
        
            
                
            
        

    
Hucow Madame

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2


Prologue

Without bulls, what’s a poor hucow to do?

Ashley Underwood woke up with a huge smile on her face. It was her 18th birthday, and that only meant one thing to her: She finally got to become a hucow!

A few years before, there had been a global crisis. Cows were just producing way too much methane, and the UN had gotten together for an emergency resolution. From now on, any organization owning more than 5 cows (in order to let small, third-world farmers still keep their livelihoods) would be sanctioned, and forced to give them up. The meat shortage had been quickly remedied by switching to a more vegetable-heavy diet, and supplementing with seafood and poultry which were much less environmentally dangerous. The one thing not easily replaced, however, was dairy.

Goats were too small, not being efficient producers, and any other animals that could fill in the production gap were too difficult to domesticate. Finally, scientists in (you guessed it) Germany came up with a solution: A potent mix of hormone therapies which, when taken over the course of about a month and along with proper diet, would turn a human woman into a hucow. They just needed volunteers for this, but who would want that?

It turned out, lots of women did! Nothing about your mental state was adversely affected, unless you count a strong desire to be milked and… Well, we’ll get to that later. The government and private organizations each paid handsomely for hucows to provide their milk, and everything was taken care of for them, from plush accommodations to delicious meals to custom-made clothing suited for the hucow physique.

Ashley was from Western Massachusetts, and lived just a few miles from the largest hucow farm in New England, Milkmaid Resort. This being the case, she had seen hucows around while she was growing up. They went to the movies, strolled in the park, and did all manner of leisurely activity. They seemed perfectly happy, content in their laid-back way of life. The only thing that differentiated them from other normal, happy women in the area was the fact that they were, well, physically different.

The hucow physique was basically that of a normal woman, except for a few key differences: They all had wide, sensuous hips that swayed hypnotically when they walked, were about twice as strong as the average man of their height, and had big, constantly-watery eyes that made them look ever-so-slightly like erotic anime characters. Oh, and obviously they all had tits that defied belief! The “minimum size” for a producing hucow to receive government benefits for her production was a G-cup, but since the private farms paid by volume produced, most of the women who signed up elected for notably bigger. Normal tit-sizing sorta went out the window for these specimens, and their clothes had to be custom made, but something fairly typical was to see a hucow walking around town with tits that went down to her waist, swaying hypnotically when she walked.

They were required to wear clothes in public, and no outsiders were allowed into the hucow housing areas in the farms, but rumor had it that they all hated being confined, and went around fully nude at all times when permitted.

Ashley had wanted to be one of them since she had started developing her own breasts, about 7 years ago. “Mommy, will they get as big as the hucows’?” she had asked naively, and had been bitterly disappointed when her blossoming chest had stalled its growth around a C-cup. Since then, she had been determined that, as soon as she was old enough, she was going to the Milkmaid Resort and becoming a hucow.

Her parents had been very skeptical of her, but over the years she had worn them down. By her 18th birthday, they had adopted an air of feigned indifference, deciding to just let their daughter do as she would. Not like they could stop her, anyways, right? When Ashley bounded downstairs, having already showered and gotten dressed in her normal clothes - for hopefully the last time! She thought giddily - there was a big pancake breakfast waiting for her. They ate together happily., and then it was time for her to go.

“They start letting you out after what, 3 months?” her asked, looking worried.

“Yup! And I’ll come visit right away!” Ashley promised, before kissing each of her parents’ cheeks and skipping out the door. There was a private car waiting for her, with a driver standing to let her into the back row.

“Good morning, miss,” he said politely, and helped her inside. Once seated, she let out a big breath she hadn’t realized she had been holding, and stared anxiously out the window until they made it to the farm. She was finally here!

They were greeted at the gates by security staff - the hucows were very well protected - and 2 women wearing white gowns. “Ah, you must be Ashley, right?” the first asked, and the second looked her quickly up and down, jotting down notes.

“Just making some preliminary observations, don’t mind me,” the note-taker laughed, and they led her into the main building. On their way, Ashley noticed several hucows, all topless, wandering the idyllic gardens with smiles on their faces. 4 of them were playing tennis in a court set to the side, and she was mesmerized by the way their colossal tits jiggled with each swing of the racket.

“As you can see, our hucows are very well taken care of,” assured the first woman, Dr. Miller.

“And inside, you’ll find a wide array of other recreational activities, from a movie theatre to a library and more!” Dr. Andrews, the second woman, informed her. “After all, happy cows make better milk!”

Ashley was giddy to get started, and was promptly led into an exam room, having already signed all the paperwork. “Okay, please undress and stand right here,” Dr. Miller asked, smiling encouragingly.

Here goes nothing Ashley thought. I’m going to be nude all of the time, so no reason to feel weird about stripping for these two women, right?

“Pretty impressive for a teenager,” Dr. Andrews complimented her once Ashley’s perky, rounded breasts were bare. Her nipples were hard, topping off beautiful, light pink areolae and capped large-ish mounds of soft flesh that sat high on her chest. She was quite proud of them, though they had always felt inadequate after she had started noticing the hucows.

“How much bigger can you make them?” asked Ashley eagerly, and the doctors both laughed.

“Well, that depends what you want,” one of them explained. “So at this farm, you’ll be paid about $100 per liter, and production scales with size. Now, all of your food, housing, and clothing is provided by the farm free of charge, as long as you meet the 2 liter per day quota. That’s a $73,000 salary, with no expenses. Anything beyond that is entirely elective, but we have some hucows here who want to retire young, and are pumping out 10 liters every single day.”

“We probably wouldn’t recommend that, though,” laughed the other.

“Why not?” asked Ashley, getting excited. This was really happening!

“Well, see, their tits drag on the floor when they walk,” giggled Dr. Miller, and Dr. Andrews nodded to confirm that it was true.

“It makes being milked rather painful, with all the chafing,” Dr. Andrews added, “plus that goes a bit extreme on the busty side, and we have had trouble finding men to breed them.”

“And wow do they go into heat pretty hard!” Dr. Miller said, looking genuinely sorry for the poor hucows in question.

“Okay, so not that big,” Ashley said quickly. She had already decided that she wanted to be bred eventually; the country was facing a fertility crisis, and more babies were needed for adopting couples to care for, if the population was to be saved from cratering. “How hard would it be to get them down to, like, here?” she asked, gesturing to about pussy-height.

“Any reason in particular?” asked Dr. Miller, grinning as if she knew the answer already.

“I had this one pegged as pretty kinky right away!” celebrated Dr. Andrews. “Her 18th birthday and down her already? She had to have some ulterior motives.”

“Yeah, fine, I want to play with my pussy with my tits,” Ashley admitted, rolling her eyes but not feeling embarrassed. “So, can you do that?”

“Oh sweety, of course we can!” she was assured by both doctors, and told to lay back and close her eyes. She felt pinches in both nipples and then her abdomen; they were giving her the hormone shots!

“There you go!” she was told happily, and opened her eyes. “Now, Tina here will show you to your room and you can take a nap while the shots start to do their work!”

“It will take about a week for your breasts to finish their growth, and then we can start working on lactation,” explained Dr. Miller, and Tina - who seemed to be a nurse - stepped forward to help Ashley off the exam table. Time to go see her quarters!

It was a pretty quick trip up 2 levels and down the hall (the facility went up to floor 6 and her room 305), and Tina chatted with her the entire time. "Based on your choice of final size, you should probably experience about a cup-size of growth every night until you reach pussy-level. I know you already know this, but I have to check - you know your nipples will get thicker and longer, too, right?" she asked in a friendly tone. Ashley nodded; she was excited for her teats to develop!

When they arrived to her room, Tina was quick to give her a little tour. "So the bed's a full size, your TV has premium cable paid for, the fridge is stocked with approved snacks, your bathroom is totally private, and that," she gestures to the corner, "is your milking machine." Ashley's eyes widened looking at the machine, the thing she had been fantasizing about for years!

"When do I get to try it?" she asked eagerly. Her pussy was becoming wet at the thought of being milked.

"Well your udders definitely aren't big enough to reach yet, and the pumps would pull your delicate little nipples off," explained the nurse, chuckling, "but I can come back in about a week to show you how to run it yourself. Then, it's up to you when you milk, but the doctors recommend 3 times a day to fully express what you produce. It can take 20 minutes to an hour, and I'm told it feels lovely."

Ashley shivered at the thought, so turned on by the idea that she was dripping slightly into her panties. "And the bulls…?" she asked hopefully. After all,her milking fantasy would be incomplete without a well-hung bull standing behind her milking machine, thrusting into her and filling her with seed.

"Oh, sweety, you have to book one of them months in advance and you get 15 minutes," Tina said regretfully. "The farm doesn't pay them to live here, and most guys don’t want the trouble of lugging around a foot-long cock in their normal lives,” she explained.

“Wait, it’ll be impossible for me to get fucked whenever I want?!” Ashley demanded, crestfallen. “But all the stories…”

“Those stories are fantasies; in the real world, bulls are asked to take on a huge physical change for basically no career prospects, and very few volunteer just to get to brag about their big cocks. Besides, 15-minute impregnation sex isn’t exactly the kinky thrill guys dream of.”

“There has to be something I can do to get bred!” Ashley exclaimed, frustrated at what she felt had been a deception that she had just irreversibly fallen for.

“Well, you can always go out and get knocked up on your own,” Tina said encouragingly, “but most of the hucows who try are pretty disappointed in the size of their unmodified mates. ‘Sticking a pinkie through an inner-tube hole’ I think one of them called it,” she giggled. “But seriously, hun, that’s part of why not many of the girls here are getting fucked. They tend to, uh… help each other, and us nurses provide what assistance we can when asked, too…” she winked at Ashley, sliding her hand down her back and cupping her ass. “A bunch of the hucows spend a good bit of their monthly earnings on sex toys, and we’ve been trained in using them to help you cum. See, orgasm increases production while you’re milking…”

“YES! Definitely, I want you to fuck me,” Ashley laughed. “I actually brought my favorite dildo in my backpack…”

“No, sweetheart, that thing won’t be your favorite for long,” giggled Tina. “Inner-tube, remember? The hucows have to special order XXL toys to fit their gaping pussies, but they work wonders! I’ve seen - and done - it myself, and the girls are very happy.”

Ashley had a lot to process, and after thanking Tina with a hug (which included a very promising ass-grab and wink on Tina’s part) and closing the door, she decided to call it a day and get to sleep. The shots were making her sleepy, and she drifted off still pretty happy with her decision. Her body was still going to be beautiful, and she had some ideas for remedying the other issues with her fantasy!

When Ashley woke up, she blinked slowly at the light in her room - had it gotten brighter? No! She must be developing bigger pupils already! Her next thought was that her chest seemed slightly heavier. Excitedly, she yanked the sheets down and smiled hugely at what she found.

Each one of her previously C-cup boobs was now a solid D, maybe even a DD. Ashley moved her hands to them and squeezed, her eyes rolling back with pleasure as she moaned. They were so much more sensitive! Now it made sense why the other hucows were fine with not getting fucked; if one day had done this, a whole month would definitely have her able to cum from nipple stimulation alone!

Next, Ashley stood and walked to the full-length mirror on her door. She giggled at the changes she saw - her hips were just slightly wider, and her tits - which still stood proudly on her chest - were more voluminous. They’ll be sagging soon! She thought, giddy at the idea. She hated how perky her tits were, even though all of the boys in school seemed to love them. She wanted her big, swinging udders to rub her clit when she walked!

Just then, her stomach rumbled loudly and she laughed. Her body had grown a lot last night, and she obviously needed to feed the development. She remembered something Tina had said about breakfast being served at 8:00, which was still an hour away, so she hurried to the fridge in her room and tore into some fresh fruit and veggies. Sated, for now, she decided to go topless to breakfast to show off her development. Hopefully she would meet her fellow hucows and make some friends!

When Ashley arrived at the dining hall, proudly topless, her jaw dropped. There were about 50 hucows there already, and more filing in, and they were all so beautiful! There were women of every race and hair color, but they all were stark naked, and all had tits down to at least belly-button height. They jiggled and swayed when the women moved, and she saw at least a few of them playing with themselves idly while they ate.

“Horny bitches,” the hucow beside her muttered, looking with disdain at the woman who was masturbating most openly, plunging a few fingers into her wet snatch.

“Does this always happen?” Ashley asked her, not sure if it was great or slightly sad.

“Well they’re in heat,” explained the remarking hucow, “and they didn’t manage to book bulls in time, so they’ll be getting themselves off all over the place until either they get knocked up by a winky-dink normal human or their heat just fades away.”

“Oh, that’s sad!” Ashley exclaimed. “I’m Ashley, by the way, I’m -”

“New? Yeah, I can see that,” laughed the other cow, looking pointedly at Ashley’s D-cup tits and then at her own, which ended about halfway between her navel and her pussy. “I’m Stacey, and I’m glad you’re joining us. It pays well, but you’ll have to get used to either taking care of yourself most of the time, or do what the rest of us do and hop on the dyke train…”

“Oh, I’m bisexual,” assured Ashley, smiling when Stacey’s eyes sparkled at the news. “And I think I have a plan for that…”

“Well, how about you come and sit with me, and when you’ve finished developing and go into your first heat maybe I can help you, uh… deal with the situation?”

Ashley nodded, and the two went and grabbed some fortified French toast before sitting down and talking for about an hour. Stacey had been a paralegal before making the change. Her husband had been fucking her sister, so she needed to change her living situation, and this seemed like a good way to do it - she was totally cut off from them, self-sufficient, and got to enjoy all of the Sapphic toy-play she wanted. “The nurses are great!” she assured Ashley, who nodded as she thought of Tina eventually fuckign her silly while strapped into the milking machine.

“Anyways, I told some friends I’d meet them at the movies after breakfast, and you should go exercise - your hips end up bigger no matter what on account of your pelvis widening, but you don’t want flabby arms!” Ashley nodded her agreement, and spent the rest of the day wandering the grounds and intermittently going to the gym to work out.

She collapsed into bed after an incredibly exciting day. Her arms were exhausted from exercising them so much in the gym, her legs ached from walking around the entire facility, and her entire body felt the strain she had put on it swimming in the outdoor pool. The gardens, library, entertainment complex, and dorm-style housing had been so cool to see, and made so much better by the fact that everywhere she looked there were big, swinging, occasionally leaking hucow boobs! Her slightly bigger eyes allowed her to see even more clearly how gorgeous they all were, and she drifted off to sleep excited for the changes to come.

Ashley woke slightly uncomfortable; it felt like something heavy was resting on her chest. Wait! Her eyes snapped open, and she saw big mounds of soft flesh pushing up from her chest, but also sliding off to either side. Finally! Those stupid, perky boobies are starting to sag like real udders should! she thought ecstatically. Checking herself out in the mirror, she saw that her nipples were now a bit longer and thicker, hanging slightly down from the tips of her developing udders. The tips of then reached to an inch or so below the line where her breasts pushed out from her chest, and swung slightly when she jiggled them to test. Her hips were a bit wider, with a clear gap between them. Perfect for babies… Or cock! she enthused. Once again her tummy grumbled, and she walked proudly to the dining hall, having slept later than the previous day.

"Hey Stacey! Check 'em out!" Ashley called, hurrying over when she spotted her friend and holding her boobs up for inspection.

"Nice progress!" Stacey complimented her, before making introductions to the rest of her friends at the table. Ashley was too excited to remember names, but the other hucows seemed friendly, and told her about their own treatments when they had signed up.

"Have any of you been with a bull?" Ashley asked impatiently, and almost the whole table shook their heads.

"Only Tracey, over there," Stacey pointed to the end of the table, "has been bred. The rest of us, well… we take care of each other, right girls?"

There was a chorus of yes's, and a few very open gropes and moans. Cool! Stacey stayed and chatted a bit more, then walked off to spend the day the same as she had yesterday.

Over the next week, Ashley’s breasts continued to grow, until they hung down past her hips and brushed her clit occasionally when she walked. Her nippled had grown to the size of sidewalk chalk, and her hips were wide and sexy, giving her an absurd hourglass figure for a milkable hucow.

“Hey Ashley!” Tina called, knocking on the door. “Good morning,” she said as the new hucow opened it. “Wow! You look great!” she complimented, and Ashley blushed. She really did, and she knew it; her big, watery eyes completed the picture of a fertility goddess and she had taken to carrying a permanent, sensual pout to really capitalize on the theme.

“Hey Tina! Thanks, they do look nice don’t they?” Ashley bragged, holding her left tit up and giving it a squeeze. “Ohhhh they are so sensitive,” she giggled, feeling her pussy get wet from that limited contact.

“Well I told you it would be about a week, right? I’m here to teach you how to milk yourself!”

Ashley definitely couldn’t have held her moan back that time, and fondled her own tits passionately while rocking back and forth.

Tina, wide-eyed, saw what was happening and pushed her back through the door, closing it behind them. “Maybe some privacy for this, eh?” she teased.

“I don’t care!” Ashley panted. “You’re going to milk me!” And with that, she plunged a hand down to her pussy and started fingering her clit like a woman possessed. “Oh YES! Oh I am such a fucking horny COW!” she almost screamed, and Tina smiled at the show. “Please, Tina, teach me how to be a good, milky slut for you!”

Tinaa giggled, not used to this level of deviant behavior amongst new hucows; most were more nervous than excited!

“How about you make yourself cum first, okay sweety?” she encouraged, knowing she would be impossible to manage while this tense.

“Okay… okay… yes… I’m going to…” Ashley trailed off, plunging 3 fingers into herself but not feeling the pressure she felt like she needed to go over the edge.

Tina saw this, and stepped closer. Placing on hand on each of Ashley’s udders and squeezing, she breathed, “you know, most slutty hucows can fit a whole fist in there…” before pinching the newly-formed teats and twisting. That, and jamming her entire fist into her own cunt, set Ashley off, and she shrieked her pleasure while arching her back and rolling her head.

When she had reached her peak of pleasure, her eyes widened and her face broke into a huge smile as little sprays of milk shot out of her teats. “I did it! You did it! You’re milking me!” she panted, so happy that she came again.

When Ashley had calmed down, Tina led her over to the machine and guided her onto it. Once the hucow’s teats were placed securely into the milking cups, she flicked the switch and turned the section on, causing the dazed young woman to jerk involuntarily.

“Oh my god, am I…?” she asked breathlessly.

“Yes, you are!” Tina informed her happily, excited to see this young hucow realizing her new purpose. Only small drops of liquid were being pulled out of her teats, but it was a start! “Over the rest of this month, you should be milking 3 times per day, and by the end you should have your production up near the maximum for this udder size!”

Ashley beamed, but then grimaced as her teats started to feel sore.

“Don’t worry, honey, it’s perfectly normal to wear out quickly when you start pumping,” assured Tiffany, “the important thing is to keep doing it just up until you start to feel uncomfortable, then switch the machine off,” she did so, “and try again in a few hours. Over time, you’ll be lasting longer and longer!” She turned the machine off and helped Ashley down.

When the nurse had left, Ashley sat on her bed furiously masturbating and pinching her own teats until she got small jets of milk to shoot out of her depleted udders. She loved it, the feeling of being milked amplifying her orgasm tremendously. This was going to be fun!

Over the next few weeks, Ashley was a diligent, hard-working little cow. She woke up, milked herself on the machine while masturbating with a vibrator, got breakfast, exercised, had lunch, milked again while fucking her own pussy with a dildo of ever-increasing size, strolled in the garden, hung out with her new cow friends or Tina - which usually involved some sort of Sapphic cow orgasm or another, more on that later! - had a big dinner to compensate for having so much nutrient drained from her all day either through milk or exertion, and then finally had one last milking before going to bed.

She absolutely loved it, but by the time her milk supply seemed to be stabilizing, her friends and Tina had started looking at her with sympathy.

“Okay, what is with you all?” she demanded at lunch one day, so confused why she seemed to be garnering so much pity.

“Well, Ashley…” one f her cow friends started.

Tina, who had been nearby and came over when she heard the commotion, cut in, “we just all know you’ll be going into your first heat soon and, well… We don’t have a bull for you, so it’ll be rough.” Ashley’s eyes widened in surprise, but she asked for more explanation.

“Well, the hormones you were given, and your diet, are designed to make you ultra-fertile and a good producer of milk,” Tina led off.

“But also they make you really need cock,” one of her friends finished, grimacing as she thought of her own heats.

“Oh, but so if I just get fucked…” Ashley said hopefully.

“Right, you’d get pregnant very easily and not feel any discomfort at all, but who’s going to do that?” one of the cows asked.

“I have a plan,” Ashley assured them, and everybody looked at her quizzically until lunch was over and it was time for them all to go milk themselves again.

On the first morning of Ashley’s first heat, she immediately understood what everyone had been talking about. Her udders were swollen and tender with milk dripping from her teats, her clit was erect and jutting out from her sopping pussy, and her cunt lips were engorged with blood. She felt supremely aroused, and didn’t think she could make it to the milking machine without cumming first.

Grabbing her biggest dildo from her nightstand, she started plunging it into herself, only to realize immediately that it was inadequate for her ripened cunt. Instead, she started fisting herself passionately, coming quickly to orgasm and screaming out her pleasure. She squirted all over the bed, and jets of milk shot from the tips of her teats as the climaxed and kept on going.

After a few minutes of constant, soaking wet orgasm, there was a soft knock at her door and Tina came in. “So, you’re in heat, huh?” she asked compassionately, wincing at the obviously manic desires of her friend.

Ashley nodded, eyes flaring, and moaned, “I need cock…”

“I know, sweety…” Tina smiled softly. “Would my fist help at all?”

Ashley nodded, and Tina made quick work of crawling between her legs and shoving her slender arm deep into the hucow’s cunt. “YES! Oh Tina thank you thank you thank you,” panted the quivering, sloppy puddle of a woman, shaking and arching her back and spraying the nurse with milk.

When she had calmed down a bit, Tina leaned down and kissed her gently before helping her to the milking machine. While it pumped, Ashley had regained enough mental control to remember her plan.

“I need to go into town today,” she told her friend.

“Are you sure that’s the best idea?” Tina asked kindly, thinking Ashley’s brain must be even more clouded than she had suspected.

“Yes. I have a plan, and it will work, but I need to go to town,” she said confidently.

Tina volunteered to drive her, and asked where they were going. “Daredevil Dancers!” Ashley happily informed her, and Tina’s eyes widened. That was a strip club!

Upon arriving, they saw the sign indicating that it was Amateur Thursday, and Tina had a sudden understanding. “You’re hoping to get one of the horny guys in there to knock you up?” she asked, appreciating the young hucow’s ingenuity.

“No. I’m trying to get all of them to try,” she informed the nurse. “And then tell them they can get all of the hot, gushing hucow pussy they could ever want if they just follow my plan…”

With that, Ashley exited the car and walked casually to the entrance to the club. She told the doorman she was there to perform and walked into the designated changing area. Not that she needed it; she was planning on not wearing anything the entire time she was here!

As soon as she was in the changing area, she threw her overcoat to the floor and checked herself out in the mirror on the wall. She looked like a sloppy, horny, dripping slut. Her magnificent, milk tits swung past her pussy, setting off mini-orgasms every time they brushed against her swollen clit. Perfect!

When it was her turn to perform, she walked proudly out onto the stage and looked out to the crowd. It was lunchtime, so a good number of businessmen crowded the stage, with several more sitting at tables and eating lunch while eyeing the entertainment.

“Hey, boys!” she called, waving and letting her massive udders jiggle tantalizingly.

“Ladies and gentlemen, we appear to have a hucow here,” called out the DJ, a bit surprised. “Let’s see what she has in store for us, shall we?”

“Hey, so yeah, I’m not really here to strip, obviously,” she said, and there were some mutters and soft boos from the crowd. “Oh please, I’m already naked,” she laughed.

“What are you here for, then?” one guy called out, and the others nodded their shared curiosity.

“I need to get fucked, hard, by any of you who think you can handle me,” she stated loudly. You could hear a pin drop in the room, as the DJ had killed the music and all of the patrons were staring, shocked, at her impressive naked body.

After about a minute of stunned, slack-jawed silence, Ashley was growing impatient, the frantic need again building in her pussy. She got down on her hands and knees on the stage, facing away from the crowd, and called, “so, who wants first go?”

There was a mad scramble of guys crawling onto the stage, practically falling over each other in their haste to get their spot in line. “I have a mouth, too…” she called in a sing-songy voice, and there was a similar struggle in front of her.

When the dust had settled, she could hear a man nervously shuffling behind her, and saw another doing the same in front. “Well come on then” she rolled her eyes, tired of not having cocks in her. She heard 2 zippers being pulled down and felt a cock being rubbed against her drenched slit.

“I’m wet enough already, just - uhhh! Ooo iii nn!” she called out, the end of her sentence garbled by the cock that had been lodged in her mouth. She felt another cock rapidly slide into her cunt, and start fucking her frantically, though the amount it filled her left quite a bit to be desired.

She slobbered enthusiastically on the cock in her mouth, bobbing her head rapidly and bathing it all over with her tongue. Drool flew from her mouth and splattered on her swinging udders while her teats dragged along the ground, leaving small strikes of leaked milk. Her efforts were too much for the poor human in her mouth to resist, and he quickly shot his cum right into her throat.

Ashley gulped noisily before showing him her clean mouth and moaning, “Mmm, tasty, thank you!” The next guy stepped up to get his dick sucked, but she had other ideas.

“Okay, whoever’s back there, I can barely feel you!” she taunted.

“I’m trying!” came a distraught voice, “you’re so fucking loose I can barely feel your cunt!”

“Let this be a lesson to you all!” she called to the group, “if you want to really satisfy me, you either need to have been blessed at birth, or you need to come back with me to the farm so you can get those tiny cocks made into acceptable fuck-sticks!”

There were curious glances, and a few guys seemed interested in the idea, but then Ashley felt the cock in her being withdrawn. “I’m sorry, miss, I know it isn’t doing it for you,” her mysterious fucker mumbled dejectedly.

“Fuck that!” she howled. “I need to be filled with cum! Even if your tiny little dick doesn’t do anything for me, I need to be filled with seed. I need a calf growing in me!”

“Wait, you want to get pregnant?!” the man asked, bewildered.

“I need it! I’m in heat, and that’s the only way I’ll feel okay,” she explained. “Now get your tiny cock back in me and give me a fucking baby or so help me god I will turn around and ride you until you die of dehydration!”

The crowd laughed, and the man somewhat hesitantly stuck his cock back in her. “Wait, I have an idea…” Ashley said quietly. The cock started to pull out and she snapped, “not you! Keep fucking until you give me your cum!”

“So what’s your idea?” one of the blowjob-seekers asked.

“While 1 of you is fucking me, and I’m sucking on another, I need 2 more to be playing with my udders,” she said enthusiastically. “They’re super sensitive and I need to be milked anyways…”

Men rushed to grab her massive breasts and two guys won out, starting to stroke and pinch them. Ashley rolled her eyes, stimulated by their actions but not nearly enough.

“Boys…” she sighed with exasperation, “I’m a hucow, not a princess! BE rough with me! Yank on them, squish them, bite them, suck on them, do whatever you have to to make me really feel it!”

The men started to really maul her udders, and soon had Ashley panting and bucking her hips back into the cock in her pussy. This extra stimulation, or possibly the show she was putting on, made the man inside of her lose his load quickly, and he was promptly replaced. She moaned and trembled through many, many orgasms and squirted the men on her teats with so much milk they were drenched.

She took at least 12 loads in her cunt and another 15 in her mouth before the supply of men ran out. “Good job, cowboys, she purred, super happy knowing that she was almost definitely pregnant. “Now, it’s time for me to call my handler, and then who was for real about joining my program?”

She ended up with 8 volunteers, all single young men, and called Tina to bring a van.

Ashley’s plan was to turn these men into bulls, and to control the supply of cock in the farm. She would be able to help all of her friends out, make an absolute killing, and best of all get all the cock she could ever need.

When they got back to the Milkmaid resort, the guys tumbled out of the van following after her and Tina, who had been briefed on Ashley’s plan on the ride over.

The guys all filled out their forms, got their shots, and went with Ashley back to her room. “Now, bulls aren’t allowed to live in the Resort, so we’ll get you all rooms in the hotel across the street soon, but for now you’ll stay in here - I’m allowed to have overnight guests and I want to be the first one to give you all a try in the morning!

The guys, already feeling the exhausting effects of the shots, sleepily agreed. The male transformation was much quicker; they should all be bulls by the morning! They drifted off to sleep on the floor dreamt of hucow pussy and easy money.

Tina gave her friend a hug. “You smart little cow, you!” she congratulated her. “Recruiting bulls while you were in heat at a strip club, brilliant!”

Ashley smiled, and then shooed her friend away. She had to rest up for the morning.


Chapter 1

Breaking in the bulls

When Ashley woke, she felt the fullness in her udders reminding her to go milk. She was halfway out of bed when she realized a few things:

	She no longer felt the effects of being in heat, which could only mean that her plan had succeeded and that she was pregnant with her first calf! 

	The floor was covered in sleeping men - now bulls - who were all sporting some degree of morning wood. Said nocturnal erections, which the previous day had ranged from 5 to 8 inches in length and were entirely unable to fill her in a satisfying way, now were between 10 and 14 inches in length and at least as thick as her arm. She drooled at the sight, her heat not necessary to make her crazy with lust. 



She tiptoed to the closest man, packing 13 inches of hard dick, and nudged him awake with her udders. “Wazzit?” he mumbled when her chest slapped him in the face.

“Good morning, my dear bull!” she began sweetly. “I need to wake you all up, and I know just how I want to do it!” After she explained and he happily nodded his agreement, she went and got on the milking machine with him standing behind her, between her parted legs.

Smiling back at her chosen bull, she motioned for him to enter her while the machine started pumping milk from her teats. She was ready for a great feeling, and wanted to have this bull fuck ehr until she had finished milking before the gangbang she envisioned, but his massive cock spearing into her destroyed the possibility of that happening.

“OH MY FUCKING GOD YES! FUCK ME! OH I knew it would feel good to have a bull’s cock in me but WOW!” she screamed at the top of her lungs.

The room full of freshly-minted bulls woke up pretty quickly after that, and spent some time watching her and inspecting their own improved penises before getting into line behind her.

Ashley could feel her milk gushing from her teats like it never had before, stimulated by the continuous orgasms she was experiencing. She was moaning and screaming and trembling like crazy, and definitely would have collapsed if not for the machine supporting her.

“I’m going to cum you fucking cow slut!” the bull inside of her told her, and she was ecstatic.

“YES! Oh, please, fill my pregnant, slutty cow pussy!” she begged, and then shook uncontrollably as she felt what seemed like a pint of cum shoot into her sripping snatch.

When the bull had finished and pulled out, another one spoke up. “What do you mean pregnant?” he asked nervously.

“I mean it worked! One of you studs knocked me up,” she squealed, delighted at the news.

“Oh, so one of us is going to be a father?” another of her new companions asked.

“What? No!” she laughed. “This baby is going to give me a sexy, pregnant belly and even bigger, even milkier udders and I’m going to love it and when it’s born I’ll nurse the sweety and love cuddling up with it, but when it’s 6 months old and healthy it’ll be put up for adoption. And none of you will ever know who the father is, just like me!”

“Wait, so we’re…”

“Basically a baby factory, yup!” she giggled crazily, loving being a pregnant hucow slut. “Now… Who’s next in line?” she asked sweetly, and the next bull took his place at her loose cunt already dripping copious amounts of bull semen.

Ashley was fucked and fucked until her udders were dry, but she was too lost in the throes of ecstasy to move back to the bed or floor, so she kept fucking in strapped into the machine, the pumps pullign teasingly on her sensitive teats.

At some point, Tina had come to her room, but Ashley hadn’t noticed. Eventually, she saw her friend standing at the door and smiled at her, panting out, “good… Morning… Tina… It… Worked!”

Her friend gave a thumbs up, winked, and left the room, calling, “I’ll see you after you’re done!” That took another hour, but finally all of the bulls were spent and Ashley felt like her udders were empty and her pussy was full, which was a great feeling.

“Thank you so much, my wonderful bulls,” she laughed. “Now, it’s payday, so who wants to help me carry this last batch of milk down to the office?” She had 8 volunteers, who all would have walked through fire if she had asked them to.

Ashley had produced about 18 liters so far that week, so with the 2 liters her bulls helped her carry down she was able to receive $2,000. She smiled, counting it on the way back, and upon their arrival to her room she announced, “okay, boys, time to get you stables across the street!”

They went to the hotel nearby, and she paid a good sum of money to get monthly rooms for her wards. “You’ll all be getting all of the cow cunt you can handle,” she laughed once they were settled, telling them she’d text them each their first assignments that night.

Next stop: The cafeteria, to solicit some cows to be her first customers!

The hucows made good money, at least $1,400 per week, and had basically no expenses, so they could easily afford the $500 fee Ashley gave as the price to be bred.

Cows in heat got priority, and each of her bulls was booked solid through the next week by the time lunch ended. A booking consisted of the entire night, with any act the cows in question wanted to perform, or have performed on them, in order to avoid the 15-minute insemination nightmares that had previously been the hallmark of visits from bulls. “And don’t worry, if I’m any indication, once you knock these little milk sluts up, they’ll be horny as can be every day!”

Of course, all bookings had to go through Ashley, and she kept the entire fee. Housing would be provided for her bulls, and food, plus they could keep any tips the women they slept with felt like giving.

“Of course, any time I want, I can have any of you…” she said in a sultry moan. “I want to be bred constantly!” The guys were all more than happy with that; she was the sexiest hucow they had ever seen!

That night, 8 different horny, frustrated, copiously lactating women were pleasured very thoroughly by their assigned bulls. The men were feeling equally horny on account of the hormones their enlarged testacles were pumping out, so each pair stayed up for the better part of the night. Ashley, much to her amusement, heard of each mating from both sides. Her friends were eager to share their experiences, and her bulls reported to her via text as their boss once they had finished up. Everybody seemed to be happy!

Ashley had just finished hearing about the last of the first night’s sessions from her friend Stacey, who had just been bred for the first time, when she stood abruptly and headed for the door. “Where are you going?” called Stacey, worried she had somehow upset her.

“To go get my pregnant rump gangbanged by the studs who just knocked you ladies up!” she called back, smiling as she imagined the envious looks on all of their faces.

When she made it to the hotel, Ashley was thrilled to see all of her bulls in the gym on the first floor, working hard to burn off some of their aggression and also to stay in shape; impregnating hucows was not easy work! “Hey, boys…” she called in her most seductive voice.

“Ashley! Guys, she’s here!” called out the closest man to the door, and they all hurried over bubbling with enthusiasm to tell her all about their nights with her friends.

“Okay, listen up, studs,” she commanded, and they all obediently quieted down. They knew she was the reason they had all gotten so spectacularly laid last night, and didn’t want to risk that not happening every night going forward!

“First thing’s first: Please pass over your earnings, minus whatever you got in tips,” she asked sweetly, and promptly had $4,000 in  cash resting on her outstretched palm. “Wonderful! Second, you can all tell me about your nights while I get my sopping cunt fucked, okay?”

They hurriedly agreed and went upstairs to one of their rooms. It was arranged such that she would be spit-roasted, with the bull behind her fuckign her pussy as hard as possible while she gave a leisurely, sensual blowjob to the bull in front of her, who would be telling her about his night in one of her friends.

“Now, who wants first go at my pussy?” she asked, wiggling her wide hips invitingly, and one of the guys - she had no idea who - stepped up eagerly. “And my mouth doesn’t need to be free to listen to a story!” she exclaimed, and soon had a massive cock dangling in front of her face. She looked up into the bull’s eyes and slowly, sensuously took his head into her mouth.

“So I was actually shaked up with Marcy,” he started, pausing to groan as his crown slipped past the opening of her throat. “And, yeah, uh… she was amazing!”

Ashley hummed, bobbing her head and taking him gradually further down her throat. She was glad to hear that her bulls were enjoying their assigned lovers, though she had had no doubt that would be the case!

He went on, describing positions and acts and sensations, but she had trouble concentrating, as she was focused on the feeling of her big, sloppy tunnel being stretched wide open by what felt like an entire arm shoved into her!

“Mmmm aaa oooo!” she gurgled around the shaft between her lips, bucking frantically back at the cock invading her pussy. Taking the hint, both men fucked faster and harder, not letting up until she was quivering uncontrollably in a minutes-long orgasm and they both finally released into her, filling her throat and the deepest recesses of her vagina with their potent cum.

“Next!” she called happily, and the men rotated quickly. Soon she was slurping on a new thick cock while another plunged into her well-lubricated slit, and it wasn’t long before being so slutty and the combined sensations had her coming fiercely again.

Eventually, all of the bulls had filled both her cunt and her mouth with their potent cum, and she had heard at least something about each of their nights. It seemed like her plan was working out to be a great success, both for her personal satisfaction and as a business!

When she got back to the farm and walked into the cafeteria, the 8 recently-impregnated ladies led a roaring chorus of cheers. There were finally bulls who were dedicated to keeping them all satisfied, not those part-time mercenary fucks!

She was dripping cum down her leg, and the closest hucows quickly noticed and started praising her for the evidence of her easy access to cock.

“That is so fucking sexy!” one of them moaned, playing with herself.

“I can’t wait for my turn!” another panted, squeezing her udders and releasing sprays of milk.

She smiled and waved at her adoring supporters and future customers, and then went and sat with Stacey. “So, are you looking forward to your first calf?” the older hucow asked teasingly.

Ashley shuddered; of course she was! To have a big, pregnant belly and swollen, even milkier udders… She almost came just at the idea! “Yes… Oh, I can’t wait!” she told her friend, who smiled.

“Me, too!” Stacey smiled, “and thanks to you it’s finally possible! And then again, and again, and we can all be constantly bred!”

Ashley giggled, imagining the entire cafeteria full of pregnant hucows, and thought how happy she was to be helping the cause.

Plus, the money she would earn running this little venture would leave her free to indulge her carnal fascinations forever…

“Hey, Stacey,” she started, and immediately her friend was paying her full attention.

“What, Ashley?” she asked eagerly.

“I’m so excited to start showing, and I can’t wait to be a pregnant hucow slut, but until then… Do you think you’d want to help me recruit more bulls?”

Stacey’s jaw dropped, and her eyes were wide in shock. “You really…?”

“Yes, I could use some help getting more guys to sign up,” she explained, “and I think they’d love the blonde-brunette thing the two of us have going on…”

“Of course!” Stacey exclaimed, startling the entire table. She sat back down from where she had jumped in excitement and giggled, “of course - when can we start?”

“I was thinking Thursday night, I believe that’s the next amateur night at Daredevil Dancers.”


Chapter 2

The Queen of the farm

It was Ashley’s 24th birthday! She woke up, felt her swollen, pregnant belly pushing against her swollen udders, and smiled. She carefully moved the bull’s arm off of her chest - who had she brought into her suite last night? Whatever - and crept to her milking machine. The sound of the pumping would probably wake him, but that just meant he could come up behind her and satisfy her loose, slutty cow pussy while she milked. The perfect morning!

As she moved her udders into position, lining her teats up with the sucking cups, and smiled. 6 years ago, she had finally been able to start living her dream, and now look at her!

She had been to strip clubs every couple months since that first time, sometimes massively pregnant, and had gotten groups of brave volunteers to try fucking her with their pathetic, human cocks. She had always managed to bring at least a few back, and between her and her friends’ recruiting she had managed to build a stable of dozens of strong, well-endowed bulls.

She turned the suction on, and her chosen lover woke groggily, but then saw that his services were needed and sprang out of bed. “Sorry, ma’am!” he called, hurrying over, “I’ll be right there to stuff your cunt!”

Ashley smiled, arching her back and wiggling her wide, sexy hips. “Good, you know I love your big cock so much I just might let you be the next stud to breed me…” she encouraged, and he nearly tripped over with excitement.

Her stud-farm had been incredibly successful. After about a year, she had just bought the hotel she was housing them in outright, and given it some upgrades. The gym was enlarged and improved, there were all sorts of classes to teach the bulls to cook, clean, massage, and in general provide every service that a hucow could desire. They obviously took classes in fucking hucows - how they liked to be touched, what to do with the udders, how to navigate a pregnant belly - and Ashley routinely volunteered herself for the classroom demonstrations, or let one of her friends have a go. She had also spent some of her considerable fortune buying a significant stock in the Milkmaid Resort, and sat on the board as the only hucow to do so.

The bull positioned himself at her entrance, rubbing his thick head along her already-dripping slit, and shoved the entire 12 inch length into her in one savage motion. “Ohhhh YES!” she called out, loving the feeling of being full the way only a bull’s cock could fill her. “Fuck me like a filthy whore!” she ordered. It was ironic, as she paid the man’s living costs and salary, and he was in every conceivable way a whore for her. However, she loved being treated like a dirty slut, even though she was the most powerful hucow in history, and came explosively when he smacked her rump and jammed his length deep in her boiling cunt.

She had been the visionary behind the much greater spending on marketing and outreach, and her “slutty carwash” idea had been particularly successful, though it paled in comparison to “milk a hucow” days where they opened their doors to the public. Admission was free, if you had at least one member of your group sign up to become either a bull or a cow, and the population of both the hucow and stud farms had exploded.

She started to pant, about to cum again, as the bull behind her reached forward and slapped her udders, making her teats pull against the suction of the machine in a delightfully painful sensation. “YES! Oh fuck my dirty cunt, make me gush all of my milk into the machine,” she begged, wracked with whole-body vibrations as she had a trembling orgasm.

Ashley was a millionaire, verging on becoming a billionaire, but that was probably the least important part of this all to her. Far more significant were the fact that she got to have any bull of her choosing, had renovated the farm to create a lux penthouse unit that occupied an entire floor and had a dedicated gangbang room with lots of fun fixtures - swings, specialty furniture, and , of course, milking machines - and had made becoming a hucow something that a good number of teenage girls dreamed of. She had changed the culture, and generations of babies adopted from the farm and children raised with good, old fashioned hucow milk would thank her for it.

She had already birthed 6 calves, and the child growing in her now would be her 7th. She did not know where they were, and that was the point - hucow births and adoptions were strictly confidential, and she didn’t really want kids, she just liked being pregnant.

When her udders ran dry in the milking machine, she looked over her shoulder at the rutting bull buried in her and smiled. “I’m done milking now, so do you think I could get some of that hot cum?” she asked sweetly, and he picked up the pace.

After a few minutes, and a few more orgasms on her part, he buried himself to the base in her and came explosively, filling her to overflowing with his hot cum. “Oh, yes, thank you…” she moaned, still loving the feeling of being the sluttiest cow there was.

“Are you still throwing that birthday gangbang tonight, ma’am?” he asked politely once their breathing had stabilized.

“Stop it with this ‘ma’am’ nonsense - I’m younger than you!” she admonished, making him laugh. “And of course, what better way to celebrate that to get fucked by, oh… 20 bulls? And I think I want to watch some impregnations, too… I’ll have to check who’s in heat and bring them along,” she mused.

It was good to be Queen, she thought. But then her bull pulled out, causing cum to gush from her and run down her shaking legs, and she smiled. It was even better to be a cow.

Hey readers! I like hucow stories, like a bunch, but am not sure if I knew where to take this first one. I may write more of this series but probably not. Anybody got any ideas? Or do you want to see more about Ashley and her kingdom? Let me know in the comments!
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