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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!


Chapter 1


I remember—I was having the strangest dream.

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

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

It wasn’t a dream—it was real.

More or less.

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

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

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

I took this as a personal challenge, though.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2


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

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

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

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

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

“Good to meet you,” I mooed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You ever done this, Caitlyn, sweetheart?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A thrill of desire went through me.

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

God, the felt so fucking good to hear.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

“How’s that feel, Caitlyn?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’d done a good job.


Chapter 5


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6


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

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

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

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

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

I gasped when I saw them.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment.

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 7


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 8


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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