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New Girl on the Hucow Farm


Chapter 1


My blood ran cold as I saw my grades for the semester.

Straight F’s.

How had I completely fucked up my first year of college so terribly?

A carousel of memories came flooding back to me: memories of frat parties and tail gates. Keggers and late-night heart-to-hearts with my besties when I should have been studying, a habit I dropped almost immediately upon arriving at the prestigious institution I’d worked my ass off in high school to get accepted to.

And the boys. Oh. My. God. You can get a reputation pretty quickly if you let yourself have a little fun, and that only compounded things—pretty soon, I was under a different guy almost every night of the week, and loving every second of it.

But now, the debauchery and good times had caught up with me.

I was going to fail out of college after this year.

I was sitting in my childhood bedroom, holding my laptop with trembling hands, clicking through my university’s grades portal, trying to find some mistake, trying, desperately, to prove to myself that this somehow wasn’t real.

But it was real. It was all too real.

Fuck. My. Life.

My parents were going to kill me.

I had some scholarships for school, but they were paying for only part of the bill. My folks were covering the rest, and they were happy to, having seen how hard I worked in high school.

They had been disappointed by my lackluster grades during my first semester, but I’d fed them a story about how I was depressed and home sick and struggling to get used to my new environment. I promised them I would do better my second semester.

The opposite had happened.

I had actually somehow done even worse.

I had an email from my advisor in my inbox and, with a sick, sinking feeling in my tummy, I opened it.

“Dear Caitlyn,” it began. “I’m sorry to see your academic performance hasn’t improved after your first semester. I spoke with the dean of the college, and we’ve agreed it would be best if you took a semester off, in order to mature a bit before returning to the rigors of undergraduate study.”

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

No way.

I was being suspended?!

Without even being given a chance to defend myself?!

“As your father is the signatory on your most recent tuition payments, I’ve forwarded him a notification to this effect. I’ve also sent him a list of opportunities and programs you might pursue during your semester off-campus. This is for the best, Caitlyn, I hope you can understand that.”

Hot tears blossomed in my eyes. No, it fucking was not. Why wouldn’t they give me a chance to defend myself? Why wouldn’t they let me have a second chance?

I felt like I might throw up.

The truth was, I’d had so many chances. Second, third, fourth, fifth, sixth chances… I’d been called into my advisors office midway through first semester, when my grades indicated I might be in danger of losing my scholarship. I’d been given a gentle scolding, and then had appointments set up for me: appointments with a mental therapist, to deal with my “depression”—that’s what I was calling it, when I didn’t feel like going to class and instead went to get an overpriced coffee and then hit the mall, maybe with a stop at a frat house for a quick pounding in between—and “anxiety,” and then all sorts of academic tutors and private instructors who were supposed to help me, I don’t know, not fail?

I skipped all those stupid appointments, and now, tears streaming down my face, I wished I hadn’t.

I hated what I’d done, what I’d become. When had I gotten so lazy, so bratty? When I was in high school, I’d been such a nerd, so on top of my schoolwork and extracurriculars. But it was like all that drive and passion and responsibility completely seeped out of my body as soon as I got on campus and discovered frat boys and beer bongs.

“Caitlyn!”

My father’s voice roared at me from across the house. I quickly wiped the tears from my eyes. This was going to suck.


Chapter 2


“I just don’t understand!” my mom said for the umpteenth time. “You loved school! You were so good at school! You loved learning and you were valedictorian!”

It’s true. But that was a different Caitlyn, a Caitlyn far removed from the girl who sat before them. That girl had gone to high school every day wearing the same stained, baggy jeans and sweatshirt, face covered in acne, hair up in a messy, greasy bun, and obviously, her face sported deeply uncool glasses.

But during the summer after my senior year of high school, when I was eighteen, I got a glow up. I got rid of my acne, bought new clothes, got Lasik surgery for my eyes, dyed my hair, and in a few short months, that old, nerdy Caitlyn was gone, replaced with a flirty, cute new Caitlyn. I lost my virginity the first night of my freshman year at a frat party, in the bed of a boy whose name and face I don’t even remember, and I never looked back.

Now, I was nineteen and reaping the rewards of my prodigal freshman year.

“Failing out of college,” my father scowled. “Maybe the Marines will take you.”

I almost snorted. I couldn’t see myself as a Marine, but even if I did join the military, I had a feeling I’d end up doing more of the same—being confined to a boring base in the middle of nowhere with a bunch of muscular, desperate young men? I even shuddered in delight at the thought of them yelling at me while I did push-ups. That could be fun.

No, I had to be serious. I had to fix my life.

“I… I’m only suspended,” I mumbled. “After fall semester next year, I can go back.”

“And fail out all over again?” my dad snarled.

“I… I’ll do one of the programs my advisor recommended.”

“More things for us to pay for,” my father said with a heavy sigh.

“Well, Carl, they’re not all programs we pay for,” my mom said, trying to play the good cop. “Look here at this one!”

She pulled up something called Creamy Meadows Farm on the laptop.

“It’s farmwork! That would teach Caitlyn discipline and the meaning of hard work, wouldn’t it?”

My dad sniffled. He’d grown up on a farm himself, and even though he was a software engineer now, I knew he longed to return to the soil. He’d often tell me fondly about the excitement of harvest, about rushing out to collect eggs from the chickens every morning, and, his favorite task of all—milking the cows.

“A dairy farm, huh?” he grunted. “I suppose that could teach you something about responsibility…”

I bit my lip and nodded eagerly.

“I could do that, sure!” I cried. “I’d be working so it wouldn’t cost you and mom anything, right?”

Dad nodded slowly.

“That’s… right…”

“And maybe I’d even save up some money so I could help pay for my next few years of college.”

My mother and father exchanged fond looks. I knew I was making my way back into their good graces.

“I… I want to make this better!” I cried. “I know I fucked up, and I’ll do whatever it takes to fix it.”

“Language, young lady,” my mother said, sternly.

“Fine—contact this farm and let them know you want to work and see if they’ll take you, and we’ll give you a ride there, but then you’re on your own until we pick you up at the end of the fall. You understand, Caitlyn?”

I nodded eagerly.

“I do, I do understand. I’ll do anything, put up with anything… I just don’t want to be a failure.” I was crying now, real tears, tears of shame at who I’d become and what I’d done in college instead of focusing on my studies. “I’ll work on the farm and put up with any amount of hard work in order to make things right!”


Chapter 3


Looking over the Creamy Meadows Farm website later on, I realized that it seemed a bit odd. The website made the farm seem almost like a resort—you could rent a room and hire something called a hucow maid for the weekend? I didn’t look too into that, since I wasn’t interested in giving them money—I wanted them to pay ME.

I submitted a cursory application, which included a picture, as the form requested it. I thought that was a bit weird, but I didn’t mind sending them a picture of myself in a bathing suit (the bathing suit was my idea). See, I had an idea that maybe the farm would be full of frustrated young farm workers, migrants or otherwise, who would be excited to have a cute young girl around. I wasn’t afraid to show off my nineteen-year-old body to impress them, and I hoped that it might make up for the fact that I had approximately zero farming experience.

On the application, I was tempted to lie and use some of my dad’s stories from when he was growing up on a farm as proof that I knew what I was doing, and that I would be a good, knowledgeable addition to the farm, but I decided against it. I was trying to be forthcoming and do things above board now—no more skipping classes or taking short cuts.

The next morning, I got a call from the farm—I was being invited for a trial week working on the farm, in lieu of a traditional interview.

“Wow, really?” I cried, excited and a bit scared at the same time. I’d never had a real job—only lemonade stands and baby-sitting. Now, the prospect of being responsible for working full-time on a farm was both frightening and exciting.

I was instructed to bring only the bare essentials. I’d be given any and all clothing I’d need (that was how it was phrased—I didn’t fully realize what that might mean at the time), and any medications I’d need.

“We’re proud of you, honey,” my mom said, wiping a tear as our car pulled up at the entrance to the farm. A long dirt road connected the complex to the highway, and I’d been instructed to get out there, and meet Dr. Crowne, the farm’s owner and manager. As we pulled up, I spied a handsome young man in a lab coat, with a golfcart behind him. He waved to us and we waved back.

“Ah, hello, hello, I’m Dr. Crowne,” the young man announced. Up close, I could see that he was a bit older than I’d originally guessed. And, also… He was incredibly good looking. A fit, firm ass in his suit pants, a barely concealed bulge pressing against the trousers, broad shoulders, and a dusting of a five o’clock shadow along his high cheek bones. I bit my lip, blushing as I shook his hand. “I’m so pleased you’ll be entrusting your daughter to us.”

“I grew up on a farm myself,” my father said, always eager to trot out that fact. “So I know the benefits of hard farm work on a young person.”

“Ah, wonderful! I will say, our farm is a bit different from the usual working farm…”

“Of course, I’m sure your operation is all kinds of modern. All I’m saying is, don’t be afraid to work her hard. Work her rough. She can take it. She might complain and bitch and moan, but we know that Caitlyn can work hard when she’s motivated, ain’t that right, Caitlyn?”

I blushed and nodded.

“Er, yes, sir. I’m looking to work hard and really learn a lot about… agriculture… and stuff… this summer and beyond.” I didn’t know if I should admit why I was doing this, but Dr. Crowne just grinned—he didn’t seem too interested in my motivations, which I appreciated. I didn’t want to advertise the fact that I might be on the verge of failing out of college. I just wanted to start working, and prove to my family and myself that I wasn’t completely worthless.

“Wonderful, wonderful,” Dr. Crowne said. “We’ll take good care of her. She’ll have a physical first so we can ascertain what kind of… hard work… will be best for her.”

With that, my parents were off, and I followed Dr. Crowne into the golf cart. We drove past a few large barns that caught my attention.

“Is that where the cows are?”

“The hucows, yes,” Dr. Crowne said. “Would you like to see them?”

I figured that hucows must be, I don’t know, a specific kind of cow, or something? Maybe a fancy heirloom cow from Europe? He said it so casually, I had no idea what it was actually going to be.

We parked and I followed Dr. Crowne into the barn.

Nothing could have prepared me for what I was about to see.


Chapter 4


I expected to see a normal dairy farm barn, full of cows. And, in a way, that’s what I found.

Except for the “normal” part.

As we stepped into the barn, an intense scent overtook me. It wasn’t the smell of animal dung or fertilizer or anything like that.

It was a sweet, milky scent, mixed with the sour smell of sex I was already well familiar with. It was how a frat guy’s bedroom smelled after I’d been in there with him, letting him groan and squirm atop me as I suffered through his inexpert fumblings in order to get three or four minutes of hard railing. It was how my panties smelled when I came back from a night out, and stopped over at a friend’s apartment for a quickie, my pussy well-used, wet and dripping and full of cum.

Before I could remark on the scent of the barn, I spied the inhabitant of the pen closest to the door.

It was not a cow, as I expected, but a human woman!

I couldn’t explain why. I was still vaguely sure that hucow just referred to, you know, a cow, a kind of European heirloom cow or a specific dairy breed or something, and not an actual human cow.

But in the pen was a woman, a remarkably attractive woman, bent over, her full breasts hooked up to a milking machine—I didn’t need to be told what it was. Tubes extended from her swollen nipples and joined a machine that whirred, making regular pumping noises, and her nipples were stretched by the suction of the tight little cups attached to them. The woman—this hucow—was a pretty redhead, and a beautiful, glistening sheen of sweat seemed to glow on her skin. She was completely naked, and she was playing with herself, one hand between her thighs and driving her fingers into her ginger pussy. I was jealous—I’d always wished I were a natural ginger. I’d been born a blonde, but as I grew up, my hair had darkened into the dirty blonde I was now.

But judging from the bush on this girl—no, hucow—she seemed to be a natural ginger.

I realized, after a moment, that every pen in the barn had a hucow in it, being milked or… or… being subjected to something else.

“As you can see, Caitlyn, our hucows live in an environment not unlike that of a regular dairy cow,” Dr. Crowne was saying, but he sounded very far away, almost as though I were hearing him in a dream. “They are milked daily, and bred regularly as well.”

Bred?!

As we walked through the barn, I saw what he meant.

Another hucow, a rather delicate blonde girl with, again, massive breasts, swollen in order to accommodate the milk pooling inside her flesh, no doubt, sat atop a man who had to be at least six and a half feet tall, sculpted from muscle, and bounced—she had his cock inside of her.

But not in her pussy—in her asshole.

I’d never done anal in my life—I never saw the point, since I was fine using my pussy and mouth on any guy who wanted to have a turn with me once I got to college—but seeing the bliss on the girl’s face, the way she gripped at her breasts as she rode the fat cock inside of her guts, milk dribbling down her chest and belly and onto the magnificent specimen of man meat below her—I was curious, to say the least. I could feel a tingle between my legs.

Was this all turning me on?

I mean, how could it not—I’d practically walked into a perverse sex dungeon!

I realized there was another man, almost as big, in the pen with the hucow and the man she rode. Sweat glistened on his perfect naked body, and I was all but drooling when I saw his cock—eight inches or more of pulsating, throbbing meat. He eased the hucow back, so that she lay flush with the man beneath her, and then settled himself atop her, sliding into her pussy. Then, the men began to work in tandem, both fucking her as she groaned in ecstasy.

Her groans sounded like moos, even.

“Those are the bulls,” Dr. Crowne advised me. “If you’re suited to being bred, then we’ll be able to introduce you to some to improve the quality of your milk.”

My face flushed as I realized what I’d signed up for.

I wasn’t just going to work on the hucow farm. I wasn’t just going to be hauling buckets of milk and hosing down stalls and shoveling manure.

I was… I was going to be a hucow myself! I was going to be bred and milked like a human cow!


Chapter 5


As we left the barn, I was silent. It was too much to process, too much to think about and worry about.

Was this what I wanted?

That was the question I kept coming back to.

I had to weigh the pros and cons.

Pro: lots of great sex. The girls in the barn looked like they were, without exception, having a great time.

Con: could I get knocked up? Could I get a disease?

Dr. Crowne seemed to anticipate my questions.

“No doubt you’re concerned about the risks of this kind of work. All of our hucows and bulls are regularly tested for STDs,” Dr. Crowne said kindly as we got back into the golf cart. “And while pregnancies do occur, they are rarer than you might think. We have a number of paths forward in those cases, and it’s up to the hucow as to what she wants to do, and whether or not she’d like to continue participating.”

I swallowed hard. That was pretty humane and reasonable, actually.

“All of those girls in there,” I mumbled. “They’re there by choice, right?”

Dr. Crowne snorted.

“By choice? They had to apply to become full-time hucows.”

“But… I just filled out a form on the website.”

“Yes, for the provisional interview. You’ll be tested to see if you have what it takes to be a hucow.” Dr. Crowne gave me a mischievous look. “You didn’t read the forms you signed, did you?”

I bit my lip and shook my head. I figured honest was the best policy.

“Well, if this is all an unpleasant surprise to you, we can call your parents and have them come back…”

“No!” I cried. “No! Please, anything but that!”

I could only barely begin to fathom how embarrassed I’d be to admit to my parents that I’d fucked up again. That I hadn’t read the details on the website and instead of a working dairy farm, where I’d learn about agriculture, I was signing up to be a professional slut! No, they absolutely could not know about this. They absolutely could not know the real purpose of Creamy Meadows Farm.

But then a thought occurred to me, one I hadn’t really thought to ask yet.

“The milk that the hucows produce,” I said. “Does it… go to humans to drink? I mean, is it sold in grocery stores?”

“Well, yes. I’m honestly surprised you haven’t noticed. Recent legislation deregulated the human milk market and we’re able to sell in regular grocery stores and farmers markets.”

I honestly hadn’t been to a grocery store in a while. On campus, all my food came to me via the dining hall or occasional extracurricular pizza parties or meals out with my besties. And at home, my mom and dad did all the grocery shopping, so I had no idea that you could actually buy milk from human women in the store now!

While it certainly seemed strange, the more I thought about it, the less strange it was, I decide.

After all, it was still… milk. It wasn’t that much different from cow’s milk, right? That was why we drink cow’s milk! And most humans grow up drinking human milk and switch to cow’s milk when they’re little, unless they’re lactose intolerant, which was a whole different story that I wasn’t about to consider.

It really kind of seemed arbitrary that we didn’t keep drinking human milk after infancy. But it was supposed to be nutritious, right? Filled with important immune system-boosting nutrients, gifted from mother to child? I could see how those benefits might carry over to adults drinking the milk too.

And sure, maybe it was a sexy, kinky thing… But we’d made so much progress, as a society, on coming to view breast feeding as a normal, non-sexual thing that young mothers sometimes had to do in public. Was this really all that much different?

Well, I supposed those young mothers weren’t constantly being boned by giant, hyper muscular men with massive cocks. Cocks so stupidly big, I felt a phantom pain in my crotch at the thought of one of those schlongs tearing me apart or, god forbid, going in my butt, like the girl I’d seen riding the big dick in her ass. I could barely imagine what kind of practice and training it would take to be able to take a big cock like that so effortlessly!

On the other hand, the idea of being sandwiched between two powerful men, grunting and groaning, giving it their all to fuck me, using my holes like I was a toy and just lavishing attention on me, worshipping me like a fertility goddess from ancient times… That was… very compelling.

“Another question,” I continued as we drove towards what I recognized as an administration building, thanks to the handy dandy sign on the side that said “Creamy Meadows Farm Administration Building,” in giant, official looking letters, as though it were a building tasked with running a municipal parks and recreation program and not the administration of a strange breeding and lactation sex camp. “What’s the point of the breeding if the hucows aren’t pregnant? I thought that was the idea behind breeding cows… You know, to keep them preggers so they’d keep making milk and stuff…”

Dr. Crowne’s smile was growing bigger. I realized he was probably taking my questions as sign of my interest in the program, and he wasn’t wrong for that. It’s… it’s not that I wanted to be a hucow, exactly… But it seemed like it could be a lot of fun, and much better than any other kind of summer job. After all, I’d be doing basically what I’d done at college that had gotten me into trouble—I’d be lying around all day, sleeping in, getting fucked, eating, getting fucked again, getting milked (okay, I hadn’t done THAT in college) and so on, day in, day out… That sounded kind of great?

“Well,” he began. “There are nutrients and hormones in male semen that contribute to the quality of human milk production, regardless of whether or not the female is pregnant. You follow so far?”

“Sure. That makes sense. Hormones, yeah.” I remembered enough of AP Bio to follow along.

“The most efficient way to get those hormones to our hucows, in essence, is through breeding, which is simply our term for penetration—oral, vaginal, or anal. The exact mechanism is a bit tricky to explain, but essentially, the longer bull semen is in contact with your—or, rather, a hucow’s—mucous membranes, the more the nutrients and hormones are absorbed.”

“Mucous membranes… So, like, it would happen if one of the bulls came in my nose?”

Dr. Crowne burst out laughing.

“You’re the first hucow to ask that, believe it or not. I suppose yes, theoretically, though I think most hucows would find it fairly uncomfortable. We have considered manufacturing something like a bull semen nasal spray, but the costs are quite high and there’s quite a bit of resistance towards making any changes to the current system.”

“Resistance? From who? The government?” I asked, getting lost again.

“Oh, no. From the hucows and the bulls. You can understand why—it’s quite enjoyable for both groups, and it’s proven effective for our ends, so, like the old saying goes—if it ain’t broke, don’t fix it.”

I nodded, slowly. Yeah, I didn’t need semen injected up my nose. I’d be happy getting my dose the old fashioned way.

“Um, so, if I’m a hucow, I’d be… bred and stuff?”

“Yes, exactly. Though, first, I will examine you and test you. Then, you will have a trial week period where we see how your body reacts to the hormones we’ll give you to jump start your lactation. If your body doesn’t respond well, obviously, it won’t be safe for you to continue.”

“How often do the hucows not respond well to the hormones?”

“Approximately one in three applicants experience terrible nausea from our proprietary cocktail of hormones. Some nausea initially is normal, but if it doesn’t go away after a day or two, it’s unlikely that you’d make it as a hucow. It would be pretty unpleasant, I imagine, and you certainly wouldn’t be in the mood to be bred several times a day.”

“Several times a day!” I cried. “In… in all my holes?”

“That is correct.”

Softly, as though sharing a secret, I found myself confessing to the doctor: “I’ve never done it in the butt. I’ve always been too scared.”

Dr. Crowne smiled again. He really was quite handsome, and I found myself trusting him more and more, enjoying his salt-and-pepper hair and wanting to run my hands threw it, and over his chest and broad shoulders. I wondered if he ever did some of the breeding?

“That’s not unusual for our hucows. Certainly, I’d say more applicants we receive have some experience with anal penetration, as it’s gotten more common among younger generations.”

It certainly had. Most of my girlfriends in college have given their anal virginity to boyfriends on Valentine’s Day or birthdays, in recognition of the special event, or as a way to say thank you for a nice vacation or dinner. My asshole, however, stayed quite tight and intact, thank you very much.

“We can ease you into anal penetration. Moreover, the hormones you’d be receiving are of such a stimulating nature that, well… You’d likely find yourself quite excited to experience anal penetration, and might even seek it out on your own—requesting it from bulls, I mean. Many of our hucows find it extremely pleasurable.”

I realized I was blushing something awful. Was I really talking about this with a man I’d just met—a man who might end up being my boss?

“Okay, that’s good to know,” I murmured as he parked the golf cart and I followed him inside the building.


Chapter 6


If you didn’t know any better, you’d be forgiven for thinking the building was just a normal office building. Tired looking workers shuffled by, and I saw a powerpoint presentation happening in a conference room. At a glance, it seemed to be showing the sales volume in different states and counties. What a normal, non-twisted thing for this distinctly abnormal place!

I followed Dr. Crowne to what turned out to be a kind of medical exam room. I remembered he’d said something about a physical and I felt the blush creeping onto my cheeks again.

Would he want me to undress? You usually did that during a physical?

It’s not that I was embarrassed of my body. Far from it. Thanks to working out before college, I’d gotten Hot with a capital H, and my tanned skin really set off my pink underwear that day. I knew I looked good naked, with my C-cup boobs and my pussy waxed bare.

But if he wanted to see me naked…

I shuddered. I’d just thought of the shame and humiliation of returning home to my parents, letting them know that I’d fucked up, that I’d misunderstood what I was getting into.

No, I was absolutely not doing that. I would do the first week, the provisional week, as long as I passed the exam, and then I’d decide if I wanted to stay.

After all… maybe it would be fun? And it was on my college’s list of programs for students who needed extra maturation…

Wait, on second thought, why the hell was it on there? I mean, I didn’t want to denigrate the kind of work these girls did, or the kind of work that the farmers (as I assumed there must be? Did this make Dr. Crowne a farmer?) did but this wasn’t exactly the kind of place where you learned to be responsible and manage a schedule and show up for class on time, all things I’d somehow ended up struggling with the last year… Right?

I was ruminating on that, when Dr. Crowne turned to me with a big smile.

“All right, Caitlyn. Let us begin your exam.”

He held out a pill for me and a glass of water. I accepted them, and swallowed the pill without a second thought. Probably not a good habit to get into either, swallowing any sort of pill a man gives you, but I hadn’t really gotten to this point because of my good habits.

“Excellent. Now, Caitlyn, if you please—undress.”


Chapter 7


Here it was. Time to decide if I was actually doing this.

I felt my hands rise to the neck of my blouse and begin to unbutton it. Dr. Crowne watched with almost cold, clinical disinterest as I stripped off my top and then, began to undo my belt and jeans. I folded my clothing up neatly and with a deep breath, reached behind my back to undo my bra.

I let the garment fall away, sliding off my chest and revealing my breasts to him. My nipples were already hard, I realized, and I felt strangely embarrassed by that. I’d always thought it was silly in romance novels when the heroines nipples are always hardening in response to the presence of the hero, like tiny penises on her tits, but now it had really happened to me—or maybe it was just the air conditioning in the exam room.

Dr. Crowne produced a small tape recorder from the pocket of his coat and spoke into it.

“Candidate’s nipples are already hardened; a good sign.”

“Is it?” I asked, blushing hard.

“Oh, yes. We need hucows who really enjoy sex and sexuality—they must enjoy being bred daily. That’s simply the only way this work can be done.”

Well, I certainly enjoyed those things, I thought to myself as I reached for my underwear. I hooked my fingers underneath the band and pulled my panties down, letting them coast along my naked thighs and I stepped out of them, then, collecting them and noticing the wetness collected in the crotch. Damn it. I was really pretty wet from thinking about being a hucow and seeing that girl getting bred…

Nonetheless, I tried to play it cool. I placed my panties on the pile of clothing and faced Dr. Crowne.

“What next?” I asked and bit my lip.

“Do you feel unusual in any way?”

“Maybe a bit chilly,” I murmured, and that was true, but I also wanted to, I don’t know, show that I wasn’t a complete slovenly slut whose nipples got hard at the sight of a man?

“Good. I mean, I can’t change the thermostat right now, but if the hormones aren’t making you feel unusual, that’s a good sign. Please go ahead and lie on the table.”

He gestured towards an examining table and I obeyed, hopping up on the table and gazing up at the ceiling as I felt his hands on me.

I gasped. Of course, he was going to touch me. That’s what an exam is.

First, he massaged my breasts. I couldn’t help but moan as he touched me, molding my flesh with his hands, first one breast, then the other.

“Excellent skin elasticity and fat distribution,” he remarked into the tape recorder. Well, I guess I’d take that as a compliment!

Next, his fingers grazed my nipples and I gasped. No, I didn’t just gasp, I fucking groaned as though he’d just sunk his cock inside of me.

“Oh my god,” I whimpered. “Why are they so sensitive?”

Dr. Crowne grinned.

“That’s the result of the medication I just gave you. It will make your breasts and especially your nipples extra tender and sensitive, as your lactation begins.”

“Am I going to lactate right now?”

“Soon, if your body is ready—perhaps by the end of the exam. I made attempt some maneuvers to help the process along.”

I nodded. I was dreadfully curious now, wondering if I could lactate just from taking a pill. That seemed too good to be true, right? Depending on what your definition of good was.

Dr. Crowne continued to massage my breasts, and now my nipples, stroking them, twisting them, tugging at them. At one point, he brought out a pair of clamps and before I processed what he was doing, he clamped them onto my nipples and I let out a little shriek of pleasure and pain.

“Wh-what’s that for?”

“Look,” he remarked as he twisted my nipple with the clamp, cranking it slowly but firmly. I craned my neck forward, glancing down and saw a droplet of milk forming on the tip.

“I’m… I’m lactating!” I moaned.

“It will get much easier than this, but I wanted to show you what your body could do,” he said, continuing to manipulate my nipples with the clamps. I whimpered, the sensations too much for me, and I realized I was going to cum if he kept this up.

But I couldn’t bring myself to tell him that—and he wasn’t showing any signs of slowing down.

He took one of the clamps off my nipple and lowered his mouth, engulfing it with his lips, and I let out a moan. God, but it felt amazing—my sore nipple, sinking into the warm bath of his mouth and tongue. He gently flicked that nub while twisting the other, the metal digging deep into my tender flesh and I couldn’t take it anymore.

I tried to downplay it, tried to be quiet, but I was shaking and trembling for him as I came, pressing my thighs together and rubbing them back and forth, involuntarily and instinctually trying to squeeze out as much pleasure from the situation as I could.

“Subject has had her first orgasm,” Dr. Crowne said into the tape recorder as I was coming down from the pleasurable heights of my ecstasy. “Only breast manipulation and nipple stimulation was required to achieve the desired result.”


Chapter 8


Ugh, he knew that I had cum, and he was recording that fact—and the fact that I had only needed my tits played with to get there. That was the first time I’d cum from just having my boobs played with and while I was kind of amazed by the phenomenon, I was deeply, ridiculously, stupidly embarrassed.

“So far, so good, Caitlyn,” Dr. Crowne said. “Now, let us move on.”

He brought a set of straps out, straps for your legs like at the gynecologist’s. Without a second thought, I allowed him to place my legs in the straps, spreading me apart and raising my legs so that my pussy was totally visible to him.

“I’m going to take some pictures for our records, Caitlyn,” Dr. Crowne informed me. He produced a camera and began to photograph my wet slit while noting its details into his tape recorder. “Subject’s vulva is flushed and swollen after orgasming. Labia are a bit longer and more prominent than we often see in applicants of her age.”

What did that mean?! He was analyzing my pussy lips! I bit my lip (the upper one) to keep from crying out, to keep from defending my dainty little hole. But I’d had boys I hooked up with comment that my pussy was… meaty. I hated when they said that, but now, having it recorded in such an analytical way, I was just getting more and more turned on.

If this is what being a hucow was like, maybe this whole thing would actually be really fun? Regular exams… And plenty of breeding?

But not if the milking involved clamps like that. Dr. Crowne finally took the second clamp off my poor sore nipple and my hands fluttered up to them—I gasped when my finger tips made contact with them, they were so painfully, upsettingly swollen. But I couldn’t stop touching them, couldn’t stop tugging at them as the milk dribbled out of them.

“Can I really make enough milk to feed someone?” I asked. It seemed like such a special ability all of a sudden. The ability to feed another human with my body, and my body alone! I knew my body was meant to do it, but it seemed too amazing to be true.

“You can, Caitlyn. You can make quite a bit of milk with your body. You have a gorgeous body and your body can produce quite a bit of delicious milk for us, if you’ll let us control it—to a certain extent, of course.”

I nodded. That was, after all, what he was doing by giving me medication and hormones.

Now, Dr. Crowne spread my pussy with his gloved fingers, taking pictures of my wet, pink insides. I was blushing something awful at the knowledge that he was photographing my meaty little slip, and now, I was almost crying from embarrassment knowing that he would see how wet I had gotten.

“Subject’s insides are a bright shade of pink, and quite wet, indicating extreme arousal,” Dr. Crowne remarked into his tape recorder. He ran a finger along my little hole and I gasped. “Some remnants of a hymen, indicating virginity lost within the last year or so.”

That was true. I had lost my virginity when I started college, at eighteen. I didn’t realize I still had any hymen left—I was almost proud of that fact?

“The bulls will, of course, take care of what remains of your hymen,” Dr. Crowne said gently. “But it’s important for us to know how much experience our hucows have coming into the program.”

“I… I was kind of a slut at college.”

I blurted it out but Dr. Crowne didn’t seem fazed in the slightest, so I continued, the word vomit rising up.

“I was never attractive or hot or anything in high school and so when I went to college, I just lost my mind when I started getting all sorts of attention from guys. I couldn’t stop myself. I got addicted to the attention. I liked the sex and everything, but a lot of guys are really, really bad at it. And a lot of guys have kind of pathetic tiny dicks—no offense if you do, but I guess that’s maybe why I still have a tiny bit of hymen? Anyway—yeah, that’s my experience. I have a lot of it, but a lot of it was just kind of mediocre. I like sex, but I don’t love it, you know? But I love having a guy pay lots of attention to me and compliment me and worship my body and oh my god, I can’t believe I’m just telling you all this…”

“Caitlyn, don’t you worry. This is important information for me to have. If you become a hucow on the farm here, not only will you receive plenty of attention, you will experience very pleasurable breeding—good sex, that is. Would you like that?”

I nodded mutely. I wanted that. I wanted it bad.

“You have a very pretty pussy, Caitlyn. I think the bulls are going to be very excited to get acquainted with it.”

And then, without further ado, he slid a speculum inside of me, and spread me open wide. I gasped, letting out a little shocked scream.

“I just need to take a look inside to make sure you’re healthy, Caitlyn,” Dr. Crowne said softly, and for a few moments, all I heard was the click of the camera as he took extensive pictures of my insides. I wondered why he needed pictures of my cervix? I decided it wasn’t my place to ask.

“Will I have to take it in the butt?” I asked, a note of fear creeping into my voice. “I mean, I want to, but I’m scared.”

“Yes, you will be expected to accept anal breeding regularly, but it can be gradually introduced if you’re unused to it.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

“In fact,” Dr. Crowne said. “Let’s take a look at your anus.”

He slid the speculum out of my pussy and then, with it lubricated by my ample juices, he forced it deep into my asshole and spread it open.


Chapter 9


“Relax, Caitlyn. Please relax and just accept it—let your muscles relax,” Dr. Crowne was telling me. I could feel my sphincter fighting the speculum, but my muscles were losing, and I knew Dr. Crowne could see into my asshole, into my guts. “That’s a good girl. See, was that so hard?”

“Yes,” I murmured, my muscles twitching involuntarily around the device in my butt.

“The fact that I was able to get it inside is a good sign,” he said, shining a pen light on my tight hole and inside my guts. “You’re very tight, of course, but you’re relaxing a bit. I think you’ll be able to accept anal penetration without too much difficulty.”

I nodded, biting my lip anxiously again. The idea still scared me, but even more than that, it turned me on.

Finally, Dr. Crowne slid the speculum out of my asshole and I sighed with relief as he set it aside.

“Your body looks to be in good shape for working as a hucow, Caitlyn. Now, I’m going to breed you and—”

“Y-you’re going to breed me?!” I stuttered. I felt something lurch inside my tummy, an excited feeling of butterflies that I usually got when a cute guy was undressing me. “Right now? Here?”

“Yes, it’s important that we begin breeding you as soon as possible in order to see the effects on your milk production.”

I nodded, feeling myself blush.

The fact was, I was excited for it.

I hadn’t had sex since coming home from school. I had been too embarrassed to go around to guys I had crushes on in high school to try and fuck them, especially with the looming threat of suspension from college hanging over my head.

Instead, I’d spent the last three weeks masturbating sadly in my room, sometimes sending lewd Snapchats to boys from college, but mostly just watching porn by myself and trying to relieve my glory days as a campus slut.

That’s all to say: I was definitely, absolutely ready for some dick.

Dr. Crowne took my legs out of the stirrups and instructed me to stand up. I obeyed—was there an accepted breeding position, something that was more efficient?

“Bend over,” he told me simply as he unzipped his pants. I guess this was the position. I obeyed, bending over the examining table and moments later, I felt him grasp my hips and pilot his cock towards my slit.

I whimpered as he pushed inside of me. He was big—much bigger than most of the guys I usually slept with on campus, but still probably not as big as the bulls I’d seen. But even so, this was a deliciously sized cock—I gasped in delight as he filled me up, pressing deep inside of me as his hips touched mine.

“How does that feel, Caitlyn?” he asked, stroking my back tenderly, running his fingers along my spine like we were actually lovers. He must have been paying attention to what I had said about all the kind of attention and worship I liked…

“It feels good,” I whimpered. “I like the way you feel inside of me. You’re… big.”

“Not as big as the bulls, though. You’ll need to practice taking them soon.”

And with that, he slid himself out and began to thrust into me. I gasped again and again, holding onto the exam table as he fucked me. He held my hips, driving into me, each thrust of his cock spreading me out and exploring my insides as he pumped, his cock pistoning into my hole.

God, but it felt good to be fucked again. I couldn’t believe I’d gone so long without experiencing this! I moaned softly me, pressing back against him, and as I moaned, I noticed something.

Two things, actually.

First, my moans were really, really starting to sound like moos. At first, I thought I had just been imagining it, but soon it became way too obvious to ignore. I was mooing, not moaning—it was involuntary, effortless.

And second, my breasts were leaking milk. I wasn’t even touching my nipples but they were dripping milk onto the exam table and the floor. I moo-moaned with each thrust, and each thrust, growing more and more powerful, sent droplets of milk flying.

“Doctor, look! I’m dripping milk without even trying!” I tried to say, but my voice came out as a long, sustained series of moos. What the hell was going on? Was I going insane?

“That’s wonderful, Caitlyn!” Dr. Crowne moaned, obviously enjoying his own side of the work as he plunged his cock into me. “And don’t be alarmed by the change in your voice. A side-effect of the hormones is that your voice tends to sound more like mooing rather than human speech. In time, you’ll learn to talk like a human again, and that ability will always return quite effortlessly if and when you stop taking the medication.”

I nodded. That certainly set my mind at ease—now I was able to relax and just enjoy the breeding.

Soon, I felt Dr. Crowne’s cock throb and expand inside of me. I let out a happy moan as I felt the thick tip of his cock flood my insides with his warm seed—and wow, there was a lot! What a huge load—I would have thought that a guy working on this farm wouldn’t have such a big load, would be busy cumming in every girl he saw and wouldn’t have all that much cum for any individual hucow… But I was wrong. His cock spasmed again and again, absolutely drenching my insides and I sighed happily, taking the orgasm with pleasure.

As he slid out of me, I got off the table and dropped to my knees in front of him. With one hand covering my pussy, keeping the cum from leaking out too soon, I took his half-hard cock in the other hand, and kissed it, starting to lick it and clean it as I gazed up at him.

I had decided. I wanted to be a hucow.

“Please, doctor,” I mooed as my nipples dribbled milk all over myself. “Make me a good hucow.”
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Given to the Bulls on the Hucow Farm


Prologue


My name is Caitlyn and I’m nineteen years old. I just finished my first year of college… Sort of. I basically failed. Fuck my life, right?

So, my parents are determined that I need to learn responsibility and maturity, somehow, some way. When I suggest that I go work for a bit on a dairy farm I’d just heard about, they agree—I’ll do anything to keep from losing my trust fund and my parents’ support! So what if I’m a bit of a spoiled brat?

I want to be better. Really, I do.

Soon, though, I realize the dairy farm I’m working on isn’t like other dairy farms… It’s a hucow farm, and it turns out, I’m a prime new candidate to become a hucow! I’m not so sure about the idea at first, but Dr. Crowne, the physician running the farm, quickly convinces me: I want to give in to my body’s potential and learn the meaning of hard work from him and everyone else on the farm!

Also… The idea of being bred every single day doesn’t sound too bad, does it?

Catch up with the first part of my story where I meet Dr. Crowne for the first time and learn all about the farm!


Chapter 1


I remember—I was having the strangest dream.

I had been taking by my parents to a super weird place—a dairy farm… for humans. They didn’t seem to know what the place really was, and they drove off before I could tell them. Shortly thereafter, I was hooked up to a machine that began to milk me while a doctor stuck things in my most private places to see if it could make me produce more milk.

The doctor was just about to stick the biggest sex toy I’d ever seen in my life inside of me when I awoke with a start, hay poking my body.

It wasn’t a dream—it was real.

More or less.

Now, I was lying on a bed of hay in my pen, having gone through my first night on the farm.

Dr. Crowne had done his physical and decided I was going to be a provisional hucow for a week or two, to see if I could stand up to the rigors of full hucow status.

Apparently, it could be very hard on your body and not every girl was able to take it.

I took this as a personal challenge, though.

I wanted to prove that I could take it better than any other hucow. My young, still-teenaged college girl body wasn’t exactly naturally athletic, but I hadn’t been going to the gym six times a week for the last year and a half for nothing! I didn’t exactly have a six pack, but my butt was shapely and curvy, thanks to all the squats I’d done, and I’d been able to take whatever the frat boys at my college wanted to throw my way when I was passed from room to room on a Friday night.

Oh, god—I was burning with shame now, remembering that. I was such a fucking slut. If my parents knew… They could never know. Absolutely not. They couldn’t know the real reason I’d been suspended from college after my second semester was because I was too busy being a slut to study, and they definitely couldn’t know that my redemption arc had stalled when I ended up going to a weird glorified sex party-camp instead of an actual working dairy farm.

No, I corrected myself. This was a real, legitimate business. Dr. Crowne had given me some of the milk produced by the farm, and it was legitimately the best milk I’d ever tasted.

“Dis is sho good!” I had cried in his office as I tried a plate of brownies and cookies made with milk from the single source collection—milk from a girl named Marissa, who was sort of a legend around there. She had also been a college student who’d come to work on the farm, and her milk was reputed to be the best out there.

As I chowed down on a brownie made from organic, single-source cocoa powder and her milk (plus butter made from her milk, and eggs… not made the milk; as far as I knew, the farm did not have huchickens, but I was slightly afraid to ask if there were girls popping giant eggs out of their bodies to be sold in stores as well, because at this point in my life, anything seemed like it could be true) I decided I’d beat her. I’d redeem myself, not just by showing everyone in my life that I had learned the value of hard work, but by becoming the best damned hucow on the farm!

Or, so I had declared to myself. But now, waking up to the excited mooing of dozens of other hucows in a barn, having slept strangely on my bed of hay, I wasn’t quite as pumped about the experience. So to speak.

In particularly, my boobs hurt. A lot. At first I thought it was the result of the invasive, intimate physical Dr. Crowne had put me through, but it wasn’t just that. Staring down at my chest, I found myself looking around for a mirror in vain.

I was sure that my boobs had grown. A lot. They had swelled, and now sat, high and proud, on my chest.

I’d never had the biggest boobs, but I’d always been kind of proud of how perky and shapely they were. Well, now, they were even bigger, even perkier, even more shapely.

“Wow…” I murmured to myself, suddenly fascinated with them as I sat up. They felt firmer, too—almost like balloons filled to the point of popping. I hoped my tits didn’t pop.

I slowly touched them, starting to run my finger tips over them and I gasped.

That felt amazing. Holy shit, they’d gotten so sensitive all of sudden! Practically over night! This was so exciting, so sexy!

My nipples were much bigger too, and slightly distended and darkened. Dr. Crowne had told me this would all happen, but it was particularly amazing to be seeing it in action, to be seeing the results of the regimen of medication I was on.

Suddenly, the door to my pen opened. I looked up, suddenly very aware of my nakedness as three men, all clad in overalls, marched in. I couldn’t wait to see what happened next.


Chapter 2


“Oh, boys, thank god you’re here!” I cried, covering up myself and closing my legs, trying to maintain some dignity for myself. “I’m famished. You’ve got breakfast for me, right? Oh, and can I make a little request? Could I have a mirror for my pen, and maybe an air mattress—the hay isn’t quite cutting it for me.”

Of course, it all came out as moos, but Dr. Crowne had assured me that most of the people working on the farm were quite experienced at understanding the moos of hucows.

All the men were older, about my dad’s age, and they just grinned at me, lustful looks on their faces. The gazes they gifted me certainly turned me on, and I remembered what I had agreed to—while my primary breedings would come from the bulls, the genetically-altered super-cock possessing main breeders on the farm, I was to offer myself to any man who might want me, because the presence of any semen inside of me would improve the quality and amount of my milk production.

“You’re Caitlyn, right?” the first of the dairy workers said. “I’m Phil, and that’s Bob, and that’s Tony.”

Bob and Tony were basically indistinguishable to me: both had potbellies and multiple chins, and ruddy, sweaty faces. They were not the kind of guys I’d usually go to bed with, but somehow that only made this more exciting. I bit my lip and let my arms fall away from my boobs, letting them catch a glimpse of my nipples. I saw their eyes light up and that only encouraged me to stop pressing my legs together so firmly, letting them catch the slightest glimpse of my slit.

“Good to meet you,” I mooed.

Phil looked a bit different. He was made a bit younger, upon closer inspection, and more muscular than chubby, though he definitely still had definite dad bod. Which I did not mind, not in the slightest. He set a bucket down and I stared at it, wondering what it was for.

“Put your udders in the bucket for me, Caitlyn,” he said. I bit my lip and obeyed, and then, he squatted down next to me. My boobs, swollen as they were, sat on the rim of the bucket as I knelt on my hands and knees, trying not to die of embarrassment.

Now, Phil grasped my nipples and twisted. I shrieked at the sudden, ecstatic sensation as milk squirted from my boobs, warm and thin, into the bucket.

“That’s a good girl, just relax and let it all come out,” Phil said gently. One of the others, Bob or Ted, had knelt behind me and began to stroke my naked back. That felt good.

The other one knelt behind me, stroking my lower back and my butt. I realized, in this position, he could see everything—my pussy and my butthole. I hung my head in shame and then whimpered when I felt a finger gently teasing my pussy lips.

“You’re so pretty and pink back here, Caitlyn,” Bob or Tony—let’s say Bob—said as he slid his fingers over my slit. “I bet you were a virgin before you came here, huh?”

I snorted and the others laughed. I’m glad we were all in on the joke.

“You guys are gonna’ love her little snatch. And this little butthole…” Bob continued. I gasped as I felt him press a finger against my back hole and then force it inside. “I actually think she might be a virgin here. We should break this hole in before the bulls get to it.”

I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment, yes, but also arousal and excitement.

“Will the bulls break my asshole when they breed me?” I mooed timidly.

“All he means is that it might be easier to have your first time in the ass be with a tiny cock like his,” Ted said with a laugh and gave my butt a playful swat. In spite of my embarrassment, in spite of Phil’s strong hands milking the life-giving nutritious liquid out of my full, swollen tits, I giggled. These guys were fun—I was glad they were the first dairy workers I was encountering.

I was vaguely aware of Bob undoing his overalls behind me, but Phil was gripping my breasts even harder, milking me more vigorously, and I couldn’t keep myself from mooing as I leaned against him, whimpering with pain and pleasure.

“That probably feels good to unload your udders, huh?” Phil said gently, with obvious affection, and I nodded, even though the firmness and roughness of the milking hurt.

“If I’m too gentle, your udders won’t get fully milked, and we can’t have that,” Phil said. “If I’m rougher, though, I might be able to finish faster. Would you prefer I do that?”

I nodded. I was curious to see how rough the milking could get. I found myself increasingly turned on and loving this kind of erotic milking and roughness.

I let out a soft shriek as his powerful hands crushed my breasts, and wow, milk was just gushing out of my nipples. I wailed, squeezing my eyes shut as tears came to them. I was vaguely aware of how wet I was, of my juices running down my inner thighs. My pussy was so wet, I could even smell myself from here, but the scent was mostly camouflaged by the warm, fresh scent of my milk.

“That’s it, Caitlyn, just a bit more,” Phil said, groping my breasts as the last drops of milk dribbled out of my swollen nipples.

Suddenly, something slid into my pussy and I screamed in pleasure and pain, as my first breeding began. It was what I had been waiting for—I was so excited and aroused for it!


Chapter 3


Despite the joke, Bob was not small. Not by a long shot. Judging from the size of some of the bulls I had seen, though, I wondered if he might actually be considered small around here!

Mostly, I just wasn’t expecting the penetration, and my muscles seized his cock, squeezing hard as I gasped and whimpered, mooing like a complete slut.

“Wow, she’s really enjoying that,” Bob remarked as he buried himself inside of my young pussy. “And holy shit, she’s just dripping wet. You guys are gonna’ love this.”

I whimpered again, embarrassed but not unhappy about the praise my pussy was receiving.

“I bet you’ve only been with one guy back home,” Bob was continuing on as he thrust into me. I gasped with each thrust, feeling his cock press deep inside of me, stretching me out. “You feel like you’re practically a virgin.”

“Sure am,” I moo-moaned. “I’m pretty inexperienced.”

Of course, that was a lie, but I didn’t need to confess all of my past sins and sluttiness to them, did I?

Tony had dropped his own overalls and I saw his fat cock coming into view as he slipped his briefs down. I instinctually licked his lips and we shared a grin as he waddled over towards me, letting the tip of his cock touch my lips.

“You ever done this, Caitlyn, sweetheart?”

“No, sir,” I mooed. Of course, another lie, but I gazed up at him with wide, innocent eyes as I let my tongue slide out of my lips and tease the tip of his cock. “It tastes silly.”

“That’s the taste of a man’s cock, baby girl, and you’re going to be tasting a lot of them. I’ll be gentle before the bulls get ahold of you.”

I let him press his cock between my lips and I rolled my eyes back up into my head at the pleasure of being penetrated orally and vaginally. I’ve always loved giving head—I don’t know why. I don’t know why some girls complain about it. I mean, I love cock and I love the taste and smell, and I love how men lose their minds when you suck them off. They can act so strong and cocky until I get their schlong in my mouth and then they go to pieces and their putty in your hands.

I slurped at Tony’s sweaty cock, savoring the sour flavor of his flesh, the way it throbbed in my mouth, all while Bob pumped at my pussy. This was the life—it had been a while since I’d been fucked (Dr. Crowne’s exam not withstanding) and even longer since I’d taken two dicks at once. Now, I savored the taste and experience of being penetrated from both ends—pure utter bliss!

But I kept my eye on the prize. I pulled off his cock, slick with my spit, and gazed up at Tony innocently.

“You brought me some nice food to eat after this, right? I’m awful hungry, mister. And you’ll get me a mirror so I can make myself pretty and a more comfortable place to sleep?”

Tony, Phil, and Bob all exchanged looks and then cackled. Tony slid a hand behind my head and pressed my face back onto his cock. I gagged a bit as it butted up against the back of my throat, but not as bad as I expected.

That’s right, I remembered. Dr. Crowne had assured me that the hormones I was receiving would take care of my gag reflex. I guess it was already working. Back at college, even though I liked cock, I’d always hated gagging when a guy got too rough and started face fucking me, which guys were wont to do—I suppose I just invited it! But now, I was able to take the cock sliding down my throat without any discomfort. I closed my eyes, just letting the cock enter me, both cocks, from two ends, grunting softly as I was filled.

“We’ll see about that, but hucows aren’t supposed to be prissy little princesses… You’re here to breed and to be milked,” Bob grunted as he reached for my tits. My milk had dried up, it seemed, but that didn’t stop him from groping them roughly as he pounded himself into me. “You’ve got to really distinguish yourself to start getting perks that the other girls don’t get. The bulls will need to train and teach you too.”

A thrill of desire went through me.

“The bulls are going to teach me how to take a good breeding and be a good hucow on the farm, huh?” I asked. My voice had fully transformed into a cow’s moo and I was amazed at how naturally it had happened, how I simply let it happen and didn’t try to stop it anymore. Forming human words seemed too difficult, and besides, these guys understood me perfectly.

Dr. Crowne had assured me that I hadn’t lost the ability to speak normally, however—and that the ease with which I’d spoke before would return quickly whenever I stopped the medications they gave me here on the farm.

But for now, I wanted to give them everything they wanted from me.

“Now, let’s have our hormones for the day,” Phil announced. Bob gripped my tits and forced my chest up, holding my sensitive flesh taut, and then I saw the syringe in Phil’s hand.

I couldn’t help it: I let out a scream onto the cock in my mouth, too afraid to look away as the needle came closer and closer to my nipple. As scared as I was, I was losing my mind from arousal and excitement.


Chapter 4


“If you want that mirror, you’ve going to have to take this like a good girl,” Phil said with an evil smirk. I felt tears streaming down my cheeks as the needle sank into my nipple.

It hurt far less than it seemed like it would—it was more disturbing watching it than anything else—but there was still a rush of pain that made me moan, half-choking on the cock in my mouth. I was so turned on, I wanted more, more, more!

“There, that wasn’t so bad, was it? Now the other—”

And as Phil sank the other needle into my poor little nipple, I completely lost it. I started to cum, my pussy spasming around the fat cock inside of my hole. I squeezed my eyes shut, suddenly ashamed that I was cumming so hard from this demeaning, fucked up sex but I loved it and I wanted more. The fact that they were injecting medicines and hormones into my nipples to make me an even better slut and hucow only made me hornier—I wanted more, more I tell you!

“She fucking loves it,” Bob observed, his grunts growing more hoarse and his thrusting more erratic, and suddenly he was cumming too—I felt his cock sputter and spasm inside my pussy, and I felt the long, sticky ropes of cum spurt out of the tip of his fat cock, painting my insides. I loved taking cum, loved creampies, and had always hated using condoms, and while the concern about pregnancy wavered in the back of my mind, I tried not to think too much about it and tried to instead simply enjoy the feeling of being filled and bred.

Tony suddenly jerked me out of my reverie by grabbing the back of my head, forcing himself deep down my throat as he too began to cum. My nose was buried in his sweaty pubic hair and I knew it must have made a truly perverse, twisted scene—these two fat older men, sweaty and dirty in their overalls, filling a pretty young teenager like me with their hot loads!

I loved it, though. I loved the depravation of the whole thing, my nineteen-year-old body taking their cum, playing the part of the naïve young woman being corrupted for the first time, when in fact I might have a body count higher than all of them combined!

Well, maybe not—not if they were doing this to every other hucow on a daily basis. I had no idea how they had cum for all of us—so many of the guys I hooked up with in college were spent after only a few rounds, and that was the best case scenario. I wished boys jerked off to porn less and focused more on cumming inside girls—they always have the idea that we don’t want it, but we fucking do, we just want to be finessed and romanced a bit first—a guy stroking my back when I’m wearing a crop top would simply be enough to get me ready to go, but so many guys either don’t shoot their shot, or, if they do, they come on too strong and act like dicks. And, sure, I’ll go to bed with those guys too, but I’d much rather be touched the way these older working class men were touching me—firm, controlling, demanding, but with a bit of gentleness.

Even now, Tony was stroking my hair and scratching my head affectionately as my throat worked, swallowing the cum dripping out of his softening cock.

“That’s a good girl—you did such a good job!” he said, patting my head.

God, the felt so fucking good to hear.

After the year I’d had, being worn down, seeing all my academic achievements become overshadowed by the shame of my failures, I hadn’t realized how badly I wanted to be told that I was doing a good job.

I started to cry, and not the kind of tears that come from being overwhelmed during sex.

“Hey, hold up,” Tony said, sliding his flaccid cock out of my mouth. “Caitlyn, are you okay?”

Now, all three of them knelt in front of me, looks of concern on their faces.

“It’s just… Sorry…. I just really needed to hear that I was doing a good job,” I said, laughing through the tears. “I’m being silly. Don’t mind me, guys.” I took a deep breath, mooing softly as I did. That made me feel better. “I’m okay now.”

“Do you want to keep breeding?” Phil asked, brushing away the tears clinging to my cheeks. I nodded.

“I want to do a good job for you,” I confessed. “For all of you. I want to keep breeding.”

“Then let’s teach you to do something extra hard,” Phil said. He knelt behind me and I felt him shifting around, pulling down his overalls. Then, I felt something slippery dripping over my butt. I glanced back and then gasped—his fingers had slipped into my butthole.

“Let’s get you ready for the bulls, because they’re going to want to use this hole and you’d better be ready to take it.”

I nodded.

“I’ll do a good job. I’m excited to try this.”

With my asshole lubed up and twitching around Phil’s fingers, I felt as ready as I’d ever be. He slid his fingers out and then, I felt the thick, meaty spear of his cock pushing against me. I sighed, groaning as he pushed into me.

For several moments, nothing happened. He pushed against me, and his cock simply slid this way and that, passing over my tight hole instead of entering it. I wanted to apologize for how hard it seemed to be to fuck my ass, and I was about to say something when, suddenly, it slid in.

In one fluid motion, Phil skewered my asshole and I screamed.

God, it felt amazing. I’d never felt so full or so stretched. Instinctually, I arched my back, pushing my ass back against him, impaling myself on the cock in my ass.

“How’s that feel, Caitlyn?”

“Good,” I mooed. “It hurts but… I like how it stretches me…”

“That’s a good girl,” Bob cooed, patting my head. “Ain’t she doing a great job taking a dick in her ass for the first time?”

“She sure is,” Tony declared as Phil began to thrust. Now, they were all praising me, and nothing made me hotter—nothing made me hornier—than this, I realized. I wanted to be praised, wanted to be watched. Was a praise kink a thing? Normally I would have googled that but I didn’t have a phone here. Maybe I’d ask Dr. Crowne the next time I saw him.

I grunted happily as Phil plowed his cock into my ass, the deliciously sexy squishing noise of my hole taking the fat tool delighting me. I found myself reaching down to touch my pussy, feeling my creamy, slimy wet little slit and teasing my clit as he fucked me. God, it was so much fun, being a hucow!

Finally, Phil let out a hoarse groan and I felt his cock explode inside of me, flooding my guts with his hot cum. I sighed in delight, in satisfaction at a job well done.

“That’s a good girl,” Phil said, stroking my sweaty back and picking hay out of my hair as I collapsed in a cum-filled pile, grinning up at the men who’d just used all my holes. “You did really good, Caitlyn. We’re all so proud of you.”

“Thank you, thank you,” I murmured happily. I stayed there, enjoying the afterglow, and didn’t even complain when they set a food bowl down for me and poured the porridge into it—lukewarm and beige.

So much for the nice food I had requested, but I didn’t quite care at that moment.

I’d done a good job.


Chapter 5


I realized I was pretty famished so, even though I was disappointed in the meal provided, once the dairy workers left, I buried my face in it. It seemed to be a kind of cheesy oatmeal—despite not looking like much, it was incredibly tasty. I slurped it up with at least as much enthusiasm as I’d slurped up the cum in my mouth. I wanted to eat my fill, to get as much energy and nourishment as I could.

Soon, my bowl was empty and I found myself licking the dish, in a way I’d only seen orphans do in movies or adaptations of Oliver Twist. I’d ask for more food, I resolved—I was sure I could get my way.

My pussy and ass were incredibly sore now and once I’d finished my breakfast and slurped up a healthy amount of water from my water bowl (yes, I had a water bowl too instead of a bottle of water or a cup or something normal like that—they did not want us to forget that we were, quite literally, being dehumanized, I supposed, and I found that part of me didn’t mind that… part of me was turned on by the subtle and not-so-subtle forms of degradation, even though I’d never admit it, even though I’d keep fighting to have nicer things in my pen even if it got me in trouble and got me punished, as I secretly hoped it would) I began to take stop of the damage done to my holes.

My pussy lips were swollen and dripping cum, and I gasped when I dared to touch them. My clit was pretty engorged too, which I understood could happen as a result of the medications I was receiving, and it was particularly sensitive. Just touching it made me want to cry out in pleasure and pain. I couldn’t imagine how good it would feel to have it licked… Or to have some rough fingers twisting and rubbing it.

Maybe good wasn’t exactly the word for it… but necessary? Yes, absolutely necessary. God, I wanted more, more breeding.

Next, I turned my attention to my poor, now no longer virgin ass. Anal hadn’t been as hard to take as I’d expected. It probably helped that I had been so turned on, my muscles and tissues engorged with blood, swollen and relaxed, and it probably also helped that I’d been put in such a submissive head space by the whole situation.

Suddenly, it made sense to me—it was easier to subject yourself to so much breeding and milking if you were already in the degraded, depraved head space engendered and encouraged by the farm and the way it was run.

I felt proud to have realized that. I was finally starting to feel a bit like the old Caitlyn—intelligent and thoughtful, curious, able to see the connections between disparate topics. I’d lost sight of all that, of that side of myself while I’d been in my first semester of college, but now that side of myself was coming back.

And who would have thought that all I had to do was come to a place like this in order to get it back?

I sighed, sliding my fingers into my butt. It was still sore and slick, but fingering myself there was kind of addictive—it was so tender and sensitive, I couldn’t stop…

I moaned softly, pathetically, not even bothering to touch my pussy as I stuffed my fingers into my ass. I wasn’t nearly as tight as I’d been an hour ago, but my muscles still clenched at my fingers. That was good, though—it was the stretching that felt good, the sense of, I don’t know, trespassing against my own body, in a way I wasn’t meant to, that made me want to keep going, that made me unable to pull them out.

I mooed softly, my arousal only growing as I finger-fucked my own ass. How had I never realized how good this felt? I was slowly, eagerly defiling myself, becoming more depraved by the minute, and I didn’t want to stop.

I never wanted to stop. I could see why girls liked being hucows, why it was so addictive.

You didn’t just get bred, and you didn’t just make milk. You learned more about yourself and what you liked. You became something new, something better—a more self-actualized person who understood who own desires and sexuality, who understood what her body craved in a way someone who’d never been through this could never.

That was more or less what I was reflecting on as I fingered my already well-fucked butt, and that was how the bulls found me when the door to my pen swung open: on my knees, ass up in the air, digging fingers from both hands into my hole.


Chapter 6


“Well, well, well… Look what we have here.”

I froze. I’d been caught in a profoundly compromising position—quite literally, with my ass up and my legs spread and my fingers where the sun definitely wasn’t shining.

But I couldn’t help it—it all just felt too damned good, fingering my butt hole and remembering how much fun it had been to lose my anal virginity.

I quickly slid my fingers out of my ass and tried to wipe them clean of cum and lube on the hay below me.

“I… I wasn’t doing anything…” I quickly murmured, sitting back and facing the men entering my pen.

I gasped when I saw them.

They were both massive, easily over six-feet tall, and seemed to be made of pure muscle. If you had told me these two men, with their dirty blonde hair and rippling abs, their sweat-glistened tan skin, and their cocky expressions on their gorgeous faces, were professional athletes or models, I wouldn’t have dared second guess you.

“I’m Soren and this is Ken,” one of the two men said. But I could barely process what he was saying. My gaze was caught, absolutely captured, by the giant cock hanging between his legs—beneath both of them.

They were easily the largest cocks I’d ever seen in person. I didn’t even think they really came that big—how could these guys get hard without passing out from blood loss? Their dicks, nearly a foot long, it looked like, each of them, were slowly hardening as they advanced on me, looking like wild animals stalking their prey.

“We heard you’ve been a bit of a brat,” Ken said with an easy smile. “Asking for special perks before you’ve earned them.”

“I… I…” My hands made an anxious little nest and I couldn’t meet either of their gazes. I felt so small, next to them. These were bulls, men built to breed, built to fuck—and they looked like they’d be good at it. They looked like they could fuck you to death and you’d beg for it all the same. I desperately wanted them both inside of me, and at the same time, I was terrified of those giant cocks—but in a good way. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Ken chuckled and Soren snickered too. Without another word, they advanced on me. Soren picked me up, stood me up and I realized how strange it felt, suddenly, to be standing up—my breasts were so much bigger and heavier now, and it felt weird to be on my feet, with the extra weight dragging me down.

Then, Ken moved behind me, picking me up by my hips. I gasped as he bent me forward and Soren caught me—they were both holding me, bent over, suspended a foot off the ground. They could do that easily, of course—they were so big compared to me!

Now, I was faced with Soren’s throbbing cock. I opened my mouth timidly, letting his scent and musk wash over me as he slid it inside. The last trace of a gag shuddered through my throat as he forced himself deep into me, his cock disappearing into my throat. I felt absolutely skewered, my eyes widening as he pressed my face into the wiry pubic hair of his crotch.

His dick had a tang to it and I wondered how many other hucows I was tasting on it, how many other girls he’d penetrated before coming to my pen. Such was the life of a bull, I imagined…

Then, I shrieked onto his cock as I felt Ken spreading my thighs.

“Please…” I moaned in desire. I wanted him inside me so badly.

“What a pretty little pussy,” he remarked. “Dr. Crowne told us you have quite the sexual history.”

I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment.

“We expect you to be pretty advanced at taking cock, then. We won’t need to breed you gently, will we?”

A gentle breeding was the last thing I wanted! I shook my head, crying from embarrassment, but my body wanted his cock inside of me, deep inside my slit, breeding me and filling me. I wanted his cock pounding me, making it hurt, bruising my fucking cervix and reminding me of my place.

The fat, spongy tip of his cock began to ease my pussy lips apart. I gasped onto the cock in my mouth. Here, stuffed with two cocks, I was reduced to my most basic feminine functions—I could provide milk, and I could provide a warm, wet place for men to satisfy themselves.

As Ken ploughed his cock into me, spreading me wide, I felt my orgasm build. It only took a few strokes, his fat tool stretching me wide and destroying my insides, pounding my deepest parts, stretching me from the inside out, for me to cum and I wailed onto the cock now exploring my throat as my pussy gushed over his shaft.

“I could tell you’d be a slutty little brat as soon as I saw you,” Ken said with another cocky snort. I whimpered as I felt him spread my ass, my body still suspended between the two of them like a piece of meat on a spit, roasting over an open fire. My tits were dripping milk now, even without being stimulated, and I wailed and moaned onto the cock in my mouth as my body continued to be defiled. “This asshole has been loosened up nicely. Did you do that yourself? Oh, I guess not—you’re still full of cum.”

My cheeks burned with embarrassment and arousal as he forced his fingers into my ass, giving me more of the delicious, illicit pleasure I had been providing for myself. God, but I wanted it so badly—it all felt so good.


Chapter 7


I mooed softly, trying to explain to the bulls disciplining my body what had happened.

“The dairy workers who came by this morning,” I mooed. “They used my butt for the first time… And it felt so good…”

Of course, I had a dick in my mouth, so it came out even more garbled than normal, but the bulls both seemed to understand somehow and they exchanged smug smirks. A thrill of anticipation ran through me, as I knew what they were thinking—they’d both try out all my holes before I was done…

“So, you really liked taking it in the ass? This little hole is still so tight,” Ken remarked. His thick cock continued to pound my pussy so perfectly, and I felt so beautifully helpless, spit-roasted between the two of them. I struggled, continuing to take their cocks, gasping and panting whenever I got a chance to breathe.

Soon, I couldn’t take it anymore: my orgasm found me, and I squealed onto the cock exploring my throat, my pussy spasming as my udders bounced back and forth in mid-air, swinging with the force of Ken’s thrusts into my twitching hole.

“That’s a good girl, cum for us. It’s healthy to cum as much as you can when you get bred—it makes it easier for the hormones in our semen to seep into your body.”

I had no idea if that was true. Part of me wanted to believe it, part of me seriously doubted it, but I didn’t care either way. I loved being bred, and I loved the way they touched me and used me.

My pussy was insanely, painfully sensitive but I had choice but to continue taking the fucking I was receiving. I focused instead on the delicious scent and taste of cock inside my mouth, on the musk of the powerful men grunting in pleasure as they buried themselves inside of me.

In that moment, I felt so lucky. How many women got to have this kind of attention lavished on them by such gorgeous men—by men who could easily pass for male fitness models, the kind of guys you might see in ads for fancy cologne, looking wistfully off into the distance of an Italian beach or something like that—those were the kind of guys I now had inside of me, the cock I was now tasting, the shaft I now felt driving hard into my pussy, pounding against my cervix in a way that I would have found painful had it not been for the flood of delicious endorphins making it easier for me to take the rough breeding.

I wondered if they were being extra rough with me to break me in, because this was my first breeding by bull.

That was possible, I supposed. And if it were the case, I was determined to take as much as they wanted to give me. I wasn’t going to give up, wasn’t going to call it quits—I was determined to enjoy it as much as they enjoyed themselves.

I felt Ken’s hands on my tits, squeezing my swollen, sore nipples as he manipulated and groped them. Milk dribbled between his fingers as he worked them over and I whimpered pathetically, writhing in his hands as he used me. He smashed himself into me harder and harder, driving my tits into his palms as he groped me.

“Should we be wasting so much milk?” Soren asked in between groans as he thrust into my face. I’d started to think of my face as another hole, not unlike a pussy, an orifice that a man could thrust into without a second thought, like a flesh light—the sex toy I’d seen occasionally in porn or, more often, on the night-stands of the frat guys I’d hooked up with. On a side note, I’d always been kind of offended to see men having sex toys of their own. I mean, wasn’t I good enough? I was pretty much always game for a roll in the hay, and expected very little in return—it wasn’t like with girls where you really couldn’t rely on most guys to get you off. Men can just drive themselves into my tight little holes until they blow, and then tell me to get out, and I’d obey happily, walking back to my apartment with my thighs still splattered with their cum. What the hell did they want a fleshlight for?

Anyway, Soren raised an interesting point, and I would have expressed my interest in the answer, had, you know, I not had his cock half-way down my esophagus.

“Her milk isn’t developed enough to sell,” Ken explained. His voice was growing a bit more hoarse as he thrust into me, and I wondered if he was on the verge of cumming. “So it’s more important to get her used to lactating right now, especially while she’s a provisional hucow. If her body can’t handle the stress of lactating all the time, she won’t be able to work as a permanent hucow.”

Ken, apparently, was the more experienced of the two, and Soren nodded, accepting the wisdom. I had to admit that it made sense. I hadn’t really thought of lactating as something so stressful on my body but now that I’d had my swollen breasts forcefully milked once, and now that I was having them essentially milked again while being bred, I realized that it really was rough on my body.

But still, I refused to give up, refused to give in—maybe it would have been easier to call it quits and beg for a more boring job, but then I wouldn’t get to do all the fun stuff involved in being a hucow.

Fun stuff like take the two fat loads which both erupted from the cocks buried inside me at either end of my body almost simultaneously. I’d had a few threesomes before, but they’d always been brutally awkward affairs, mostly not worth it, but the bulls seemed to have practiced their coordination, and as they came, they both high-fived. I laughed onto the cock in my mouth, catching the cum as it pumped and spurted in my throat, spraying the back of my mouth with sticky seed, while the cock in my pussy filled me up for the second time today.

This load in my pussy was even bigger and so much stickier and thicker than what I’d received from the dairy workers. Not only was this the biggest cock I’d ever taken, but this load of cum felt like it was drowning my insides, flooding me and starting to leak out of my hole almost as soon as it began to erupt inside of me.

Finally, the bulls both slid their cocks out of me and set me down on the hay as I stared up at them, dizzy and dazed, gasping for air and blissed out beyond belief.


Chapter 8


“How did you enjoy that for your first breeding, Caitlyn?” Soren asked sweetly, running his fingers through my sweaty hair. Somewhere along the way, I’d gotten my face covered in milk and cum but I didn’t mind how much of a mess I must have looked then.

“It was fun,” I mooed. “I liked it a lot!”

“Well, you’re not done yet,” Ken announced. I realized he was still hard. I wondered if he was going to put his cock in my mouth but, no, he was already slathering it with lubricant and I realized what he was going to do next. It was what I had always known was coming.

“As you know, Caitlyn, it’s important that you get plenty of semen in all of your orifices, to maximize the amount of nutrition your body extracts from it and transfers to the milk your body is producing,” Soren lectured as he laid my head in his lap, my hair resting on his cock. He still stroked my face gently and affectionately as I watched, almost in a daze of arousal and exhaustion, as Ken placed himself between my legs and spread them, then placed them on his shoulders.

I felt the tip of his cock pressing between my legs, pressing against my sore asshole, and I found myself biting my lip. From this position, I couldn’t see his cock but I knew how big it was, and I knew where it was going.

“You’re going to be fine,” Soren cooed, gently stroking my hair. That made me feel better, just hearing those encouraging words. “You did such a good job taking our cocks in your mouth and your pussy.”

There was the praise again. I found myself grinning, and gasped as I felt my asshole start to dilate around the huge shaft as Ken’s lip curled up in pleasure, as he thrust forward into my tightness, burying his huge member in my guts. God, I wanted this bad. I wanted to please them both.

My moan became soft screams of agony and pleasure as his cock filled me up. I’d never felt so full during sex—this was amazing. My ass was stretched out deliciously, and I felt like I was being torn apart at the seems, like I was being tortured to death and I was encouraging my torturers. Like my torturers were killing me with pleasure, which they were—Soren stroked and twisted my nipples, milking me gently in a way that drove me crazy while Ken’s fingers found my clit, flicking it expertly as he thrust hard into my ass.

We settled into a rhythm where they held me, soothing me during the agony of the breeding as Ken forced himself again and again into my guts, into my bowels, his cock coming closer and closer to exploding with each delicious thrust. I couldn’t believe how good it felt—I felt like I was floating, like I was on the permanent edge of an orgasm, as his fingers teased my sensitive little nub, and as warm milk leaked all over my body.

“You’re doing so well, Caitlyn,” Ken grunted, and then leaned down to kiss me, capturing my lips voraciously, almost like a predator eating a downed gazelle on the savanna. I sobbed in utter ecstasy as I began to cum, my body exploding, my ass clenching uselessly at the shaft driving harder and harder into me.

“She’s really a champion at taking us,” Soren remarked. “I can’t believe a provisional hucow can handle so much.”

“It’s lucky she can, because she’s such a brat,” Ken remarked with a sadistic grin as he thrust harder and harder into me. There it was. I gasped, still feeling my orgasm’s residue as his fingers kept teasing me, finding the potential for another climax in my tired body. “Can you believe she was already asking for special perks her first day here?”

“I’m sorry,” I sobbed as I climaxed again, and this time, I felt Ken grunt like a beast, pound his cock deep into my bowels one last time, and then unleash himself. I felt the streams of thick bull semen fill me and I sighed, agony overwhelming me with desire as I came, and then again, and then again, uncontrollably as the boys kept playing with my body, kept pleasuring me and teasing me, passing me back and forth between them and kissing me long after Ken had slid his monster cock out of my dripping hole.

Eventually, I must have passed out because I awoke later, in the middle of the night, exhausted but happy, my whole body aching deliciously.

I had done it—I had survived my first breeding session, and oh my god, what a breeding session it had been! I had so much fun but it was tiring…

But I was still here to tell the tale. And I was looking forward to the next day, and my next opportunity to show what a grew hucow I was becoming.
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Insatiable on the Hucow Farm


Prologue


My name is Caitlyn and I’m nineteen years old. I just finished my first year of college… Sort of. I basically failed. Fuck my life, right?

So, my parents are determined that I need to learn responsibility and maturity, somehow, some way. When I suggest that I go work for a bit on a dairy farm I’d just heard about, they agree—I’ll do anything to keep from losing my trust fund and my parents’ support! So what if I’m a bit of a spoiled brat?

I want to be better. Really, I do.

Soon, though, I realize the dairy farm I’m working on isn’t like other dairy farms… It’s a hucow farm, and it turns out, I’m a prime new candidate to become a hucow! I’m not so sure about the idea at first, but Dr. Crowne, the physician running the farm, quickly convinces me: I want to give in to my body’s potential and learn the meaning of hard work from him and everyone else on the farm!

Also… The idea of being bred every single day doesn’t sound too bad, does it?

Catch up with the first part of my story where I meet Dr. Crowne for the first time and learn all about the farm, and then the second part of my story where I get bred by the bulls for the first time!


Chapter 1


The morning after my first breeding session, I was sore. Sore like I’d never been before. I’d never felt like this after messing around with boys at college. Sure, I’d had plenty of sex with them, that wasn’t the issue—but they’d never fucked me as deeply as the bulls did on the farm. It was never that kind of profound, gut-destroying fuck that left me wondering if I could possibly survive, or if I was going to go crazy with pleasure as I submitted to the giant cock invading me.

So, in other words, it was pretty amazing.

I awoke in my pen as I had the morning before, and ate the breakfast the dairy workers gave me when they came by. The portion was larger today, I noticed. I supposed that was because I’d finally been bred by the bulls. I needed more energy and more strength to recover.

I’d kill for some coffee, though. That was the one thing I was finding I missed. Maybe there would be a way to finagle myself a Starbucks run…

I decide to distract myself from the symptoms of caffeine withdrawal by examining my swollen holes.

I had been a bit afraid to look too closely at them, concerned I might not like what I found, but finally, curiosity got the best of me. Sitting with my legs spread, I craned my neck down to examine my poor, aching pussy.

My muff was clearly swollen and enflamed, red and puffy, but otherwise, there didn’t seem to be anything… damage. I was glad for that. When I gently touched myself, I gasped. I was sore to the touch, but also incredibly sensitive. What’s more, the soreness… It felt good. It didn’t exactly hurt. Or, well, it did hurt but it also activated another desire inside of me. I found myself getting wet again, and saw the slickness of my insides glistening in the dim light of the barn.

“God, I’m so horny,” I whispered, realizing that the abiding anxiety I’d awoken to wasn’t actually a fear about something needing to be done—it wasn’t the anxiety I’d always awoken to in college when I saw my pile of uncompleted assignments piling up—no, this wasn’t even really anxiety. It was… anticipation, complete with the Tim Curry pause in the middle. I was excited for more. Excited for another breeding, for more attention from the bulls and Dr. Crowne here on the farm.

Now, with my fingers toying my pussy, I gasped, finding my wetness growing more and more as I slid them inside. I reached a trembling finger to my breasts and let out another even louder gasp. My boobs! They were even bigger today, even more swollen, and my nipples… I whimpered as I touched them, feeling the soreness radiate through my body as I twisted them slowly. They were like giant, rubbery erasers, and they dribbled milk all over my fingers as I touched them. This was amazing!

I knew what I had to do.

I had to try and suck my own nipples. I had to try and suck my own boobs.

I’d had a friend in college, Tori, another sorority girl, who was possessed of a particularly thick and curvaceous figure, complete with massive tits. One of her favorite party tricks, which she trotted out only when she was really, solidly drunk, was to strip off her bra, pull out a boob, and suck on her nipple idly, walking around with it in her mouth like it was a straw emerging from a soda cup. Doing that, she always ended up going off into a room with one or more guys, and I’d hear here moaning as they took turns being the ones to suckle her nipples and more.

Though I loved my slim body, I’d always kind of been jealous of her. Even if she was bigger, she had shown that she could pull multiple guys at once, luring them with her feminine charms away from a party and causing them to worship her. I wanted to wield power like that!

And in my mind, her power had been uniquely connected to her huge tits and her ability to suckle them without contorting herself into crazy positions.

Grasping my right breast, which has always been slightly larger than my left, I lifted it to my lips. Unlike Tori, I still had to crane my neck forward and stretch out my lips, but with some struggling I was able to fit my own nipple into my mouth decisively, wrapping my lips around the puckered nub of flesh and immediately shuddering as I felt my own tongue lash over it.

Fuck, this was kind of hot. I clenched my lips around the nipple and tugged, feeling a warm flush of milk flood into my mouth. I suckled again, drinking my own delicious, sweet, creamy milk and letting my eyes fall closed in a kind of blissed out reverie. I loved the taste—I could understand now why Dr. Crowne believed hucow milk could become just as popular as cow milk. It was even tastier and creamier, and it came from beautiful human women!

As I suckled at my own teat, I slid a hand down my belly past my pussy to check in on my asshole. It was still swollen and sore but it too was not nearly as roughed up as I had imagined it might be. It had even shrunk back to its original tightness and I gasped as I slipped a finger, coated in milk, inside my own butt. To think it had been accommodating huge bull cocks not too long ago! I whimpered and closed my eyes, remembering the pleasure and the pain of serving the bulls. I wished they would come back soon, wished I could be bred again…

And suddenly, I realized I wasn’t alone. I was being watched. My eyes shot open and I saw two grinning bulls I didn’t recognize standing outside my pen. I knew they were bulls from their size and muscularity, and, of course, their enormous, erect cocks. How quickly it had become normal to just witness a handsome, well-built naked man approach me.

“Is it time for a breeding?” I managed to moo out, letting my breasts fall from my mouth. Milk dribbled out of the nipple onto my belly. I was panting with desire and gazed at them hopefully.

“It is,” one of them, the taller one, said as he unlocked the gate to my pen. “But Dr. Crowne wants to watch.”


Chapter 2


“This is a normal, routine observation, Caitlyn,” Dr. Crowne was telling me twenty minutes later in one of his examining rooms. We were back at the office building that held the clinics for the hucows. The bulls had brought me there in a golf cart, taking turns driving so that they could grope me and kiss me. The taller one was Robert, and the shorter one—who was still a full head taller than me—was Armand. They were both tanned Adonises, and I felt special, riding in the golf cart on their laps, squirming as I knew my body was dripping with sticky desire, their cocks stroking my thigh as their toyed with me and kissed me slowly, touching me, sliding their hands between my legs to feel my tender holes, teasing me.

“Gotta’ get these ready for the good doctor to watch,” Robert had whispered in my ear, a cunning, mischievous tone undergirding his words. They toyed with my throbbing clit the entire ride over, making me cum a few times, and I was in a state when I was brought into the doctor’s office, trembling and panting, a bit sweaty, with my inner thighs absolutely slick with desire.

“I see Armand and Robert have already prepared you for breeding, so we should be fine to begin,” Dr. Crowne continued. To the bulls, he nodded. “Gentlemen.”

Armand went first. He picked me up and placed me on the exam table. I let out a thrilled little giggle. I loved being picked up by the bulls and moved around. I loved when they showed off how much stronger they were than me, and reminded me that they could easily overpower me. That thrilled me all the more, feeling so completely dominated by them, and when Armand spread my thighs, I was powerless to resist.

The other men crowded around and Dr. Crowne clucked his tongue sympathetically.

“Some obvious swelling from her first breeding. We’ll need to keep an eye on that. Her body might not be ready to take so many breedings, so soon.”

“I can take it!” I cried. I didn’t want to lose what I was already thinking of as a privilege—the privilege of getting to please those giant, magnificent cocks hanging between the bulls’ legs.

“You may be able to take it, Caitlyn,” Dr. Crowne said with a smile. “But your genitals and anus might want a word.”

He went into a cupboard in the exam room and selected a vial. He measured out two pills, and then filled a glass of water and handed them to me.

“It’s just ibuprofen. For the swelling,” Dr. Crowne said. I nodded and took the medicine, still feeling acutely exposed as the men gazed at my wet, sloppy pussy.

“I think she came twice on the way over,” Armand said. He glanced at me. “Does that sound right?”

“I… I think it was actually three times…” I admitted sheepishly. “My first orgasm was kind of small but it just kind of blended into the second one so maybe it seemed like one long orgasm…”

“I think you’re a good candidate for a climax meter, then,” Dr. Crowne said. “I can implant one today.”

My eyes widened.

“What’s that?”

“Just a small device that will let us measure how many orgasms you’re having on a daily basis. The information will be uploaded to my computer, and I can map it against your milk production and quality, to understand if your orgasms are improving or hindering your body’s ability to produce delicious milk.”

“Could… could my orgasms be really be keeping my body from making better milk?” I asked, my eyes widening.

“Too many orgasms could, possibly. In that case, your orgasms will be rationed, to one a day or fewer.”

I bit my lip. On the one hand, I didn’t want to give up my orgasms but on the other hand, the idea of having them controlled and rationed… kind of excited me? I’d need to really appreciate the ones I was allowed to have, and I’d probably have to beg for them shamelessly…

“But of course, it will be a few weeks before we know for certain. I think we should go ahead and implant the sensor today, however,” Dr. Crowne concluded and I nodded. Dr. Crowne handed Armand a speculum, and then Armand pressed it against my well-lubricated pussy lips. I let out a soft gasp as I felt it slide inside, and then he cranked it open, spreading my hole wide.

Now, all three men could see everything—see everything deep inside of me. I felt my face burning with embarrassment, but as ashamed as I was at being spread open like this, I couldn’t help but be turned on. I loved knowing that they could see deep inside my wet pussy chamber, deep into my insides, how pink and wet I was… I found myself biting my lip and blushing hard as they examined me, shining a light into my now gaping hole.

“The usual internal bruising and contusions consistent with vigorous intercourse and breeding,” Dr. Crowne remarked as he inserted a small metal probe inside of my hole. “Nothing to be alarmed about. Everything looks very healthy in here, Caitlyn. Nice and pink and your membranes seem to be producing quite a bit of mucous—that’s a good thing. You’ve never had trouble getting wet, have you?”

Cheeks burning, I shook my head.

“I thought as much. You’ve gotten wetter even as we’ve been looking at you. It’s very impressive, indeed.”

“Oh my god,” I whimpered. “This is so embarrassing.”

“It’s not embarrassing, Caitlyn. It’s science. It’s medicine. Now, you’re going to feel a slight pinch but that should be it—nothing more, and you’ll be able to have intercourse within twenty minutes after the initial implantation.”

“Yes, doctor,” I murmured, and bit my lip, waiting for it. I caught a brief glimpse of the sensor, or what I figured was the sensor—a tiny little speck of shiny metal that glinted in the bright lights of the examining room. Dr. Crowne gestured to Robert, who held one of my legs spread open while Armand took hold of the other.

I watched as Dr. Crowne rolled up his sleeves and slid the probe with the device inside of my pussy. I felt everything—his hands against me, the metal sliding into me, and I could see him squinting and peer, concentration written on his face, as he applied the device.

“That’s a good spot—and now we just have to push—”

I gasped as I felt the sharp pinch inside of me, as though something were biting me from the inside. I jerked my legs, but felt the force of my sudden movement absorbed by the pulls who were holding me still. I let out a soft whine as the pain rapidly subsided.

“Perfect. Well done, Caitlyn. You did so well. We’re so proud of you.”

“We sure are,” Armand said, playfully slapping my inner thigh as I beamed up at the three of them.

“Now that that’s settled, why don’t we start breeding her, doctor?” Robert suggested. Dr. Crowne nodded.

“Of course. That’ll give her plenty of time for her body to adapt to the device.”

“But I thought I couldn’t have intercourse for twenty minutes?” I asked, still panting from the fear and pain of having the device implanted. Something about the whole experience nonetheless, left me turned on and I was excited by the prospect of being used again even sooner than I had expected…

“Vaginal intercourse,” Dr. Crowne said. “You cannot have vaginal intercourse right away, but anal and oral intercourse shouldn’t be a problem.” With that, he grinned at the bulls and clapped his hands. “Well, gentlemen, you take over and I’ll simply observe. I may intervene every now and then to collect some data or take photographs to document Caitlyn’s breeding. Let’s do a standard three-hole breed, and please make sure you vaginal breeding for last.”

Dr. Crown removed the speculum with a slick, squishy sound from my wetness. I was even wetter now than when he had first inserted the tool, I realized. He patted my pussy and grinned at me with obvious pride.

“That’s a good girl, Caitlyn. Such a brave girl.”

I couldn’t help but beam at his comments.


Chapter 3


Now, the bulls were moving me again. They picked me up and turned me over, placing me on the examining table on my hands and knees, with my butt up in the air. Doggy-style. Not an unusual position—in college, it had been a favorite, since I liked the way it allowed for stimulation of my G-spot, the unpracticed cocks of frat boys sliding into me and pounding against that most delicate and difficult to hit part of my anatomy.

Trying to explain to them where it was usually failed, and usually resulted in far more frustration than I found the experience to be worth, but letting them pound me from behind, more often than not, resulted in some pretty good stimulation that could end with me cumming as long as the guy didn’t blow his load too quick.

Which, honestly, was not necessarily a given, but whatever. I took it as a compliment when guys came in me too quick. It just meant I was that hot, and my pussy felt that good, right?

These bulls, though, they weren’t the types to cum in five minutes. I knew from experience that their aggressive fucking could last for… well, a long time. That it could leave me sore and feeling used, in the best way possible. That part of my training would be building up my body’s ability to keep up with them.

And the fact that they’d be starting with my mouth and ass meant that my pussy was going to be in for a long, rough pounding, once their initial loads had been shot. It would take more stimulation for them to cum the second and maybe even third times. Mentally, I was already calculating what I was about to go through.

Not with fear, of course, but with excitement. I wanted this. I wanted this bad—I’d been dreaming about being bred again and now, it was finally happening.

Dr. Crowne went rooting around in a cupboard once more and produced a vial of lubricant which he handed to Armand. Armand squirted a healthy dollop of the stuff onto his cock, and then, spreading my ass, emptied more of it onto my tight little hole. I gasped when I felt the cold liquid pooling on my butthole, and then start to dribble inside as Armand spread my hole open ever so slightly.

“Honestly, with how wet she is, we could probably just smear some of that on her butt and use her like that,” Armand remarked. Dr. Crowne shrugged.

“She’s still new, so I’d rather you didn’t, at least for now. After a few weeks, if her body holds up, you can experiment with skipping the additional lubrication.”

“Um, there is no way you’re skipping lube with me,” I put in, even though the idea kind of turned me on—the idea of being pinned down and then taking a cock in my ass without the benefit of lube… It was scary but at the same time, it sent shivers of excitement up and down my spine.

“Some hucows eventually begin to produce lubrication in their anuses, actually,” Dr. Crowne said. “And that lubrication is often more effective than any wet might apply to your tissues. And because it’s coming from your body originally, the coverage is better.”

“Seriously?” I gasped. Was there anything hucows couldn’t do?

“Seriously. We are still investigating the causes, so if you begin to notice your anus self-lubricating like your vagina does, let me know immediately.”

I nodded. Part of me was feeling competitive at the suggestion—I wanted to get my body to the point where I didn’t need the bulls to bring their own lubricant to use my butt, but where my asshole would lubricate itself and make my body completely ready for their pleasure all on my own.

But for now, I definitely needed the lube. I whimpered appreciatively as Armand’s fingers dug into my asshole, teasing and then groping further into my battered hole. It wasn’t too long ago that I had just been fucked to within an inch of my life by some comically oversized cocks, and now, I couldn’t believe I was about to take more giant cocks inside of me.

Too bad, I thought. It’s too much fun.

Meanwhile, Robert’s cock hovered in front of my face deliciously. I had the scent of his body starting to wash over me, that musky, masculine scent that I was quickly beginning to associate with being fucked hard. Before I could open my mouth, though, Robert reached for my chin and tilted my face up to look him in the eye.

“Are you ready to show me what that mouth can do, hucow?” he whispered, his voice so smooth, so silky and dangerous. I bit my lip, smiling as he leaned down to kiss me. I felt his tongue invading my mouth, and this all felt amazing—I felt like I was being worshipped, having my asshole fingered deep, as Armand gently but firmly eased me apart and opened up my hole, and then having this handsome, muscular god kiss me hard, tasting his lips and intoxicating myself with his scent.

I had never been worshipped like this before, in my old life.

I never wanted to go back to my old life. I liked being a hucow too much.

Hucow? I felt like a goddamned queen.

I had two men who may as well have been models cooing over me, touching me, pleasuring me, exploring me, absolutely obsessing over me. This was a stark difference from the lame sex I would have on campus, just to get some attention from cute guys I was interested in—hoping that maybe if I sucked them off enough, they’d actually let me spend the night in their beds and maybe even eat me out.

The bulls were hotter than any of those guys had been, however. Hands down. And they were eating out of my hand, out of my mouth, kissing and biting me. I felt Armand lean down and give my ass cheek an affectionate nibble as he fingered me and I moaned, shaking my ass, feeling my flesh bounce as he dug his hand into me—past his knuckles. He was close to fisting my ass and I realized that it didn’t actually hurt—it felt amazing, an incredible stretch that made me moan into Robert’s kiss.

I heard the snapping of a camera and I became vaguely aware of Dr. Crowne taking pictures of my asshole, no doubt eager to measure how stretched it was now, or maybe looking to see if my pussy had changed colors since the implantation of the device.

Well, whatever he was trying to do, I didn’t much mind it. I was too lost in the moment, lost in the pleasure of being worshipped by these handsome, powerful big-cocked men.

I felt something touch my nipples and I realized Dr. Crowne was hooking a machine up to me, applying suction cups to my tender teats. My breasts hung down like udders, like real, honest-to-god cow udders, and I felt particularly bovine there on my hands and knees, my tits swinging and then starting to shudder gently as the machine turned on.

Robert was still kissing me when the milk began to flow from my nipples. The machine seemed to use suction to compress and then relax my nipple, milking me, and though it didn’t feel as good as having a human mouth on my sensitive little nubs, I would take it. My breasts were rapidly filling with milk anyway and I was eager to have them relieved, to take a bit of pressure off of them and expel my creamy milk.

Besides, I was eager to find out how good my milk had become now. I knew that was ultimately why I was here, and Dr. Crowne was going to be testing my milk for its quality. I was curious too—not only because it would impact my future as a hucow, but for my own personal sense of fulfillment.

I liked producing milk. I liked feeling my tits heavy with nourishment, knowing that my body was producing something delicious that would give lots of people enjoyment. I liked seeing how much men, bulls and normal men, loved sucking on my nipples and drinking my milk directly from the source, and I imagined how wonderful it would be to sell my milk in stores, like the other hucows, where it could nourish more and more people.

When I was at college, in the middle of my slutty phase, I had been selfish. I definitely had been. But now, I was ready to give back. I was ready to show that I could be a productive member of society—a productive hucow.

This was my purpose now, and oh my gosh, but did it feel good to have a purpose. It felt good to be needed. To be wanted.


Chapter 4


Finally, Robert broke the kiss and guided his cock to my lips. I gave his thick cockhead a gentle kiss on the tip, tasting the pungently salty flavor of his precum, a hint of what was to come when he eventually emptied himself down my throat. I opened my mouth and allowed him to slide the huge tool into my jaws.

God, but he was huge. Of course, all the bulls were, but nonetheless, I hadn’t gotten used to it yet. I knew it would probably take a while to get accustomed to swallowing a cock this large, and I would have to do more of this, suck more cocks and pleasure more bulls, before my mouth and throat fully adjusted.

Even that idea aroused me, however. The idea of molding my body to become something that existed to pleasure them. I wanted nothing more than that. Well, that and to be a productive hucow making delicious, creamy milk for all the world to enjoy!

The taste of his cock overwhelmed me. I guessed he had probably bred other girls already that day. I was getting used to the idea of taking a breeding after another girl, especially tasting her. Something about that taboo-ness excited me, knowing that he’d already brought another hucow to her knees, doing the same kinky things to her that he was doing to me. Combined with his natural musk, I found myself shivering in delicious anticipation of the cock entering my mouth.

“Fuck, her mouth feels great,” Robert said with a loud sigh.

“What would you rate it, on a scale of one to ten?” Dr. Crowne asked.

I was being rated now? I couldn’t help but smirk around the cock, and pushed my head forward. I felt it start to slide down my throat, catching a bit at the bend before entering my gullet. Now, I was buried in his pubic hair, my nose pressed against the wiry fur, and I was drooling all over him, slicking his balls with my spit as I stepped into a world of submissive pleasure.

“Nine, maybe,” Robert said after a long pause. “I’m hesitant to go all the way and say ten, especially since she’s new…”

“Eight-point-five,” Armand said from behind me. “Give her something to work towards.”

Ugh, you jerks! I wanted to moo at them, but obviously, my mouth was pretty full and I couldn’t tell them to get bent. Well, no matter. I vowed to myself that I would get that ten rating from Robert before too long. He would just have to wait, see how I leveled up my skills…

From behind me, I felt Armand slide his fingers out of my ass and I groaned, whimpering with disappointment at suddenly feeling… empty. What’s strange about having so much attention paid to my ass is that when the attention was taken away, my butt was left wanting it still—wanting to be filled and stretched. I couldn’t believe how slutty I was becoming, and how much I was enjoying it, but I was aching to have my ass filled again. And when I felt the cockhead pressing against my stretched butthole, I sighed in relief, feeling him start to slide inside of me.

Now, I was spit-roasted like a piece of meat roasting on an open fire between these two bulls. Their throbbing cocks were soon both embedded inside of me, and I could feel their hearts beating in time with one another, through me—though I suppose they probably didn’t realize that.

I couldn’t say or do anything, and simply stayed still, riding the pleasurable and painful high of being dual penetrated as they began to thrust in and out of me. I closed my eyes, surrendering myself to the sensations. I imagined that I was truly just a toy for them, a piece of meat they were sharing, because that’s what I was in the end. This was what I was good for, what I wanted them to use me for.

And to think I had once been so afraid of those giant cocks! So afraid of taking those thick cocks in my tight little holes. Now, my holes were craving those cocks, wanting more and more of them, and welcoming them inside eagerly.

“She’s taking it well,” Dr. Crowne announced after a few moments, after the bulls had really gotten into the swing of fucking my throat and my ass. “She doesn’t seem uncomfortable and if anything, judging from her vaginal secretions, she’s even more aroused. Caitlyn, are you enjoying yourself?”

I gave him a thumbs-up. There wasn’t much else I could do, with the cock forced down my throat and sliding in and out, barely giving me room to breathe.

“That’s a good girl. Impressive. Especially with how easily she’s accepting anal penetration. We could get her in front of clients and farm guests too, since they always like to penetrate the hucows’ anuses.”

“They do?” Armand asked. “Why’s butt so popular? I mean, don’t get me wrong…” He slapped my ass hard and I was jerked out of my pleasurable reverie, squealing onto the cock in my throat. “Caitlyn’s ass is nice and tight. She’s gripping the shit out of my cock, even though I’m splitting her open. But I’m really looking forward to giving this nice little pussy some attention too.”

I gasped when I felt his hand between my legs, teasing my swollen lips and clit. Dr. Crowne snorted.

“Just don’t penetrate her yet, even with fingers. The device inside her is still booting up, and I don’t want it dislodged. But as long you don’t slide anything inside of her, you can touch her genitals all you like.”

As he thrust into my ass, Armand began to flick my clit and pleasure seized me. I was already enjoying being the center of attention, spit-roasted between these two hulking bulls with their thick cocks, but now one of them was teasing my most sensitive place, his practiced fingers gently circling my needy clitoris.

“Simply put, a lot of our guests are hoping for experiences they can’t have at home, or with their normal sexual partners. Having essentially a submissive milkmaid who is skilled in all manner of methods of pleasure is particularly exciting for our clients. For many of them, their wives and girlfriends are unwilling or unable to provide anal intercourse regularly, and being able to sodomize a hucow so casually, with relatively minimal prep beyond some lubrication and a few minutes of stretching, is an opportunity they’re willing to pay quite handsomely for.”

Robert sighed, reaching for my head and pushing my face down hard onto his cock.

“Same with the face-fucking, I bet. These girls don’t have gag reflexes, so you can really rough up their faces. I’d never be able to do this to my girlfriend. She’d walk out on my ass if I tried to do to her what I’m doing to Caitlyn right now!”

Gently, Robert slid his cock out of my mouth and I found myself gasping, feeling dizzy from the lack of oxygen, spit dripping from my lips. My mouth and throat suddenly felt lonely now, much in the same way my ass felt lonely when Armand pulled out his fingers. I wanted the cock back in there, wanted to feel useful again as I sucked him and pleasured him, bringing him closer and closer to that delicious orgasm which would deposit his thick seed in my throat… Treating my throat like my womb… God, I wanted it.

“Isn’t that right, Caitlyn?” he said to me now, teasingly, slapping my cheek gently with his slick, dripping cock. I simply looked up at him with wide, desperate eyes.

“Please,” I begged. “Fuck my face. I need it. I need to taste your cum.”

Robert just laughed.

“Well, you heard the lady!”

And with that, he pressed his cock to my lips and I swallowed him eagerly, a look of bliss suddenly seizing my facial features—I felt it, literally felt my face relaxing into a look of relief as the pleasure of being useful, of sucking him, of worshipping his cock descended over my once more.

The bulls continued their work, thrusting into my face and ass. By now I had realized that I definitely wasn’t their first breeding of the day, which meant it would take longer for me to coax orgasms from their cocks. I didn’t mind this, of course—I was happy to do it, and enjoyed myself all the same, as I always did, but my ass was starting to ache, and so were my jaws.

Fortunately, Robert was the first to approach his orgasm. I felt him twitch and then start to thrust harder into my throat, more wildly. He gripped the back of my head hard and I yelped onto his cock, wincing and whimpering. The feeling of being so dominated by him was delicious. It was like my face was joined to his cock, like I was a toy he was using to masturbate himself with. Some girls would have found that dehumanizing, but I found it terminally erotic and I didn’t want it to stop, even though my throat was aching now.

All the same, I wanted the culmination of this act—the feeling of his cum invading and flooding my throat. The feeling of his body twitching and shaking over mine as he came in my mouth. I had gorged myself on him, enjoyed his flavor and his scent and the feeling of his mass and girth destroying my throat, and now I ached for my reward.

It came, soon. Robert gripped my hair hard, letting out a plaintive moan of pleasure as his cock began to spurt into my throat. I opened my eyes wide as I felt that first gush of cum deposited directly into my esophagus. Then came another and another and another. Each spurt, each gush filled my throat and filled me, and I was drunk on his cum. I wanted to swallow every single last drop and debase myself with it.

When he finally slid his cock out of my mouth, cum dribbling down my lips, I found myself rubbing my face against it, rubbing against his sloppy cock and spreading it over my face as I panted. I wanted my cheeks painted with his seed and my spit, I wanted it in my hair, I wanted it covering every inch of my face, marking me indelibly as a hucow, as a submissive tool of pleasure and nourishment and nothing more—exactly what I craved becoming.

“Solidly a nine,” Robert said with a pleased sigh. “I can’t go any lower than that, I’m afraid.”

The experience of taking his orgasm in my mouth was so delicious, so overwhelming that I’d almost forgotten that my asshole was being filled and skewered, thrust into over and over again, stretching and split. But now those sensations came back in force.

I let out a loud moo of pleasure and pain, spit and cum dripping from my lips as I took the shaft forcing its way hard into my hole again and again.

“Please…” I mooed pathetically. “Cum in me. Fill me up… I need it… I’ll do anything…”

Armand’s fingers continued to tease and torture my clit and I was getting close too. Finally, orgasm washed over me and I arched my back, mooing in delight as I came. Somewhere, a machine dinged and though I was too far-gone to think too much about it, Dr. Crowne was not.

“That’ll be the climax meter,” he announced. “It seems to be working properly—good to know. And look at that! Her udders are producing even more.”

I couldn’t see what he was looking at but I could feel my tits dripping and oozing into the machine collecting my milk, so I would take his word for it.

Somewhere in the midst of all of this, Armand let out a vicious, snarling moan and I suddenly felt his cock cumming inside of me. It erupted, spasming deep in my guts and I sighed in pleasure at the finality of it all, of finally having squeezed the delicious orgasm from his cock, accepting it directly into my insides just as I had been trained to. It was sticky and warm and it seemed to fill me in a satisfying way I’d never quite experienced before—I don’t know if it were just Armand or if I were getting better at anal sex, or maybe both, but I hung my head, whimpering pathetically, my legs and arms shaking as my sweaty, tired body took the breeding.

Finally, Armand slid his cock out of me with an audible pop and I collapsed on the table—knowing full well that my exam was not yet over.


Chapter 5


“Now, gentlemen,” Dr. Crowne said, matter-of-factly. “You’ll have to climax her a few more times to get the device calibrated. Would you each perform cunnilingus on her? I want to take samples of her mucous, of course, but I’d appreciate qualitative evaluations of her taste as well.”

Oh, god, wait—they were gonna’ eat me out now?!

What had I done to deserve this?! I thought—in the best way possible.

I was too exhausted from the hard breedings to move, so Robert took the initiative and turned me over onto my back, spreading my legs and sliding me over to the edge of the exam table. He pulled up an office chair and sat between my spread legs, reaching with one hand to spread my mound wide.

“Do you want some pictures, doc?”

“Probably a good idea. Don’t bother with the speculum—just dilate her with your hands and let me see if I can get a look at the device implanted inside of her,” Dr. Crowne said, preparing a camera and what seemed to be a small, high-powered flash light.

Wait—dilate me?

I laid very still, chewing on this idea as Robert pressed a finger from each hand into me. I let out a soft moo-moan. Obviously, it felt good. I’d just cum, and now having fingers inside of me—yes, please. But inside of pushing deeper inside of me, he pulled to either side and I gasped as I felt my hole stretch.

He was literally pulling me apart so Dr. Crowne could see inside! All of this while my breasts continued to ooze milk into the machine squeezing my creamy nourishment from my udders.

“Excellent, excellent,” Dr. Crowne said. He squatted down, gazing at my insides, and I found myself blushing and squeezing my eyes shut in spite of it all. I’d already been so exposed to these men. They’d already seen every part of me, already seen me do kinky, depraved things, and do it eagerly. They’d tasted my milk and ejaculated in every conceivable orifice of my body (barring, you know, my eyes and nostrils and ears and crazy stuff like that…), and yet I still felt embarrassed at the sense that Dr. Crowne was seeing the most private part of me, literally the deepest, most secret part of my body. Gazing at the inside of my pussy, slick with juices—mucous, as he insisted on calling it, yuck—and then further in at my cervix, no doubt bruised from the fucking I’d sustained early, and no doubt about to be bruised further in another savage breeding.

“The device appears to be in place,” Dr. Crowne announced. “It implanted on the inner wall successfully, and it shouldn’t be dislodged by coitus, even vigorous coitus. But first, please continue climaxing her, Robert.”

Robert didn’t need to be told twice. I allowed myself a peek at him as he lowered his face, smiling, to my swollen pussy. He stopped dilating me now, allowing my pussy to contract to its normal size, and as soon as that delicious, though unusual, sensation retreated, it was replaced by the delight of his tongue on my clit.

I let out a deep, eager sigh as he began to lash my clit with his tongue, slurping eagerly at the throbbing nub. I shook and whimpered for him as he licked me, knowing that I wouldn’t last long like this—I already felt so vulnerable and exposed to them, and that only made it easier for me to orgasm. In a few moments, I was shaking, and a minute later, I was arching my back and writhing as I came, my swollen slit gushing onto Robert’s face.

“She’s salty, a bit sour, kind of like sauteed mushrooms and onions,” I heard Robert telling Dr. Crowne. I squeezed my eyes shut. Something about hearing my taste described made me even more embarrassed, even more ashamed, and that only made me hornier.

Now, Armand replaced Robert between my legs. He slapped his hands onto my inner thighs and I sighed in pleasure at the forceful nature of that act. I liked feeling like he was in charge. I liked when he had slapped my ass before, and now I liked that he was slapping my sensitive inner thighs.

Armand buried his face in my dripping pussy and I let out a squeal of pleasure, pressing my hips into him as he began to lick and slurp at me. Instead of waiting for the end, he decided to offer his opinion to Dr. Crowne after only a few licks.

“I’ll second what Robert said, and add Swiss cheese as a tasting note.”

God, I felt humiliated.

“Yeah, you’re right,” Robert agreed as I covered my burning face with my hands, my hips bucking involuntarily as Armand went back to licking me. He was even better than Robert, and skillfully guided his tongue between my pussy lips, teasing me before slipping back up to my clit to give me what my body really needed. “She’s kind of like… fondue.”

Kill me, I wanted to moan, but I was enjoying the way Armand licked me too much. Soon, I was shaking, my hips pressing against him, and as much as I wanted to press his face into my hole, I was too embarrassed to take my hands away from my own face.

“Caitlyn, what do you think? Based on your own perception of your taste, is that accurate?”

“I… I guess so…” I whimpered. “I thought I… Oh, god, this is too embarrassing… I can’t…”

“Caitlyn, please, if you have insights, I’ll need to know them.”

I swallowed hard.

“I always thought I kind of tasted like a sour-cream and onion potato chip. I can’t believe I’m saying that.”

“That’s a good girl. Thank you for your honesty, Caitlyn,” Dr. Crowne said. Something about coming out and saying that pushed me over the edge and soon, I was cumming again. The thought of them all watching me cum, watching me blush and squirm helplessly only made me more aroused, and only made the orgasm more powerful.

Now, I lay there on the exam table, helpless and spent, but even as I came down from my orgasm, I saw that my work wasn’t over.

Robert was between my legs once more, spreading them, but he was standing, and I felt the tip of his huge cock pushing against me. I moaned in anticipation as he slid inside of me, the delicious reward for my patience finally entering my most sensitive spot.

“She’s got a great pussy,” Robert announced. “Nine out of ten, definitely. Tight, and really wet, and good muscle tone and definition. It’s kind of like, I can really feel with my cock what the inner walls of her hole is like, you know?”

“Fascinating,” Dr. Crowne said. “That’s a factor we hadn’t considered.” Glancing at Armand, he added: “I’ll be curious to hear what you have to say about the internal definition of her body. My own penis is not as highly sensitivized as yours, so this is an area of observation I’ll need to rely on both of you for.”

Grunting, Robert leaned over me, fucking his cock into me as I writhed beneath him. The other two men watched me get fucked, and I was hyper aware of how embarrassing I must have been—how I was writhing, on the verge of orgasm almost immediately, my pussy eager to explode and gush all over Robert. It only took a few minutes for me to cum, and as I was shuddering and twitching beneath him, I felt his cock start to flood my hole, filling me up with his hot seed.

And then, almost immediately, Robert slid out of me and Armand replaced him. I’d never been fucked twice in quick succession like that, without a chance for my pussy to recover, and again, I was pinned to the exam table, taking the breeding as I approached orgasm once more.

“She’s really milking my cock, even though she’s been through so much today,” Armand announced as he got closer and closer. I began to orgasm and soon, I had another and another—I tried to slow my pleasure down, to stop orgasming so much and embarrassing myself in front of the doctor, but I couldn’t help it. The more I tried to control my body, the less I could.

It was some of the most incredible sex I’d ever had. And when Armand finally came inside of me, I felt him slide out of me, I felt his seed dribbling out of my hole, pooling between my ass on the exam table.

“Excellent work everyone!” Dr. Crowne said, applauding with a little golf clap. “You’ve done a great job today, especially you, Caitlyn!” He patted my sweaty forehead and I looked up at him, as though begging for validation.

“If you had to give me a grade for today,” I said, my voice hoarse and unsteady. “What would you give me?”

“Oh, an A+ absolutely… Caitlyn, why are you crying?”

“I was hoping you’d say that,” I whimpered, almost sobbing. “I just… It’s been so long since I’ve felt good at something.”

“You’re definitely good at this,” Armand assured me as Robert got onto the table with me and wrapped me up in his muscular arms. He rocked me back and forth as I cried into his powerful forearms, and soon, Armand was kissing me—that felt good, and reassuring.

We finished the exam with a glass each of my milk and I was delighted to taste how well it had developed—creamy, buttery, grassy notes married with a sweetness I’d never expected to taste coming out of myself.

“This is great,” I exclaimed in surprise when I tasted myself.

I drank glass after glass—my milk still wasn’t ready to sell yet, so it was fine for us to enjoy it as much as we liked.

And after that, the bulls took me back to my pen, where I promptly fell asleep—exhausted after my exam, yet still insatiable…
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Prologue


My name is Caitlyn and I’m nineteen years old. I just finished my first year of college… Sort of. I basically failed. Fuck my life, right?

So, my parents are determined that I need to learn responsibility and maturity, somehow, some way. When I suggest that I go work for a bit on a dairy farm I’d just heard about, they agree—I’ll do anything to keep from losing my trust fund and my parents’ support! So what if I’m a bit of a spoiled brat?

I want to be better. Really, I do.

Soon, though, I realize the dairy farm I’m working on isn’t like other dairy farms… It’s a hucow farm, and it turns out, I’m a prime new candidate to become a hucow! I’m not so sure about the idea at first, but Dr. Crowne, the physician running the farm, quickly convinces me: I want to give in to my body’s potential and learn the meaning of hard work from him and everyone else on the farm!

Also… The idea of being bred every single day doesn’t sound too bad, does it?

Catch up with the first part of my story where I meet Dr. Crowne for the first time and learn all about the farm, and then the second part of my story where I get bred by the bulls for the first time! And don’t miss the third chapter, where I receive an intimate exam to determine how my milk production is going!

And while you’re at it, you can read all about the kinky adventures of the other girls on the hucow farm too!


Chapter 1


I was in my pen after a breeding one afternoon when a group of men came through, led by Dr. Crowne. They were chatting and my interest was immediately piqued—what could they be looking for? Were they on a tour of the farm?

I knew that Dr. Crowne was always interested in attracting further investment to the farm, and was always looking for new ways to keep the farm profitable. Because of the regulatory hurdles we faced in getting our milk into stores, we had to find other ways to keep money flowing in. One of those ways, I knew, was renting out cottages on the farm’s property near the small lake just through the woods, and delivering a hucow to the guests for them to use.

It did sound like a nice arrangement. The hucow would get a change of scenery for however long she was in use, and got to enjoy something more like a normal life for a bit, acting as something like a maid for the guests. Well, a maid that the guests could fuck however and whenever they liked, and whose breasts were always ripe to be suckled and drunk from, but a maid nonetheless!

“As you can see, we have a wide range of girls to choose from, so you can certainly find one who interests you,” Dr. Crowne was telling the men. I looked them over, and even though I was still sore from being bred, I immediately felt a twinge between my legs. These guys were a bit grizzled, tough looking—kind of dad bod-adjacent, but I could tell they really did keep in shape. They weren’t the monsters that the bulls were, who could easily compete with world class models and athletes, but they were several cuts above your average middle-aged dad.

I noticed also that one was in a wheelchair, and another leaned heavily on a cane. A third had a scar running over his handsome face, speckled with salt-and-pepper whiskers, while the fourth wore an eye-patch over his left eye. That was curious, I thought—were their injuries all related, I wondered?

“I think we were talking about wanting someone a little bit less experienced, a little fresh, you know?” the one with the eye-patch was saying. “Maybe even a little innocent.”

“If that exists here,” the guy in the wheelchair said with a guffaw. The others chuckled knowingly.

These handsome, broken men held my attention. I didn’t want to pity them—far from it—I was seized by the urge to… take care of them. To use my body to make things better, however I could. I knew my body was special now, that I was in a special position to help. That I could relieve pain by giving them pleasure… Or at the very least distract from the pain.

I was thinking about how I would do it when the men and Dr. Crowne stopped in front of my pen. Dr. Crowne had a big smile on his face when he opened the gate and I instinctively trotted forward, and then sat back on my heels, my swollen breasts bared to the men as I gazed up at them and mooed by way of greeting.

“This is Caitlyn. She’s a college intern. She actually got into some trouble at school, but she’s been working hard this summer to become more responsible.”

“She’s out here all day in the summer?” the guy in the wheelchair asked, leaning forward.

“Yes. They get used to the heat quickly. We find it keeps their bodies supple and the milk fresh. Too much air conditioning tends to give the milk a more artificial flavor, rather than the buttery, grassy flavor we tend to prefer for a taste profile, if that makes sense.”

For the first time, I realized I was covered in a delicate, dewy sheen of sweat. I mooed softly: “I am bathed daily, or more often if I wish.”

“What did she say?” the man with the cane asked. I had forgotten that they couldn’t understand my speech as a hucow, and so, clearing my throat and concentrating hard, I forced my lips to make human words.

“I said that I’m bathed daily.” My words were still a bit unsteady. “I know I must look a bit dirty since I’ve been sleeping out in the heat on hay but… I just wanted you to know that I’m not.”

Dr. Crowne was grinning at me, obviously approving of my effort in making my words come out normally.

“Yes, Caitlyn is correct. And if you wanted to take her back to the cabin, you could bathe her as much as you’d like. Or not at all, if you’d prefer.”

“What was that about Napoleon writing to his wife when he was coming home?” the man with the eye patch said. “Telling her to stop bathing?”

“If my wife did that, I’d take her out back and hose her down in the yard along with the dogs,” the scarred man said. “Especially if she did that when I came home from deployment.”

“Better to have a stinky sweaty wife than a cheating bitch of a wife,” the guy in the wheelchair said with a wry grin. “It turned out Debra was fucking the pool boy while I was in Afghanistan.”

Suddenly, it clicked for me, who these men were and why they all seemed to have some sort of serious injury.

“You’re all veterans?” I asked.

Dr. Crowne nodded.

“Yes, these gentlemen are from an organization that provides social opportunities for disabled veterans.”

“Well,” the guy with the eyepatch said. “We all met through the organization, and became friends there, but this is not a sponsored trip or anything. Just so we’ve got that clear—this is just a boys’ trip, you know?”

I nodded, filling in the gaps.

“I bet there are people in your organization who wouldn’t approve of having a hucow for the weekend,” I suggested.

“Hey, she’s pretty clever, doc. And she’s a little hottie. I say we take this one.”

The men huddled for a second, discussing, and then the guy with the cane turned back to Dr. Crowne.

“Yeah, we want her for the weekend.” And then he grinned down at me. “If that’s okay with you, Caitlyn. We’re all a fair bit older than you, so we weren’t sure if you’d be cool with some middle-aged guys…”

I was beaming with pleasure and pride. To think that they wanted little ol’ me for a weekend of fun!

“I’m very cool with it,” I all but cried with delight. “And… And I’d love to thank you all for your service.”

For a second, I thought I’d said something wrong, when the men exchanged uneasy looks, but then they all burst out laughing.

“We’re gonna’ have a lot of fun with you, cutie,” the man with the eye-patch said.


Chapter 2


The group of men I was being given to had a van for the weekend, which was able to accommodate their friend in his wheelchair. I crawled out of my pen behind them, and Dr. Crowne affixed a leash to my collar, and then gave it to the man in the wheelchair.

“She’s yours till Sunday evening, or longer, if you all want to extend your stay. You have your directions to the cottage, I believe. Feel free to ask Caitlyn to do anything for you—she’ll cook and clean, provide nourishment via her udders, and of course, we would appreciate if you breed her a few times.”

I felt myself blushing hard as the men all exchanged grins.

“You’re really serious about that?” the guy in the wheelchair said. “We can smash as often as we want?”

“We’d be happy if you would. I imagine Caitlyn would be, most of all. Wouldn’t you, Caitlyn?”

I nodded eagerly.

“Yes, I absolutely would. I…”

I hesitated and then decided to go for it. I was already stripped naked for them, and they would be intimately familiar with the literal ins and outs of my body before too long. I sat back on my butt—the enormity of my milk-filled udders sometimes made moving around difficult, which is why I was hesitant to stand, and leaned back, spreading my legs and revealing my soaked pussy. They could see everything now—my swollen, pink lips and my inner hole, dripping with my juices, framed by a light dusting of pubic hair.

“See?” I said, still exerting quite a bit of effort to speak clearly and coherently. “I’m… I’m really wet, right? You can tell I want it. I’m just always horny.” I gave a little giggle. “I mean, my hormones are out of control, so honestly, it would be torture if I didn’t get a little attention now and then.”

“Caitlyn, in my experience, you require a lot of attention.”

I was blushing even harder as I giggled.

“I’ll come clean and tell you guys I was kind of a slut in college… But I’m so much hornier now that I’m on the farm here. But it’s different from college, because I feel like I’m actually being… productive, for once in my life. Does that make sense? I’m making milk that people want to drink and giving people pleasure with my body. It makes me feel like I have a purpose, besides just working hard in college and getting a good job and making lots of money. It makes me feel like I belong, like people need me.”

I realized I’d been monologuing and I clapped my hands over my mouth in embarrassment, the movement causing my leaking tits to jiggle.

“Sorry, I’m yapping. I’d be happy to let you guys do whatever you like to me this weekend. Only, it’s good for my body and my udders if you ejaculate inside of me—it can be my mouth or my vagina or my anus—and let the semen sit there for a bit so I can absorb the nutrients from it.”

“Yeah,” the guy with the cane said, taking a step forward and patting my head affectionately. “Caitlyn, I think we’re gonna’ be able to do that no problem.”

I nuzzled his hand and they led me to their van. I waved goodbye to Dr. Crowne and piled into the van, ending up stretched over the laps of the several of them in the back. I gasped when a felt a stray hand slide between my thighs and stroke my wet lips.

“She really is fucking soaked,” the eye-patch wearing guy murmured in awe.


Chapter 3


“So, I think some introductions are in order. Caitlyn, it’s very good to meet you,” the guy with the eye-patch continued, his fingers still inside of me. I clenched my muscles tight around him, like a hand-shake. “I’m Ron. And damn, girl, you’ve been doing your Kegel’s. Tim, feel this.”

Tim turned out to the be guy in the wheel-chair, who turned in his chair to reach back and force his muscular fingers into my pussy. I moaned softly.

“That feels good, Tim… Mooooo….”

“What’s with the mooing?” he asked. “Is that just like, an affectation?”

“Not quite,” I murmured—moomured. “One of the side-effects of the medications I’m on to transform my body and produce more milk is that words become harder to form and my speech tends to sound like mooing. It’s a complete coincidence, but it does fit the aesthetic of the farm, doesn’t it?” I giggled and then moaned as Tim’s fingers found my clit. I could see that, while his legs were skinny, obviously because he hadn’t really been able to use them, his upper body was nearly as muscular as that of the bulls—and this was without all the additional medications they themselves were on. “My speech will go back to normal when I stop taking the medications and I’ll be able to speak without any trouble. Everyone on the farm can understand moo pretty easily, though, so I usually don’t bother to put forth the effort to sound like a human.”

The guy with the cane reached for one of my udders and let out a long, low whistle as he squeezed, sending a stream of milk squirting out of my teat.

“Well, I’ll be damned. And we can milk you and drink as much as we want?” After a second, he added a bit sheepishly: “I’m Danny, by the way. And that’s Phil driving.”

Phil was the one with the scars on his face. He raised a hand and waved.

“You all seem to be having lots of fun with her back there, so I think I get first crack at her once we get there, since I’m the designated driver.”

“Just because you’re the only one with working legs and depth perception,” Danny snorted.

I giggled. This was a fun group, I could tell. I liked how they teased each other, and I liked how curious they were about me. In a world of toxic masculinity, these guys just wanted to have fun with their friends, and showed polite interest in a girl—polite, considering the context. Considering I was already naked and splayed across their laps, with my wet pussy on display and my nipples leaking milk.

“So, to answer your question,” I said, after taking a deep breath, steeling myself for the cognitive challenge of speaking human language. “Yes, please drink as much of my milk as you like! My milk isn’t quite ready to be sold in stores yet, since it’s still developing, and I need to have my breasts emptied as often as possible so they don’t start to hurt and get too swollen.”

“What you’re saying is, we’re doing you a favor by sucking on your titties, huh?” Phil called back. I giggled again.

“You sure are! Same with breeding me. My body absorbs nutrients from your… your seed, and it makes my milk better.” I was blushing hard again, feeling so exposed as I explained this to them, but they were absolutely fascinated. I moaned softly as fingers invaded my pussy and hands squeezed my tits, palpating them. “That feels good, by the way.”

“And you’re, like, not being held here by force? You’re here by choice, right? This isn’t a cult situation?” Ron asked, laughing a bit nervously.

“I know what it looks like, but yes—this is a regular job. I have health insurance and everything. Better health insurance than most people my age get through work, actually. And I can quit any time I want to.”

“That’s what I said about smoking,” Danny muttered, and reached for his vape.

“But I really don’t want to quit. I really like this work and… well, like I said, I was feeling kind of rudderless in college, and now, I feel like I have a purpose.” And then, with a sweet little smile, I added: “And having a high sex drive really comes in handy here!”

“I want to work here,” Phil said with a wistful sigh.

“Yeah, are they hiring?”

“You can always talk to Dr. Crowne!” Seeing an opportunity, I asked: “You’re all veterans?”

“That’s right,” Ron said. “We all served in Iraq and Afghanistan back in the day. And… well, we’ve all brought a part of it back with us, one way or another. We always say to just take it one day at a time.”

I felt my eyes filling with tears.

“Thank you for your service,” I repeated again. “I know it’s not much but… If there’s anything I can do to thank you with my body, then… Please, don’t hesitate.”

Again, a chuckle went through the men.

“Did I say something wrong?”

Danny stroked my hair affectionately and Tim reached a hand back to pat my thigh.

“No, you didn’t,” Danny said. “It’s kind of a running joke with vets that we hate it when old folks come up to us to make a big show of thanking us for our service. They just want to make themselves feel better. The most they’ll do maybe is buy you a cup of coffee. But you’re different, Caitlyn—you actually are going to do something really, really nice for us.”

“Yes, I am!” I cried, my voice turning into a moo halfway through my sentence. “I want to help you all in any way I can—I mean, really, if you’re stressed, take it out on me, if you need to be comforted, I’ll… I’ll cuddle with you and we can have nice slow sex and you can suckle me or… Anything you want. I mean it.”

A silence hung over the car. Ron finally broke it.

“Caitlyn, I don’t know if you’re looking for an older boyfriend…” he started and we all burst into laughter.


Chapter 4


The cottages the farm maintains for guests are all arrayed around a small lake on the farm’s grounds. A forest hugs the lake clearing, and it’s a very idyllic spot—you wouldn’t even know there was a farm nearby if you hadn’t just come from it.

The group of guys had rented one of these lakefront cottages and that was where they pulled up. It was a sunny, summer’s morning, and I saw that several of the other cottages also had visitors. There were hucows out, naked, and grilling sausages for a late breakfast for their guests. Across the lake, I could make out one hucow bent over a picnic table, and if you listened carefully, you could just barely make out her mooed shrieks of pleasure as her guest rode her.

Not a bad way to spend the summer, if I do say so myself! It was a few degrees cooler here by the lake too, which only made it more pleasant to be here. As we piled out of the van, a cool breeze blew across the lake and I even shivered, my swollen nipples growing hard as droplets of milk dribbled out of them.

Then, I felt a hard tug on my leash and I turned to see Phil grinning at me.

“Caitlyn, will you show me to my room, please? I’d like to get better acquainted with you in there.”

“Sure!” I chirped, as sweetly as I could with the collar digging into my throat. I padded on my hands and knees towards the cottage and heaved myself into a kneeling position to unlock the door.

Inside was a fairly standard beach house, but quite nice for the standards of a rental. It was cleaned regularly by the hucows, I knew, and the state-of-the-art kitchen was well-stocked with delicious and nutritious food, in addition to milk from different hucows on the farm. I felt a little… indignant that there would be milk from different hucows. Wasn’t my milk enough for them, damn it?

But I knew this, like so many other things in life, was just a marketing ploy. The idea was to introduce our guests to milk they could buy in stores, and mine wasn’t approved yet for sale in stores, alas.

In addition to the great kitchen, there was a pretty luxurious balcony and porch that looked out onto the lake, as well as other balconies attached to the upstairs bedrooms. There was a cutting-edge entertainment system as well, with a streaming device already set up and subscriptions to various services already logged in—no more fumbling to remember your passwords!

I let Phil upstairs and he took a quick look at the bedrooms before selecting one for himself. He set his bags down and then I squealed as he seized me and picked me up, tossing me onto the bed.

“You seem pretty innocent, Caitlyn, I gotta’ say,” he growled as he undid his jeans. I bit my lip and grinned back at him. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were pretty inexperienced.”

“I could pretend to be, if you like. If you want to pretend it’s my first time, for instance.”

“Your first time? Think you can act that well?”

I stuck out my tongue and, then, playing the virgin, squeezed my legs shut and batted my doe eyes at him.

“Gosh, mister,” I said. “What are you gonna’ do with that big cock?”

And his cock was big. Certainly, not nearly as large as the massive tools I was not used to having inside of me day and night, but in civilian life, it would be nothing to sneeze at. If I’d pulled down a pair of shorts at college and found the thick, hairy shaft that now winked at me, I’d be pretty pleased.

“You’re going to take this big fat cock,” Phil informed me, in no uncertain terms. I squirmed as he pinned me to the bed, giggling as he forced a kiss onto my lips.

“Are you sure it’s gonna’ fit, mister? I ain’t ever done this before!” I squealed as I felt him press his cock against my pussy. He slid in easily and I gasped as he gripped me, digging his fingers in hard as he began to thrust into me. “That hurts, mister! You’re tearing my virgin pussy apart!”

“Too bad. This is what happens to flirty little virgins like you.”

I burst out laughing and then he joined me.

“Okay, maybe you’re not a great actress. You’ve got other talents,” he growled as he took one of my nipples into his mouth.

Being bred by the bulls was fun, but having sex like this was fun in its own way too. Being bred by the bulls sometimes… felt like life and death. Like it was all I could do to keep my sanity, my muscles and flesh being subjected to the most extreme fucking a human my size could receive. The endorphin rush of that kind of sex was amazing, combined with the painful pleasure of being milked, but it was intense and left me emotionally numb afterwards.

On the other hand, intimate, flirty, banter-filled sex like this with Phil, where he was on top of me and I could look at his handsome, scarred face as he rocked his hips into me, my hole squishing and milking him, this was really a delight. Pleasure-filled sighs kept escaping his lips and my milk dribbled down his chin as he grinned down at me.

“You are pretty damn tasty, I have to say,” he grunted, his cock twitching inside of me. He thrust a few more times into me, hard, and I squealed appreciatively as I felt his cum start to flowing, flooding me as he arched his back, sighing in pleasure. I reached for his muscular butt and gripped it tight, pulling him into me.

“That’s it, baby,” I whimpered. “Let it all out. Give it all to me.”

“Fuck,” he groaned, finally collapsing on my generous chest. I held him, stroking his muscular shoulders and his soft, sweaty hair as he panted.

My fingers traced their way over his face and then I found myself touching the scars on his face.

“Roadside bomb outside of Fallujah,” he murmured. “I was lucky, let’s just say.”

“I’m glad you’re here,” I said softly, and pulled him up for a kiss. I slid him out of my body and pushed him down on the bed and then I took his slick, cum-covered cock in my mouth. He groaned as I suckled him to hardness once more, slurping at his shaft. I slid his cock between my breasts and, grinning at him, spat on it, lubricating it and then crushing it between my udders as I jerked him off.

“Holy fuck,” he groaned. Each time his cock emerged from my tips, I suckled the head, and saw his face contort with pleasure. I could taste his salty, bitter cum still dripping from his cock, and mixing with the sweet creaminess of my milk, and the cocktail was fantastic.

Soon, he lost control and as he began to cum, his cockhead swelling and exploding, I clapped my lips over his head once more, applying pressure and continuing to milk him as he came. I swallowed his seed as he fertilized my mouth, closing my eyes at the pleasure and intimacy of the act. Here I was, showing my gratitude to a serviceman in the way he most appreciated.

“Caitlyn, that was fucking awesome…”

I gave him a big, beaming smile. First vet satisfied!


Chapter 5


The other guys had selected their rooms by now, and so Phil simply took me by my leash and led me into the next room. This turned out to be Tim, in his wheelchair. The cottage was accessible, I knew—there was a small elevator at the end of the hall, plus ramps to get into the building and onto the porch.

“Dude, she’s the real deal,” Phil said, still sounding a bit dazed. “She just fucking sucked my soul out my dick.”

I grinned and batted my eye lashes, making a show of modesty even though I was naked and dripping cum already.

Phil left me there with Tim, who grinned back at me and beckoned me towards him. He pulled me up into his lap with his strong arms and I let out a delighted yelp, finding myself held in them.

“You’re so strong!” I said with a giggle. “You could just rip me apart if you wanted to!”

“Maybe I want to,” he said, teasing. I reached for the hem of his shirt and pulled it off, revealing his muscled torso. I let out a desperate moan as I pressed my naked body to his chest, grinding my pussy against his abs.

I felt his hands find my tits and squeeze hard. I groaned, whimpering as my milk spurted everywhere. He caught some of it in his mouth, slurping hungrily at my tits.

“Damn, you’re just so delicious, Caitlyn,” he snarled. I felt his teeth sink into one of my nipples and I yelped appreciatively. I’d always liked being bitten and now, he took that as a sign to bite me more. He tore at my swollen breasts while I moaned and panted, grinding my pussy against him, my milk leaking all over us.

I felt his fingers slide inside of me and he grinned, digging deep into my hole and making a kind of come-hither motion with his digits that made me gasp—he was hitting a certain verrrrry sensitive spot inside of my pussy that I could usually only get stimulated through particularly rough doggy-style.

“Holy fuck,” I whimpered and then defaulted to moos as he fingered me, faster and faster, almost violently plunging his strong hand in and out of my pussy. I felt tears burning in my eyes—the orgasm was being torn from my body. I was so used to being fucked, but I wasn’t used to being manhandled like this and I loved it.

“Are you close, baby girl?” Tim whispered. He bit at my lips as I mooed into his mouth, kissing him desperately, my pussy spasming. I was close—stupidly close. I bit back a sob and then I was cumming—and not just cumming, but squirting, something that rarely happened. I mooed and shrieked as my pussy exploded all over his lap and his belly as I shook in his arms.

“Oh my god, oh my god…” I moaned, trembling in his arms as I felt him starting to undo his pants. I guess I hadn’t really thought about whether everything was working down there, and I was delighted to see that it was—that a fat cock now stood at attention, pressing against my inner thighs.

“I’m taking your ass,” Tim growled. “Is there lube or something around?”

“Just use my pussy juices,” I whimpered. “And my milk, if you have to.”

With a grin, Tim grabbed one of my tits and squeezed hard. I groaned as he milked me onto his cock, and then, he slid himself into my pussy—just enough to wet himself with my juices and the cum still in my hole from Phil—before pushing himself against my asshole.

In truth, my ass was already a bit lubricated now, from a combination of my own juices dripping down and the side-effects from the hucow medications, which caused the anus to self-lubricate—something that Dr. Crowne hadn’t exactly intended but was delighted to discover with some of his first hucows. It let them use their asses for breeding more easily and many of them apparently reported preferring anal sex without any external lubricant, since the lubricant our bodies produced felt better and more natural.

With his cock lubricated, I sat back on it and let out a whimper as I felt my asshole start to open up. Anal breeding has always been the hardest for me, for obvious reasons, but I knew that for guests at the farm, it would be an exotic treat, and so I bit my lip as the pain and pleasure collided and my asshole began to dilate around the thick cock. For our guests, I knew their wives probably didn’t let them give it to them in their asses whenever the mood struck, if at all, and I bet it was a rare delight to have a girl who didn’t hem and haw about taking it in the ass, or complain at all, but rather eagerly sat back and took the cock like a good girl.

I rarely received anal from below, so this was an unusual experience for me as well. I groaned as I sat back, letting my weight pull me down onto Tim’s cock as it buried itself in my bowels.

“How’s that feel?” he asked, grinning widely. I managed a weak smile.

“It feels good. I feel so nice and full… I don’t usually get to ride so this is gonna’ be fun…”

He took one of my nipples in his mouth, still sore from the attention it had already received, and I whimpered as he suckled and milked me. I began to rock my hips on his lap, riding the cock buried in my butt, bouncing up and down as my muscles relaxed and stretched.

It hurt, of course, but I was familiar with the pain and found the intensity pleasant. If it hadn’t hurt, I would have been concerned that there was something wrong, that my insides would growing uncomfortably numb to the experience. Rather, the pain made me feel alive, made me whimper and squeal, and I shuddered, my hole twitching around his cock as I rode him, slowly at first, and then faster and faster.

"Holy shit, Caitlyn, you’re a good little anal slut,” he growled in my ear, gripping my generous ass as I bounced on him. My ass had noticeably grown in the time I’d been on the farm, though not nearly as much as my breasts. I was prouder of it now than I had ever been before, doing endless sets of squats in the gym to try and grow my butt. I yelped when Tim slapped it, and wiggled on his cock, sliding almost all the way off his dick and then sinking back down, letting his cock impaled my guts over and over.

Finally, I felt his cock start to twitch inside of me—that tell-tale twitch—and I closed my eyes in bliss as I felt him start to cum. An absolute torrent of seed flooded my ass and I had to moan as he filled me, holding me tight and groaning as he pulled me onto him.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he growled.

“Thank you for your service,” I whimpered, and he chuckled.

“I wish everyone who said that was a cute little hucow eager to bounce on my dick,” he said. He suckled at my nipples until he got hard again, keeping his cock in my ass, and then I was bouncing again, riding him as I grinned, playing with his chest hair and nipples. He was so manly, in a sort of weathered, dadbod kind of way, and I was eager to squeeze another load out of him.

“Does that feel good?” I cooed gently. “You can use any of my holes whenever you want.”

“You’re fucking amazing, Caitlyn,” he groaned as I bounced on him. He drank deeply from my tits as I pleasured him with my hole, and I grinned, feeling his balls tighten up once more as his cock came closer and closer to that delicious conclusion—soon, he was cumming again, filling my worn, brutalized asshole for a second time.

The thick smell of sex—and specifically anal sex, if you know what I mean—hung over the room as I slid off his cock, letting it rest, and felt his cum immediately begin to leak out of my ass.

“Bend over the bed,” he ordered. “I wanna’ see the damage.”

I giggled and mooed appreciatively as I obeyed him and he spread my ass cheeks.

“Fuck, your poor little hole.” I gasped when I felt him run a finger around the edge of my brutalized asshole, along the rim of my swollen muscles. “Does that hurt?”

“Only a bit. I’m kind of used to it,” I said, and then, with a moo, I admitted: “I’m a bit of a glutton for punishment, if you know what I mean.”

“Are you saying you need a spanking?”

“If you’re offering!” I said with a giggle and climbed back into his lap.

“It’s hard, you know. Dating like I am. But you didn’t even, you know… Try and make me feel better about it. You knew exactly what I needed,” Tim said, running a hand appreciatively over my ass cheeks. “You just climbed onto my cock, no questions asked.”

“What can I say?” I whimpered, anxious for the spanking to begin. I think he was trying to be affectionate, stroking my ass, but I knew he would start slapping any moment and the excitement and anticipation had me shivering with desire. “I saw you and I knew what I wanted to do to you.”

I gasped when he slapped my cheeks. My ass wiggled and jiggled, flinging cum and sweat and milk everywhere.

“You’re a real treasure, Caitlyn,” he said, and slapped my ass again, even harder. I yelped, my butt already burning. He made me count the spanks, and I did eagerly—I received twenty on each cheek and by the time he was done, my ass was swollen and burning.

Standing in front of the mirror, I craned my neck around to admire my cherry-red cheeks.

“You really did a number on my poor booty,” I whimpered, miming mock tears as Tim snickered. He had me pose on his lap and we took a selfie, with my welted ass very visible, and then he sent me to the next room.


Chapter 6


Ron was just finishing unpacking in the next room, and had a six-pack on the bed. One beer bottle was almost empty and he grinned at me as I crawled in, on all fours, looking up at him with my innocent, doe eyes.

“Can you have a beer while you’re on duty?” he asked me. I shrugged.

“I don’t see why not. I’m allowed to have a single drink every few hours with guests if I’d like—Dr. Crowne just doesn’t want us getting drunk, since that can affect milk production, plus, of course, the consent issues with being bred and serving guests. But I won’t get drunk from a single beer.” I winked at him. “I am a college girl, after all. I can hold my booze.”

Ron snorted. “That’s not the association we had with college girls in my day but… Well, have at it, kiddo.”

He took a beer out of the cardboard holder, cracked it open, and handed it to me as the neck began to foam. I immediately, out of instinct, clapped my lips onto his, practically deep-throating it as the sudsy foam filled my mouth.

“Sorry, those were a bit shaken up on the ride over here,” he said as he watched several inches of beer bottle disappear into my mouth. As I swallowed the foam, I slid the bottle out of my mouth and then made a face, looking at it.

“Yuck, what is this?” It was some sort of intense dry-hopped IPA. “Oh, god, this is such a middle-aged dad beer,” I moaned. “This is the first beer I’ve had since coming here this summer, and it’s gotta’ be a nasty IPA?” I jerked the mouth of the bottle towards Ron. “You’re going to have to fuck me really good to make up for this, mister.”

I knew I was being a brat, but I could tell that Ron loved it by his grin. He chugged the rest of his beer and then drew me close to him, giving me a malty, hoppy kiss as he groped at my body. I gasped as I felt the now empty beer bottle pressing between my butt-cheeks—what was he doing?

“Bend over,” he ordered, and obediently, I spread my legs and bent over the bed. “Spread your cheeks.”

I obeyed, very conscious of the fact that my well-used pussy and ass were now on full display for him. He snorted when he saw.

“Wow, looks like the someone really did a number on your asshole.”

“It’s still tight,” I mooed, and then yelped as I felt glass sliding into my butt.

“Hold still,” he ordered as he pressed the beer bottle into my ass. I moaned hotly, my udders swaying and dripping milk onto the bed spread as he slowly pumped it in and out of my, the neck going deeper and deeper into my swollen, chafed asshole until he pushed hard, and my ring of muscle slid over the fatter part of the bottle, and I felt myself spread like I’d never been before, mooing hungrily as I was open up, absolutely gutted.

“Oh my god,” I whimpered.

“Do you like that?” he asked, teasing.

“Yes,” I mooed. “I love it. I never thought of doing this. This is so… so nasty and fun…”

“Dr. Crowne said you don’t have much of a gag reflex,” Ron continued. I nodded. To show him, I opened my mouth as wide as I could and slid my own beer bottle to the back of my throat, pressing against the fleshy walls as so many cocks had before. I felt my eyes begin to water, but that was more because I was tipping beer into my throat without taking a breath.

Truthfully, I preferred drinking the beer this way, since it bypassed my tongue and that meant I didn’t have to taste his yucky beer. Finally, once it was empty, I stifled a belch and pulled the bottle out of my mouth.

“Now, do that, but to my cock,” he ordered and I grinned. He sat down, cracking open another beer and pulling his cock out. With the beer bottle still in my ass, I knelt before him, grinning up at him as I took his cock in my hand. I rubbed it against my face and cheeks, against my nose and eyes, as though I were trying to coat myself with his scent.

“Thank you for your service,” I said, before taking him into my mouth. He groaned when I did that, chuckling. I felt his delicious, meaty, musky flavor overwhelm my senses as I inhaled him, taking him deep and burying my face in his pubic hair.

“I bet the other guys said as much, but what you’re doing now means a whole hell of a lot more than all the usual parade bullshit,” he moaned, thrusting his hips forward. He took a swig of beer and grabbed the back of my head, pumping into my throat. My muscles tightened involuntarily around the bottle in my ass, and that was pretty hot to feel—to really feel stretched in a way I hadn’t in weeks. “Sometimes, the only thing that’ll make you feel okay is a beer and some good head, but you’re not supposed to say that in polite society…”

I slid his cock out of my mouth and spread the spit coating it all over my face as I rubbed against his shaft, caressing it and petting it, nuzzling it.

“I think you should be able to,” I murmured. “I think more girls should show how grateful we are, just like this.”

“Well, I guess that’s what hucows are for, huh?” he asked with a grin and I winked at him, taking him into my mouth once more.

“Sure is!” I mooed onto his cock, the sound completely muffled as I throated him. I bobbed my head eagerly as I took his cock, and soon, he was cumming in my mouth—delicious, salty cum flooding my throat as I closed my eyes in bliss, receiving his seed, his gift.

“Fuck, Caitlyn, you make me feel like I’m twenty years old all over again,” he said with a sigh as I stood up. I turned around and bent over, showing him the bottle stuck in my ass once more and he took hold of it, slowly, agonizingly pulling it out.

“I’m gonna’ keep this as a souvenir, I think,” he announced. I giggled.

“Gross! Throw that out and you can stick another one in me later if you really want.”

He rolled his eyes and obliged as I washed my mouth out with the final swig of beer from my bottle. I much preferred the taste of cum to the taste of IPA. But I figured he wouldn’t mind it if my kisses tasted like IPA, so I climbed onto his lap to give him a final kiss before I ventured into the final room.


Chapter 7


In the fourth bedroom, I found Danny, already naked—and attaching a prosthetic to his right leg. I realized he’d lost a good chunk of it above the knee, and I watched in silent awe as he fit what was left of his leg into a complex looking device, almost like something that would be attached to a robot in a scifi movie.

“Oh, hey, Caitlyn,” he said with a warm smile. “The other guys already take their turn?”

“They sure did,” I said, as cheerfully as I could while controlling my staring at the fake leg.

“Elephant in the room,” he said. “I’m test-running this bad boy but—”

I walked over to the bed and hopped on it, on my hands and knees.

“Well?”

My holes were aimed directly at him.

“Well what?”

“There’s only one test that really matters, right?” I said with a sweet grin. “Are you gonna’ be able to rearrange my guts or not?”

Danny laughed. I could see that being a bit bratty with these guys brought them a lot of comfort—rather than being in awe of their deeds and heroism, or filled with pity for their injuries and trauma, they preferred if I were flirty and fun. I gasped when Ron seized a handful of my hair and reached for my pussy.

“Damn, you’re soaked.“

“Well, d’uh,” I shot back. “I’ve been waiting for your dick! What else is a girl supposed to do?”

I yelped when he slapped my already bruised ass and then spread my cheeks.

“Well, I can see the other boys already put you through the ringer.”

“I’ve got plenty of stamina,” I said, matter-of-factly. And it was true—I was nowhere near my limit. I was just getting started. “But if you’re too tired, maybe some milk would help you wake up?”

“Isn’t it usually the opposite?” he said, but he did reach for my teats and, squeezing hard, covered his hand in my creamy milk. He licked it off his hand, and sighed. “That’s really fucking hot, Caitlyn. You taste so good.”

“Told ya’!” I chirped and pressed back against his crotch, feeling his cock. “And that sure did wake you up, like I said. I win, so you gotta’ fuck me nice and hard now, okay?”

I felt his grip in my hair tighten and he pulled hard as he forced me to arch my back. He pressed into me and I squealed, feeling his cock fill me. There was a forcefulness to his thrusts that I wasn’t quite used to—maybe it was the position he had me in, arching my back—but I felt small and helpless, in the best and sexiest, most dominated way possible.

With each thrust, his cock conquered me and I wailed, mooing pathetically, feeling myself getting closer and closer. His cock was hitting that nice, sensitive spot that had already given me an orgasm earlier in the day, and soon, I felt myself losing control. I came on his cock, squirting around his shaft as he forced it into me like he was spearing a wild boar.

“So good!” I moaned, shaking as he continued to take me. Soon, I felt his cock begin to twitch and then he was cumming, filling me up—how many delicious loads had I taken from this group of veterans today? And how many more would they give me before their weekend with me was over?

“Fuck, that was something else,” Danny groaned, and I felt his cock slide out of my hole. “Did you cum there?”

“Yeah,” I whimpered. “You were hitting… a really good spot. Like, a really good spot.”

Then, I turned around, beaming.

“Look! Your leg works!”

“What?”

“You were able to hit my good spot with your leg, and I came just from getting fucked doggy-style—you know, most women rarely, if ever, orgasm during coitus!”

He stared at me dumbfounded.

“They don’t?”

“It can be pretty challenging, especially if you only do missionary.”

I saw a look of realization on his face.

“Oh. So they were just trying to be nice,” he murmured. I bit my lip.

“Well, sure, but you never know—it’s not like it never happens—but look—with your new prosthetic, you fucked me REALLY good—so keep that in mind.”

I turned around, and without further ado, took his cock into his mouth. Guys are easy to distract like that—he hardened pretty quickly as I kissed and stroked his cock and balls, and soon, he was blowing a load all over my face as I grinned up at him.

And to think, the weekend was only just beginning!

Check out the second part of Caitlyn’s weekend with the vets here!
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Pleasured on the Hucow Farm


Prologue


My name is Caitlyn and I’m nineteen years old. I just finished my first year of college… Sort of. I basically failed. Fuck my life, right?

So, my parents are determined that I need to learn responsibility and maturity, somehow, some way. When I suggest that I go work for a bit on a dairy farm I’d just heard about, they agree—I’ll do anything to keep from losing my trust fund and my parents’ support! So what if I’m a bit of a spoiled brat?

I want to be better. Really, I do.

Soon, though, I realize the dairy farm I’m working on isn’t like other dairy farms… It’s a hucow farm, and it turns out, I’m a prime new candidate to become a hucow! I’m not so sure about the idea at first, but Dr. Crowne, the physician running the farm, quickly convinces me: I want to give in to my body’s potential and learn the meaning of hard work from him and everyone else on the farm!

Also… The idea of being bred every single day doesn’t sound too bad, does it?

Catch up with the first part of my story where I meet Dr. Crowne for the first time and learn all about the farm, and then the second part of my story where I get bred by the bulls for the first time! And don’t miss the third chapter, where I receive an intimate exam to determine how my milk production is going!

For the first part of this story, where I meet the group of guests who’ve come to the farm to enjoy my creamy, milky delights, make sure you check out the fourth chapter of my story. And while you’re at it, you can read all about the kinky adventures of the other girls on the hucow farm too!


Chapter 1


After I’d welcomed all the men to their cabin for the weekend with my body, I made my way back downstairs to fix them something to eat. They hadn’t asked me to do this, but I knew something about men—if they didn’t want a nap after fucking, they’d want to eat.

The cottage came with a full fridge—eggs, some veggies, butter, a few different kinds of cold cuts and raw meat for grilling, and, of course, several single source milks from different hucow girls on the farm. When I opened the fridge, my attention was caught by those milks.

As much as I wanted the vets to only drink my milk this weekend, I knew I should give them a chance to taste the milk of other hucows—especially the ones who’d been deemed tasty enough to be sold in stores as single-source artisanal milks. I selected two of the bottles. The bottles featured two of the hucows I’d heard a lot about: Marissa and Jennifer.

I hesitated for a moment, holding the bottles in my hands. On the side of the bottles were labels featuring glossy pictures of the girls, naked but covering up their private parts and smiling blushingly for the camera, as though the photographer had just walked in on them. Could I be one of those girls some day? Would my milk be tasty enough to capture the attention of grocery shoppers looking for a creamy treat?

I took a sip from Marissa’s bottle, and savored the delicate notes of vanilla in her milk, and then, for the sake of comparison, I took a sip from Jennifer’s bottle. Her milk was a bit bolder, with a kind of wholesome, grassy sunshine to it. Both were wonderful and I stood there, in the kitchen, simply letting the flavors of the fruit of their teats meld in my mouth. I wondered what it would be like to drink directly from the source—to take their nipples into my mouth myself and suckle like a newly borne calf?

In a way, that’s what I was, a new hucow, a little calf, finding my way in the world, and learning my purpose. My udders felt heavy with milk at the thought—I was noticing that my mental state had a certain effect on my body’s milk production, and that simply thinking about being a hucow, about having my udders heavy with milk, could affect the way they felt and how much milk my body was producing. It was a strange thing to experience, certainly, but I wasn’t about to fight it.

I closed my eyes and focused on the idea of milk. On the feelings of my breasts becoming full of milk. I remembered, as an eighteen year old college girl, when a frat boy had first sucked my nipples while I was underneath him. He was thrusting wildly into me, and it was all I could do to whimper and take it—I was still inexperienced then, and the pain and pleasure of aggressive penetration was still something I couldn’t quite wrap my head around. I didn’t know whether to moan or cry and so I simply clung to him and tried to kiss him, but he wanted to see my breasts, which I allowed, and then I felt his mouth and tongue on my nipples.

I’d gasped then, amazed at the contrast between the dull pounding at my insides and how delicate his tongue and lips were as they tugged at my hard nipples. That had made me more excited, and I remember arching my chest forward a bit, pressing my boobs into his face, trying to encourage him to lap at my nipples more and more, to suckle them. Then, he bit me. Hard. I yowled in agony, but I found I rather liked it—I couldn’t quite express that to him though, and he simply apologized and moved onto my other nipple, which he suck and bit more gently, which worked for me, and then he turned me over and pounded me from behind, a position I liked a lot more and even as I was cumming on his cock, an orgasm far weaker than the ones I experienced regularly now as a hucow, I was disappointed that he wasn’t playing with my nipples anymore.

Did Marissa and Jennifer feel that? Did their nipples also ache to be suckled and drunk from?

I realized I was wet, rubbing my thighs together in the kitchen as I drank the other girls’ milk, thinking about the sex I’d had in my previous life as a college student, thinking about the sex I wanted to have more of, and the milk I wanted to make. I knew the best milk, however, came from being bred fully—from having a baby implanted in your hucow womb. There was a system in place on the farm to take care of the hucows who became pregnant, because their milk would be even better and richer than before.

As I rubbed my thighs together, feeling my pussy squish with the dripping wetness—as well as, of course, the deliciously hot loads that my guests had already deposited inside of me, I thought about my belly swelling. I thought about how hot it would be to be bred for real—how feminine and desirable I’d feel, like one of those Venus statuettes worshipped by ancient societies, as I showed off my belly and my gorgeous udders, weighed down with delicious, nutritious milk.

“Looks like you’re having a bit of fun without us.”

I jumped, realizing I wasn’t alone. Phil and Tim were both there, watching me from the entrance to the kitchen, a twisted smile on their handsome, middle-aged faces. I knew, once again, it was time to serve them.


Chapter 2


“I guess I was,” I admitted, my voice deteriorating into a moo at the very end of the sentence. Still, I think it was intelligible to them. “I was just drinking some of this milk and… Kind of fantasizing about my milk being in stores and then about being bred and all that…”

I blushed as they advanced on me. I was free for them to use, and they didn’t have to ask permission—though of course, I’d already given it to them. Being wanted felt so good. I could see that they were already hard, their cocks pressing against the confines of their shorts as Phil took me in his arms.

They were strong, but not as strong as Tim’s, whose last few years without the use of his legs had necessitated the development of a truly insane upper body. He was shirtless in his wheel chair, with only a bathing suit over his lower body, and this all gave me a great view of his muscled chest, his abs, and his powerful arms, like those of a comic book superhero.

I moaned as Phil’s hands gripped my tits, the bulge in his pants pressing against my butt. Involuntarily, my body began to react. I’d trained myself since beginning college to start rubbing myself against guys who got close enough, knowing that it drove them crazy, and this was no exception—I felt his hardening bulge rise further as I wiggled my hips, signaling my willingness to breed like a bitch in heat.

“Your milk is pretty tasty, you know,” Phil said as he gestured for his friend to come forward. Gripping one of my tits, he squirted a stream at Tim, who opened his mouth and caught it as both men snickered. I couldn’t do anything but go limp in his arms, mooing and moaning as he milked me. “Hey, Tim, which titty is better—right or left?”

Phil took my other udder into his hand, getting a firm grip, massaging the nipple and then sprayed a stream into his friend’s mouth again. As the stream died down a moment later, Tim swished my milk around in his mouth thoughtfully.

“They taste about the same, but I think the left is a bit creamier and thicker, maybe. Definitely squirted a bunch more.”

“I don’t know why that would be,” I moo-moaned, leaning heavily against Phil, my legs instinctually starting to spread. Tim’s eyes seized on my pussy and he grinned, reaching for his swimsuit and sliding the waistband down to reveal his enticing cock. My eyes focused on it and even though I’d just been fucked not too long ago, a wave of lust came over me.

“Fuck, you can tell she wants it,” Tim announced.

Phil pressed on my back, pushed me forward, letting my face rest in Tim’s lap. I felt him shift around behind me, and I knew he was unzipping himself, preparing to take me from behind, but for a moment, my attention was fully taken up by the delicious cock in front of me, throbbing slightly and all but begging to be sucked. He still smelled like my body; I’d learned to recognize the scent of my holes on a man quickly, no doubt a result of the pheromone and hormone therapy I received as a hucow, and conversely, I could tell when the scent of another hucow was on a bull—I had limited contact with the other girls, but I knew their scents from what their bodies left on the bulls who bred them.

There was no other hucow scent on these powerful cocks, though. Only mine. For the weekend, these men were mine, and they would breed me till I was sore and raw—exactly what I wanted. I took the head of Tim’s cock in my mouth, just the cock head, letting my lips hold it gently as I slurped at the meaty bulb. Tim groaned softly, and then his groans became louder when my tongue found his urethra, and tickled and teased it as I gently pressed my lips into the underside of his cock.

“Fuck, that feels amazing, Caitlyn…” Tim groaned. Meanwhile, I felt something meaty and thick pressing against me from behind. Phil spread my legs while holding my hips and I gasped onto the cock in my mouth as I felt the cock behind me start to slide into my needy pussy. His sudden animal warmth filled me and clenched my pussy tight around him, as though trying to give his cock a hug as he invaded me.

“God, her pussy is fucking amazing too,” Phil moaned. He thrust forward hard, burying himself inside of me up to the hilt and I let out a squeal of pleasure at the sudden roughness. I’d always loved when boys were rough with me at college, because it made it seem like they just wanted me so bad, they couldn’t control themselves, and that preference for roughness, for the insatiable need of men to satisfy themselves with my body however possible, that all remained even now, when I had more sex and attention than I could ever hope for.

Now, as I suckled Tim’s cock, nursing at it the way I imagined nursing at the teats of the other hucows, Phil thrust hard into me, picking up the pace and starting to pump deeper and deeper into me. I felt his thick, needy cock stretching me out and I had tears in my eyes at how incredibly good it felt. It felt like I was being fucked for the first time all over again, the way my pussy reacted to his cock, the way every little sensation of his meatiness made me twitch and shudder with pleasure.

The tip of his cock was pressing deliciously against a particularly sensitive part of my internal anatomy and as he drove in harder and harder, I instinctually pushed back, crushing his cock against the sensitive spot, grinding against him as he fucked me. Meanwhile, I had begun taking more and more of Tim’s cock into my mouth, and the sounds of his moans were like music to my ears.

I was so proud that I could pleasure these brave veterans with my body.

They’d sacrificed so much, risked their lives, and now, all I wanted was to put them at ease—let them relax and enjoy a big-udder’d young hucow. It was all any self-respecting straight man could want, after all. My udders swung proudly as Phil fucked me, pushing me onto Tim’s cock with each thrust, almost gagging me but not quite.

Older men, I was quickly realizing, were great sexual partners. I’d hooked up with the dads of a few friends back at college, but those were short little flings in the bathroom or back seat of an Uber on the way back from dinner, my face buried in an older man’s crotch while his wife in the front seat yapped on about something and his daughter was passed out next to him, drunk off a few too many glasses of wine at the dinner they’d just treated us to. It was always a desperate, taboo kind of situation, with a heavy dose of risk involved, since his wife could never find out, and ideally not my friend and his daughter, as well. And so while the idea had always been sexy and erotic and alluring enough to make me risk it, to make me offer myself up to the handsome older men who sometimes made their way into my life via my friends, it never quite satisfied me as much as I hoped it would. I could tell these guys knew something about sex, knew something about appreciating a woman’s body—they wouldn’t turn up their nose as the taste and smell of a wet pussy, for instance, but would eagerly devour me if given the chance—but we simply didn’t have an opportunity to enjoy the kinky possibilities inherent in the situation.

But now, with these older men, these middle-aged veterans, renting me for the weekend along with their beach house, they could really explore me and take their time. And that meant finding new ways to make me cum, I realized.

Speaking of which, Phil’s cock inside my pussy was really pounding that special spot—it made me feel like I needed to pee, but I knew from experience that wasn’t what was about to happen. I gasped and let go, feeling my body orgasm. Every single cell of my needy body felt like it was exploding, writhing with pleasure and release as I came. I felt something squirt out of my pussy, and heard it splatter on the floor as my hole leaked audibly, absolutely dripping around Phil’s cock.

“Shit, this bitch just squirted!” Phil announced as my cheeks burned with embarrassment. “I didn’t know you could do that, Caitlyn.”

I’d only ever squirted a few times in my life, I wanted to tell him (but I felt Tim’s cock sliding down the back of my throat now and it would be too difficult to talk, too difficult to explain anything at all, and so I simply kept swallowing the fat tip of his cock), and mostly it was with the bulls when they were breeding me on the farm here. But now, his delicious, powerful cock had actually made me squirt. My thighs were trembling and shaking from the exertion of cumming and I could literally smell the raw, sour scent of my cunt, as though I were an animal in heat, presenting myself to whatever mates my come by and want to mount me.

But I was already being bred, and being bred hard. My throat and my mouth were both in ecstasy and as Phil pumped into me, I felt a finger force itself into my tight ass. My hole was swollen from being fucked, of course, but what else was new? I was used to the pain, and the pleasure of being stretched, and the contrast of the feeling of the cock in my pussy and the smaller, more agile finger exploring my asshole, was delicious.

I buried my face in Tim’s crotch as I felt him start to cum. His cock twitched angrily in the back of my throat and then, there it went—spurting stream after stream of deliciously salty seed. He groaned, his body twitching, and I felt his hand find the back of my head and force my face hard down onto his lap, crushing my nose against his pubic hair. I inhaled deeply, savoring the scent of this man who’d sacrificed so much, the musky, musty, sweaty scent of his body. It was addictive, and insanely erotic—if I didn’t already have a cock inside of me, I’d want to climb on top of his lap and bounce on him until he gave me another load.

“Fuck, she’s incredible,” Tim sighed as he slid his softening cock out of my mouth. I swallowed all of his cum, swishing it around a bit in my mouth to make sure I got everything, and then stuck my tongue out with a smile to show him that I’d gotten it all.

“Look, all gone!” I said, grinning and sticking out my tongue. Then, I began licking and kissing his belly and abs, letting him sigh and groan as I worshipped him, as I inhaled his scent and showed him my appreciation.

I could tell Phil was getting close too, from the way his thrusts picked up speed. He reached for my hair and I let out a yelp when he grabbed it, pulling my head back. Tim leaned down to kiss me, tasting his own cum on my lips as I moaned into the kiss, taking the cock in my pussy harder and harder. Tim reached for my udders, and dug his fingers into my soft tits, making me squeal even louder as Phil fucked me.

When Phil’s cock began to spurt and spasm in my hole, I let out a hungry, happy groan of pleasure, feeling the seed fill me up. It was such a comforting feeling, the sensation of warmth and fullness when the hot cum spilled into my pussy. I closed my eyes, still kissing Tim as I took the load and, then, enjoyed a small orgasm myself, trembling as Phil slid out of my dripping, swollen hole.


Chapter 3


“Fuck, that was incredible,” Phil was saying as he zipped himself up. I had dripped a fair amount of the cum leaking out of my pussy onto the floor and I started to reach for a roll of paper towels but Tim caught me by the hair and began to lower my face towards the floor.

“Don’t waste paper towels when your mouth is good at just about everything,” he told me, sternly, and I felt my cheeks burning in humiliation. I understood what he wanted me to do. There was a puddle of cum on the floor directly below where my cunt had just been brutally fucked and I lowered my face to it, smelling the fragrant cocktail of my pussy juices and Phil’s seed. I closed my eyes and began to slurp it up without a second thought.

When I opened them, feeling embarrassed and loving it, I saw that Tim and Phil were both recording me on their cameras.

“Aw, you guys, this is embarrassing!” I said. Or so I thought. I was so embarrassed, my voice just came out as a series of moos.

“Try again, sweetie,” Phil said.

I took a deep breath, cum still clinging to my lips and said, more carefully: “Come on, you guys, this is embarrassing!”

“We’re posting this to our private discord with our other army buddies,” Tim said with a grin. His cock was already growing again at the thought, apparently. “You’re going to be so popular with them. I bet you’re going to get a bunch more guests asking just for you.”

I felt myself blushing proudly in spite of how embarrassed I was. I did want them to share the media of me and their weekend with their friends, if that’s what they wanted, and if it meant it would attract more guests to the farm. That meant more delicious middle aged veterans for me to thank with my body!

“You know, you’re not supposed to talk back to us,” Phil said, reaching down to playfully spank my butt where I was still on the floor.

“I wasn’t talking back to you!” I said and then immediately realized that was talking back as well. We all shared a giggle at that.

“Well,” Danny said, coming downstairs, looking dashing on his new prosthetic. He’d changed into a polo shirt and shorts, and I saw that the bulge in his crotch was already building at the sight of me on my hands and knees. “If she’s talking back, we’d better punish her, right?”

“Right!” the other two men exclaimed, almost in unison, and I wonder if they’d planned this somehow. Phil grabbed me by the hair and dragged me over to the couch, which I obediently lay my chest on, still kneeling on the floor and offering my back and ass to them.

“W-what are you guys gonna’ do?”

“Nothing you haven’t had done to you before, baby girl,” Danny said. I heard a clatter on the stairs and then Ron’s voice.

“Hey, are we punishing Caitlyn? I want to get in on this.”

My face burned a bright red, and I was sure the rest of my body was blushing too. They were all so excited to punish me!

“You guys can punish me whenever you want, you know,” I murmured, trying to hide my own excitement. I was nervous, because I didn’t know what they were going to do, but at the same time, I loved how much they seemed to want to punish me… Even if what was coming would hurt, I knew I was a tough cookie. I knew I could take it. “You don’t even have to wait for me to do something wrong.”

“She’s right—we had fun using it, but maybe we should be taking some stress out on her.”

Phil was already taking off his belt, I realized with a thrill of fear and excitement as I glanced over my shoulder.

This was going to hurt—and it was going to be fun.


Chapter 4


“There are four of us,” Phil said, looking at his friends. “I think we should each whip her ass ten times. That’s forty—she should be able to take that, right?”

I gasped and then whimpered pathetically at the prospect of taking a whipping, even though my dripping pussy was all but twitching in eager anticipation. As scared as I was of being punished so roughly, the idea sounded so hot, I wanted it. I found myself wiggling my ass invitingly, as though trying to encourage the whipping I was about to receive. I’d been spanked before while hooking up with guys, and I’d always enjoyed it, but this felt different somehow.

More intimate. More intense. More extreme.

More… of everything. I bit my lip. I was practically salivating at the thought.

Phil handed his belt to Tim who positioned himself behind me, raising his arm. He’d doubled up the belt, and I saw the cruel black leather thing sitting proudly in his fist. My heart was pounding.

“If it gets to be too much for you, Caitlyn, say something,” he instructed me. “We’re just punishing you—we’re not trying to break you here.”

“Speak for yourself,” Ron said with a snort and the others chuckled. So did I.

“Look how fucking wet she is,” Danny said. “She wants to be whipped. Do you want to be whipped, Caitlyn?”

“Yes,” I murmured, my voice little more than a peep.

“I couldn’t hear you,” Ron said, his voice almost a snarl.

“Yes,” I said louder. There was a tremor in my voice though, and it started to crack midway through the syllable. But I took a deep breath, steadying myself. “Yes. I want you all to… to whip me and punish me as you see fit. And then please, drink my milk and keep breeding me until you’re satisfied. I’d like… nothing more.”

My cheeks were burning already, but it was nothing compared to the scarlet shade I knew my ass was about to turn. Suddenly, the belt streaked out and struck my left butt cheek. I let out a squeal, and jumped.

“Mooooo!” I moaned, whipping my head back and forth as the next blow found my other butt cheek.

“Make sure you get pictures of it,” Tim said.

“Fuck that,” Phil said. “I’m taking a video!”

God, a video?! A video of my humiliation and degradation was going to exist for all eternity?

I moaned and wailed as Tim whipped me again and again. The other men laughed, snorting and chuckling as they watched me struggle. Each lick of the whip made me twitch and writhe. Each time the whip sliced into my skin, I jumped and shuddered. Each blow hurt more than the last, at least for that first round, because the thick skin of my ass was being literally tenderized with each stroke.

And then, Tim announced that it was ten.

I exhaled. Thirty to go. I could do this… Right?

Ron was up next and he struck me even harder. I realized that despite Tim’s arm strength, he couldn’t really wind up for a hard strike, whereas the others, who were all standing, could put their entire bodyweight into the blows.

And even though these were disabled veterans, they were still strong middle-aged men. They had what I had always heard called dad strength—the ability to seem preternaturally strong, stronger than they should, thanks to the rigors of suburban middle-aged existence, which are far greater and more insidious than most people realize.

With each of Ron’s increasingly powerful strikes, I screamed. Not just a moan. Not just a whimper. A full on scream.

“Damn, this bitch really has a mouth on her,” Tim remarked.

“Caitlyn, how are you doing? Can you keep taking the belt?” Phil asked.

“Yes,” I moaned, my voice hoarse. “Please, I want it.”

And I did. I wanted to be whipped, wanted to be punished. I wanted to be disciplined. This was my natural place, at their feet, serving them. I shouldn’t have talked back to them and now I was receiving my just reward. I was being whipped like a slave, like a prisoner—and I was loving it.

Moreover, I was loving that they were taping it.

I imagined them jacking off to the video later, when their wives were being frigid and refusing them sex—refusing these broken heroes, can you imagine? Or when they’re going through a particularly difficult physical therapy session and they can’t spank the pretty young therapist who’s encouraging their broken down bodies to crank out one more rep, and so they console themselves with the memory of beating my ass till it’s red and blue.

Danny took his turn next, and I realized that now, my ass was practically numb to the abuse. I still whimpered with each blow but something inside of me had broken—even as something else was building.

See, now the whipping was starting to feel good.

Really fucking good.

I began to writhe and shake. I just couldn’t control it. I wanted to be whipped again and again. By the time Phil took over, I was on the verge of orgasm. I was absolutely dripping and it was all I could do to stay in one place, and not wiggle away from them. It was all I could do to keep offering them my ass instead of a new spot to brutalize.

“You really loved that, huh?” Phil said as he finished my fortieth blow. “Your ass is gorgeous—you should see it.”

“Show me,” I whimpered, and someone thrust a phone in front of my face. There I was, bent over the couch, my ass up in the air, with red welts from the whipping covering my tender flesh. I let out an involuntary moan when I saw what they’d done to me, and the men just snickered.

“Bend back over,” Phil said. “I’m going to finish you off.”

I didn’t fully understand what he meant by that but whatever it was, I knew I wanted it. I obeyed and spread my thighs, instinctually.

And then I felt the strike to my pussy. I screamed, throwing my head back and wailing as I shuddered. This was more intense than anything else I had experienced up to this point—and not in a bad way. Another strike got me closer, and with the third blow, I was cumming, shaking in a pathetic, sticky, sweaty, milky heap as my body spasmed uncontrollably, the muscles in my butt causing my skin to ache even more from how they writhed and how it stretched the deadly tender skin.

They filmed that too, and I found myself smiling weakly up at the cameras as my orgasm subsided. Wearily, I raised two fingers for a peace sign to indicate that I’d loved it as much as they had.


Chapter 5


By now, all the men really were hungry, and so it was up to me to feed them. But first, they all agreed I was a mess and needed to be washed.

Phil and Danny laid me over Tim’s lap and they took me outside. Ron hooked up the hose and Tim rolled me unceremoniously off his lap. I hit the sandy ground with a groan that soon turned into a shriek as they began to hose me down, spraying me with cold water.

I wanted to yell at them, to tell them I’d get them back, but then I remembered the whipping I’d gotten for my playful back talk and I decided to play it safe. Instead, I took deep breaths, even as my body shivered, and obediently stuck my ass up in the air, letting them fill my ass and pussy with cold water before squatting to let it drip out, cleaning my holes and expelling their thick loads.

“Just like in a basic,” Phil said with a laugh and the others joined him. I knew they were hazing me in a way, and I wanted to prove I was tough enough to take it. I wanted to prove I wasn’t just a slut—that I could put up with whatever they put me through, and they should push me further. I loved it, loved overcoming whatever challenges they set for me.

I didn’t love being cold though, and I was shivering when I followed them back into the house. Fortunately, they took turned toweling me off and groping me at the same time—for a moment, I thought I was about to get bred again but the siren call of lunch was luring them away from the charms of my holes.

The men retired to the living room to watch the game on TV and I was left to cook. I ended up grilling outside, because the sun would warm me up—it felt nice on my skin, even on my bruised ass. I knew if anyone walked by, they’d see me completely naked, my body clearly having been used for sex. Even without the bruises on my butt, I found my pussy was so sore, I was almost limping.

But it was nothing, I reminded myself, compared to what these soldiers had experienced. I was just glad I could use my body to provide them with some modicum of peace and pleasure.

Once I was finished grilling, I brought the platters inside for them. It was four fully grown men I had to feed, and so I knew they’d have big appetites.

“Oh, God, Caitlyn, you just keep getting better and better,” Tim cried as he and the others descended on the platter of corn on the cob, shish-kebabs made with chicken and beef and lamb, burgers, hot dogs, sausages, and baked potatoes I’d made for them. I’d kind of just gone through everything that was in the fridge, and hoped it would be enough.

As I watched the men dig into their feast, a warmth gripped my heart.

They were making jokes, teasing each other, drinking beer—just having a good, care-free time. It made me so happy to see them eating the food I’d made, in the house I’d be cleaning. Was this what being a mother was like? I felt so… so… right. This felt right. This felt like what I wanted.

Of course, mothers don’t usually fuck everyone in their household, but I’d make an exception for this scenario.

“Hey, Caitlyn, you don’t have a gag reflex, right?” Ron said. The men had all but ignored me, leaving me to enjoy my own small meal. I had clearance to eat what they ate this weekend, and not the specific nutritious oatmeal I’d come to crave, and while I appreciated the novelty of eating a hotdog, I found myself taking solace in the fact that I’d have my usual meal again before too long.

“Moo?” I said before reminding myself I had to speak normally. “Nope, not really. The hormones we take as hucows have a side-effect of numbing the gag reflex. It’s something similar to how my butthole is starting to naturally lubricate itself—I honestly don’t understand how it all works, but it sure is convenient, isn’t it?”

“How many hot dogs do you think you can fit in your mouth at once?” Tim asked. I burst out laughing.

“I don’t know! I’ve never tried!”

Phil, who was sitting next to me, selected three hot dogs and gently tilted my head back. I was giggling too much, so he pulled my hair to get me to compose myself and I let my mouth fall open. Soon, he began to slide the hotdogs into my mouth, letting them rest against the back of my throat.

It was strange—once in my life, that would have set off a gag in me, and I knew where the reflex would have come from, could almost imagine it, but there was no determination, no hint of a gag, even as a second, third, and fourth hotdog ended up in my mouth, pressed against the back of my throat.

If anything, the most uncomfortable part of this was my jaw being held open by Phil’s powerful hand. I didn’t dare close my mouth and soon, as the ache increased, tears came to my eyes.

“Okay, who wants a hot dog straight out of Caitlyn’s throat?”

They all did, it turned out, and it was a relief to be able to close my jaw. I actually touched by how eagerly they ate the hotdogs they’d just jammed down my throat. It didn’t make any sense at all, but it felt like they were giving me a big, intimate kiss that way—like we were brought closer together because of it.

After lunch, I cleaned up the kitchen. The men—I was starting to think of them as my boys but I had to remind myself that they were men, and that they were all old enough to be my father—went outside to enjoy the lake. From the window in the kitchen, I could see them splashing around in the water, dunking each other, body surfing, and doing all the things that you’d expect boys or young men to do at a lake when the weather is nice.

I watched, too, as Tim broke off to go fish, a pole slung over his shoulder. I found myself kind of lonely—the boys were all having fun outside without me, and I wanted them to come back and use me.

Well, I reminded myself, at least I could clean up the house for them and make it nice for when they got back. I was realizing how nice it was to be a domestic hucow—that I could really be of use in a domestic setting, where I could take care of a home and the people who live in it, and also provide milk and sexual release. Even though my body ached from my punishment, I wasn’t in the least bit discouraged about the idea of being a hucow—I loved being a hucow even more.

In one of the cupboards, I found an empty bottle and, on a whim, I decided to milk myself into it. I set the bottle in the sink and placed a large funnel on top of it, the nipple sticking into the bottle. It looked to be about a gallon. I knew a real cow could produce multiple gallons of milk over the course of a day. A hucow, however, we could maybe produce a single gallon if we were really lucky. That was still substantially more than non-hucow women, but it wasn’t anything close to what the cows who’d been bred to produce milk for centuries could make.

The idea of being able to make that much milk and feed an entire family every single day on my delicious, nutritious, creamy milk was exciting to me, but I knew there was no way I’d be able to do that. So, instead, I decided to milk myself put my milk in the fridge next to the milks you could find at the store.

I took both my udders in my hands, and began to milk. My nipples were swollen, like they also were, and despite how often I was milked, there was still a bit of pain as I twisted and squeezed. I found myself mooing and groaning as I worked the sore teats, but the milk flowed easily. I leaned over the sink, resting my udders against the funnel as I filled the bottle nearly full.

It was hard work, milking myself. My hands were sore from squeezing, and so were my nipples. I could understand why the long, industrial milkings were now done with machines. The machine was easier on my nipples, and didn’t hurt my hands at all.

Still, there was something satisfying about milking myself, about watching the boys play in the sunshine and laugh, so carefree, after taking their sexual satisfaction in me, after enjoying the meal I’d made them. I couldn’t wait for them to come in from playing outside to have a snack of cheese made from our hucow milk—there was good Marissa cheddar and bleu cheese in the fridge, I had seen—along with a big glass of my own freshly squeezed milk.


Chapter 6


When the men came back in, they were sweaty, sandy, and wet from the lake. In particular, their bodies had the unmistakable scent of men on them—that musky, sweaty scent. I shuddered when it reached my preternaturally sensitive nose and let out a moan.

“Are you okay, Caitlyn?” Danny asked, a look of concern on his handsome face.

“I’m… I’m fine…” I mooed. “It’s just… you all smell so good to me right now.”

“Really? I think we stink,” Phil said with a laugh.

“Your pheromones,” I moaned. “They’re out of control.”

Tim had laid the fish he caught on the island in the kitchen, and now he pulled down his shorts, revealing his hardening cock.

“Come on, Caitlyn. I know this is what you want.”

I nodded eagerly, all but flinging myself at him as I pressed my voracious, hungry lips to his. I paused for a second before sliding him inside of needy hole to gesture to the fridge.

“I just milked myself so there’s a fresh jug in the fridge. Please, help yourself—there’s some cheese made from Marissa’s milk too, if you want a snack.”

With that, I threw back my head, let out a gasp of joy, and slid down the cock jutting up from Tim’s lap into my wet, swollen hole.

Tim groaned into my ear as I bounced on his lap, my sore ass throbbing with each thrust as I pressed down onto him. The others shuffled by us to the fridge, helping themselves to frothy glasses of my milk as they watched us.

“Caitlyn, this is really tasty!” Phil exclaimed.

“Th-thank you!” I moaned. As I opened my mouth wide, Ron claimed it, grabbing my face and sliding himself inside. I was all but drooling at the scent of him and now I could taste his delicious cock, the sweat and man scent hanging off it as he drove it into my throat. Again, I felt like I would have gagged here once in a previous life, but now, there was no sense of gagging, no risk of it, and the cock slid easily down my throat, filling my maw as my face was buried in his pubic hair.

“Wow, she really just takes a cock in the throat like no one else. This is seriously amazing,” Ron moaned, thrusting his hips hard into my face as I writhed on Tim’s cock. I closed my eyes, and simply focused on the feeling of being filled by two cocks at once—the thing all girls should strive for, as far as I’m concerned. Once you’ve tried it, you’ll always be chasing that high.

They worked hard, fucking me—I felt Tim’s cock twitch inside of me, and explode right around the time Ron’s seed invaded my throat. I slurped eagerly at the cum making its way down my gullet, while digging my fingers into Tim’s powerful body as he groaned and shuddered. Each pump of his cock excited me, each spurt of his cum, which I had already felt so many times before from him and other men, felt like the first time and I couldn’t help but squeal in delight onto the cock cumming in my throat.

But I was still hungry, still voracious. There was nothing that would satisfy me until I’d had the other men.

Fortunately, that was apparently what they had in mind. Danny eased me off of Tim’s lap and placed me on the couch, back in the position where I’d been whipped.

For a terrifying second, I thought they might whip me again like that, and I was about to tell them that my poor butt skin needed a break, but no—he simply gripped me, taking hold of my tender, bruised, swollen ass and spread me wide, revealing my holes to the men.

Now, without a second thought, he pressed his hardening cock against my asshole. My butt offered token resistance and I grunted at the feeling of being ripped apart, the peculiar stretch that came with being penetrated, and then I gasped in delight when I felt the cock slide inside. Fortunately, my ass was starting to lubricate, the tender membranes producing slippery, sticky liquid just as my pussy would and soon, he was sliding in and out of me with ease. With each thrust, I grunted and groaned, taking it—the added ache of my sore ass made this even rougher, even more intense, and I found myself sobbing from the pleasure and pain.

What made everything even kinkier for me, though, was that they were recording it. If you didn’t know what was going on, it would look like I was really being put through the ringer—you wouldn’t know that I’d allowed them to punish me, or that my butt produced lubrication like my pussy or that I was a train hucow, who could take dozens of rough breedings a day. No, you’d just see a muscular middle-aged man riding a college girl while she moans and sobs and occasionally begs him to fuck her harder.

The video is pretty fucking hot. I know, because I saw it.

Soon, Danny left a hot load inside of my ass and then the boys continued taking turns fucking my sore hole until they were all spent. It felt amazing, having fresh loads of cum in my ass, and this time, I was careful not to let the precious fluid fall out until my body had absorbed its nutrients. I didn’t want to drip on the floor and make a mess and earn another punishment, after all, and so I clenched my muscles to keep my asshole plugged up.

Doing this, I felt, made my tits tingle. I wondered if this helped with my milk production—if this meant that I could produce more because I was absorbing a higher proportion of the nutrients than I usually got from the rough breedings I was taking every single day.

That was something to ask Dr. Crowne. I would see how my milk production was in the morning, and see if anything had changed.

The rest of the evening was surprisingly quiet, in contrast to the rambunctious day the men had.

I knew that night, I’d go from bed to bed, letting them use me before they passed me onto the next bed. I wondered if I’d get any sleep at all—part of me hoped not, hoped they’d want to breed me till the morning came up and till they told me to get into the kitchen and start fixing breakfast. I blushed at the thought of being so useful, so traditional and domestic like that.

Being a hucow isn’t for everyone, I reflected to myself as I took the fish that Tim had caught outside to the grill to cook up for dinner. The scent of the fish cooking, along with the fresh lemons and dill I was chopping to go alongside it as a garnish, made my mouth water and I was excited to eat with them. No, this life wasn’t for everyone, but for some girls, for some really special girls like me, it was the right kind of life. I was happy doing this, happy serving the men, happier than I’d ever been and I didn’t want anything to change, no matter what. I wouldn’t go back to college, I decided. I would stay here on the farm and keep working as a hucow, having found my purpose in life. I’d make everyone—my parents, Dr. Crowne, the bulls, the veterans—proud of me as I made great milk and made my body useful to whomsoever needed it.

That, after all, was the purpose of a hucow and it was my purpose.

I just felt lucky to have found it.
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Rough Night on the Hucow Farm


Prologue


My name is Caitlyn and I’m nineteen years old. I just finished my first year of college… Sort of. I basically failed. Fuck my life, right?

So, my parents are determined that I need to learn responsibility and maturity, somehow, some way. When I suggest that I go work for a bit on a dairy farm I’d just heard about, they agree—I’ll do anything to keep from losing my trust fund and my parents’ support! So what if I’m a bit of a spoiled brat?

I want to be better. Really, I do.

Soon, though, I realize the dairy farm I’m working on isn’t like other dairy farms… It’s a hucow farm, and it turns out, I’m a prime new candidate to become a hucow! I’m not so sure about the idea at first, but Dr. Crowne, the physician running the farm, quickly convinces me: I want to give in to my body’s potential and learn the meaning of hard work from him and everyone else on the farm!

Also… The idea of being bred every single day doesn’t sound too bad, does it?

Catch up with the first part of my story where I meet Dr. Crowne for the first time and learn all about the farm, and then the second part of my story where I get bred by the bulls for the first time! And don’t miss the third chapter, where I receive an intimate exam to determine how my milk production is going!

To read about the time when I met the group of guests who’ve come to the farm to enjoy my creamy, milky delights, make sure you check out the fourth and fifth chapters of my story. And while you’re at it, you can read all about the kinky adventures of the other girls on the hucow farm too!


Chapter 1


I’d heard rumors for weeks about a new crop of bulls starting on the farm, but it was a while before I actually met them. First, the bulls who came by my pen would tell me about them, chuckling as I knelt before them and offered them my hucow holes.

“Excited about the new bulls, Caitlyn?”

“I didn’t know we were getting new bulls!” I mooed. Now that I wasn’t seeing outside guests, I didn’t have to exert the effort to speak like a human. All the bulls could understand my moos. It felt right somehow, mooing for them. I felt much more like myself in a way. It might be something hard for someone who isn’t a hucow to understand, but once you’ve experienced the hucow lifestyle—giving yourself over to producing milk, to pleasuring anyone who needs it, to being productive in that way—you can’t really go back. Or, rather, I COULD go back.

But did I want to? Did I want to go back to a world of deadlines and early mornings and awkward first dates and bad sex? Hell. No.

Who would? Seriously!

“I guess you don’t check your company email very often, being out here,” one of the bulls, Rodrigo, said as he spread my ass cheeks. His partner for the day, Anthony, slid his cock into my mouth and I sighed happily as I felt it slip past my lips and ease down my throat. Ah, that was better. I was being useful!

Rodrigo pressed himself against my creamy pussy and I gasped in delight when I felt him enter me. I closed my eyes, utterly blissed out by the sensation of being caught between two massive, throbbing bull cocks. Feeling two men, who may as well have been romance novel cover models, pump into me, feeling them worship my body with their hard cocks—well, there was no comparison.

I whimpered appreciatively as Rodrigo grasped my breasts and squeezed. My udders graciously yielded up a thick, creamy stream of rich milk. I had finally reached the minimum quality threshold for having my milk sold in stores and Dr. Crowne was eager to have my milk mixed in with the other milk produced by the girls on the farm. Soon, it would be on store shelves across the country. I was pretty dang proud, to say the least.

But that meant that my udders were producing even more milk than ever before and needed to be relieved of that pressure on the regular. I grunted as they used me, breeding me, their cocks sliding into me as both of my nipples squirted milk onto the straw beneath me.

“The new bulls have just been inducted, so they should be starting this week,” Anthony said. “They might be nervous so go easy on them.”

Go easy on them? They were the ones who should go easy on me! But I understood what they meant. Us hucows, we tend to get… pretty insatiable. And when we really like a bull, we often want him to breed us more than he really should. The bulls need to spread out their cum—their creamy gifts, their seed, as we think of it. They really shouldn’t be breeding a single hucow more than once a day but… Well…

There are always exceptions to that rule. I’m sure we, the hucows, we’d all had the experience of begging our favorites to breed us more and more, and the bulls were only human. Who would be able to resist a young, busty hucow, begging for your seed, like an animal in heat? Only a robot, and the bulls were chosen specifically because they weren’t robots—because they were empathetic and caring with the hucows in addition to being able to perform truly heroic feats of copulation.

It was what made the farm special, and what made it a place that us hucows, the girls, wanted to stay at. I couldn’t imagine leaving this place now, and going back to the uncaring outside world—not when I could enjoy the cocks sliding into my eager holes, taste the hungry neediness on Anthony’s veiny, throbbing member as I brought him closer and closer to his climax. Not when I could enjoy gorgeous, well-built men worshipping my body every single day!

Suddenly, my train of thought was derailed by the feeling of Anthony’s cock starting to spasm in my mouth. My gag reflex had long since fallen away, cultivated out of me by the medications Dr. Crowne gave me on the farm. I knew that wasn’t exactly an intentional effect of the medications that had transformed me into a hucow, causing me to lactate so heavily, but it was a very much appreciated side effect. I closed my eyes in bliss as cum began to flood my throat.

The taste was divine. I was really starting to appreciate the differences in the ways the bulls tasted. Some of them were creamier, others were salty. The flavor differences were very subtle, and it could be difficult to discern the differences and nuances when the cum was being shot directly down my throat, but I was usually able to swish some around in my mouth and really savor their individual loads.

I remember girls in college hating when guys came in their mouths. Girls were divided about whether it was better to have a guy cum in your mouth or on your face or tits or something like that. If he came in your mouth, you’d have to taste him, but at least that way, you wouldn’t have to clean up later. And if you were giving a blowjob in between class in a closet or in a bathroom stall or something like that, you might not have a chance to wash your face or clean up, so it just made sense to swallow and dispose of the evidence. I’d always been the kind of girl who swallowed, but I never really thought much about it before. Now, I really loved it, and I looked forward to swallowing every load I could.

Rodrigo’s hands on my breasts milking me, and his cock inside me kept me moaning and gasping as he rode me. My mouth hung open and I felt cum starting to drip out of my mouth, down my lips and my chin, and I looked up to Anthony, who smiled down at me, his face angelic, almost like a carved cherub on a renaissance church.

“Don’t waste any of it, Caitlyn,” he said gently, as he gathered the cum that was dripping down my chin onto his finger and let me suckle it. I swallowed the cum, graciously, and mooed and moaned.

Meanwhile, Rodrigo had finally hit his limit. With a gasp, he ploughed hard into me one final time, and I felt his cock starting to erupt. I gasped in pleasure, almost trembling with delight as he filled me—it was a wonderful feeling, being used and bred like this, and I wouldn’t trade it for the world.

When Rodrigo finally slid out of my pussy, I let out a sigh. My body felt strangely… empty now. It was kind of sad not having a cock inside of me, even though I knew it wouldn’t be long before I’d have more.

“Good night, Caitlyn. Get some rest—you’ll need to show the new bulls a thing or two in the morning!” Anthony said and patted my head. Rodrigo leaned down to kiss my forehead and I mooed softly, happily.

I liked the affection. I liked how much the bulls liked me.

And I liked that they were looking out for each other. In the morning, I would meet the new bulls, and show them a thing or two, yes, I would—I’d show them everything they needed to do to breed me.


Chapter 2


Light streamed into my pen from the barn windows. It was a surprisingly chilly morning. It was still summer, but it was one of those mornings that reminds you that fall isn’t far away. One of those mornings that reminds you of Halloween, and back to school, and Thanksgiving, and watching football games—I remember the last time I experienced all of that, in college. When I was losing my mind, becoming a slut, ceasing to care about school and stuff like that—so much did I devote myself to the pursuit of pleasure.

I was a bit ashamed of how I’d acted, but I couldn’t help myself. I saw now, or had come to see, during my hours of reflection in between all of my breedings, that my reaction to college had been a result of all my pent up stress from high school. I’d felt all that pressure placed on me to succeed and when I arrived on my college campus, and suddenly had more freedom… Well, it all exploded.

I didn’t regret who I was, what I’d done, because in the end, it’d had led me to the farm, and I knew that this was where I was meant to be. This was where I wanted to be.

But gosh, it was chilly this morning! I pulled my blanket close, still curled up on my pile of hay in the pens. Sometimes, I wondered why the farm leaned so hard into the cow aesthetic. I understood milking us, and the terminology of bulls and hucows—all that made sense to me. But why did I live in a barn, in a pen? I had heard someone offhandedly reference the idea that the environment made the milk better, which I supposed was possible… If you get it into your head that you’re in a barn, and you’re a cow, maybe that has a psychosomatic effect on your hormones?

I had no idea. That was, quite literally, above my paygrade as a summer intern. I was just here to make milk and get bred.

And I was about to do that. I heard voices at the end of the barn, and some nervous laughter.

The new bulls? Could it be? My ears perked up.

I wondered what they would be like.

I hoped they’d come to me soon. My breasts were heavy and swollen with milk and I desperately needed to be emptied. What’s more, my pussy was dripping already. Every morning when I awoke, I’d be dripping wet, and I often found myself starting to touch myself, starting to tease my pussy, knowing that I’d be getting myself ready for the day to come.

Today was a day like that. I sighed as I found my fingers slipping down to my wet slit, and whimpered, closing my eyes as I relived the breedings I’d experienced only a day earlier—the delicious loads I’d already taken in my holes. My fingers glided over my swollen pussy lips and I let out a soft shriek of joy and pleasure as I brought myself to orgasm.

Meanwhile, the fingers of my other hand found their way between my butt cheeks, finding my other tight hole. I’d become so used to receiving anal breedings, that anal sex had become something I needed practically as much as vaginal sex. It’s difficult to explain to someone who isn’t taking an ass breeding every single day, but it’s even more intense and just as pleasurable as having my pussy and womb filled with cum.

And it made me feel even dirtier and more excited—truly, hard to explain how hot it was, and how much I wanted more and more.

Suddenly, my pen opened. I realized I was on my hands and knees, with my ass up in the air, and my thighs spread. A pretty incriminating position if there ever was one.

I glanced over my shoulder to see a young man standing there. He couldn’t have been more than nineteen or twenty, my age, and he had a beautiful, almost feminine face—but you’d never mistake his body for being feminine. He was tall and lean, with a swimmer’s build, and a shock of blonde pubic hair over his swelling cock.

“Um, hi,” he started off, and I could tell he was nervous. “I’m Ryan—one of the new bulls. I’m going to breed you now.”

I bit my lip and mooed eagerly.

“It’s nice to meet you, Ryan,” I said. He hesitated for a second and then stepped into my pen.

“Um, I didn’t quite catch that. Sorry, I don’t understand all the moos yet. I’m still learning.”

I swallowed hard and forced my voice to sound like a human’s.

“It’s nice to meet you, Ryan,” I said, as sweetly as I could. I wiggled my butt for him and over my shoulder, I saw his eyes light up. I guess the prospect of all these girls excited to be bred was still new for him.

“Um, which hole should I use?”

“It’s up to you,” I said, still making sure I spoke human, English words. “You can use any of my holes. Whatever sounds nice to you.”

“Even… your butt?”

I smirked.

“Have you ever given it to a girl in the butt?”

“Not… Not yet…”

“Then I think I should be your first. I’d be honored, Ryan, if you would breed my ass.”

Ryan was more than happy to oblige. He knelt behind me and I sighed as I felt his cock slide over my pussy and then between my ass cheeks. It pressed against my asshole and almost immediately, my hole began to lubricate. That, too, was a side effect from the medications that had helped me develop into a hucow. Supposedly an unintended side effect, but I wasn’t so sure about that…

“Is it wet enough?” Ryan asked. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Spit on it,” I told him. “My anus will lubricate after a few thrusts but you can get me started that way.”

“O-okay…”

Ryan cleared his throat and I felt a dollop of spit dance onto my asshole. That felt good. Then another and another. He pressed his fingers against my butt and I found myself grinning as they slid into my increasingly moist and slick asshole with ease.

“See? My butt is ready for you now.”

“It’s still so tight… Wow… And so pink…” he whispered. “It’s way tighter than a pussy.” I gasped when I felt his fingers slide into my pussy. I guess he wanted to compare. My butt clenched around his fingers as he pressed them in and I groaned in pleasure. My butt had grown used to the regular breedings, but it was still an exciting experience every time I was stretched open.

“Okay… Here I go. Is that okay, Caitlyn?”

I mooed happily.

“Fuck me!”

He seemed to understand that exclamation. Carefully leaning forward, I felt his cock press against my butthole and start to push forward. He was big—big enough to really stretch me and split me open. I felt my body growing hot and needy as he pushed forward, his tool starting to stretch my muscles. The pleasant ache of being penetrated returned and I closed my eyes, really savoring the feeling.

“Wow…” Ryan murmured. “It’s… it’s so hard to get it inside… Am I doing it right…”

“Keep pushing,” I murmured, and I groaned as he did so. Suddenly, I felt the delicious pop as his cock made it past my tight ring of muscles and exploded into my guts, into my chamber. I arched my back, stretched and impaled around his cock as he pumped into me, pushing further and further.

I was breathing deeply now, trying to force my muscles to relax. I needed them to relax—he was so big, I needed to keep my body as relaxed as possible in order to take it.

But I felt his hands running over me, his nails scratching my back as he dug his cock into me, and I let out a shriek of pleasure, tightening up around his cock.

“Fuck! Fuck me, Ryan!” I mooed. Poor Ryan—all he heard was a long series of desperate moos. His hands went for my udders, which swung with each thrust of his cock. I groaned appreciatively—I hadn’t realized how badly they needed to be milked but now, a steady stream of milk was gushing out of each as he drove his shaft into my ass. My swollen breasts desperately needed this—I desperately needed this.

I loved the way he moaned and grunted. I was so happy to be training him as a new bull—even though he was dominating me, I felt like I was in control in a way, guiding him as he fucked me. Teaching me to take my ass.

“Harder, harder!” I half-mooed, half-spoke. “My ass can take it, so don’t let up. I need your cum! I need your gift, Ryan!”

“Yes!” he moaned. “This is incredible! Being a bull is awesome!”

A big smile grew over my face.

I loved that he was having so much fun with me. I loved that I was the one to give him so much pleasure, to make this such a special experience for him. Even though my ass was sore, even though I was aching, I wanted him to enjoy this as much as he could. I wanted him to breed me, to claim me, to make me his, if only for a short period of time.

I felt his cock starting to twitch.

“Don’t cum yet,” I moaned. “See if you can hold off. I need a big load—a big load to breed my ass!” I moaned.

Ryan grunted, struggling, and then I felt it—the first spurt of delicious cum fired into my ass as he kept fucking me. Oh well—this was still pretty great. He continued to smash his cock into me, even as it jerked and twitched and exploded inside of me. The feeling was delectable and I groaned happily, taking all of his cum. I felt so full and satisfied.

But he didn’t stop there.

I thought he might move on to the next girl.

He paused on top of me, and I felt his sweaty body resting against mine, his panting. It felt so wonderful to be beneath him, to feel his fingers stroking my nipples and teasing them, pulling at them as I savored the feeling of his cock inside of me.

He wasn’t getting soft though.

He wasn’t getting flaccid.

He was still hard. And he began to move again. Began to thrust into me again and again. It was slow as first, but then he propped himself up on my back, gripping my hips, and soon, my udders were swinging again as he fucked my ass.

“Yes!” I cried. “Yes, that’s it! Breed my ass again, Ryan!” Soon, my words dissolved into moos. It was too hard to make myself speak like a human, and I knew that he would understand the sentiment anyway, even if he didn’t understand the exact words.

And judging from how he began to fuck me harder and harder, he understood exactly. I groaned and squealed as his cock slipped in and out of my ass. He was pulling back, pulling it all the way out before driving it hard back into me, forcing me to lurch forward each time he pumped me. It was incredible—he’d burn himself out if he fucked all the girls this hard but I sure didn’t mind having him do it to me like this!

I felt his cock squishing against the cum already in my ass, and god, that felt amazing. It felt like he was stirring up my insides, building his cum into a hot froth that seeped into my body and made me even more of a hucow—if that makes sense. I shuddered and gasped each time he pounded it into me, and soon, I wondered if he would cum again.

“Give it to me, Ryan!” I moaned. His hands soon found my pussy and he began to stroke my slit, began to slide his fingers into me and before I knew what was happening, an orgasm had snuck up on me. I shrieked and mooed and threw my head back, my hair going everywhere as I wailed. My holes spasmed around his cock, milking him, and I felt his cum dripping down my thighs as my own juices all but gushed out of my messy pussy.

And then—his cock began to fire once more. Stream after stream of hot cum filled me and I sighed in bliss, closing my eyes. I was practically sobbing, taking gasping breaths as his cum filled me. It felt wonderful, shockingly good, even better than the first time. My ass was so sensitive, and it felt so wonderful to be filled with cum—it felt like I was being useful, like I was serving the bulls with my body.

Indeed, I was—as I had been all summer.

But Ryan wasn’t finished. I felt him start to thrust again only moments after he’d finished.

“Again?” I gasped, practically screaming as my aching ass devoured his cock once more.

“Again,” he told me, and I heard a smirk in his voice. He was more confident now, and I loved that. He gripped me hard, and I gasped when I felt his hands in my hair, pulling my head back hard and making me arch my back, thrusting my udders forward. I couldn’t believe how hard he was fucking me—or how long!

“I’m one of the newest cohort of bulls,” he informed me. “Dr. Crowne revamped our medication, so we can perform more readily. We basically don’t have a refractory period anymore, and our balls produce more cum than we know what to do with.”

As he told me this, he was pounding my ass, and I punctuated each sentence with a soft whine of pain and pleasure. My ass was really starting to get sore from the relentless, rough pounding but also, I desperately didn’t want this to end. I was loving ever second. I smelled like cum and sweat and milk, and I loved it.

The Caitlyn of only a few months ago wouldn’t recognize me now. Sure, I was still the insatiable girl I was back then—still hungry for sex and hedonistic to the core—but I was owning it now, and taking it in a way I’d never done before.

And, of course, I was mooing and dripping milk.

Soon, I felt Ryan’s cock start to spasm once more and then, finally, he exploded in me yet again. Amazingly, his load was even bigger than the last two, or so it felt to me. I found myself whimpering, my arms collapsing as I felt his seed dripping down my thighs, my hole overflowing.

“That’s a good cow,” he grunted, and slid out of me, finally. My ass seemed to close in relief at the sudden emptiness, but all the same, it felt a little lonely now. Maybe he sensed that—he gave my ass a nice, hard slap and I yelped appreciatively. It felt good. It felt really fucking good.

“Thanks,” I mooed to Ryan as he patted my butt. I collapsed into my bed of hay with a happy sigh. My ass was aching, but I felt accomplished—like I’d really done something great.


Chapter 3


The rest of my day passed without incident, and I drifted off to sleep in my pen without another thought, having been filled and bred and milked—everything a hucow needed after a long day on the farm.

Imagine my surprise, then, when I was roughly jerked out of my slumber later that night.

I let out a soft moo which was met with a shhh.

In the moonlight, I saw Ryan, and he was grasping the leash around my collar, and pulling, starting to lead me towards the door of my pen. I obeyed him, following, without a second thought.

“What’s going on?” I mooed. There were two other bulls waiting outside the pen, making for three in total. They were both handsome, tall, blonde, and young—just like Ryan.

“These are my friends, Ken and Ron,” Ryan whispered. “We’re taking you out for the night. Dr. Crowne said that since we need to empty our balls so many times a day, we shouldn’t be shy about getting the hucows we want to breed.”

That sounded reasonable to me.

“And you were the most fun hucow I had today,” Ryan confessed, and I realized he was blushing. I blushed too and giggled. I really got off on praise, so I wasn’t about to refuse these young bulls who’d come to use me in the middle of the night. “So I told the other guys about you and we all agreed we had to try you out.”

The other young bulls nodded, grinning at me.

“The other hucows were great too but Ryan couldn’t stop talking about how much fun it was to fuck your butt so… Well, we were hoping we could breed you too.”

“Of course,” I said, making an attempt to keep from mooing. “I’m free for all the bulls on the farm to use.”

With that, they led me from the barn outside. It was cool outside, but the moon was bright and the stars blanketed the sky, causing me to gasp in amazement. How had I never noticed how well you could see the stars from the farm? It was truly a magnificent sight to behold.

The boys led me to a picnic table in a field, the kind of place you could only imagine innocent things occurring—a family picnic, a neighborhood cookout, but not a group orgy with a lactating hyper-slut.

But that was exactly what was about to occur. I hopped up on the table and before I could say anything, Ken and Ron each took one of my breasts, start to suckle my nipples. I felt my eyes flutter closed in pleasure.

“I just can’t get enough of these girls’ milk,” Ken murmured in between suckling my swollen teat.

“Right?” Ron exclaimed. “She just tastes so damned good.”

Wow! They really loved my milk—that made me feel incredibly special. Wanted. Desired. It made me feel hot.

I couldn’t imagine what other girls did when they weren’t having their nipples suckled by two handsome young muscular men at once. My breasts had grown and swollen so much over the course of my hucow treatment, I was sure that none of the bras I owned would still fit. My breasts would overflow the cups easily if I even tried to put them back on, and I doubted I could even get them hooked correctly—they’d simply grown way too much over the last few weeks and months.

But now, I was experiencing the benefits of that growth. Warm, wet mouths that descended upon my nipples, suckling and worshipping them. I felt my milk seeping into their mouths, Ken and Ron, and by the blissful looks on their faces, they were loving ever single drop of my nourish nectar.

I began to lay back onto the picnic table, letting the bulls on either side of me continue to suckle as they worked me over. Ken and Ron gripped my tits now, groping hard, starting to really milk. I recognized the technique, the pumping motion, as one that the hucow farm taught and I closed my eyes in bliss, my own bliss, aching with joy as I felt my breasts begin to empty into their hungry mouths.

Meanwhile, Ryan was between my legs. He spread my thighs and I gasped when I felt his mouth descending onto my hungry flesh. It’s not that I never got eaten out on the farm—it’s just that I tended to be bred a whole lot more. Getting eaten out felt… Somehow special. And when I felt his tongue sliding along that crevasse between my thigh and my crotch, on one side of my pussy and then the other, teasing the tender flesh where I was most sensitive, I let out a mooing shriek of pleasure. It was all I could do to keep from bucking beneath the boys as they suckled and licked me, worshipping my hucow body with their eager tongues.

When Ryan’s tongue sailed over my pussy lips, I actually let out a scream of delight. He started at the bottom of my slit, working his tongue inside of me, and began to guide it up and up, towards my clit. I squeezed my eyes shut, whimpering and gasping. It felt amazing—his tongue seemed just a little bit longer than usual, and so he was able to dart it inside my slit, inside my hole, pressing inside and exploring my juicy, creamy hole.

That evening before going to sleep, I’d had more holes hosed down, to prevent any infections—the farm was getting more strict about hucows emptying out their holes after breeding, to prevent UTIs. It was a delicate balance, because on the one hand, we knew that it was important to have lots of contact between internal mucous membranes and bull seed in order to absorb all of its nutrients, in order to make good milk, but on the other hand, us girls all had to stay healthy!

That’s all to say that my pussy was clean of other bulls’ cum when Ryan began to lick and suckle it, making enthusiastic slurping sounds as he lapped at my hole. Soon, he graduated from just licking my pussy lips to teasing my clit, swirling his tongue around it and then lashing it.

Now THAT was wonderful. I groaned—between the tongues and mouths sucking at my nipples and the tongue on my pussy, I was quickly losing my mind with pleasure. Before I knew it, I was cumming—squealing, mooing, groaning as my body reacted deliciously, aching hungrily for more and more pleasure, more and more attention from the bulls.

“Oh, wow, look at her cum!” Ken or Ron, I couldn’t keep them straight, said. I shuddered and shook in their hands, and they laughed triumphantly. “Look, she’s squirting!”

And so I was—a thin stream of juice erupted from my pussy and sprayed into Ryan’s mouth as he suckled me. I couldn’t remember the last time I had cum so hard—this was even better than the orgasms I had every single day while being bred.

But my pleasure wasn’t over yet, I realized.

I was bleary and almost dizzy from cumming as I saw Ryan stand, and press the tip of his cock to my sensitive, freshly orgasmed pussy. I groaned as he traced the tip over my lips, my wet, wet lips, teasing me mercilessly.

“Please, please, please!” I all but screamed. “Please put it inside of me! I need it!”

But, of course, it was coming out as moos and these new bulls didn’t quite understand the moo language us hucow girls ended up speaking.

“What do you think she wants, dude?” Ken asked.

“I dunno, man,” Ryan said, jokingly. “I think she might want a break from the breeding? Should we take her back to the pen?”

I shook my head vigorously. A break from what they were doing was the absolute last thing I wanted.

“I dunno, I think she might want you to stick it in her,” Ron said, teasingly.

“Oh, you think?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah, yeah, I do.”

“Then here goes nothing—”


Chapter 4


I let out a long, low moo of pleasure as Ryan’s huge cock split me open. He drove hard into me, pushing in deep. I’d already had him deep inside of my ass, but this was a completely different sensation. Feeling his size, his girth, stretching me open—his addictive warmth and the power of his regular, deep thrusts. It was wonderful.

“Harder, harder!” I mooed desperately. I couldn’t buck too much against him, because I was lying on the table and the other bulls were still suckling at my teats but I clenched my pussy tight around his cock, milking him as he drove into me.

Every thrust, ever pump, every moment was a work of art. I felt his throbbing cock so deep inside of me, felt his pulse through his cock, and I knew he’d breed me soon, that tonight, I would be with child. I just knew it.

I just felt it, like there was something in the air—that tonight was my night to get bred for real. And one of these bulls would do it, would put a baby in me.

I surrendered to the pleasure, sighing and gasping with each thrust as Ryan’s cock rocked in and out of my wetness. I couldn’t believe how good it felt, especially accompanied by the confidence, based on what I couldn’t say, that I would soon be with child after tonight.

“Please, please,” I mooed. “Put a baby in me!”

My body ached for it. The boys didn’t know what I was mooing, but that was okay. I knew that my body wanted it, and I knew that my body would make it happen. It was my destiny, and it felt good to fulfill that destiny. As a hucow, as a slut, as a future breeder.

“Fill me up!” I mooed as Ryan drove his cock into me. Each thrust was a squishy symphony. He slid his cock almost all the way out of me and then drove it in hard, thrusting deep into me, smashing into my cervix, and while that sounds horrible, you have to believe that I loved it—loved the feeling of being stretched and bruised inside. Of having my pussy, my womb, my body utterly dominated, molded to the big, beautiful cock buried inside of my flesh.

“Fuck, she’s so good,” Ryan groaned, and seconds later, I felt the flood of cum. The delicious, spurting warmth as his seed gushed into my needy pussy. It was everything I dreamed it would be—as soon as I felt him coating my insides, I began to cum myself, though my orgasm was much, much weaker than what Ryan had given me earlier.

Nonetheless, I still shook and squealed like a bitch in heat for the boys as they continued to touch me, continued to milk my teats and devour me.

Finally, Ryan slid his still hard cock out of my body. Of course, I remembered. No refractory period. But instead of slamming it back into me, he came around to the side of the picnic table, knelt on the bench, and placed his cock and balls on the table next to my face. Gently, he turned my head to face his cock.

“Suck,” he ordered.

A thrill went through my body and I obeyed.


Chapter 5


His cock was fragrant with the scent of my pussy and the scent of his cum mixed together. It was a heady, intoxicating mix and I all but whimpered in the moment before leaning forward to kiss and suck his sloppy cock. He was dripping with our juices, glazed with cum and with my hucow pussy juice, and you could be forgiven for thinking that his cock was covered in milk. In a way, he was covered—in cream—of a sort.

I suckled at the head of his cock gently, savoring the taste of him, running my tongue around the swollen cockhead and beneath the ridge of his cock. I loved the meaty texture of his cock, the feeling of something very hard encased in addictively soft flesh. Ryan let out a happy sigh and grunt, taking my head into his hand and pushing his cock forward into my mouth, into my face. I was blissed out, hunger for his taste, hungry to feel his cum flooding my throat.

Meanwhile, Ken had risen from his spot beside my breasts. Ron took over suckling my nipples and milking my other teat, continuing to relieve the pressure on my breasts by squeezing out my delicious, creamy goodness, causing it to dribble and erupt all over my body. I felt covered—in cum, in sweat, and especially, in milk.

Now, Ken took his spot between my legs. He placed my calves on his shoulders, doubling me up, and I grunted in bliss as I felt his cock slide easily inside of me. I was so wet—absolutely dripping from Ryan’s fucking, and filled with his cum still—and Ken was able to impale me with a single stroke. Now, he began rocking his hips into me, bucking against me and skewering me like a piece of meat.

All the while, I continued to suckle at the cock in my mouth, but it soon became clear Ryan wanted something more. He grasped my face and began to thrust into my mouth, his cock colliding with the back of my throat. In another life, this would have made me gag, but now, it was just pleasurable—I loved the feeling of his cock sliding down my throat, catching on the bend, and making its way further into my body. Ryan moaned happily as he fucked my throat, and Ken groaned equally as happily as his cock tore in and out of my pussy.

But Ron was really keeping me grounded, suckling at my nipples as the other two fucked my holes. He would switch from swollen nipple to swollen nipple, and I swear, the boys had gotten a truly prodigious amount of milk out of me that night—way more than I ever realized I was producing. It often simply went into a machine, and so I didn’t always see how much my body really made. I was filled with pride at the realization of how productive a hucow I had become.

“Shit, her pussy is incredible,” Ken groaned, thrusting harder and harder into me. I could tell he was loving it, and so was I, but I was too sore and weak now to cum. All that remained for me was to let the boys use me as hard as they wanted. A cock was pounding into my mouth and another into my pussy, and that was all I needed in the world.

Suddenly, I felt Ken’s cock start to sputter, and stream after stream of hot seed began to flood my hole. I let out a happy sigh—perhaps he would end up being the father of my child. I wondered who it would be in the end—I knew Dr. Crowne would let me know, but I wondered if these bulls knew now that one of them would get me pregnant. That I was feeling more fertile than I had ever felt before, and that here, beneath the moon on this star lit night, they were fucking a baby into my fertile belly.


Chapter 6


Now, it was Ron’s turn on my pussy. I smiled weakly as he spread my thighs and forced himself inside, pumping hard into me. I gasped, whimpering. I was tired, exhausted from all the hard fucking, but I wanted to make my bulls feel good. Wanted to please and pleasure their cocks. Ryan continued to plunge himself into my mouth and Ken went back to milking my nipples.

“Hey,” Ron said suddenly, grunting in between thrusts. “There are three of us—and she has three holes so…”

My eyes widened in excitement and, if I’m being honest, a bit of fear. But I was going to be brave. I had taken it in all of my holes before, of course—what did it matter if it was all at once?

For the time being, Ron slid out of my pussy and I found myself whimpering sadly. Cum dribbled out of my sloppy, swollen hole as I got to my feet unsteadily. I was weak from all the fucking and like all hucows, unsteady on my feet to begin with, owing to the massive size of my swollen breasts. They ached as usual, and so did my lower back as soon as I stood up, but that’s the price of living the life I wanted to live, I supposed.

Now, Ken slid onto the table, his cock stick straight up like a flag pole. The boys directed me to sit on his lap, which I did, sort of straddling him and letting his cock slide between my ass cheeks. I gasped when I felt it touch my asshole, still sore from this morning. Fortunately, it was already wet—hucows all had self-lubricating assholes as a result of our hormones—and combined with the cum and pussy juice that had dripped down from my pussy, there was plenty of fluid to make Ken’s ascent into my guts easy as I sat down on him.

Well, maybe it was easy for him. For me, it felt like being stabbed, but in the most pleasurable way possible—I felt more and more like a piece of meat being roasted over a fire, or speared and put on a pike…

But as I put my weight down on him, I took his entire cock into my ass, sinking down all the way. I felt him absolutely buried deep inside of me, up to the hilt—or should I say down to the hilt? I rocked back and forth, trying to relax my muscles and get used to the feeling of so much powerful meat buried inside of my ass.

“How does that feel, Caitlyn?” Ken asked gently, reaching up to stroke my nipples gently as I sighed, twitching and clenching and unclenching my butt as I got myself comfortable.

“It feels good… I’m just a little sore because someone fucked my ass three times in a row this morning…” I murmured, trying to keep my words comprehensible to them. The boys all chuckled.

“What can I say?” Ryan said. “Your ass is just addictive. That’s not my fault!”

I gave him a joking pout as I began to bounce slowly on the cock in my ass, just to get the lubrication spread and around and get everything stretched out. Then, I laid back onto him, and he wrapped his arms around my belly, holding me tight as he began to thrust up and into me.

I’d always loved being on top of guys back at college, and feeling them thrust up into me, but this was even more fun and even hotter—despite being in my ass. I groaned appreciatively, taking it willingly, happily as the cock in my ass filled me.

Next, Ron slid his cock back into me—he slid in so easily, my pussy was absolutely soaked, and, of course, filled with their cum. Again, in my previous life as a college slut, I would sometimes get… you know… kind of dry after a marathon sex session, especially if condoms were involved, but now, I found that my pussy kept dripping no matter what.

I felt like a literal goddess of sex and fertility, and the bulls couldn’t resist fucking me.

Finally, Ryan pressed his cock against my mouth once more, and I took him inside again, suckling him eagerly as he began to thrust and rock his shaft into my needy throat. It was a steady ballet of fucking—all three of them pumping into me simultaneously, using my holes—it’s hard to really articulate how wonderful the feeling was, but soon I was coming and, well, I couldn’t stop. Soon, my body was just in a state of continuous orgasm, and as the boys finished and switched out, rotating between my holes, my orgasms continued to burst from my body.

To say I was sore by the time they were done would be an understatement, but my body didn’t want to stop—once the boys had had their fill, they let me crumple to the grass, shaking and shuddering, as my orgasms continued—weaker but still burning inside of my body.

After that, they led me back to the barn. I remember walking as if in a dream—I realized the sun was coming up and that we had been fucking for hours. My throat and jaw ached; my ass and pussy were throbbing and screaming; my breasts were sore from the sucking and milking.

I’d never felt better. I’d never felt like a better hucow. I was proud—I had been through a truly insane amount of fucking, and I had survived.

I was sure I could feel the beginnings of a baby inside me now. It would grow and grow, and only make my milk better. I felt like I had truly been bred after that night, that rough night—when I had completed a gauntlet of sex that would have destroyed weaker women. I found myself smiling to myself. My walk back to the barn, with cum dribbling out of my holes, out of my mouth, down my cheeks and my udders swinging with each step—it wasn’t a walk of shame. It was a victory march.

The bulls got me back into my pen just as the sun was starting to peek into the barn and it was time to start my day again.

“Caitlyn, honey, let’s hose you down!” one of the dairy workers called as they came by, stretching the hose they used to clean us all down the path running between the pens. Obediently, I offered my naked body to the chilled spray of water. My nipples hardened under the water, but the stream cooled my burning body. Then, I got down on my hands and knees and offered up my holes to be cleaned, washing the bulls’ cum from my ass and pussy.

Even though their cum was no longer inside of me, I was sure I was still receiving the nutrients from it, that their gift had done what it needed to do to improve my milk. And, of course, I was sure that their cum had taken root inside of me, that it would grow into a baby and make me pregnant before too long…
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Knocked Up on the Hucow Farm


Prologue


My name is Caitlyn and I’m nineteen years old. I just finished my first year of college… Sort of. I basically failed. Fuck my life, right?

So, my parents are determined that I need to learn responsibility and maturity, somehow, some way. When I suggest that I go work for a bit on a dairy farm I’d just heard about, they agree—I’ll do anything to keep from losing my trust fund and my parents’ support! So what if I’m a bit of a spoiled brat?

I want to be better. Really, I do.

Soon, though, I realize the dairy farm I’m working on isn’t like other dairy farms… It’s a hucow farm, and it turns out, I’m a prime new candidate to become a hucow! I’m not so sure about the idea at first, but Dr. Crowne, the physician running the farm, quickly convinces me: I want to give in to my body’s potential and learn the meaning of hard work from him and everyone else on the farm!

Also… The idea of being bred every single day doesn’t sound too bad, does it?

Catch up with the first part of my story where I meet Dr. Crowne for the first time and learn all about the farm, and then the second part of my story where I get bred by the bulls for the first time! And don’t miss the third chapter, where I receive an intimate exam to determine how my milk production is going!

To read about the time when I met the group of guests who’ve come to the farm to enjoy my creamy, milky delights, make sure you check out the fourth and fifth chapters of my story. In the sixth part of my story, read about how I help introduce a new cohort of young, eager bulls to the farm! And while you’re at it, you can read all about the kinky adventures of the other girls on the hucow farm too!


Chapter 1


My body was changing.

I could tell. Could feel it, from long before the changes started to show up.

My udders? They grew even larger, massive, sagging under their own weight. For the first time, I actually started to feel, well… embarrassed of them. Not because they looked bad or anything, but because they were so big, so swollen. My nipples grew bigger and bigger too. They grew tougher, the skin thicker, and the color? They went from being light pink to a dark, almost mauve color, as the pigment in my flesh increased.

I knew what was happened.

I knew what was happening as my ass grew thicker, jiggling a bit as I crawled or walked or, more often than that, when I got bred by the bulls who were all the more insatiable to use me.

But the biggest evidence of all?

The evidence none of us could deny?

My belly.

My belly was, well, growing. Expanding. Swelling. It wasn’t just fat. It was obvious what was happening.

I was pregnant. With child. Knocked up. Preggers.

I had been bred, successfully.

And I was waiting to find out what happened next. What my options were.

Meanwhile, though, I had become even more popular on the farm.

One morning, I was on my hands and knees, as per usual, with a bully behind me, buried in my pussy. I was dripping, of course—I had become even more insatiable during the early days of my pregnancy, and my desire for sex, for pleasure, showed no signs of abating. I couldn’t really say where all this desire came from—I had hoped that, maybe, my hormones would, I don’t know, chill out once I had been successfully bred? I mean, obviously, they wouldn’t, because I was still taking supplemental medicine even though I was producing natural milk now from my creamy, swollen breasts, but now that I had been fully bred, successfully inseminated, I wondered if maybe the desire for constant penetration would at least cool a little bit.

Alas, for better or for worse, it did now.

I let out a long moo of pleasure as Gerhard, a tall, blonde German bull slammed his cock into me. Gerhard was one of my favorites. He’d been training at our sister farm in Bavaria, and had come on an exchange program. He was built like a Greek god, and had the looks of a movie star, but his cock—his cock was magnificent. A ten inch long pole of thick flesh, with a curve in it that meant he could rub deliciously against my G-spot as he took me from behind, and a dense, spongy, squishy, but somehow unrelentingly hard cock head that bruised my cervix and sometimes made me think he was going to dislodge my baby. I knew, of course, that he wouldn’t, but I still felt that way considering how hard he fucked me.

The other bulls were insatiable for me as well. I had never been so popular. I was amazed. It was hard to explain, but I think they were all attracted to my, well, new characteristics. My swollen, even larger than normal breasts, my ass which had grown, and my belly, which they loved to grab and hold.

In a way, it was like the baby belonged to all of the bulls.

They had all been breeding me, and while I had suspicions about when I actually became pregnant, I didn’t know for certain. I could request a DNA test but I didn’t feel the need for that. I liked the idea of the baby being a community baby, produced by all the bulls on the farm. When my child was born, he or she would have the option through Dr. Crowne of getting a paternity test, and my child would eventually be able to find out who the daddy was, but for now, that didn’t matter to me.

What mattered was that my baby would be healthy and happy, and have a loving life, with bulls to love and protect him or her, dozens of daddies.

That, and the huge cock invading my pussy as Gerhard slammed it into me.


Chapter 2


“That’s a good girl, Caitlyn, take it!” he roared. I found Gerhard’s German accent particularly sexy. Something about his commanding voice and attitude made me drop down to my knees even faster and more resolutely than the other bulls. I craved him, as much as I craved anyone.

In front of me now was another bull, Clyde, who had recently come from Scotland to participate in the bull program. Although he was one of the newest bulls, he had quickly shown himself to be extraordinarily skilled. His cock, with a big bush of fiery red hair attesting to his Gaelic roots, was even larger than Gerhard’s—I swear, it had to be eleven or twelve inches long. It ranked among the largest I’d ever had on the farm. Sometimes, I couldn’t even fathom how large the cocks were, only that I was about to have a weapon made of flesh forced into me, stretching and ripping me apart in ecstasy while I screamed, as though being murdered for pleasure.

Now, I was drooling over Clyde’s magnificent cock. He smirked down at me, stroking my head affectionately as I licked my lips.

“You like that dick, huh, Caitlyn? I can tell—that’s how you got into the situation you’re in, lassie,” he said, snarling and grinning. I lapped at the tip of his cock, tasting his salty precum, and began to take his cockhead into my mouth. I ran my tongue all around it, suckling at him and tasting him, just enjoying the feeling of a powerful cock in front of me, about to ram into my throat—enjoying his scent, all the while savoring the feeling of Gerhard in my pussy, slamming himself into me harder and harder.

He had a rhythm with his thrusts, a powerful, disciplined, and very Germanic rhythm like the pistoning of an engine or the industrial stamping of metal in a factory. I squealed and mooed onto the cock in my mouth as Gerhard dominated my pussy, wailing, and those wails gave Clyde the opportunity to drive his cock deeper into my mouth, down my throat.

Now, I had absolutely no gag reflex at this point, so I felt virtually no discomfort at this sudden invasion. I know for some girls, the idea of having no gag reflex sounds impossible to imagine, but it’s the truth. As the cock slid down my throat, catching at the point where my throat curved, I lowered my head, tilting the angle of my mouth hole so that the thick piece of Scottish meat could clear the turn and make its way deeper and deeper into my willing, wet, warm throat.

In fact, I had what you could call… negative gag reflex. That is, not only did I no longer have a gag reflex, I had begun to feel pleasure, pure pleasure, from the act of being face and throat fucked. I had asked Dr. Crowne about it, and he acknowledged that such phenomena were not uncommon side effects of the various medications I was on that had turned me into a hucow. Now, when I felt a cock invading my throat, it felt… well, pleasurable, and not totally unlike being penetrated by a cock in my pussy. Of course, I didn’t exactly feel the same kind of delicious stretch from being throat fucked, but that wasn’t a problem. No, this was kind of like my throat was one large clitoris, with nerve endings spread throughout the skin and flesh of my tongue and the walls of my throat.

Now, it wasn’t nearly as sensitive as my clitoris, of course—practically nothing could be!—but it was still much more sensitive than it had been, and penetration, oral penetration, felt wonderful. I wasn’t quite at the point where I could orgasm from having my throat fucked, but I suspected I was getting there. I could cum from taking a breeding in the ass, having my butt stretched wide by the demanding, relentless bull cocks that invaded me daily, and I figured that soon, in my hucow career, I’d be able to orgasm just from having a cock rammed down my throat.

I was in a state of pure bliss, taking the breedings from the two bulls. They continued to acknowledge my obvious pregnancy only in the most roundabout ways, referring to my—situation—or my condition—or simply holding my belly, fingers spread protectively over my swollen, stretched skin—as they drove themselves into my eager pussy. The smell of sex hung over us, that peculiar cocktail of bodily fluids and sweat that so aroused me, that seemed to follow me wherever I went, and even though the bulls weren’t actively trying to milk me now, my milk was flowing freely, combining with the fragrance of human coitus in the air.

My swollen breasts swung back and forth as I took the cock in my pussy, and the force of their swing helped fling me forward, along with Gerhard’s thrusts, onto the cock driving into my throat. I was skewered, spit-roasted between two massive cocks as I took both at once.

Few girls could say they had enjoyed the attention of two men who could have easily been male models, and even fewer could say they’d enjoyed that attention while very visibly pregnant! But the bulls obviously seemed to loved my belly and my engorged udders, which dripped milk freely onto the hay below us in the pen.

Outside my pen, I heard impatient muttering.

“They’ve been at it for a while. I want a turn with her.”

“Just chill. Fluff your cock if you really want. She’ll be free in a second.”

More bulls, I realized with a delicious thrill. There were more bulls waiting to breed me. Even though I was obviously already bred, the need to breed me wasn’t yet extinguished in the bulls, who only wanted my voluptuous pregnant body more. I found myself blushing with desire and pride at the thought.


Chapter 3


“Ach, mein Gott!” cried Gerhard as he drove into my needy pregnant pussy, swollen and raw, one final time. I let out a moo of bliss as he unleashed his load inside of me, filling me. I was sure I would be full of his cum by the time the next round of bulls arrived, but I didn’t think they would mind—the bulls rarely did.

You would think that men, straight men, would have a problem with fucking a pussy full of another man’s seed, and I suppose that other men might, but the bulls didn’t much seem to care. It made penetration easier if the hucow was swollen, which sometimes happened after marathon breeding sessions, serving as natural lubricant, and it also served to increase the nutrient absorption of the membranes inside the pussy or asshole or throat, which in turn improved the quality of milk produced by a hucow!

As I had learned during my weeks and months on the farm, everything was connected and everything on the farm had a place and a reason.

“Ahh, fuck. Ach, du heilige Scheisse…” Gerhard groaned as he slid his thick German cock out of my dripping pussy. I knew his dirty blonde pubic hair, that wiry bush around his cock, was full of my dripping pussy juices and matted with his own cum. I wanted to see it, but my head was skewered on the ginger cock in my mouth.

I wished that gingers actually tasted like ginger.

Not that I was complaining—Clyde tasted just as good as any other man, with that unique combination of salty brininess and musk that made my head dizzy with desire—but ginger just sounded so nice, spicy even.

But beggars can’t be choosers and at that moment, if I’d been able to speak, I would have been begging for him to cum in my mouth.

I moaned and mooed onto the cock as he slammed it into me, and then, finally, Clyde roared, thrusting himself down my throat hard one last time much as Gerhard had done with my pussy.

“That’s it, lassie, take it all!” he cried, his handsome freckled face leaning back as the thick cock in my mouth began to spasm. Poor, poor Clyde. He had once told me how difficult it was to find a girl who could take his cock in her pussy, or unhinge her jaw wide enough to suck him for more than a minute or two. Once he came to the hucow farm, though, and despite his cock growing even larger, he was finally able to fuck as many girls as roughly and deeply as he had ever wanted. He'd practically been a virgin when he had begun training, thanks to the restrictions placed on him as a result of his enormous cock, and now, he was finally, finally able to put that tool to good use.

And me, I was able to savor the delicious, natural flavor of his seed as it flowed into my mouth. I closed my eyes, swallowing everything that I could as the cock in my mouth spasmed, pumping and pumping. His loads were the biggest on the farm as well, or the biggest that I had experienced, and I found myself struggling to keep up with all the cum that gushed down my throat, found myself struggling to swallow every last drop.

But somehow, I managed to, or managed to swallow enough that Clyde was satisfied and finally pulled himself out of my sloppy, wet lips.

“That’s a good girl,” he said, and leaned down to kiss my forehead, playing with my sweaty hair a bit as I mooed appreciatively. Gerhard gave my ass an affectionate slap and stepped out of my pen and Clyde reached for one of my hanging udders. He placed the nipple in his mouth, kneeling as he suckled, and then let it drop, my udder bouncing around and jiggling, milk dripping everywhere.

“Ah,” he said, smacking his lips with obvious pleasure. “Delicious!”

With that, he stood up to leave my pen. As he stepped into the hall, he smirked at the bulls waiting.

“All right, lads, she’s all yours. Caitlyn, I hope you weren’t planning on sleeping any time soon, you’ve suitors a plenty a-waiting for you!”

Sleep? Me? Not now, not with my bulls waiting for me.

The next group of bulls hustled inside, and before I knew what was happening, I was being lifted into the air. It was a group of three, and that meant only one thing—not double penetration, but triple penetration. The gold standard of hucow sluttery. I was proud of my ability to take it in every hole, but even I had to admit that triple penetration was a bit… overwhelming. Not unpleasurable, of course—not by a long shot!

But still, it was intense. It was a matter of endurance, of being pushed to your limits. I often found myself sobbing with pain and pleasure during long sessions, and as much as I looked forward to it, I was a little scared.

The bulls were some of my favorites, though.

The one who lay down on the floor of my pen was Gordon, a handsome Canadian who’d left a life as a lumberjack to become a bull and breed hucows like me. He looked every part of the lumberjack stereotype—big, with a thick, auburn beard, muscles, chest hair—a classic woodsman all around. You’d expect him to come and save Little Red Riding Hood, you know?

But, I know what you want to hear about—

His cock was a good eight or nine inches long, thick, and gorgeous. Just a classically nice, large cock—not curved in any way, which made taking it a bit easier, if a bit more boring than a curved cock. Boring isn’t the right word—taking these big bull cocks isn’t boring—it’s just that when you put Gordon’s cock next to some of the other bulls’ cocks, his dick is a little bit less exciting. On the other hand, if you compared Gordon’s cock to literally any man on the street, any man in your private life, any cock I had ever seen during my college slut days, it would be comically large, almost cartoonishly huge, and the most perfect cock I’d ever seen.

And it was that cock now that I was now being lowered down onto.

Considering that there were three bulls here, I knew that meant it was going in my ass. I reveled in being manhandled like this, and having my body used, moved, and violated. I closed my eyes, let my head loll to the side, and let out a blood-curdling moo as I felt the tip of the cock touch the star of my asshole. I felt it start to spread my asshole apart, and I grit my teeth.

The first penetration is always the roughest part, and also, not coincidentally, my favorite part. I felt tears coming to my eyes as my ass ripped open, stretching lewdly around the tip of the fat cock. When I blinked, the tears fell and I let out a gasping sob of pleasure and pain as I felt my muscles finally give out and stretch around the fat tool violating my tight hole.

“Oh, heck yeah,” Gordon moaned. That was another thing about Gordon. He was polite, and rarely swore. It was adorable. “Your butt sure is tight, eh?”

It’s all for you, baby, I moaned, but it came out as a moo. No matter—the bulls on the farm could all understand my moos.

That was the thing about the hucow farm.

Here, I felt understood, in a way I’d never felt understood back in my civilian life.

What’s more, I was having fun. I felt… funderstood.

Don’t listen to me, I’m drunk on cock.


Chapter 4


I mooed and moaned as I slid down on the eight inches of Canadian meat skewering my asshole, forcing its way into my guts. Once, I’d been a pretty petite girl, you see. After all, I’d been a total nerd and book worm in high school and part of that came from my tiny frame and my complete unsuitability to any sport or athletic pursuit.

But here on the farm, my body had grown—but mostly my hips and ass and breasts. And, now, my belly. But my frame remained more or less the same tiny vessel, which meant that when I slid down on a huge cock, it wet deep inside of me, deep into my guts, as though cutting into my stomach. When girls talk about having their internal organs rearranged by a big cock—well, that’s what I experienced whenever I got fucked.

Next, Cory, a surfer bull from California, pushed me back, so that I was laying with my back on top of Gordon, and my legs up in the air, revealing my pussy to him, still flush with the bull semen that had just been gifted to me by Gerhard. The big, blonde surfer was famed for being affectionate and easy-going, and he was a favorite among the hucows. We all loved his tanned, muscular chest and abs, his soft, sunkissed hair that just always seemed to smell like sun screen, and the way he always evoked memories of the beach as he bred you, without even trying.

His cock was similar in size and shape to Gordon’s, if maybe a bit shorter, but he made up for it by being girthy and thick, and ladies will know which is more important—length or width. I bit my lip in excitement, grinning at him as he settled atop me, his chest pressed against my milk-filled boobs, squishing out a creamy treat as his cock rubbed against my slick slit.

“There we go, babe,” he said softly, moaning as it slid inside easily. I closed my eyes, loving the feeling of the thick surfer cock penetrating me. It took me back to a fraternity beach trip, when I’d laid on a towel on the beach and taking frat boy cocks while the sun went down. I’d been ignoring a lab report that was due that afternoon, and an English paper, and a ton of other homework, but I’d given myself over to my slutty desires and in that moment, I was happier than I’d ever been in my life.

But now, feeling Cory start to thrust into my pussy, syncing up his thrusts with Gordon so that they were thrusting simultaneously and skewering me between them, holding me there suspended as cocks stretched out my insides, I was happier than I could ever imagine. Because of my swollen belly, Cory wasn’t exactly lying flush on top of me, but half sitting, and the fitness required to hold himself in that half position wasn’t something I overlooked either.

And finally, Jorge, a Brazillian bull known for his passionate lovemaking approached me, kneeling next to the bulls below me and on top of me. My legs were up in the air, thanks to Cory, as he thrust deep into me, but Jorge simply moved my left leg out of the way as he pressed my lips to his cock.

He had a dark bush of pubic hair around his cock, and his intoxicating scent made me moan as he slid into my mouth. Even though my jaw was sore from sucking Clyde, I was eager to take Jorge, to please him and show him how good a hucow I could be even when taking three cocks at once.

He understood my desire to perform well, and growled at me in pleasure.

“That’s a good job, little calf,” he said with a predatory snarl that sent chills up and down my spine. “You suckle that cock nicely. Take me as much as you’d like, taste me, make yourself drunk on Jorge.”

I mooed and moaned onto his cock as I sucked him, running my tongue around the underside of the ridge of his cock, savoring the texture and flavor of his skin and his body as he pressed himself into my mouth. I ached to feel him deep, but he was holding out on me, keeping from piercing my throat, even as I wanted it.

And then, without warning, he took me by the back of the head and skewered my face, driving his cock deep down my throat. I moaned victoriously onto his shaft, and as the three bulls began to fuck my holes in earnest now, I was on cloud nine, experiencing a kind of bliss I wouldn’t normally have thought possible.

The feeling of cocks in every hole stretching me out, penetrating me, exploring me, controlling and dominating me was almost too much to take.

I let out a desperate squeal of pleasure, muffled by the eight inches of Brazilian flesh in my desperate throat, and began to cum, my whole body shaking victoriously as waves of pleasure washed over me. I wailed and gasped, almost sobbing between the bulls as my boys continued to fuck me, continued to dominate me and destroy me with their cocks.

My mind went deliciously blank then, and even though my pussy ached from being fucked so hard by Gerhard’s powerful Teutonic cock, and even though my clit was throbbing from having cum before, I soon found myself being forced to have another agonizing orgasm and then another and then another. I lost control of myself, screaming onto their cocks as I trembled and spasmed between them, a toy that they used in unison, all of them driving themselves into me.

Being the receptacle for these gorgeous men and their desires and their cum—there was nothing in the world I’d rather do.

But I had a choice to make, now that I was pregnant. That thought hung in my head as orgasm after orgasm ripped through my tender young body. I’d only been on the farm for the summer but the new semester would be starting soon and I would have to decide.

Would I stay… Or would I go?

I trembled as the pleasure soon turned into agony, becoming too overwhelming, short circuiting my brain as I felt a warm flush of cum invade my throat. I couldn’t breathe but all the same, I swallowed the cum gushing down my throat, took as much of Jorge’s seed as I could, taking him and pleasuring him as he groaned, driving himself into the juicy warm wetness of my throat.

Then, in rapid succession, the other bulls exploded inside of me.

First, it was Gordon, his cock digging deep into my guts one last time and then erupting, sending a powerful stream of seed deep into my stomach. I’ve always loved taking cum in my ass—something about it feels so taboo, so nasty and primal and submissive. I want to yell at my parents and say look at me now, mom, dad, look at your slut daughter and her ass filled with cum—I’m not so perfect now, am I?—but I have a therapist provided by the farm to talk about those feelings with.

Next, Cory came, his cock lazily spurting deep in my pussy as he rocked his hips into me. He didn’t stop thrusting as he came, but rather, he continued to drive his softening cock into my eager, sloppy hole, mixing his cum with Gerhard’s as my body continued to play host to the seed of bulls desiring me, desiring my body, hungering and aching for me.

And with that, we all collapsed in a happy heap, with me in between as the boys stroked me, kissed me, caressed me and petted me affectionately.

“Caitlyn is an angel, the perfect hucow,” Jorge was whispering, kissing my cheek and stroking the other, propped up on his elbow as Gordon, from below me, reached for my breasts and began to gently squeeze and stroke them, milking me and causing my milk to dribble everywhere.

And Cory, meanwhile, slid himself out of my pussy and then lowered his face to my slit.

I wailed in pleasure as I felt his tongue on my swollen clit.

Here’s another thing, something else—

The bulls all agree that my pussy tastes better now that I’m pregnant.

I mean, who would have thought?

Even though my pussy was dripping Cory’s cum and Gerhard’s, he eagerly lapped at my clit, and then Jorge took a turn, and even Gordon, extracting himself from beneath me. My clit was throbbing from cumming so many times, my pussy aching, but I couldn’t refuse the bulls, my beloved bulls, my boys, as they took turns lashing my clit with their hungry tongues.

Soon, my orgasm approached and weak as I was, I knew it was going to be a big one, more powerful than all of the orgasms I’d experienced so far that day. I wailed pathetically, whimpering, wiggling and struggling against invisible restraints as it washed over me, my pussy squishing and squirting on the boys as I came. I was more turned on than I’d been in a long time, and that was saying something, considering my, you know, occupation.

But it had everything to do with being pregnant, and everything to do with how much the bulls on the farm loved me, and loved my pregnant body.

I had finally done it, become, as Jorge said, the perfect hucow.

Was I really going to give all that up and go back to school?

As the boys cleaned themselves up to leave, I whimpered a goodbye. There were no more bulls waiting outside to breed me, and I felt a mix of relief and disappointment. Relief because I was exhausted, I needed to nap, and my body was tired and aching, not to mention my poor, swollen, pained holes and jaw! But on the other hand, I felt like I could have gone a few more rounds at least. I felt like I easily could have fucked more, could have easily taken more breedings.

Okay, maybe not easily, but I could have done it.

And I would have, if there had been more bulls waiting for me.

Because that was the kind of girl I was now.

I was a hucow. I had found my calling in life.

As I curled up in my pen, on my bed of hay all matted with cum and sweat and my own juices, feeling very bred, very dominated, I rested my hands on my belly and sighed.

I was content, I wanted it to last.

I drifted off to sleep like that.


Chapter 5


When I next awoke, one of the hucow farm’s dairy workers was putting me on a leash to take me to see Dr. Crowne. I remembered then that I had a check up with him scheduled, and we were going to discuss my options for my future on the hucow farm. He’d said he also had a special guest to see me—an investor who was curious about hucows and wanted, in particular, to see one who’d been successfully bred and was pregnant.

I knew what that meant. I knew I’d be offering myself to the investor, and that my ability to please him would likely be what would secure the investment for us. Dr. Crowne always said that the hucows were the greatest asset and salesforce the farm had, followed by the bulls, and then, at a distant third, followed by himself.

That always brought a proud smirk to my face.

The dairy worker first hosed me down outside the barn where I lived with the other hucow girls, using a standard garden hose to wash the bulls’ semen out of my holes and give me a rudimentary shower. I was still naked, of course, and the water was cold, so I was shivering, but fortunately it was still summer, and late summer at that, so the day was warm and in the sun on the walk over to the office building where Dr. Crowne had his lab and meeting rooms, most of my body dried out. I still felt a chill inside my pussy and ass, and a silly wetness from the water that had been pumped inside me.

Once in the building, the dairy worker took me up to the seventh floor. While in the elevator, he groped me, and reached for my pussy, suckling at my teats while fingering me. I moaned softly, putting up no resistance but just stroked his hair affectionately. It was understood that all men on the farm could use the hucows whenever they wanted, and I’d been bred by this dairy worker many times before. I wondered if he were going to try and breed me quickly before taking me to Dr. Crowne, and then hose my holes down, or if he needed to deliver me without any cum in my holes.

“Can you suck me off, right quick?” he asked. “And swallow it, so there’s no cum on you?”

Yep. There it was. Right on time. Still in the elevator, I undid his trousers and found his cock. Now, compared to the bulls, he was not impressive in the slightest, but in my normal life, it would have been a perfectly fine cock—maybe five and a half inches long. The perfect cock to suck and fuck every single day, and not feel destroyed afterwards, not feel like you’ve been put through an existential journey that leads you to question everything you know. That, at least, was how being fucked by the bulls’ cocks often left me feeling.

I took the dairy worker’s cock into my mouth and began to suckle, slurping hungrily and happily on him as he moaned, his cock twitching in my mouth. I thought I could maybe taste the tang of other hucows on it, which meant he would have bred other girls today too. That didn’t bother me in the slightest—in fact, I liked to make a game of it, trying to guess the other girls by the taste they left on the cocks I experienced.

“Did you breed Chloe today?” I asked the dairy worker, grinning when I pulled off of him to jerk him off, my hand holding his slick cock and sliding up and down, up and down as I pleasured him. “I think I can taste her on you.”

“No… Keep guessing.”

“Marissa?”

“Good guess, but no…” he moaned. His cock was twitching in my mouth and even though he’d cum at least once before today, I could tell that he wasn’t going to last much longer as I eagerly slurped and sucked him. I bobbed my head on his cock and then, before I sucked away too much of the flavor, I ran my tongue over his shaft, pausing thoughtfully.

“Jennifer?”

“That’s right,” he said, letting out a moan. I should have guessed her from the beginning—the flavor had a sourness that I remembered from another time when I had tasted her on Teddy, the bull, his cock, when he’d come right from breeding her. I knew that Teddy was the father of her baby, and they had a small cottage together, where she spent time with their child and took breedings back at the barn along with Teddy.

The dairy worker let out a triumphant grunt and released his load into my mouth. It wasn’t nearly as large as that of the other bulls but it made for a tasty, salty little snack. I slurped it up eagerly and appreciatively, inhaling his scent and his powerful musk, the scent of hard work. Everyone on the farm worked extremely hard, and not just the hucows and the bulls. Dr. Crowne worked hardest of all, I suspected, though he’d never be the one to admit it.

I swallowed every drop of the dairy worker’s cum and he gave me a water bottle to rinse my mouth out. Now, the entire time I was sucking him off, we had been in the elevator—the elevator had ascended to the seventh floor and simply stayed there, holding us in its embrace until the dairy worker pressed the button to open the doors and release us.

“I’ll bring you to Dr. Crowne and his guest now,” he said, smiling appreciatively and rubbing my head.

I loved making everyone on the farm happy, from Dr. Crowne, to the bulls, to even the rank and file dairy workers. I knew this fellow would go home to his family, tired but happy, and tell his friends about the amazing day he’d had at work.


Chapter 6


As I entered Dr. Crowne’s high tech lab, I took in the sight of the most advanced research center for hucow studies in the world. Several consoles were set up in a row in the center, with large projections of different hucows on the farm. I recognized several of the girls—Marissa, Jennifer, Chloe—the girls I had ended up guessing—as well as others: Rachel, Marina, Molly, Maggie, Kayla. Several of the research techs who worked for Dr. Crowne were hunched over their consoles, typing away furiously, and behind them, Dr. Crowne was talking to a tall, handsome man in a suit.

The dairy worker unleashed me, and hung my leash up on a hook to the side of the door. He patted my head and took his leave. I suspected he felt a little out of place in this clean, sterile, high tech environment in his stained, muddy overalls but I didn’t think he should. After all, I had just sucked his cock like I’d sucked the cocks of all the men in the room, save the newcomer in the suit.

To hucows, it doesn’t matter who you are. We just want to pleasure you and nourish you.

“Ah, Caitlyn. Here she is.”

Dr. Crowne came over to me, beaming. He wore a suit beneath his lab coat, and looked suave and dapper as usual. The doctor’s guest looked a little up tight, with his dark eyes and hair, and smirked down at me.

“She’s pregnant and you make her crawl around like that?” he asked.

“The exercise is good for her. It’s extremely important for pregnant females of any species to get regular exercise. Admittedly, it’s not the most conventional exercise, but it still fulfills the goal. Moreover, consider the engorgement of her mammaries and her pregnant belly, we’re saving her from a lifetime of lower back pain.”

The suited guest seemed convinced. He frowned but nodded, visibly impressed.

“Caitlyn, this is Mr. Lawrence Saxon. He’s an investor who’s interested in our farm, and I thought I’d bring you up to let him meet one of our best performing girls. Friends, let’s walk.”

I followed Dr. Crowne, and Mr. Saxon walked next to me. I felt his eyes on me, looking me over as he took in my body. He was clearly aroused, judging from the bulge in his suit pants, and I turned to beam at him, grinning invitingly. I had no doubt he’d be inside of me before long, and I wanted him to understand that I was friendly, and I welcomed the attention.

First, though, Dr. Crowne led us to one of the many models of milking machines in his lab. I had been in this one before: it held me in a position on an exam table that I could only describe as a kind of relaxed doggy style, where the various straps and arms kept my limbs and core suspended, while large suction cups affixed to my breasts and milked me. It was one of the more comfortable machines, and before Dr. Crowne said anything, I climbed up onto the table and began to insert myself into the straps and restraints.

“She seems to know just what to do,” Mr. Saxon remarked.

“This machine is pretty easy and fun to use,” I told him, and realized my voice came out as a moo. Mr. Saxon’s eyes widened as he smiled at me, uncomprehending.

“Ah, yes, she said that the machine is easy to use,” Dr. Crowne said quickly. “The medications we give our girls sometimes makes it difficult for them to speak normally, but they can usually manage it if they’re conscious of it. For those of us who spend a lot of time around hucows, we tend to just let them speak how they like—I’ve grown to understand their moos as easily as I understand my own voice.”

I cleared my throat, concentrating on speaking normally, like a human and not a cow.

“Yes, I can speak regularly too, Mr. Saxon. My apologies.”

“Not at all. That was… cute,” he remarked. His eyes were drawn to my huge belly, and my equally huge breasts. Dr. Crowne affixed the suction pumps to my nipples and I let out a soft moo and a moan as the machine began to pump, sucking milk out of my swollen teats.

“See how much she produces?” Dr. Crowne said, directing Mr. Saxon’s attention to the vat where my milk was being collected. “A hucow will never produce as much as a bovine cow, but damned if we won’t get close some day. Our proprietary methods mean that hucows will produce an enormous amount of milk, and it will be healthier and tastier than cow milk. And, more humane. Dairy cows suffer enormously, whereas hucows… Well, Caitlyn, are you suffering?”

“Not at all!” I chirped. “I love being milked and I love being bred.”

“I can see she’s… enjoying herself,” Mr. Saxon said, glancing behind me. My legs were partially spread and he could see my pussy, I was sure. I always got wet when being milked—almost every hucow did, I was sure—and what’s more, I’d been enjoying having them looking at me, being the only one naked in the lab, and I’d enjoyed sucking the dairy worker’s cock… That’s all to say, I was basically soaked by the time Mr. Saxon got a look at my swollen, pink pussy lips.

“Feel free to explore her,” Dr. Crowne said.

“Yes,” I piped up, making sure to speak normal human words over the whir of the machine suckling milk out of my breasts. “Feel free to touch me however you like. You can even breed me!”

“Don’t mind if I do,” Mr. Saxon said with a wicked look on his face.


Chapter 7


First, I felt his fingers on my pussy. I was still sore and swollen, of course, from being bred so many times by the bulls who were all so excited for my voluptuous pregnant body, but that didn’t stop me from enjoying the way his fingers slowly slid over my wet folds. I sighed, feeling a blush rise on my skin as I gasped and whimpered, shuddering and trembling a bit in the machine’s restraints.

“You like that, huh?” Mr. Saxon said, smoothly, almost teasingly, touching me even more gently, making me push my hips back to try and find his fingers.

“Yes,” I moaned, my voice turning into a moo partway through. “I love it!”

Then, I heard him unzipping his fly. I bit my lip, grinning happily as I realized what was happening. Even though it had only been a few hours since I’d had a cock inside of me, I wanted another!

But first, Mr. Saxon seemed to want a taste of me.

“You said she tastes particularly good?”

“Ah, yes, the bulls have been raving about her flavor recently. As she’s with child, her hormones are particularly concentrated, and her flavor has changed—almost like simmering a sauce for a long time, I suppose.”

“Ah, I see. A good metaphor,” Mr. Saxon said. As he knelt, leaning in to lick my folds, I heard Dr. Crowne whisper, audible only to himself and me:

“Actually, that was a simile, because it used ‘like’—had I not made the comparison explicit, it would have constituted a metaphor.”

I stifled a giggle, and then let out a moan. Mr. Saxon hadn’t heard Dr. Crowne’s correction—that had only been for me—but my pussy was for him as he delved into my folds and explored me, lapping at my wetness and then easing down to my clit, where he lashed me with his tongue.

Gasping for air, moaning hard, I shook. He was… very good at this. He seemed like the kind of hero you read about in romance novels: a wealthy alphahole billionaire who loves to eat pussy, even though he’s arrogant as sin. I’d enjoyed those romance novels once upon a time, and had always ached to have as much sex as the heroines in those novels ended up getting.

Well, look at me now!

I whimpered as Mr. Saxon lapped at my pussy, lapped at my clit, his tongue skillfully tracing the edges of my slit before swirling around my sensitive nub and bringing my closer and closer to orgasm. Finally, when I couldn’t help myself any more, I let out a soft mooing scream of pleasurable agony and came hard.

As usually happened when I came while being milked, my breasts began to all but gush cream. It was one of the reasons Dr. Crowne encouraged milking and breeding to occur simultaneously.

“Well, well, well, she is tasty, she really is,” Mr. Saxon said, standing and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Let’s see how she feels though.”

My pussy felt like it was still vibrating when I sensed his warmth, his cock, nearing me. I gasped as I felt his heat enter me, and several inches of delicious flesh began to dig into me. He was big, of course—that went with his character type, as an alphahole billionaire (I had no idea how rich he was, but I felt sure he wasn’t paying enough in taxes)—and though he wasn’t as big as the bulls, I guessed he had to be seven or eight inches long, with a healthy girth. It was the kind of cock that would have stretched me deliciously and made me sore for days back when I was in college, before I was used to taking giant hucow dicks.

Now, it was just par for the course for me as a slutty little hucow, but that didn’t make it any less pleasurable.

“Goddamn, her pussy is incredible,” Mr. Saxon exclaimed, sinking into me. He began to thrust almost immediately, his hips taking over and slamming into me as I groaned appreciatively. “She’s so wet, so tight. I feel like her muscles are massaging my cock!”

“Yes, hucow vaginal musculature is particularly well-developed,” Dr. Crowne noted. “Hucows are practically more evolved, more specialized humans—except for the fact that they’ll go back to normal once we cease their medication.”

“So, this is all… safe?” Mr. Saxon grunted as he fucked me. I loved the way the men carried on their conversation as though I weren’t there, treating me like an object just to be enjoyed.

“Safer than Lasik surgery,” Dr. Crowne said with a smug smile. “Safer than breast augmentation. Safer, in fact, than pregnancy and delivery in several American states. Our girls are well taken care of, and uniformly happy. They have good working conditions, a low cost of living, and we pay a competitive rate.”

Mr. Saxon gasped at this, and I felt his cock spasming inside of me, unloading his seed. I whimpered in delight as I felt his sudden flood of cum, and my breasts responded in kind, gushing more milk into the machine.

As Mr. Saxon slid himself out of my dripping pussy and zipped himself up, Dr. Crowne measured out a small glass of my milk for him.

“Here, you’ve tasted her one way, taste the rest of her,” he said.

Mr. Saxon took the glass and sniffed it. Then, he remarked: “It’s cool?”

“Yes, the machine cools the milk to optimal drinking temperature. It should be slightly warmer than milk from the refrigerator, so you can taste its unique qualities.”

As Mr. Saxon took a sip and a blissful smile spread over his face, I knew he would invest. And I knew I had found the right place for me. I would have my baby here and continue being a hucow. That was what I was meant to do, and I didn’t want to be anything else.
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First Time on the Hucow Farm


Chapter 1


My name is Jessica and I’m eighteen years old, and this is the story of how I became a hucow.

Most girls don’t grow up dreaming of being a hucow. In fact, I didn’t even know what it was until after I had graduated from high school. I had just turned eighteen and I was working a dead-end job, trying to cobble together enough money for another semester of community college when I saw a news special about it one night.

“They’re called hucows,” the reporter said. “And you might be seeing their milk in the grocery store soon. No, they’re not human-cow hybrids, but human women milked like cows.”

On the screen, the pretty reporter stood next to an insanely busty woman, who knelt next to her on the floor of what seemed to be a barn. The busty woman grinned. The news broadcast blurred out her breasts, but she seemed to be totally naked. The busty woman—I guessed that was the hucow—she had long blonde hair, blue eyes, and an incredible smile.

She was beautiful.

In another world, I thought, that could have been me. I had long blonde hair too, only mine was a kind of dirty, stringy, dishwater blonde. Not the kind that guys fall in love with. I have blue eyes too, only mine are a darker, muddier blue. Not bright, but murky. I’m chubby, much chubbier than this girl, and my breasts, even though I’m still a teenager, aren’t perky but kind of droopy, and uneven.

I’d always been ashamed of my body, and that was why I was still a virgin, even now that I was eighteen. I had never been comfortable enough to get with a guy (or a girl, for that matter) but I felt inspired watching this woman kneel next to the reporter, apparently naked, showing off everything for everyone to see.

“What’s your name, miss?” the reporter asked.

“I’m Stephanie,” the hucow said. And then she mooed, and it was the cutest sound.

“So, Stephanie, you live here on the farm, and you’re milked every day?”

“Sure am!”

“What’s that like? Do you like working here?”

“I love it. I don’t even really think of it as work. It’s something… deeper and more important,” Stephanie said, thoughtfully. Every few moments, her voice would devolve into moos but then she’d return to speaking normally. “I love being a hucow, and I love being milked. I also, well—a big part of it is being bred every day. Can I say that on TV?”

The reporter smirked.

“Of course, you can. Can you tell us a little more about the—breeding process?”

“Of course. So, we’ve got these bulls who work on the farm. They’re not actual bulls, but males who are taking a pretty intense cocktail of hormones and medications, and that causes certain… physical attributes of theirs to change. So, they can, uh, breed us hucows multiple times a day, and that keeps us ready to be milked at a moment’s notice. Does that all make sense?”

“Fascinating, Stephanie,” the reporter continued. “And you enjoy this lifestyle?”

“I love it. What woman wouldn’t love it? I have everything provided for me, and every day, I get the attention of a whole bunch of hunks determined to, uh, have lots of fun with me. Lots of fun.” She winked. “It can be hard work sometimes, but it always pays off. I love being a hucow and I love working here on the farm.”

“Tell us more about the milk that you hucows produce.”

“It’s more nourishing than cow’s milk, for one thing. Think about it—you’re a human, I’m a human. Wouldn’t human milk have more of the nutrients your body needs than cow’s milk? Plus, it’s also more ethical.”

“Ethical? How?”

“Well, most cow milk doesn’t come from small family farms. It comes from big, industrial farms, where the cows aren’t treated very well. They live in pretty appalling conditions, and they’re basically tortured all their lives. Sure, you could switch to a plant-based milk but those aren’t very good and aren’t as nutritious as real milk. Hucow milk provides the perfect solution: it’s milk that’s tastier, better for you, and you don’t have to hurt animals to enjoy it. The hucows who make your hucow milk are having a great time, let me tell you.”

The reporter seemed convinced. She picked a small glass off a barrel set up next to them.

“Now, uh, Stephanie, my producer is telling me I should milk you and taste your milk. Is that all right with you?”

“Of course! I love being milked. It feels really good. Any moms who’ve ever breast fed know that it’s pretty uncomfortable to have full breasts, you know. And if you’re gentle, it can feel… really, really good if you know what I mean.”

The reporter smiled, and knelt next to Stephanie. What she was doing was blurred out, but I saw Stephanie’s face change, a blush growing on her cheeks as a blissful expression came over her. The reporter, too, was blushing.

“Oh, wow… A lot is coming out,” she murmured. “This is way more than when I was breastfeeding my daughter.”

“Right? It’s like breastfeeding on steroids. Quite literally.”

Now, the reporter stood back up, holding a small shot glass full of creamy, off-white milk. She took a sniff, and raised her eyebrows.

“Wow, that smells amazing. Kind of, buttery, I suppose?”

“Yes, us hucows are bred and cultivated, in such a way that our milk becomes extra tasty and nutritious. Each hucow will have a unique flavor and taste, and so we put out several different lines of products. Some bottles will be a blend of different hucows’ milks, in order to produce a consistent, smooth product that highlights different flavors and tastes—we might have some that are grassier or buttery or creamy, if that makes sense. And then we have our single source hucow milks, where the entire bottle comes from one hucow.”

The reporter nodded and took a sip. A blissful expression, matching the one that had been on Stephanie’s face, came over her now as she downed the entire glass.

“My goodness, Stephanie, but that’s delicious!”

Stephanie beamed.

“Right? Isn’t it good? Hucow milk is just about the tastiest milk you’ve ever tried, we promise!”

“And, now, where can our viewers find hucow milk?”

“It should be available in your local grocery store, in the dairy aisle,” Stephanie said. “And if you want, you can come visit the farm and meet the hucows yourself! We have vacation rentals on the grounds if you want to try breeding a hucow yourself, and having a hucow to nurse from and to serve as your maid.”

“Incredible,” the reporter said. “And what would you say to girls out there watching who might be interested in this lifestyle? Do you think this is a viable career option for young women who maybe don’t fit into normal jobs and everyday life?”

“Oh, absolutely. Many of our hucows find life here on the farm particularly fulfilling. We have a great retention rate among hucows: over ninety percent of our hucows stay on the farm, year after year! My advice to anyone who wants to become a hucow—or a bull, if you’re a boy—would be to fill out an application and then come in for an interview with our CEO, Dr. Crowne. He’ll be able to tell if you’re right for the farm.”

“Thank you so much, Stephanie, and thank you for letting us try your milk. This is KCW News, signing off—”


Chapter 2


While working my grocery store checkout shift later that week, I just couldn’t get the hucow milk thing out of my head.

I mean, who had ever heard of it? For a while, I was convinced that it had to be a joke, but then I googled it and found that it was totally real. There were reviews from people who had visited the farm to try the milk, and who had also rented out hucows for the weekend to breed and use as maids and servants, basically.

My cheeks flushed as I read all the stories about the things the hucows did. How they were bred relentlessly, discussions of their orifices and how big their breasts were, how good they were at sucking cock. I couldn’t believe this was legal.

I had to try some of the milk. I just had to.

During a break in my shift, I went over to the dairy aisle and I broke down and bought a bottle of hucow milk for myself to try.

It was a single origin, and it just happened to come from Stephanie, the hucow I had seen on the news. Her face, pretty and blonde, not acne scarred like mine, grinned back at me from the label. It was a small pint bottle, and I had no idea what to expect as I opened it up. I hadn’t really drunk milk by itself in a long time. Sure, I had it in a latte, or maybe with cookies for Christmas, but that was about it. I wasn’t a little kid anymore.

But somehow, that milk transported me back. The milk tasted… incredible. It’s hard to describe exactly what it tasted like, but I felt like I’d just come inside from playing in the snow around Christmas, or I had just come home from trick-or-treating with my friends, and I was tasting milk alongside candy and cookies for the first time. A warmth spread through my body, through my belly. The milk had a candy sweetness to it, but it wasn’t cloying. It was smooth, and complex. Rich, certainly—you couldn’t drink a lot of this milk, though you might want to try. It was amazing.

“Jessica?” Abdul, my supervisor, asked as he stepped into the break room. “Are you okay? You’re crying.”

I didn’t realize that tears had started to slide down my cheeks. I dabbed my eyes, reaching for a napkin to wipe a droplet of milk from my chin.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I’m fine. I’m gonna’ be fine.”

He smiled at me sympathetically, and left the room, giving me my space as I finished the pint bottle.

That evening, I went home from my job and began filling out an application to work on Creamy Meadows Hucow Farm.

The application was, however, pretty extensive. It required multiple essays where I had to detail my interest in the farm and in being a hucow. There were short answers, where I had to describe how I would react in certain situations. For example—

“Say you are waiting to be bred by your favorite bull, and when he finally comes to you, you can smell and taste other hucows on his cock. How would you react?”

I found myself blushing as I wrote out my answer. Truthfully, I would be jealous, but I would be professional about it and be upfront about asking if the schedule could be changed so I could have a little bit more time with my favorite bull, a little bit earlier. I wasn’t bothered by the idea of tasting other hucows’ juices on his cock, though. If anything, I appreciated that as a kind of kinky perk of the job. I wasn’t exactly into girls, but the novelty of the whole situation was exciting to me.

Then, I came to an essay question that I knew would be difficult to answer.

“Please describe, in as much detail as possible, your entire sexual history.”

I bit my lip. My fingers hesitated, hovering over the keys.

The fact was, I had nothing to write.

I was a virgin.

Would they believe me? Should I lie?

I took a deep breath.

No, honesty is always the best policy. I truly believed that, and I didn’t want to start off a new job with a falsehood.

“I have very limited sexual experience,” I wrote. “I have never had sexual intercourse, nor have I ever engaged in oral sex. I have never even kissed someone in a romantic fashion. However, I masturbate at least twice a day—once when I wake up and before going to sleep at night. I have an extensive collection of vibrators and dildos for penetration. Sometimes, if work is slow and no one is in the break room, I will steal into there to masturbate while watching pornography on my phone. This is all to say that, while I’m not experienced in the slightest, I am very eager to learn and I have a high sex drive.”

The application also required that I submit pictures of myself, naked. I took them standing in front of a mirror, feeling a blush spread across my entire body. Everything was visible—that was what the application required. My breasts, with their pink, puffy nipples, the left slightly larger than the right, and my soft belly, and my curly, wiry bush. First, I had to take pictures from the front and the sides and the back, and then, I had to bend over and spread my ass cheeks, offering my camera a glimpse of my butthole and pussy.

I’d never been so embarrassed in my life, and to make it all worse, I was incredibly turned on. I found myself touching my swollen clit in between photos, stroking myself as I imagined bulls breeding me. They were supposed to be huge, athletic, fit monsters with massive cocks, who lavished attention on the hucows and brought them to orgasm over and over and over.

I mean… That sounded pretty dang good to me!

With the pictures finished, I submitted everything along with my application and resigned myself to waiting. I knew I had to be patient, but my body, my heart, my soul wanted to be a hucow—how was I ever going to wait to hear their decision?

The reply to my application came quickly, fortunately. A simple email telling me that some medication was en route to my apartment, and that I should take it and schedule my interview for a month afterwards. That would give the medication time to work, and Dr. Crowne, the farm’s CEO, would be able to test me to see if my body was reacting in the way they wanted.

I felt, I don’t know, happy, I suppose, that they were taking this so seriously, that I wasn’t being rushed into anything, but at the same time, I’d been fantasizing about becoming a hucow, and I was impatient. Why couldn’t I get to the farm right away and start my training?

Two days later, the medication came. I realized it wasn’t a single dose. No, it was an entire month’s worth of medication, with detailed instructions for when and how I was to take it.

There were pills I had to take four times a day, and injections I was to give myself directly into my breasts and buttocks twice a day, once in the morning and once in the evening. This whole regimen would provide a pretty intense dosage of hormones and medicine that would, if all went as planned, transform me into a hucow by the time I had my interview. I could expect lactation to begin in a few days, and by the time my interview rolled around, I should be producing enough milk to drink.

Or, so the instructions said.

This still seemed too wild, too crazy to be true. How could I be sure this wasn’t all just a scam? Just a weird fetish thing, or maybe a con to get girls to send in naked photos of themselves? Maybe the pills were dangerous drugs, or maybe they were just sugar pills and this was all relying on the placebo effect. That would be a crazy twist.

But regardless of what I actually thought about the pills and their possible effects, I knew this was what I wanted. I would take the risk that it was all a scam, or something worse.

I took my first dosage and then, that evening, standing in the bathroom, I loaded up the needle included in the package, extracting a dosage of special serum from a vial, and, grasping one of my nipples in my hand and pulling it taut, pressed the needle into the flesh, into my breast. I let out a soft whimper of pain as I filled my boob with the medicine. It hurt, but it wasn’t terrible, and I had to admit this was kind of kinky too.

Then, I turned around, showing myself my ass in the mirror. At least my ass was kind of nice, I had to admit. I reminded myself that they wouldn’t have sent me a month’s supply of their medicine if they hadn’t thought I had the potential to be a hucow. Maybe I wasn’t as beautiful and sexy as Stephanie, but they must have thought I had potential, must have seen something in me, despite my uninspiring body.

With those thoughts in mind, I stabbed the needle into my butt, yelping at the sudden pain, and emptied the payload of medicine into my plump cheeks.

I didn’t feel any different after taking those doses, but I did retire to my bed and select a vibrator to spend the evening with. As I brought myself to orgasm once, twice, three times, making a wet spot underneath my butt on the sheets that I knew I wouldn’t bother trying to clean up, I wondered about my future on the hucow farm, wondered if this had all just been a crazy dream and I’d wake up in the morning asking myself how I ever could have thought that human milk would be sold in grocery stores, that a farm would exist where girls would go to be milked and fucked senseless, where they could be rented out by visitors and used as whores and slaves, essentially. It was such a sexy idea, such an exciting idea, and the thought of giving up on the bullshit of trying to make enough money to go to college to get a useless degree when I knew my whole career was on the verge of being outsourced to an AI model anyway.

But being a hucow, that was a job they couldn’t automate. That was something only a human could do—a hucow.


Chapter 3


I spent the first week or so of my initial treatment eagerly looking for signs that lactation was beginning. I was a little obsessive about it. After taking my medicine in the morning and injecting myself with my syringes, I’d stand in front of the mirror, twisting and tugging at my sore nipples, trying to coax some milk out of my teats.

Sometimes at work, too, when it was slow and I was sitting in the break room, thinking about masturbating, I would instead end up pulling my shirt up and tugging, twisting, stroking my nipples, trying to get milk to come out.

Still, doing that every single day for several days didn’t produce any noticeable effect. I certainly noticed that I was hornier—sometimes, when I was masturbating, I found I needed to cum multiple times, more than my usual three (I always try to cum three times at least, because I feel like three is a lucky number—maybe I’m superstitious, or maybe I just have a weird case of OCD), so maybe my sex drive was increasing but… also… maybe I was just thinking about it a whole lot more than usual because I was injecting a strange unknown serum into my breasts and boobs twice a day while fantasizing about being a human cow on a dairy farm!

Finally, though, six days after I first started taking the medication, during my evening nipple tugging, I managed to squeeze a few milky, pale, translucent droplets out of my nipples. Now, this had never happened before. The liquid didn’t quite look like milk, but what were the chances that my breasts just decided to start secreting something after I’d been taking medication for a week that was supposed to make me lactate? I did a little jump for joy, making my sore boobs bounce, and I decided to stop tugging and molesting them.

I wanted to give my breasts a chance to make more milk, to fill with milk and swell like Stephanie’s udders. I had always wanted big boobs, and that was, theoretically, something that was supposed to happen to hucows. Your breasts would grow big and fat to hold all the milk, and they’d be extra sensitive too. So sensitive that some hucows could cum just from being milked! The idea was incredibly sexy, incredibly kinky, and I wouldn’t wait to try it.

After another week of medicine, the milk dripping out of my nipples was getting thicker, turning a brighter shade of white, no longer translucent but now opaque, like regular milk. You wouldn’t necessarily mistake it for milk at the store, I supposed, but it was getting closer and closer.

What’s more, my breasts were definitely growing. I don’t think I was eating more, but the fat in my belly seemed to be feeding into my boobs, and I noticed my tummy tightening a little bit, while my boobs grew and grew. My bra was already feeling tight by the end of the second week and by the third week, my breasts were feeling swollen and full.

I decided to experiment by milking myself into a glass, like I’d seen the reporter do to Stephanie in that interview. I was excited to see what would happen, and as I watched the stream of thickening milk spurt out of my swollen nipple, I knew I was on the right track.

The milk didn’t taste all that strong, though. Nothing like Stephanie’s milk, like the pint I’d bought at the store. I was a bit disappointed but I’d only been at this for a few weeks, I reminded myself.

What’s more, I had a different problem. I needed new bras. I went to the store and bought two new bras, but by the end of the fourth week, my boobs were straining at them, threatening to overflow them.

I was also very, very, very horny. If I thought I had a high sex drive before, well, it was definitely worse now. I could barely keep my hands off myself at home, and part of me wanted to download one of those dating apps I always hear about but had never tried, and see if I could get a guy to come over and fuck me.

But I was still insecure, to tell you the truth, even though I loved the changes I was seeing in my body. I swear, even my skin was starting to clear up and my hair seemed to get fuller, thicker, shinier. If it weren’t for the side effect of making your breasts swell up to an enormous degree and fill with milk, I would say every woman would want to be on the medication Dr. Crowne had sent me.


Chapter 4


By the end of the month, it was time for my interview. I took a cab to the train station, and then took the train out to the countryside, where a truck was waiting for me. I had been instructed to bring some things with me, since, if I got the job, I would be encouraged to start right away instead of going back home. I was fine with that: I didn’t mind walking out on my grocery store job, though I felt a little bad about leaving Abdul in the lurch, but he’d be able to hire someone new quickly. There were always people coming and going from that job.

Two older men greeted me in the truck, one of them getting out and letting me sit between them in the cab.

“I’m Phil, and this is Greg,” the guy who’d gotten out of the truck said as he squeezed in next to me. They both wore overalls and had a grizzled, working class look to them that I found endearing. It kind of reminded me of my own father who had passed away several years before.

“I’m Jessica,” I said, shaking their hands. I was suddenly very conscious of how close to them I was. We were all crammed in the cab and as the truck took off down the road, pulling out of the small town train station, I realized what a stupid thing I had done. I’d just gotten into a truck with two strange men. I was an eighteen year old girl, a virgin, with growing tits and a swelling butt, and I was dripping wet between my legs, and I wasn’t thinking, but if they wanted to hurt me, they easily could.

“So, you’re interviewing with the doctor today, huh?” Phil asked, grinning at me. At least they knew that much.

“Um, yes, sir,” I murmured nervously.

“You don’t have anything to be worried about, sweetheart,” Greg said, and patted my thigh. It was the first time a man had ever really touched me and I was excited to feel the warmth and pressure from his hand. I felt a whimper start in my throat but I clamped it down. I didn’t want to be weird. “Looks like the medicine has taken its effect on you.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

“Yeah, I followed the schedule and everything,” I said. “I felt like it started off slow but now… I can tell that it’s changing my body.”

“Mind if I take a look?” Phil said. I blushed. I didn’t really understand what he meant, but I just shrugged and smiled at him, and he reached for my shirt. He peeled it up over my swollen boobs, revealing my bra-clad tits to both of them.

“Well, look at that. Ain’t those beautiful?”

I was really blushing now.

“I… No one’s ever called my boobs beautiful,” I admitted. “Or any part of me. I’m, um, a virgin.”

“Oh, really? Well, Dr. Crowne will be extra excited to meet you then.” Phil’s hands were on my breasts now, rubbing my nipples through my bra. I let out a soft moan, writhing in my seat as I felt my nipples start to harden from the touch.

“You’re gonna’ make me leak…” I whimpered, shuddering from the pleasurable touch.

“Oh, you think so? Yeah, look at that. She’s soaking through her bra.”

I was so embarrassed, feeling my bra grow wet from where my hard nipples were dripping into the fabric. Phil reached behind me and I eased myself forward, letting him unhook my bra and allowing my breasts to fall out of the cups, tumbling free.

“I bet that feels better, huh, sweetheart?” Greg asked with a grin, glancing over at my boobs.

It definitely did. It felt so much more natural for my breasts to hang free like this. I had started thinking of them as true udders, and it felt right, perfect, for them to swell and sit on my chest as my breath heaved in and out of my lungs. I was so aroused, so turned on and embarrassed by this men I had just met looking at my tits, I found myself squeezing my legs together, rubbing my thighs together, stimulating my needy slit.

“I’m gonna’ have a little taste,” Phil announced, and leaned in, placing his lips on one of my swollen nipples. I let out a long, low, hot moan as he did so. God, but it was incredible. This was truly the first sexual experience I had ever had, now, at the age of eighteen, and it felt amazing. The way his tongue gently lapped at my nipple, the way his lips squeezed my nipple and milked me, tugging at the nub, and then, finally, I felt some release, as my milk started to flow. He reached for my plump udder, starting to massage it and squeeze it as he milked me, as he nursed from me and drank from my gushing breast.

“Mm, she’s really developing well,” Phil said, slurping at my nipple. He nibbled at my flesh as I whimpered, and then slid a hand down the front of my jeans, into my panties. “And she’s super wet. Part of me wants to pop that cherry now, but I think Dr. Crowne is going to want to do that.”

Wait, I was to lose my virginity during my interview?!

I had no idea.

Fear coursed through me.

I imagined myself, spread on the doctor’s examining table, as though I were in a gynecologist’s office, and then, his cock entering me…

God, it sounded amazing. I wanted to lose my virginity, wanted to know men. I wanted it so badly—how had I gone so long without it?

Greg pulled over the car along the highway, putting us into park, and turned to me. He lowered his face to my other breast and began to suckle, and now, I was having both tits pleasured and suckled by both men as Phil explored my pussy. This was the first time a man had touched me down there, the first time anyone besides myself or a doctor had touched me down there, and I felt like I might cum at any second.

As I felt his fingers glide over my swollen clit after sliding up and down my swollen pussy lips, my hips bucked. Between that and the tongues lashing my nipples and suckling my milk, I couldn’t control myself. I arched my back, my body spasming and shaking as pleasure coursed through me.

“Oh, my, fucking, god!” I cried out, orgasming hard, harder than I ever had in my life as my pussy seemed to gush juices all over Phil’s hand. “It’s so good!”

I couldn’t believe how good it felt. And my time as a hucow was only just beginning.


Chapter 5


But even though I’d just orgasmed, Phil and Greg weren’t done with me. Not by a long shot.

Phil undid his overalls and I saw his cock, pressing first against the denim of the garment, and then against his underwear. He slid his underwear down, and his thick cock with an angry red head bounced into view, rising out of a nest of curly dark hair. He had a thick, musky, manly scent to him that made my mouth water.

“We’re not going to fuck you, sweetheart, but I think you can show off some other skills of yours.”

I swallowed hard, looking at him with wide eyes. I adjusted my glasses, fully aware that I looked like a slut with my tits out, but I didn’t know what to do.

“I… I’ve never done anything with a guy,” I told them. “So I don’t know what to do.”

I swallowed hard.

“But if you tell me what to do, I’ll do it. I want to be a good hucow, and I know…” I bit my lip anxiously. “I know I’ll be free to use on the farm by anyone who wants me, so I guess I should start practicing now, huh?”

“That’s right, baby girl,” Greg said as he revealed his own cock. He put a hand behind my head, running his fingers through my hair and directed me towards his cock, pressing my face down towards his lap. Instinctively, my lips opened as soon as I felt the tip of his cock pressing against them, and I let him slide his cock into my mouth.

I’m giving a blowjob, I realized, and a feeling of warmth and satisfaction coursed through me. I’m giving a blowjob! I’m actually doing a sex thing! The cock was big and thick in my mouth, and felt so pleasantly warm. I ran my tongue all around it, tasting it, and inhaled deeply, taking in the sweaty smell of Greg’s crotch. I really liked it, I decided. It wasn’t exactly what you would call a good smell, but I could tell it was rich in pheromones, and my body reacted to it. I felt my pussy throbbing and fortunately, Phil seemed to know exactly what I needed.

While my face was buried in Greg’s crotch, Phil reached his hand into my pants and began to tease and toy with my pussy again. I sighed hungrily, aching for his touch as my pussy spasmed. He was… good at this. I guessed he must have done this with many young first time hucows. Helped them relax, I realized.

That’s what he was doing. What they were both doing. It was a great service, a wonderful thing that they were helping me with. I was anxious about my interview. I was nervous about leaving my life behind and becoming a hucow. Would I be good? Would I like it? Would the bulls like me, and the farmers and workers on the dairy farm? Would the clients and guests who visited the farm want to rent me out and use me liker they used the other hucows? Would I make the farm money? Would anyone want to drink my milk, let alone fuck me and breed me?

But all those fears started to recede into the background as Phil stroked my dripping pussy, as Greg put gentle pressure on the back of my head, pushing me down further and making me gag a bit as he fucked my face.

“That’s it, that’s a good girl,” he cooed. “Just breathe. You’re going to have to get used to using your mouth and throat like a second pussy.”

I nodded onto his cock. He was right, of course. Even if it was a bit uncomfortable now, I would have to get used to it. And even though it was a bit uncomfortable, the feeling of a cock forcing its way into my throat, knowing that I was pleasing him, that my mouth was being useful, that was pleasurable in and of itself. I’ve always been a people pleaser, and now, I felt like I was finding a new way to please.

What’s more, I got to inhale his intoxicating scent, taste the delicious, addictive flavor of his cock. I wanted more, more, more of it. And as he began to slide my face up and down, up and down on his cock, my lips and tongue sliding the sheath of his cock up and down with my face as I moved, I felt like I was a toy he was using, just like the toys I used before bed. That only made me want to please him more.

And apparently, I did please him because before long, his cock began to stiffen. He groaned happily and I felt his cock start to spasm in my mouth, start to shudder.

“That’s it,” he moaned proudly. “That’s it, taste your first cum, baby girl!”

Stream after stream of cum began to gush into my mouth. I swallowed eagerly, guzzling it, even as it made me gag. It was bitter and salty, and kind of nasty, but somehow, that only made it hotter for me—like I was degrading myself by sucking down this filthy, disgusting excretion from his cock.

But I wasn’t done, not yet. As Greg finished cumming, I felt hands in my hair, and Phil pulled me off his softening cock. He directed me towards his own and pushed me down onto it, making me take it into my mouth. My eyes widened. He was bigger than Greg, and his cock really spread my jaw open wide, making it hard to breathe.

I gurgled and gagged onto his cock. Phil was rougher, not that I minded—he dug his nails into my scalp as he fucked my face, bouncing my head up and down on his cock and sighing loudly.

“Fuck, yeah, that’s the stuff. You’re doing a great job, baby girl.”

God, I loved when they talked to me like that.

I was doing a great job, they said. I was doing well! I felt so proud, so glad I was able to please them like this. So glad I could make them feel good.

I wanted to make them feel good. They worked hard, I’m sure, and they had picked me up from my train, and now, they were helping me to relax before my big interview. I swirled my tongue around Phil’s cock as Greg took over rubbing my clit and fingering me, his long, rough fingers exploring my pussy, but refraining from pushing in too depe.

“Yep, there’s a hymen, all right. Leave that for Dr. Crowne.”

I whimpered at the thought of giving my virginity to a man I didn’t know. But somehow, just like the taste of Greg’s cum, that only made it more arousing.

As I sucked Phil, I got closer and closer to my limit. Greg was just as skilled a player of the clitoris as his colleague, and he was able to bring me close to orgasming without letting me go over the edge. This meant that I was just constantly on the verge of orgasming, which made me feel absolutely feral. It was a state of the most delicious need, the most delicious neediness I had ever experienced and I felt like at any second, I might start cumming—or screaming. Or both.

Phil slammed his cock into the back of my throat, making me gag, and he only got rougher and rougher as he got closer. Finally, I felt his cock swell up, and just as he was about to cum, I found myself cumming too, whimpering and gasping as a second orgasm ripped through my body. This made me moan, which made me open my mouth wide and allowed Phil’s cock to skewer my throat as his cock exploded, sending sticky streams of cum directly down my throat. Unlike Greg, I didn’t even get a chance to taste his cum, which I didn’t mind—I’d rather he bypass my tongue altogether and just deposit it directly in my stomach, where I didn’t have to taste it.

But under no circumstances would I waste that most important, valuable cum. I knew that man’s seed was the secret to a hucow becoming productive, and that the more cum a good hucow took into his orifices, the better her milk would be. I hoped that swallowing these two loads might give me a bit of an edge in the interview coming up, but I really had no idea.

Finally, I was allowed to slide my face off of the cock, and I realized my glasses were smudged with tears and cum. I had been crying involuntarily, not because I was upset—far from it, I was feeling pretty satisfied with myself for having survived two rough face fuckings and gotten some incredible orgasms out of it—but from the feeling of having my throat invaded by two thick, aggressive cocks and their respective loads.

“I think you’ll go far on the farm,” Greg announced, starting the truck up again as we pulled back onto the road and continued out journey towards the farm.


Chapter 6


I still didn’t know what to expect as we pulled into the farm, so I was surprised to see that, from the outside, it looked like any rural agricultural operation. There was a long dirt road leading to the farm, screened from the highway by tall pine trees, and then we entered a clearing where several barns stood, as well as a small office building. Signs pointed towards a small lake which glittered through the trees in the distance.

As we drove towards the office building, where I was told that Dr. Crowne worked in his lab, I saw a few sights that, well, did not really jive with the vision of a normal, everyday farm.

First, I saw dairy workers, dressed much like Phil and Greg, leading hucows by leashes, on all fours, through the grass. Sometimes, the hucows flopped on their sides, and rolled around, and I happened to see one dairy worked simply drop his overalls, pull out his cock, and mount the girl on the ground, starting to fuck her.

Then, I saw bulls. Two men, if you could call them that—they looked more like gods to me. Well over six feet tall, with rippling muscled bodies, and completely naked, their huge cocks, nearly a foot long each, and they had a hucow between them. One cock slid into her mouth while the other, I realized as we drove by where they bred her on a picnic table, was not going into her pussy but her ass.

I would have to ask Dr. Crowne about that. The idea of being sodomized frightened me. Wasn’t that supposed to hurt? Like, a lot? Your butt could rip and bleed, and then you’d never be able to poop right again.

On the other hand, the fear did arouse me. Maybe I was becoming something like a masochist as a result of being a hucow. I don’t know, I couldn’t really say, but I knew, in my heart of hearts, that if one of those gorgeous bulls wanted to breed my asshole, I would probably let him, no matter how much it hurt. And I would love every fucking second of it.

Yeah, I was definitely turning into a slut.

Phil and Greg deposited me at the office building, and each of them gave me a long, lingering kiss for luck. I figured a kiss for good luck would just be, like, a peck on the cheek but each of them made sure to slide his tongue into my mouth, even though my mouth was still full of their cum, and I realized then that I was making out with them! So much for my first kiss.


Chapter 7


I was ushered into Dr. Crowne’s office by an assistant and I started feeling nervous again. I’d never put my bra and shirt back on from the truck, and no one seemed to mind that I was bare from the waist up. I was starting to feel proud of how nice my boobs were now, actually, and I didn’t mind kind of showing them off.

“Well, well, well, Jessica, glad you were able to make the trip down and join us,” Dr. Crowne said with a broad smile. He had a slight English accent that made me weak in the knees as he shook my hand and had me sit down across from his desk. The window behind him opened out onto the farm, showing a panoramic view of everything that went on. From here, I could see hucows being bred, bulls taking their pleasure and injecting their valuable seed into their holes, and dairy workers leading hucows here and there, sometimes breeding them, sometimes hosing them down to, apparently, flush the excess semen out of their orifices.

It was a lot to take in.

“I looked over your application and I think you might have potential to make a fine hucow,” Dr. Crowne said. “From the looks of it, some of our workers have already acquainted themselves with your body. Is that correct?”

I swallowed hard and nodded.

“Yeah, um,” I began, and realized that my voice was hoarse and my throat was sore from having my face fucked so hard. “Some of the information in my application actually isn’t accurate anymore. I’ve, uh, now given two blowjobs, and I’ve been fingered. Well, they didn’t really put their fingers in me, because they said they wanted to leave my hymen for you… I didn’t even realize I still had a hymen…” I chuckled nervously. “And when I say gave blowjobs, I mean, I was pretty passive—they did all the work, I just let them do it, kind of like they used my mouth. I’d like to try being more active but I think it was good for my first try because I didn’t have to do too much. They both seemed to like it a lot.” I chuckled a bit more. “Sorry, I tend to ramble when I’m anxious.”

“Don’t apologize, Jessica. I’m glad you seem to have had a good time. They brought you to orgasm as well?”

I nodded, blushing.

“I see your breasts have grown quite a bit since the photos you first took. Would you like to see the photos you submitted to us, and compare them?”

I nodded. I actually did—this was something I was meaning to do. I’d been super curious how much my breasts had grown as my body transformed into a hucow.

Dr. Crowne pulled out a printout of the photos and put it on the desk before me. Then, he took out his phone and had me pose, with my chest puffed out, while he took a photo of me and my breasts as I was now.

Then, he allowed me to look at the picture and compare. And he was right—my breasts were absolutely gigantic now, and actually much perkier than they had been before, thanks to all the extra… meat. And milk, I supposed.

“Wow, I can’t believe it,” I murmured. “They’re… really big now.”

“Exactly. Now, if you don’t mind, I’m going to feed from you, and see how your milk production is coming along.”

I nodded. I stood and he rose as well. He pulled me close and leaned down, starting to suckle me, his lips taking my nipple into his mouth and massaging them, nursing, coaxing milk out of my breast as he grasped at my udder with one strong hand, while the other rested gently on my ass.

I moaned, whimpering as he suckled. He was quite skilled at this, and I was amazed at how much seemed to be gushing into his mouth. What’s more, the way he did it felt good—really good.

So good, in fact, that I came while he suckled me, whimpering pathetically as he slid his lips away, smacking them in satisfaction.

“Did you climax, Jessica?”

I nodded, smiling sheepishly.

“That’s a good girl. We love it when our hucows can climax simply from feeding. Now, please bend over my desk. I would like to breed you.”

Now, the big moment was finally here. My heart was pounding in my chest as I bent over, thrusting my ass up into the air. Dr. Crowne spread my cheeks wide, and I heard his fly being unzipped. Then, I felt his cock pressing against my wet lips.

I let out a gasp as I felt his cock begin to stretch me open, my most sensitive, private parts. I was losing my virginity—finally! With one powerful thrust, he tore into me, ripping whatever remained of my hymen, and making me a woman, finally.

“Oh my god,” I cried out, feeling tears in my eyes. And then, without a second thought, I let out a long, low, plaintive moo as he began to breed me.

So, this was what it meant to be a hucow. Offering yourself up to nourish your farmers and offering your holes up for breeding. I knew that Dr. Crowne’s seed would fill me up, would make my milk even better, even richer, but the initial breeding was as painful as it was pleasurable. His cock was big, and my body, even though my breasts and ass had grown, was still small. Especially… down there.

But he didn’t seem to care. He grunted wildly as he slammed into me, making me taking his cock. Each thrust, each powerful skewering, each invasion of his warm length into my insides felt better and better and soon, I was gripping his desk, mooing shamelessly, like the slut I was becoming. I felt my pussy start to orgasm, as waves of pleasure radiated outward from my hole, and finally, when he came deep inside of me, unloading his sticky seed into my womb, I was satisfied and proud. I had taken my first breeding, and given up my virginity.

“Well done, Jessica,” Dr. Crowne announced.

“Am I a fully-fledged hucow now?” I asked, my voice weak. I didn’t want to speak. I wanted to moo instead.

“Not yet. Since you’re so young, we need to do some more tests. I’m going to examine your body and see how your milk production is coming along, and then, we’re going to observe you mating with a bull. If you pass the test, then we can accept you as a hucow.”

I nodded, gritting my teeth. I would pass any test they gave me, overcome anything they threw my way. I would become a hucow, damn it, if it was the last thing I did.
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Penetrated on the Hucow Farm


Prologue


My name is Jessica and I’m eighteen years old, and this is the story of how I became a hucow.

Most girls don’t grow up dreaming of being a hucow. In fact, I didn’t even know what it was until after I had graduated from high school. I had just turned eighteen and I was working a dead-end job, trying to cobble together enough money for another semester of community college when I saw a news special about it one night. I was exhausted from work and just about ready to pass out but this new story caught my attention.

“They’re called hucows,” the reporter on the TV said. “And you might be seeing their milk in the grocery store soon. No, they’re not human-cow hybrids, but human women milked like cows.”

On the screen, the pretty reporter stood next to an insanely busty woman, who knelt next to her on the floor of what seemed to be a barn. The busty woman grinned. The news broadcast blurred out her breasts, but she seemed to be totally naked. The busty woman—I guessed that was the hucow—she had long blonde hair, blue eyes, and an incredible smile. She was the kind of girl people would obsess over. I wondered what it would be like to be that kind of girl, to be the kind of girl that everyone wanted to know, that everyone wanted to be with… to do. I blushed just thinking about it.

She was beautiful. And I wanted to be just like her. Read the first chapter of my story to learn all about how I came to the farm for the first time and had my initial interview with Dr. Crowne, losing my virginity in the process… Or check out Melanie Sparxx’s author page on Amazon to catch up with the adventures of all my hucow friends! There’s always something happening on the farm!


Chapter 1


My legs were trembling from being fucked so hard on Dr. Crowne’s desk, but I forced them to stop. I wasn’t about to reveal how much losing my virginity had affected me, but it really had, and my insides were a mess. I could feel Dr. Crowne’s thick, stick cum dripping out of me, felt it slide down my inner thighs as I stood up.

“Now, please follow me, Jessica,” Dr. Crowne said. He was zipping up his fly once more and I nodded, numb, reflecting on what I had just done.

I had just lost my virginity. At the age of eighteen. I was worried it would never happen, but no, I had bent over the desk and taken it from this handsome older man, and he seemed perfectly pleased with how well I’d done. What’s more, I hadn’t even needed a condom. I was happy with the feeling of his cum inside me, so sticky, so wet, so warm.

I was even happy with the way my insides kind of hurt, kind of ached. He definitely slammed into my cervix, I realized, when I started to move around and found myself hurting, but that only made me more proud. I’d shown that I could take whatever he threw at me, without crying and sobbing, without begging for a break.

And I would take whatever else I had to, in order to become a hucow. I was excited to go down this path, to become like the pretty blonde hucow I had seen on TV that day on the news. I was going to do anything I had to, take whatever cocks I had to, allow myself to be milked by whoever wanted a taste.

I followed Dr. Crowne out into the hall and through the office. My cheeks blushed with embarrassment. I was naked, after all, and it was clear what had just happened to me. My prominent, swollen tits were still leaking milk, just like how my swollen pussy leaked cum. But none of the office workers or lab technicians looked up at me, even showed that they noticed me. This must be a regular, everyday occurrence for them. The sight of a girl who had just been fucked to within an inch of her life didn’t surprise them in the slightest.

Still, I couldn’t help but feel embarrassed as my boobs bounced with each step. I found myself involuntarily, instinctually covering up my pussy and my boobs, and staring at the floor, trying to avoid making eye contact with anyone, even by accident. Even if they didn’t care, I still cared. I was still getting used to the idea that I would be naked all the time. Permanently. That my body would be free to use for anyone who wanted it here on the farm. I was still young, still a teenager, even though I was an adult, and while I’d gained more experience over the last few hours, I was still very much a newbie when it came to sex.

“In here, Jessica,” Dr. Crowne said, leading me into a room off the main hall.

Inside was a contraption like I’d never seen before. It had all sorts of straps, leather ones, and long plastic hoses and tubes. I cocked my head to the side, trying to fathom what the machine could possibly be for.

“Dr. Crowne,” I said, my voice full of child-like wonder. “What do you do with this machine?”

“Ah, I’ll show you, Jessica. This is a wonderful machine. This is one of our most advanced milking stations.”

“A milking station?”

“That’s right. A milking station. Since you’re lactating quite nicely now, now that I’ve bred you, you should fit nicely into the machine. Come here.”

He was right. Ever since he had delivered his cum into my womb, my breasts seemed to have swelled larger. They ached, they were so big and swollen, and my oversized areolas surrounded my throbbing, protruding nipples, little spigots that dribbled milk almost constantly now. It wasn’t the thick, creamy milk that the hucow on the news seemed to produce, or like the hucow milk I was able to buy in the store. It was warm and thin, a bit pale, but it was milk all the same and I was proud of it, proud of how much was coming out. If only a bit of fucking gave me this kind of lactation, then how much more would I be dripping once I’d taken several more cocks?

Anyway, I obeyed Dr. Crowne without a second thought, wandering over to the machine. He took my arms and bent me forward, strapping my shoulders and elbows in, and then, I yelped as he took my legs out from under me, strapping one and then the other into the machine until I was suspended in mid-air. It was actually quite comfortable, but I wasn’t used to being held by straps several feel above the ground.

“Now, you see, Jessica, with this machine, I am able to move your limbs around and manipulate you easily to facilitate any number of breeding positions for optimal nutrient absorption. What’s more, the machine will milk you continuously during the breeding—we’ve found that your hormonal balance changes dramatically during breeding, in a way that’s very beneficial for milk production.”

But all I could focus on was the way my pussy was still dripping his cum, even as I was held in mid-air.


Chapter 2


“And these, Jessica, are the suction cups that will be milking you.”

My eyes widened as I saw the apparatus’s attachments, two suction cups almost like big eel mouths, with little nubs inside like teeth. I felt a shiver go up my spine at the thought of those things on my sensitive breasts.

“What are all those—little—protrusions for? Doctor?” I asked, trying not to be too nervous, trying not to show how hesitant I was, even though I knew I wanted to do this. A girl can still be nervous, can’t she?

“Those are tiny needles that will deliver an extra concentrated dosage of hormones to your mammary glands during milking, to replace what is being lost in the milk.” At the word needle, my eyes widened again and I bit my lip. Having to inject medication into my nipples to produce milk was one thing, but that was only one needle per boob. This was… a lot of needles. Like a whole mouth full of vicious little fangs!

“Oh, my dear, don’t you worry. You’ll barely feel it. In fact, many of our girls report that they actually find the milking rather pleasant with the needles, that it provides a nice bit of extra stimulation.”

I nodded. I believed him. I took his word for it, even if I was nervous. I bit my lip again, and thrust my chest forward, as well as I could in the contraption, to show that I was ready to accept the cups onto my nipples and allow the machine to do its work.

In other words… I was ready to be milked.

Doctor Crowne first put the suction cup on my left nipple, and I whimpered as it seemed to suckle a chunk of my breast meat into the machine, gripping it tight. I gasped and whimpered as I felt the teeth dig into my soft flesh, like a wild animal chewing on me. It hurt, but… the pain was somehow pleasurable. I didn’t realize how badly my nipples needed this, how much they’d been aching for attention until the needles bit down on me.

In fact, I was worried I would cum right then and there from it, the sensation was such an erotic jolt.

“Very good, very good…” Dr. Crowne murmured. “All right, all right, that one is set. Seems to be operating. And now…”

I gasped as I felt my milk start to flow in earnest, a shattering jolt riding through my body and seeming to end in my nipple, seeming to erupt from my nipple in a gushing flood of milk. And from the looks of it, in the tube there wasn’t the thin, watery milk my nipples had been producing before, but something thicker and creamier. As the machine whirred, it pumped, and sucked milk from my body. I let out a soft moan. Endorphins flooded my being and the pain from the needles all but disappeared. Now, it felt more like a bad itch that I’d finally managed to scratch, and maybe scratched a little too much—but that still felt good, despite the over scratching, if that made sense.

Next, Dr. Crowne took my right breast into his hand, squeezing a dribble of milk out onto his fingers. He leaned down to lap up the milk, and then lapped my nipple clean with his tongue as I moaned.

“Does that feel good, Jessica?”

“Very good, doctor,” I moaned. “I didn’t have any experience with this sort of stuff until I came here… But I think I’m going to get addicted.”

“We encourage that, of course. Many of our hucows describe their feelings towards being a hucow, towards their work here and so on, in those terms—addiction. A kind of… vocation, shall we say? Yes, I think I like vocation best myself.”

Well, whatever it was, it felt amazing. Dr. Crowne placed the second suction cup on my swollen nipple, fitting my right breast into the apparatus. My right breast had always been a bit larger than my left, and now, even though the swelling from the medication and the lactating had ultimately erased most of the difference, I could still tell that the right was larger, and so Dr. Crowne had to kind of stuff some of my extra breast meat into the suction cup.

Then, I felt the needles dig into my tender flesh and I let out a happy sigh of relief at the feeling of the needles doing their scratching, stimulating my breast and my nipple. A delicious burning feeling began in that nipple as the machine sucked and then milk began to pour from my nipple, filing the tube and flowing into the machine.

I moaned happily as it did so. It felt amazing. This all felt so good. I whimpered, shuddering in my restraints as I felt an orgasm approach, felt it become too powerful for me to resist. I let out a soft squeal of pleasure as the climax washed over me and I trembled in my straps, shaking and dripping my juices all over the place as I opened my mouth wide, a silent scream of pleasure escaping my lips, along with the drool that I couldn’t wipe up because my hands were bound.

“Ah, you just climaxed, didn’t you, Jessica?” Dr. Crowne asked with a smile.

“Yes…” I moaned.

“Excellent, excellent, I’m so glad to hear that. It’s good that you’ve just climaxed. You’ll be ready to take the bull I have selected to continue breaking you in.”

My eyes widened. A bull? One of those magnificent, fit men with the giant cocks—bigger even than Dr. Crowne’s?

If I hadn’t already been drooling, I would have been now as the door opened and my second cock walked in.


Chapter 3


He was everything I could have hoped for and more.

Just by eyeballing him, he had to be at least six feet tall, and maybe taller, with the build of a professional football quarterback: muscular and lean, made for athletic feats of daring. He had a rich, dark tan, one without tan lines, and dirty blonde hair, kind of curly and tousled, the look I’d associate with a surfer from the 70s, or California in general. He shot me a grin, a bit, white toothed grin, and blew me a kiss.

My eyes descended his muscular torso until they came to rest on the package between his legs. A huge protrusion, a true weapon in flesh, stuck out from the dirty blonde nest of pubic hair. I swallowed hard, imagining swallowing that thing. He had to be… well, shit, I didn’t know, I didn’t have a ruler, but if I had to guess, I would say he was as long as my forearm, and about as thick.

His cock was incredible, a true work of art. It was as though it was carved from pure marble, and then coated with delicate flesh. As he approached me, it bounced with each step and my eyes followed it, entranced. I was hypnotized by it, by its huge ferocity. Bulls were my natural superiors, I realized, the ones who ought to own me—after all, nature had given them a literal weapon between their legs, one that fit so easily and perfectly into my body, one designed to destroy me and breed me…

Wait, shit.

That thing.

That fucking thing.

It’s… going inside of me.

Those thoughts rushed through my mind as the bull walked up to me and, quite unceremoniously, slapped my ass. I yelped. I was still a bit woozy from my orgasm and the sudden slap made me feel like I could cum again at any second, made me feel loopy and delirious from pleasure and desire.

“So!” the bull said. “You’re the new girl, huh? I’m Chad. It’s a pleasure, baby girl.”

He tapped some buttons on the apparatus and I let out a little yelp as the machine pulled at my straps, spreading my legs wider, and then lowering the angle of my body, so that my pussy was position right above his magnificent cock.

“I’m… I’m Jessica,” I squeaked out. “It’s… It’s awful nice to meet you, Chad.”

“This is your first day, huh? I can tell. You’re so cute, and you aren’t a total slut yet.”

He reached between my legs, clapping his hand over my warm wetness. I moaned, wailing and shuddering, unsure if I should pull away because the sensations were too powerful or if I wanted to push my mound into his hand, driving it against his powerful palm as he touched me.

“Well, looks like you’ll be a slut in no time at all. And I’m saying that as a compliment, Jessica, don’t you worry.”

Chad chuckled and Dr. Crowne laughed too.

“Right,” Dr. Crowne said, taking over. “This is another diagnostic test to make sure that little Jessica can take a bull comfortably enough, and repeatedly.”

In my arousal and anxiety, I almost missed that last word. Repeatedly?!

“Um,” I asked. “How many bulls am I going to… to… be bred by?”

“I can’t let you know that in advance, Jessica,” Dr. Crowne said. “It might skew the results. A normal day for a hucow will often involve being bred by between two and seven bulls, in addition to the usual breeding she might take from other staff on the farm. A good hucow needs to be available and prepared to offer up her holes whenever she’s required to. It’s important for your milk production, and for the financial solvency of the farm, to make sure that we can continue to pay the bills in between milk production runs.” Everything Dr. Crowne said sounded so reasonable, so normal, but as I forced my lust-addled brain to think about it, a few of the things he said made my tummy turn into knots.

“Two to seven bulls a day?” I cried. “I only lost my virginity today!”

“We’ll ease you in, baby girl,” Chad said, and placed a hand on my inner thigh. He slid it towards my pussy and I couldn’t help but moan as I felt his fingers touch my wetness, touch the spot that most needed, most wanted to be teased. “You’ll see. After a few breedings, you’ll be a champ. The first couple can be rough, but most girls look back on them fondly afterwards, since, you know, you’re never a newbie for very long. You can never go back to being the kind of girl who hasn’t had all her holes stretched out by tons of different guys.”

I swallowed hard and nodded. I was nervous, but more than that, I was excited. I wanted to do everything these men told me to do, serve them however they wanted. But I had one more question.

“You, um, mentioned the financial solvency or whatever… That I have to sleep with other guys to make that work… Am I, like, gonna’ be a hooker?”

Both Chad and Dr. Crowne chuckled good-naturedly.

“Jessica, no, of course not. Prostitution is illegal, and we’re an above-board business. We operate an agro-tourism side business out of the farm, where visitors can rent a small cottage on our lake and have a hucow maid assigned to them. The hucow will cook and clean for them, and they’re free to use her however they want, as all workers and visitors to the farm can use our hucows. What our clients are paying for is the accommodation and the cooking and cleaning hospitality services provided by the hucow. Does that make sense? Think of it like room service in a hotel, with a little extra.”

I nodded. That all made sense. It wasn’t prostitution because prostitution was illegal, and Dr. Crowne and Chad were assuring me that the farm didn’t do anything illegal. It made sense. All a guest did was rent a room and a maid to cook and clean, but if the rules on the farm were that I had to fuck whoever wanted to fuck me, well, that all just came extra!

“I get it,” I murmured softly. My cheeks were still burning with excitement at the idea of, well, being available to anyone who wanted to use me. I’d already had my breasts played with and sucked in the truck on the way over here, and Dr. Crowne hadn’t been shy about exploring my body.

And Chad, now, was starting to stroke my swollen pussy, digging his fingers inside and gently stretching me as I whimpered.

“Huh, you’re awfully juicy, Jessica,” he said, a bit teasingly as he brought his other hand up to continue playing with me.

“She just had an orgasm,” Dr. Crowne announced. “Right before you got here. So, she should be pretty well warmed up for you.”

“Oh, really? In that case, I’m just going to dive right in, if that’s okay with you, Doctor.”

“Of course,” Dr. Crowne said, and took a seat, pulling out a clipboard and a small tape recorder.

“Hucow Subject Jessica, diagnostic exam, first bull breeding,” Dr. Crowne said into the tape recorder as he turned it on. For a second, I focused on how old school the tape recorder, with its little microphone, was. In this day and age when you could record a voice note on your phone, it seemed a little silly to use analog technology like that, but I guess that’s just how it was here on the farm. I found it quaint in a way. Charming, even, if you wanted to go that far.

But then, I stopped thinking about the tape recorder altogether because I felt something hard and meaty and huge pressing against my swollen pussy lips.


Chapter 4


“Is it going to fit?” I cried out, giving voice to everything I was worrying about as Chad prepared to breed me.

Chad just chuckled. This didn’t seem to concern him overmuch.

“I guess we’re going to find out now, huh, Jessica?” he said and slapped my ass as I yelped.

Dr. Crowne was a bit more understanding.

“Jessica,” he said gently. “The human vagina can stretch to accommodate a baby during child birth. Chad might be well endowed, but his penis is still smaller than the average newborn baby.”

“But… But doesn’t a lady’s vagina tear when she gives birth and the doctor has to sew her back up afterwards?” I asked, trembling as I felt the warm intrusion pressing against my hole.

Now, Dr. Crowne chuckled as well.

“Yes, I suppose that does happen not infrequently. Well, regardless, Chad’s penis, while large, is within the normal range for human penis size, and you’re not enormously small or possessed of some other sort of condition which would prevent you from taking his penis, so I don’t see a problem,” Dr. Crowne said. “After a few breedings, you won’t be so worried, my dear. I promise.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

“Sorry I’m being such a baby about this,” I murmured.

“It’s quite all right. You’re young, one of the youngest we’ve ever had on the farm, and you don’t have any experience. Most of our hucows have several years of sexual experience under their belt, and have more of a baseline of what to expect with intercourse and breeding.”

I nodded. That all made sense.

Now, Chad held my hips and leaned forward. I found myself gasping, whimpering softly as his huge cock began to spread me open. I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling, trying to segregate the good parts of it and ignore the pain lurking in the background. The good parts? His cock was… really, really big. And the stretch felt nice. It felt like it was satisfying a hunger that my body had always known and my brain was only now realizing I had. I sighed as he pushed a bit further in. I could tell he still wasn’t very far inside, that the head was still just starting to enter me, but I appreciated how slow he was being.

I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter, as though my body was working overtime to lubricate my insides to speed the way of the cock about to shred me. If this was how the breedings went, with this big cocks, then it wasn’t anything to be afraid of, I told myself. After all, he was being so slow and gentle, just delicately, considerately easing apart my pussy. I sighed in pleasure, savoring the feeling, trying to focus, wishing I had even more sensation in my pussy so I could feel in more detail the texture of his cock as it entered me.

Yeah, if this was how he was going to breed me, it wasn’t all that bad. Not by a long shot.

“All right, Chad,” Dr. Crowne said. “Have at her!”

Chad’s fingers tightened around my waist and he pulled me onto his cock, thrusting forward as he skewered me, burying himself inside of me up to the hilt in a single powerful thrust. For a moment, I didn’t know what had happened, didn’t understand why my pussy was screaming in agony, why my brain was short circuiting, and why there was now a full foot of cock meat smashed up and packed against my cervix.

Then, the feeling hit me all at once and I began to scream.


Chapter 5


“Oh my god!” I shrieked as Chad buried himself inside of me. I felt as though I’d just been stabbed, as though I were being gutted. I remembered thinking about his cock as though it were a weapon and god, that’s exactly what it was—a weapon of mass destruction that was now destroying my inexperienced pussy. “Oh my god, oh my god, oh fuck, fuck, fuck…”

I was crying in an instant, struggling just to stay conscious as my muscles struggled in turn to stretch themselves around the huge cock pounded into me. Dr. Crowne chuckled.

“Jessica, on a scale of one to ten, what would you say your pain and discomfort is now?”

I was panting, just focused on breathing.

“Jessica?”

I shrugged, and stifled a sob.

“Jessica? I need an answer.”

“I don’t… I don’t know… A seven? Seven and a half?”

It hurt, but I figured it probably hurt a lot less than, say, being shot or getting disemboweled by a slasher in a b-movie, so I counted my blessings.

What’s more, though, I found myself taking sick pleasure in how much it hurt, in how it seemed to gape my pussy, how he was ripping me apart with his cock. Dr. Crowne made a clucking sound with his tongue.

“Hm, that’s higher than we’d like, normally, so let’s see what it is by the end of the breeding. Chad, please carry on.”

Chad grunted, also past the use of words, as he slid his cock back, till it was almost completely out of me, till my pussy lips were stretched around the fat, spongy head of his cock, and then slammed it back into me, driving it into my cervix as I shrieked. And then he did it again, and again, and again.

Now, I understood what was so special about the contraption I was hooked up to. It held me in place, and it made it easier for Chad to fuck me, since I couldn’t move, and he could hold open my legs and hold me at waist level, so all he had to do was literally walk up to me, grab me, and pull me close to his cock. I was swinging in the straps as he fucked me and he thrust in time with the swings, pumping himself into me as his hips met my butt.

Each thrust producing a squishy squelching sound and I cried out, a hoarse gasp of pain and pleasure and surprise at the latter part with each thrust.

It hurt so bad, but it was incredible, mind-breakingly incredible. I’d never known my body could feel like this. My breasts felt as though they were gushing milk, like true cow udders, and my pussy was spasming around the cock inside of me. My hole seemed to be struggling to get wetter and wetter in order to lubricate itself and take the cock spearing me more easily, but it was still struggling to catch up. Each thrust felt like an invasion, as though I were being stabbed.

And I fucking loved it.

I’d never known this submissive, masochistic side of me. Was it there in all girls, or just the ones destined to become hucows? I suspected that something about this contributed to the quality of my milk, as so much that Dr. Crowne wished to put me through did. I gasped and wailed with each thrust, drool and spit dripping down my chin as I found myself sticking out my tongue, tasting the air like a snake as my hoarse voice begged for more.

“Please, fuck me!” I shrieked. “Fuck me! Fuck me so fucking hard! Destroy me!”

I was hysterical, over the moon with pain and pleasure. The more it hurt, the better it felt. It was like all of my senses were scrambled, like the cock inside of me had hit my internal reboot button and factory reset my brain. Each thrust gutted me, and each thrust made me feel like I could cum at any second.

“Chad, how would you rate her moistness at this point?”

Dr. Crowne’s voice cut through the symphony of my screams and the bull’s feral grunts. It was a calm voice, a matter-of-fact voice, one that seemed to suggest that everything was normal and nothing was weird or out of place—especially not a girl being fucked very, very hard.

“Probably a six out of ten,” Chad grunted as he panted. I looked over my shoulder, suddenly desperate to see him, and I’m glad I did because I caught a glimpse of his gorgeous body. My hormones, my instincts were taking over and I wanted nothing more than to ride him, to wrap myself around him, to slip along his sweaty muscles and lick him clean, tasting his strength, worshipping him, serving him, allowing him to slam that huge cock into me however he wanted, whenever he wanted, and thanking him for it each time, with each thrust, even through my tears and sobs.

I’d never felt anything like this, and in this moment, I knew there was no going back. I knew there was no sex like this outside the farm. This was something I could only get here. This was the kind of breeding, the kind of fucking that only hucows had access to. No wonder it was so difficult to become a hucow, and no wonder the hucows who did make it were so addicted to it.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes,” I sobbed with pleasure and pain. “Stretch it out. Fuck me. Ruin me, Chad. I don’t fucking care. Break me. Break my little pussy… Oh my god, oh my god, I’m getting close.”

And I was. The orgasm that I’d had when first attached to the milking machine was nothing compared to the one sneaking up on me now. I began to spasm, gasping and shaking in the machine’s grasp as my climax flooded through my senses. I wailed, shaking and thrashing, restrained by the straps, and I understood another reason why those were in place.

“Chad,” I heard Dr. Crowne said over my shrieks. “How are her vaginal contractions?”

“Strong,” Chad said. “Maybe seven or eight out of ten? Like she does serious Kegel’s.”

I actually did not, and I had no idea where that pussy power came from, but I supposed I was glad for it. My pussy grasped and clenched at Chad as he panted, fucking himself into me and I looked over my shoulder, making eye contact with him as I nodded, encouraging him, egging him on.

“You can cum inside of me,” I told him. “Please cum inside of me. Please. Please. I need it.”

Chad snorted and slapped my ass again. I shrieked in delight.

“Jessica, of course I am fucking cumming inside of you. You’re a hucow.” He gritted his teeth, slamming into me and I felt his cock starting to stiffen, starting to swell inside of me. “You’re a hucow and that is what the fuck you are for. Taking my cum!”

And with that, he began to erupt inside of me. Streams of sticky cum flooding my sore, abused pussy. It was so much stronger than Dr. Crowne’s orgasm, which had seemed impressive to me, based on my own paltry experience in the form of occasionally watching pornography. Dr. Crowne seemed to have cum a lot inside of me and now Chad seemed to be coming five times that, his cuck gushing sticky seed into my swollen, throbbing hole.

“Oh my god, oh my god…” I wailed, squeezing my eyes shut and letting out a happy sob. I felt his seed fill me, flow into me, felt it sticking to the walls of my pussy, to my cervix, and I let out a happy moo, and realized I could only moo, that my brain didn’t want to make English words anymore, just moos.

But that was okay. I was a cow, bred by a bull, and this is what I was for.


Chapter 6


Once he finished cumming inside of me, Chad slid his cock out of my stretched, swollen pussy. He pressed a button and the straps changed positions, raising the angle of my hips so that my cum couldn’t drip onto the floor. It was ingenious!

“Chad did that so his seed will spend more time in contact with your mucous membranes inside your vagina before inevitably being expelled. One of the flaws with the human organism is that so much of the precious male semen goes to waste. Millions and millions of sperm, and only one, if that, gets to become a new organism. The rest simply dying, either in the hostile environment of the pussy, or in the toilet shortly afterward. Or maybe on your leg or the seat of a car or something like that, I suppose,” Dr. Crowne mused as he made some notes on his clipboard. “But we, we’ve found a way to put all those nutrients to use, in improving your milk production.”

I mooed softly and Chad reached out to rub my back affectionately.

“You did real good, baby girl,” he said, and leaned down to kiss my forehead. I beamed at him, eager to please. Sure, my pussy was throbbing and screaming with pain, but he’d called me baby girl and told me I did good. I had always been a people pleaser and I felt my people pleasing tendencies coming into play in a big way. “Most girls can’t take a fucking like that, and for you to take it on your second time… Your first day on the farm… That’s impressive, I’m not gonna’ lie.”

I bit my lip and grinned at him as he smiled back at me.

“Doc, how’d she do?”

Dr. Crowne made a thoughtful sound.

“She’s right on the cusp. I’d like to gather more data. She certainly seemed to enjoy herself but she also seemed to suffer a bit more than we’d like the girls to.”

“Maybe she’s just a masochist? Didn’t you say eight percent of hucows are?”

“That’s true. Studies show that masochism is far more common among the population than sadism, but the presence of both explains so much of human behavior—sexuality, of course, but also things like homeowners’ associations, freemium mobile gaming, and the careers of certain popstars. Anyway, Jessica, do you suppose you’d be able to take several more fuckings like that in a single day?”

I bit my lip and nodded. Not only did I think I could, I was excited by the prospect.

I spoke, my voice coming out as a moo.

“I definitely can. I know it might hurt but that… kind of excites me, to be honest. I know that makes me a pervert but all of this is such an awakening for me…Wait, can you two actually understand me?”

“Ah, yes, that. The medication you’re on, to turn you into a hucow, transforms the neural links between your vocal chords and your brain. Anything you say will come out as a moo, unless you concentrate very hard. But don’t worry—most everyone here on the farm is experienced in understanding the moos of hucows. With some practice, it becomes as easy to understand as any other language. So, yes, we understand you, perfectly.”

“Doc, can I try the other holes?” Chad asked suddenly. “I think she’s fine on the pussy side of things, but you know she’s gonna’ have to use her ass and mouth too, and I’m afraid that her butt’s not gonna’ be able to take it. We should find out now before she’s two hours into a marathon breeding session and one of us bulls splits her open in a way we can’t fix, you know?”

Dr. Crowne nodded.

“Yes, you’re right, of course. Why don’t you take her mouth now? That might be a little bit easier for her at this point.”

My mouth! I was excited to take that big cock in my mouth, even if I was still a little scared. Nonetheless, my breasts were pumping and gushing milk unlike anything I’d seen before, so I knew this must all be working right…

Chad hit a few buttons and the machine again reoriented itself, moving me around and tilting my chest up so that my face was a bit below Chad’s cock.

Then, Chad revealed a set of head straps, ones that looked like a medieval torture device, which he applied to my forehead. I giggled as he did so, and let my head go slack, resting in the straps as I saw that I was now eye level with his dick.

“All right, Chad,” Dr. Crowne said. “Whenever you’re ready.”


Chapter 7


Seeing his cock up close, it was just as magnificent as it had been behind me—maybe even better. I gazed at it, slick with my own juices, as it pointed directly at my lips and eased them apart. He was penetrating my face like he’d penetrated my lips from behind, like he’d penetrated my pussy, and as the scent of his body mixed with my pussy juices and his cum washed over me, I felt helpless, a piece of meat, as he skewered my face.

First, he let his cock sit in my mouth, and I swirled my tongue around, tasting him, licking him, inhaling his scent and admiring the texture of his shaft. His flesh felt so good, so soft and firm beneath the tip of my tongue as I suckled him. The only thing was that, considering his enormous girth, my jaw was forced open pretty wide—that was the only thing that was uncomfortable so far, but it was more than outweighed by the erotic sight before me, and the scent of this incredibly kinky cocktail.

But then, he slid his cock forward, penetrating my mouth, going deeper, as I felt myself start to gag slightly but then stop as his cock sailed into my mouth, into my throat.

“No gag reflex?” Dr. Crowne asked, and I knew he was asking Chad and not me, since my mouth was full of cock and I couldn’t speak or even moo.

“I think I felt a little bit of one at first,” Chad said. “But it was pretty slight. I bet it’ll be gone within a few days.”

“As you’ll remember from the literature we sent you, Jessica,” Dr. Crowne continued, marking something down on his notepad. “Hucows essentially do not have gag reflexes. This is a side-effect of the hormones and medication you are prescribed, but it also obviously makes certain kinds of breeding easier. It allows for some of the most effective breeding, because injecting semen directly into your esophagus means that all of it stays in contact with your body, until it’s digested and metabolized.”

As Chad slid his cock further down my throat, I reflected on how perfectly hucows had become total sex toys. Without a gag reflex, my mouth was essentially another pussy—it could be fucked just as hard as my other hole. And Chad, as he began to speed up his thrusts, seemed determined to make sure he took adventure of that capability.

Even if I wasn’t gagging from him, I was still struggling to hold my jaw open and struggling to breathe as well. Every few thrusts, Chad slid his cock out and allowed me to take a few gasping breaths as I trembled, swallowing and drooling spit everywhere before opening wide to allow him to plunge his cock into my mouth once again.

“That’s a good girl,” Dr. Crowne said, admiringly. “Chad, how would you rate mouth wetness?”

“Oh, she’s drooling plenty. It feels great,” Chad moaned. “Definitely an eight out of ten.”

“Excellent.” My cheeks burned with pride as they praised me. I just wanted to do a good job for them, be a good hucow.

Chad slammed his cock into my mouth harder and faster, and I found myself starting to cry around it, tears dripping down my cheeks, but I didn’t dare move my face, and focused on the delicious taste of his cock, on the feeling of having him in my throat. I closed my eyes, still softly crying onto him as he slammed himself deeper and deeper into me, into my face, until my nose was pressed into the nest of his pubic hair.

This was amazing. I’d seen pornstars do this before, of course, but I’d never imagined that it was something someone like me could actually do. I had a new found respect for my body and everything it was capable of now that I was pushing it to its limits as a hucow, finding all the fun things I could do with it and the ways I could be used to pleasure and please my superiors.

“Fuck, her mouth is great,” Chad groaned, slamming himself into me harder and harder, the tip of his cock bumping against the back of my mouth before curving down into my throat, almost into my esophagus as his shaft explored me, stretched me out, and conquered me. Chad let out a happy roar and I hummed in bliss as I felt the first stream of cum hit my throat.

Chad slid out a little bit, letting me taste his cum as it splattered all over the back of my throat. I swallowed, guzzling it, trying to take as much of it as I could, tasting it and enjoying the salty, briny flavor. I’d been able to taste a bit of it on his cock before, after he’d pulled it out of my pussy, but that was diluted, since he’d left most of his load inside my pussy, and besides, he mostly had my own juices smeared over his cock. I wanted to taste him, and just him, and now I was getting that.

As Chad pulled his cock out of my mouth, my head was swimming. I was on cloud nine, in seventh heaven, blissed out as I struggled to swallow the sticky, delicious cum coating the inside of my mouth. God, if I’d known that sucking cock was this much fun…

I barely noticed what Chad was doing next, I was in such a state of euphoria. He walked around behind me, and took my ass cheeks in his hands. He adjusted the tilt of my pelvis one last time and then spread open my ass cheeks.

“I think my cock is slippery enough to get inside,” he announced. “She was drooling a whole lot onto my shaft.”

I whimpered when he touched my asshole and he snickered.

“And she’s wet here too. The hormones have taken effect here.”

“Good. Then go ahead, and penetrate her.”

Finally, it dawned on me, the final part of my breeding was about to begin—

I was going to take that big bull cock in my ass.


Chapter 8


“Don’t I need lube or something?” I mooed in alarm as I felt the thick head of Chad’s cock pushing against my asshole. Dr. Crowne just chuckled good-naturedly.

“Apparently, you don’t. Chad is the expert here. But, yes, normally, a human woman would need substantial lubrication in order to comfortably experience anal breeding. But you’re a hucow now, and one of the side-effects of the medications you’re on, like the mooing and the lack of a gag reflex, is that your anus is now self-lubricating. You should be able to take a cock inside of your ass without much preparation at all, though obviously it will still be tight—there’s only so much we can do to make the experience easier on your body.”

I nodded, biting my lip, and trembled as Chad began to push inside of me.

To my delight, I realized that I actually was pretty wet and slippery back there. Now, the butt naturally lubricating itself might had felt alarming in some situations but here and now, it was very, very welcome, as I felt Chad’s cock spread my tight hole open, dig into my asshole, and begin to skewer me as though I were a piece of meat suspended over an open fire.

I let out a long, soft, low moo of pleasure and pain, focusing on my breathing and trying to relax my hole as Chad pushed into me. I whimpered: the stretch was incredible, more painful and intense than the stretching of my pussy but I was much more prepared for it now. I let out a sob of pure pleasure mixed with only a small amount of pain as Chad buried himself fully inside of my ass and began to thrust.

I grunted like a wild animal, mooing desperately as he threw his weight into me, making me taking his cock over and over. Each thrust seemed to rip me apart but instead of hurting, it was an electric feeling. My asshole seemed to contract anew each time, tightening back up before being stretched again, torn open by his voracious thrusts. I moaned and squealed in time with each of his attacks.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I moaned, whimpering, and he did, slamming himself into me harder and harder.

“Chad,” Dr. Crowne said. “How’s the tightness?”

“Great,” Chad confirmed. “Seven out of ten, maybe? Tight but not so tight that we can’t make any progress—as you can see.”

Dr. Crowne chuckled good naturedly at that and I had to smirk at it too.

“And, now, Jessica, how is that for you?”

I whimpered happily.

“Good!” I chirped, and my utterance came out as a moo. “It hurts but it feels good and the more he does it, the less it hurts… I’d say the pain is a four out of ten and decreasing!”

“Ah, you’re predicting my questions. Excellent work. Please finish up, you two.”

Chad grunted and drove into me, harder and harder, and I experience a flurry of small orgasms in the lead up to his cock erupting inside of my tight hole. He slammed his cum deep into me, his cock almost kind of stirring it up inside of me and pushing it down into my hole, into my guts, before he finally pulled up and began to undo the straps, finally letting me down.

If I had been trembling and unsteady after my first breeding, I was on the verge of collapse now.

But I was proud of myself for having survived, having gotten through my first encounter with the bull.

“Well, Jessica, I have good news,” Dr. Crowne said, clapping his hands together. “I think you meet the minimum requirements to be a hucow! I’ll have Chad here transfer you to the barn and we’ll put you in a pen and get you started tomorrow.”

To celebrate, we all have small glasses of my milk, and I was amazed—it tasted even better than my milk had tasted before. The process of being bred while being milked really did have an amazing effect on the quality of my milk—now, it was thick, creamy, with delicate undertones of vanilla and baking spices.

I was doing it, I realized, and wiped away a joyful tear. I was becoming a hucow!
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Riding the Bulls on the Hucow Farm


Prologue


My name is Jessica and I’m eighteen years old, and this is the story of how I became a hucow.

Most girls don’t grow up dreaming of being a hucow. In fact, I didn’t even know what it was until after I had graduated from high school. I had just turned eighteen and I was working a dead-end job, trying to cobble together enough money for another semester of community college when I saw a news special about it one night. I was exhausted from work and just about ready to pass out but this new story caught my attention.

“They’re called hucows,” the reporter on the TV said. “And you might be seeing their milk in the grocery store soon. No, they’re not human-cow hybrids, but human women milked like cows.”

On the screen, the pretty reporter stood next to an insanely busty woman, who knelt next to her on the floor of what seemed to be a barn. The busty woman grinned. The news broadcast blurred out her breasts, but she seemed to be totally naked. The busty woman—I guessed that was the hucow—she had long blonde hair, blue eyes, and an incredible smile. She was the kind of girl people would obsess over. I wondered what it would be like to be that kind of girl, to be the kind of girl that everyone wanted to know, that everyone wanted to be with… to do. I blushed just thinking about it.

She was beautiful. And I wanted to be just like her. Read the first chapter of my story to learn all about how I came to the farm for the first time and had my initial interview with Dr. Crowne, losing my virginity in the process, or how I was bred by a bull for the first time… Or check out Melanie Sparxx’s author page on Amazon to catch up with the adventures of all my hucow friends! There’s always something happening on the farm!


Chapter 1


After my successful interview, I was led out of the office building and across the farm to one of the barns I had seen on my way in. Even though I was sore from being fucked so roughly not long ago, in all my holes, I was over the moon.

A hucow—a real hucow! I was finally going to be a real hucow, just like the girl I’d seen on TV.

I couldn’t believe it.

It was everything I had ever wanted.

Well, maybe not everything I had ever wanted… my amibition to become a hucow was still young, younger than my nineteen years, but still.

My dead end life was finally turning up.

I had noticed, too, with the medication I was taking that my body and breasts were changing. Getting… bigger. Plumper. Softer. My breasts, which had been asymmetrical ever since I could remember, were not more or less the same size and no longer sagged in a way unbecoming of my youth, but sat full and proud on my chest, dripping milk at all hours of the day.

And my butt—wow! A Brazilian butt lift had nothing on the medication that Dr. Crowne gave me. My butt had grown fat and plump, curvaceous and shapely, and it jiggled and bounced when I walked.

Walking, by the way, was growing harder. Now that my boobs were so big, I struggled to walk, because my lower back ached. As I wobbled back out to the golf cart after my interview, Chad gave me a piece of advice.

“Most of the hucows here on the farm choose to crawl on all fours, because it’s easier on their backs,” he advised with a smirk. I bit my lip and nodded. He was so handsome, not the kind of guy I could ever get in my normal life, and to think he’d just been balls deep inside of me… I felt like the luckiest girl in the world.

I decided to try it and got down on my hands and knees right there in front of him, outside the office building.

My breasts hung down like full udders and I could feel cum dripping out of my pussy thanks to the hard fucking I’d just received. Not only my pussy—my stretched asshole too. I felt more exposed and vulnerable than I ever had in my life and that only made me more excited. I was getting wet—I knew the medication acted as an aphrodisiac, of course, and so anything could get me excited and horny now.

“That’s it, that’s a good girl,” Chad said affectionately, and ran his fingers through my hair, scratching my head as though I weren’t human, as though I really were an animal. I found that I loved it, even though it was quite literally dehumanizing. I loved the affectionate way he stroked my head, the way he scratched me behind the ears, and I nuzzled his hand, mooing softly and sweetly for him and looking up at him with wide, questioning eyes.

“Oh?” he asked with a smirk. “Do you need to be bred again?”

I bit my lip and nodded. He took me by the hair, leading me gently but firmly, in a dominant gesture that made me whimper and moo softly with pain and submission. I would have done whatever he wanted in that moment. His fingers in my hair, pulling me along, only made me wetter. I was sure I could smell my fragrant hole, still full of cum, growing all the wetter as he led me over to the golf cart and had me place my upper body on the floor of the cart, kneeling for him and sticking my ass up in the air.

“That’s a good girl,” he cooed, and I mooed happily at the affection, at the praise. He reached for my butt cheeks and spread them. To think I’d been a virgin till not too long ago… And now, this man I’d only just met, this man I didn’t know in the slightest, was gazing at my most precious, pinkest parts, my swollen pussy lips and the pubic hair matted in cum, his cum, the doctor’s cum—soon, I would be a vessel for more cum, for more men to use me.

I wanted it. I wanted it bad. I felt as though something had been awakened in me, something feral and hungry.

Chad slid the tip of his cock against my wetness and I let out a soft moo of passion as he forced himself inside my tight warmth, pressing deep, working himself inside and beginning to fuck me. I grunted in delight—there was no pain now, only pleasure.

I bowed my head, receiving the fucking without question, without complaint, focused on the pleasure, the feeling of belonging to Chad, the feeling of submitting as a perfect hucow.

And then, when I looked up, mooing in passion as I came closer and closer to my most delicious climax, I realized we weren’t alone. A small crowd of maybe six or seven office workers were standing around us, middle-aged men in slacks and oxford button downs, some with ties, some without. They looked like the kind of guys you’d meet at any office, anywhere in the world—normal guys, not bulls, guys who went home to their wives and girlfriends and had normal, boring sex or jerked off to porn on the computer before going to bed.

After Chad was done fucking me, I thought, as he thrust into my sore pussy, my hole making a lewd squelching noise with each thrust, they were all going to fuck me. That was the sudden, ecstatic realization. I was what Dr. Crowne had called free-use—I could be used by anyone, anywhere, any time, and I wouldn’t say no. Not that I wanted to. The idea of increasing my body count so rapidly was exciting, something I desperately wanted, no matter how vulnerable and embarrassed I felt.


Chapter 2


The office workers standing around us murmured quietly to one another, commenting on my body, and I found my cheeks flushed in desire, in embarrassment.

“Damn, she’s really something. Look at those tits,” one of them said.

“She’s really young. I’m glad Dr. Crowne is getting the young ones in. She’s got a lot of good years of milking ahead of her.”

“I bet. She’s going to get bred into oblivion before too long. Gotta’ try out those holes before they get too lose. Especially the ass.”

“Yeah, I heard she was a virgin till she came here.”

“I bet that ass is still pretty tight.”

“Hey, Chad, how tight’s the butt?”

Chad gave a jocular laugh and tossed his head back over his shoulder.

“Let’s see—”

He pressed a few fingers into my sore little asshole and I wailed, tightening hard around them and wiggling as he fingered me. My ass was definitely… looser… than it had been when I had arrived and he was able to fit his fingers in easily, but part of that was because I was so warmed up from being fucked as well.

“You’ll be able to get inside her without any prep, I bet. Her ass is starting to self-lubricate and she’s still pretty tight, even if I wrecked her a bit.” Chad grunted as he continued to slam his cock into my weeping pussy. “She’s young, so her butt won’t stay as stretched out as some of the older hucows.”

“Great,” one of the office workers murmured. I sensed, from their restraint, that there was an informal, implicit pecking order on the farm. Chad, as a bull, got first dibs on me, and the office workers wouldn’t demand that he put me in a different position so they could fuck me too. Then the others, they came next, and I wondered if there were, I don’t know, concerns about seniority among them as well? This was a world I didn’t fully understand yet, and while I was excited to learn about it, I knew I had to pace myself: my job was to get bred, not to ask too many questions.

“Her pussy is nice too,” Chad continued. “She’s still a teenager so it’s fresh and stretchy. She’s going to make a lot of great milk, I bet.” He patted my head affectionately as he leaned his weight forward, smashing his cock into my hole. I was growing sore from the rough breeding, but I didn’t dare cry out except to moo happily. “Ain’t that right, girl? You’re going to make a lot of great milk for us.”

I mooed, nodding eagerly as he slammed himself into me. I was, I was determined to.

From all the affection, all the attention, the praise and the stares of the office workers, I could feel my sore pussy getting closer and closer. I knew that I would cum soon and I was embarrassed by the prospect of all these men seeing me orgasm uncontrollably, seeing me writhe for them and wiggle around beneath Chad, my breasts gushing the milk which was being produced deep in my mammary glands and my pussy dripping with semen and girl juices, but I knew I would have to get over that embarrassment.

Nothing about me was personal or private anymore.

My genitals, my breasts, my asshole, everything, every bit of me, even my mouth and tongue and throat—it belonged to these men, to the farm. And even though I could revoke those privileges whenever I wanted to, I didn’t want to—I wanted to serve, wanted to be a good, obedient hucow.

I wanted this bad, and I wasn’t going to give up, no matter how embarrassed I got, no matter how painful or brutal the breeding became.


Chapter 3


As I began to cum, the office workers all began to clap. I blushed hard, but smiled—I was glad that they were celebrating my pleasure, and the more I tried to clamp down on my orgasm, on my reaction and my writhing and shuddering, the more intense the feelings became. I wiggled all around, pressing my hole against the bull pounding me, and soon, I felt his cock stiffening, felt his cum start to gush into me.

How had I gone so long without experiencing the joy of being bred? I should have started doing this as soon as I turned eighteen, started trying to fulfill a woman’s purpose. I wanted to be a hucow, wanted to be this most perfect evolution of a woman, and I wasn’t going to hide it from myself anymore. I loved being bred, loved being fucked and milked, and I wanted nothing more than to continue this life.

“Look at that pretty pussy,” Chad announced as he slid out of me once his orgasm had died down, his cock softening a bit as the last of his huge load filled me. He knelt next to me and, holding my ass cheeks open, reached for my pussy lips, gathering my flesh up in his hands and spreading me wide. I let out a soft whimper of pleasure and embarrassment—a cool breeze washed over my tenderized, swollen flesh, and that felt even more electric. I knew they were all gazing at my insides, from the way Chad spread me, that they could see inside of me deep—deep inside my hole, to my cervix, which Chad had just been bruising pretty ruthlessly. They could see my pink fleshy folds, see the walls of my pussy, and see Chad’s cum dripping out of me. I moaned as one of the office workers reached forward to stroke my swollen cunt.

“That’s gorgeous,” he announced. “Nice and fresh!”

“You boys have fun with her, and then take her to Barn Eight.” He slapped my ass affectionate. “Hear that? Eight is a lucky number in some cultures, Jessica.”

I tried to thank him for the breeding but it came out as a garbled moo. He still seemed to understand, however.

As Chad wandered off, the office workers descended on me. There was no other way of describing it. One of them climbed into the golf cart, sitting on the seat in front of me, and lifted my head into his lap. He unzipped his pants and revealed his cock, which was straining at his underwear. It was sweaty and not nearly as big as one of the bulls or even Dr. Crowne, but I didn’t care—as soon as I saw it, I wanted it. The medication I was on made all cocks seem glorious.

I took him in my mouth without a second thought, suckling him and swirling my tongue around the tip of his head, tasting the salty sweetness, inhaling the musky aroma of his body as I began to pleasure him. He moaned appreciatively, running his fingers through my hair as I sucked him. Even though I had only just recently learned how to suck cock, I felt like I was getting a master class—and obviously, lots and lots of experience.

Next, one of the office workers spread my butt cheeks from behind and moments later, I felt a cock invading my pussy. I was squishy and wet from being fucked so much, and from taking Chad’s substantial load into my hole, and the office worker slid in easily. I couldn’t look back to see him, since my mouth was buried in the lap of the worker in the golf cart’s seat but he was moaning and grunting like a wild animal, and started slamming into me hard. I whimpered and grunted onto the cock in my mouth, sucking faster and faster, bobbing my head. I wanted to get them off, to get everyone off, and make everyone happy. That, as far as I was concerned, was my true purpose.

Soon, the cock in my mouth exploded, flooding my mouth with salty, briny, bitter cum. I did my best to swallow it all but it was hard in this position. Somehow, I managed it, just as his cock softened and slid out of my mouth.

“God, she just about sucked my soul out of me through my dick,” the office worker I’d just fellated announced. Another office worker took his place, unzipped his pants, and presented me with another cock—a bit shorter, but thicker. I took it in my mouth without a second thought, and began to bob my head as he guided my face up and down. He was a bit rougher than the last, and forced my head down hard onto his lap, making me gag—but only from the memory of having a gag reflex. I only gagged momentarily, and then caught myself, realizing that I didn’t feel the need to gag.

Dr. Crowne had mentioned that this phantom gag reflex would likely go away in a few days, certainly within a week, considering how often I would be bred via my mouth. The more cocks I sucked, I reasoned, the faster this ghostly remnant of my gag reflex would disappear.

Meanwhile, the cock in my pussy was pounding me harder and harder, and I was doing everything I could to keep up with it, pressing back against his thrusting him. My pussy was growing numb from all the fucking, but a kind of numbness that came with a subtle achiness, like it still bore proof of how hard she had worked, how many cocks I had taken.

Soon, the cock inside of me exploded and it was replaced with another and another and another. Then, one of the office workers took my ass and that, somehow, pushed me over the edge and I began to cum again, shaking and writhing for them.

Once all the office workers had had their fill of me, they milked me into their coffee cups and said goodbye to me. One of them stayed with me and took me to Barn 8 where I was shown to my pen and, exhausted, promptly fell asleep.


Chapter 4


Now, you might think that being made to live in a pen in a barn was dehumanizing, and maybe it was, but it got me into the headspace of a cow, a human cow, and made me feel like my purpose was, truly, to take breedings and produce milk. It felt right, I had to say, felt normal and not at all unusual. It made me feel like an animal but that was essentially what I was, a human animal, naked, filled with seed from breeding, and lactating furiously.

I slept nearly twelve hours, and only woke up when some dairy workers came by to wash me. It was early in the morning and they brought a hose into my pen, made me kneel and spread my ass cheeks from behind. I mooed loudly, plaintively as the cold water filled my hole, and then gushed out, taking the remnants of the seed that I had been bred with earlier. My holes felt clean then, and so did the rest of me, even though I was shivering from the cold water, my hair wet. I curled up on the pile of hay in my pen and listened to the other girls moan and moo as they were washed. I kind of felt like they could do us the mercy of using warm water, but what did I know? I was just a hucow.

Morning came, and I heard the tell-tale, unmistakable sounds of mooing and sex, breeding, all around me. Moans, pathetic and desperate, turning into screams and shrieks, and the manly grunts of the bulls. I was scared, but also turned on—this sounded so much more intense than the breeding I had already taken. Was I going to be bred now? First thing in the morning?

The gate to my pen opened and three bulls stepped in. I bit my lip as I looked over their muscular bodies, hairless except for a small, trimmed patch of fur around their cocks. They were beautiful, like male models, with the abs of Greek gods, and faces to match.

And their cocks.

Each was as big and long as Chad, each possessed a cock more like a short sword rather than a normal part of the male anatomy. I tried not to drool, or look terrified as I gazed at them. I was imagining them deep inside of me, ripping me apart, imagining how it would feel to have one or more of those tools inside of me. It would hurt, bad—I was ridiculously sore from yesterday, and my cervix felt like it had gone fifteen rounds with Mike Tyson—but I knew it would be so, so satisfying. I knew the pain would give me purpose, would make me a better hucow, and I was more than ready to accept it as a necessary part of my training, part of my vocation.

Hucows are made to produce, are made to make milk, and we must do whatever it takes to achieve that goal. That was in the literature that Dr. Crowne had sent me before I interviewed. I hadn’t quite understood what it meant initially. Back then, I thought it was some corporate bullshit about being a team player, all the usual crap you talk about in interviews, but now, I knew what it really meant.

It meant taking giant cocks over and over again. It meant using your body to please, whether it was through creating delicious, nutritious milk for the farm to sell, or through pleasuring any cock that approached with your tight, wet holes. It meant being bred, it meant being milked, it meant doing whatever it took to be a hucow.

And right now, it meant taking these cocks, these magnificent cocks, each at least a foot long, inside my already aching holes. I couldn’t wait.

“You’re Jessica, aren’t you?” said the one in the middle, handsome with a mop of messy blonde hair. I nodded, unable to even moo. He was so. Fucking. Hot.

“We’re all bulls,” the one next to him, darker, with a good tan and black hair, along with soulful brown eyes, said. “I’m Robert and this—” he elbow the blond one in the ribs. “This is Logan.”

“I’m Roan,” the third said. He was paler than the other two, and his voice suggested origins maybe in Ireland. Considering his dark red hair and the freckles covering his body, plus the intense, Cillian Murphy-esque stare coming off his deep, piercing blue eyes, I wouldn’t be surprised if he was.

“You’re all going to breed me,” I said. It wasn’t a question, but a statement of fact.

“Sounds like Chad already put you through the ringer,” Logan said. “But we’re going to rough you up a bit more. The first week or two might be hard while you get used to taking breedings every day, Jessica, but we know you can do it.”

“We’re rooting for you, girl,” Roan said with his beautiful accent, reaching out to tousle my hair as I blushed.

“What should I do, then?” I asked softly. “Should I… get into position?”

“For the sake of efficiency,” Robert said, more to the other bulls than to me. “Let’s use position twenty-four.”

The other two nodded. I had no idea what that was but they did, and I figured that was all that mattered. I didn’t need to think, didn’t need to know what the positions were or how to use them. All I needed to do was take their cocks.

First, Logan and Robert lay on the floor of my pen, brushing some of the hay to the side. They interlocked their legs so that their cocks were right next to one another, both standing up straight and tall and proud. In an instant, I understood what was supposed to happen. These cocks, which were so close they were almost touching? I was going to slide down on them, take one in my pussy and one in my ass, at the same time.

I swallowed hard as I gazed at the position. I was going to be stretched by these huge fucking cocks, and I wanted nothing more than that.


Chapter 5


“All right, Jessica, next you’ll—”

Roan had started to speak but I smiled at him, mooing.

“I think I see what I’m supposed to do.”

“I bet you do, clever girl. Hop right on there and I’ll take care of your mouth and we’ll rotate once we’ve all shot off once.”

“Rotate?” I cried, my moo more of a wail.

“Rotate,” Logan said with a smirk. “You’re going to be bred in each hole three times.”

“Nine loads,” Robert confirmed. “That’s a good amount for a beginning hucow. Your milk production will really be jump started. Just you wait and see—in a few weeks, you’ll be dripping like any of the older girls.”

I swallowed hard and nodded.

I was scared—scared of being stretched so much that my holes ripped. I had heard of that happening, but not in relation to hucows—just in the gruesome true crime documentaries and podcasts I listened to. But still, that didn’t mean it wouldn’t happen to me…

But I told myself to be brave. I told myself I would take these huge cocks, give them a hug with my insides, and slide down them like it was nothing.

Look, even if it hurt ten times as much as I feared it would, it would still be better than working retail!

I squatted over the cocks, positioning myself carefully, letting each cock press against my tight holes. I was amazed that, despite how sore I was from the rough breedings the day before, my tightness had returned. Part of me expected my holes to gape open immediately, to being stretched out and ready for penetration, but no, I was able to balance for a second on the cocks before I began to slide down, gasping as I felt my holes spread.

My pussy, as you might imagine, was the first to open wide, and I tilted forward, my tits hanging down, as I felt the first few inches of the beautiful cock, Logan’s huge tool, enter me. I inhaled sharply, feeling him stretch me, and I took a few deep breaths, savoring the warmth, the power of his cock inside of me. His cock was throbbing, and I felt the pulse of blood heating me up from the inside. After getting washed out with the hose, they should really send a bull around to warm us hucows back up, I thought!

The cock against my asshole still wasn’t making any progress, though. Roan placed his hands on my shoulders and gently pressed down, and I felt Robert’s hands on my hips, pulling me down, and for several moments, nothing happened at all, and then I felt a strange pop, and the first inch or so of Robert’s cock—literally just the tip, and maybe not even the whole tip—entered my asshole.

I shrieked, my hole gripping his cock tight as Robert pulled me down hard, and Logan pulled as well, while Roan pushed, and in just moments, the two massive cocks inside of me had pierced me to the core, stretching me open wide and making me gape around their tools. I felt tears burning in my eyes and I looked up at Roan helplessly, my mouth dropping open.

“That’s a good girl, there,” Roan said, and took his cock in his hand, mistaking my look of desperate helplessness for an eagerness to suck him off. I whimpered as he slid his cock into my open mouth, my jaws stretching and aching. Roan grasped my hair and, gripping me tight, pulled my head forward, leaning into me and pressing his cock into my mouth. My eyes widened as I felt it hit the back of my throat and curve down, claiming my whole throat, claiming me.

I was facing triple penetration, and no matter how uncomfortable it was, I loved it. I had gone from being the kind of girl that guys wouldn’t look at twice to being impaled by three male models, three perfect cocks, having the kind of sex almost any other woman in the world would only be able to dream of.

And then, slowly, they all began to move. The bulls beneath me, the ones I rode, thrust up into me, driving their cocks into my hole, and they held me steady, giving them something to easily thrust into without me bouncing up and down too much. I moaned onto the cock in my mouth, which only made it easier for Roan to slide himself deeper inside of my open orifice, exploring my oral cavity with his cock.

“That’s just lovely,” he grunted affectionately as he worked his cock inside of my throat, thrusting and then sliding out and then thrusting again. Soon, it was a chorus of manly grunts and moans and my stifled, gagged moos and the squishing of cocks invading tight hucow girl orifices.

They worked harder and harder, fucking my throat and my pussy and ass, and I felt my body give up, go slack as they used me, mooing onto their cocks as they shattered me. I had never even imagined that this kind of intense experience would be possible. I was taking cocks in each of my major orifices, and… I was loving it.

I can’t even explain the kind of bliss and, honestly, relief that came with being completely full. I loved feeling them stretch me, feeling them open me up and destroy me. Knowing that my body was theirs completely to use and breed. My pussy and asshole spasmed around them as I came closer and closer to cumming and then, surprising me, I began to orgasm without warning, my whole body shaking, my muscles contracting and clenching and relaxing in rapid succession as I writhed on them.

Now, my pussy was extra sensitive, brutally sensitive, but this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot. I had plenty more breeding to go, and even as I began to wail louder as they thrust into me, I knew I wouldn’t get any mercy from them.

Roan was the first to cum, and his massive cock exploded in my mouth, flooding my throat with his salty, sticky cum. I swallowed as best I could, finding that my phantom gag reflex was already almost gone, probably thanks to all of the office workers I had ended up sucking off yesterday. I felt as though I was gargling his cum as I drank down his huge load, swallowing every drop that I could even as I felt it start to drip down my chin, dribble down my neck and onto my bouncing udders.

Then, Logan and Robert were cumming, and I swear, I lost my mind, feeling their cocks spasm and twitch, pumping cum deep into my holes. It was one of the most pleasurable things I had ever experienced and I found myself shrieking onto the cock in my mouth as I began to cum again, simply from the feeling of my pussy and ass being flooded with cum. The warm stickiness filled me and I sighed in bliss as I accepted their warmth into me.

But this wasn’t over. Not yet. I had taken three loads and that meant I had six more to go.


Chapter 6


I slid off the cocks below me and collapsed onto the hay, panting, while the bulls rearranged themselves. Care was taken for Robert to wash my ass off his cock and then Roan and Logan assumed the leg-interlocked positions, their cocks forming a kind of prong pointing skyward which I approached with trembling legs.

They were already hard again, I realized—they didn’t have real refractory periods like the office workers I had pleasured yesterday, I knew. They essentially could fuck continuously, and their testicles, flush with hormones, could produce enough cum to continue supplying their huge loads no matter how many times they came. In the end, it really came down to the bulls’ physical fitness, and their physical endurance.

Now, I slid down onto the cocks once more and groaned as my sensitive, stretched holes met the throbbing bull flesh once more. I opened my mouth wide, and took Robert’s cock into my mouth, allowing him to skewer my face and start to fuck me hard as he thrust into me. My eyes widened and I looked up at him helplessly, into those beautiful, dark brown eyes as he held me by my hair, gathered up into two clumps, and used them like handles to hold my head still as he thrust forward, slamming my face. I whimpered, feeling my insides stretch, my delicate areas already throbbing and aching as I rode the bulls beneath me.

I slid up and down, up and down now, really riding them—they weren’t just thrusting up into me, but now, I was squatting down onto them, taking them as deep as I could, feeling them split my insides open each time and then feeling my pathetic muscles attempt to contract weakly every time I slid off them, trying to make up for the unnaturally large intrusions that insisted on brutalizing my poor holes over and over again.

I was developing a rhythm, however. I was… kind of getting good at this, actually. I was panting, breathing through my nose as best I could as I rode them, aching for them to take me harder and harder. I fantasized about doing this all day long, about being tied up somewhere and allowing dozens, hundreds of men to use me, about providing this service to anyone who needed release. My breasts had swelled up even larger during this breeding session, something Dr. Crowne had told me would happen, and my nipples were freely leaking milk down, dripping it down onto Roan’s chest as I rode the bulls beneath me.

The smell of the bulls’ sweat and cum was intoxicating to me and I wanted more, wanted more of them, wanted to please them as much as I could. I squealed as I came, my orgasms weaker now from exhaustion, but that exhaustion nonetheless did not stop me from servicing them with my holes, from riding them harder and harder and taking as much bull cock inside of my body as I could.

“Please!” I mooed desperately onto the cock in my mouth, though of course it came out garbled, for obvious reasons. But the bulls seemed to understand and in moments, I felt a salvo of orgasms hit me, cocks erupting inside of me, and cum flooding me from every direction. My brain turned off, it felt like, and all I was, all I could imagine myself as, was a vessel for their cum, a toy for them, a tool for pleasure and nutritious milk.

I was in an orgasm-induced haze as they switched themselves once more. Taking it deep in the ass or having my pussy and jaws stretched open wide no longer hurt at all. It was all pleasure, a kind of aching, numb pleasure that came with the satisfaction of pushing my body to its limits and beyond. I wasn’t just a hucow, I was something more.

Now, sliding down onto the cocks in my ass and pussy one last time, I rode them hard, bouncing up and down, feeling my tits bounce with my motion. I groaned onto the cock in my mouth, burying my face in Logan’s delicate blonde pubic hair, inhaling deeply and smelling the scent of my sex on him from where I’d orgasmed while he’d been inside of me, from where I leaked my precious, natural girl fluids.

These were guys who never would have looked my way before, but now, they were moaning passionately as I rode them, and I sucked them, as though they’d been looking forward to fucking me their entire lives. I was proud—if only everyone could see me now, could see what a good hucow slut I was transforming into!

As I smashed myself down onto their cocks again and again, I felt my hole start to shudder with pleasure as I began to cum once more. My skin was flushed beautifully with desire and my pussy all but squirted onto the bulls below me as I finished once more.

The rest of my memory of that first gang breeding is pretty hazy, but I remember riding the bulls until they began to explode inside of me, filling my insides with their sticky cum, and I sighed in satisfaction as, finally, I slid off of them, my pussy and ass dripping with seed, swollen and aching, and my mouth drooling cum that I hadn’t been able to swallow.


Chapter 7


I was exhausted but proud of myself for making it through that rough, extended breeding and taking nine loads into my pussy. But more fun was in store for me.

As I lay there, my whole body tingling from taking so many loads, one of the bulls—Logan, I think—spread my legs and began to lavish attention on my swollen pussy, licking me as I whimpered. I was too weak to do anything, and so I just laid there, taking the pleasure, the astounding, delicate, gently pleasure as his tongue explored my folds.

I thought it was so hot that he was fine with tasting the other bulls’ cum, which was dripping out of me—I thought guys would be more sensitive about that sort of thing, but the bulls were a pretty enlightened bunch, I realized, and even though they could put me through the wringer, they were also going to reward me for my hard work.

Then, while Logan licked me, Robert and Roan took up one of my udders each and began to suckle me, drinking milk from my teats while I whimpered. The sheer ecstasy of the pleasure is hard to articulate: I had never been so worshipped, so ravished and coddled. I whimpered as my first orgasm hit but Logan just kept licking even through my weak trembling.

I felt his tongue swirling around my clit, felt my nipples dripping milk into the boys’ mouths, and I felt that I was getting my reward for being a good hucow. I sobbed in pleasure as I came again and again, shaking pathetically as the bulls brought me to orgasm over and over, and drank their fill of my creamy, nutritious milk. At one point, Robert pressed his milk covered fingers to my lips and I suckled them dry, tasting how delicious I was: my milk had taken on a kind of rich, buttery flavor, almost like a brown butter: it was growing in depth, becoming more nuanced. I understood then, for the first time, why the farm’s method really worked.

Dr. Crowne wasn’t just pushing the limits of his hucows, he was pushing the limits of what milk could be and how good, how truly delicious it could taste.

I was proud to be part of this project, part of this kinky experiment. I was proud to be a hucow and I was happy to continue offering my holes to anyone on the farm, I thought to myself as Logan’s tongue brought me to yet another leg shaking, muscle clenching, whimpering orgasm.


Chapter 8


That, in short, is how my first week went on the farm.

Each day, a trio of bulls would arrive, prepared to work me over. Sometimes, it was Logan, Robert, and Roan, sometimes Chad would fill in for one of them, sometimes one of the other bulls I got to know—a handsome, young bull named Teddy; a stern but gentle European named Sven; a passionate lover named Rodrigo.

Usually, they used that same position, position twenty-four, but I grew to know other positions that the bulls were train in. Sometimes, I would be bent over, with one bull beneath me, and another behind me, and a third off to the side or standing above the one lying beneath me, all of them thrusting into my needy holes. Sometimes, they held me in mid-air between them, fucking my mouth and either my asshole or my throbbing pussy, and sometimes, they simply took turns working over my pussy or ass or mouth.

There seemed to be a schedule I wasn’t privy to that defined when each of my holes got fucked, and often, the bulls took pictures of them.

Finally, after several days of this, I worked up the courage to ask them what the pictures were for.

“We’re sending them to Dr. Crowne, so he can keep tabs on how loose your holes are getting,” Chad explained. “We need to jump-start your lactation, of course, and get you up to production standard, but we also need to make sure your body is still functioning well and you’re safe and not doing long term damage to any of your parts.” He flicked my swollen pussy lips affectionately and I gasped. “Take your pussy. It’s designed to take a lot of punishment. It’s designed to birth a baby, obviously, so it should because to stretch and undergo a fairly brutal amount of stimulation and violation. But we still need to make sure we’re not causing any real damage to it.”

I nodded. His fingers on my pussy were making me wet, making me crave them inside once more, making me crave his cock even though he’d just bred me hard.

“Your butt on the other hand, presents some challenges and opportunities. You absorb our semen faster through the anus, faster even than through your belly after I cum down your throat, but at the same time, we obviously need to be careful about how much abuse your anus sustains.” He gave my ass an affectionate slap and I spread my ass cheeks wide, letting him take a picture of my dripping butthole for Dr. Crowne. “Fortunately, we’ve been introducing medications and hormones into the mix of cocktails you receive that should fortify the tissues of your ass a bit more. Already, you’re naturally lubricating your own ass, with juices similar to what your pussy produces, and soon, we hope, with some additional research, a hucow’s asshole will be as resilient and elastic as her vagina.”

“Wow!” I mooed, though I wished that, rather than simply explain my ass and pussy to me, he’d put them to work once more.


Chapter 9


After two weeks of daily breeding, with one full day of rest on Sundays, I was brought back to Dr. Crowne’s lab. I found the daily breedings were becoming easier and easier to take, while, conversely, it was more and more difficult to go without the breeding on Sundays. It was like I was going through withdrawals, and as a result, I was practically rabid with desire when Monday morning rolled around.

In a few short weeks, I had gone from being a virgin who’d never had sex with a man to being an insatiable slut. My body had transformed completely, and I was almost completely unrecognizable from who I was before. My acne had disappeared, my soft tummy had tightened up a bit thanks to all the physical activity from constant acrobatic fucking, and my boobs and butt only continued to grow.

“Ah, Jessica, so good to see you,” Dr. Crowne said as Chad walked me into the lab. He had me on a leash, not because I would have run away from him or anything but simply to make it easier to lead me around. “Chad, how’s she doing? You’ve got an eye for photographing her breeding parts, especially the internals.”

“She’s doing very well,” Chad announced and patted my head. “Better than any of us would have expected, especially considering how small and inexperienced she was when she came here. She’s really filled out nicely and she’s able to take some pretty hard breedings now. Isn’t that right, Jessica?”

I nodded eagerly as Dr. Crowne attached giant suction cups to my swollen nipples I was looking forward to the milking, as I knew I would be assessed to see if I was ready to have my milk sold in stores. I couldn’t wait to taste my milk as sucked out of me by this machine—it would get at the deep milk, as Dr. Crowne described it, the deep reserves of milk in my breasts that are hard to suck out just with regular squeezing and sucking.

I gasped as a needle slid into my nipple from the suction cup, delivering a potent drug that would increasing my lactation and relax my flesh, allowing more and more milk to flow freely out of my breasts. I couldn’t wait.

“And Jessica, how are you enjoying being a hucow?” Dr. Crowne asked. I beamed at him.

“I love it, sir,” I said, truthfully. “Honestly, I’ve never felt so loved, so beautiful in my whole life. I… I can’t believe how lucky I am. I love being bred everyday. I love having the bulls around me. They take care of me, and so do the dairy workers. I feel healthier and happier than I ever have in my life.” It was all true, every last word of it.

“Good, good! We love to hear that,” Dr. Crowne said. I groaned as the suction machine began, and metal arms began to massage and palpate my breasts, squeezing my udders as the suction pulled milk from my nipples. Initially, only a thin stream came out but then, to my amazement, I saw an absolute flood of milk fill the tubes attached to the machine. I watched as a jug of milk filled with my creamy deliciousness and then Dr. Crowne removed that jug and attached a new one, which I also filled. I ended up filling two and a half jugs of milk, nearly an entire gallon. My breasts felt strangely deflated afterwards, which was to be expected, and sore—but satisfied.

I maybe even had a little orgasm during the milking but I bit my lip and tried to keep from moaning. I think Dr. Crowne and Chad knew, though, because they exchanged grins, and Dr. Crowne patted my head sweetly.

“That’s a very good girl, Jessica,” he told me as my orgasm subsided, my blush spreading over my face and the rest of my body.

After I was milked, the milk was cooled slightly, to optimum drinking temperature. Dr. Crowne poured my milk into glasses and we all sampled it.

It was perfect. Incredible. Creamy and rich. My eyes widened and I put a hand to my cheek, mooing happily as I tasted my milk. It was better than I ever imagined it could be.

Dr. Crowne and Chad also seemed impressed. They exchanged surprised glances and drank deeply from their glasses, and then, without a word, Dr. Crowne filled up another glass for him and Chad. They drank those and Dr. Crowne wiped his mouth with a napkin, cleared his throat, and said: “Well, that’s quite something.”

“Is it… good?” I asked tentatively, mooing. It tasted good to me, of course, but I wasn’t a professional. Maybe there was something wrong I wasn’t noticing?

“Jessica, it is good. Not just good, but excellent. I don’t think we’ve ever had a hucow progress this fast, this well. Not only can we start adding this to our commercial hucow milk blends, I think we need to seriously consider adding you to our single source roster. How would you like that—selling jugs of your milk and only your milk?”

My eyes widened and I nodded eagerly.

“I would love that!” I said proudly. I almost couldn’t believe my luck. My hard work was all paying off!

“We’ll need to adjust your medication so you’re producing enough for a good production run,” Dr. Crowne continued. He mentioned a few more logistical details, including stuff about marketing and publicity but I didn’t really pay attention to that.

I was a real hucow now—not only taking the breedings, but soon, my milk would be available for people far and wide to sample and enjoy!
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Trick or Treat on the Hucow Farm


Prologue


My name is Jessica and I’m eighteen years old, and this is the story of how I became a hucow.

Most girls don’t grow up dreaming of being a hucow. In fact, I didn’t even know what it was until after I had graduated from high school. I had just turned eighteen and I was working a dead-end job, trying to cobble together enough money for another semester of community college when I saw a news special about it one night. I was exhausted from work and just about ready to pass out but this new story caught my attention.

“They’re called hucows,” the reporter on the TV said. “And you might be seeing their milk in the grocery store soon. No, they’re not human-cow hybrids, but human women milked like cows.”

On the screen, the pretty reporter stood next to an insanely busty woman, who knelt next to her on the floor of what seemed to be a barn. The busty woman grinned. The news broadcast blurred out her breasts, but she seemed to be totally naked. The busty woman—I guessed that was the hucow—she had long blonde hair, blue eyes, and an incredible smile. She was the kind of girl people would obsess over. I wondered what it would be like to be that kind of girl, to be the kind of girl that everyone wanted to know, that everyone wanted to be with… to do. I blushed just thinking about it.

She was beautiful. And I wanted to be just like her. Read the first chapter of my story to learn all about how I came to the farm for the first time and had my initial interview with Dr. Crowne, losing my virginity in the process, or how I was bred by a bull for the first time… And how I rode them again and again to become the best hucow I can be! Or check out Melanie Sparxx’s author page on Amazon to catch up with the adventures of all my hucow friends! There’s always something happening on the farm!


Chapter 1


The candy melted in my mouth. It was sweet, with just a hint of chocolatey complexity, a slight salty nuance that added to the deliciousness. It was unlike any chocolate candy I’d ever had before.

And it was made with my milk.

“Do you like it, Jessica?” Dr. Crowne asked with a big smile as I reached for another chocolate. It was almost Halloween and I was sitting in his office, my swollen udders out on his desk as he examined my nipples. I was almost embarrassed by the significant changes my nipples had gone through: from being soft and pink and fleshy, they’d darkened, growing almost leathery and tough in the process.

I suppose they had to, in order to stand up to all the abuse they took in my day to day life as a hucow on the farm.

I wore nothing else and, like usual, I was wetting the chair with the fluids from my needy cunt. Feeling Dr. Crowne measure my stretched out, swollen nipples drove me crazy, and as he pressed and manipulated my udders, I mooed softly, milk starting to flow.

“I love them, Dr. Crowne,” I mooed. As per usual, I didn’t bother to make my voice understandable to outsiders, since I knew Dr. Crowne would be able to parse everything I said. One of the side-effects of the hucow medication I took, that all the hucows on the farm took, was that it became more and more difficult to produce normal English speech. Instead, we tended to speak in something that sounded more or less like a cow’s mooing.

I know, I know what you’re thinking—isn’t that just a bit too convenient? I mean, what are the chances that the medicines and hormones which increase lactation and arousal also have the effect of partially paralyzing the vocal chords, making it difficult to speak normally? Resulting in a tribe of human-cow mutants who can only moo for their milk-guzzling masters?

Well, listen—the other side-effects of the hucow medications are just as wild! Not only had the treatments removed my gag reflex, they also caused my anus to start self-lubricating, in the same way my pussy did when aroused. This made it eminently easy for me to be bred in all three holes—convenient, right?

But I wasn’t thinking about any of that right now. I was focused on the delicious candies I was popping into my mouth one after another. They were part of a special line of single source milk chocolates the farm was putting out for Halloween, using only one hucow’s milk per bag. My bag had chocolates that ranked among the most delicious candy I’d ever had.

“We’re going to hand these out for trick or treating on the farm later this week,” Dr. Crowne informed me. My eyes widened. Trick or treating! How long had it been since I’d gone trick or treating?

But then, I did a double-take—the farm was definitely not appropriate for kids! They really weren’t planning on bringing kids to the farm, were they? I’d have to wear regular clothes, something I hadn’t done in months at this point, and I figured this meant we wouldn’t be bred at all while guests were on site…

“Don’t worry, it’s an adults-only event,” Dr. Crowne said with a knowing smile. “We have a strict eighteen-plus rule on the farm—you know that. No, this event will allow the local community to meet some hucows and sample their—well, treats—your treats. The usual—milking and breeding, but we have a few fun surprises planned. Plus, of course, the candy.”

I beamed. I couldn’t wait!

Dr. Crowne finished up with his examination of my nipples, and wrote up his findings in a report. He noted the way my nipples had grown longer from when I’d first arrived, stretching out with all the milking I endured every single day. Milking was an exercise in pain and pleasure—sometimes, it was agony, but it also drove me crazy with arousal and I wanted nothing more than to feel the delicious relief of having my udders emptied of their weight. The sensation of being milked, of giving nourishment directly from my body—nothing beat that. It drove me wild, and it left me aching for more, addicted.

Then, after Dr. Crowne had finished examining my nipples, he instructed me to lay over his desk, with my naked butt up in the air. He produced a pair of calipers and I found myself blushing as he began to measure my butt cheeks.

“You’ve really grown down here too, Jessica,” he noted, not without approval, as he made little marks on his clipboard. “Your buttocks have nearly doubled in size since you first arrived on the farm. Not quite the same growth as we’ve seen in your breasts, but close. It’s very impressive. You should be proud of yourself!”

And I was. Even if I found myself blushing at the thought of Dr. Crowne examining my ass, spreading my cheeks apart. He could see my wet slit, probably smell how badly I wanted to be bred, even though I’d just sustained a vigorous, multi-round, multi-hole breeding that morning. It never ended here on the farm.

Dr. Crowne palpated my butt cheeks and I mooed softly, enjoying the feeling of his strong hands on my sensitive, tender skin. I found my butt tensing and relaxing as he squeezed and stretched my skin and then, I gasped as he spread my butt apart and ran a finger along my pussy lips.

“These have certainly gotten a little stretched out with all the breeding,” he noted, and tugged gently at one of my lips. I blushed hard. I’d always been a bit shy about my meaty little pussy, and the prominent lips crowning my hole, and now, Dr. Crowne was playing with them, testing their elasticity, noting the color and how warm and slick they became as he touched them.

“Quite impressive, Jessica,” he remarked. “They’re very attractive. The bulls rate your pussy as one of the prettiest on the farm.”

Now, I blushed hard. Really hard. I had one of the prettiest pussies on the farm?! Me?

I couldn’t believe it, but if Dr. Crowne said so, it had to be true.

“Are… are you sure?” I mooed softly. “I always thought I had an ugly pussy.”

I remembered masturbating alone, in my room, looking at my pussy in a mirror and hating it. This was before I had become a hucow, after I had graduated high school into the listless adulthood that offered no path forward to me. I didn’t know what I wanted to do in my life, I was a virgin, I didn’t know how to talk to boys or draw their eyes to me, and if they ever did show interest in me, I would be afraid for them to see my meaty, dangly pussy lips.

But apparently… that was a plus here on the farm? I supposed I learned new things every single day. I blushed hard, happy and delighted with this new knowledge.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured softly, forcing myself to form human words. “I appreciate the praise.”

With that, Dr. Crowne sent me back to the farm to rest up in preparation for the Halloween event.


Chapter 2


The day of trick or treating arrived and I found myself looking forward to it in the same way I had looked forward to Halloween as a kid. I was definitely a spooky kid—I loved Nightmare Before Christmas, and all the Disney villains, and dark emo bands like My Chemical Romance. I loved the Twilight movies, silly though they were, and always fantasized about being taken away by a handsome, lustful vampire.

Every Halloween, I’d make elaborate plans for my costume, hoping to wear something crazy and cool: a magnificent, creepy witch’s outfit, or maybe something like the girl from the Ring, or even something more horrifying: a zombie, or a skinwalker, or whatever the horror movie trope of the day was. Now, usually, these costumes didn’t materialize, and I’d end up going as a cat or something with my friends, eventually giving up trick or treating altogether, but the anticipation was much more fun than the actual event.

Now, this Halloween, I knew I wouldn’t be wearing a costume. I’d be naked, as usual, along with half a dozen other hucows—Marissa, Caitlyn, and others, girls whose names and reputations I knew from around the farm as being some of the best and most productive hucows, with milk they sold in stores. I’d probably had some of their milk—the thought of drinking from them, seeing them work, made me extra excited.

I knew I’d be available for milking and breeding, as occasionally happened during public events on the farm. In particular, the testing of the bulls was a big deal, when new bulls were given their final test and expected to breed, continuously, for two hours street, driving load after load into the waiting, fertile hucow bellies. I knew that sooner or later, hucows ended up pregnant, and some of the girls left the farm to raise their kids, while others stayed and enrolled their kids in a local preschool, working as hucows during the day, taking breedings and milkings, and then spending time with their families in the evenings and on weekends, just like a regular job. The flexibility the farm offered was pretty amazing, especially considering that none of the work was remote. It was so much better than working in retail, oh my god.

Beyond that, though, I didn’t know what would be expected of me. I didn’t know if it would be men or women or both who would be sampling my milk. I didn’t mind if it were both, but I was naturally much more interested in the men coming by to drink my milk. I didn’t mind the idea of being with a girl, but it didn’t excite me in the same way that a big, thick cock excited me, or a man’s rough hands pulling and tugging at my sensitive, dripping nipples…

“All right, girls—time to get ready!” a voice called into the barn as the girls, myself included, began to moo in response. I was led out into the center pathway through the barn, and saw several other hucows ahead of me, their asses on display for me. Between their thighs, I saw their damp cunts, and the pubic hair matted with desire and cum from our morning breedings. Behind me, I knew, were a few other hucows, looking at my butt, seeing my pussy, seeing everything, probably comparing themselves to me in the same way I compared my body to theirs. The idea aroused me, made me even wetter, which only embarrassed me further. Jeeze, it could be hard being a hucow, riding the waves of intense, intense arousal and equally intense embarrassment from being exposed completely.

We trooped out of the barn and, once outside, we lined up, and spread out asses. This was a normal practice: any given hucow probably had a decent amount of bull semen still in her pussy or asshole, and needed to be washed thoroughly before being offered to the public. We received antibiotics along with our medicine to help prevent the usual infections that might be expected with such vigorous and regular breeding, but it was still normal practice to clean out our orifices at least once a day. The bulls, for their part, did not mind breeding you even if you still had another bull’s seed inside of you—it was just a matter of practicality for them, since it was difficult to clean us after each round of breeding, and doing so would wash away the natural lubrication that was so necessary for the artificially enlarged bull cocks to slide easily into our hucow holes. What’s more, the additional lubricant in the form of the bull semen actually helped the bulls work themselves inside of us, so it was a win-win, in the end.

That having been said, what worked for the bulls on the farm didn’t necessarily work for the guests coming to visit the farm, so we had to be cleaned.

I braced myself, feeling my nipples harden as the cold rush of water washed over me. I let out a long, low moo of distress, matched by the other girls, as we all took our washings. Water filled my ass and my pussy and then, with a deep breath, I squeezed, squirting it out, and depositing a thin discharge of old bull semen on the ground below me. A dairy worker squatted behind me and I felt his rough fingers dig into my ass, making sure I’d been well and fully cleaned out, and then offering the same hard treatment to my pussy. Even though they’d just washed away all of my lubricant, I found the rough fingers teasing me open and digging around inside me more than enough to summon further wetness to my pussy, as well as my asshole—the feeling of a self-lubricating asshole was hard to get used to, because I often found myself feeling as though I’d had an embarrassing accident, only to remember that it was simply my hucow holes getting ready for breeding.

I turned my head from side to side, watching the other girls moo and moan from their washings. Our skin was all pink from the cold water, and there was a uniform look of bliss and distress on everyone’s face. It was hard to do this job without being a bit of a masochist, and I found myself enjoying the exposure and the cold treatment, even if it was a bit torturous.

From there, we were marched into a second barn, the event space where we were to be exhibited.


Chapter 3


Once in the second barn, two dairy workers lifted me up into a set of stocks. They looked kind of like the set up you’d find in a medieval village, where a local criminal would be locked up, bent over, so that the townspeople could fling rotten vegetables at him. Funny, right? But these stocks were special: Instead of space for our hands, they have larger holes for our breasts to fit through.

Squeezing my udders through the holes took some effort, which resulted in milk going everywhere as the dairy workers manipulated my tits, essentially milking them in the process as they forced them inside, but soon, I was set. This was not a particularly comfortable way to be standing, bent over like this, I loved how exposed I was—my hands were cuffed together behind my back to keep them out of the way and a small platform was placed below my belly that I could rest on, taking some of the pressure off my lower back. My butt was on full display on one end of the set up, with my face and tits on the other end.

Below my tits was a small table with a smiling picture of me, a short bio I didn’t remember writing, and cups that guests could milk me into in order to sample my milk. I noted that there was a picture of me, naked, from before my transformation into a hucow, featuring my scrawny, almost malnourished teenaged body. I blushed hard as I gazed at my old self, her sad frown, her stringy hair, the awkward, scraggly bush between her thighs which hid, of course, her meaty, sloppy pussy, and then, piece de resistance, my uneven breasts. Next to that photo, though, was a full body, glossy picture of me as I was now, with my full figure, my plump, perky, even breasts, dripping with milk, my meaty cunt on full display, and my luscious, voluptuous ass. My hair had gotten thicker and fuller and shinier, and I was beaming in the glossy picture, showing what a difference life on the hucow farm made.

I’m glad people would see my glow up. Even if the old picture embarrassed me, I knew that it would help people understand how wonderful it was to be a cow on the hucow farm!

Dr. Crowne stepped into the barn just as the preparations were being finished up. A band was warming up in the corner, putting the final touches on their rendition of the Monster Mash. The band leader was dressed as a mad scientist, while the drummer was his hunchbacked assistant, and the bassist was his monster, cobbled together from discarded human parts, or so it seemed to me. I loved their costumes and I caught the monster’s eye, grinning at him from my restraints.

“So, girls, you will be the refreshments and part of the evening’s entertainment. In addition to candy made with your milk, and a milk punch—also made with your milk—the guests will come around and milk you directly. As usual, you can expect some of the male guests to be interested in breeding you, so simply be prepared for when that happens—there’s nothing you can do to stop it, of course,” Dr. Crowne added with a cruel grin. Of course, it’s not that I would want to stop it—and I knew there were safety precautions in place, regardless. The thought of being helpless, though, made me wet and I found myself rubbing my thighs together in delicious anticipation of the night to come.

The first guests entered, a group of men in suits who seemed to have come straight from the office. They took some candy from the front of the room, and then began to explore. I could see the bulges in their pants growing larger and larger—the night was just about to get fun!


Chapter 4


Three young-ish men—in their thirties, maybe—in suits approached me.

“So, we can—milk you?” one of them, seemingly the bravest one at the head of their group, asked. I grinned and nodded.

“That’s right! You can do whatever you want to me, actually, but why don’t you start by trying my milk?”

He reached out, after a hesitant second, to touch one of my udders. I sighed in relief, feeling his gentle touch as he stroked my nipple.

“Your nipples are so big,” he commented. “No offense.”

“None taken. It just happens to us. It’s a result of all the milking and the medications we take to make us lactate so much.”

“What does it feel like?”

I bit my lip, trying to think. I wondered how to explain to a man what lactation felt like?

“I’d like to say it feels like cumming out of your dick, but through your nipple,” I said, teasingly, and winked at them. “But I’ve never had a dick to cum out of, so I don’t know. It feels nice, though. Sometimes, it hurts a bit, but you grow to like that too. It feels like, your boobs get so full and heavy, and then the thing you want most is for them to be lightened, and then it comes out of your nipples, which are really sensitive, in a stream—it feels really good, ultimately, but it’s really hard to describe.”

I blushed suddenly. I’d just been yapping so much. I’d been so focused on forming normal human, English speech, instead of mooing, that I hadn’t paid attention to how much I’d been talking. In my old life, I never would have been able to talk to men so much like this, but here, now, I didn’t have a problem with it. But still, a bit of that vestigial nervousness and shyness remained, even though I was completely naked and exposed to them.

“Wow, that’s so cool… Jessica,” the man at the front of the group said, reading my name off the sign on the table below me. He gripped my tit, and began to pull, milking me like he’d no doubt been shown by one of the dairy workers upon his arrival. He filled a cup with my milk, brought it to his lips, and drank, his eyes closing with pleasure. “Holy shit, that’s amazing. That’s so good!”

“Really?” I all but squealed, my voice dissolving into a moo. The other men grinned and began to milk me, and I mooed softly, in undisguised delight, as they squeezed more and more milk from my nipples and drank.

“Can we just, you know, suck from your tits directly?”

“Sure,” I cried. “I love it when I get suckled. It feels—really sweet and intimate, you know?”

He knelt, never minding the fact that he was getting the knees of his suit dirty, and latched his lips onto my teat. I sighed, closing my eyes in bliss as his tongue swirled around my swollen nub, and began to tug and suckle.

“Yes,” I mooed. “Yes, just like that… Ah…”

I was getting close to cumming, and I didn’t try to fight it. The feeling of my nipple gently gushing milk into this stranger’s mouth was intoxicating, and my vision went blurry, especially when another man knelt next to his colleague and began to suckle my other nipple. Soon, I was panting with pleasure and then, blushing, squealing, I was cumming, rubbing my thighs together and I whimpered.

“Fuck, she really likes that. Are you cumming, Jessica?”

“Yes!” I squealed as the mouths suckling me got rougher, as I felt teeth come out. That only made my orgasm more intense, the sudden pain, and I gasped, leaning my head back as far as it would go in my restraints. I saw a few women in suits eyeing what was going on and I tried to give them a friendly smile, trying to invite them over to taste my milk, but I was cumming too hard to even keep my eyes open and I think I probably just looked crazy.

“You know,” the first man said, as I came down from my orgasm and his coworkers wiped my nipples clean of milk and spit. “You kind of looked like a cousin of mine, before you became a hucow. She’s in college, really cute, just like you.”

I blushed hard at the compliment.

“I wasn’t cute, not then.”

“Oh, you were totally cute—look at your sexy little body!” he said, pointing to the picture of me from before my transformation. I shook my head, blushing hard—how could he say I was cute then? The thought was too hard for me to wrap my mind around, but part of me loved him for telling me that.

“If you want to breed my mouth, and pretend I’m your cousin, I don’t mind,” I told him with a grin, trying to get my mind off the compliment.

His friends moved onto another hucow, but he unzipped his fly, pulling out his cock, and pressed it against my lips. I opened my jaws as wide as I could, letting him slide it inside.

“You hucows don’t have gag reflexes, right?” he said, as he proved the fact to himself by pushing his cock down my throat, as far as it would go. I shook my head and said uh-uh as well as I could with a huge cock in my mouth.

“Wow, that’s amazing—you’re taking my cock like it’s nothing! I bet my cousin can’t do that,” he said with a smirk as he began to thrust forward. This must have been some of the first penetration a hucow took that night because soon, a small crowd of party-goers had formed around us, men and women. They all seemed to be from the same company, because they seemed to know my breeder’s name.

“Rick, of course, you found a girl who looks like your cousin, you perv,” one of the women said, shifting from foot to foot. She leaned forward, getting close to Rick’s cock in my mouth but not touching it, in order to milk me into a small paper cup. I guessed she had a crush on Rick, had maybe even hooked up with him at a company party, and she was glaring at me while I tried to make my eyes look apologetic as I swallowed his cock.

But then, her face changed completely when she sipped my milk.

“Oh, wow. This is incredible. You girls should try this.”

Soon, the women in the group were taking turns milking me. Much to my surprise, they were rougher than the men had been, driving their nails into my nipples and tugging hard, as though punishing me for attracting one of the men from their group. I moaned and whimpered onto the cock driving down my throat, and felt tears coming to my eyes. Rick grabbed my hair, moaning his cousin’s name—Amanda—as he deposited a thick load directly into my esophagus and slid out of my lips, leaving a trail of spit dribbling down my chin.

“You guys have to try this,” Rick announced, calling to other groups from their company. “These girls give amazing head.”

The first woman, who had tasted my milk first, rolled her eyes and reached out to milk me again, digging his nails like claws into my nipple and filling a cup as she sneered at me. I tried to smile apologetically at her. I wanted to tell her it wasn’t my fault, that she should make herself available to the men she wanted if she wanted as much attention as I was getting—but I guessed that wouldn’t go over very well…

“Well, what are the requirements for getting a job like this?” she asked, as one of the men from her company circle around behind me, spreading my butt cheeks. “Besides being a slut.”

“Dude, she’s soaked! And look, she’s only twenty—can you believe that?”

Oh, that’s right, I thought. He must have read that on the information in my bio on the table at my station. I’d had my twentieth birthday on the farm. I’d completely forgotten: every day was so fun and so busy, I hadn’t had time for the usual fretting about getting older, about whether my friends would come to my part, and so on and so forth. Instead, I’d been fucked senseless by a trio of beautiful male models with comically large cocks, so in the end, it was a pretty great birthday.

I gasped softly as the man behind me slid his cock into my wetness. He wasn’t large by conventional cock standards, let alone the special standards of the farm, but I moaned appreciatively all the same: every cock was special, and deserved special attention, even if it wasn’t the biggest and most beautiful. For at least one person in the world, that cock was the biggest and most beautiful one he’d ever have, and it meant the world to him.

“Well, you need to enjoy sex, I suppose,” I moo-moaned, my voice changing partway through as I answered the woman’s question. “I was actually a virgin when I arrived, but that’s unusual. Many of the hucows didn’t experience sexual fulfilment in their lives before coming to the farm, so I guess in that respect, I’m not unusual.”

“Sexual fulfilment? What’s that?” one of the women from the company asked. Most of the men had moved onto other girls, but these women, sensing that I could be toyed with, stayed: they were all pretty, blonde, with great bodies, the kinds of girls I had hated in high school, who had gone to nice colleges and would get good jobs and marry handsome men with good jobs too. But now, I saw that I was getting something different from them, and they were jealous.

I made a small glance over my shoulder and winked at the women. Their coworker was plunging his cock into me and I let out soft, hungry moans every few seconds, to show how much I appreciated him.

“We’re bred multiple times a day by specialized bulls. I think they’ll arrive later: just like how we take medication to help us lactate and help us taking breedings multiple times a day, they receive medicines to limit their refractory period and increase the amount of semen they produce. They, uh, also end up having pretty big cocks, if you’re into that.”

A look of hunger descended upon the women’s faces. Silence, broken by one of them asking: “And they’ll be here tonight?”

“I think so!” I offered, with a shrug, as the eager young man thrusting into me came to his orgasm, grunting and unleashing a load into my pussy. I squealed softly, shaking my butt and clenching myself around him, trying to show him just how much I had enjoyed being fucked by him.

“What’s the point of all the breeding, though? This just seems like a weird fetish thing,” the original woman said. She was the one digging her nails into my nipple, as though she’d sensed that I was someone she could bully, and I whimpered every time she kind of scratched milk out of my sore nipple like that, drinking it with an obvious look of domineering satisfaction on her face.

“The presence of virile male semen on my mucous membranes allows for the absorption of nutrients by my body. Those nutrients help to produce milk. That’s basically it: breeding is an efficient delivery mechanism for the nutrients and hormones to get into my milk.” That seemed to satisfy the women, and the one clawing my nipple dropped it as she took a sip of her last cup of my nectar. “Plus, it’s fun.”

“Fine, I get it. Be a good girl and yell when the bulls come, won’t you?” she said, and tousled my hair, not without affection. I wasn’t really into girls, but I wouldn’t mind fooling around with her. What I wanted to see more than anything, though, was how hard the bulls would fuck her: they could sense if a girl was too proud and needed to be taken down a few pegs. Put in her place. It’s not that they would be mean—it’s just that she would realize maybe she couldn’t take cock as well as she thought she could, and she’d find herself in an embarrassing, exposed position—everyone watching her struggle in delight as she was filled with enormous bull cock…


Chapter 5


Next, an older man came by. He was dressed in a nice suit, and had a sweet expression on his aged face. I guessed he was the boss of the company that had picked our farm for their outing—a pretty funny choice, if you asked me, but everyone seemed to be having a good time. A few people not from the company were trickling in now too—the usual frat boys, who often came to the farm for birthdays or parties, but also curious couples, and some local farmers.

“Trick or treat!” the man announced with a grin, and patted my head. “You’re quite popular with my employees! I’m very impressed with you, ah, assets, shall we say?”

I was right. He was the president of the company, or ceo, or boss, or whatever. He grasped my nipples and I was impressed by how effortlessly he milked me, draining my breasts into two cups as I mooed appreciatively.

“You’re… you’re good at that…” I moaned, almost forgetting to make sure I spoke English.

“Well, I grew up on a dairy farm, but that was almost fifty years ago… Glad to see I still have the touch though.” He took a sip of one of the cups, passing the other one to another older man walking by. “By golly, but that’s great milk. How do they get such tasty milk of you girls? If you’d told me when I was a young man that someday, we’d be milking girls your age to sweeten our coffee, I’d have thought you were crazy.”

I found the man so charming! I gave him the usual rundown, explaining about the bulls and the medications we took. I told him that my milk was being sold in blends in stores now, and that soon, I would have a single source bottle available everywhere milk was sold, and he promised he’d look out for that.

“Now, I noticed one of my people, a young man name of Rick, making the beast with two backs with your mouth, young lady…” he began with a smile.

“My holes are open to be bred tonight,” I told him eagerly. “So, feel free to try any of them—you’ve got three options!”

“Three options?”

I nodded, causing my boobs to wiggle.

“That’s right. My mouth, my pussy, and my butt.”

“Your butt, huh?” the boss said with an intrigued grin. “I haven’t had butt since my wife was young. Said we wouldn’t be doing that again so long as she was a Christian, if you can believe it. If you really don’t mind…”

“My anus is self-lubricating as well, sir,” I told him, as I saw he was starting to look around for something to lubricate my ass with. “So don’t worry about getting me nice and wet—I’m already slippery back there!”

“Well, will wonders never cease?” the older man said. He took his place behind me and I sighed as he spread apart my sticky ass cheeks. Another few people, two couples, came up and began to sample my milk, offering a cursory “Trick or treat!” before they began groping at my breasts, asking me questions, and I almost didn’t notice the older man behind me unzipping his pants and pressing himself against me.

Until, that is, I realized how fucking huge his cock was.

My eyes widened in horror.

I tried to glance over my shoulder, desperate to get a look at what was about to go into my guts. Now I could understand why this guy’s wife refused to do anal with him anymore.

“Now, just relax, honey,” he cooed, running his fingers along my back. “You’re going to be all right. You’ve done this before, and you know you just need to take deep breaths and relax and let me in.”

He had to have a cock as thick as wine bottle, bigger even than a bull’s. I was losing my composure as I talked to the couples sampling my milk.

“Are you okay?” one of the women asked me as a tear ran down my cheek, as I felt my ass being stretched and torn open by the enormous hunk of meat slowly forcing its way inside my guts.

“Fine,” I whimpered. “Just working through something.” I gasped as I felt the first few inches pass the tight ring of muscle holding my ass together and the older man began to thrust, slowly but relentlessly, into my guts.

Meanwhile, the bulls had finally made their arrival. I didn’t even need to let the woman from earlier know. The bulls were naked except for loincloths, which only enhanced the sense of nudity because they were all hard, and so the women in attendance, and even some of the men, came up to them to peak underneath their cursory attire. I watched as the woman from earlier chatted up one, and within minutes of his arrival, she was bending over, letting him slide her panties down and hike up her skirt.

She was across the barn from me and grinned at me as our eyes met. Suddenly, the expression on her face changed from smirking satisfaction to terror, and I knew she was grappling with the size of the bull forcing his cock into her. The bull reached for her hair, pulling hard, and forcing the blonde bitch to arch her back, her breasts straining against her shirt as a silent scream of pleasure and pain escaped her lips. I watched her body shake as she was fucked, and again, our eyes met, but we were both crying now, both struggling with the cocks inside of us.

The boss gripped my hips now, driving harder and harder into me as I grunted. A semi-circle formed around me, as it did around the women being fucked by the bull. A few of the other women at the party were taking bulls now took, lying on the floor in the hay, or being restrained in stocks similar to mine, their breasts, smaller than mine, on display as bulls skewered their throats and holes.

But I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the blonde bitch as she was dominated and destroyed. Her mouth formed the word yes over and over again, even though she barely made any noise—I think she was too shy, too afraid to reveal how much she was really struggling with the cock inside of her. I’m sure she’d built her reputation, her identity, on being a slutty bimbo in charge of her own sexuality, a boss bitch who got what she wanted and was never surprised by what was in a guy’s pants, and now, she was being torn apart from the inside out.

And, like me arriving on the farm, it was what she had always wanted.

We shared a smile, a sisterly look that confirmed our bond, and I began to moan louder, moo, letting her know it was okay to make noise. The cock inside of me felt like it was actually causing damage, but my endorphins were blasting, taking me to a land where pain was pleasure and pleasure was, well, better pleasure, and I found myself twitching my loosened, gaping asshole around the old cock buried inside of it, trying to bring him to orgasm faster, as fast as I could, in order to give myself some relief, fleeting though it might be.

The louder I moaned, the bolder and harder the boss fucked me, and, from across the barn, the more the blonde bitch seemed to relax into the fuck, reaching up to unbutton her shirt and let her bra-clad breasts hang out, even pulling them out so that the bull could grab her nipples and twist them roughly.

And then, I could tell she was cumming from the way she finally began to wail and scream, writhing in the bull’s grasp, her nipples turning a vicious purple from the way he groped and tortured them.

Once I saw she was cumming, I let go myself and allowed myself to cum, my ass spasming around the cock in my butt.

“That’s a good girl, cum for me—I can’t believe you can cum just from having your ass fucked!” the boss roared as I felt his cock begin to twitch inside of me, spilling his seed into my gaped hole. I squealed appreciatively as I felt the familiar flood of cum invade my guts, filling me, making me feel whole—making me feel warm and loved from the inside out. As the boss slid his cock out of my destroyed hole, I whimpered, almost disappointed to be without his perfect, massive cock inside of me.

“Thank you, sir,” I moo-moaned for him as he zipped himself back up. A few people were taking pictures of my gaped ass, and someone showed it to me: my hole was stretched out, definitely, and dripping cum, but otherwise, it didn’t look like I’d taken any real damage. The medications given to me on the hucow farm made my body more resilient to this sort of attention, of course.

On the other side of the farm, the blonde bitch was now taking another bull in her mouth, another from behind, her eyes assuming a kind of glazed over look of pleasure and abandon. When they finished, they left her in a pile of hay in the corner, half-naked, cum dripping out of her holes as she stared up at the ceiling, panting. Then, she gestured for another bull to come over and spread her legs invitingly.


Chapter 6


The night wound down, and most groups left. The blonde woman came over to me, after doing the best that she could to redress herself. She whipped out a compact to fix her make up and then leaned heavily on the stocks I was still restrained in. I’d watched her get fucked a few more times, and she’d watched me get bred and milked for hours, long after she had had to close her legs and throw in the towel. A few of her female coworkers had gotten fucked too, but none as much as her.

“So, I don’t know how I’m going to show my face at the office on Monday after that shameful display,” she said with a heavy sigh. “I’ve fucked almost everyone at work but that was something else. You really do this full time?”

“Every day,” I said proudly.

“You took my boss’s cock in your ass. He’s hung like a goddamned horse. He couldn’t stop talking about it. I think he’d hire you on as his full-time personal assistant if he could.”

“My anus is pretty resilient to that sort of—penetration. Stretching. Stuff like that,” I said, blushing a bit, but feeling more comfortable with her. Without asking, she filled a cup with my milk, milking my nipples as though we were old friends, or as though I were a drink dispenser in a cafeteria.

“You like working here?” she asked.

“I love it. I can’t imagine working anywhere else.” I realized what the blonde bitch was considering. “I mean, I didn’t go to college or anything. I didn’t have a lot of other options in life, but all the same, I’d pick this life over anything else.”

“Funny,” she said. “I’ve had every advantage in life. Harvard B-school. Goldman Sachs, McKinsey. I never quit and I never lose, but you take dick better than me. And that’s the one thing I was sure I’d never get beat at.”

I just shrugged.

“I’ve had a lot of consistent practice now. That’s all. I struggled a bit when I first started.”

“If I ever end up back here, it’ll be as a hucow like you,” she told me, and leaned down to kiss my forehead. “My name is Diana, and don’t you forget it. We’re rivals from today on, Jessica.”

I grinned. I kind of liked the idea—it made me feel like we were in, I don’t know, One Punch Man or Jujutsu Kaisen—but the idea of a woman ten years older than me taking me on as her sex rival was kind of hilarious. Diana seemed to be taking it really seriously, though, and I did want to harsh her vibe, so I just nodded solemnly as she limped away. I could tell she’d be struggling with the ache in her pussy and ass for days.


Chapter 7


After the event ended, a dairy worker let me out of my stocks and I made my way over to the band as they packed up. They’d done an admirable job, I thought, playing creepy Halloween standards: the Monster Mash, of course, but also Goo Goo Muck, Creep, Werewolves of London, several My Chemical Romance Songs, and even the overture to Rocky Horror Picture Show. I noticed that they hadn’t been able to get over to visit any of the hucows and I wanted to be the first to show my appreciation.

“You guys were great,” I said, leaning against the small, make-shift stage they were packing their equipment up on. I let my full breasts rest on the stage floor and three pairs of eyes immediately went to them as I grinned invitingly at them. “I wondered if you guys wanted to play a bit before you left.”

Next thing I knew, I was being lifted up onto the stage and Igor and Frankenstein’s monster were starting to suckle at my nipples while the mad scientist was undoing his pants and forcing his cock into my messy pussy. His band mates drank their fill while I writhed between them, my sore hole taking thrust after thrust as I wailed appreciatively, eagerly, the squish of his cock in my hole becoming out music as he took me harder and harder.

“Fuck, you’re so tight—and I’ve been watching you get fucked all night!” the mad scientist said. I just giggled, and opened my mouth wide as Frankenstein fed his cock down my throat. Once they came, they moved me around, and Igor rode me, driving into my ass hard as he slammed himself against my hips, and before I knew it, I was sucking the mad scientist’s cock, tasting myself on his shaft, tasting his cum, tasting the cum of the dozen or so men who had finished inside of me that night.

The fucking continued unabated for half an hour or so before my boys were spent. I wanted to go longer—I thought they’d really done a great job and no one else had really expressed their appreciation—but they were exhausted after their hard work.

“Well, come back and see me on the farm sometime,” I told them, giving them each a kiss before I allowed a dairy worker to walk me back to the barn and my pen. Along the way, I assumed the position outside the barn, spreading my legs and my holes wide to be hosed down, but this time in the unrelenting chill of the autumn night. I shivered and whimpered, my body trembling, but the cold water felt amazing on my chafed, enflamed skin. I’d taken some hard fuckings that night, and the cold water served to soothe my ruddy, reddened skin—I think that was one of the reasons why our washings were always done with cold water, and not warm water.

But I couldn’t tell you for certain. I knew some of the reasons for went on at the hucow farm but not everything. I was just a simple hucow, and I was happy to be there, and happy to celebrate Halloween doing what I loved.
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Size Queen on the Hucow Farm


Chapter 1


“Sorry, Ted, I’m not going to be able to go out for a few weeks at least,” I said into the receiver as I waited for my cab. I heard an audible sigh of disappointment from one of my many sugar daddies on the other end of the phone.

“Tori, why? I’ve been giving you everything you wanted… I need to make love to you one last time…” he moaned. I thought of his penthouse suite, his Bugatti, the leisurely dinners at Michelin Star restaurants he’d treated me to before we returned to his place for a night of sex. He was a partner at a major private equity firm—aka, the guy ruining every business in your hometown—and he could have everything he wanted, but for whatever reason, he wanted me and only me.

What am I saying? I knew the reason very, very well.

I’m hot. I’m a fucking smoke show. I’m twenty-seven years old and I’m not a blushing, naïve little waif. I’ve got plump, 32DD boobs, a tiny little waist, an ass that won’t quit, and a mouth that might as well have been designed by Soviet scientists during the Cold War to make James Bond question his loyalties. I’ve never met a straight man who didn’t want to fuck me, and, frankly, I think I’ve made some gay men wonder if they were on the wrong team the whole time.

I’ve got a high-powered job at a consulting firm, and that lets me travel the world, doling out mostly useless advice to the biggest companies in the world in exchange for an obscene amount of money and the ability to maintain casual relationships in nearly a dozen different cities. Sometimes, I’m in Paris with one of my two boyfriends there, and sometimes I’m in Dubai, riding the sheikh’s cock, and some weeks find me tanning on the beach in Rio while I wait for my jiu-jitsu master boytoy to bring me another caipirinha.

And I barely spend any of my own money. No, that’s what the sugar daddies are for—the sex might be comparatively lame, but having someone buy me a condo, buy me dinner, buy me clothes, take care of every little thing for me—it’s a good deal.

At least, I thought it was.

“Tori, please—tell me where you’re going and I’ll fly out to you. Is it Vienna again? I’ve got a ski chalet in the Alps—we could do a weekend—”

“Ted, I’ll call you when I get back but don’t wait up, babe.” I made a kissing sound into the phone and hung up.

Recently, I’d had an experience that changed me. Something that made me question… well, just about everything. I thought I knew what I liked, thought I was happy with my life—an unending smorgasbord of luxury and pleasure, the kind of decadence that the ancient Romans could have only dreamed of. I’d never met another woman I was jealous of, never found a cock I couldn’t handle.

Until… I visited the hucow farm.

It was a dumb Halloween party my office was putting on. A kind of trick-or-treat event for adults at a local hucow farm. I’d heard of the hucow thing, seen the milk in the grocery store, but I hadn’t really paid attention to it. I wasn’t sure if it was a fetish thing or a real culinary product, and I didn’t really care. I hardly ever cooked for myself, and the only thing I went to the store for was iced coffee and the occasional bottle of wine for a housewarming gift. I could really see it going either way. A lot of people have crazy fetishes—I’d experienced this firsthand with all of my, well, experience—but also, I could certainly imagine that drinking human milk rather than cow milk might have additional nutritional benefits. I didn’t really feel invested in the whole thing, though, so I never paid attention.

Until the party.

Somehow, some of the younger male associates in my office had heard of this event, and thought it would be fun to make everyone, especially the ladies, go and watch some poor girls get literally milked, all under the guise of a kind of trick-or-treating. It was basically a tasting, but we were tasting the girls. Some of the other ladies in my office complained, balked at the sexism of it all, and I found myself defending the boys, even though I thought the whole thing was stupid—apparently, there were these “bulls” on the farm, I’d read, and they’d be there too, so it wasn’t like us ladies were being left out.

And the bulls were what really caught my eye.

Men hung like I’d never seen before. Huge, huge cocks that seemed to defy the limits of my imagination, and incredible stamina. I have an insane sex drive (as you may have guessed) and I face no small amount of frustration when my partners pass out after only two or three rounds. The worst are the sugar daddies who can only ride me once, cumming and then rolling off of me like a dead bug, snoring while I watch porn or read a smutty romance novel on my phone, rubbing their cum into my swollen pussy until I can finish. But the bulls weren’t like that. Compared to them, I was the inexperience one. Practically a virgin, the way my pussy stretched and ached. I felt humiliated, being destroyed by their cocks, being rocked by their dicks in a way I hadn’t been since I was eighteen and lost my virginity the first night of college.

But then I watched Jessica, this young hucow, so sweet, who certainly didn’t have the kind of experience I had, effortlessly take their cocks. She loved the attention, I could tell, but she didn’t let it get to her head. She was working hard to take the cocks, and she’d developed the ability to take them over and over and over again.

And, as much as I was loathe to admit it, her milk was insanely good.

I admit, I was developing a bit of complex with this girl at the party. Not a crush—women don’t really do it for me, though I’m not opposed to messing around with a girl if it’ll help me get a guy I want—but more like a rivalry.

I felt like she’d outdone me, and I was determined to go tit for tat with her.

I was determined to show her, and everyone else, that I could be a hucow too.

And so, I put in my notice at work. If this didn’t work out, I knew I could walk back into a job in consulting or finance or tech, most anywhere in the world, what with my skills and connections, as well as the frankly filthy things I was willing to do to get what I wanted, but I didn’t intend to be doing that for a while, if ever.

I was determined to be the best hucow these people had ever seen. I’m always the best at what I do and I never, ever quit.

And that’s how I came to be standing outside my recently emptied apartment, waiting for my cab that would take me to a train, which would take me to the countryside, where I’d be picked up and brought to the hucow farm to begin my training.


Chapter 2


I was in a state of heightened arousal the entire trip. I hadn’t had sex for over a week, all in order to make this as intense an experience as possible. It was the longest I’d gone without in my adult life, and I was practically ready to jump on the cabbie’s lap when he pulled up.

I wore slinky red lingerie beneath my otherwise boring jeans and fitted t-shirt, enough to give a pleasant surprise to the first bull who undressed me, though I couldn’t say for sure how long the lingerie would stay on my body. As I rode the train, I looked around, wondering if the other passengers had any idea what I was about to go do—that I was on a journey which would culminate in being a professional slut, in being a kind of human agricultural product. I stifled a moan at the thought and rubbed my thighs together, managing some small amount of stimulation for my needy sex.

Finally, I arrived at the station and found a van waiting for me. Two men, older than me, rough, wearing overalls, waved to me.

“You’re from the farm?” I asked as I walked over to them. Then, I dropped my voice. “The hucow farm?”

“That’s right, sweetheart. And you’re Victoria Runselle?”

I nodded. I could feel them undressing me with their eyes and I remembered the contract I had signed. Once I entered that van, I was free use. They could fuck me, if they wanted. They could spank me and use all my holes, and I’d have to take it.

A grin was forming on my face as we talked. I loved the uncertainty of it all. Though sometimes my sugar daddies liked me to take a more dominant role, I was a submissive at heart and I ached to be pushed to do more and more depraved things. I had a high-powered job, had always worked hard to be the best at everything, and I wanted nothing more than to turn my brain off and allow my betters to use me however they pleased.

“Right, Victoria—”

“Tori is fine,” I said. One of the men produced a clipboard with some paperwork from inside the van.

“Fine, Tori. If you’ll just take a quick look at all this and sign it if you agree, we can take you to the farm.”

I accepted the clipboard and quickly skimmed it. It mostly just attested that I was of sound mind and I understood what would be done to me. They couldn’t reasonably list every single kinky, depraved thing that the denizens of the farm would do to me, but they came quite close. I shivered as my eyes passed over the list of sex acts: forced lactation, whippings, fisting, extreme bondage, exposure to the elements, humiliation, sleep deprivation, deprivation of voice and language—I remembered how that hucow girl, Jessica, had struggled to speak normal human language, owing to the hormones she and all other hucows took, which left them much more easily able to make the mooing sounds of a cow rather than the normal, complex consonants and vowels of a human—and when I got to the end of the new document, I signed it.

“All right, boys. I’m all yours.”

They shared a grin. One of them got in the front of the van, starting it up, and the other led me to the back. It was dim in there, with a mattress and some shackles. I hoped I hadn’t radically misunderstood the situation—this really did seem like the non-descript white van that haunts the nightmares of over-involved suburban moms everywhere, fearing what perverts might be waiting to whisk their children away from the playground or the walk home from school.

I climbed into the van and the other dairy worker entered behind me. He switched on a light and we sat there, regarding one another while the van pulled out of the station’s parking lot.

“Well?” I asked. “Does my training start now, or do I wait till I get to the farm?”

“Sorry,” the worker said with a smile. “We just don’t usually get—girls like you.”

“Like me?”

“Like you.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked, settling back in the van, crossing my arms beneath my full breasts, so that they plumped up for him. I was a master teaser, and even though I was wearing jeans, I made sure to rub my thighs together, showing him that I was ready—had I been wearing a skirt, I was sure I would have been able to seduce him within seconds, crossing my legs and revealing my bare slit.

“You’re different,” the dairy worker said with a shrug. “We usually get girls who are a bit younger. Who’ve kind of fucked up their lives, who need money and don’t know how else to get it. You look like you’re doing pretty well for yourself. Maybe I’m wrong, but…”

“I am doing pretty well for myself, thank you very much,” I said, propping my breasts up further. “I’m doing this because I want to. I went to… an event… on the farm and once I had a taste for what you all do there, I couldn’t get enough.”

The worker smirked. He didn’t seem to be in a rush to start using me, and that alone was driving me crazier than I wanted to admit. He reached into the pocket of his overalls and produced a small vial of pills. It looked like the kind of pills you’d get at any drugstore in the States—an orange vial with a white top. He popped it open, measured out four pills, and handed them to me along with a glass of water.

“Here. Take those. That’ll get your hormones started off in the right direction. That, and… I’ll need to do some injections.”

I nodded, outwardly unfazed. I took the pills, swallowing them without blinking, trying to focus on the fun ahead. To look at me, you’d think I was just getting a normal medical treatment in a doctor’s office—like I’d just been given a course of antibiotics to protect against a nasty bout of food poisoning.

Secretly, though, my stomach was in knots. I hate needles and injections. I’ve always been such a baby about stuff like that. Getting my shots as a kid always filled me with fear for months prior to the event, and I’d replay everything over in my mind afterwards—the feeling of the pinch, the needle piercing my skin…

It made me feel helpless, vulnerable, exposed. And now, as an adult, those feelings were indelibly linked to arousal for me.

“Take off your top,” the dairy worker said. “I’ll need to inject this stuff directly into your nips.”

Into my nipples. Oh my god. I bit my lip, doing everything I could to keep my fingers from trembling as I reached down to take off my shirt. I slid it over my head, revealing the fancy red lingerie I wore. The dairy worker let out a long, low whistle as he looked me over, like a delicious piece of meat on a serving platter he was about to devour, all while he filled a long needle from a small bottle he’d pierced through the cap.

“You really think you’re going on some fancy date,” he remarked. He reached for one of my breasts, trailing his fingers over the fabric covered mound, and finding my hardening nipple, circled his fingertips around the perimeter of my areola, eliciting a gasp from my trembling lips.

“Nothing of the sort,” I shot back. “I just wanted to make a good first impression.”

He slid one of my breasts out of the cup, and groped it, roughly, his hands weathered and feeling dirty on my skin. I sighed, letting my head loll back. I’ve always loved having my breasts played with, and having such a nice pair as I do, so many of the men in my life were willing to worship them for me.

But now, fear gripped me as the dairy worker grasped my boob, tight, and stretched the flesh of my nipple taut.

“Take a deep breath, babe,” he told me with a cruel smirk and I realized how much he must be enjoying this. He pressed the tip of the needle into my nipple and I let out a soft yelp of agony as I felt metal claim me, felt some of the tenderest skin on my body penetrated by sharp steel.

The injection, of course, lasted less than a second, and it was so slight, I didn’t even bleed, but I realized tears were streaming down my cheeks regardless. I quickly brushed them away, but the dairy worker saw them anyway.

“Poor thing. One more, and then you’re going to start feeling real good.”

“I’d better,” I murmured as he prepared my other breast. I closed my eyes, but the anticipation of wondering when he’d stab me was too much—and so I opened my eyes just in time to see the tip of the needle slice into my hard nipple. I opened my mouth wide in a silent shriek of pain and then it was done.

We sat there in silence for a moment, my breasts still out, watching one another.

“How do you feel?” he asked, a slight grin on his face.

I shrugged.

“Fine. I’ve never liked needles but I guess it’s something I’ll have to learn to live with. I’m a big girl. I can handle it.”

Still, I was sweating. My body was warm. I felt—amped. Like the adrenaline from the experience of being injected with whatever it was remained in my bones, getting me wired and ready for… something. I wiped my forehead and found my skin moist.

“Is it hot in here?” I asked. “Or is it just me? Innuendo aside.”

“It’s a brisk sixty-five degrees Fahrenheit in here so, no, I wouldn’t say it’s hot in here,” the dairy worker said. “Why don’t you undress if you’re warm, though? The medications can make you feel warm.”

I swallowed hard, and nodded. I undid my bra, and tossed it to the side, as though demonstrating that I wasn’t actually expecting to be treated any differently from any other hucow just because I was a bit older, a bit more experienced, maybe a bit more sophisticated, and definitely hotter.

Then, I began to undo my jeans, wiggling out of them until I was left in nothing but my thong. But still, my body was warm. And it wasn’t just the dairy worker’s eyes passing over my body.

Suddenly, the van came to a stop. I looked up, looked around.

“Are we here?” I asked.

“Nope,” the dairy worker said. He got up into a half-crouched position and opened the back of the van. I saw we’d pulled off the road and were in a wooded area. The sun filtered in through the trees overhead. It was cooler outside than in the van, but my body was still warm. “We’re just taking a little pit-stop.”

He took me by the hand and led me out of the van. I didn’t even care that I was practically naked. I wanted to see where this was going.


Chapter 3


The driver came around, and I was faced with two men in the middle of nowhere, with the beginnings of very visible bulges in their overalls.

“We might not get a chance to use you while you’re getting bred by the bulls everyday, so we figured it’s time to take our turn,” the driver said. I smirked. Finally. This was what I was waiting for. “Plus, you need to have some cum inside of you for the medications to really start to take effect. You’re probably feeling pretty hot right now—well, that’s your body looking for cum to extract the hormones it needs to make milk.”

I did kind of feel like this was a dumb pseudoscientific explanation but I just grinned and nodded. I didn’t really care, in the end, so long as I was getting what I wanted.

The dairy worker who’d injected me suddenly gripped my breasts from behind and I let out a soft moan of submission as I melted into his arms, rubbing my ass against his crotch. I could tell from the bulge that he was big, but not nearly as big as the bulls on the farm would be. I knew what I needed, and I knew what was coming soon for me.

He reached around and pulled my thong to the side, revealing my bare pussy. I’d shaved everything off, leaving my pink, flesh lips exposed, and the only part of my body that could even be construed as chilly. I shivered as he drew his fingers over my wet lips, spreading me open and showing me off to his colleague.

“I told you, this bitch is horny. She’s going to make a great hucow.”

“You boys will have to make special arrangements to come see me once I’m really making milk,” I moaned as his fingers slid up and down my slit. I loved being manhandled like this. The driver approached me, and gripped me by the chin, forcing a kiss onto my lips that I eagerly returned, my tongue dueling with his. I loved the way the stubble on his cheeks rubbed against my soft skin. I felt so small, sandwiched between these two strong working men, and I wanted more.

Suddenly, the dairy worker behind me forced me to bend over. I found myself right at the level of the driver’s crotch, and he was undoing his overalls. I licked my lips without evening thinking about it, an instinctual movement that prepared my mouth for what was coming. Or… cumming, shall I say?

I watched as the overalls fell away and then the boxer-clad bulge came into view. Fuck yes. He was pretty big. In my old life, he would have been in maybe the top quartile of cocks I fucked on the regular, judging from the bulge. As he hooked his fingers into his waist band and pulled it down, I saw that he had to be a good seven and a half inches long. Just as I had guessed. Big for the real world, but probably not big enough to be a bull on the farm, the poor guy.

Well, even though I was on a quest to sniff out the biggest cocks on the farm, I didn’t want to leave this poor working stiff hanging. I leaned forward to kiss the tip of his cock, letting my kiss open up into something more as I swirled my tongue around the swollen head, tasting his musk, the feeling of his flesh and sweat. I was dizzy, intoxicated with desire as I let him push forward, into my mouth, savoring him as I felt fingers explore my pussy, spread my thighs, and then, finally, the main event—a thick cock sliding inside of me from behind.

Someone’s hands were in my hair, I don’t know which one, and I didn’t much care. I liked having my hair pulled, and I liked being fucked by two men at once, one cock in my mouth and the other in my pussy. Back and forth, they fucked me, like I was a ball they were knocking across a tennis court. I loved feeling used like that, objectified, made to be theirs.

I grunted in time with their thrusts, taking the deep pumps into my pussy and gagging on the cock in my mouth. I’d always had a sensitive gag reflex, which put me at odds with my love of big cocks, and I found my eyes watering something fierce as the driver insisted on sliding his dick down my throat. My eyes widened as I gagged and struggled on it, and he stroked my cheek, grinning down at me condescendingly.

“Relax and take it,” he told me. “You’re going to be fine. Pretty soon, you won’t have a gag reflex at all anymore, so enjoy this while it lasts.”

Easy enough for him to say! He wasn’t the one gagging on nearly eight inches of throbbing cock in the middle of the woods!

My pussy took the other cock like a champ, though. I’ve never doubted her: he stretched me pleasantly, and after my short abstention from sex, it felt wonderful. And the angle hit just right—even as I struggled with the cock in my face, crying and gagging over it, I moaned pathetically, just a bitch in heat, as the cock in my pussy grinded against my G-spot, bringing me closer and closer as he fucked me from behind.

Finally, something had to give. I opened my mouth wide, yowling onto the cock pulsating in my throat as I came, shaking and trembling from the pleasure. But the men didn’t let up—hands were in my hair again, pulling hard, using me, fucking me, and I had no choice but to let them finish with me, another ten minutes or so—during which I came twice more.

The cock in my pussy erupted and I moaned appreciatively at the familiar feeling of cum gushing into my hole, warming me up, as though I needed to feel hotter. The feeling of cum sticking to the sides of my pussy, to the walls, coating me, flowing deep into me. Of course, I’d been on birth control ever since I was eighteen, so I usually wasn’t concerned about anything untoward happening, but part of the hucow experience was going off birth control. That’s what they meant by breeding. This added an element of danger and vulnerability to the whole process, though of course I was ultimately the one in control. But it was the best kind of vulnerability because I could pretend that I was in trouble when in fact I could stop it whenever I wanted, or change something. The feeling of cum filling me, drenching my insides, made me feel like I could be pregnant already, already bred and full of baby, even though that was impossible.

I wondered if I’d end up preggers on the farm. I knew that girls who did had plenty of options, and it wasn’t a raw deal—not as nice as it would be if one of my rich sugar daddies knocked me up and I could dig my claws into a chunk of his assets every month for the rest of his life (unless he lived in Texas—watch out for that one, ladies)—but still pretty nice, with flexible work schedules, alternative accommodations, and comprehensive pre and post-natal care. I could see myself, my belly full, swollen, my tits even larger, my nipples huge like my sister’s were when she had her first and I took a week off work to drink wine and watch her struggle to breast feed the little brat, but hotter than my sister, definitely. That would be kind of fun, so long as I was still getting my daily required prescription of giant bull cock.

But first, I had to survive this dick in my mouth. The driver began to thrust harder and harder into my face and I gagged pathetically, all but sobbing onto it as I writhed against him, holding onto him and gripping him. I felt cum dribbling out of my pussy, down my legs, and I reached down to cup it, pushing it back into my hole. I wanted it to take root, for my body to extract all the nutrients out of it that I could.

Finally, the cock inside my mouth erupted and the driver roared in undisguised pleasure, thrusting once more into my mouth, his cock spilling seed down my throat. His cum was salty and bitter, but it was somehow perfect for the face fucking I had just endured. I swallowed every drop and, finally, I pulled off his cock, gasping, my make up ruined, my face drenched with cum, sweat, and tears.

“Oh, she’s going to be a lot of fun, isn’t she?” the driver announced as the eased me back into the van and we continued on our journey.


Chapter 4


I all but collapsed on the floor of the van, which was covered in a mattress, I suspect for just such occasions. My pussy ached and throbbed pleasantly, but my throat—oh boy, my throat really felt like it had been violated. It had been a long time since I’d been throat fucked like that—not since a business school New Year’s Eve party at some rich douche bag’s penthouse in Waikiki, when the guy I’d been flirting with all night cornered me in the bathroom and I sank to my knees, opened my mouth, and gobbled him down, finishing him off just in time to wash it all down with champagne for the big moment.

And this seemed to be—just the beginning. The entry level stuff. First level, before you get to the more difficult enemies and the boss. I don’t play video games myself, but I work with enough men, especially clients, who are mentally still in their mother’s basements, and so I’ve developed a working vocabulary for gaming, and I find the metaphors useful when trying to communicate with men between the ages of eighteen and fifty.

I rolled over onto my back, and touched my breasts. They felt… different. Achey. I’d been groped, of course, but they felt almost bruised and they hadn’t been that rough. With my throat, yes, but not my boobs. They felt swollen, and that same warmth.

Was it happening? Was I really starting to lactate?

I reached, tentatively, for my nipples, and began to squeeze and tug, milking myself like in the videos I’d watched online of hucows being milked, and what I had seen at the Halloween party. I moaned softly at the pain and pleasure, and I felt something happening—and then, a thin trail of milk dribbled out of one of my nipples. It was nothing compared to what that girl Jessica could produce from her tits, of course, but she’d had plenty of time to work on her udders and mine had only just been medicated.

Now, I set to work massaging and milking both breasts, partially because it offered some relief to the sensation of swelling and partially because it felt damned good. I tasted my milk, but it still didn’t taste like much of anything. That was okay. I figured the flavor would develop later—at least that’s what Dr. Crowne, the guy in charge, had told me during my zoom interview while he was examining my naked body in my home office.

I must have gotten lost in the sauce playing with my boobs in the back of the van, because I lost track of time. Suddenly, the van came to a halt. I sat up—was this another pit stop to fuck? I wasn’t opposed but I wondered how many of these pit stops we’d make…

The door to the van flung open and not only were my dairy workers there, but two very large, very muscular, very hung bulls, both offering me winning grins as they gazed as my sweaty, cum and milk-streaked body.

“Welcome to the farm,” one of them said, and reached a long arm into the van, offering me his hand.


Chapter 5


Both of the bulls were naked, and their well-muscled bodies glistened with a light sheen of sweat, suggesting they’d been busy today already. I wondered how many hucows they had bred already, how many girls had been crouched beneath these monsters, with their thick cocks, stretched and used and begging for another round.

Their cocks, which had been half-flaccid when the doors of the van opened, were already rising to attention as they saw me.

I took the hand offered to me and stood there, still and obedient, as a collar was fit around my neck, complete with a bell—just like a real cow.

“Your breasts aren’t quite there yet, but you’ll want to get used to going around on your hands and knees,” one of them, a tall drink of water with a shock of blond hair on his angular face, which looked as though it had been carved from granite, said.

“My hands and knees?” I asked.

“It’s not a requirement or anything,” he said, slightly sheepishly. “But pretty soon your udders are going to be large enough that… well, for the sake of your lower back, you’re probably going to want to crawl. Our health insurance is pretty good, but still, you don’t want to be looking at spinal surgery when you’re thirty.”

That was fair enough. I obeyed his suggestion, and got down onto my hands and knees. I’d been in this position plenty of times before, obviously—I was no stranger to doggy style and all its delicious variants—but this was something different. I was down in the dirt of the unpaved road into the farm, and I was naked, and my tits hung down like real udders. I felt what remained of the cum in my pussy draining out, down my thighs.

The driver and the other dairy worker handed me over to the bulls, pressing the leash connected to my collar into the hand of the other bull, the one who hadn’t yet spoken to me—he was darker, with a beautiful toothy white grin, and an olive tan. Italian, maybe? Brazilian? Greek? I couldn’t say, but fuck, he was gorgeous, and his cock was already growing hard, erupting from the tangle of dark pubic hair between his legs.

“I’m Bruno,” he told me, his voice lightly accented, but gentle as he tugged at my leash. “We’re going to bring you to your new home. But we’ll have to make a stop along the way.”

I swallowed and nodded nervously. What kind of pit stop? I hoped they’d simply fuck me, but I suspected they had more in store for me…

As we tramped across a field towards a barn, having waved goodbye to the dairy workers with their van, I learned that the blond bull’s name was Klaus. He was from Sweden originally, but had grown up in Singapore, and spoke with a sort of unplaceable British accent. Meanwhile, Bruno, as it turned out, was indeed from Brazil, but he’d spent the last ten years of his life in Massachusetts before coming to work at the farm as a bull in just the last few months.

“In your interview with Dr. Crowne, you emphasized that you wanted to try some of the biggest bulls we have on the farm, right?” Bruno said, a mocking note in his voice. I blushed. I was suddenly feeling less confident—I wanted to impress these men, wanted them to want me, and I felt vulnerable, being so exposed, and especially—wanting them so badly, and not being able to grab at them or make a move. I was left to their mercy, and I wondered when they’d take me.

“I guess so,” I murmured. “I mean, I’ve always loved… huge cocks.” Talking about it this way, like a job, without innuendo, was strange, but I was determined to project confidence. “Not to be too arrogant or cocky, so to speak, but I’ve never met a dick I couldn’t take.”

Bruno and Klaus exchanged smirks. I saw that we were coming up on a barn, which I assumed would be my new home.

“Here’s our first pit stop,” Bruno announced. As if on cue, another bull stepped out of the barn—and oh my god, but he was huge. Physically and phallically. He was darker than Bruno, maybe mixed race or something, with short hair dyed blonde, and a built physique coated with tattoos. And between his legs hung the single hugest cock I had ever seen. He had to be eight inches flaccid, which meant… I was drunk with lust and fear at the sight of that thing, so drunk that I couldn’t even do the math in my head to guesstimate how long the thing would be hard.

To put this in perspective, I was pretty happy with the two bulls already leading me towards my new home, whose cocks had to be around nine or ten inches, give or take an inch. Definitely up there with the biggest cocks I had ever had, no problem. But the cock on this new bull was something else.

Bruno greeted him in what I assumed was Portuguese and the bull came over to us, fist bumping his colleagues.

“Now, now, now, who’s this little calf?” he asked, squatting down in front of me. Up close, I realized he wasn’t just one of the best endowed men I’d ever seen but also one of the tallest—was he seven feet tall? Holy. Shit.

“I’m Tori,” I murmured, feeling myself blush as he reached for my udders, giving them a squeeze.

“I’m Lucas. Newbie, huh?”

“She wants to try some big cocks,” Bruno said.

“Dr. Crowne said we should break her in nice and hard.”

The big man gave a white, toothy grin.

“Did she just arrive? Let’s hose down her holes and get out the spunk those old bastards left in her.”

Lucas took my leash and led me towards the side of the barn he’d just taken me out of. Then, he selected a hose from the side of the barn and I realized he was literally going to hose me down.

“W-what are you doing?” I cried.

“Just relax. It’ll be cold only for a moment,” he told me. I bit my lip and nodded. I’d already been through so much today—needles, milking, and a fuck on the side of the road—and now I was about to have my pussy filled with cold water.

But I forced myself to stay still. Considering how warm my body still was, I wondered if this would actually… feel nice.

“Just relax, baby girl,” Lucas cooed as he slid the nozzle of the hose about half an inch into my pussy and turned it on. I shrieked as a flood of cold water filled me, and tried to wiggle away, but Lucas’s strong hands held me still, made me take the cold water just like I’d soon be made to take their cocks—or so I hoped.

After my pussy was flushed clean, they did my asshole and my mouth and I was left shivering, teeth chattering, glaring up at the three bulls who grinned down at me.

This was bullshit.

“Warm me up!” I demanded.

“What?” Klaus said.

“I’ve been here for twenty minutes,” I said. “And I haven’t been fucked yet. You all keep teasing me with those big cocks… But… Moooooo….”

“The medication will be kicking in right about now,” Bruno noted.

I mooed again. And again. My ability to form human words had all but disappeared.

“If you focus,” Klaus told me. “You’ll still be able to speak normally, but we can all understand you when you moo, so you might as well not bother.”

My eyes widened and I mooed plaintively up at them.Please, I said through my moos. I’m cold, and I want you all.

“I think we should give the lady what she wants,” Klaus said and Bruno smirked. Lucas settled down on the ground, lying flat, his huge cock sticking straight up in the air like a flag pole, and beckoned me.

“Come here, and take a seat, little calf.”


Chapter 6


Now, finally. This was what I was talking about. I crawled forward, all but drooling as I climbed over Lucas’s muscular legs. His skin was warm, his muscles seemed to ripple beneath his flesh, and I lowered my face to inhale his scent, taking it all in, and then drawing my tongue over his throbbing cock, before taking his balls into my mouth. I’d wanted this so bad—the medicine was already taking effect and I was getting hornier and hornier.

I needed to be bred. I was really a hucow now—my body craved breeding even more than it had craved sex before.

Once I had his cock wet, once I had drooled all over it, I straddled him, positioning myself atop it. He had expanded to his full length, easily twelve inches long—it was like he was the size of my forearm. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what was to come, and worked the fat, wet, spongy tip of his dark cock into my meaty pussy lips.

I felt him start to spread me open and I let out a soft moan of pleasure. He reached for my hips and began to slide me down, and I let him. He took care not to impale me too quickly, but controlled my descent, allowing me to take the weight off my heels and lean back onto his cock.

The stretch.

Oh. My. God.

I’d never been stretched like this. I let out a soft scream of panicked pleasure.

Finally. This was what I wanted.

This was a cock that was worthy of me.

“Yes,” I mooed. “Yes, fuck me.” My voice was weak, pathetic, but it expressed everything I wanted, everything I was feeling.

Every inch of his cock was a revelation. With each passing moment, I was sure I wouldn’t be able to take anymore, that I would break from the inside out, but I still hung on, sliding down, taking him, letting it enter me.

I moaned louder and louder, and closed my eyes, letting my mind focus on the pleasure and the pain. I really did feel like I was being torn apart from the inside out, but I didn’t want it to stop.

Moos spilled out of my lips without a break now as I held my tits, gripping them hard, the pleasure hitting me from all sides as I impaled myself on that perfect cock.

“Please,” I whimpered. “Please, fuck me.” I knew my voice was just coming out as a series of moos but the boys could all understand me, and a smirking chuckle rippled through them.

And then, finally, I was resting against Lucas’s crotch. His entire cock was inside of me. My insides were being rearranged, my hole was stretched like it had never been stretched before, and there was a visible bulge in my stomach from where his cock was pressing against the rest of my internal organs, but I had done it. I was in bliss—a kind of tortured bliss, but a bliss nonetheless.

“Let’s see what that mouth can do,” Klaus announced as I began to slide up and off Lucas, starting to ride him. I let out a soft scream of pleasure, opening my mouth wide, sticking my drooling tongue out. I knew I looked ridiculous, I knew I was humiliating myself by being such a shameless slut, but I didn’t care.

I wanted all three bulls inside of me, and I wanted them now.


Chapter 7


Klaus easily had one of the most delicious cocks I’ve ever tasted—a sort of nuttiness hung onto his skin, no pun intended, and as I slurped and licked at it, I craved the feeling of it in my still sore throat. My trembling thighs, with Lucas’s help, guided me up and down his shaft, and I felt as though a giant drill were boring its way into my guts, cutting me open from deep inside. His cock was like a goddamned weapon, and I was his innocent victim. Well, maybe not so innocent.

As I drooled onto Klaus’s cock, he gripped me by the hair and eased my head back, making me suck him deeper and deeper as he worked himself down my throat. I mooed deeply onto his cock, my eyes rolling back in my head at the feeling of complete and utter submission. Only one thing was missing…

I reached back and gripped one of my ass cheeks, spreading it wide.

I’m not usually a huge fan of anal, but under certain circumstances, nothing hits better. When I want to be really submissive, when I want to be destroyed, when I want to be left an aching, sore pile of cum-covered slut, questioning my choices, burning with shame, wondering how I’m going to tell my therapist, feeling violated in the best way possible—that’s when I need to be fucked in the ass, and fucked hard. Hate fucked.

But I knew that anal breedings would be a daily occurrence on the farm, and I knew I would have to get used to taking it in the ass more than a few times a year. Not just when I was feeling particularly self-destructive and masochistic but every morning, I’d need to use all of my holes to absorb as much cum as I could from the bulls. Even though this was sort of my fetish, taking big loads from even bigger cocks and being a submissive little whore, it was also work, and I was good at work. I was a high-performer, in everything I did, and I wasn’t about to get a reputation as the kind of hucow who shied away from anal.

Bruno knelt behind me and I felt him spit onto my ass, gripping my hips and helping me bounce on Lucas’s fat cock. I’d never taken a dick as big as Bruno’s in my ass, and I knew this would be a challenge, but the fact that I had Lucas’s cock inside my pussy gave me courage—if I could take that thing, then probably taking a relatively normal eight inches of dick in my ass wouldn’t be so bad.

I felt the tip of his cock pushing against my tight hole and I whimpered pathetically onto the cock in my throat. I felt him start to force his way in, splitting me open, and I all but passed out from the intensity of the sensations, the pain and pleasure. I tried to breathe, forcing myself to relax, but I couldn’t quite manage it—my butthole didn’t want to make this easy on me and I winced with agony as Bruno drove forward. He was spearing me, stabbing me with his cock, and even if my holes didn’t rip, I didn’t know if my pelvis had enough room for these two monster dicks.

I let out a shriek onto the cock digging into my throat, sobbing as I began to cum. The orgasm snuck up on me but I was powerless, and that, finally, relaxed my asshole, made it easier for Bruno to drive deep into my guts with a triumphant snarl.

Now, the real fucking began. The men pounded me in unison, working their hips in time. They seemed particularly good at this, as though this were something they’d practiced. I wondered how many other hucows had been caught in this very same death trap, fucked air-tight, triply penetrated. I grunted and moaned and wailed as they used me, the cocks all hard and throbbing and incredibly hot, burning my insides as they stretched me, destroyed me.

My hands didn’t know what to do. Sometimes, I ran my fingers over Lucas’s well-built chest, tracing the curves of his pectoral muscles, feeling the hard nubs of his nipples, putting a finger in his mouth and letting him suckle at it while I bounced on his cock. Sometimes, I grabbed at Klaus’s balls, cradling them and stroking them as he worked his cock down my throat, and sometimes, I held my own breasts, stroking my nipples, twisting them, as though trying to add to the intense sensations I was feeling. I couldn’t quite explain why I felt the need to torture my own nipples through this but I wanted it, and it brought me to orgasm once, twice, three more times.

I can’t quite remember who came first, but the bulls all finished at about the same time—first, I felt the cum flooding my pussy, erupting into me from below as I began to shriek with delight onto the cock in my throat, and then that cock was cumming, and then the one in my ass, and while I didn’t black out, I did find myself feeling drunk on cum, only able to smell and feel and see their cum.

The bulls lifted me off Lucas gently, after sliding their cocks out of me, and I collapsed onto the dirt, sobbing as a final orgasm rippled through my body, delayed.

It was the best sex of my life.

I was so glad to be on the hucow farm, and so excited to start my new life. I sobbed with joy and looked at the bulls, hoping they’d understand how much I loved them. I think maybe they did.
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Defiled by the Bulls on the Hucow Farm


Prologue


My name is Victoria. You can call me Tori. I left my life as a corporate consultant, making bank and flying around the world for casual sex with sugar daddies on different continents, and now I’m determined to be the greatest hucow there is. I was inspired when I met an incredible young hucow at Creamy Meadows Farm’s Halloween trick-or-treat event, and ever since meeting her, I’ve known where my life is leading—what I’m meant to do.

Check out the first chapter of my journey here! Now, on with the show…


Chapter 1


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

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

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

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

Was it just my imagination?

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

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

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

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

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

I gritted my teeth.

No.

I would.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded reluctantly.

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

“And you’ll get it.”


Chapter 3


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

Part of me was almost… disappointed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I furrowed my brow.

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

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

It was… fine.

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

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

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

I began pawing at the dairy workers’ crotches.

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

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

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

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

Hucow worthy milk.

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


Chapter 4


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Now, I was nodding eagerly.

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6


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

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

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

Well, I can be honest with you.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Dr. Crowne smiled.

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

I shook my head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 7


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

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

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

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

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

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

I was just here to be bred and milked.

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

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

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

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

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

I could barely speak but I offered a thumbs up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Prologue


My name is Victoria. You can call me Tori. I left my life as a corporate consultant, making bank and flying around the world for casual sex with sugar daddies on different continents, and now I’m determined to be the greatest hucow there is. I was inspired when I met an incredible young hucow at Creamy Meadows Farm’s Halloween trick-or-treat event, and ever since meeting her, I’ve known where my life is leading—what I’m meant to do.

Check out the first chapter of my journey here, and read all about how I began this twisted, extreme hucow protocol in the second chapter! Now, on with the show…


Chapter 1


As I rested from the first round of intense breeding, as mandated by the protocol, I found myself reflecting on everything I had already gone through, and everything I would no doubt continue to go through as the experiments continued and my body was pushed to its limits.

My whole body ached, but I felt stronger already.

More fertile.

More… womanly. A blush was spreading across my face, across my whole body. Is this what animals felt like, when they were in heat?

I imagined myself an animal in the jungle, aching to be ridden by the other males of my species. Taking this cocks and glorying in the miracle of reproduction. Knowing that I would be filled with their seed and would give them new young by the time spring came around…

My body was growing more and more voluptuous as each day passed here on the farm, even if my milk production hadn’t quite kept pace, and I was proud of that. What’s more, I was proud of how well I’d become able to take the giant cocks on offer to me.

That’s what I had originally come here for, what had originally attracted me.

The largest cocks imaginable. Cocks so big, they’d tear apart a lesser girl. I wanted to be known for taking them. I didn’t just want to be a size queen… I wanted to be the size queen. I wanted to be legendary for my ability to take those huge, hard bull cocks, even if they made my holes all ache something awful. Even if I were left in a state of permanent heat, desiring them, my orifices wet and needy.

I was certainly transforming, into something far more slutty than what I’d been before. I’d always been proud of my body count, of how good I was at pleasuring men, but now, I saw that I was merely an amateur before.

I smirked, imagining how shocked the girl I’d been only a few years before in college would be to see what I had become now—a hucow. A fully-fledged, professional breeding human cow.

I mooed proudly to myself and felt my sore nipples. I sighed softly as I stroked them, trying to soothe them. They were swollen from being sucked so hard by the machines that had milked me, and now I wondered if they’d ever be normal again. I didn’t care if they stayed like this, swollen and distended, forever, so long as I could make more milk. My breasts ached, the urge to lactate growing as I teased myself. I was insatiable, consumed by desire—a hunger to be bred.

I’d become single-minded in my transformation, and I was proud of that too.

I drifted off into a fitful sleep, and dreamt of the girl I’d once been, and everything I’d willingly given up in order to be this hucow. I loved who I was now, and I could see, now, that I’d loathed myself before. That my career had meant next to nothing to me, and that my sleeping around had just been an attempt to find some fraction of the meaning I found now in my work as a hucow.

This was the life for me, truly.

I was jolted awake by the sound of the door to my exam room opening.

The protocol was about to continue. I winced and prepared myself for another round of heaven and hell.


Chapter 2


“All right, Tori, first, we’re going to give you a comprehensive medical exam to make sure your body is tolerating the protocol before we continue it. Is that all right with you?”

I smiled weakly at Dr. Crowne as he gazed down at me. I lay on the exam table, naked, my body exposed to him completely. I had no secrets from him, not any longer.

“Of course, doctor,” I mooed softly.

“Excellent. Let’s start from the head on down.”

First, he took my skull in his hands, gently lifting it, and palpated the skin at my temples, and then at the base of my neck. I hmm’d softly—that actually felt quite good.

“No pain, Tori?”

“None, doctor,” I mooed. I was enjoying this—it wasn’t unlike a massage, actually, and I closed my eyes, only to have Dr. Crowne pull my eyelids open and shine a line into my pupils.

“No pain when I do that, Tori?” he asked.

“None, doctor,” I repeated, obediently. I liked the light in my eyes less than I did the gently massage of my temples but this part was over quickly.

Then, to my surprise, he hooked some sort of tool into my nose and pulled back. I yelped, feeling my head get pulled back along with my nostrils as he shined a light into my nose.

“Looks good in there. No inflammation, no discharge. Nostrils seem healthy. Not too uncomfortable, Tori?” Dr. Crowne asked me.

“N-no, doctor…” I murmured, or, rather, moo-mured. It was uncomfortable, but it wasn’t painful—mostly, I felt ridiculous, a bit humiliated at being in this ridiculous position, all the while being completely naked and exposed for him.

“Good, good, then we’ll continue.”

He let up with the tool in my nose, allowing my head to come back to its natural resting position and I sighed with relief. My nostrils smarted a bit from the intrusion, but I was used to much worse by now.

Next, I stuck my tongue out for the doctor and he pressed a tongue depressed into the back of my throat. I said “Ahhh!” just as I had when I was a kid at the doctor’s office, and Dr. Crowne shined his pen light down my throat.

“Some contusions from breeding, but nothing out of the ordinary. How does your throat feel in general, Tori?”

I started to speak but my voice was completely garbled by the position I was in. Dr. Crowne chuckled and slid the tongue depressor out of my mouth, allowing my jaws to close.

“It doesn’t hurt at all, doctor. My throat has gotten used to the breeding. In fact, I’m starting to take extra pleasure in it.”

This was all true. I wasn’t sure if the extra pleasure I was starting to take from oral breedings was due to the medication, or purely psychosomatic, or some combination. I could certainly imagine working myself up into a froth and convincing myself that I could orgasm just from being deepthroated…

“Excellent. This is one of the more desirable side-effects of the medication, Tori. Your mucous membranes, across your body, in addition to becoming more receptive to bull semen, also become more erogenous. In other words—they start to feel good, and can contribute to climax.”

As it to illustrate his point, he gently tipped my head back and opened my mouth once more. Instead of the tongue depressor, he inserted a cold, metal prong-like instrument into my mouth and down my throat. I didn’t gag at all—my gag reflex had been, quite literally, bred out of me—but it still felt strange and invasive. Dr. Crowne applied some pressure to the back of my throat, and I was vaguely aware of how I was drooling, spit dribbling down my lips as he massaged and teased the back of my throat with the tool. I was starting to get worked up from this—it was starting to feel good. I felt my skin burning, felt my pussy drooling, and found myself rubbing my legs together involuntarily, whimpering as Dr. Crowne toyed with my throat.

Then, he applied more pressure, and although I didn’t gag, I almost did out of habit, or the phantom memory of the reflex. But I kept my composure, and I was glad I did, because he applied even more pressure, and soon, he was whispering notes into his tape recorder.

“Subject shows increased arousal from having the back of her throat probed and stimulated. Subject displays increased vaginal secretions and nipple turgidity. Subject is producing sounds in line with heat in non-human animals. Subject appears to be on the verge of climax.”

And he was right. I squeezed my eyes shut, ashamed at how easy it was to make me cum, and I squealed like a piglet, cumming just from having my slutty hucow throat probed and teased. It felt so damned good, and at the same time, I wanted to punish my body for being so slutty—for humiliating myself for cumming so easily.

“That’s a very good girl, Tori,” Dr. Crowne said as I shook and writhed for him, gasping and shuddering. The immense relief of orgasm was always welcome, even if it did become painful at times. “It’s important to give in to what your body wants most, don’t you agree?”

“Yes, doctor,” I mooed hoarsely as he drew the probe out of my mouth. A trail of spit and drool still clung to it as he pulled it away, and he simply wiped it against my cheek, leaving me feeling even more humiliated—used.

Exactly how I wanted to feel. I can’t quite explain it, but being made to feel like an object, less than human, while still being taken care of—it drove me crazy.

“Subject achieved orgasm from throat stimulation after approximately forty-five seconds,” Dr. Crowne announced into the tape recorder. “Sustained, targeted stimulation necessary to achieve orgasm; may carry over to other forms of oral penetration. To be examined further.”

Dr. Crowne unzipped his pants and I watched as he took out his cock—those strong hands teasing down the fly of his slacks, and then the bulge revealing itself to me, and then the delicious, powerful shaft coming into view. I let out a whimper of desire—it had only been a few hours since my last breeding but I was already insatiable, hungry for my next cock. I’d truly become addicted—no pun intended.

“Now, Tori, I’m going to see if we can bring about the same reaction in your body—climax, that is—if I penetrate your throat with a human male penis. Do you understand? How does that sound to you?”

“I understand, doctor,” I mooed. “It sounds excellent to me.”

“Good, good. That’s a good girl. Open up.”

He eased my lips open. There was no gentle teasing, no trace of foreplay—I wasn’t to kiss his cock and run my tongue all over the shaft like I usually did. He unceremoniously drove his cock into my mouth, like he was inserting his debit card into an ATM—as though I were an object, and nothing more. He grunted softly, and I could tell he was enjoying the feeling of my practiced, wet mouth as he pressed down into my face.

He lifted a leg, stepping up onto the exam table with one foot as he drove his cock down into the back of my throat, probing me just as he’d done with the metal probe. I gasped softly at the pleasure, the feeling of being stimulated—it felt as though I had an itch in the back of my throat that was finally being scratched and I felt happy tears come to my eyes as he thrust into my mouth, thrust against my throat, the fat head of his cock all but bruising the back of my throat as he face fucked me.

To look at this from the outside, it would seem as though he were simply giving me a particularly rough round of oral sex—the kind of nasty oral sex that seems to have been normalized by pornography these days, much to my delight.

His cock tasted a little bit less musky than the bulls I’ve been sampling for the last few weeks—his cock was cleaner, with an almost fresh, crisp taste. He wasn’t as large as the bulls, but in my previous life, I would have been more than happy with the thick cock sliding in and out of my throat, making no attempt to account for my own comfort as it skewered my face.

Dr. Crowne grunted in obvious pleasure and I had to do everything I could to restrain myself, to keep from trying to smile around his cock as he performed his very important scientific experiment. I loved knowing how much men enjoyed my body, how much they liked using my holes. It gave me an intoxicating rush of power and pleasure, beyond even the physical sensations of sex, to know that I had this effect on them—to know that my body was undoing them, that they were taking their ecstasy in my tight, wet holes.

Finally, just as Dr. Crowne let out a gasp of pure, unadulterated enjoyment and unleashed himself into my throat, I felt the tip of his cock push me over the edge and an orgasm rippled through my body. It wasn’t a strong one, but it wasn’t nothing and I hummed in pleasure as I slurped down the delicious cum dripping out of his cock as he extracted himself from my lips.

“Subject achieved climax while being penetrated by human male penis, orally,” Dr. Crowne said into his tape recorder, just as he composed himself and zipped his pants back up. “Now, we’ll continue with the exam.”


Chapter 3


Dr. Crowne palpated my lymph nodes and asked if I felt any pain. I did not. In many ways, this exam wasn’t all that different from any number of medical exams I’d had before in my life. The invasive poking and prodding, the questions that should seem obvious—it was just particularly strange to be doing this with my breasts leaking milk all over my naked body.

My stretched out, swore, swollen nipples were hard just from the air blowing on them from the vents on in the examining room and I let out a loud sigh as Dr. Crowne finally moved down my body to focus on my udders.

“How do your breasts feel, in general, Tori? I’m going to give you a thorough exam while we’re here.”

I moaned softly as he massaged them, feeling around, digging his fingers into the flesh. I was reminding of the PSAs about giving yourself a regular breast exam, and I felt grateful that I’d have a number of bulls and dairy workers and even a doctor all regularly massaging and groping and examining my tits. He started with the left breast, pressing into the tender flesh, exploring systematically, and I groaned, struggling to answer his question.

“They’re sore and swollen,” I admitted, finally. “They hurt a lot. It feels like they’ve got too much milk in them but it’s all stopped up.”

Dr. Crowne made a soft, uncritical noise and nodded. He reached for a clip board and made some notes and then continued massaging my left udder before moving onto the right one.

I gasped at the switch. I hadn’t realized how much more my right breast needed the attention. I moaned softly, pathetically, writhing beneath him as he examined the flesh of my tit, digging his fingers into the soft tissue and pressing and probing the muscle beneath the fat. I felt like a piece of meat for him, something he was toying with and preparing, tenderizing, about to roast.

“Nothing out of the ordinary in the tissue,” Dr. Crowne said. “Subject’s breasts have grown from DD cups to G cups over the course of several weeks. Excellent progress, Tori.”

I smiled weakly, unable to keep my composure as my milk leaked all over his fingers. Now. Dr. Crowne proceeded to squeeze and torment my nipples. Of course, he wasn’t actually intending to torment and torture them, but that’s what it felt like as he twisted them—and hard.

I let out a long, low yowl of pain and pleasure as my milk dribbled out of the swollen nips.

“This technique will squeeze out some of that deeply held milk and get you ready to produce more, Tori,” he assured me with a gentle, confident smile, and I nodded. I had no choice but to obey him, but to believe him. My body was, quite literally, in his hands, and there was nothing I could do about it. I was his toy—his hucow toy.

And my udders were like silly putty in his hands.

He continued to twist and tug at my nipples, and as impossible as it seemed, they became even harder, more swollen, seeming to grow before my eyes as I whimpered and wailed. He knew exactly how to touch me, exactly how to caress my nipples and how to discipline them—and then, how to lay on the pressure, forcing them into shapes I didn’t think they could attain, stretching the flesh painfully as he massaged me, all in order to squeeze more milk out of my udders.

Tears dripped from my eyes and down my cheeks as I realized I was getting close again.

“Please, don’t stop, Dr. Crowne,” I moaned. Mooed. You know what I mean. I was enjoying myself too much to care that I’d lost the ability to speak human language and sounded like a cow. I thrashed on the table beneath him as he toyed with my breasts and Dr. Crowne smiled coolly down at me.

“Are you close to climax, Tori?”

“Yes,” I admitted, blushing hard. Everything made me hot now. Everything made me want to cum.

“Well, don’t hold back on my account, Tori, dear,” Dr. Crowne said with a smirk. I knew that he could tell how much I was enjoying this, that he could see what effect he and the devious things he was doing to me had on me.

As milk squirted and spurted from my swollen nipples, I let out a shriek and arched my back, pressing my tits forward, into his hands, as I began to cum. I squealed with joy, my orgasm almost painful as I shook and shuddered for him, melting into his hands.

“Thank you, sir, thank you, thank you…” I whimpered, gasping as the waves of pleasure cascaded, cresting, and finally faded.

Dr. Crowne was smiling again, admiring my body, the milk dripping off my tits, my pussy leaking. I knew I made a pretty sight—I was weak from cumming, but I was hungry for more. I’d been fucked ruthlessly for hours already, and now I was exhausted from cumming three times in rapid succession. Dr. Crowne may not have been a purpose-built fuck machine like one of the bulls, but he knew exactly how to touch me, how to make me cum hard.

But Dr. Crowne wasn’t done with me today—not by a long shot. From out of his toolkit, he produced a pair of what looked like oversized vices.

“Now, Tori, I’m going to apply some extra pressure to your udders before giving you some special injections which will help you make even more milk—is that what you’d like? To make more milk?”

Moaning, I nodded.

I did want to make more milk. I wanted to make as much as I could. I wanted to be the best hucow I could be. I nodded, my tear-stained face smiling bravely as I stared down what I knew was coming.

Dr. Crowne applied the first vice to my left breast, tightening it as it squeezed and squeezed, crushing the voluptuous, tender flesh in its grip. The agony was indescribable, but I found myself getting off on it—especially when I saw the milk leaking out of my swollen nipples even faster, a steady stream now. I flushed with pride, knowing that my body was capable of doing that.

Next, he attached the second vice to my right breast, the one more sensitive, and I let out a shriek of joy and agony, feeling myself nearly on the edge of cumming once more as he squeezing my breasts lewdly. They were crushed between the claws of the vices now, discolored and bruised, and I stared up at him pitifully, wailing and begging, wordlessly, just with my groans and moos, for some relief.

“Now, Tori, here are the injections I mentioned…”

Dr. Crown brought out a selection of needles, syringes filled with multiple colors of liquid. I didn’t know what the medicine was, and I didn’t bother to ask—I knew I wouldn’t understand it. I was just a hucow, after all. I was a toy, made to be used and enjoy on the farm—it wasn’t for me to understand what was being done to me.

“Please, sir…” I mooed. “Whatever you think is best.”

I thrust my chest forward as best I could, offering my swollen, brutalized breasts to him in exchange for the injections, as though that were a fair trade off.

I couldn’t look as he brought the needles close and performed the injections. I’ve always hated needles, and working on the farm here hasn’t made it any better. I sobbed softly as the first went into my swollen nipple. Compared to the intense sensations of the other things I’d had done to me so far, it was nothing—little more than a pinch, really—but the sight of the needle disappearing into my tender flesh made me squeal.

Another needle, and another, and then two more. Finally, we finished and I was panting, as though I’d just run a marathon.

“Very, very good job, Tori,” Dr. Crowne said, soothingly, stroking my sweaty hair. I was a complete mess, I knew. I looked far more disreputable than I ever would have allowed myself to look in public in my old life, but I had no control over that now. Now, I enjoyed being a toy, being at the cruel doctor’s mercy.

I had no control over what he did to my breasts, to my mouth, to my body—he could breed me, use me, milk me, sell me—whatever he wanted. And I loved it. I wanted it. I wanted that submission, this perfect submission I’d found here on the farm.

For the first time in my life, I wasn’t anxious. I didn’t feel useless. I was at peace, in my own way.

“Now, let’s continue. Your breasts have held up well to the protocol. I’m afraid they’re going to be a bit sore as a result of this exam, but you won’t mind, will you?”

I shook my head, obediently. All the better. All the more to show what a good hucow I was.

Next, Dr. Crowne released the pressure on the vices and freed my aching breasts, allowing them the sort of bounce free. They felt, somehow, even more painful now that they were free than they had been in the vice, as though all the pain stored up was being released in unending waves. I groaned softly, squeezing my eyes shut, riding the waves of pain and pleasure as I sighed heavily.

It was the kind of sensation I’d never experienced in my old life, the kind of thing you couldn’t find outside the farm. I knew that if I ever left this place, I would be giving up this as well, and I didn’t want that. Not one bit.

“Dr. Crowne, what’s next?” I managed, weakly, putting on a brave smile. I knew what was next. My holes. My wet, dripping holes, which had already been defiled so brutally by the doctor’s bulls.

“Next is the fun part,” Dr. Crowne said with a wink.


Chapter 4


I bit my lip as Dr. Crowne’s hands drifted down my belly. My flesh was sensitive, slick with sweat and milk, and his touch tickled ever so slightly as he made his way across the landscape of my body. I was aching for him to touch my messy, wet pussy, but I didn’t dare humiliate myself by admitting it. I wanted it so badly, though—wanted him to touch me, to slide himself inside of me and fuck me. I felt the need deep inside myself—that ache, that itch, that would only be satisfied by a fat cock impaling me and driving into me over and over again…

“Subject’s stomach remains much the same as before. Abdominal muscles seem to have strengthened, as would be expected with the novel physical demands made by her new life as a hucow.”

I chuckled inwardly at the idea of my abs getting tighter from my breasts and ass growing fat, from my body becoming more like a cow’s. It was what every girl at the gym wanted—big tits, a big ass, but a tight, well-defined, strong core.

“Subject’s vulva is noticeably swollen, light pink in color,” Dr. Crowne continued as he reached my pussy. “Subject is producing plentiful lubrication, in line with having achieved climax several times in the last hour. Subject has prominent external labia, that show signs of bruising from aggressive coitus.” Dr. Crowne selected a small, thin metal probe and ran it over my lips. I gasped, arching my back, my eyes wide. God, but that felt good!

“Subject exhibits a high degree of sensitivity to stimuli,” Dr. Crowne continued.

“You can say that again,” I murmured, hoping he would drop the pretense of the medical exam and just get to fucking me. But instead, he continued to drag the probe along my swollen lips, and even whipped out a camera to snap a few pictures. I burned with embarrassment as he took the pictures, knowing that my messy, swollen cunt would be immortalized in photo for anyone to see and enjoy. I hoped someone would enjoy it, too.

“Subject’s clitoris is highly swollen, and has exhibited growth as a result of the medications she’s received. Clitoris is observed to be throbbing slightly.” I gasped when I felt the probe graze my clit, and my hips shuddered. If he did that a few more times, I’d bust a nut right then and there. “Subject is clearly very aroused, and subject’s clitoris is extremely sensitive, in line with the rest of the subject’s vulva and vagina.”

Now, with his fingers, Dr. Crowne teased open my pussy lips and shined his pen light inside of me. I blushed hard once again, knowing that my most intimate place was on full display for him and there was nothing I could do.

“Subject’s vaginal canal exhibits bruising, again, consistent with aggressive, sustained coitus. Tori, has the breeding been painful for you?”

“Not particularly, doctor,” I said. I was barely holding it together, and I would tell him whatever he wanted to hear in order to keep him touching me. “It smarts every now and then but it’s nothing I can’t handle. I enjoy it too much.”

“That’s what I love to hear, Tori,” Dr. Crowne said, obviously pleased. Then, he spoke into his tape recorder: “Subject is particularly fragrant, indicating that she’s in heat. Fertility to be expected.”

Fertility? That meant… I could get pregnant! I knew that would be possible but it wasn’t something I’d really been thinking about…

But the farm had such great policies for mothers, I decided to put it out of my mind. If it happened, it happened, and I would roll with it and enjoy it as much as I could. The idea of actually being bred, of fulfilling my biological duty, aroused me extra and made me feel extra feminine in a way.

“Now, Tori, tell me—do you prefer anal, oral, or vaginal penetration when you’re bred?” Dr. Crowne asked.

God, what an intimate question! If I’d been asked this in any other workplace, it would be grounds to sue, but here, it was just par for the course.

“I like it all, doctor,” I admitted, which was the truth.

“But if you had to pick?”

“I… I guess I’d say I prefer vaginal over everything else.” I found myself blushing as I admitted this. “It always feels so… intimate to have my pussy filled, especially if there’s no condom. I like sucking cock and I don’t mind taking it in my ass, but that doesn’t feel quite the same. It doesn’t quite feel like I’m… using my body the way it was meant to be used. But having my pussy bred, and having my udders milked, I feel like I’m doing exactly what I should, you know?”

Dr. Crowne gave me a broad, proud smile.

“That’s an excellent answer, my dear, and I quite agree. A hucow’s body is built to do exactly this—to take breedings and to make milk. You’re doing exactly what you should be doing, and you’re doing a wonderful job of it.”

I beamed as he said that. It felt good to be praised. I had to admit it—I was a slut for praise. I always have been, and probably always will be. In school, I was a teacher’s pet, easy to please. “A joy to have in class.” And now, here, I was eager to do whatever Dr. Crowne wanted of me.

“Tori, I’m going to inspect your anus next,” he announced, and I nodded. Maybe in a previous life, this would have embarrassed me, but I was so used to having my butthole penetrated and bred now, that I didn’t think twice about it. I sighed as Dr. Crowne slid a lubricated speculum into my ass, and then one into my pussy, spreading both of my holes open.

Now, I felt extra exposed. He examined me, shining his pen light into my holes and making notes on his clipboard.

“Subject’s rectum shows signs of trauma, consistent with anal coitus and sodomy, as expected. Tori, how have you been enjoying anal breeding? Is it comfortable now?”

“Yes, doctor,” I admitted. “Especially ever since… you know… my ass started getting wet.”

“Yes, yes, I can see that you’re producing lubrication here. Excellent.”

This was part of being a hucow. One of the benefits of the medications was that our butts became self-lubricating—it was perfect if you had a lot of anal sex, because it meant you could be ready to go from behind as fast as you would be with your pussy, but on the other hand, if I had to be out in the real world with a self-lubricating butthole, I think it would feel pretty yucky.

Dr. Crowne was taking pictures of my gaped open holes now, and I burned with shame and humiliation, knowing that my insides were being immortalized, again, on film. But I didn’t mind one bit. I loved the feeling of violation that came with it, loved the loss of control. I wanted to give him everything, wanted to be the perfect hucow.


Chapter 5


“Now, Tori, before I let the bulls back in, I’m going to sample your anus and vagina one final time. I hope that’s all right. You’ve been doing so well for us, and we’re very impressed. Do you have any questions so far?”

“Doctor Crowne,” I said. “Do you think my milk is going to get better? Really?”

This was the whole reason for the protocol I was undergoing, after all. My milk had been noticeably thin and tasteless compared to the other girls, and I wasn’t improving as fast as I wanted to. I knew I had to be patient but at the same time… I didn’t want to be! I wasn’t a patient person. I never had been. I’d never been able to wait for Christmas—I was the kind of kid who snuck around the house looking for my presents before Santa arrived, to get a sense of what I’d been getting, so I could start talking about the other stuff I wanted, the stuff my parents hadn’t bought me yet, so that Santa would hear me and get me that stuff too. I was that kind of sneaky kid, always trying to game the system, and so if I had an opportunity to improve somehow, I was going to take it.

“It’s already getting better, Tori. Here, let me show you—”

Dr. Crowne slid the speculums out of my ass and pussy, and I let out a soft groan as my holes returned to their normal size, deflating as the gape left them. Dr. Crowne selected a small vial from the examining room’s cabinets and milked my right tit—the more sensitive one—into the glass while I groaned. After the treatment with the vice, my breasts were especially sore and sensitive, and bruises were forming on them—I looked like I’d been through a lot, and like I’d loved every second of it.

Dr. Crowne unzipped his pants once more, producing his hard cock, and I found myself grinning like a maniac when I felt him press it against my sloppy pussy lips. He slid himself inside of me and I groaned in delight, arching my back as I finally had the meat inside me that I needed.

“That’s a good girl. Does that feel good, Tori?”

“Wonderful, doctor!” I mooed. He reached for my head and pulled me forward. First, he kissed me—I liked when the bulls kissed me, and I liked it even more when this handsome young doctor, who held my life and my body in his hands, kissed me gently, tearing and tugging at my lips, and then he poured the vial of milk into my mouth, letting me savor myself.

And, oh my god, it was working—my milk was different already. It was so much richer and creamier! It had a buttery flavor to it now, and it was thicker—all of this came about in the course of a single day, from my sustained breedings!

“It’s delicious, doctor!” I moaned as he began to thrust into me. My sensitive hole opened wide for him, all but sucking him inside as I practically gushed fluid around him. This exam had left me wet and frustrated and craving cock, and now, well… I was getting it!

I whimpered and writhed as he pumped into me, stretching my milky lips towards him, hinting that I wanted more kisses—girls always want more kisses, don’t we? He grinned and gave in, leaning down to meet his lips to mine and our mouths dueled as we made out, writhing together as he bore down on me, driving his length into me.

I was proud of myself for my milk, and this breeding felt like a private, intimate celebration, with Dr. Crowne running his fingers through my hair, gripping my breasts, kissing me and tearing at my lips while he took me. I was at his mercy, and it felt so good—the bulls might have fucked me harder, but Dr. Crowne fucked me deeper, made me feel even more submissive, made me feel helpless in the best way possible.

In his arms, I felt like a young woman again, losing my virginity for the first time, and I shrieked with delight as he powered himself in and out of my hole, finally coming to a shuddering orgasm on his cock, my whole body squealing and screaming with pleasure as he ground the tip of his dick into me.

But we weren’t done—not yet. He turned me over, and I knew I was going to take it in the ass now. I gasped when I felt him drive himself deep into me, deep into my guts, the juices on his cock and my own lubrication making it easy. My ass had already been well-stretched by the breeding I’d endured earlier, and now, I was taking yet another round.

He gripped my hair, forcing my head up, so that I could see myself in a mirror across the room as he rode me.

“Look how lovely you are, Tori,” he growled in my ear. “A perfect little hucow breeding bitch.”

“Yes!” I squealed, his filthy words making me feel like I could explode at any second. “Yes, sir, harder! Harder! Make me your breeding bitch!”

As nasty as it was, it drove me wild, and soon, I was on the verge of yet another orgasm. When Dr. Crowne finally released his cum deep into my ass, filling my tight back hole, I yowled and began to cum myself, my weakened ass spasming around his cock as he delivered a few final thrusts into me.

“That’s a good girl, Tori,” he told me, and patted my sweaty head. “Take a few minutes to rest and then I’ll send the bulls in for the rest of the protocol.”

I nodded.

“I’m doing well, doctor?” I asked hopefully.

“You’re performing extremely well,” Dr. Crowne said, and leaned down to kiss my forehead. “I believe this protocol is going to be a stunning success and it’s all thanks to you.”

I grinned broadly as he told me this.

“In fact, I have a special plan for you once this protocol is over—we’ve had an interesting proposal from a few clients and… Well, we’ll talk about it later. For now, just focus on getting through the end of the protocol, all right, Tori?”

I nodded. I was burning with curiosity to find out what this “interesting proposal” was, but I knew I’d have to wait to find out about it. I’d play the part of an obedient hucow and be patient, even if it was totally against my nature.

Dr. Crowne left me alone in the room and I had, finally, a few more moments to myself to catch my breath. Breeding with him was different from the bulls—it was much more like making love to a man in a relationship, and it left me feeling needy, as though I wanted to cling to him, as though I wanted to make him breed me again and again. The bulls, I loved them, but they were a bit fungible, by design…

But Dr. Crowne understood my body better than I did now, and I wanted a man all to myself who would be able to do that—to know the ins and outs of my body, who could make me cum in a second, just from stroking me in the exact right place, at the right time…

The thought alone was making me excited again. I smirked at myself. I was getting myself turned on thinking about a theoretical man, a man who would own this pathetic hucow that I had transformed into—when I really should have been relaxing and getting ready for the trial I was about to face.


Chapter 6


Soon, the door to the exam room opened up and two bulls I recognized entered—Levi and Tony. They were both quite nice, and handsome, with classic, all-American looks, as though they’d just stepped out of an Abercrombie and Fitch ad. They’d already undressed, and my eyes dropped down their rippling sets of washboard abs to the throbbing cocks between their legs.

I grinned at them and rolled onto my belly, placing myself in a classic breeding position as I prepared to take them, but they had something else in mind.

“Just a moment, Tori,” Levi said. He picked me up, cradling me in his arms, and I leaned almost instinctually to kiss him, making out with him as Tony lay on the table below. I figured I’d be taking Tony in my ass while I took Levi in my pussy—not an unusual combination here on the farm.

Instead, I let out a soft sigh of pleasure as I felt Tony’s hard cock slide into my pussy, easily fitting inside my slick hole. I was still full of Dr. Crowne’s cum, and neither of the bulls seemed to mind that in the slightest as Tony penetrated me, his cock digging deep into my hole.

Then, Levi had me lay back, so that I was atop Tony, his cock still inside of me, and then Levi himself mounted me—the both of us, really—and began to press his cock against my pussy as well. The same pussy that was already pretty damned full of Tony’s cock.

“What are you doing?” I murmured, still not fully understanding.

“This is the second part of the protocol,” Levi told me with a gentle smile. “We’re going to attempt to overwhelm your holes to jolt your milk production into high gear.”

Suddenly, I understood.

I was going to take two cocks in my pussy at once.

I’d never even considered it, but the idea was immediately attractive to me. I mean, I was always looking for the next high of being stretched by a giant cock, right? If I couldn’t find a single cock that really, fully pushed my limits and satisfied me… Then maybe multiple cocks would do it?

I was intrigued, to say the least, but also a bit skeptical—my pussy was already gripping Tony pretty hard and we all shared a laugh as Levi stroked his own cock along Tony’s shaft, and then up my pussy lips, my lubrication making him glide away.

“Honestly, this all feels great to me,” I said with a giggle. And it did—the way he was moving, trying to get his cock inside of me, it was just rubbing against my clit, and since I already had Tony inside of me, I was a happy camper.

Eventually, Levi changed tactics. He had Tony reach around, holding my pussy open, stretching my hole, and I watched in amazement as, somehow, he slid a centimeter or so of his cock inside of me.

That was enough, though. I gritted my teeth as I felt him drive his hips inside of me, forcing an inch or so of his cock into my tightness, running and rubbing along Tony’s cock.

It was like nothing I had ever experienced before. I’d had a cock in every hole before, and had sustained that for… well, a long time. I’d been gang banged to hell and back. But I’d never had two cocks inside of the same hole.

I felt a strange, chaotic stretch, and all I could do was try to relax myself, try to take it as Levi slid himself deeper and deeper into me.

“How does that feel, Tori?” he asked, grinning over me. He held himself over me, almost in a plank position, and I got to admire his handsome face, his well-built chest, and inhale the intoxicating scent of his manly musk. I was overwhelmed, full of cock, and sandwiched between two powerful men. Tony was gripping my breasts now that his partner’s cock was embedded inside of me, digging his nails into my bruised tit flesh.

“It’s good!” I gasped. “I’ve never ever done this before… I… Oh my god, the stretch! You’re tearing me apart!”

It felt amazing, and he was barely inside! The progress was agonizing, but slowly, he forced another few inches inside, and then another inch, and then, finally, he was fully embedded in my tight pussy.

I couldn’t believe it. Tears of pain and pleasure fell from my eyes as I tried to force my body to relax around the huge cocks inside of me.

And then, slowly, both bulls began to thrust.

The absolute inside-twisting, gut-rearranging sensation of two massive cocks fucking the same hole at the same time hit me. I squealed, gripping Levi hard as I wrapped my legs around him. I was being torn apart at the seams and I loved it.

This was the feeling I had been looking for. The sensation I needed.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I squealed, panting with pleasure, on the verge of orgasming yet again. The bulls didn’t seem to notice or care if I was enjoying myself—they simply continued pounding into me, harder and harder, as they both hit their stride. My pussy felt like it was being stretched beyond its limits, like there would be nothing left when they were done, and if that was the case, frankly, I didn’t really mind.

“Harder, harder, harder!” I groaned. I was bucking beneath them as I began to cum, my pussy gushing and leaking all over them. Milk dribbled out of my swollen tits as they destroyed me, and I couldn’t believe it: I was already on the verge of another orgasm. I’d heard of girls who were multiorgasmic, whose orgasms bled, one into another, and whose climaxes didn’t stop the entire time they were fucking, and I had always thought it was exaggerated, but now I was experiencing something like it.

Soon, Tony grunted, thrusting up into me, burying himself hard into me, and unleashed his seed, making it even easier for Levi to thrust faster and faster, crushing his partner’s softening cock, lubricated by the cum flooding my hole.

Finally, Levi came too and I gasped when they both pulled out of me, leaving my pussy swollen and stretched out, extraordinarily well-used.

But I wasn’t done. The protocol demanded more.

Levi lay on the table and I mounted him, pressing the tip of his cock into my ass. I straddled him, sinking down and sighing in pleasure as I felt the familiar intrusion into my guts. From there, Tony mounted me from behind, riding my doggy-style—or, at least, that would have been the idea, had he been able to get inside of me right away.

Instead, what followed was a tense few minutes where the bulls tried to stretch me, digging their fingers into my ass and pulling me open. I’d never felt so violated, so utterly ruined—I felt as though I were being picked apart by vultures on the side of the road—and ever moment, I was on the verge of cumming.

Finally, somehow, I ended up with an inch or two of both of their cocks in my ass, and they began to thrust. Hard.

My shrieks filled the examining room as my ass was stretched in ways I’d never experienced before.

At the moment, the door to the room opened and Dr. Crowne entered, followed by several men in suits.

“And this, as you can see, is one of our most valuable hucows, taking a special breeding protocol we’ve recently developed. The bulls are attempting to overwhelm her orifices with their nutritious seed, in order to level up her milk production. We’re seeing some early successes with it.”

The men in suits seemed to be foreign and they gawked at me with interest, leering at me, and I smiled weakly at them, waving and mooing.

“You can take pictures, gentlemen! And she seems to have a mouth free, if anyone would like a quick blow job!”

Soon, the clicks of iPhone cameras surrounded me. I was being photographed and recorded having my ass split apart by two cocks at once, and before I knew it, one of the men, an investor of Dr. Crowne’s I guessed, slid his cock into my mouth and began thrusting down my throat as the bulls pounded my ass.

But it was all in a day’s work on the farm! The investors finished with their photos, and the one in my mouth left his creamy gift clinging to my gums, and then the bulls ploughing my guts finished too, and I was left in a tired, cum filled heap.

“I think we’ve done all we can here,” Tony announced with pride, and leaned in to kiss my forehead. I loved when they did that. It made me feel special—and I loved the contrast between the rough treatment I received and the gentle affection the bulls showed towards me. “Just rest. You’ll be taken back to your pen soon.”

I had done it. My pussy and ass were aching something awful, and I was dripping with multiple loads of cum in all of my holes but I had done it—I’d survived the special protocol!
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Auctioned Off on the Hucow Farm


Prologue


My name is Victoria. You can call me Tori. I left my life as a corporate consultant, making bank and flying around the world for casual sex with sugar daddies on different continents, and now I’m determined to be the greatest hucow there is. I was inspired when I met an incredible young hucow at Creamy Meadows Farm’s Halloween trick-or-treat event, and ever since meeting her, I’ve known where my life is leading—what I’m meant to do.

Check out the first chapter of my journey here, and read all about how I began the twisted, extreme hucow protocol in the second chapter and third chapters of my story! Now, on with the show…


Chapter 1


After I finished the special hucow protocol, there was a problem.

I wanted to start it all over again.

I found myself, frankly, craving it. It was hard to explain, but the knowledge that I was to be stretched beyond my limits, having my holes perverted and destroyed and ruined by a steady stream of bulls who were absolutely attempting to push me till I couldn’t take it anymore—I craved that challenge once more. I craved the feeling of being desired that way.

Regular hucow life was still pretty fantastic, especially in comparison with the regular workaday world. I’d wake up whenever a dairy worker came by with a bucket of food for me, and eat from my trough, savoring the kinds of rich foods that I never would have feasted upon in my old life, for fear of getting fat. Now, my body needed all the energy and calories it could get: my breasts only seemed to grow plumper and more full, and my ass seemed to grow in proportion.

While I ate every morning, I’d take my first breeding, a casual experience provided by whichever dairy worker was around to plunge himself inside of me, doing things to me that his wife or girlfriend no doubt refused him. I’d grunt happily, like a proverbial pig in mud—a cow in… I don’t know, hay? Whatever. I’d press myself back against the cock ploughing its insatiable way into my wet ass or cunt, whimpering softly and clenching around his dick to show that I was enjoying myself. I’d rarely get an orgasm out of these early morning breedings, but that was all right—the dairy workers were always so delighted to be able to fuck a hucow as beautiful and voluptuous as me, and it kind of made me feel good, getting to provide them with a pleasant time. I loved receiving their cum in my holes, and I’d even make sure to clean their sweaty dicks off after they’d fucked me, sucking their cum off their cocks with a smile on my face, mumbling something about how they’d provided me with a tasty dessert.

It was after breakfast that the real work of the day began. I’d be milked, which could be a harrowing experience, depending on how full my aching breasts were: some days, they felt like they were so full, they were on the verge of bursting and I’d be begging the dairy workers to hook me up to the machine and pump my delicious, creamy nectar out of my swollen udders.

After the milking—only the first of several throughout the course of the day—I’d start accepting visits from the bulls coming to breed me. You already know what this is about—surely this isn’t the first time you’ve read about a poor little hucow getting bred by some big dominant bulls, right?

Well, just in case it is, let me give you an example.

One morning last week, Ron and Danny, two of my favorite bulls, came pay me a visit, finding me on my hands and knees, drinking water from my trough and caressing my poor, sore nipples. I’d just been milked and shit, there had been a ton of milk that I needed to get out of my system. I’d filled up multiple industrial sized jugs and my dairy workers had been quite obviously pleased with how I’d performed.

But now, it was time to take more bull cum. That delicious, magical substance that seemed to make the whole hucow thing work exactly the way it needed to: somehow, the hormones in their cum interacted with more hormones and transformed me into a milk producing machine. I can’t exactly explain the science behind it, but I knew that it worked, when combined with the medications I took daily.

Imagine you’re one of the bulls: coming into my pen, you’d see my wide ass, dripping with seed from the dairy workers who’d bred me only half an hour before. You’d see my pink pussy, the delicate folds a bit swollen from becoming enflamed with arousal during my breakfast breeding, and you’d see the milky white seed dripping down my tender, pale inner thighs. You’d see my blonde hair piled on the back of my shoulders, and maybe a few stray bits of hay stuck in it, and then you’d see my swinging udders hanging down beneath my chest as I drank my water.

Milk would still be dripping from my swollen, leathery nipples. God, but my nipples had transformed more than the rest of my body combined over the course of becoming a hucow. They’d grown darker, gotten harder—hell, now, they seemed almost permanently hard and erect, the way the nipples of heroines in romance novels always seem to be. I’d read somewhere that this happens to lactating women so that their nipples can be easily found by babies nursing them, and so that, obviously, their skin can stand up to the not insubstantial rigors of being nursed and lactating, but I, fortunately, for now, did not have to deal with a bunch of thirsty, squealing babies craving my delicate, nourishing milk.

Instead, I had the milking machines to contend with, which were even more insatiable than human children but at least didn’t bite me, though their ability to suck my nipples hard probably rivaled that of a baby’s hungry mouth.

Now, continuing to imagine you’re one of the bulls, you’d sink yourself into one of my wet holes. Maybe you’d take my ass, stretching that forbidden hole in a way that God never intended, making me whimper from the soft, pathetic humiliation of being sodomized so pleasurably. I’d be on my knees, grunting like a bitch in heat as the cock spreads me open, ripping at my tender skin, entering my guts and preparing to deliver a huge dollop of sticky cum directly into my stomach, where the nutrients and hormones would be quickly absorbed and transformed into nourishing milk. Delicious.

Or maybe you take my wet mouth, so you can look at my pretty face, impaled on your dick as you slide on down my throat. See my nose buried in your pubic hair, my eyes watering with pleasure, not pain, because I don’t have a gag reflex anymore, and I’m just working on breathing around your cock as I French kiss it. Or, maybe you go classic, and take advantage of my well-used pussy. That’s my favorite—the place I crave breeding most of all. Every moment I have a cock inside me feels right. Feels like what I was made for. I can drift off to sleep getting fucked, so contented does it make me feel.

And of course, there’s nothing at all to stop you from enjoying other holes. I’m open to anything, open to whatever you desire, and my holes won’t give up, won’t hesitate to please you. Despite how much I get used, how I’m fucked in every hole daily, in ways that would make brothel whores shudder and blush, I’m still pretty tight—I think there’s something in the medication I take that keeps those muscles extra tight and tense, able to clench at a moment’s notice around the thick cocks entering me.

I need to be ready to pleasure my breeders whenever they need me. They give me their gift, their creamy, salty gift, and deposit it directly into my womb, and me—I’m just a vessel, just the machine that makes the milk.


Chapter 2


This one morning in particular, after my usual feeding and breeding, I was led into Dr. Crowne’s lab for a routine check-up. As usual, the good doctor was all business. I often wondered if that was simply an act—if he really were the uptight English physician-scientist he seemed to be, who enjoyed my hucow body but did not crave it or lose control over it, never once dropping his objective, scientific preoccupations and interests in the business of breeding and cultivating hucows, or if he were secretly some sort of pervert who knew exactly what he was doing and got off on it.

“Good morning, Tori,” the doctor said with a smile, as I hopped up onto his examining table. I let my legs be strapped into a pair of stirrups and then spread, which in turn spread my sticky pussy, still flushed with blood and swollen from my most recent breeding, whose creamy evidence remained on my pink folds. Dr. Crowne spread my folds gently and I grunted and gasped as his fingers touched my sensitive skin, and he brought a hose to bear on my hole—a small, high-powered tool which, when it turned on, made me gasp as he washed the excess cum from my pussy.

The high pressure water on my slit found its way to my clitoris and within moments, I was aching to cum—but Dr. Crowne stopped before I could, reaching into my hole with his fingers to flush out the rest of the cum the bulls and the dairy workers had left inside of me.

“You seem to be getting a lot of attention from our staff,” he remarked. “How many loads did you take this morning alone?”

I shrugged. I hadn’t kept count, though I knew, technically, I was supposed to. I had to reconstruct the morning in my mind: two loads from the dairy workers, and then four from the bulls—six altogether. I told him that and he nodded, grinning with approval.

“Well done, Tori, very, very well done.”

“Why—thank you, doctor,” I said, trying to be flirtatious, coquettish, or as coquettish as I could be with my pussy spread for him, the scent of my cunt hanging over us. Next, he applied the hose to my asshole and I groaned as he drained the cum from my butt, and then, treating my mouth no different from the other holes I’d been bred in, as though it were simply another pussy, he forced the hose into my throat and flushed my mouth and gullet, offering me a pail to spit into as though I were at the dentist.

“We want you nice and fresh for what’s coming next,” Dr. Crowne said as he began his examination. First, my breasts were up: he measured them with a pair of calipers, recording how much they’d grown, and then measured something about my nipples, before clamping them hard and twisting them with a pair of plier-like implements—I squealed in agony, writhing in my restraints as he did this, and then recorded something for his notes, before producing a handkerchief from his pocket to wipe away the milk that was dripping out of my abused nipples.

“What’s coming next, doctor?” I asked, mooing through my gasps once he finally relented with the nipple torture. “Am I going to get my own single-source milk?”

This was my main goal for the time being at the farm. Other girls had managed to get single-source milks into stores—that is, bottles that only came from them, and were not a mix of hucow milks. It was fairly recent that my milk had been deemed high enough quality to be sold in stores, only after the special protocol I underwent, but I’d received so much praise for my milk, I thought I might be on the verge of ascending to the next level of hucow-dom.

“Not exactly. There’s a different opportunity we’d like you to consider,” Dr. Crowne said as he hooked my sore nipples up to a milking machine. I bit my lip as the machine pulled my swollen nipples taut, and I grunted and gasped as it began to pump, sucking milk from my nips with unrelenting intensity. With each pump, my nipples stretched deep into the machine’s clear suction cups, and then relaxed, only to be pumped again, stimulating, in a way, manual milking. It was more painful, and more impersonal—it made me feel like even less of a person, barely even an animal. Almost like a piece of meat, a commodity that was simply being harvested, like corn or tobacco.

“What would you like me to consider, doctor?” I moaned, writhing and thrusting my chest forward. I was on the verge of an orgasm: these days, it was hard for me to stave off the orgasms that came with being milked, and the machines almost always brought me to climax, since they were so intense and regular. A manual milking was more variable—sometimes, I would cum, and sometimes, I just stayed on the verge of orgasm, until I was left begging the dairy worker to fuck me however he wanted, so long as I got cock inside of me. I knew it was humiliating, being so needy, but the hormones flowing through my body made me insatiable in a way I’d never experienced, even at the height of my post-college sluttiness.

“We’ve gotten requests from a number of wealthy investors who would like to buy a hucow of their own, to have as a personal pet,” Dr. Crowne said with a smile. “Of course, when we say ‘buy,’ we mean that they’d be buying your contract, not you—there’s a legal framework for these things, and there would be paperwork for you to review and fill out with HR. The usual red tape.”

“You’re going to sell me off the farm?” I moaned, getting closer and closer to cumming. Even though this news was upsetting, once I got close like this, nothing could stop me from cumming, so long as the stimulation was still be provided. I longed to touch my pussy, rubbing my thighs together to indirectly stimulate my needy clit while I cried for more and more attention to my holes.

“It would only be temporary, for a year,” Dr. Crowne said. “You’re one of our most desirable hucows, considering how much your body has developed and your—well—your particular enthusiasm for breeding. You’re the first hucow to successfully complete our special protocol, and also, considering your professional background, I think you’d be a good match for some of our wealthier investors. You’d be a personal hucow to them, providing them with milk, of course, and opportunities to breed you whenever they wish. You’d likely be tasked with entertaining guests and business contacts, and you might be lent to friends as well. A pet, in every sense of the word. If this is something that interests you…”

I nodded, feeling my orgasm rise as I gasped and struggled, my muscles clenching and unclenching as waves of pleasure and relief flooded my body. As the sensations gradually diminished, I began to consider this offer.

On the one hand, this wasn’t what I had come here for originally. I had wanted to become the best hucow I could be—the best on the farm—and if I left the farm, what did that even mean?

I wanted my milk in stores, wanted to be held up as a model for all hucows in the future. But on the other hand, it seemed like this was an opportunity that other hucows didn’t necessarily get—an opportunity to expand what it meant to be a hucow.

What’s more, being the personal hucow to one man could be interesting. I liked the idea of being a prized possession, being lent out and used to entertain—I imagined being passed around by powerful older men, titans of industry, at parties and cocktail hours, chained up somewhere where they could drink from my udders or avail themselves of my holes. It… certainly sounded attractive to me. I love being the center of attention.

“I’ll do it,” I said, surprising even myself. “If this is what the farm wants from me, then I’ll do it. I want to be the best hucow on the farm, and if that means I’m sold off—”

“You’ll be auctioned, in fact. It’ll help our farm raise valuable capital while we expand—we’re not profitable yet, considering how much we’ve had to leverage ourselves in order to build the infrastructure we need to make this dream a reality. But an injection of capital from the auction might be enough for us to break even this year—which would let us secure even more investment…”

He didn’t need to explain all this business stuff to me. I had been a business consultant for a fairly prestigious firm before coming to work on the farm, working with financial institutions to build out their investment portfolios in new industries, so this wasn’t new to me in the slightest.

But he was right. I knew that the farm wasn’t profitable yet, which wasn’t unusual for start ups, but it also meant, considering the current recession and tariff situation, that if investors decided to pull back, we’d be in big trouble.

“Just tell me what I need to do,” I told the doctor as he released my udders from the insatiable suckling machine. My breasts didn’t look much smaller than they had been when I’d come in, but they felt deflated in a way, relieved of the pressure that I knew would build up again before too long.

“The auction will be tonight, so we’ll get you prepared over the next few hours,” the doctor told me. “I know you’ll wow them.”


Chapter 3


With the auction only a few hours away, I was given a bath for the first time in months.

A real, honest to god, bath.

Why would that be so unusual?

Well, usually us hucows are just hosed down. It makes sense, from the standpoint of the farm as a business. It was important to keep us clean, but they didn’t have time to be bathing all us girls every single day—and once you started allowing hucows the privileges accorded to regular humans, baths and showers and all that, no doubt we’d be wanting more and more. We were girls, after all—we’d want perfume and make-up and a skincare routine and maybe we’d even start complaining about having to be naked all the time—couldn’t they get us some cute little dresses or skirts or something?

No, I understood, intuitively, why it was important to use the hose and only the hose to keep us clean, but I was to be presented to a particularly refined clientele, to customers who would expect me to be more like the girls they encountered in their day to day lives: clean and perfumed, moisturized, all the little things girls do to entice men and trick them into thinking we’re these soft, dainty little creatures and not the powerful, human creating livestock we really are.

I was given my bath at the lab, in a deep soaking tub, and I let out an audible moo and sigh when I sank into the warmth of the water. I hadn’t realized how much I had missed this experience. I hadn’t even been all that into baths back when I was a regular human, before I was a hucow—but now, this little luxury felt fit for a queen.

The dairy workers bustling around me poured bath oils, sweetly smelling, unctuous liquids, into my bath, perfuming the water, and by extension, me. I savored the warmth as the men took care of me, not even trying to breed me for once—though their hands were all over me, scrubbing me, making sure water got into all my crevices, flushing out my holes, exfoliating me, massaging oil into my breasts.

When I emerged from the bath, I smelled like some sort of tropical flower, and I doubted I’d ever been so clean in my life. I didn’t even mind being waxed and having every single hair below my eyes torn out of me violently. That hurt far more than anything the bulls ever did to me, I had to say…

Next, I was given a modest wardrobe to choose an outfit from. I had my instructions in a print-out from Dr. Crowne—it was to be something eye-catching, but also something easy to take off. I should expect to be stripped at some point by the customers, and they wouldn’t appreciate it if my outfit were too difficult to pull off.

With this in mind, I chose a wine red gown with a plunge neckline, a piece of clothing that barely clung to my body when I tried it on. My breasts looked fantastic in it, like ripe fruit ready to be plucked, and the silhouette formed by my hips couldn’t be ignored either. I already knew I wouldn’t be wearing a bra or panties with this dress, so anyone who wanted to examine me would have no trouble.

Once I was dressed, I applied a small bit of makeup, for the first time in weeks. I was pleased to realize that my life as a hucow had actually been great for my skin. I was sleeping a ton, eating good food, relaxing and enjoying myself, and it showed on my face—my skin was baby smooth in a way it hadn’t been since I was a teenager, and my lips seemed fuller. The bags under my eyes from late nights in the office seemed like nothing more than a distant memory.

I perfumed myself as well, just a few spritzes between my breasts and on my wrists—not enough to overpower the scent of the oils still on my skin, but enough to draw the interest of one of Dr. Crowne’s investors, encouraging him to come closer.

Finally, as I examined myself in the mirror, I slid my hand through the dress’s slit and pulled it to the side, revealing my pussy to myself in the mirror. Yes, I could be accessed with ease.

Tonight was going to be fun, and I couldn’t wait to see what the future held.


Chapter 4


The event was held not on the farm but at a swanky hotel in town. I recognized the name and tried to remember if I’d met a one-night stand there. I thought I had.

Signs at the hotel bar announced that there was a private event being held, but before I could say anything, the security guards smirked at me, glancing down at my cleavage, and stepped aside.

In the bar, there was a small stage where a piano normally sat, but it had been moved to the side. A few other girls, also obviously hucows, judging from their ample bosoms and their similarly slutty dresses, stood smiling next to Dr. Crowne, who chatted with them, occasionally reaching down to adjust something on the girls—putting curls in place or wiping a tiny bit of excess lipstick off the corner of her mouth.

I was positive that nothing extra would need to be done for me. I took my place beside the other girls and soon, the investors trooped in, taking seats in the darkened club and ordering drinks.

“Well, let’s get started—we’re a few minutes past the time my email said, and the girls have done an admirable job, making themselves so lovely for you all tonight, so let’s not keep them waiting.”

Dr. Crowne went in order, introducing each of us, and giving us an opportunity to say a bit about ourselves. There were four girls in total and I was the final to speak, stepping forward. Gazing at the older men in the crowd, I realized that I hadn’t spoken to men like this in a while, even though it used to be my job—going to companies and telling them what they were doing wrong and why they needed to fix it and fast.

Now, I felt a jolt of nerves surge through me, but I pushed it down, as I always had in the past. I wasn’t about to let myself be intimidated by these men. Not now, when I was so close to being the hucow I wanted to be.

“Hello, gentlemen,” I said when my turn came around. “My name is Tori and I’ve been a hucow for a few months now… Before this, I worked as a business consultant but I never found my life all that fulfilling. Just trying to increase shareholder value and cover the asses of irresponsible CEOs… I knew there had to be something more. And I found it on the farm. I’d love to be a private hucow for any of you—I recently underwent a particularly intense special protocol, so I’ve been trained to please and use my body in ways that I never thought were possible… And my milk is pretty tasty too, if I don’t say so myself.”

The men watching me grinned; I could see them undressing me with their eyes. Dr. Crowne stepped towards me and, without further ado, eased my breasts out of my dress, placing them on display for the billionaires who’d come to buy me.

I swallowed hard, blushing. Even though I was so used to being disrobed, naked before any number of men, being displayed like this, alongside the other hucows, made me feel like a piece of meat. Like an animal at the meat market.

And that’s really what I was.

After our short introductions, the men came around, talking to use, smirking as they touched us. Two older men gripped my udders, squeezing milk into their mouths as I whimpered softly. Another forced his hand into the slit in my dress, finding my wet cunt.

“You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?” he said, teasingly, stroking my lips as I sighed in pleasure. I nodded.

“Of course. My body is… pretty needy,” I said. The effort of speaking like a normal human, and not mooing, was weighing on me, but I didn’t need to let them know about that. “I haven’t been bred for a few hours and I’m craving it.”

This got the attention of some of the investors, who smirked at me.

“How often do you get bred on the farm?” one of them asked.

“Several times a day,” I said, truthfully. “Between three and ten times a day. And when we say breeding, of course, I’m referring to any ejaculation inside of me—in my mouth, my anus, or my vagina.”

“Sounds like this one is pretty run through,” the investor remarked. “I bet it feels like a bowl of wet spaghetti.”

I bit my lip as the other investors chuckled, feeling humiliated.

“Actually,” I interjected, forcing myself not to cry. “The medications we receive increase muscle tone and reactivity, so I assure you, gentlemen—it’s very tight down there. I’ve never had any complaints.”

This got some approving nods from the men. They liked what they were hearing. A few forced their fingers into my pussy or ass and I grunted, bracing myself against the bar as they plunged their fingers in and out of me.

“Her asshole is already lubed up,” someone commented.

“The medications Dr. Crowne devised cause my asshole to self-lubricate, not unlike my pussy.” I realized I’d used the slang terms, the vulgar terms, for those things and not the clinical terms I’d been trying to use, but it was too late. “My, um, butt will be ready for penetration basically any time.”

“It must feel weird walking around like that,” someone else remarked.

“You get used to it. And usually, at the farm, I’m on my hands and knees.” I lifted one of my swollen breasts with a hand, letting the generous, plump flesh overflow my palm. “To save my lower back. Most of the girls do something like that, on account of how large our udders get.”

The investors all chuckled at this, and I did too. It made sense, after all.

Once they’d had a chance to get to know us—in the Biblical sense—the investors returned to their seats and Dr. Crowne began the bidding. The first hucow, a girl much younger than me, went for one-hundred thousand dollars, to an oil tycoon who pulled her onto his lap when she stepped down to meet him in the audience. Subsequent hucows went for a bit more, all hovering around one-hundred and twenty thousand.

But then it was my turn. I was determined to go for more.

I was still wearing my dress, even though my tits were hanging out of it, but I decided to just forgo that formality, and stripped it off, tossing it to the side and standing there proudly with my boobs thrust out, as the bidding began.

I quickly passed one-hundred thousand, and soon, I was into the two-hundreds—then the three-hundreds and the four-hundreds. Now, it was more than I’d ever made in a year.

“Sold!” Dr. Crowne declared, as the bidding slowed to a trickle. “To the gentleman in the back for five-hundred and thirty-thousand!”

My eyes widened. To think someone paid that much, all to just have me to himself for a whole year.

The man stepped forward out of the shadows and I saw that he was tall, muscular, wearing a well-fitting Italian suit. He was a bit darker in complexion, maybe Italian himself, and he smirked at me as I stepped down off the stage and reached for my dress.

“Don’t bother,” he called out, waving my attempt to clothe myself away. “You won’t need clothes anymore. Not where you’re going.”


Chapter 5


My new owner was, in fact, Italian. His name was Giacomo Santorini, and I immediately clocked that he had ties to organized crime. But, it seemed, he also had some more or less legitimate business interests as well.

“I worked with Berlusconi when he was alive,” he remarked as we got to know each other over champagne, sitting together in the bar. Occasionally, some of the other investors would approach Giacomo to congratulate him, but their eyes were mostly drawn to me. Several of the investors had bid for me, placing lots of money on the table, only to lose out. The one who’d come the closest was the last to approach us, and he clapped Giacomo on the shoulder, chuckling.

“I mean, how would I explain it to my wife? The hucow living in the backyard,” he said, smirking. “I guess I’d have had to get an apartment or something for her. Maybe next time.”

“Well,” Giacomo said, thoughtfully. “Tori, why don’t you give him a consolation prize?”

I swallowed my champagne as the investor chuckled.

“What do you have in mind?” I asked.

“Suck his cock. You do whatever I say now, don’t you? I own you.”

I nodded, without a second thought. I’d sucked so many cocks now, this didn’t mean anything to me. I reached for the investor’s slacks, unzipped him, slid his cock out, wet my lips, and began to lick along it, coaxing him into full hardness. It was a completely normal, average cock—nothing to write home about—but I liked the smell and taste of him. There was something very… warm and nostalgic about it. Like it was the cock of the hard-working middle class dad next door, and not that of a wealthy billionaire who’d almost bought a sex slave tonight.

I took him deep into my mouth, burying my face in his pubic hair and he grunted, reaching for my hair. A few of the other investors gathered around, watching me felate the man who hadn’t managed to buy me. I bobbed my head on his cock, slobbering and slurping all around him as I worked him harder and faster, sliding the sheath of his cock up and down with my lips while he groaned.

“God, she’s really fucking good at this,” he moaned, and I mooed happily through the mouth full of cock. I was such a whore for praise.

“She’s going to be such a good cow for me,” Giacomo remarked, gripping my udders and milking them, squirting fresh milk all over the table, over the investor, and I closed my eyes in bliss as I was milked, as I was face fucked.

The investor began to thrust harder and faster into my face, and I could feel that he would reach his climax soon. I gripped him as hard as I could with my lips and that pushed him over the edge: moments later, I was swallowing the deluge of creamy, salty cum that invaded my mouth, filling me, sliding down my throat.

With that, I slid my lips off his cock, smacking them and mooing softly with delight as the investor sighed heavily.

“Should have bid more, damn it,” he grunted, as he zipped his pants back up and stalked away, out of the bar.

After that, the event began to break up. Giacomo signed some paperwork for me, and I signed some as well—again, he had not actually bought me, but rather, my contract, and so I was technically his employee, and not an actual slave or piece of livestock—but we all knew that was a legal fiction necessary to allow the reality: I was his now, a piece of meat, an animal he’d bought to make his pet.

“You enjoyed sucking that man’s cock,” Giacomo remarked as he led me out of the bar. Suddenly, I remembered we were in a hotel, and I was naked—scandalized faces turned to me, but Giacomo didn’t seem to care that his property was being paraded around nude. I blushed, realizing that everyone could see me, could smell the perfume and the oils on my body, and, no doubt, the fragrant wetness of my needy cunt, fully expecting to be bred before long. Perhaps they could even smell the stale scent of the cum I’d just swallowed—no doubt they could already understand that I was a whore, if not a hucow…

“I enjoy pleasing men,” I said. “And I enjoy being bred. It’s my purpose, and it’s what I’m good at.”

Giacomo grinned. He led me to a waiting limousine. The car valets out front stared at me, and I managed a bashful grin at them as I climbed into the car, Giacomo behind me.

As soon as the car pulled away from the hotel, his hands were all over me. He kissed my neck and suckled at my throat, making me groan—that was something I hadn’t had in months, and I didn’t realize how much I had missed it—and then his mouth found my nipples, and he began to suckle me, drinking deeply from my udders as he forced his hand between my legs, driving two fingers into my wet cunt. He began to finger me hard, pounding his fingers into me, and I grunted, mooing in pleasure as I leaned back, spreading my legs wide for him and thrusting my hips forward.

I’d forgotten how nice a good, rough, hard fingering could be. There was so much sex that I had forgotten about, being on the farm, and it was nice to try it again, to have it done to me. Even though I was bred almost continuously on the farm, there were things that I almost never experienced. I was rarely kissed, I rarely had my pussy eaten, and I was rarely fingered, except as a cursory bit of foreplay or to work the nutritious cum into my mucous membranes more thoroughly. I didn’t realize how much I had missed those things.

Giacomo made me gargle with mouth wash before he would kiss my mouth, and then when he did, his kisses were demanding and dominating, making me feel as though he were fucking my mouth with his as he forced his tongue into my mouth, almost down my throat—I swear, his tongue was longer than most men, and I moaned into his mouth as he forced a third finger into me, pounding my cunt and getting me closer, closer.

“I knew this hole would be tight,” he grunted through the kisses. “Even though you’re a used up little slut.”

I gasped in pleasure, overjoyed at the demeaning, degrading things he said. I fucking loved it.

“I’ve been with so many men,” I moaned, slipping into moos for a second. “My holes have been ravaged by so many cocks. I’ve been bred like a bitch so many times…”

“That’s my good cow,” he grunted, slapping my udders. The sudden sharp pain pushed me over the edge and suddenly I was cumming on his fingers, shaking and shuddering, my nipples leaking milk all over Giacomo, but he didn’t seem to care. He slid his fingers out of my pussy and forced me to lick them clean, which I did with gusto, tasting my sour-salty flavor on his fingers before he turned me around, making me kneel on the limo’s seats. I heard him unzip his fly, felt his hands in my hair pulling at my scalp as though he were taking the reins to a wild horse, and then he forced himself inside of me.

I knew, just from feel, that he was pretty big, that I was being stretched nicely. It wasn’t quite the same as being fucked by one of the bulls on the farm, but he had a nicely sized cock—certainly one of the bigger ones I ever would have had in my previous life, before I became a hucow. I moaned and mooed for him as he rode me, thrusting into my dripping pussy, my udders swinging with each thrust.

“Dr. Crowne told me I have to breed you every day or else you’ll go crazy with lust,” Giacomo remarked. “I might just let you go without my cock for a few days and see how you manage.”

Oh, god. The thought honestly filled me with terror.

I wasn’t sure I would survive being deprived of cum for even a day, let alone multiple days.

“Please… Please, sir… master… whatever you want me to call you,” I moaned. “Don’t hold out on me. I need it. My body needs it. I’m filled with so many crazy hormones—if you don’t breed me every day, I won’t be able to take it… I’ll die… I need it, please… And your cock feels so good…”

It was true. I wasn’t just buttering him up. It was the kind of cock that would have left me feeling sore in the past, but now felt just right. The kind that stretched me nicely, reminding me of my place, that my body was meant to serve men and to bring them pleasure, and nothing else, but not so large that it felt like I would sustain real damage, as the bulls sometimes made me feel. It was a cock I could easily fuck every single day, and I wanted to.

His cock was rubbing against my G-spot as he rode me, and I felt the urge to squirt rising as I came close to cumming. For whatever reason, I rarely squirted on the farm, though I sometimes had managed it on my previous life, but now, as I had my first orgasm brought on by his cock, I lost control and found my pussy gushing a thin stream of fluid all over him as he chuckled.

“You like my cock that much?” he growled as my hole spasmed around him.

“Yes, sir,” I wailed. And then, I wailed again when I felt him slide out of me.

“Then what about here—” he grunted, and forced it into my ass. It caught me by surprise, but fortunately, my hole was already well-lubricated and I too grunted like an animal, hanging my head as he fucked me, no longer trying to speak like a human. I simply mooed and wailed as he rode me, wailing until he came inside of me, delivering a thick load deep into my guts.

After he slid out of me, he collapsed next to me on the limo’s seat and pulled me close, taking my nipples in his mouth to suckle. I sighed and stroked his hair as he nursed me, drinking deeply from my udders, massaging them and making me groan happily as he drank from me.

“I’m going to need to pump you every day as well, apparently. Part of me wants to see how swollen your udders will get if I don’t, though,” he said with a smirk, slurping up the milk dripping out of my swollen teats.

“Please, my udders will be so full… They’ll hurt bad…” I moaned as he suckled again at my nipples, and then bit them—hard. I was used to having my nipples tortured in one way or another, but the biting caught me off guard and I let out a sob of pain and pleasure, shuddering in his embrace. The contrast provided by his warm, soft tongue a moment later made the pain even more pleasurable, and I whimpered, completely undone by the way he fucked me and toyed with my body.

“That reminds me,” Giacomo remarked. “I need to give you your medication.”

He’d received from Dr. Crowne a small package of items necessary to take care of me. A specially designed udder pump was included, I saw, but also a few vials of medication and a set of syringes. I normally received my medication in the form of pills, though…

“So that I don’t need to pill you all the time, I have a once daily injection to give you in each udder,” Giacomo explained, reading over Dr. Crowne’s instructions. He gripped my left tit firmly, filled the syringe, and I whimpered as he plunged the needle into my sensitive flesh. It pinched only for a second, but the psychological torment of seeing my nipple pierced and injected was far more agonizing. I’d always hated the injections on the farm, and now, I’d be receiving one every day.

I was still whimpering and trembling when he injected the other syringe into my udder, and then, finally, it was done.

Shortly after that, we arrived at Giacomo’s mansion, and he led me inside.


Chapter 6


It was a huge house, clearly quite old, and judging from our surroundings, we seemed to be in one of the tony, secluded suburbs far from the city, but rather close to the farm, ironically. We’d gone in a roundabout way that night, with the farm transporting me closer to the city and Giacomo then taking me practically back out to the farm.

He led me upstairs to his master bedroom, where he had a large dog bed for me in one corner.

“You’re to sleep here tonight,” he said, attaching a collar to my neck. “This will let me know where you are in the house at all times. It will also function as a silent alarm, so that I can summon you whenever I need you with this app on my phone.” He showed me the app and we spent a few moments looking through the functions together. I could see that it showed a three-dimensional representation of the mansion, with a small cow icon symbolizing me somewhere on the third floor. “I’m setting an alarm for you, as well. It will go off at five-fifty-five in the morning. When it does, you’re to climb into bed and begin to suck me off, or ride me. That’s how I expect to be woken up from now on. Do you understand, Tori?”

I nodded, mooing softly. Before we went to bed, he bent me over and fucked me once more, depositing a load deep inside my hole, which he then washed out of me with the shower head attachment in his frankly majestic on-suit bathroom.

I could really get used to this level of luxury, I thought to myself as I settled down in my dog bed. As humiliating and demeaning as it was, it was a very nice bed—I wanted to reflect on how my life had changed but I didn’t have much of a chance because I drifted off to sleep almost instantly.

A few hours later, I awoke to the buzzing of the collar around my neck. I remembered my morning duties, and so I clicked off the collar and crawled over to the bed, where in the early morning gloom I glimpsed my master, snoring softly. I climbed up into bed and pulled the quilt down, finding him with morning wood. Perfect. He was already ready for me.

I slid his underwear down and took him in my mouth, warming him and wetting him, bobbing my head as he began to writhe a bit in his sleep. I found myself smirking. I wondered what dream he was having? I hoped it was about me.

Once his cock was slick with my spit, I straddled him, easing down onto him, taking him deep into me.

I’ve always loved riding cock, ever since college, and I was always disappointed then that boys didn’t want to do it as much as I wanted to—they’d rather do all the work, rutting uselessly at me for thirty seconds and then falling asleep on top of me while I massaged my stick, cum-soaked slit to try and coax some amount of pleasure out of the whole experience.

But Giacomo wanted me to ride him every morning. God, what a guy. I found myself giggling like a schoolgirl at the pleasure of his warm length entering me, and as I picked up the pace, my udders bouncing wildly, his eyes fluttered open and he grinned at me.

I leaned down over him to capture his lips, kissing him deeply, tasting the sleep still clinging to his handsome face as I bounced my hips on him. He groaned desperately, gripping my hips and thrusting up into me—as soon as he started doing that, I knew I was done for. I let out a loud moo of pleasure and came, my pussy all but gushing over him once again. My udders were leaking milk too, and he alternated between sucking my lips and sucking my nipples.

“Suck yourself for me,” he ordered. Honestly, the thought had never occurred to me, but my breasts were large enough now that with some stretching, I was able to get my own nipple into my mouth and grab hold, sucking hard and drinking from my own milk. God, but I tasted good!

My milk was creamy, herbal, sweet, a bit buttery—all that at once. My body had completely transformed and so had my life, but I loved every part of it. I was riding my master, a man wealthier than sin, who was determined to dominate me in every way, and I couldn’t wait to see what else he had in store for me.

“Fuck,” he exclaimed, thrusting up hard into me one final time. I felt his cock twitch and then explode, and felt the happy gush of cum as he flooded my womb with his seed. He’d give me good milk, I knew, and maybe even knock me up—I wouldn’t mind being bred by him for real, feeling my stomach swell as I fulfilled the purpose of my body.

As I rolled off him, happy and satisfied, dripping with milk and cum, I had a brief moment of bliss that lasted only until I saw him getting the medication kit out once again.

“This will only hurt for a second, Tori,” he said with an evil gleam in his eye as he brought the needle close to my nipple once again. I bit my lip, closed my eyes, and focused on all the other fun things I’d get to do from now on.
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