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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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