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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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