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Prologue


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Read all about how I was introduced to Marissa, Dr. Crown, and the hucow farm in Part One of my story and how I came to start my training with the friendly dairy workers Frank and Teddy in Part Two; how I was finally bred hard by a bull in Part Three and Four; and how I helped Teddy train to become a bull in Part Five, and how Dr. Crowne examined me to make sure I was ready to help with the interview in Part Six; and how I took a whole bunch of bulls during the test in Part Seven; or read all about Marissa’s journey to becoming a great hucow in Parts One, Two, Three, Four, Five, and Six of her story!


Chapter 1


After the test, I was exhausted. At the same time, though, I was anxious to find out if Teddy had passed and would get to become a fully-fledged bull!

All morning, I’d been fucked senseless by the potential bulls interviewing to attain that most vaunted of statuses—that of a fully-fledged bull, the only ones able to breed us pretty little hucows at will.

How would it be different for Teddy from his regular job?

Well, first off, I knew he wouldn’t have to do his other duties. While it might seem like most of what he did every day consisted of fucking me, I knew that he actually had a lot of other work to do. He had to milk the other girls, and then transport all their raw milk to a facility for further processing, mixing, testing, and ultimately, the final bottling. That took up most of his day, and he had to rearrange his schedule in order to be able to spend time with me and breed me.

So, when he would practice for the bull exam with me, he actually had a lot of other things he needed to be doing as well. This meant, in essence, that he’d been working overtime for weeks in order to get a few extra hours to breed me each week.

Now, though, if he passed…

I was so excited for him, I almost couldn’t stand it. I really, really hoped he had passed. It would mean sharing him with the other hucows but I was basically already doing that. I knew he was breeding other girls too—what red-blooded young man wouldn’t jump at the opportunity to breed other girls? And I was also getting bred every day, several times at least, by a parade of bulls and occasional other workers and visitors, plus Dr. Crowne himself.

All that meant that if we were going to have any sort of relationship together, we’d have to have an understanding that we weren’t going to be monogamous.

I giggled at the idea. It seemed so quaint to me now, so old-fashioned. I’d been on the farm long enough to have lost any ability to imagine myself being limited to a single partner. I couldn’t imagine not making my body available to anyone who wanted to taste it. I’d been given this beautiful, luscious, voluptuous, and fertile body and I wasn’t about to hide it away. The best thing I could do, I thought, would be to share it with the world.

And after the test, I knew I’d have more opportunities to do so.

We were all of us taken to a separate annex attached to the barn where the test was held and given water, some food, and then hosed down. While this might sound like a brutal experience—having our sore, aching holes flushed with water to clean out the excess semen to prepare our bodies to be sampled by the visitors and reporters assembled—it was par for the course for us hucows.

I knelt on my hands and knees, spreading my thighs as best I could as a worker directed the spray of lukewarm water towards my brutalized orifices. I let out a pleasure-filled squeal as the water invaded me, lapping at my body and driving me crazy. It felt incredibly good, and remarkably soothing after how much I’d been used.

“Hotter or colder, Jennifer?” the worker, a friendly older man named Rick asked.

“Colder,” I decided, mooing over my shoulder to him. I knew the cold would make me chilly, but my pussy was swollen and on fire after being fucked so hard, and so was my poor asshole. I wanted the swelling to calm down before the investors and reporters who’d come to the interview got a chance to look at me. I didn’t want them seeing my pussy lips all swollen like they’d just been in a fight, or my asshole looking like a blown-out jelly donut!

Rick turned down the temperature on the water and I let out a squeal as the cold hit me. I shivered, but held my ground, letting him flush the rest of the cum out of my orifices and then out of my mouth.

From here, Rick toweled me off, drying me, and then brought out a blow-dryer to finish drying my hair. Now, I was good as new—except for the fatigue in my eyes, you might not even know from looking at me that I’d just been fucked non-stop for two hours, especially once Rick finished combing out my warm, soft hair.

“Good as new,” Rick confirmed, and leaned down to give me a gentle kiss on the forehead. I loved how gentle and sweet all the dairy workers were with us. I mooed affectionately at him and thrust my chest forward. He grinned and took one of my nipples into his mouth, suckling a bit and I sighed, reaching to stroke his head as he drank from my bosom. It felt amazing, being milked like that, and being suckled—I’d never get tired of being consumed so enthusiastically!

“All right, ladies,” Dr. Crowne announced. “It’s time to meet your admirers!”

Rick let my milky nipple fall from his mouth. I wished he could have cum inside of me, but I knew I ought to appear before our important guests without any cum in my holes to begin with. It would be important to let our investors take a crack at my holes without seeing them defiled by other men’s seed, at least at first.

“Good luck out there, Jennifer,” Rick said affectionately, and gave my ass a friendly slap as I began to trot behind the other hucows, making our way back out into the main room of the barn.


Chapter 2


Camera flashes went off around us as we trooped in a line into the center of the reception. A few of the bull applicants were already out and mingling, still naked, mostly being monopolized by female reporters who delicately touched their chests and giggled like school girls. I glared at one reporter, a beautiful blonde woman, who knelt in front of Teddy’s cock, which was flaccid. As she touched his cock, it grew hard and almost poked her in the face as she giggled.

“I’m reporting here from Creamy Meadows Farm,” she began, speaking to a camera as I passed her. “And this is a bull—but not the kind who chases a matador. He’s a human bull who breeds hucows—human women prized for their potential as milk-producers. Maybe you’ve seen the new hucow milk in the stores? That comes from Creamy Meadows Farm, and while the hucows are the stars of the show, their work wouldn’t be possible without the bulls who breed them and keep their hormone levels high enough to produce milk.”

Then, the blonde reporter took Teddy’s cock in her hand and placed her mouth on it. I couldn’t believe this was going to be on TV, but I guess everything has gotten more sexualized in the last few years! She suckled at the tip of Teddy’s cock for a second, leaving her lipstick smeared on the fat, spongy head, and I continued to glare at her jealously, even though I’m sure she didn’t know.

“This bull has been interviewing today to become a full-time bull on the farm, so that he can breed beautiful hucows all day. Nice work if you can get it, right? But it’s a hard job, requiring enormous physical stamina and sexual prowess.” Jerking Teddy off a bit, she gazed up at him. “Can you tell us what the test was like?”

Teddy grinned for the camera.

“Well, it was tiring, but it was a lot of fun. It was two hours of non-stop breeding. I’ve been training for a while for the exam, mostly with my friend Jennifer who’s a hucow here.”

He pointed to me and suddenly, all the cameras were pointed towards me. Several flashes went off and I found myself blushing. I stopped following the other girls and sat back on my heels, thrusting my chest forward and smiling shyly for the camera.

“Teddy, tell us more about your training regimen.”

“Well, Jennifer here would let me breed her non-stop for two hours to mimic the test conditions. I’d breed her mouth, her vagina, and her anus in turn until the timer was up.”

Now, the blonde reporter turned her attention to me. Her lipstick was smeared but she grinned at me.

“Jennifer, how did you enjoy helping Teddy prepare for the test?”

I cleared my throat, preparing myself to talk like a human instead of mooing like a cow.

“Well, it was going to be challenging—I always knew that,” I began. “I knew that Teddy really wanted to become a full-time bull, and that if he did it, we’d be able to spend a bit more time together, breeding every day.”

“Oh, are you and Teddy an item?”

Now, I was blushing really hard.

“Not exactly,” I mumbled. “I mean, not yet…”

A friendly, knowing chuckle went through the crowd of reporters and investors.

“Jennifer, some women would find the work you do demeaning and humiliating. You’re comfortable showing off your body and engaging in intimate acts with whomever approaches you, and you’re made to lactate continuously so that the farm can sell your milk for a profit. What would you say to critics of the hucow farm model?”

“I’d say they don’t understand,” I continued, still blushing. “I think that you can find fulfillment in many different careers. I didn’t realize this was an option till I ran into a hucow right after I broke up with my fiancé and she just seemed so happy, I knew I had to try it. And I really, really like my work. I mean, what girl wouldn’t like getting pleasured by big, muscular men every day?”

The reporter nodded aggressively.

“And you enjoy being milked as well? You don’t feel like you’re being objectified?”

“Well, maybe a little bit,” I said with a giggle, but then I quickly added: “But I even enjoy that feeling. I get a lot of pleasure and fulfillment from all parts of my job. And I think any job is objectifying. I mean, you don’t go to fast-food restaurants and ask the staff there if they feel objectified, do you? Even though they’re working hard for minimum wage and getting yelled at by all sorts of crazy customers. I think that sounds far more dehumanizing than what I do—I get to lounge around in luxury, enjoy the fresh air and natural beauty of the farm, and then I spend most of my waking hours having amazing sex.”

A soft round of applause broke out, and the reporter was clearly impressed.

“Teddy, Jennifer, do you think you could demonstrate some breeding for us?”

I saw, over the reporter’s shoulder, Dr. Crowne nodding vigorously to me.

“If Teddy’s okay with it,” I said shyly. He gave me the thumbs up and I was pleased to see his cock was fully hard as he took his place behind me.


Chapter 3


I stuck my ass up in the air, the customary breeding position. It gave Teddy great access to my holes, and showed me off for the news cameras that were circling us, getting close-ups on my holes.

“You’re not too sore from the test, Jennifer?” the reporter asked, sticking her microphone in my face almost like it was a cock.

“Not at all,” I said, shaking my head. “My body is used to all the attention, I guess you could say.”

Teddy placed his hands on my ass cheeks and spread me wide. I felt his fingers slide over my pussy and I whimpered in pleasure and excitement.

I was going to be fucked on camera—bred for the evening news!

“Are you really gonnna’ show this on TV?” I asked through my moans as Teddy’s cock pierced me again. I whimpered as I felt his delicious warmth fill me up, spreading through me as he drove into me. He filled me so well, and I closed my eyes for a second, really savoring every second of his cock as it spread my wetness through my tight hole, sliding in deep and burying itself up to the hilt in my wet warmth.

“The news at eleven,” the reporter said with a smile. I nodded, grunting as Teddy began to thrust into me. “Jennifer, how is being bred by a bull different from sexual relations with a more conventional man?”

“Bulls take all sorts of medications to make their… thing… bigger,” I said, suddenly shy.

“You mean his genitals?”

“Yes,” I said, feeling my cheeks flush. How was I getting embarrassed when all of these people had already seen me fucked in all my holes all morning long? I felt silly, but at the same time, I couldn’t control my moos and moans as Teddy thrust himself into me, burying his cock deep in my hole. “Yes… His penis is particularly large.”

“And you have a preference for larger penises?” the reporter continued, smirking. “Would you say that size does matter in this case?”

I gasped, feeling Teddy’s cock slide over a particularly sensitive part of my hole.

“I guess… It does somewhat… But skill is more important. And I love smaller penises as well. I like being stretched but I don’t mind a smaller… set of genitals…” I moaned, whimpering as I took the cock on camera. “I also like to get bred by some of the workers here on the farm and they have penises that are a bit smaller… They’re not small, by any means, I don’t want them to see this interview and think I’m calling them little… But they’re not as big as a bull cock.”

I’d just said cock—was I allowed to say that on TV?

“I mean, a bull’s genitals,” I said, trying to cover just to be safe, even as Teddy drove his fat cock into my and reached to grab my hair, pulling back as though I were a bucking horse and he was controlling the reins. “I love to be bred by anyone who wants to breed me, but I find the sense of achievement at taking a big bull penis especially rewarding.”

“I understand, based on the test we just witnessed, that you’re often bred orally and anally as well, Jennifer?”

I nodded, as best I could with Teddy pulling my hair. I felt myself getting close to orgasm, spurred on by all the attention and I worried what would happen when I came with everyone watching me—I’d be so embarrassed! But at the same time, I don’t think I had any choice—when I started to cum, I wouldn’t be able to stop…

“Yes, that’s correct,” I moaned. “I also enjoy being bred in my mouth and anus.”

“And how does that work? I can understand the efficacy of vaginal breeding, and introducing bull semen to your womb, but how does introducing it to your mouth and anus have a similar effect?”

“I don’t know all the scientific mechanisms behind it,” I whimpered through my moos. “You’ll have to ask Dr. Crowne about that. But it seems to be effective. My milk production has increased dramatically as a result of being bred so often.”

“May we see you lactate, Jennifer?”

I nodded weakly. Because I was holding myself up so I could see the camera, Teddy reached from behind me and gripped my breast. I let out a happy sigh as he squeezed and milk began to gush out of my swollen nipple. Some of it sprayed the reporter, getting her suit wet as she giggled.

“My goodness, you’re quite backed up, aren’t you? We just saw you produce so much milk during the test, I didn’t think you’d have any more!”

“This is part of being a hucow,” I moaned. “I have quite a lot of milk ready to come out at any time.”

“May I taste your milk, Jennifer?”

“Of course,” I moaned.

The reporter reached for my breast and gathered some of the milk onto her finger. She slurped it off her finger tips.

“Wow, that’s tasty! That’s unlike any milk I’ve ever had!” Her professional demeanor was slipping a bit. She was growing more and more enthusiastic. “It tastes amazing! It’s so—creamy and rich!”

“That’s the result of all the breeding,” I moaned proudly.

“May I suckle your nipple, Jennifer?”

“S-sure,” I moaned. I’d never had a woman suckle me, but the idea didn’t bother me, especially with Teddy buried inside of me. The reporter lowered her face to my breast, latched her lips onto my swollen, aching nipple, and began to suckle, just as Rick had. I moaned hungrily and found myself involuntarily thrusting my chest forward, burying my breasts in her face as she drank from me. She suckled more and more firmly, grasping my breast with one hand and squeezing gently as she drank from me.

That was enough to finally push me over the edge. I cried out in bliss as my orgasm found me, my cunt spasming around Teddy as he pounded into my gushing hole. I couldn’t believe that I was being suckled on TV while being bred! I gasped, mooing and moaning as I came, and the cameras went off all around me, flashes everywhere, the reporters moving in, boom mics lurking everywhere to catch all of my cries and moans.

“Gosh, you’re enjoying this even more than I did, Jennifer!” the reporter cried as she pulled away from my breast, wiping her lips and watching me as I shuddered and twitched. “There you have it, folks. Creamy Meadows Hucow Farm. You can rent a cabin on the farm and try your hand at taking care of the hucows yourself—you can breed them and milk them and pretend you’re a bull too.”


Chapter 4


Teddy groaned and suddenly, I felt him start to cum inside of my sore, tired hole. I gasped, my arms collapsing as his cock exploded inside of me. Stream after stream of his thick bull cum invaded my hole and I whimpered, another small orgasm sneaking up on me. The cameras continued rolling, and I knew that on the late evening news, people across the country would be watching me cum helplessly, bred by Teddy and milked by a reporter.

Finally, Teddy slid out of me. The reporter was clearly excited by the whole situation and she knelt in front of him, leaning in to suck his cock again. I sighed—my body was tired and I wanted to just collapse but I knew I still had work to do.

I watched as the reporter sucked Teddy, tasting me on his cock and grinning wide.

“I’m jealous of you two,” she said once she slid off his cock. She produced a handkerchief from her pocket and wiped her lips. “If this had been available to me a few years ago when I was starting my career…”

“Would you like to breed?” Teddy asked, helpfully. For some reason, I was jealous of Teddy offering to breed this woman who wasn’t a hucow, as though I felt that bull cock should only be reserved for us hucows. But I couldn’t say anything, as the reporter hiked up the skirt of her suit. She wore a thong and as she bent over, still standing, Teddy pulled it to the side and unceremoniously forced his cock inside of her.

The reporter’s head, which had been hanging down, shot up and she let out a blood-curdling scream.

“Oh, God! It’s so big!” Her face went pale as Teddy gripped her hips and pushed into her. “He’s ripping me apart! Oh my god, oh my god… Jennifer, how do you do this so easily?”

“Just relax,” I cooed, taking her hands. “Just relax. You can take it. Just let his cock breed you.”

Her eyes filled with tears as Teddy began to thrust into her. No longer jealous, I was now sympathetic of this poor woman who didn’t understand what she’d stumbled into. She gripped my hands tight as I mooed softly to her.

“Just take it. Your body wants it.”

“I can’t,” she gasped through her tears. “It hurts.”

“He’ll stop if you want…”

“No,” she whimpered. “I… I want him to do it…”

“You can take it,” I repeated, yet again. “Just let it happen. Just let him own your pussy. Your womb is going to feel so good once it’s been bred.”

She moaned hungrily, and I recognized those confused, agonized moans of pain and pleasure as she took the massive bull cock for the first time.

“It hurts so bad and it feels so good,” she moaned. Then, she turned to her cameraman. “Don’t stop rolling—get me being bred! This will get me a Pulitzer!”

The camera turned back on and the reporter continued to moan and gasp through her tears.

“Jennifer, you do this every day? How many times a day? Oh my god, he’s breaking me…”

“He’s not breaking you,” I repeated gently. “He’s just stretching you. Your body is meant to stretch. I bet it’s even hurting less than it was when he started, isn’t it?”

The reporter nodded tearfully.

“And I bet you’re starting to really like it, aren’t you?”

She nodded again.

“It hurts so good,” she moaned. “I feel… I feel like I’m a little virgin in college again… Oh my god, he’s destroying my pussy…”

“Do you want him to cum inside of you?” I asked gently, still holding her hands supportively.

“Yes,” she moaned. “I want to feel what you feel.”

Well, then you’d have to get milked by anyone and everyone who walks by you and also take it in the ass, but I didn’t say all that to her. I just smiled sweetly as she began to cum.

“Don’t stop! Don’t stop, Teddy! Oh my god, it feels so good!”

Teddy grunted and I could tell from experience that he was on the verge of cumming. He slammed into the reporter one final time as she shuddered and spilled his cum into her—I actually liked being on this side of the whole dynamic, so I could see Teddy’s handsome face contort as he came inside of her.

“Thank you, thank you both,” the reporter moaned, sinking to her knees after Teddy pulled out of her. “That was… truly something amazing.”

Her face was flushed and her make-up smeared with tears. A few other journalistic outlets took pictures of her on the ground, gasping and crying and dripping cum from her skirt.

Suddenly, a familiar voice over a PA system cut through the noise.

“Ladies and gentleman,” Dr. Crowne said. “If I may have your attention—we’re now ready to announce the results of the bull exam!”


Chapter 5


My ears perked up. This was what I’d been waiting for! What we’d all been waiting for. We were finally going to learn who would become a full-time bull on the farm. I said a silent prayer for Teddy.

Dr. Crowne summoned all of the applicants to come stand with him on the stage just recently erected. Dr. Crowne cleared his throat once more, beaming at the applicants and then at us hucows scattered through the crowd—many of the other girls were already being caressed or even bred by other reporters and investors; only I had been interviewed so intimately.

“I was very, very impressed by this cohort of applicants. Clearly, you’ve all given a lot of thought to what it means to be a bull on this farm, and you understand the purpose of the program well. I was impressed by the care and empathy you all showed towards your hucow partners, and by the sheer gusto you brought to the act of breeding. It’s important that this work is pleasurable, because it is hard, and it would be difficult to continue if it were not so pleasurable.”

The bulls were beaming now too at the praise, and I didn’t blame them. I got off on being praised by Dr. Crowne, and I had always been sure I wasn’t the only one.

“Unfortunately,” he said, his voice striking a dire tone and his face darkening. “We can’t take on all of you as bulls…”

He trailed off, and cast a glance at the worried faces of the bulls.

“Actually, we can—we’ll be offering full-time positions to all of our applicants this round. Congratulations, gentlemen, and looking forward to working with you all!”

A cheer went up in the barn, and the look of sheer relief on all of the bulls’ faces was amazing, matched only by the relief I felt in my heart.

They’d done it! They’d all done it! They’d passed the grueling test and become bulls! I couldn’t believe it!

This meant Teddy would be a full-time bull! His dream was coming true.

I grinned like an idiot as glasses of champagne were passed around to the bulls and they all shared a toast with Dr. Crowne. It really felt like a holiday there in the barn and I couldn’t be happier.


Chapter 6


As the party continued, a group of investors crowded around me.

“We were all very impressed with your abilities and work ethic, Jennifer,” an older man in a suit said. Actually, they were all older men in suits, all of them older enough to be my father. “I’m Ronald Wheeler, CEO of Brinksman Investments.”

He offered his hand and I took it, shaking it. Wow, it had been so long since I’d shaken hands with someone I just met, I’d almost forgotten how. I mooed politely as we shook and he grinned at me.

“These are my associates,” he said, pointing to two other men, one on either side of me. They all looked similar—all older, well-established seeming men in suits, real daddy-types.

“I’m Harry Weiner, CEO of Pollywood Industries,” one of them said, and the other reached out to stroke my hair affectionately.

“And I’m Larry Derner, the CEO of Princeville Real Estate,” he said as he unzipped his pants. I saw his cock spring out—not quite as large as a bull’s cock but still pretty sizable. I could tell he was proud of his shaft, which reminded me of a coke can with its girth. I must have been drooling because he smirked at me and asked: “Would you like to taste this?”

“Yes, sir!” I chirped as professionally and politely as I could. I knew this was part of my duties, to service and pleasure the men who’d come to invest their money and see how it was being used, and I wasn’t about to turn in a poor performance. I wanted to show them that the farm was grateful for all of the faith and capital investors had put in—this was something Dr. Crowne had talked about before the event—and I opened my mouth and eagerly swallowed the fat tip of his cock.

“Wow,” Mr. Weiner remarked. “She swallowed you like it was nothing.”

“Crowne said these girls don’t have gag reflexes,” Larry Derner said, grunting as my lips slid over his cock. He tasted sour, but I didn’t mind—I liked sucking cock, and I liked the way he moaned in obvious delight as I pleasured him, swirling my tongue around the head of his cock, tasting his precum as it dripped out of the tip of his dick. I knew he’d be filling my mouth before too long and I couldn’t wait for it.

“Ram it down the bitch’s throat and see,” Mr. Wheeler said. Those cruel words sent a thrill up and down my spine. I could tell he was going to be the roughest of the men. He’d be the one who would try to push my limits.

Of course, I didn’t think I really had any limits left to push that he could activate, but I hoped he would try…

Mr. Derner grabbed the back of my head, gasping in delight as he pushed his cock into my mouth. I let it slide down my throat easily, allowing no resistance to stop it. It was true: my gag reflex had basically disappeared as a result of all the medications and hormonal treatments I was on, along with practice.

You see, I’d realized that a gag reflex is, to a great degree, psychological. There’s a physiological aspect of it, but most of it is psychological: the fear of choking and gagging and especially of losing control.

But once you stop fearing those things, you don’t really feel the need to gag, especially if the physiological triggers no longer produce the same result. As the man driving his cock into my throat grunted happily, I slid my tongue around his fat cock eagerly and cupped his balls, stroking and caressing them as he fucked my face.

“Damn, this girl really knows how to suck hog,” Mr. Derner groaned. “I’m about to bust.”

I sped up, bobbing my head onto his cock and meeting his thrusts as he pushed his cock deep into my mouth. I wanted him to cum, wanting to swallow his seed and show the powerful men in the room what a good little hucow cumslut I could be. Soon, I felt it: the tell-tale twitch of his cock expanding and twitching as he began to cum. A hot, heavy load of cum soon burst from the fat tip of his cock and spilled down my throat.

Now, in a previous life, I might have gagged here, but instead, I just swallowed his load, tasting it: sticky and bitter and salty, like an exotic delicacy from far, far away. Mr. Derner leaned back in pleasure, thrusting his cock forward into my mouth, still thrusting and fucking my face as he grew flaccid and dripped the last of his load into my throat.

“How was that, sir?” I asked as I pulled off his cock, licking my lips. I opened my mouth wide to show him that I’d swallowed all of his cum and he gave me an affectionate pat on the head.

“That was wonderful—I was hoping I could taste those pretty udders of yours. Or do you still think of them as breasts?”

I just giggled.

“Breasts and udders are basically the same things, so what does it matter? When I’m feeling more like a cow, I think of them as udders but when I’m feeling more like a girl, maybe they’re breasts?”

Mr. Derner had me stand up and he lowered his face to my nipple, latching on. I sighed and ran my fingers up to his head to gently caress his scalp as he drank from my breast. I’d found that men really liked when I did that, and I didn’t blame them: I knew it felt really, really nice. I loved it when men ran their fingers through my hair as I sucked their cocks—it always feels nice to be praised and encouraged!

Now, Mr. Weiner took my other breast in his hands, massaging and molding it, squirting milk all over his suit. I was being manhandled by these two, powerful men older enough to be my father, and I didn’t care—I wanted them to drink my milk and to breed my holes!

I was a hucow, and a damned good one, and that was what I was built for.

As they sucked me, I felt Mr. Wheeler move behind me. I heard him unzip his pants and then I felt his cock against my ass cheeks. I whimpered as he ran his hands along my belly, down my smooth, soft skin, to my pussy, feeling and savoring the texture of my furry, well-trimmed little bush, still damp with Teddy’s cum. He drove his fingers inside of me and my hole twitched, clenching around him as he pumped his digits into me.

God, I loved this.


Chapter 7


These handsome older men were all more than twice my age, and two of them were drinking from my nipples, suckling my milk from my heavy, aching breasts, and the other, his fingers explored my well-used cunt.

“She’s gotten fucked down here thousands of times but she’s still tight like a virgin just graduated high school,” Mr. Wheeler remarked. I loved the nasty way he talked about me. “You’ve got the body of an eighteen year old but you’ve graduated college, haven’t you?”

“I… I have, sir…” I moaned. Between his fingers playing with my pussy and the men drinking my milk and pleasuring my nipples, I was just having trouble staying conscious, let alone giving cogent answers to questions posed to me!

“Would you like to come work for me as my private secretary?” he asked with a grin. “I can double whatever Crowne is paying you.”

I giggled.

“I like being a hucow, sir, but I appreciate the offer.”

“Well, think about it, in case you ever want to limit the number of dicks you’re taking,” he remarked with a smirk. He flicked my clit skillfully and I shrieked—the agony of his fingers directly on my clitoris drove me crazy, and it was almost too much.

Almost. Instead, I started to shake and suddenly, my pussy was gushing, spurting fluid all over the barn floor.

“We’ve got a squirter here!” Mr. Derner cried with something like pride in his voice. “You’re an awful good hucow to squirt for us, Jennifer.”

“Thank you, sirs…” I moaned desperately, shaking in their hands as they manhandled me. Mr. Wheeler behind me was still playing with my pussy and now, he was spreading my fluids onto my asshole, and digging his fingers into my rectum.

“Crowne said all their holes are fair game, so… As long as we don’t do any lasting damage.”

“Yes,” I cried, jumping in, almost mooing with delight. “Please, go ahead and use my ass. I don’t mind one bit.”

“You like getting fucked in the ass, huh?” Weiner said, with a wicked grin. I nodded eagerly.

“I didn’t before I came here but I’ve gotten good at it now.”

Behind me, Mr. Wheeler pushed me forward just a bit, and I spread my hips instinctively, giving him better access to my holes. I felt his cock pressing against my ass, now slicked by my pussy juices and squirt. I whimpered as his own fat cock pressed into me, stretching out my well-abused hole, and in moments, he was inside of me, buried to the hilt.

I let out some soft squeals.

“Does that hurt?” Mr. Wheeler growled in my ear.

I tried to tell if he wanted it to hurt me or not. I decided he probably did.

“A bit,” I gasped, mooing like someone in much more pain than she was. “But I can take it!”

I’ll let you in on a little secret.

The anus is very different from your pussy when you’re getting fucked. For my pussy, the whole thing is tight, and the deeper you go, the tighter it gets—and then, also, if you go too deep, that’s when it gets really intense, and can also hurt bad. I’d gotten used to that pain, and I didn’t even really mind when Teddy or another bull pounded his cock against my cervix, bruising the tender flesh and making me feel like I was being gutted, like I was being dominated from the inside out.

But your ass? It’s only really tight at the beginning. Once you loosen up the sphincter and get past that first ring of muscle, it’s almost like a big bag in your guts. The upshot of that is, once you’re nice and relaxed down there, you can take a huge dick really, really fucking hard and it’ll feel pretty nice—getting pounded hard hurts a lot less than it looks if you do it right and if you’ve practiced relaxing your butt.

Of course, if you haven’t, it’ll rip apart and you’ll bleed and scream and cry. I did a bit of that too, but not as much you’d think, because the bulls all have instructions to help the newer girls relax before anal. Once you’ve cum a few times, your asshole is a lot more willing to take a big fat cock and relax for it.

So, that’s all to say that Mr. Wheeler was balls-deep in my tight little ass, only I was actually pretty relaxed and his cock felt wonderful—a pleasant, deep stretch and the delicious knowledge that I was doing something twisted and perverted, letting a man I’d just met drive his cock into my asshole in front of dozens of people—but I knew I needed to act like I was struggling. I reached for the other two men suckling my nipples, whimpering and mooing as they drank my milk, letting Mr. Wheeler pump into my asshole hard.

“Take it, Jennifer, take it for me,” he grunted hungrily, the smell of milk and sex and sweat hanging over us as the men used me. I gasped and squirmed and mooed, enjoying the sensation of having my asshole stretched again, of having a warm cock filling me up and pounding deep into my guts.

Mr. Wheeler didn’t last long, though. He’d barely been fucking me five minutes before I felt his cock stiffen and then swell and burst, flooding my hole with his sticky cum. I mooed in pleasure, my nipples all but gushing milk as my essence squirted out of my swollen tits. I clenched my muscles as best I could around his cock, milking him as the men milked me, all the while pressing my breasts into their hands.

I felt him slide out of my worn asshole finally, and then I felt his cum dribbling down the backs of my thighs. I felt torn apart and used in the best way possible.

But my fun wasn’t over yet.


Chapter 8


A few of the apparatuses we’d used for the bull test were still set up in the barn, and the men led me over to one. They strapped me in and again, I was suspended above the ground, at approximately the height of a grown man’s hips. This meant I was at an easy height to be bred, and the apparatus’s restraints held my thighs apart, making it easy to access my holes.

Meanwhile, the apparatus pitched me forward, so that I was hanging with my tits floating free in front of me, dripping milk. They hung down like real udders in this position and a few other curious onlookers approached me, grasping my tits and starting to pull and tug up and down, milking me as though I were a real cow.

I moaned eagerly, happy to feel this delicious pleasure. I’d really become addicted to being milk and nothing would change that. I loved the feeling of having my swollen nipples tugged, the ache of being full of milk and then the incredible pleasure of release as my breasts emptied themselves for my lovers.

I felt someone—I think Mr. Weiner—step behind me and pound his cock into my pussy. I squealed in pleasure as my sensitive hole was skewered once more. I loved being fucked, loved being bred, and I loved taking the cum of all these men.

Glancing to the right, I saw that Marissa was also in one of the apparatuses, also being bred by investors and reporters. She screamed happily as she came again and again, her pussy and asshole dripping cum as she swung back and forth in the apparatus. I remembered seeing something about a fuck swing in an episode of Sex and the City—the apparatus reminded me most of that, only it was way more intense.

As I mooed and moaned, a reporter (a man, this time) stepped up and slid his cock into my mouth, sealing it shut as I groaned. Now, I was being skewered like a piece of meat, just how I liked, swinging back and forth between the two men as they fucked me. God, but it was so much fun!

They pounded me harder and harder and I found myself closing my eyes, just savoring the pleasure of all the attention I was receiving, aching and gasping onto the cock as it forced its way down my throat. This reporter was actually pretty big—he could have been a bull—and I found my jaws starting to hurt as I fit my mouth around him.

But, you know what they say. No pain, no gain!

I swallowed him happily, vaguely aware of more cameras on me, of more people taking pictures as I got fucked. I didn’t mind, not one bit. I wanted everyone to see what a good whore I was, to see how well I took all the cocks being offered to me.

I wanted this, wanted to swallow them all—I ached and craved their cocks and their cum, and the constant milking of my udders only made the pleasure more intense. I came onto the cock in my pussy, squirting hard, and then I felt another familiar flood of cum invading my pussy and then my mouth as I was filled once more.

Soon, those cocks were replaced by new cocks, and I tasted the tell-tale flavor of other hucows’ juices on their tools, but I didn’t mind one bit. I felt my ass being stretched by fingers, and that actually did kind of hurt, so I moaned in agony and ecstasy onto the shaft plunging into my mouth until it too came, pouring more and more cum directly into my stomach.

The fucking continued for nearly three hours, and I could barely stand when I was finally let out of the apparatus, all of my holes swollen and aching. I collapsed into Teddy’s arms as he kissed me.

“We did it, Jennifer,” he said gently, holding me tight as I sobbed in joy against his powerful chest.


Chapter 9


Considering how demanding the day of the test had been, Dr. Crowne put me on a no-breeding status the next day to let my body and my holes rest and heal. For once, I was actually grateful not to be bred: the soreness wasn’t going away, and I knew I needed a break, even if my body still wanted sex.

I went to see Dr. Crowne for a check up, and for the most part, it was the usual routine: he spread my pussy and ass to examine them, finding no more than the usual signs of aggressive sexual trauma—what you would expect from being gang-banged for hours.

As part of the usual exam, had had me squat over a strip of paper and pee on it. When I did, my cheeks were burning. For some reason, this always made me way more embarrassed than anything else—having to pee in front of Dr. Crowne. He took it away once I was done, and continued the rest of the tests, examining my swollen, sore nipples and milking my breasts, which had swelled enormously in the last day.

I was glad that I had gone to see Dr. Crowne because I was worried I’d come down with food poisoning. For the second morning in a row, I’d been nauseous and vomited. The day before, I’d thought it was just nerves regarding the test—I’d always been a nervous test taker, and sometimes I’d vomit from anxiety before the tests I took in high school and college, but now that the bull test was over and everyone had passed, there was no reason for me to be nervous.

What’s more, the feeling of nausea passed after a few hours in the morning, and then I felt basically fine. It was pretty strange.

“Well, Jennifer, congratulations,” Dr. Crowne said with a big smile, looking at the paper I’d peed on.

“Congratulations? What for?”

He showed me the two blue stripes that had appeared on the paper. Suddenly, I understood—I understood why I’d been sick and why he always had me pee on the strip of paper.

“I’m pregnant?” I gasped.

I guess the breeding really had worked!
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