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From Farmhand To Hucow

In a place which could easily be described as the middle of nowhere, flanked on either side by vast fields which seemed to go on forever, a lone bus trundled down the country lane, blowing up dirt and dust under its heavy wheels.

Not many people took this route. The bus did one lap in the morning and another in the evening and still only a handful of people could be expected at each time of day. However today was especially quiet and the bus was only carrying one passenger and she was even rarer than most. She didn’t want to go all the way through, she wanted dropping off at the only stop along the way; Honeypot Farm.

Sat right in the middle of the route, right in the middle of the wilderness, was a quaint, unassuming, farm. Barns, picket fences, a wooden house right in the center, it certainly didn’t look odd from a distance. The only way to truly notice its oddities would be to venture closer and that was where the lone passenger was heading.

The bus came to a stop at the entranceway to that farmland, the huge metal vehicle stopping with a creak as the doors slowly dragged themselves open.

“You sure you’re gonna to be alright here ma’am?” the bus driver asked the young woman as she was just departing, “Farm work ain’t no easy task. You sure a city slicker like you is gonna be up to it?”

She looked back at him, giving him a confident smile, “Don’t worry about me, I was raised in the city but I was born on the land. I know how to handle myself.”

“Then just look after yourself. I wish ya luck,” he said as he closed the doors behind her and took off down the road and off into the distance. With it went her only way out of there until sunset. Even if she wanted to change her mind there was no way to do so. The only thing left to do was wander inwards.

Picking up her bags the pretty, young, blonde began the long trek up the lengthy dirt path and into her new place of work.

Her name was Melody and she was a twenty one year old entering into her final year of university after the summer was over, a summer she was going to spend working in the countryside.

Melody was surprised when she was scouted by Honeypot and asked to come and work for them for a spell. She was only five foot two, she was all curves rather than muscle and she was more a cheerleader type than a farming girl but the money was so good she couldn’t turn them down. Plus she was informed that helping out over the summer would count as extra credit, those were some marks that she could really do with. It was two birds, one stone.

Dressed up in some cowgirl boots, small jean shorts and a front tied checkered shirt, Melody slogged down the path with a cowgirl hat hiding her from the hot rays. Finally she was getting close. The farmhouse was no longer a dot on the horizon, she was just about arriving.

One thing that was surprising her slightly as she was pretty much in the center of the farm was the lack of sounds around her. She imagined a farm would be filled with animal noises, the clucking of chickens, the yapping of dogs and the oinks of pigs but she couldn’t hear anything. It was almost strange.

Melody was so deep in thought that she didn’t even spot that the farmer had came out to meet her.

“Howdy there,” he yelled over to her, snapping her out of her daydreaming.

“Ah! Oh… hello! Sorry about that, I was somewhere else.”

“Nah don’t mention it. You must be Melody, right? I’m Bob, nice to meet ya.”

In her farmland fantasy, Melody had imagined the man running the show would be an old, withered, grey man who had been tending to his crops since the start of time but Bob actually looked a lot younger than that and he also looked kinda… hot.

Bob was a good looking man in his thirties with a very masculine quality about him. He had strong features, a chiseled jaw, a large build, strong muscles and a full head of dark brown hair. His skin was tanned and his face was home to a light stubble, he looked less Old MacDonald and more Hollywood presents farming.

“Nice to meet you too Bob,” she replied to her new boss cheerfully, “I can’t wait to get started here.”

“Now that’s what I like to hear. Gotta like a girl prepared to put the work in. So you ever worked on a farm like this before?”

“I used to visit my grandad’s farm when I was young… but that was a very long time ago.”

“That’s alright, if I needed experience I woulda hired someone else. Well lemme show you what your duties are around here.”

Bob led the way and Melody followed, heading from around the front of that farmhouse to the rear where large, wooden, barns could be found. Finally, as they got closer, Melody heard the sound of animals for the first time since arriving. Softly she could hear the sound of mooing from the distance, the destination seemingly in those barns.

The man of the farm grabbed at the big, wooden, double doors which protected his stock from the elements and dragged them open, letting those muffled moos flow out without reserve.

It was only once Melody looked inside the barn that she realized that all of those sounds she’d been hearing weren’t coming from animals. They were coming from people.

The barn was filled with women!

Melody gasped and stumbled backwards, landing on her behind with a thud as she pointed at the scene in front of her, rows of women locked up in strange devices.

“What the heck is that!?” she screamed, overcome by fear.

“Huh? What, that getting your panties in a twist? Didn’t ya know what kind of farm this was? This right here is a hucow farm.”

“Hu...cow?” Melody repeated, completely confused.

“Ya never heard of hucows? I guess it still ain’t really known in the cities. Well it turned out that while cow milk was nice what the people really like drinking is human milk. Once we figured that out, and figured out how much more cost effective hucows are over regular cows, it was a no brainer to switch over production.”

How could she have never heard about this stuff before? Had she been drinking hucow milk all along?

“So those people… those hucows they are people, aren’t they?”

“Just like you and me. Being a hucow is just a job. Except for some drugs we feed them to up their milk production what they do ain’t too different from anything else. You city folk spend your days in cubicles answering phones, out here we spend it making milk.”

It was the craziest thing Melody had ever heard but the people in the barn certainly looked like normal people. Their breasts were massive and they were all letting out such lewd sounds but all of them looked ordinary enough.

While looking over that barn full of hucows, Melody suddenly developed a scary thought.

“W-wait, that isn’t why I’ve been brought here, is it?”

“To be a hucow? Nah that ain’t it. Already got a lotta hucows, what I need is someone to look after them for me. Sure men are great at the heavy lifting but I like having that feminine touch around, they seem to understand the ladies better than I do.”

Melody took another look into the barn, at all the women getting their giant breasts drained by milking machines as they releasing moaning moo sounds, with looks of pleasure on their faces.

“Like… I need to have a think about this. This is all a little too crazy for me.”

“That’s alright. Come on let’s head back to my house for now. We can have another chat about it and you can get your head straight.”

Bob closed the barn back up and left the women to their work, heading back the way they’d came towards the farmhouse with Melody following slowly behind, her glances looking back over towards where they’d just been.

Hucows? How had she never heard of that before? Could she really work in a weird place like this?


A day on the farm and Melody had managed to get her emotions in check.

Thanks to having a talk with Bob she learnt more about the hucow business and grew more comfortable with the entire situation. Then, when it was starting to get dark outside, she returned to the barn to meet the girls after hours.

When they were working they were hucows, they were moaning, empty headed women who loved getting their giant tits drained. However once their shifts were over they went back to being normal, giggly, gossipy girls. They still seemed a little scatterbrained but they clearly liked working on the farm, they couldn’t stop telling Melody so; how much they liked being hucows. Their eagerness soothed Melody’s worries.

Because the farm was in such an isolated location the hucows all slept on-site, their stalls all equipped with small living spaces for them to relax and sleep in. The same went for the staff with Melody occupying a spare room in the farmhouse.

She still wasn’t completely sure about the job but the only way to make a decision was to give it a proper go.

The next day, nice and early with the sun still rising, Melody began her first day as a farmhand.

Her duties were all about tending to the hucows. She was to make sure they were all fed, comfortable and happy by taking care any of their issues as they arose. With Bob and his staff tending to the other barns and the other jobs around all she had to do was look after the stock within one, around forty hucows in total. How hard could it be?

Melody’s shift started pretty simply. The hucows presented their huge, hanging, tits to her and she simply had to apply the suction cups to their thick nipples and start up the milking machines. It was once the milking was underway that things began to get difficult for her.

One thing Melody hadn’t realized from watching from afar was just how hot and bothered the hucows got by getting their breasts drained. She’d naively thought the mooing moans had simply been due to the stimulation of their nipples being sucked but it turned out the hucows liked to provide their own added stimulation as well.

The air was filled with the hot scent of lustful juices trickling from the gushing pussies of the naked hucows, their mounds steaming with pleasure as they used their own hands and toys to masturbate vigorously. Being milked made those naughty hucows feel very hot and bothered.

Applying those suction cups had been kinda embarrassing for Melody but the way they acted once they’d been applied completely blew that out of the water.

Melody’s face burned as moans echoed her way from all around, along with the wet shlick of fingers stirring up wet, juicy, cunnies. She’d never seen so many bliss absorbed faces in her life, their looks were completely indecent.

She wasn’t a lesbian or anything like that but the sound, the sights, the smells of the hucows were really getting to her. Her legs were shaking and she could even feel a heat building in her loins, her heart pulsing quickly. What was she supposed to be doing here anyway!?

“Please. Please,” Melody heard being moaned from a stall not too far away.

Following the voice she found a cute, chubby, red faced brunette with absolutely massive mammaries jiggling in place, her face twisted in pleasure.

“A-are you talking to me?” Melody asked, embarrassed by the hucow’s slutty expression.

“Yes, please help me. My toy, I dropped my toy. I need it, please, my fingers aren’t enough.”

Spying down between her spread legs Melody spotted the toy she was talking about. It was a big, thick, pink dildo with bumps all over the shaft to provide an added dose of stimulation. It was coated with a thick glisten of juices and was sitting in a messy puddle which made it clear that it had been well used before tumbling down to the floor.

Melody gulped to herself as she fully came to realize her task. She had to go and fetch the toy for her.

“J-just gimme a second, I’ll get it for you!”

Luckily each stall had a side entry point which meant that Melody didn’t have to scale over the fencing like a climbing frame and could instead slip in and behind the lustful hucow. However entering the den only made the scent of feminine need in the air grow more potent. She practically felt choked on its intensity.

Her cheeks were on fire and that tingling between her thighs was only getting stronger as she hovered behind the wobbling rear of the moaning hucow and close to her dripping snatch. Grabbing the toy from below meant venturing even closer to the forbidden fruit.

The air felt completely contaminated as Melody leant downwards and hooked her fingers around the thick toy which was still wet with satisfaction. Just touching the thing, lifting it, felt perverse. Melody’s mind felt dirtied by smut.

“Have you got it yet!?” the hucow asked with a trembling groan, her need overflowing.

Snapping out of her daze, Melody squeaked, “Ah! Yes! I have it right here!”

“Then please, put it in me!”

“W-w-w-what?”

“I’m so horny, so horny! Please, fuck me with it!”

If her cheeks had been on fire earlier then the blaze had spread to her entire face upon hearing such a perverted request. Never before had Melody experienced such feelings of embarrassment.

“Y-you want me to use this… on you… right there?” she whimpered softly, almost finding it hard to process it.

“Hurry, I need it soo bad!”

When she was told a feminine touch was needed to help the hucows this really wasn’t what she imagined but she didn’t really seem to have much of a choice. Even if it was just for the one day she had to do this.

With trembling hands, Melody pressed the head of that pink, bumpy, sex toy into the dripping pussy of the horny hucow and slowly sunk it inside.

A loud, squealing, blissful, mooing moan came from up front as the hucow who was filled released a sound of satisfaction. It was a sound bold enough to rock through Melody and to will her on to provide more.

Gripping onto the very end of the toy, Melody began to work it in and out of that sloppy slit, pushing it forwards before dragging it back and repeating the process again, thrusting the dildo deep into her loins to provide doses of pleasure to the plump hucow. It made her moan more and forced her twat to leak, those pussy juices gushing out and staining all over Melody’s hands and fingers, coating her in that female lust. It was making the scent in the air even stronger, Melody’s nose unable to stop itself from breathing it in.

“So this is enough, right?” Melody asked hopefully, her body feeling strange from partaking in such a sexual act with another woman who seemed to be enjoying it so.

“Noo! Not just yet! Moore please! Just a bit moore!”

Melody wanted to escape quickly so she began to work her arm quickly, really stirring up that leaking hole. It worked like a treat as the hucow began to howl in pleasure. Then the eruption began.

Being driven over the edge, the hucow began to cum. She began to spray out a hot, juicy, orgasm which released everywhere in a bold and messy display which included around the toy and up onto Melody.

The farmhand in training squeaked as her face was splashed with hot, sticky, juices which carried such a powerfully sexual fragrance with them. The raw scent was suddenly bathed all over her.

“Moo, soo good,” the hucow groaned as Melody stumbled back, leaving the toy buried inside that pleasured passage, too busy trying to wipe the wetness from her face.

As Melody escaped from the booth and tried to remove the caked on satisfaction from her features she felt herself growing dizzy from the direct exposure to that unbearably hot smell. Her heart was pounding, her pussy was boiling and her legs were trembling; it was hard to walk in a straight line.

Swaying from side to side, a panting Melody wobbled through the barn before tripping to the side, her swinging arm inadvertently knocking one of those milking suction cups out of place.

The hucow who suddenly got her teat roughly freed, a big, mature, curvy redhead, squeaked suddenly from the sensation as her milk was left gushing down to the floor.

“Hey ya’ll right down there lil lady?” the hucow asked as Melody was slow to drag herself up from the floor.

Melody felt weak, she felt dizzy and suddenly there was a new scent which was stimulating her senses and it was one even more intoxicating than the hot aroma of female lust. What it was was the smell of fresh milk, straight from the tap.

Her eyes trailed up from that growing puddle of whiteness which released the overpowering scent to the huge breast which was leaking that liquid treasure. A dominating thought was radiating from her mind, she had to taste.

Overcome with lust, Melody lunged forward and wrapped her lips around the exposed teat, drinking that fresh milk straight from the source.

The hucow squealed in joy as the soft lips of the horny young girl squeezed around her nipple and coaxed more and more of her milk to gush out. Hucows were already modified so that they released huge quantities from their breasts, actively trying to suck out more would stuff anybody, Melody included.

She felt blissful joy having her lips locked to that human udder, the milk splashing over her tastebuds and down her throat. It tasted better than anything else she’d ever drank. It was making her pussy bubble and her head spin.

Lustful sensations were growing stronger the more she guzzled down. One of her hands wandered to her pussy where it began to rub and toy, Melody masturbating as the addictive milk flowed down her throat.

Her mind felt hazy, weak, vulnerable as she indulged in the delicious liquid. She couldn’t believe how good it tasted, she couldn’t believe how amazing hucows were. It almost made her feel jealous.

The redhead hucow managed to reach one of her hands down and hooked her fingers into Melody’s hair, dragging her lips away from her doughy chest.

“Noo, stop it,” the hucow groaned, “If you drink too much you’ll become just like us.”

Melody didn’t care about the warning, she wasn’t yet satisfied. She wanted to be satisfied.

She shook her head from side to side to wrestle off the hold and sealed her lips back into the exposed breast, making the hucow moan in joy from that incredible feeling of being nursed by such eager, hungry, lips. Melody wasn’t going to stop until she was finished.

As she drunk down that heavenly cream and rubbed her pussy with her own fingers she could feel a heat building up inside her loins. It was an orgasm coming to the surface; the fresh hucow milk was coaxing her into climaxing.

With her stomach filled she was unable to contain herself any longer. Riding her own hand down to the knuckles the floodgates gave way and Melody’s entire body tensed, her messy orgasm gushing out. Never before had she experienced such bliss.

The way she squealed from cumming her brains out meant her lips had unsealed from that heavy teat, Melody falling back into the barn floor in a quivering mess, her shorts stained in her pleasure as droplets of milk came splashing down to coat her skin. In her dizzy mind that was the best thing ever.

Lying vulnerably her tired eyes wandered around the barn at all those beautiful hucows who were getting their tits drained, all of that white nectar being sucked away. It felt like such a waste giving it to some machine when she had a pair of lips which could drink it all down instead.

Melody couldn’t help herself. With the taste still fresh in her mouth her mind craved for more. There were so many hucows under her watch, she wouldn’t stop until she’d tasted them all.


By the time midday came around, Melody was already full. There was no need for her to stop and take a lunch break, she’d spent all morning feeding herself. Her stomach felt swollen from the huge quantities of milk she had devoured and more of the white cream was stained to her skin with the rest flooding the ground. The entire barn was one, milky, mess.

While Melody was pretty much out of it, lying in the middle of a puddle, Bob finally came to check up on how his new employee was doing. Seeing her in such a state made him tut and shake his head.

“Now really? I know you girls can get yourself in a bit of a state working these here barns but to end up like that on your first day, why you’re quite the lil pervert ain’t ya?”

Melody weakly lifted her head to look at him. The only one response she could muster was weak groans, all her words locked away elsewhere.

Bob should have been furious at so much milk being wasted but instead he simply strolled through the milklogged floor until he was standing right in front of the messy farmhand. In place he reached down and unbuckled his jeans, exposing his big, fat, cock to her.

All of the hucows moaned and trembled in excitement at the sight of a man’s rod but it was Melody who was in the prime position and she too looked joyous. After all, despite so many orgasms, she still felt horny.

With her shorts long departed, Melody twisted around and laid her head down to the floor and lifted her ass upwards, presenting her hot, needy, dripping, pink pussy to her boss.

That was what he’d been hoping for.

His strong hands gripped a hold of her hips and he bucked his hardness forward and sunk his way deep into her tight mound, penetrating all the way inside of that curvaceous blonde beauty, making her moan in absolute joy.

The sounds which Melody released when he began to thrust were sensational. Squeals of bliss, moans of pleasure, groans of satisfaction and perhaps most importantly of all was that pucker lipped mooing sound which she released without any form of hesitation.

“Good girl,” he growled down at her as she began to release those cow like sounds, “Getting overcome and giving into your desires on the first day? I knew you were a natural born hucow the moment I saw you.”

Most of the girls recruited onto the farm at least took a few days to break down and give into their instincts. The more stubborn ones could take weeks. Melody had taken a morning. That first whiff of a horny, hucow, pussy had been enough to trigger her hidden desires and natural calling. Drinking down the fresh hucow milk was simply the final ingredient her body needed to accept her true nature.

More and more hot, mooing, moans came pouring from her lips as Bob thrust his thick, hard, dick deep into her juicy, velvet, insides. It was the sensation her pussy had been craving and it was making her writhe in ecstasy.

He continued to slam his huge meat into her loins, working his hips like a piston into the pussy of the hucow in training until he couldn’t go on any longer. His giant manhood was throbbing eagerly, there was only one thing which could come next.

“Here it comes Melody. I’m cumming, I’m cumming in your young, hucow, pussy.”

She could barely register his words, what he was calling her. All she could feel was that hot, thick, seed which was gushing into her womb and the way that it triggered her final and most powerful orgasm, her entire body shuddering as a climax that put all the others to shame gushed out in an epic explosion of pleasure.

Once his orgasm finally faded to a halt, once he had finished draining out his hot cum into her depths, he drew his cock back and gave her sensitive hole a much needed break. Melody collapsed completely in a heap.

With all of her energy completely gone, Bob reached down and picked the smaller girl up into his strong, muscular, arm, cradling her like a youngster.

“Well you’ve had quite the first day. Let’s get you back to the house. We’ll start your training properly tomorrow.”

Weakly and absent mindedly she mooed out as he carried her milk covered, seed dripping, body out of the fume filled barn. She had been given her first taste of the pleasures of a hucow. During the rest of her stay she would be experiencing the rest.


From Farmhand To Hucow 2

Melody moaned out as she wrapped her lips around the stiff nipple hanging from above and began to drink down the delicious, warm, milk. It was such a delectable nectar, her body couldn’t get enough of the taste. She could truly spend all day nursing on such heavenly cream.

As she was busy feeding her large, swollen, breasts were kneaded in the hands of farmer Bob, her hard nipples teased by his fingers.

“I think you’re just about ready to burst. Just in time for your first milking,” he said down to her, just before she felt her teats being devoured.

She moaned a muffled groan into the hefty breast she was nursing on as two, hungry, mouths returned the favor to her, sucking on her nipples and drawing out the milk she had stored within.

Her body squirmed in excitement, in need, as she was milked for the first time. It was blissful, it was heavenly, it was enough to make her mind melt away.

Behind her she felt a new sensation, grinding up against her feminine charm. She knew exactly what it was, it was Bob’s throbbing manhood and it was about to sink deep inside of her.

The anticipation caused her to draw her lips back from her feast to moo in excitement, like she was trying to will him on, begging him to continue. She was a horny hucow and she needed to be filled.

His strong hands gripped her hips firmly as he lined her wetness up with his hard shaft and then… thrust…

“Ah!” Melody squeaked as she jumped up in her bed, the morning light just about managing to peek in through the drawn curtains.

She threw her head from side to side to see who else was with her but apart from herself the room was completely empty. Thank heavens for that, it’d just been a dream; a very detailed, sexually charged, hucow filled, dream.

Melody’s face burned up as she went back over the contents in her mind. How embarrassing, how could she dream things like that? How could she…

That was when she remembered the day before.

Squeaking in shame she buried her head down into her pillow, as if trying to hide herself from the world. Did she seriously get so horny and carried away that she started nursing on the hucows? Her head was feeling fuzzy but she could definitely remember that. Whatever happened after, how she managed to get to bed, that was all a bit of a blur.

Her emotions were a bit of a mess but she knew she couldn’t just hide in her room. She at least had to go and see Bob. He couldn’t be happy with her.

She hopped up from bed and quickly threw on an outfit. For some reason her bra felt especially tight and the way it rubbed over her nipples was extra uncomfortable but that was something she’d just have to deal with. She at least had to offer Bob some explanation for her actions the day before.


Surprisingly, to her, Bob wasn’t actually angry at her at all.

“Nah I can’t be mad at you. It’s my fault for not giving you the proper warning about fresh hucow milk,” he explained to his employee in training.

“Warning?” she inquired, the first time she’d heard anything like that.

“Yeah, I didn’t bring it up cos I didn’t wanna freak you out and I didn’t know you’d get so curious you wanted to try a taste for yourself but unpasteurized milk is pretty dangerous to a lady like yourself. In its freshest state some could say that the milk is actually pretty addictive. Some girls have been known to turn into hucows themselves by drinking too much of it.”

Melody’s mind couldn’t help but remember that dream she’d been having in the night, the one where she had been drinking, mooing, lactating herself. Was it happening to her too?

“So what can I do to prevent it!?” she squeaked in a panic.

“Well as long as you ain’t been having any weird thoughts or dreams you should be just fine.”

“Actually… about that…”

He sighed and shook his head, “Sorry love I didn’t know it was that bad. Guess you really did a number on yourself. It’s alright, the effects aren’t permanent or nothing. All you gotta do is stop drinking the stuff and you’ll be a-okay.”

“It’s that simple?”

“That simple. Just keep yourself away from those hucows and you should be just fine. Now you can just wait right in here until sunset when we can send you off home. I’ll be back later once I’ve tended to the girls. Help yourself to whatever you need why you’re here.”

Bob departed to take care of his duties, leaving Melody alone in the farmhouse. She was just glad that it was a simple fix. She didn’t want to become a hucow addict, fantasizing about having her own huge, swollen, breasts that gushed out gallons of hot, creamy…

She squealed and shook her head from side to side sharply as she tried not to think about any of the hucow based fantasies which her mind kept latching onto. She needed to forget all about those hucows and instead get a bite to eat, she was starving. Maybe he had some hucow milk in the fridge.

Again she released a squeaky noise as her train of thought went into dangerous territory once more. This was going to be harder than she’d imagined.


Melody had raided the fridge, she had dug through the cupboards and she had scoured the shelves but every time she ate or drunk anything her body simply didn’t want to know. It was like everything was making her lose her appetite.

Hours had gone by and Melody was starving. Her stomach was growling for substance but nothing looked appetizing. Her body was craving one thing and one thing only and that was delicious hucow milk.

She tried to battle the thoughts but it was hard, somehow her brain always managed to return to those forbidden fantasies. Even when she turned her brain off she found her hands absent mindedly rubbing at her own nipples; it was a huge issue.

To try and keep both her mind and her body under control, Melody left the confines of the stifling farmhouse to go for a jog, hoping that the fresh air would help to clear her head.

The farm was in the middle of the countryside, there were fields all around, endless room to explore; Melody could run and run for hours if she pleased and never see the same place twice. However naturally, after only a short run, she found herself standing back in the barn where everything had begun.

“How did this happen!?” she whined to herself, suddenly surrounded on all sides by moaning hucows. Even with all the room in the world to transverse her body had still managed to lead her back to the barn.

Melody tried to make a quick escape but the smell of nature which had been perfuming the air was gone, buried until the scent of female lust and the heavy fragrance of something delicious. That milk overflow from the day before had left its smell lingering within.

She may have wanted to escape but her body had other ideas. Instead it drunk in that hucow musk until the mind was also on board.

Her will had quickly crumbled away and her eyes darted until she set her sights on a huge pair of hucow udders which looked packed to the brim with cream. Wasting little time she dragged the milking cups away and allowed all the fresh dairy to trickle out freely. It was a buffet too rich to resist and Melody instead sunk her lips in and decided to indulge.

Finally it was a taste her tongue appreciated, a flavor fit to fill her stomach. Melody’s eyes fluttered in joy as she absent mindedly sunk into milk heaven, suckling down the forbidden fruit.

The strong fragrance which burned her nostrils and that sweet taste which tickled her tastebuds made her pussy bubble up in heat and her nipples throb intensely. She hated the way her stupid bra restricted her swollen breasts and her sensitive nubs and she was quick to remove it so she could rub and play with her nipples directly.

Melody’s entire world became a blur as she suckled like an oversized child and stimulated her nipples as her breasts slowly swelled up under her fingers. The growth was slight, slow, hard to notice but it was there. The more Melody drunk the bigger her tits would become and with so much milk around there was no way she would be able to stop herself.

As the flow slowed slightly from the teat she was nursing she popped her lips free with a slurp and looked around for another breast to latch onto, the task an easy one with so many hucows around. Finding more milk wasn’t an issue, her masturbation situation was.

There were too many places she wanted to rub at once. Her nipples were hard and swollen yet her pussy demanded attention. Why wasn’t there a way she could satisfy them all together!?

Then her eyes latched onto a pair of suctions cups hanging unoccupied in the air.

A Melody following logic, one looking out for her best will, wouldn’t have taken those cups and applied them to her own breasts but a milk drunk had no such issue. Despite having no cream to give she slipped the plastic rings onto her soft chest and allowed the sucking to stimulate her needs.

With her moans muffled, Melody picked up the milking pace as her hands dipped down below and set on her sensitive pussy. She rode on her fingers with one hand and teased her firm clit with the other, driving her lustful body wild.

The combination of the suction, the feast and the fingers was too much for Melody to handle. The trio of sensations made her tense from the core as she arched her back and began to cum with a messy squirt which seemed to spray across the length of the room.

She was being dosed with stimulation that bathed her whole body in blissful ecstasy. In a way it was no surprise that her world completely whited out, Melody overcome with pleasure.

When she finally became aware of herself she was awaking at the start of yet another late morning.

“Hmm, what happened?” she groaned to herself, sitting up in her bed with a ray of light splashing over her face, “I had some crazy dream I was…”

Her heart sunk when she saw the clock, the time and the date. How could it be tomorrow already, how could it be that time and how the heck could she still be on the farm? Wasn’t she supposed to be leaving on the evening bus? What had happened…

Melody saw past the hucow filled dream she’d had, for the second night in a row, and got flashbacks of allowing herself to enter the milking barn again. Oh no.

Again she jumped out of bed. Again she struggled to get her bra on as it seemed to be getting smaller and smaller. Again she went whining to Bob for help before she transformed herself completely into a hucow.

“It ain’t hard love,” he told her again, “You just need a bit of self restraint. Stay away from those barns and those hucows. As long as you don’t go near them there is nothing to worry about. You’ll be on the bus home and you’ll be right as rain. Just look after yourself.”

Maybe she just needed to get it out of her system? One day of relapse was nothing serious, just a one off. Today she would behave herself and not get caught in that hucow trap.

That sexy, busty, milky, delicious, tasty, hucow tr… no!

Today would be different from yesterday. Today Melody would resist. How hard could it really be?


It was the start of a brand new day, it was the start of the next page of Melody’s battle again the addictions of hucow milk. How many pages was that now? Well it had been over a week. Her self restraint had not covered itself in glory.

Every day was exactly the same. Melody awoke from a sexy hucow filled dream, one where she had giant breasts that were being milked just like the girls she’d seen in the flesh, and she would steel herself in determination not to end up in the barn again.

Naturally she would find herself weak willed and would end up in the barn due to whatever excuse and reason and would quickly end up masturbating while nursing on hucow milk before everything turned into a blur. Then she would wake up in bed and start the whole process again.

However today wasn’t just another day of Melody’s fall from grace, it was a special day.

She didn’t act surprised that it had all happened again, she simply dragged her heavy body up from her bed and headed out of the room. The day before she’d given up on wearing a bra, the stupid thing had shrunk to much she wasn’t even close to being able to fit it on. However today was the first time she’d given up on wearing clothes at all.

“Morning Melody, how are… you…” Bob said as the naked girl marched past him.

This was also the first time that Melody had completely ignored the farm owner. Usually she whined to him about her issue but today she simply passed him by and rushed out the door.

Melody was completely focused. There was only one thing on her mind as she approached a full fortnight of farm life; delicious hucow milk.

She went straight into the barn and got down onto her knees at the first hucow she reached, dragging away the milking equipment so she could drain those udders herself. After days of struggle this was the day she stopped fighting and simply gave in to her instincts; Melody had fallen.

Happily she drunk the addictive cream straight from the teat, wiggling her rear about like she was wagging a big, invisible, tail. It was this sight which Bob saw as he came wandering into the barn after her.

“I thought you’d be in here,” he said as he strolled over to his pet project, “Not even wearing clothes today? Not even saying hello? I think it might be time to officially give you a job change.”

He lowered himself down next to her and wrapped his arms around her body, allowing his hands to slip below to her breasts. She’d had a nice, perky, bust on her arrival but after days of milk guzzling they’d swollen into palm filling titties.

As he squeezed his grip down her swollen breasts sunk around his fingers, causing her to shudder and mooan out in bliss. Her tits had gotten so sensitive, getting them touched felt amazing.

She trembled and couldn’t stay still as he kneaded her heavy jugs and tugged at her nipples with his fingertips. Her chest felt so hot, it was hard to think straight, or any straighter than she was thinking at the time.

Bob drew his hands back from his groping to guide her chin and lips away from the teat she was suckling, droplets of white leaking free.

“I know you like your milk,” he told her, still using a hand to tease her chest, “but I bet there is something else that your body wants right now. I know you can feel it, I know your body is craving it.”

He was right, there was a voice screaming from the back of her head. Milk. Milk me.

“Please,” she groaned up at him, “my breasts are so sensitive. Please milk me too.”

“You want me to milk you? You want to be a hucow just like them?”

As he uttered that sentence, her heart began to speed up. It was beating so hard it felt like it was gonna punch its way straight through her chest.

Melody remembered all those dreams she’d been having. Every night she dreamt of being hooked up onto milking machines, mooing her mind away as the milk came gushing out of her titties. Even once she’d awoken her daydreams were of the same thing and the more time which passed the more consumed she became by those fantasies.

With her mind and body both reacting to his words she was unable to deny it, she wanted to be a hucow.

“Yes!” she gasped out in joy, her dreams finally being realized.

“That’s not the answer I was looking for Melody. That’s the answer a human would give. What answer would a hucow give?”

She didn’t find that question difficult either. The answer was right on the tip of her tongue.

“Moo!”

He smirked and ruffled her hair as she groaned the correct response.

“Atta girl, ‘bout time you made your mind up. Now it’s time to pay me back for all that milk you wasted.”

Bob dragged over the two objects he’d brought with him to the barn, foreseeing where all this was going to lead. It was a small, wooden, milking stool and a metal bucket.

He took his seat on the stool and grabbed a hold of the curvy blonde hucow apprentice, pulling her body up tight, pinning her to his body and his crotch.

Like the slutty girl she had became, Melody moaned and grinded herself onto his lap, covering his jean covered bulge with her wet pussy juices. She was so horny, she wanted to be milked but that wasn’t everything she wanted. She also wanted to be fucked by Bob’s big, hard, dick.

The farmer unzipped his fly and fished out his hard, erect, manhood, the slab of meat swinging up to spank between Melody’s spread thighs, right to her puffy mound.

With her prize in the open, Melody pushed her hips up slightly and sunk back down, devouring his cock into her wet pussy.

A squeal erupted from her lips as his shaft penetrated deep into her body, the sound eclipsing all the other hucows in the barn. Fat farmer dick was the best, it made Melody’s brain feel like jelly.

However the reason Bob had took command of his hucow hadn’t just been to fuck her, he had other things to attend to. Lining the bucket up below he set his hands upon her tits and got to work.

Her breast size had rise exponentially since arriving. The growth had started small but the more she drunk the bigger they got and now he was toying with DD cup tits. Compared to the others cows they were small but compared to how she had arrived they were huge and devilishly sensitive.

His palms worked on kneading the soft flesh of her heavy jugs while his fingertips concentrated on the nipples, pinching and tugging them, rubbing them firmly as she felt something bubbling within, a new sensation she’d never experienced before. The more that Bob worked the stronger those feelings became until she couldn’t contain them any longer. Throwing her head back and mooing she let it all out.

Milk, it was milk of her own. Melody was lactating.

The milk she had been nursing down hadn’t just been transforming her mind and increasing her breast size, it had also been preparing her for this. It had coaxed her body into producing milk of her own and now Bob was coaxing that same cream out of her.

White drops of milk leaked from her pale skin and splashed down into the bucket below, the first droplets clattering into the metal. It was music to Melody’s ears and the sensation was heavenly.

“M-milk!” she groaned out, “I’m making milk? I’m really making milk!?”

“No tricks Melody, that’s your milk. See what did I tell ya? You were destined to be a hucow all along.”

The dreams, the fantasies, the unbearable desires all made sense. This was what she was born to do, Melody was born to be a hucow. This was her purpose.

At first the flow was slow but the more Bob stimulated her chest, and the more he pleasured her down within her loins, the stronger the surge became until the drips became a trickle. It was still far behind the other hucows but it was a start.

Melody was already feeling blissful as her milk was forced out but it only got better for her when Bob leaned over and wrapped his lips around one of her soft udders. The sound which left her lips as a result was one of true ecstasy.

He sucked with a strong suction, licked with his thick tongue and nipped at her sensitive nipple, coaxing out more of her white juices which he promptly drunk up. All of her desires were coming true at once.

With her nipples being provided with stimulation like she’d never felt before and had only dreamt of, and with Bob rolling and thrusting his hips up into her needy pussy, her body’s natural excitement levels were quickly starting to build.

Every squeeze of her exposed teat, every trickle of white which leaked out, made her shudder.

The adoring sensation of his suckling lips drinking down her fresh milk, it made her squeal.

That feeling of hard, thick, masculine cock pounding her sloppy, hucow, twat, it was taking her over.

With Melody feeling the heights of pleasure on so many levels she succumbed to her emotions and surrendered to the more incredible orgasm of her life.

Her pussy juices went squirting across the room in a very visual display of her erupting satisfaction while the flow from her nipples increased. The milk just gushed from her swollen teats, her hucow cream spraying out into the bucket and into Bob’s suckling mouth.

White nectar poured out and filled the base of the bucket while Bob took care of all he was fed, doing his best not to waste a drop as Melody released all that she could at the very heights of pleasure.

Melody’s orgasm made her body tighten up, it made her muscles tense and that extra dose of feeling squeezing around Bob’s length meant that he too couldn’t contain himself any longer.

He dug his fingers into her tight as he buried her hips down to his lap and began to cum himself, spraying all of his hot, virile, male seed directly into her womb, flooding it to the brim.

Bob and Melody remained tensed in place as they released all that they had pent up inside, both feeding the other in one way or another.

The sudden rush flowed to an end as they both fell down from their orgasmic highs and into a warm afterglow, only the last dregs escaping from their bodies.

Bob released his lip seal on her chest with a wet, sloppy, pop, white stained trails of saliva hanging from his mouth to her bosom.

“Hmm, not bad,” he commented, licking his lips clean, “Pretty good for a first go. You’ve got the potential to be the best hucow on my farm.”

His words made her feel euphoric. Even with her insides bathed in such powerful sensitivity she couldn’t help herself from squirming around in glee on her lap.

“Moo,” was the only response she gave as she looked up at him adoringly, ready to accept her place as a hucow.

He slid his manhood from her pussy, trickles of jizz flowing free as he guided her up onto her shaky feet so that he could rise too, wrapping an arm around her hips to stop her from tumbling back down.

“Luckily for you I already have a place in one of my barns ready for an extra hucow. I think you’ll like it very much.”

She giggled as she hugged her curvy body tightly into his side and stayed skin tight as he picked up the sloshing bucket and led her off to her new home.

Melody had accepted her place as a hucow, her mind had decided to just go with the pleasure and allow her fantasies to take over. The rest of her summer would be spent being milked and transformed into a perfect hucow just like the rest of the girls.

Her mind may have been on board but a lot of work was still needed until she could call herself a true hucow.
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“Moo, milk me more, milk me more!”

Another moan slipped from Melody’s lips as a second mouth came in close and wrapped around her exposed nipple. Both of them were now surrounded and suckled by the greedy lips, her fresh milk being drained away.

Melody’s body fluttered as the feeling of euphoria washed over her. She could feel the main event surging, she was about to release all of her lust.

With her limits surpassed she threw her head back and squealed out a blissful groan that shuddered the entire barn…

“Ah!” Melody squeaked as she bounced up in her bed, stirred awake once again by a very vulgar and vivid dream.

It was the same thing every morning. The actions of her dream self served as an alarm clock that brought her back to the world of the living. The only difference between her early days on the farm and the ones she now existed in was that now her dreams carried over to reality.

Melody lifted her head up from her pillow and looked around the new room she was calling home. She was no longer sleeping in the farmhouse, she now had her own pen in one of the barns.

The place was kinda small but it was actually surprisingly cosy. The barns were well insulated which kept them nice and warm and the beds were very soft and comfortable. Every night’s rest for Melody was a pleasant one, it was just waking which caused discomfort and that had nothing to do with the furniture. Every day Melody awoke her nipples were sore and her chest was swollen, filled to the brim with milk which was begging to be released.

It had been a couple of weeks since Melody had taken the plunge and became a proper hucow and in that time both her breast size and milk production levels had increased dramatically; her DD cup bust seemed like a distant memory. Thanks to meals of hucow milk and special feed, her chest had managed to reach a H cup.

With her tits aching for attention, Melody dragged her heavy body up from her bed. While her tits were the main source of her extra weight they weren’t the only culprit. A diet rich on milk and a lifestyle devoid of exercise was starting to make her whole body plump and soft.

She would have been ashamed to have such a figure back in college but on the farm she carried it like a badge of honor.

Melody made the short trip from her sleeping quarters to the milking station, that spot which looked out over all her hucow neighbors. She wasn’t the only one who’d reacted to her body's natural alarm clock, all the other hucows were stirring as well.

“Mornin’!” the cheery, tan skinned, strawberry blonde haired, girl across from her said to Melody with a wave.

That particular hucow was called Faith and she had a similar backstory to Melody. She’d been recruited for some work experience as a farmhand but ended up getting hooked on hucow milk and eventually transferred into a big breasted, submissive, milk producing human cow.

A girl with more common sense left in her noggin may have found such matching circumstances to be suspicious but an empty headed Melody was just pleased to find another hucow her age.

“Morning Faith!” Melody replied happily, leaning her upper half onto the side of her pen so that those huge udders hung down freely.

“You’re tits are starting to get huge! You’re starting to catch up to me!”

“I could only dream of being as big as you!”

“Pff I think you should aim a little bigger than me. With how fast you’re growing you could end up as big as Eileen!”

Eileen was a hucow right down on the other side of the bar and her breasts were a thing of legend to her peers. Some claimed she had the biggest tits on the entire farm and seeing how udderly huge they were it wasn’t hard to see why. There were rumors that she was officially a Z cup.

“Like get real. If I get as big as Regina I’ll be ecstatic!”

For hucows like them they breast size was a big deal. Even Melody, who was the smallest on the farm, still had a bust which would eclipse the vast majority of people. In the real world giant tits would simply get in the way but on the farm bigger udders meant producing more milk; they meant being more useful.

As the hucow pair were busy gossiping they heard the sound of the barn’s door being dragged open and it made them wiggle around in excitement. Finally the farmer had arrived.

Often it was one of the male farmhands who came to tend to them but today it was Bob himself who was doing their particular rounds.

“Mornin’ ladies,” he said as he strolled inside, Melody and Faith being the hucows closest to the entrance.

“Good morning Bob!” Melody giggled happily.

“Mornin’ farmer Bob!” Faith said as well.

With Bob now on the scene all the hucows who had been slacking behind slightly quickly got into their positions, pressed up into the side of their pens with their giant udders hanging down, ready for milking. However it was Melody and Faith who were first in line to be hooked up and out of the two it was Faith who was first up.

The strawberry blonde hucow moaned happily when Bob approached and squeezed her soft tits in his strong, masculine, hands. His touches got her nipples nice and erect, perfect for milking.

He grabbed a hold of the milking pumps and sealed the plastic cups around her swollen teats, the rings sinking down into the doughy softness of her heavy jugs, making sure they were nice and secure. Once fitted in place properly he flicked on the machine and began the draining.

Faith released a loud, moaning, moo sound that filled all the other hucows with jealousy and expectation. Within moments Faith’s face was a picture of ecstasy as her milk began to flow, being sucked out by the strong suction of the milking machine.

Melody’s legs trembled, her knees knocked together, as Bob turned around and made his way to her. It was her turn next and that filled her up with joy.

A squeak popped from her lips as she too got to feel the sensation of those large, macho, hands sinking into her soft tits, his fingers coaxing her nipples to their full stiffness.

“So Melody, you enjoyin’ being a hucow?” he asked her as he began to secure her breasts into the plastic cups.

She nodded her head sharply and moaned, “So much! I love being a hucow!”

“That’s good and I got even better news for you. Seeing as you’re especially fertile today I’ve penciled you in for a breedin’ session.”

Her little face lit up in glee at the news. It was something she’d heard about but was yet to experience for herself. On the farm, to help increase the milk production levels, each hucow was bred once a month when they were at their most fertile. It was now Melody’s turn.

She looked up at Bob with a dreamy expression as he delivered the information, well aware that she could soon join all the other swollen, knocked up, hucows on the farm in pregnancy.

“Thank you Bob! I won’t let you down!” she squeaked cheerfully, wiggling around in excitement as Bob fitted the second milking cup to her heavy udders.

“I’ll come and get you later when we’re all set up. Until then let’s get you to work.”

He flicked the switch on the milking machine and started up the strong suction that attacked those nipples with a flurry of strong sensations, sensations which coaxed moans from Melody’s lips and aimed to coax something else from her chest.

With such a strong sucking motion engulfing her teats it didn’t take long for droplets of milk to start leaking out from her engrossed nipples, those starting drips soon transforming into a solid flow.

Bob left her alone to hook up the others as her face also morphed into a picture of pleasure. Her pussy gushed and her body trembled as lust raced through her veins, her fingers pushing down to rub and tenderize that needy, dripping, slit.

Melody lost herself into her own lustful world of pleasure as she masturbated eagerly and felt her tits being drained. Fantasies of breeding consumed her mind; she couldn’t wait for Bob to return for her. She wanted to be knocked up.


The rest of the morning was spent being milked. Melody was left groaning, leaking and rubbing herself all the way up to midday when the farmers came and put those milking machines on a temporary pause so they could feed the hucows some healthy, cream mixed meals, full of the vitamins they needed to stay busty and productive.

Just like any other hucow, Melody happily guzzled down her delicious lunch and felt her tastebuds being sated by the intoxicating flavor of fresh dairy. However unlike the other hucows, when she was finished, she wasn’t put back to milking. Instead Melody was freed from her confines and taken from her stall out into the open.

It’d been quite some time since Melody had wandered around the farm under the hot, sunny, rays. Her tanned skin had turned back to a peachy paleness during her stay inside and it was back inside she was going as she was transferred from her home to a barn she hadn’t been in before.

From the outside the barn looked just like all the others but inside it didn’t have any pens for hucows to live in. The thing which occupied the center of the barn was a harness and around that centerpiece was a collection of strong, muscular, farmhands.

“Welcome Melody,” Bob said as the plush hucow in training was led inside, “First time you’ve been in the breedin’ barn, ain’t it?”

She nodded as she looked around. The place was pretty empty compared to the other barns, just a few harnesses dangling down from above.

“It sure is Bob! So then this is where you’re going to breed me!?”

“Now now, it ain’t just me who is gonna do the breedin’. All my male recruits here are young, strong and virile. I’m sure at least one of us will be able to knock you up.”

Melody moaned softly as her cheeks blushed. From what she’d seen about half of the hucows on the farm seemed to be pregnant and with so many fertile farmhands around it was easy to see why.

Filled with both excitement and nerves, Melody skipped closer slowly, her curves jiggling as she moved.

“So… what do I need to do?”

“You just let us take care of it for you. As long as you’re a good girl you’re already doin’ everything you need to.”

The strong hands of the men, who didn’t seem that much older than her, took a hold of her meaty body and guided her into position and that was lying down across that suspended harness.

Her body’s natural softness sunk down into the strong, leather, straps which made a hammock style bed for her to lounge across, her huge tits dangling down through a convenient opening below.

Both her arms and legs were guided and strapped into place to keep her nice and secure while something similar was placed around her neck. There was no way she was getting free and no way she was accidentally falling off unless everything snapped around her.

“Are you sure this is safe?” she squeaked at them softly, “It’s not gonna break and drop me, is it?”

“No need to worry Melody. These things are built to support bigger and heavier hucows than you. Don’t worry your silly lil head about anything and just think about how good we’re making you feel.”

The way that her legs were trapped exposed her juicy, dripping, puffy pussy to the men and Bob took the opportunity to attack, rubbing his fingers along the length of that dripping slit. Getting her horny pussy rubbed instantly made Melody forget all of her worries.

A loud, slutty, moo erupted from her lips as her toes curled and her eyelids fluttered. She was a hucow and they were the farmers, naturally she didn’t need to worry about a thing.

“Okay Bob sir!” she moaned back at him, sinking into submission.

From all around she caught the sight of the toned farmhands unbuckling their belts and pulling down their jeans to expose their rock hard, erect, cocks. The sight of those young dicks made her gasp, they were all so hung!

Behind her Bob unleashed his large shaft and pressed it against the entrance to her dripping, wet, fertile cavern.

“Well I think I’ll go first, bit of payback for raisin’ you into the hucow you are today,” he said to his former apprentice, “Now let’s go put a calf in your belly.”

His hands grabbed the straps which secured her legs, using them as purchase as he thrust his hard manhood inside, burying deep into the lustful, blonde, hucow.

Melody’s moans squealed free from her puffy lips as that girthy rod sunk to the depths of her juicy, sensitive, insides, stirring up the mother inside of her, priming her body for breeding.

Like the slutty hucow she was Melody mooed without restraint, eagerly accepting that fat dick into her meaty pussy as Bob thrust himself firmly, slapping his toned, muscular, stomach against just plump, doughy, ass. The slap of skin on skin left her backside stinging but the small wince of pain was already engulfed into a sea of overbearing pleasure, the sensations coaxing milk to gush from her hanging udders.

“Hey she’s starting to leak, don’t let that go to waste,” one of the farmhands said as he crouched down under her body and wrapped his lips around a nipple, giving the milk a warm place to gush into.

The first mouth encouraged a second and suddenly Melody was having both of her tits nursed on as her horny pussy was slammed from behind.

Her moos got louder and her milk flow got faster as the pampering treatment washed over her blissfully. She was in hucow heaven, getting fucked and drained at the same time. She didn’t know how it could possibly get any better.

As she was lost in her fantasy a shadow cast across her features and her nostrils sensed the presence of a man, a powerful musk engulfing her sense of smell.

“Horny hucows like you are just too hot to resist. Here, suck on this. See what drinking milk tastes like for a change.”

The extra farmhand pushed in from the front and pressed his black cock into her lips, filling her trapped head with erect dick.

This was Melody’s first time tasting dick, even in her college days she’d always resisted the pleas of her partners to give them blowjobs, and the sensation completely blew her away. She didn’t think she’d ever find anything in the world which could compare to the taste of fresh hucow milk but the flavor of a raw dick thrusting into her lips was one which turned her mind to putty.

Melody was getting attacked from all sides. There seemed be a cock grinding into her, or a pair of lips suckling her, from every angle; it was driving her body towards climax.

Her form trembled in excitement as her tight muscles squeezed on the hard dicks which were pounding into her wet holes. In contrast to her tightening those cocks were throbbing.

“Hmm, now that feels nice. Oh I’m almost there,” Bob growled from behind, “I’m about ready to cum.”

“You ain’t the only one,” the man up front grunted, “I’m about to bust right down her throat.”

Everything was leading towards one, big, messy climax and almost as one those orgasms arrived together.

Bob thrusted into Melody’s pussy one final time and sealed in deep, unloading his seed straight into her fertile womb while the big, black, dick up front did the same into her mouth, spraying hot jizz directly into her throat.

The sensation of thick male cream pouring into her body threw Melody over the limit and caused her pussy juices to erupt out in a messy display. Her milk flow did the same, a sudden rush exploding from those stiff nipples, flooding the hungry suckling mouths with delicious white hucow cream.

All of their bodies rode through the pleasure for as long as they could and by the time the men were finished Melody’s body felt heavy with jizz, her stomach sullied and her womb filled.

“Hot dang, nothin’ feels better that the soft pussy of a horny hucow,” Bob commented as he drew his hips back, freeing his hard shaft from her soaked loins.

Her mouth was also freed from dick sucking service and she allowed to breath the excuse for fresh air which populated the musk filled barn.

Panting heavily, the red cheeked Melody moaned back to Bob, “That felt amazing! Being bred is the best!”

The men around snickered as her breasts were eased upon and Bob gave her meaty backside a soft smack that made that juicy mass jiggle.

“You make it sound like it’s over. I’m sure you won’t be gettin’ any rest until everyone has put some kids of their own in your belly.”

As if to prove their point the hung, hard, farmhands rubbed and slapped their erect dicks against her sides, slapping those firm lengths against her plush curves.

She gasped beneath her breath, there were so many of them. Throwing her eyes around she counted at least a half dozen more dicks, six more breeding rods to stir up her needy pussy. It was utterly delightful.

Before she even got a chance to rest the next man took his place and sunk his rock hard cock deep into her juicy loins, milking out another of her sultry moans. It was finally dawning on Melody how much work this breeding session truly involved. She wouldn’t be getting back to her pen for quite some time.


How long had it been? Melody had no idea. There was no way for her to keep track of the time. She could barely keep count of how many times she’d been creampied by those farmhand studs, nevermind for how long they’d been filling her. She just knew it’d been for a long, long, time.

Seemingly the entire afternoon passed with those hung, muscular, men ravishing her juicy body.

Sweat dripped down her skin and moans erupted from her lips, milk gushing from her engrossed nipples as she remained in euphoria. How many times had she came? A pointless question, numbers meant nothing to her mushy brain, only pleasure.

Hard dicks of different shapes and sizes used her pussy and even toyed with her other holes when they simply lusted for more and didn’t have breeding as a priority. Still each of them made sure to cum inside her womb, then again and again and once more after that. Bob had said that it wouldn’t be over until each had had a turn, he didn’t warn her that they could possibly want more than that.

With a fresh hucow losing her breeding virginity, the farmhands wanted to go all day long.

Her pussy was stirred up with long, black, dicks. It was stuffed with fat, white, cock. Her ass was spanked, her tits were drained and her clit was teased until it felt raw. They weren’t just breeding Melody, they were fucking Melody.

Dried on cum stained over her flesh. The suspended hucow, completely trapped by firm leather, couldn’t do a thing but take what they gave her but that was something she loved.

As the hung men used her body for yet another round the lustful blonde hucow moaned out her slutty mooing groans, her stomach heavy and her face twisted in lust.

While she was one incredibly sexy woman, her curves wide and juicy, her tits huge and soft, her pussy tight and wet, the men who were using her weren’t machines. They’d been savoring her body completely for almost an entire afternoon. They’d came buckets inside of her body and their limits were being tested.

“This hucow is the best,” one of the farmhands grunted, “She’s gonna completely milk me dry.”

“I know, I know. I only have one shot left to give her.”

“Hey let’s all give this slutty beast a fitting send off. Let’s give her a gift to remember her first breeding session.”

Hot cum dripped from her pussy as her womb felt swollen with the huge quantity of jizz which had been pumped inside. She wouldn’t be surprised to find out she was knocked up after such a filling which was why the farmhands left her sensitive loins alone for the final act.

All six of the men gathered around her front and jerked their huge cocks off while looking at the face of the moaning, collared, hucow.

“Hey girl, we wanna blow and if you ask nicely the six of us are gonna cream right over your pretty face.”

She felt weak, tired, exhausted after such a long session but still she had learnt to adore sex almost as much as she adored being milked. Being coated in hot, musky, male jizz sounded like a heavenly experience to Melody.

“Please,” she mooaned up at them, her tongue rolling out, “Please coat me in all of your man milk!”

That was the final ingredient they needed to blow, to fire out their ropes of hot cum all over her features, the six strong group each spraying in unison, marking her features in seed.

Her face looked blissful. Messy, but blissful. Breeding was even better than she’d ever imagined. She wished she could be back to get coated in spunk every single day but sadly that wouldn’t be the case.

Besides after getting her loins used so much her body would probably need to rest for about a month anyway. All a day’s work for a lustful hucow.


It was the start of another day on the farm, just another day. How long had Melody been awaking in this place? It was around half a year now. Six months living the hucow lifestyle.

Melody was only supposed to be on the farm over the summer break but once she experienced the full pleasures of being a hucow she never wanted to leave. Instead she parted with her college course and settled down permanently in the wilderness, making the milking barn her new home.

Being awoken by another wonderful dream, which kept her empty head feeling all warm and mushy, Melody dragged her incredibly heavy body up from her cosy bed so that she could go and fulfill her purpose; being milked.

Her body was getting heavier every day and it was clear to see why. Her breasts, which had began small and gradually grown bigger over time, had began to fulfill their potential and were now taking her into the upper echelon of busty hucows.

Two weeks after she’d became a hucow she had reached a H cup. Six months later and she’d managed to hit an M cup, and she was still growing too. The other thing making her body heavier was assisting with that and it was the large dome spouting from her soft belly. She was a pregnant hucow.

Melody had been impregnated in her first breeding session, showcasing herself as a true natural, and it had helped to increase both her bust size and her milk production levels. She was the farm’s rising hucow star.

The knocked up blonde wiggled her way to the side of the pen and heaved her giant udders over the side, ready for milking.

Across from her was her usual neighbor, Faith, who happily gave a wave to her best friend. Just as she had predicted, Melody had far surpassed her in breast size but that wasn’t anything that either of them cared about. Both of them were just happy to be useful, pregnant, hucows who produced a lot of milk for the farm and the farmers.

Both of them got even happier when they heard the barn’s door cranking open, signalling the arrival of the farm staff. What they didn’t expect was to see an unfamiliar face.

With Bob standing just behind, a young girl who looked of similar to age them came wandering in, looking all around.

“Now you’ll be in charge of tendin’ to these hucows,” Bob told the little lady, “You’ll have to hook them up for milking and take care of anythin’ they ask of you. Sure it won’t be a problem for a smart girl like you.”

“I’m sure I’ll be just fine,” the blushed thing said as she looked over all the insanely busty hucows who made no attempts to hide their exposed tits.

She was Bob’s newest temporary farming assistant who had been recruited to help out over the winter break. Funnily enough Bob’s last farming assistant was still there, due in three months with her giant udders ready for milking.

For some strange reason Melody thought that this scene looked oddly familiar but she couldn’t quite put her finger on why. What was it again? It was right on the tip of her tongue.

When the young woman sealed the milking cups around Melody’s giant tits and turned on the strong suction, draining out her gushes of cream, all of those thoughts melted away. It didn’t matter, all that mattered was having her udders milked.

Melody began to release all of her slutty moans as she lost herself to the pleasure and spiralled into lust, the scent her horny pussy released making the new farmhand shudder.

Soon history would repeat itself and another girl would realise the pleasure of living a life as a responsibility lacking, empty headed, always lustful, milky hucow. Melody didn’t care about that though, she was just happy that she’d already been let it on the secret.

She was happy that she was a hucow.
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