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Prologue


My name is Caitlyn and I’m nineteen years old. I just finished my first year of college… Sort of. I basically failed. Fuck my life, right?

So, my parents are determined that I need to learn responsibility and maturity, somehow, some way. When I suggest that I go work for a bit on a dairy farm I’d just heard about, they agree—I’ll do anything to keep from losing my trust fund and my parents’ support! So what if I’m a bit of a spoiled brat?

I want to be better. Really, I do.

Soon, though, I realize the dairy farm I’m working on isn’t like other dairy farms… It’s a hucow farm, and it turns out, I’m a prime new candidate to become a hucow! I’m not so sure about the idea at first, but Dr. Crowne, the physician running the farm, quickly convinces me: I want to give in to my body’s potential and learn the meaning of hard work from him and everyone else on the farm!

Also… The idea of being bred every single day doesn’t sound too bad, does it?

Catch up with the first part of my story where I meet Dr. Crowne for the first time and learn all about the farm, and then the second part of my story where I get bred by the bulls for the first time! And don’t miss the third chapter, where I receive an intimate exam to determine how my milk production is going!

To read about the time when I met the group of guests who’ve come to the farm to enjoy my creamy, milky delights, make sure you check out the fourth and fifth chapters of my story. In the sixth part of my story, read about how I help introduce a new cohort of young, eager bulls to the farm! And while you’re at it, you can read all about the kinky adventures of the other girls on the hucow farm too!


Chapter 1


My body was changing.

I could tell. Could feel it, from long before the changes started to show up.

My udders? They grew even larger, massive, sagging under their own weight. For the first time, I actually started to feel, well… embarrassed of them. Not because they looked bad or anything, but because they were so big, so swollen. My nipples grew bigger and bigger too. They grew tougher, the skin thicker, and the color? They went from being light pink to a dark, almost mauve color, as the pigment in my flesh increased.

I knew what was happened.

I knew what was happening as my ass grew thicker, jiggling a bit as I crawled or walked or, more often than that, when I got bred by the bulls who were all the more insatiable to use me.

But the biggest evidence of all?

The evidence none of us could deny?

My belly.

My belly was, well, growing. Expanding. Swelling. It wasn’t just fat. It was obvious what was happening.

I was pregnant. With child. Knocked up. Preggers.

I had been bred, successfully.

And I was waiting to find out what happened next. What my options were.

Meanwhile, though, I had become even more popular on the farm.

One morning, I was on my hands and knees, as per usual, with a bully behind me, buried in my pussy. I was dripping, of course—I had become even more insatiable during the early days of my pregnancy, and my desire for sex, for pleasure, showed no signs of abating. I couldn’t really say where all this desire came from—I had hoped that, maybe, my hormones would, I don’t know, chill out once I had been successfully bred? I mean, obviously, they wouldn’t, because I was still taking supplemental medicine even though I was producing natural milk now from my creamy, swollen breasts, but now that I had been fully bred, successfully inseminated, I wondered if maybe the desire for constant penetration would at least cool a little bit.

Alas, for better or for worse, it did now.

I let out a long moo of pleasure as Gerhard, a tall, blonde German bull slammed his cock into me. Gerhard was one of my favorites. He’d been training at our sister farm in Bavaria, and had come on an exchange program. He was built like a Greek god, and had the looks of a movie star, but his cock—his cock was magnificent. A ten inch long pole of thick flesh, with a curve in it that meant he could rub deliciously against my G-spot as he took me from behind, and a dense, spongy, squishy, but somehow unrelentingly hard cock head that bruised my cervix and sometimes made me think he was going to dislodge my baby. I knew, of course, that he wouldn’t, but I still felt that way considering how hard he fucked me.

The other bulls were insatiable for me as well. I had never been so popular. I was amazed. It was hard to explain, but I think they were all attracted to my, well, new characteristics. My swollen, even larger than normal breasts, my ass which had grown, and my belly, which they loved to grab and hold.

In a way, it was like the baby belonged to all of the bulls.

They had all been breeding me, and while I had suspicions about when I actually became pregnant, I didn’t know for certain. I could request a DNA test but I didn’t feel the need for that. I liked the idea of the baby being a community baby, produced by all the bulls on the farm. When my child was born, he or she would have the option through Dr. Crowne of getting a paternity test, and my child would eventually be able to find out who the daddy was, but for now, that didn’t matter to me.

What mattered was that my baby would be healthy and happy, and have a loving life, with bulls to love and protect him or her, dozens of daddies.

That, and the huge cock invading my pussy as Gerhard slammed it into me.


Chapter 2


“That’s a good girl, Caitlyn, take it!” he roared. I found Gerhard’s German accent particularly sexy. Something about his commanding voice and attitude made me drop down to my knees even faster and more resolutely than the other bulls. I craved him, as much as I craved anyone.

In front of me now was another bull, Clyde, who had recently come from Scotland to participate in the bull program. Although he was one of the newest bulls, he had quickly shown himself to be extraordinarily skilled. His cock, with a big bush of fiery red hair attesting to his Gaelic roots, was even larger than Gerhard’s—I swear, it had to be eleven or twelve inches long. It ranked among the largest I’d ever had on the farm. Sometimes, I couldn’t even fathom how large the cocks were, only that I was about to have a weapon made of flesh forced into me, stretching and ripping me apart in ecstasy while I screamed, as though being murdered for pleasure.

Now, I was drooling over Clyde’s magnificent cock. He smirked down at me, stroking my head affectionately as I licked my lips.

“You like that dick, huh, Caitlyn? I can tell—that’s how you got into the situation you’re in, lassie,” he said, snarling and grinning. I lapped at the tip of his cock, tasting his salty precum, and began to take his cockhead into my mouth. I ran my tongue all around it, suckling at him and tasting him, just enjoying the feeling of a powerful cock in front of me, about to ram into my throat—enjoying his scent, all the while savoring the feeling of Gerhard in my pussy, slamming himself into me harder and harder.

He had a rhythm with his thrusts, a powerful, disciplined, and very Germanic rhythm like the pistoning of an engine or the industrial stamping of metal in a factory. I squealed and mooed onto the cock in my mouth as Gerhard dominated my pussy, wailing, and those wails gave Clyde the opportunity to drive his cock deeper into my mouth, down my throat.

Now, I had absolutely no gag reflex at this point, so I felt virtually no discomfort at this sudden invasion. I know for some girls, the idea of having no gag reflex sounds impossible to imagine, but it’s the truth. As the cock slid down my throat, catching at the point where my throat curved, I lowered my head, tilting the angle of my mouth hole so that the thick piece of Scottish meat could clear the turn and make its way deeper and deeper into my willing, wet, warm throat.

In fact, I had what you could call… negative gag reflex. That is, not only did I no longer have a gag reflex, I had begun to feel pleasure, pure pleasure, from the act of being face and throat fucked. I had asked Dr. Crowne about it, and he acknowledged that such phenomena were not uncommon side effects of the various medications I was on that had turned me into a hucow. Now, when I felt a cock invading my throat, it felt… well, pleasurable, and not totally unlike being penetrated by a cock in my pussy. Of course, I didn’t exactly feel the same kind of delicious stretch from being throat fucked, but that wasn’t a problem. No, this was kind of like my throat was one large clitoris, with nerve endings spread throughout the skin and flesh of my tongue and the walls of my throat.

Now, it wasn’t nearly as sensitive as my clitoris, of course—practically nothing could be!—but it was still much more sensitive than it had been, and penetration, oral penetration, felt wonderful. I wasn’t quite at the point where I could orgasm from having my throat fucked, but I suspected I was getting there. I could cum from taking a breeding in the ass, having my butt stretched wide by the demanding, relentless bull cocks that invaded me daily, and I figured that soon, in my hucow career, I’d be able to orgasm just from having a cock rammed down my throat.

I was in a state of pure bliss, taking the breedings from the two bulls. They continued to acknowledge my obvious pregnancy only in the most roundabout ways, referring to my—situation—or my condition—or simply holding my belly, fingers spread protectively over my swollen, stretched skin—as they drove themselves into my eager pussy. The smell of sex hung over us, that peculiar cocktail of bodily fluids and sweat that so aroused me, that seemed to follow me wherever I went, and even though the bulls weren’t actively trying to milk me now, my milk was flowing freely, combining with the fragrance of human coitus in the air.

My swollen breasts swung back and forth as I took the cock in my pussy, and the force of their swing helped fling me forward, along with Gerhard’s thrusts, onto the cock driving into my throat. I was skewered, spit-roasted between two massive cocks as I took both at once.

Few girls could say they had enjoyed the attention of two men who could have easily been male models, and even fewer could say they’d enjoyed that attention while very visibly pregnant! But the bulls obviously seemed to loved my belly and my engorged udders, which dripped milk freely onto the hay below us in the pen.

Outside my pen, I heard impatient muttering.

“They’ve been at it for a while. I want a turn with her.”

“Just chill. Fluff your cock if you really want. She’ll be free in a second.”

More bulls, I realized with a delicious thrill. There were more bulls waiting to breed me. Even though I was obviously already bred, the need to breed me wasn’t yet extinguished in the bulls, who only wanted my voluptuous pregnant body more. I found myself blushing with desire and pride at the thought.


Chapter 3


“Ach, mein Gott!” cried Gerhard as he drove into my needy pregnant pussy, swollen and raw, one final time. I let out a moo of bliss as he unleashed his load inside of me, filling me. I was sure I would be full of his cum by the time the next round of bulls arrived, but I didn’t think they would mind—the bulls rarely did.

You would think that men, straight men, would have a problem with fucking a pussy full of another man’s seed, and I suppose that other men might, but the bulls didn’t much seem to care. It made penetration easier if the hucow was swollen, which sometimes happened after marathon breeding sessions, serving as natural lubricant, and it also served to increase the nutrient absorption of the membranes inside the pussy or asshole or throat, which in turn improved the quality of milk produced by a hucow!

As I had learned during my weeks and months on the farm, everything was connected and everything on the farm had a place and a reason.

“Ahh, fuck. Ach, du heilige Scheisse…” Gerhard groaned as he slid his thick German cock out of my dripping pussy. I knew his dirty blonde pubic hair, that wiry bush around his cock, was full of my dripping pussy juices and matted with his own cum. I wanted to see it, but my head was skewered on the ginger cock in my mouth.

I wished that gingers actually tasted like ginger.

Not that I was complaining—Clyde tasted just as good as any other man, with that unique combination of salty brininess and musk that made my head dizzy with desire—but ginger just sounded so nice, spicy even.

But beggars can’t be choosers and at that moment, if I’d been able to speak, I would have been begging for him to cum in my mouth.

I moaned and mooed onto the cock as he slammed it into me, and then, finally, Clyde roared, thrusting himself down my throat hard one last time much as Gerhard had done with my pussy.

“That’s it, lassie, take it all!” he cried, his handsome freckled face leaning back as the thick cock in my mouth began to spasm. Poor, poor Clyde. He had once told me how difficult it was to find a girl who could take his cock in her pussy, or unhinge her jaw wide enough to suck him for more than a minute or two. Once he came to the hucow farm, though, and despite his cock growing even larger, he was finally able to fuck as many girls as roughly and deeply as he had ever wanted. He'd practically been a virgin when he had begun training, thanks to the restrictions placed on him as a result of his enormous cock, and now, he was finally, finally able to put that tool to good use.

And me, I was able to savor the delicious, natural flavor of his seed as it flowed into my mouth. I closed my eyes, swallowing everything that I could as the cock in my mouth spasmed, pumping and pumping. His loads were the biggest on the farm as well, or the biggest that I had experienced, and I found myself struggling to keep up with all the cum that gushed down my throat, found myself struggling to swallow every last drop.

But somehow, I managed to, or managed to swallow enough that Clyde was satisfied and finally pulled himself out of my sloppy, wet lips.

“That’s a good girl,” he said, and leaned down to kiss my forehead, playing with my sweaty hair a bit as I mooed appreciatively. Gerhard gave my ass an affectionate slap and stepped out of my pen and Clyde reached for one of my hanging udders. He placed the nipple in his mouth, kneeling as he suckled, and then let it drop, my udder bouncing around and jiggling, milk dripping everywhere.

“Ah,” he said, smacking his lips with obvious pleasure. “Delicious!”

With that, he stood up to leave my pen. As he stepped into the hall, he smirked at the bulls waiting.

“All right, lads, she’s all yours. Caitlyn, I hope you weren’t planning on sleeping any time soon, you’ve suitors a plenty a-waiting for you!”

Sleep? Me? Not now, not with my bulls waiting for me.

The next group of bulls hustled inside, and before I knew what was happening, I was being lifted into the air. It was a group of three, and that meant only one thing—not double penetration, but triple penetration. The gold standard of hucow sluttery. I was proud of my ability to take it in every hole, but even I had to admit that triple penetration was a bit… overwhelming. Not unpleasurable, of course—not by a long shot!

But still, it was intense. It was a matter of endurance, of being pushed to your limits. I often found myself sobbing with pain and pleasure during long sessions, and as much as I looked forward to it, I was a little scared.

The bulls were some of my favorites, though.

The one who lay down on the floor of my pen was Gordon, a handsome Canadian who’d left a life as a lumberjack to become a bull and breed hucows like me. He looked every part of the lumberjack stereotype—big, with a thick, auburn beard, muscles, chest hair—a classic woodsman all around. You’d expect him to come and save Little Red Riding Hood, you know?

But, I know what you want to hear about—

His cock was a good eight or nine inches long, thick, and gorgeous. Just a classically nice, large cock—not curved in any way, which made taking it a bit easier, if a bit more boring than a curved cock. Boring isn’t the right word—taking these big bull cocks isn’t boring—it’s just that when you put Gordon’s cock next to some of the other bulls’ cocks, his dick is a little bit less exciting. On the other hand, if you compared Gordon’s cock to literally any man on the street, any man in your private life, any cock I had ever seen during my college slut days, it would be comically large, almost cartoonishly huge, and the most perfect cock I’d ever seen.

And it was that cock now that I was now being lowered down onto.

Considering that there were three bulls here, I knew that meant it was going in my ass. I reveled in being manhandled like this, and having my body used, moved, and violated. I closed my eyes, let my head loll to the side, and let out a blood-curdling moo as I felt the tip of the cock touch the star of my asshole. I felt it start to spread my asshole apart, and I grit my teeth.

The first penetration is always the roughest part, and also, not coincidentally, my favorite part. I felt tears coming to my eyes as my ass ripped open, stretching lewdly around the tip of the fat cock. When I blinked, the tears fell and I let out a gasping sob of pleasure and pain as I felt my muscles finally give out and stretch around the fat tool violating my tight hole.

“Oh, heck yeah,” Gordon moaned. That was another thing about Gordon. He was polite, and rarely swore. It was adorable. “Your butt sure is tight, eh?”

It’s all for you, baby, I moaned, but it came out as a moo. No matter—the bulls on the farm could all understand my moos.

That was the thing about the hucow farm.

Here, I felt understood, in a way I’d never felt understood back in my civilian life.

What’s more, I was having fun. I felt… funderstood.

Don’t listen to me, I’m drunk on cock.


Chapter 4


I mooed and moaned as I slid down on the eight inches of Canadian meat skewering my asshole, forcing its way into my guts. Once, I’d been a pretty petite girl, you see. After all, I’d been a total nerd and book worm in high school and part of that came from my tiny frame and my complete unsuitability to any sport or athletic pursuit.

But here on the farm, my body had grown—but mostly my hips and ass and breasts. And, now, my belly. But my frame remained more or less the same tiny vessel, which meant that when I slid down on a huge cock, it wet deep inside of me, deep into my guts, as though cutting into my stomach. When girls talk about having their internal organs rearranged by a big cock—well, that’s what I experienced whenever I got fucked.

Next, Cory, a surfer bull from California, pushed me back, so that I was laying with my back on top of Gordon, and my legs up in the air, revealing my pussy to him, still flush with the bull semen that had just been gifted to me by Gerhard. The big, blonde surfer was famed for being affectionate and easy-going, and he was a favorite among the hucows. We all loved his tanned, muscular chest and abs, his soft, sunkissed hair that just always seemed to smell like sun screen, and the way he always evoked memories of the beach as he bred you, without even trying.

His cock was similar in size and shape to Gordon’s, if maybe a bit shorter, but he made up for it by being girthy and thick, and ladies will know which is more important—length or width. I bit my lip in excitement, grinning at him as he settled atop me, his chest pressed against my milk-filled boobs, squishing out a creamy treat as his cock rubbed against my slick slit.

“There we go, babe,” he said softly, moaning as it slid inside easily. I closed my eyes, loving the feeling of the thick surfer cock penetrating me. It took me back to a fraternity beach trip, when I’d laid on a towel on the beach and taking frat boy cocks while the sun went down. I’d been ignoring a lab report that was due that afternoon, and an English paper, and a ton of other homework, but I’d given myself over to my slutty desires and in that moment, I was happier than I’d ever been in my life.

But now, feeling Cory start to thrust into my pussy, syncing up his thrusts with Gordon so that they were thrusting simultaneously and skewering me between them, holding me there suspended as cocks stretched out my insides, I was happier than I could ever imagine. Because of my swollen belly, Cory wasn’t exactly lying flush on top of me, but half sitting, and the fitness required to hold himself in that half position wasn’t something I overlooked either.

And finally, Jorge, a Brazillian bull known for his passionate lovemaking approached me, kneeling next to the bulls below me and on top of me. My legs were up in the air, thanks to Cory, as he thrust deep into me, but Jorge simply moved my left leg out of the way as he pressed my lips to his cock.

He had a dark bush of pubic hair around his cock, and his intoxicating scent made me moan as he slid into my mouth. Even though my jaw was sore from sucking Clyde, I was eager to take Jorge, to please him and show him how good a hucow I could be even when taking three cocks at once.

He understood my desire to perform well, and growled at me in pleasure.

“That’s a good job, little calf,” he said with a predatory snarl that sent chills up and down my spine. “You suckle that cock nicely. Take me as much as you’d like, taste me, make yourself drunk on Jorge.”

I mooed and moaned onto his cock as I sucked him, running my tongue around the underside of the ridge of his cock, savoring the texture and flavor of his skin and his body as he pressed himself into my mouth. I ached to feel him deep, but he was holding out on me, keeping from piercing my throat, even as I wanted it.

And then, without warning, he took me by the back of the head and skewered my face, driving his cock deep down my throat. I moaned victoriously onto his shaft, and as the three bulls began to fuck my holes in earnest now, I was on cloud nine, experiencing a kind of bliss I wouldn’t normally have thought possible.

The feeling of cocks in every hole stretching me out, penetrating me, exploring me, controlling and dominating me was almost too much to take.

I let out a desperate squeal of pleasure, muffled by the eight inches of Brazilian flesh in my desperate throat, and began to cum, my whole body shaking victoriously as waves of pleasure washed over me. I wailed and gasped, almost sobbing between the bulls as my boys continued to fuck me, continued to dominate me and destroy me with their cocks.

My mind went deliciously blank then, and even though my pussy ached from being fucked so hard by Gerhard’s powerful Teutonic cock, and even though my clit was throbbing from having cum before, I soon found myself being forced to have another agonizing orgasm and then another and then another. I lost control of myself, screaming onto their cocks as I trembled and spasmed between them, a toy that they used in unison, all of them driving themselves into me.

Being the receptacle for these gorgeous men and their desires and their cum—there was nothing in the world I’d rather do.

But I had a choice to make, now that I was pregnant. That thought hung in my head as orgasm after orgasm ripped through my tender young body. I’d only been on the farm for the summer but the new semester would be starting soon and I would have to decide.

Would I stay… Or would I go?

I trembled as the pleasure soon turned into agony, becoming too overwhelming, short circuiting my brain as I felt a warm flush of cum invade my throat. I couldn’t breathe but all the same, I swallowed the cum gushing down my throat, took as much of Jorge’s seed as I could, taking him and pleasuring him as he groaned, driving himself into the juicy warm wetness of my throat.

Then, in rapid succession, the other bulls exploded inside of me.

First, it was Gordon, his cock digging deep into my guts one last time and then erupting, sending a powerful stream of seed deep into my stomach. I’ve always loved taking cum in my ass—something about it feels so taboo, so nasty and primal and submissive. I want to yell at my parents and say look at me now, mom, dad, look at your slut daughter and her ass filled with cum—I’m not so perfect now, am I?—but I have a therapist provided by the farm to talk about those feelings with.

Next, Cory came, his cock lazily spurting deep in my pussy as he rocked his hips into me. He didn’t stop thrusting as he came, but rather, he continued to drive his softening cock into my eager, sloppy hole, mixing his cum with Gerhard’s as my body continued to play host to the seed of bulls desiring me, desiring my body, hungering and aching for me.

And with that, we all collapsed in a happy heap, with me in between as the boys stroked me, kissed me, caressed me and petted me affectionately.

“Caitlyn is an angel, the perfect hucow,” Jorge was whispering, kissing my cheek and stroking the other, propped up on his elbow as Gordon, from below me, reached for my breasts and began to gently squeeze and stroke them, milking me and causing my milk to dribble everywhere.

And Cory, meanwhile, slid himself out of my pussy and then lowered his face to my slit.

I wailed in pleasure as I felt his tongue on my swollen clit.

Here’s another thing, something else—

The bulls all agree that my pussy tastes better now that I’m pregnant.

I mean, who would have thought?

Even though my pussy was dripping Cory’s cum and Gerhard’s, he eagerly lapped at my clit, and then Jorge took a turn, and even Gordon, extracting himself from beneath me. My clit was throbbing from cumming so many times, my pussy aching, but I couldn’t refuse the bulls, my beloved bulls, my boys, as they took turns lashing my clit with their hungry tongues.

Soon, my orgasm approached and weak as I was, I knew it was going to be a big one, more powerful than all of the orgasms I’d experienced so far that day. I wailed pathetically, whimpering, wiggling and struggling against invisible restraints as it washed over me, my pussy squishing and squirting on the boys as I came. I was more turned on than I’d been in a long time, and that was saying something, considering my, you know, occupation.

But it had everything to do with being pregnant, and everything to do with how much the bulls on the farm loved me, and loved my pregnant body.

I had finally done it, become, as Jorge said, the perfect hucow.

Was I really going to give all that up and go back to school?

As the boys cleaned themselves up to leave, I whimpered a goodbye. There were no more bulls waiting outside to breed me, and I felt a mix of relief and disappointment. Relief because I was exhausted, I needed to nap, and my body was tired and aching, not to mention my poor, swollen, pained holes and jaw! But on the other hand, I felt like I could have gone a few more rounds at least. I felt like I easily could have fucked more, could have easily taken more breedings.

Okay, maybe not easily, but I could have done it.

And I would have, if there had been more bulls waiting for me.

Because that was the kind of girl I was now.

I was a hucow. I had found my calling in life.

As I curled up in my pen, on my bed of hay all matted with cum and sweat and my own juices, feeling very bred, very dominated, I rested my hands on my belly and sighed.

I was content, I wanted it to last.

I drifted off to sleep like that.


Chapter 5


When I next awoke, one of the hucow farm’s dairy workers was putting me on a leash to take me to see Dr. Crowne. I remembered then that I had a check up with him scheduled, and we were going to discuss my options for my future on the hucow farm. He’d said he also had a special guest to see me—an investor who was curious about hucows and wanted, in particular, to see one who’d been successfully bred and was pregnant.

I knew what that meant. I knew I’d be offering myself to the investor, and that my ability to please him would likely be what would secure the investment for us. Dr. Crowne always said that the hucows were the greatest asset and salesforce the farm had, followed by the bulls, and then, at a distant third, followed by himself.

That always brought a proud smirk to my face.

The dairy worker first hosed me down outside the barn where I lived with the other hucow girls, using a standard garden hose to wash the bulls’ semen out of my holes and give me a rudimentary shower. I was still naked, of course, and the water was cold, so I was shivering, but fortunately it was still summer, and late summer at that, so the day was warm and in the sun on the walk over to the office building where Dr. Crowne had his lab and meeting rooms, most of my body dried out. I still felt a chill inside my pussy and ass, and a silly wetness from the water that had been pumped inside me.

Once in the building, the dairy worker took me up to the seventh floor. While in the elevator, he groped me, and reached for my pussy, suckling at my teats while fingering me. I moaned softly, putting up no resistance but just stroked his hair affectionately. It was understood that all men on the farm could use the hucows whenever they wanted, and I’d been bred by this dairy worker many times before. I wondered if he were going to try and breed me quickly before taking me to Dr. Crowne, and then hose my holes down, or if he needed to deliver me without any cum in my holes.

“Can you suck me off, right quick?” he asked. “And swallow it, so there’s no cum on you?”

Yep. There it was. Right on time. Still in the elevator, I undid his trousers and found his cock. Now, compared to the bulls, he was not impressive in the slightest, but in my normal life, it would have been a perfectly fine cock—maybe five and a half inches long. The perfect cock to suck and fuck every single day, and not feel destroyed afterwards, not feel like you’ve been put through an existential journey that leads you to question everything you know. That, at least, was how being fucked by the bulls’ cocks often left me feeling.

I took the dairy worker’s cock into my mouth and began to suckle, slurping hungrily and happily on him as he moaned, his cock twitching in my mouth. I thought I could maybe taste the tang of other hucows on it, which meant he would have bred other girls today too. That didn’t bother me in the slightest—in fact, I liked to make a game of it, trying to guess the other girls by the taste they left on the cocks I experienced.

“Did you breed Chloe today?” I asked the dairy worker, grinning when I pulled off of him to jerk him off, my hand holding his slick cock and sliding up and down, up and down as I pleasured him. “I think I can taste her on you.”

“No… Keep guessing.”

“Marissa?”

“Good guess, but no…” he moaned. His cock was twitching in my mouth and even though he’d cum at least once before today, I could tell that he wasn’t going to last much longer as I eagerly slurped and sucked him. I bobbed my head on his cock and then, before I sucked away too much of the flavor, I ran my tongue over his shaft, pausing thoughtfully.

“Jennifer?”

“That’s right,” he said, letting out a moan. I should have guessed her from the beginning—the flavor had a sourness that I remembered from another time when I had tasted her on Teddy, the bull, his cock, when he’d come right from breeding her. I knew that Teddy was the father of her baby, and they had a small cottage together, where she spent time with their child and took breedings back at the barn along with Teddy.

The dairy worker let out a triumphant grunt and released his load into my mouth. It wasn’t nearly as large as that of the other bulls but it made for a tasty, salty little snack. I slurped it up eagerly and appreciatively, inhaling his scent and his powerful musk, the scent of hard work. Everyone on the farm worked extremely hard, and not just the hucows and the bulls. Dr. Crowne worked hardest of all, I suspected, though he’d never be the one to admit it.

I swallowed every drop of the dairy worker’s cum and he gave me a water bottle to rinse my mouth out. Now, the entire time I was sucking him off, we had been in the elevator—the elevator had ascended to the seventh floor and simply stayed there, holding us in its embrace until the dairy worker pressed the button to open the doors and release us.

“I’ll bring you to Dr. Crowne and his guest now,” he said, smiling appreciatively and rubbing my head.

I loved making everyone on the farm happy, from Dr. Crowne, to the bulls, to even the rank and file dairy workers. I knew this fellow would go home to his family, tired but happy, and tell his friends about the amazing day he’d had at work.


Chapter 6


As I entered Dr. Crowne’s high tech lab, I took in the sight of the most advanced research center for hucow studies in the world. Several consoles were set up in a row in the center, with large projections of different hucows on the farm. I recognized several of the girls—Marissa, Jennifer, Chloe—the girls I had ended up guessing—as well as others: Rachel, Marina, Molly, Maggie, Kayla. Several of the research techs who worked for Dr. Crowne were hunched over their consoles, typing away furiously, and behind them, Dr. Crowne was talking to a tall, handsome man in a suit.

The dairy worker unleashed me, and hung my leash up on a hook to the side of the door. He patted my head and took his leave. I suspected he felt a little out of place in this clean, sterile, high tech environment in his stained, muddy overalls but I didn’t think he should. After all, I had just sucked his cock like I’d sucked the cocks of all the men in the room, save the newcomer in the suit.

To hucows, it doesn’t matter who you are. We just want to pleasure you and nourish you.

“Ah, Caitlyn. Here she is.”

Dr. Crowne came over to me, beaming. He wore a suit beneath his lab coat, and looked suave and dapper as usual. The doctor’s guest looked a little up tight, with his dark eyes and hair, and smirked down at me.

“She’s pregnant and you make her crawl around like that?” he asked.

“The exercise is good for her. It’s extremely important for pregnant females of any species to get regular exercise. Admittedly, it’s not the most conventional exercise, but it still fulfills the goal. Moreover, consider the engorgement of her mammaries and her pregnant belly, we’re saving her from a lifetime of lower back pain.”

The suited guest seemed convinced. He frowned but nodded, visibly impressed.

“Caitlyn, this is Mr. Lawrence Saxon. He’s an investor who’s interested in our farm, and I thought I’d bring you up to let him meet one of our best performing girls. Friends, let’s walk.”

I followed Dr. Crowne, and Mr. Saxon walked next to me. I felt his eyes on me, looking me over as he took in my body. He was clearly aroused, judging from the bulge in his suit pants, and I turned to beam at him, grinning invitingly. I had no doubt he’d be inside of me before long, and I wanted him to understand that I was friendly, and I welcomed the attention.

First, though, Dr. Crowne led us to one of the many models of milking machines in his lab. I had been in this one before: it held me in a position on an exam table that I could only describe as a kind of relaxed doggy style, where the various straps and arms kept my limbs and core suspended, while large suction cups affixed to my breasts and milked me. It was one of the more comfortable machines, and before Dr. Crowne said anything, I climbed up onto the table and began to insert myself into the straps and restraints.

“She seems to know just what to do,” Mr. Saxon remarked.

“This machine is pretty easy and fun to use,” I told him, and realized my voice came out as a moo. Mr. Saxon’s eyes widened as he smiled at me, uncomprehending.

“Ah, yes, she said that the machine is easy to use,” Dr. Crowne said quickly. “The medications we give our girls sometimes makes it difficult for them to speak normally, but they can usually manage it if they’re conscious of it. For those of us who spend a lot of time around hucows, we tend to just let them speak how they like—I’ve grown to understand their moos as easily as I understand my own voice.”

I cleared my throat, concentrating on speaking normally, like a human and not a cow.

“Yes, I can speak regularly too, Mr. Saxon. My apologies.”

“Not at all. That was… cute,” he remarked. His eyes were drawn to my huge belly, and my equally huge breasts. Dr. Crowne affixed the suction pumps to my nipples and I let out a soft moo and a moan as the machine began to pump, sucking milk out of my swollen teats.

“See how much she produces?” Dr. Crowne said, directing Mr. Saxon’s attention to the vat where my milk was being collected. “A hucow will never produce as much as a bovine cow, but damned if we won’t get close some day. Our proprietary methods mean that hucows will produce an enormous amount of milk, and it will be healthier and tastier than cow milk. And, more humane. Dairy cows suffer enormously, whereas hucows… Well, Caitlyn, are you suffering?”

“Not at all!” I chirped. “I love being milked and I love being bred.”

“I can see she’s… enjoying herself,” Mr. Saxon said, glancing behind me. My legs were partially spread and he could see my pussy, I was sure. I always got wet when being milked—almost every hucow did, I was sure—and what’s more, I’d been enjoying having them looking at me, being the only one naked in the lab, and I’d enjoyed sucking the dairy worker’s cock… That’s all to say, I was basically soaked by the time Mr. Saxon got a look at my swollen, pink pussy lips.

“Feel free to explore her,” Dr. Crowne said.

“Yes,” I piped up, making sure to speak normal human words over the whir of the machine suckling milk out of my breasts. “Feel free to touch me however you like. You can even breed me!”

“Don’t mind if I do,” Mr. Saxon said with a wicked look on his face.


Chapter 7


First, I felt his fingers on my pussy. I was still sore and swollen, of course, from being bred so many times by the bulls who were all so excited for my voluptuous pregnant body, but that didn’t stop me from enjoying the way his fingers slowly slid over my wet folds. I sighed, feeling a blush rise on my skin as I gasped and whimpered, shuddering and trembling a bit in the machine’s restraints.

“You like that, huh?” Mr. Saxon said, smoothly, almost teasingly, touching me even more gently, making me push my hips back to try and find his fingers.

“Yes,” I moaned, my voice turning into a moo partway through. “I love it!”

Then, I heard him unzipping his fly. I bit my lip, grinning happily as I realized what was happening. Even though it had only been a few hours since I’d had a cock inside of me, I wanted another!

But first, Mr. Saxon seemed to want a taste of me.

“You said she tastes particularly good?”

“Ah, yes, the bulls have been raving about her flavor recently. As she’s with child, her hormones are particularly concentrated, and her flavor has changed—almost like simmering a sauce for a long time, I suppose.”

“Ah, I see. A good metaphor,” Mr. Saxon said. As he knelt, leaning in to lick my folds, I heard Dr. Crowne whisper, audible only to himself and me:

“Actually, that was a simile, because it used ‘like’—had I not made the comparison explicit, it would have constituted a metaphor.”

I stifled a giggle, and then let out a moan. Mr. Saxon hadn’t heard Dr. Crowne’s correction—that had only been for me—but my pussy was for him as he delved into my folds and explored me, lapping at my wetness and then easing down to my clit, where he lashed me with his tongue.

Gasping for air, moaning hard, I shook. He was… very good at this. He seemed like the kind of hero you read about in romance novels: a wealthy alphahole billionaire who loves to eat pussy, even though he’s arrogant as sin. I’d enjoyed those romance novels once upon a time, and had always ached to have as much sex as the heroines in those novels ended up getting.

Well, look at me now!

I whimpered as Mr. Saxon lapped at my pussy, lapped at my clit, his tongue skillfully tracing the edges of my slit before swirling around my sensitive nub and bringing my closer and closer to orgasm. Finally, when I couldn’t help myself any more, I let out a soft mooing scream of pleasurable agony and came hard.

As usually happened when I came while being milked, my breasts began to all but gush cream. It was one of the reasons Dr. Crowne encouraged milking and breeding to occur simultaneously.

“Well, well, well, she is tasty, she really is,” Mr. Saxon said, standing and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Let’s see how she feels though.”

My pussy felt like it was still vibrating when I sensed his warmth, his cock, nearing me. I gasped as I felt his heat enter me, and several inches of delicious flesh began to dig into me. He was big, of course—that went with his character type, as an alphahole billionaire (I had no idea how rich he was, but I felt sure he wasn’t paying enough in taxes)—and though he wasn’t as big as the bulls, I guessed he had to be seven or eight inches long, with a healthy girth. It was the kind of cock that would have stretched me deliciously and made me sore for days back when I was in college, before I was used to taking giant hucow dicks.

Now, it was just par for the course for me as a slutty little hucow, but that didn’t make it any less pleasurable.

“Goddamn, her pussy is incredible,” Mr. Saxon exclaimed, sinking into me. He began to thrust almost immediately, his hips taking over and slamming into me as I groaned appreciatively. “She’s so wet, so tight. I feel like her muscles are massaging my cock!”

“Yes, hucow vaginal musculature is particularly well-developed,” Dr. Crowne noted. “Hucows are practically more evolved, more specialized humans—except for the fact that they’ll go back to normal once we cease their medication.”

“So, this is all… safe?” Mr. Saxon grunted as he fucked me. I loved the way the men carried on their conversation as though I weren’t there, treating me like an object just to be enjoyed.

“Safer than Lasik surgery,” Dr. Crowne said with a smug smile. “Safer than breast augmentation. Safer, in fact, than pregnancy and delivery in several American states. Our girls are well taken care of, and uniformly happy. They have good working conditions, a low cost of living, and we pay a competitive rate.”

Mr. Saxon gasped at this, and I felt his cock spasming inside of me, unloading his seed. I whimpered in delight as I felt his sudden flood of cum, and my breasts responded in kind, gushing more milk into the machine.

As Mr. Saxon slid himself out of my dripping pussy and zipped himself up, Dr. Crowne measured out a small glass of my milk for him.

“Here, you’ve tasted her one way, taste the rest of her,” he said.

Mr. Saxon took the glass and sniffed it. Then, he remarked: “It’s cool?”

“Yes, the machine cools the milk to optimal drinking temperature. It should be slightly warmer than milk from the refrigerator, so you can taste its unique qualities.”

As Mr. Saxon took a sip and a blissful smile spread over his face, I knew he would invest. And I knew I had found the right place for me. I would have my baby here and continue being a hucow. That was what I was meant to do, and I didn’t want to be anything else.
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