocks pillaging my mouth and pussy. “She’s the newest hucow on display today, but she’s made great strides since arriving at the farm. We’re extremely proud of her and all the progress she’s made. It’s evident from the quality of her milk that she’s a first-rate hucow now!”

I beamed, as well as I could while swallowing the cock in my mouth. Soon, another wave of orgasms claimed the bulls fucking me, and as my body absorbed their seed, as my throat gulped the load in my mouth down, they moved on.

I glanced over my shoulder, pleased to see that Teddy was behind me. He winked at me, and without applying anymore lubricant, he slid into my loose ass. I moaned softly, and then let out a loud moo of pleasure for the audience, which got me applause.

As Teddy sodomized me, another bull moved in front of my face, guiding my lips onto his cock. As this happened, a reporter raised a pen to ask a question.

“Yes?” Dr. Crowne responded.

“I noticed that the girls are all receiving, er, oral and anal breeding. Now, traditionally, on a farm, breeding is only performed vaginally. What’s the reason behind, ah, your new approach? Is it purely… hedonistic?”

There were some snickers from the other reporters and investors, and Dr. Crowne gave them a well-meaning smile.

“Certainly, pleasure is a part of it, both for our breeders and for our girls, but no, it is not purely hedonistic, as you say. We’ve found that the hucows respond best to the presence of hormones in male semen, and that they respond differently based on where their body encounters those hormones—whether the semen is placed in the womb, or into the small intestine via the rectum, or into the stomach via oral breeding. Our scientists are still parsing the different effects, but each method produces desirable and noticeable changes in milk quality, and in the ability of the hucows to produce large quantities of milk, so we make it a policy to rotate that orifices which receive breeding.”

The reporter nodded, accepting all of this.

“Excellent question,” Dr. Crowne added.

I barely followed all of this, though. I was too much in love with the feeling of Teddy in my ass. I tightened myself as much as I could for him and tried to fuck myself back onto his cock, even as the cock in my mouth pushed me back. As much as I wanted to spend more time with his fucking me, I knew he would have to finish quickly and move on to another girl, so I did everything I could to bring him to orgasm fast.

Finally, I felt him explode in my ass. My hole was going numb from all the rough fucking, but that was fine—that would make the rest of the test easier to get through.

“Thanks, Jennifer. My time’s great,” he said, giving my ass and then one of my boobs a squeeze before moving onto another girl.

The breeding continued, blurring into one long, uninterrupted orgy of pleasure and defilement. I couldn’t believe what I was doing in front of all these people, that all of it was being documented—every part of my anatomy, every part of my twisted, perverted, hormonally manipulated body was being committed to film and photograph, and would be distributed. I wondered if my family would see me, somehow!

I didn’t care. I loved what I was, and I loved the life I was leading. I wanted this, wanted to keep living like this, and I didn’t care if they judged me.

As the test continued, I felt all of my holes becoming more and more numb, but I didn’t let it slow me down. I did everything I could to keep the bulls happy, to help them finish quickly inside of me, even though I would have maybe enjoyed it if they could spend a little bit more time with me—if we could kiss and cuddle a little bit, and they could tell me more about what they liked about my body, if they could drink the milk from my nipples as they bred me and so on and so forth.

But there would be plenty of time for that later. That, after all, was normal during our regular breedings on the farm, so I knew I could expect plenty of deep, intimate breeding time with my favorite bulls.

I just hoped Teddy would make it. I just hoped he’d become a bull and he’d get to breed me even more often than he did now.

Somehow, I made it through the test and through all the breeding—finally, Dr. Crowne declared an end to the test, two hours in, as my mouth filled with cum one final time.

“Well done, to all of our bulls and hucows! We’ll be tallying the results, and we’re going to give the girls a little break before we make them available for all of you to get to know. We’ll announced the results during the social hour.”

I’d done it—I made it through the test and showed what a great hucow I was! Now, I had earned myself a short break—but only a break. I couldn’t wait to find out what would happen during the social hour, and, of course, which of the applicants would make it…
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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; 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


After the test, I was exhausted. At the same time, though, I was anxious to find out if Teddy had passed and would get to become a fully-fledged bull!

All morning, I’d been fucked senseless by the potential bulls interviewing to attain that most vaunted of statuses—that of a fully-fledged bull, the only ones able to breed us pretty little hucows at will.

How would it be different for Teddy from his regular job?

Well, first off, I knew he wouldn’t have to do his other duties. While it might seem like most of what he did every day consisted of fucking me, I knew that he actually had a lot of other work to do. He had to milk the other girls, and then transport all their raw milk to a facility for further processing, mixing, testing, and ultimately, the final bottling. That took up most of his day, and he had to rearrange his schedule in order to be able to spend time with me and breed me.

So, when he would practice for the bull exam with me, he actually had a lot of other things he needed to be doing as well. This meant, in essence, that he’d been working overtime for weeks in order to get a few extra hours to breed me each week.

Now, though, if he passed…

I was so excited for him, I almost couldn’t stand it. I really, really hoped he had passed. It would mean sharing him with the other hucows but I was basically already doing that. I knew he was breeding other girls too—what red-blooded young man wouldn’t jump at the opportunity to breed other girls? And I was also getting bred every day, several times at least, by a parade of bulls and occasional other workers and visitors, plus Dr. Crowne himself.

All that meant that if we were going to have any sort of relationship together, we’d have to have an understanding that we weren’t going to be monogamous.

I giggled at the idea. It seemed so quaint to me now, so old-fashioned. I’d been on the farm long enough to have lost any ability to imagine myself being limited to a single partner. I couldn’t imagine not making my body available to anyone who wanted to taste it. I’d been given this beautiful, luscious, voluptuous, and fertile body and I wasn’t about to hide it away. The best thing I could do, I thought, would be to share it with the world.

And after the test, I knew I’d have more opportunities to do so.

We were all of us taken to a separate annex attached to the barn where the test was held and given water, some food, and then hosed down. While this might sound like a brutal experience—having our sore, aching holes flushed with water to clean out the excess semen to prepare our bodies to be sampled by the visitors and reporters assembled—it was par for the course for us hucows.

I knelt on my hands and knees, spreading my thighs as best I could as a worker directed the spray of lukewarm water towards my brutalized orifices. I let out a pleasure-filled squeal as the water invaded me, lapping at my body and driving me crazy. It felt incredibly good, and remarkably soothing after how much I’d been used.

“Hotter or colder, Jennifer?” the worker, a friendly older man named Rick asked.

“Colder,” I decided, mooing over my shoulder to him. I knew the cold would make me chilly, but my pussy was swollen and on fire after being fucked so hard, and so was my poor asshole. I wanted the swelling to calm down before the investors and reporters who’d come to the interview got a chance to look at me. I didn’t want them seeing my pussy lips all swollen like they’d just been in a fight, or my asshole looking like a blown-out jelly donut!

Rick turned down the temperature on the water and I let out a squeal as the cold hit me. I shivered, but held my ground, letting him flush the rest of the cum out of my orifices and then out of my mouth.

From here, Rick toweled me off, drying me, and then brought out a blow-dryer to finish drying my hair. Now, I was good as new—except for the fatigue in my eyes, you might not even know from looking at me that I’d just been fucked non-stop for two hours, especially once Rick finished combing out my warm, soft hair.

“Good as new,” Rick confirmed, and leaned down to give me a gentle kiss on the forehead. I loved how gentle and sweet all the dairy workers were with us. I mooed affectionately at him and thrust my chest forward. He grinned and took one of my nipples into his mouth, suckling a bit and I sighed, reaching to stroke his head as he drank from my bosom. It felt amazing, being milked like that, and being suckled—I’d never get tired of being consumed so enthusiastically!

“All right, ladies,” Dr. Crowne announced. “It’s time to meet your admirers!”

Rick let my milky nipple fall from his mouth. I wished he could have cum inside of me, but I knew I ought to appear before our important guests without any cum in my holes to begin with. It would be important to let our investors take a crack at my holes without seeing them defiled by other men’s seed, at least at first.

“Good luck out there, Jennifer,” Rick said affectionately, and gave my ass a friendly slap as I began to trot behind the other hucows, making our way back out into the main room of the barn.


Chapter 2


Camera flashes went off around us as we trooped in a line into the center of the reception. A few of the bull applicants were already out and mingling, still naked, mostly being monopolized by female reporters who delicately touched their chests and giggled like school girls. I glared at one reporter, a beautiful blonde woman, who knelt in front of Teddy’s cock, which was flaccid. As she touched his cock, it grew hard and almost poked her in the face as she giggled.

“I’m reporting here from Creamy Meadows Farm,” she began, speaking to a camera as I passed her. “And this is a bull—but not the kind who chases a matador. He’s a human bull who breeds hucows—human women prized for their potential as milk-producers. Maybe you’ve seen the new hucow milk in the stores? That comes from Creamy Meadows Farm, and while the hucows are the stars of the show, their work wouldn’t be possible without the bulls who breed them and keep their hormone levels high enough to produce milk.”

Then, the blonde reporter took Teddy’s cock in her hand and placed her mouth on it. I couldn’t believe this was going to be on TV, but I guess everything has gotten more sexualized in the last few years! She suckled at the tip of Teddy’s cock for a second, leaving her lipstick smeared on the fat, spongy head, and I continued to glare at her jealously, even though I’m sure she didn’t know.

“This bull has been interviewing today to become a full-time bull on the farm, so that he can breed beautiful hucows all day. Nice work if you can get it, right? But it’s a hard job, requiring enormous physical stamina and sexual prowess.” Jerking Teddy off a bit, she gazed up at him. “Can you tell us what the test was like?”

Teddy grinned for the camera.

“Well, it was tiring, but it was a lot of fun. It was two hours of non-stop breeding. I’ve been training for a while for the exam, mostly with my friend Jennifer who’s a hucow here.”

He pointed to me and suddenly, all the cameras were pointed towards me. Several flashes went off and I found myself blushing. I stopped following the other girls and sat back on my heels, thrusting my chest forward and smiling shyly for the camera.

“Teddy, tell us more about your training regimen.”

“Well, Jennifer here would let me breed her non-stop for two hours to mimic the test conditions. I’d breed her mouth, her vagina, and her anus in turn until the timer was up.”

Now, the blonde reporter turned her attention to me. Her lipstick was smeared but she grinned at me.

“Jennifer, how did you enjoy helping Teddy prepare for the test?”

I cleared my throat, preparing myself to talk like a human instead of mooing like a cow.

“Well, it was going to be challenging—I always knew that,” I began. “I knew that Teddy really wanted to become a full-time bull, and that if he did it, we’d be able to spend a bit more time together, breeding every day.”

“Oh, are you and Teddy an item?”

Now, I was blushing really hard.

“Not exactly,” I mumbled. “I mean, not yet…”

A friendly, knowing chuckle went through the crowd of reporters and investors.

“Jennifer, some women would find the work you do demeaning and humiliating. You’re comfortable showing off your body and engaging in intimate acts with whomever approaches you, and you’re made to lactate continuously so that the farm can sell your milk for a profit. What would you say to critics of the hucow farm model?”

“I’d say they don’t understand,” I continued, still blushing. “I think that you can find fulfillment in many different careers. I didn’t realize this was an option till I ran into a hucow right after I broke up with my fiancé and she just seemed so happy, I knew I had to try it. And I really, really like my work. I mean, what girl wouldn’t like getting pleasured by big, muscular men every day?”

The reporter nodded aggressively.

“And you enjoy being milked as well? You don’t feel like you’re being objectified?”

“Well, maybe a little bit,” I said with a giggle, but then I quickly added: “But I even enjoy that feeling. I get a lot of pleasure and fulfillment from all parts of my job. And I think any job is objectifying. I mean, you don’t go to fast-food restaurants and ask the staff there if they feel objectified, do you? Even though they’re working hard for minimum wage and getting yelled at by all sorts of crazy customers. I think that sounds far more dehumanizing than what I do—I get to lounge around in luxury, enjoy the fresh air and natural beauty of the farm, and then I spend most of my waking hours having amazing sex.”

A soft round of applause broke out, and the reporter was clearly impressed.

“Teddy, Jennifer, do you think you could demonstrate some breeding for us?”

I saw, over the reporter’s shoulder, Dr. Crowne nodding vigorously to me.

“If Teddy’s okay with it,” I said shyly. He gave me the thumbs up and I was pleased to see his cock was fully hard as he took his place behind me.


Chapter 3


I stuck my ass up in the air, the customary breeding position. It gave Teddy great access to my holes, and showed me off for the news cameras that were circling us, getting close-ups on my holes.

“You’re not too sore from the test, Jennifer?” the reporter asked, sticking her microphone in my face almost like it was a cock.

“Not at all,” I said, shaking my head. “My body is used to all the attention, I guess you could say.”

Teddy placed his hands on my ass cheeks and spread me wide. I felt his fingers slide over my pussy and I whimpered in pleasure and excitement.

I was going to be fucked on camera—bred for the evening news!

“Are you really gonnna’ show this on TV?” I asked through my moans as Teddy’s cock pierced me again. I whimpered as I felt his delicious warmth fill me up, spreading through me as he drove into me. He filled me so well, and I closed my eyes for a second, really savoring every second of his cock as it spread my wetness through my tight hole, sliding in deep and burying itself up to the hilt in my wet warmth.

“The news at eleven,” the reporter said with a smile. I nodded, grunting as Teddy began to thrust into me. “Jennifer, how is being bred by a bull different from sexual relations with a more conventional man?”

“Bulls take all sorts of medications to make their… thing… bigger,” I said, suddenly shy.

“You mean his genitals?”

“Yes,” I said, feeling my cheeks flush. How was I getting embarrassed when all of these people had already seen me fucked in all my holes all morning long? I felt silly, but at the same time, I couldn’t control my moos and moans as Teddy thrust himself into me, burying his cock deep in my hole. “Yes… His penis is particularly large.”

“And you have a preference for larger penises?” the reporter continued, smirking. “Would you say that size does matter in this case?”

I gasped, feeling Teddy’s cock slide over a particularly sensitive part of my hole.

“I guess… It does somewhat… But skill is more important. And I love smaller penises as well. I like being stretched but I don’t mind a smaller… set of genitals…” I moaned, whimpering as I took the cock on camera. “I also like to get bred by some of the workers here on the farm and they have penises that are a bit smaller… They’re not small, by any means, I don’t want them to see this interview and think I’m calling them little… But they’re not as big as a bull cock.”

I’d just said cock—was I allowed to say that on TV?

“I mean, a bull’s genitals,” I said, trying to cover just to be safe, even as Teddy drove his fat cock into my and reached to grab my hair, pulling back as though I were a bucking horse and he was controlling the reins. “I love to be bred by anyone who wants to breed me, but I find the sense of achievement at taking a big bull penis especially rewarding.”

“I understand, based on the test we just witnessed, that you’re often bred orally and anally as well, Jennifer?”

I nodded, as best I could with Teddy pulling my hair. I felt myself getting close to orgasm, spurred on by all the attention and I worried what would happen when I came with everyone watching me—I’d be so embarrassed! But at the same time, I don’t think I had any choice—when I started to cum, I wouldn’t be able to stop…

“Yes, that’s correct,” I moaned. “I also enjoy being bred in my mouth and anus.”

“And how does that work? I can understand the efficacy of vaginal breeding, and introducing bull semen to your womb, but how does introducing it to your mouth and anus have a similar effect?”

“I don’t know all the scientific mechanisms behind it,” I whimpered through my moos. “You’ll have to ask Dr. Crowne about that. But it seems to be effective. My milk production has increased dramatically as a result of being bred so often.”

“May we see you lactate, Jennifer?”

I nodded weakly. Because I was holding myself up so I could see the camera, Teddy reached from behind me and gripped my breast. I let out a happy sigh as he squeezed and milk began to gush out of my swollen nipple. Some of it sprayed the reporter, getting her suit wet as she giggled.

“My goodness, you’re quite backed up, aren’t you? We just saw you produce so much milk during the test, I didn’t think you’d have any more!”

“This is part of being a hucow,” I moaned. “I have quite a lot of milk ready to come out at any time.”

“May I taste your milk, Jennifer?”

“Of course,” I moaned.

The reporter reached for my breast and gathered some of the milk onto her finger. She slurped it off her finger tips.

“Wow, that’s tasty! That’s unlike any milk I’ve ever had!” Her professional demeanor was slipping a bit. She was growing more and more enthusiastic. “It tastes amazing! It’s so—creamy and rich!”

“That’s the result of all the breeding,” I moaned proudly.

“May I suckle your nipple, Jennifer?”

“S-sure,” I moaned. I’d never had a woman suckle me, but the idea didn’t bother me, especially with Teddy buried inside of me. The reporter lowered her face to my breast, latched her lips onto my swollen, aching nipple, and began to suckle, just as Rick had. I moaned hungrily and found myself involuntarily thrusting my chest forward, burying my breasts in her face as she drank from me. She suckled more and more firmly, grasping my breast with one hand and squeezing gently as she drank from me.

That was enough to finally push me over the edge. I cried out in bliss as my orgasm found me, my cunt spasming around Teddy as he pounded into my gushing hole. I couldn’t believe that I was being suckled on TV while being bred! I gasped, mooing and moaning as I came, and the cameras went off all around me, flashes everywhere, the reporters moving in, boom mics lurking everywhere to catch all of my cries and moans.

“Gosh, you’re enjoying this even more than I did, Jennifer!” the reporter cried as she pulled away from my breast, wiping her lips and watching me as I shuddered and twitched. “There you have it, folks. Creamy Meadows Hucow Farm. You can rent a cabin on the farm and try your hand at taking care of the hucows yourself—you can breed them and milk them and pretend you’re a bull too.”


Chapter 4


Teddy groaned and suddenly, I felt him start to cum inside of my sore, tired hole. I gasped, my arms collapsing as his cock exploded inside of me. Stream after stream of his thick bull cum invaded my hole and I whimpered, another small orgasm sneaking up on me. The cameras continued rolling, and I knew that on the late evening news, people across the country would be watching me cum helplessly, bred by Teddy and milked by a reporter.

Finally, Teddy slid out of me. The reporter was clearly excited by the whole situation and she knelt in front of him, leaning in to suck his cock again. I sighed—my body was tired and I wanted to just collapse but I knew I still had work to do.

I watched as the reporter sucked Teddy, tasting me on his cock and grinning wide.

“I’m jealous of you two,” she said once she slid off his cock. She produced a handkerchief from her pocket and wiped her lips. “If this had been available to me a few years ago when I was starting my career…”

“Would you like to breed?” Teddy asked, helpfully. For some reason, I was jealous of Teddy offering to breed this woman who wasn’t a hucow, as though I felt that bull cock should only be reserved for us hucows. But I couldn’t say anything, as the reporter hiked up the skirt of her suit. She wore a thong and as she bent over, still standing, Teddy pulled it to the side and unceremoniously forced his cock inside of her.

The reporter’s head, which had been hanging down, shot up and she let out a blood-curdling scream.

“Oh, God! It’s so big!” Her face went pale as Teddy gripped her hips and pushed into her. “He’s ripping me apart! Oh my god, oh my god… Jennifer, how do you do this so easily?”

“Just relax,” I cooed, taking her hands. “Just relax. You can take it. Just let his cock breed you.”

Her eyes filled with tears as Teddy began to thrust into her. No longer jealous, I was now sympathetic of this poor woman who didn’t understand what she’d stumbled into. She gripped my hands tight as I mooed softly to her.

“Just take it. Your body wants it.”

“I can’t,” she gasped through her tears. “It hurts.”

“He’ll stop if you want…”

“No,” she whimpered. “I… I want him to do it…”

“You can take it,” I repeated, yet again. “Just let it happen. Just let him own your pussy. Your womb is going to feel so good once it’s been bred.”

She moaned hungrily, and I recognized those confused, agonized moans of pain and pleasure as she took the massive bull cock for the first time.

“It hurts so bad and it feels so good,” she moaned. Then, she turned to her cameraman. “Don’t stop rolling—get me being bred! This will get me a Pulitzer!”

The camera turned back on and the reporter continued to moan and gasp through her tears.

“Jennifer, you do this every day? How many times a day? Oh my god, he’s breaking me…”

“He’s not breaking you,” I repeated gently. “He’s just stretching you. Your body is meant to stretch. I bet it’s even hurting less than it was when he started, isn’t it?”

The reporter nodded tearfully.

“And I bet you’re starting to really like it, aren’t you?”

She nodded again.

“It hurts so good,” she moaned. “I feel… I feel like I’m a little virgin in college again… Oh my god, he’s destroying my pussy…”

“Do you want him to cum inside of you?” I asked gently, still holding her hands supportively.

“Yes,” she moaned. “I want to feel what you feel.”

Well, then you’d have to get milked by anyone and everyone who walks by you and also take it in the ass, but I didn’t say all that to her. I just smiled sweetly as she began to cum.

“Don’t stop! Don’t stop, Teddy! Oh my god, it feels so good!”

Teddy grunted and I could tell from experience that he was on the verge of cumming. He slammed into the reporter one final time as she shuddered and spilled his cum into her—I actually liked being on this side of the whole dynamic, so I could see Teddy’s handsome face contort as he came inside of her.

“Thank you, thank you both,” the reporter moaned, sinking to her knees after Teddy pulled out of her. “That was… truly something amazing.”

Her face was flushed and her make-up smeared with tears. A few other journalistic outlets took pictures of her on the ground, gasping and crying and dripping cum from her skirt.

Suddenly, a familiar voice over a PA system cut through the noise.

“Ladies and gentleman,” Dr. Crowne said. “If I may have your attention—we’re now ready to announce the results of the bull exam!”


Chapter 5


My ears perked up. This was what I’d been waiting for! What we’d all been waiting for. We were finally going to learn who would become a full-time bull on the farm. I said a silent prayer for Teddy.

Dr. Crowne summoned all of the applicants to come stand with him on the stage just recently erected. Dr. Crowne cleared his throat once more, beaming at the applicants and then at us hucows scattered through the crowd—many of the other girls were already being caressed or even bred by other reporters and investors; only I had been interviewed so intimately.

“I was very, very impressed by this cohort of applicants. Clearly, you’ve all given a lot of thought to what it means to be a bull on this farm, and you understand the purpose of the program well. I was impressed by the care and empathy you all showed towards your hucow partners, and by the sheer gusto you brought to the act of breeding. It’s important that this work is pleasurable, because it is hard, and it would be difficult to continue if it were not so pleasurable.”

The bulls were beaming now too at the praise, and I didn’t blame them. I got off on being praised by Dr. Crowne, and I had always been sure I wasn’t the only one.

“Unfortunately,” he said, his voice striking a dire tone and his face darkening. “We can’t take on all of you as bulls…”

He trailed off, and cast a glance at the worried faces of the bulls.

“Actually, we can—we’ll be offering full-time positions to all of our applicants this round. Congratulations, gentlemen, and looking forward to working with you all!”

A cheer went up in the barn, and the look of sheer relief on all of the bulls’ faces was amazing, matched only by the relief I felt in my heart.

They’d done it! They’d all done it! They’d passed the grueling test and become bulls! I couldn’t believe it!

This meant Teddy would be a full-time bull! His dream was coming true.

I grinned like an idiot as glasses of champagne were passed around to the bulls and they all shared a toast with Dr. Crowne. It really felt like a holiday there in the barn and I couldn’t be happier.


Chapter 6


As the party continued, a group of investors crowded around me.

“We were all very impressed with your abilities and work ethic, Jennifer,” an older man in a suit said. Actually, they were all older men in suits, all of them older enough to be my father. “I’m Ronald Wheeler, CEO of Brinksman Investments.”

He offered his hand and I took it, shaking it. Wow, it had been so long since I’d shaken hands with someone I just met, I’d almost forgotten how. I mooed politely as we shook and he grinned at me.

“These are my associates,” he said, pointing to two other men, one on either side of me. They all looked similar—all older, well-established seeming men in suits, real daddy-types.

“I’m Harry Weiner, CEO of Pollywood Industries,” one of them said, and the other reached out to stroke my hair affectionately.

“And I’m Larry Derner, the CEO of Princeville Real Estate,” he said as he unzipped his pants. I saw his cock spring out—not quite as large as a bull’s cock but still pretty sizable. I could tell he was proud of his shaft, which reminded me of a coke can with its girth. I must have been drooling because he smirked at me and asked: “Would you like to taste this?”

“Yes, sir!” I chirped as professionally and politely as I could. I knew this was part of my duties, to service and pleasure the men who’d come to invest their money and see how it was being used, and I wasn’t about to turn in a poor performance. I wanted to show them that the farm was grateful for all of the faith and capital investors had put in—this was something Dr. Crowne had talked about before the event—and I opened my mouth and eagerly swallowed the fat tip of his cock.

“Wow,” Mr. Weiner remarked. “She swallowed you like it was nothing.”

“Crowne said these girls don’t have gag reflexes,” Larry Derner said, grunting as my lips slid over his cock. He tasted sour, but I didn’t mind—I liked sucking cock, and I liked the way he moaned in obvious delight as I pleasured him, swirling my tongue around the head of his cock, tasting his precum as it dripped out of the tip of his dick. I knew he’d be filling my mouth before too long and I couldn’t wait for it.

“Ram it down the bitch’s throat and see,” Mr. Wheeler said. Those cruel words sent a thrill up and down my spine. I could tell he was going to be the roughest of the men. He’d be the one who would try to push my limits.

Of course, I didn’t think I really had any limits left to push that he could activate, but I hoped he would try…

Mr. Derner grabbed the back of my head, gasping in delight as he pushed his cock into my mouth. I let it slide down my throat easily, allowing no resistance to stop it. It was true: my gag reflex had basically disappeared as a result of all the medications and hormonal treatments I was on, along with practice.

You see, I’d realized that a gag reflex is, to a great degree, psychological. There’s a physiological aspect of it, but most of it is psychological: the fear of choking and gagging and especially of losing control.

But once you stop fearing those things, you don’t really feel the need to gag, especially if the physiological triggers no longer produce the same result. As the man driving his cock into my throat grunted happily, I slid my tongue around his fat cock eagerly and cupped his balls, stroking and caressing them as he fucked my face.

“Damn, this girl really knows how to suck hog,” Mr. Derner groaned. “I’m about to bust.”

I sped up, bobbing my head onto his cock and meeting his thrusts as he pushed his cock deep into my mouth. I wanted him to cum, wanting to swallow his seed and show the powerful men in the room what a good little hucow cumslut I could be. Soon, I felt it: the tell-tale twitch of his cock expanding and twitching as he began to cum. A hot, heavy load of cum soon burst from the fat tip of his cock and spilled down my throat.

Now, in a previous life, I might have gagged here, but instead, I just swallowed his load, tasting it: sticky and bitter and salty, like an exotic delicacy from far, far away. Mr. Derner leaned back in pleasure, thrusting his cock forward into my mouth, still thrusting and fucking my face as he grew flaccid and dripped the last of his load into my throat.

“How was that, sir?” I asked as I pulled off his cock, licking my lips. I opened my mouth wide to show him that I’d swallowed all of his cum and he gave me an affectionate pat on the head.

“That was wonderful—I was hoping I could taste those pretty udders of yours. Or do you still think of them as breasts?”

I just giggled.

“Breasts and udders are basically the same things, so what does it matter? When I’m feeling more like a cow, I think of them as udders but when I’m feeling more like a girl, maybe they’re breasts?”

Mr. Derner had me stand up and he lowered his face to my nipple, latching on. I sighed and ran my fingers up to his head to gently caress his scalp as he drank from my breast. I’d found that men really liked when I did that, and I didn’t blame them: I knew it felt really, really nice. I loved it when men ran their fingers through my hair as I sucked their cocks—it always feels nice to be praised and encouraged!

Now, Mr. Weiner took my other breast in his hands, massaging and molding it, squirting milk all over his suit. I was being manhandled by these two, powerful men older enough to be my father, and I didn’t care—I wanted them to drink my milk and to breed my holes!

I was a hucow, and a damned good one, and that was what I was built for.

As they sucked me, I felt Mr. Wheeler move behind me. I heard him unzip his pants and then I felt his cock against my ass cheeks. I whimpered as he ran his hands along my belly, down my smooth, soft skin, to my pussy, feeling and savoring the texture of my furry, well-trimmed little bush, still damp with Teddy’s cum. He drove his fingers inside of me and my hole twitched, clenching around him as he pumped his digits into me.

God, I loved this.


Chapter 7


These handsome older men were all more than twice my age, and two of them were drinking from my nipples, suckling my milk from my heavy, aching breasts, and the other, his fingers explored my well-used cunt.

“She’s gotten fucked down here thousands of times but she’s still tight like a virgin just graduated high school,” Mr. Wheeler remarked. I loved the nasty way he talked about me. “You’ve got the body of an eighteen year old but you’ve graduated college, haven’t you?”

“I… I have, sir…” I moaned. Between his fingers playing with my pussy and the men drinking my milk and pleasuring my nipples, I was just having trouble staying conscious, let alone giving cogent answers to questions posed to me!

“Would you like to come work for me as my private secretary?” he asked with a grin. “I can double whatever Crowne is paying you.”

I giggled.

“I like being a hucow, sir, but I appreciate the offer.”

“Well, think about it, in case you ever want to limit the number of dicks you’re taking,” he remarked with a smirk. He flicked my clit skillfully and I shrieked—the agony of his fingers directly on my clitoris drove me crazy, and it was almost too much.

Almost. Instead, I started to shake and suddenly, my pussy was gushing, spurting fluid all over the barn floor.

“We’ve got a squirter here!” Mr. Derner cried with something like pride in his voice. “You’re an awful good hucow to squirt for us, Jennifer.”

“Thank you, sirs…” I moaned desperately, shaking in their hands as they manhandled me. Mr. Wheeler behind me was still playing with my pussy and now, he was spreading my fluids onto my asshole, and digging his fingers into my rectum.

“Crowne said all their holes are fair game, so… As long as we don’t do any lasting damage.”

“Yes,” I cried, jumping in, almost mooing with delight. “Please, go ahead and use my ass. I don’t mind one bit.”

“You like getting fucked in the ass, huh?” Weiner said, with a wicked grin. I nodded eagerly.

“I didn’t before I came here but I’ve gotten good at it now.”

Behind me, Mr. Wheeler pushed me forward just a bit, and I spread my hips instinctively, giving him better access to my holes. I felt his cock pressing against my ass, now slicked by my pussy juices and squirt. I whimpered as his own fat cock pressed into me, stretching out my well-abused hole, and in moments, he was inside of me, buried to the hilt.

I let out some soft squeals.

“Does that hurt?” Mr. Wheeler growled in my ear.

I tried to tell if he wanted it to hurt me or not. I decided he probably did.

“A bit,” I gasped, mooing like someone in much more pain than she was. “But I can take it!”

I’ll let you in on a little secret.

The anus is very different from your pussy when you’re getting fucked. For my pussy, the whole thing is tight, and the deeper you go, the tighter it gets—and then, also, if you go too deep, that’s when it gets really intense, and can also hurt bad. I’d gotten used to that pain, and I didn’t even really mind when Teddy or another bull pounded his cock against my cervix, bruising the tender flesh and making me feel like I was being gutted, like I was being dominated from the inside out.

But your ass? It’s only really tight at the beginning. Once you loosen up the sphincter and get past that first ring of muscle, it’s almost like a big bag in your guts. The upshot of that is, once you’re nice and relaxed down there, you can take a huge dick really, really fucking hard and it’ll feel pretty nice—getting pounded hard hurts a lot less than it looks if you do it right and if you’ve practiced relaxing your butt.

Of course, if you haven’t, it’ll rip apart and you’ll bleed and scream and cry. I did a bit of that too, but not as much you’d think, because the bulls all have instructions to help the newer girls relax before anal. Once you’ve cum a few times, your asshole is a lot more willing to take a big fat cock and relax for it.

So, that’s all to say that Mr. Wheeler was balls-deep in my tight little ass, only I was actually pretty relaxed and his cock felt wonderful—a pleasant, deep stretch and the delicious knowledge that I was doing something twisted and perverted, letting a man I’d just met drive his cock into my asshole in front of dozens of people—but I knew I needed to act like I was struggling. I reached for the other two men suckling my nipples, whimpering and mooing as they drank my milk, letting Mr. Wheeler pump into my asshole hard.

“Take it, Jennifer, take it for me,” he grunted hungrily, the smell of milk and sex and sweat hanging over us as the men used me. I gasped and squirmed and mooed, enjoying the sensation of having my asshole stretched again, of having a warm cock filling me up and pounding deep into my guts.

Mr. Wheeler didn’t last long, though. He’d barely been fucking me five minutes before I felt his cock stiffen and then swell and burst, flooding my hole with his sticky cum. I mooed in pleasure, my nipples all but gushing milk as my essence squirted out of my swollen tits. I clenched my muscles as best I could around his cock, milking him as the men milked me, all the while pressing my breasts into their hands.

I felt him slide out of my worn asshole finally, and then I felt his cum dribbling down the backs of my thighs. I felt torn apart and used in the best way possible.

But my fun wasn’t over yet.


Chapter 8


A few of the apparatuses we’d used for the bull test were still set up in the barn, and the men led me over to one. They strapped me in and again, I was suspended above the ground, at approximately the height of a grown man’s hips. This meant I was at an easy height to be bred, and the apparatus’s restraints held my thighs apart, making it easy to access my holes.

Meanwhile, the apparatus pitched me forward, so that I was hanging with my tits floating free in front of me, dripping milk. They hung down like real udders in this position and a few other curious onlookers approached me, grasping my tits and starting to pull and tug up and down, milking me as though I were a real cow.

I moaned eagerly, happy to feel this delicious pleasure. I’d really become addicted to being milk and nothing would change that. I loved the feeling of having my swollen nipples tugged, the ache of being full of milk and then the incredible pleasure of release as my breasts emptied themselves for my lovers.

I felt someone—I think Mr. Weiner—step behind me and pound his cock into my pussy. I squealed in pleasure as my sensitive hole was skewered once more. I loved being fucked, loved being bred, and I loved taking the cum of all these men.

Glancing to the right, I saw that Marissa was also in one of the apparatuses, also being bred by investors and reporters. She screamed happily as she came again and again, her pussy and asshole dripping cum as she swung back and forth in the apparatus. I remembered seeing something about a fuck swing in an episode of Sex and the City—the apparatus reminded me most of that, only it was way more intense.

As I mooed and moaned, a reporter (a man, this time) stepped up and slid his cock into my mouth, sealing it shut as I groaned. Now, I was being skewered like a piece of meat, just how I liked, swinging back and forth between the two men as they fucked me. God, but it was so much fun!

They pounded me harder and harder and I found myself closing my eyes, just savoring the pleasure of all the attention I was receiving, aching and gasping onto the cock as it forced its way down my throat. This reporter was actually pretty big—he could have been a bull—and I found my jaws starting to hurt as I fit my mouth around him.

But, you know what they say. No pain, no gain!

I swallowed him happily, vaguely aware of more cameras on me, of more people taking pictures as I got fucked. I didn’t mind, not one bit. I wanted everyone to see what a good whore I was, to see how well I took all the cocks being offered to me.

I wanted this, wanted to swallow them all—I ached and craved their cocks and their cum, and the constant milking of my udders only made the pleasure more intense. I came onto the cock in my pussy, squirting hard, and then I felt another familiar flood of cum invading my pussy and then my mouth as I was filled once more.

Soon, those cocks were replaced by new cocks, and I tasted the tell-tale flavor of other hucows’ juices on their tools, but I didn’t mind one bit. I felt my ass being stretched by fingers, and that actually did kind of hurt, so I moaned in agony and ecstasy onto the shaft plunging into my mouth until it too came, pouring more and more cum directly into my stomach.

The fucking continued for nearly three hours, and I could barely stand when I was finally let out of the apparatus, all of my holes swollen and aching. I collapsed into Teddy’s arms as he kissed me.

“We did it, Jennifer,” he said gently, holding me tight as I sobbed in joy against his powerful chest.


Chapter 9


Considering how demanding the day of the test had been, Dr. Crowne put me on a no-breeding status the next day to let my body and my holes rest and heal. For once, I was actually grateful not to be bred: the soreness wasn’t going away, and I knew I needed a break, even if my body still wanted sex.

I went to see Dr. Crowne for a check up, and for the most part, it was the usual routine: he spread my pussy and ass to examine them, finding no more than the usual signs of aggressive sexual trauma—what you would expect from being gang-banged for hours.

As part of the usual exam, had had me squat over a strip of paper and pee on it. When I did, my cheeks were burning. For some reason, this always made me way more embarrassed than anything else—having to pee in front of Dr. Crowne. He took it away once I was done, and continued the rest of the tests, examining my swollen, sore nipples and milking my breasts, which had swelled enormously in the last day.

I was glad that I had gone to see Dr. Crowne because I was worried I’d come down with food poisoning. For the second morning in a row, I’d been nauseous and vomited. The day before, I’d thought it was just nerves regarding the test—I’d always been a nervous test taker, and sometimes I’d vomit from anxiety before the tests I took in high school and college, but now that the bull test was over and everyone had passed, there was no reason for me to be nervous.

What’s more, the feeling of nausea passed after a few hours in the morning, and then I felt basically fine. It was pretty strange.

“Well, Jennifer, congratulations,” Dr. Crowne said with a big smile, looking at the paper I’d peed on.

“Congratulations? What for?”

He showed me the two blue stripes that had appeared on the paper. Suddenly, I understood—I understood why I’d been sick and why he always had me pee on the strip of paper.

“I’m pregnant?” I gasped.

I guess the breeding really had worked!
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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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Melanie Sparxx writes about hucows, farm life, lots of milking, ABF, engorged udders dripping with cream, gang bangs, free use, and much more. Ironically, she’s also lactose-intolerant.

If you enjoyed this story, give her a follow on Amazon so you can keep up to date with all of her exciting, kinky adventures! And she’d love it if you left a rating and a review. In fact, make sure you do that for all the indie authors you like—it really helps us out.
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