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Prologue


Hold up!

Before you read any further, did you check out the first part of my story?

My name is Emma and I’m a twenty-two year old college student on the verge of graduating, looking for a job. I’ve found… a pretty interesting opportunity on some sort of dairy farm? I’m intrigued, to say the least—especially when it was introduced to me by a beautiful young Hucow named Marissa with the kind of banging body I’ve always wanted to have!

Read the first chapter of my story, or start at the beginning of the series to learn more about the Hucow Farm. Now, on with the show…


Chapter 1


There I was, naked as the day I was born, my legs up in stirrups, my swollen little pussy dripping from the orgasm that Dr. Crowne had just given me, and now, he was approaching my face, unzipping his slacks.

Involuntarily, I licked my lips.

Then I realized what was about to happen.

I, still a virgin at the end of my college career, was about to give my first blowjob.

A potent cocktail of excitement and terror ran through me, making my trembling internally. My pussy was still tingly from cumming, and the scent of my juices—plus the creamy scent of my milk, which continued to dribble out of my small breasts—filled the room.

What would it taste like, was the first question that came to mind. Would I choke? In porn, the girls often gagged and choked while sucking cock. Usually while getting face fucked. I could never decide if that was hot, or just scary—the idea of having something pushed down my throat for the pleasure of the man I was serving, even if it made me uncomfortable… well, it sent shivers up and down my spine, but at the same time, it made me want to rub my needy little hole.

“Now, Emma, you’ve never pleasured a man with your mouth before, correct?” Dr. Crowne said gently. “You didn’t mention that when I took your sexual history.”

I shook my head, answering truthfully.

“No, sir,” I said, softly. “I, uh, like I said… I’ve only given some hand jobs…”

“Did you make your partner orgasm when you stimulated them manually?”

My cheeks burned at the clinical, precise way he spoke of the act—much more dignified than the quick tug jobs I’d given two boys in my program late one night after studying. I’d kind of hoped we would have gone further, but they didn’t even kiss me—just grunted and reached for my small boobs. When they didn’t find much to grope there, one of them stuck his hand down the front of my pants and cupped my panty-clad pussy, not even really rubbing it but just holding it, and the other had forced his hand down the back of my pants and grabbed one of my ass cheeks.

I had tried dropping hints that they could do more, but invariably, they lost interest in me after blowing their loads into a tissue I had poised and ready to strike when their orgasm hit.

“Er, yes, I made them both climax,” I said.

“Did you taste their semen at that time?”

Dr. Crowne had unzipped his pants and was pulling down his boxers. I stifled a gasp when his cock all but popped out, staring me in the face. It was… big. Really big. Suddenly faced with a cock at least seven or eight inches long, I found myself thinking about the size of my mouth. Would that thing even fit inside?!

“Um, no,” I said. I could actually smell the delicate scent of his cock, the musky, masculine, pheromone laden smell that quickly overwhelmed my senses. My body, reproducing the instincts of so many generations before me, was drawn to that cock: I wanted it inside of me, wanted his cum inside of me. I wanted him to drag me back to his cave and breed me until I popped out lots of little cave babies for him. “I used a tissue to catch it and then I cleaned them up with it and threw it away.”

Dr. Crowne raised an eyebrow and I quickly pivoted.

“But that was just because we were hooking up in the library while studying. If we’d been in a private place, I wouldn’t have minded, um, using my mouth. We just needed to be more subtle, so… But I’m curious what it tastes like.” I swallowed hard. “Cum, I mean.”

“Good. I’m glad to hear that, Emma. You see, contact with semen—especially semen of a particularly stimulating nature—is a necessary part of being a hucow. As you know, you will be bred several times a day, practically every day, and with few exceptions, you will receive seed into your orifices.”

“Right,” I said, breathing heavily, still staring at the cock before me. “Breeding.”

“Correct. Now, I am going to examine your potential for oral breeding. You’re going to open your mouth and bring me to climax—do you understand? I’ll help you along.”

I swallowed again. My mouth suddenly felt very, very wet—I guess that was a good thing.

“Yes, sir.” And then, suddenly, I thought to ask: “Can I, uh, touch myself while I… stimulate you orally? My, um, genitals? Or my nipples? I want to keep my milk flowing…”

Dr. Crowne smiled and I saw that he was actually very pleased with me.

“An excellent idea, Emma. You may—in fact, I encourage it.”

I bit my lip and nodded. Then, I opened my mouth wide, and parked one hand on my crotch and one on my nipples, preparing to lose my oral virginity.


Chapter 2


Everyone remembers going to the doctor and the doctor using a tongue depressor on them—peering into your throat while you gag and drool? It’s humiliating and uncomfortable, and that’s kind of what I expected having a cock pushed down my throat would be like.

What I didn’t expect was that Dr. Crowne would pull out an actual metal tongue depressor and a small pen light before putting his cock in my mouth.

“I just want to perform a quick examination, so we can measure the changes in your mouth and throat after you’ve been orally bred. Is that all right, Emma? You may of course continue to stimulate yourself while I work.”

I nodded, keeping my mouth open. I had one hand on my wet pussy, sliding over my sensitive lips, trying not to make myself moan but keeping myself on edge, while my other hand tweaked and teased my swollen, leaking nipples.

Dr. Crowne bent down and pressed the metal tongue depressed into my mouth, forcing my tongue down and forcing my jaws open wider.

“Say ‘ahhh,’ Emma,” he instructed, and I obeyed.

“Ahhhhh,” I said, as best I could. It came out kind of like a formless cry for help, but Dr. Crowne seemed satisfied.

“Your throat is a bit narrow, but within our parameters,” he remarked. “If anything, the bulls will find it extra stimulating.”

I expected to be gagging as he pushed the tongue depressor deeper into my throat but I didn’t, not really—only a few times did I feel the need to gag but I was able to push it down quickly.

“Emma,” Dr. Crowne said, as he stroking the metal probe against the back of my throat. “Do you feel the need to gag or choke right now? I’m touching you where a bull’s member would touch you during a standard oral breeding session.”

“Uh-uh,” I said. I was amazed. I didn’t think of myself as having a particularly strong gag reflex but I knew I had one, and there was no way I could take a metal tool to the back of my throat without gagging, let alone down my throat.

“And you’ve had a gag reflex before, Emma? You don’t know of any medical conditions that would cause you to lose your gag reflex? No medications you didn’t mention to us, or medical procedures in your past?”

“Uh-uh,” I replied again, truthfully. I had a mercifully very boring medical history. Never broken a bone, my tonsils were fine, so was my appendix. I needed to wear my glasses for driving or seeing the black board if I sat at the very back of a classroom but otherwise my eyesight wasn’t too terrible, especially for a nerd. I can’t even remember ever having a cavity.

“Excellent. Very impressive. The medication that will transform you into a hucow are already taking effect. One of the side effects, a very fortunate one at that, eliminates your gag reflex. This will help you to take particularly deep breedings from the bulls on the farm. The deeper the breeding, in general, the more effective the hormonal load being delivered, and the more your milk will improve.”

I nodded as best I could with the doctor’s tongue depressor still poking the back of my throat. I stroked my clit and moaned softly as he manipulated my tongue, moving it around, taking pictures of my throat and mouth. Some of them were projected up on the screens that had shown my pussy and butt, and I saw that except for the teeth, the chambers looked remarkably similar.

“You’ve got healthy gums and teeth as well. I can tell you brush and floss regularly.”

I giggled, which only made me drool more over his hands as he manipulated my face and jaw.

Finally, he slid the tools out of my mouth and I took a deep breath of relief. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, inadvertently smearing some of my pussy juices over my mouth. Oh well.

“Now, next, Emma, I’m going to penetrate your mouth and throat with my penis,” Dr. Crowne said, setting the tongue depressor to the side. “This can be an uncomfortable, even upsetting procedure if you don’t know what to expect, so you’ll have to let me know if it becomes too much for you to handle. Being a hucow isn’t for everyone, and there’s no shame in admitting that it’s not something you want.”

I nodded silently.

I was sure it was something I wanted. I craved it. It sounded so much fun, and it meant my body would grow and expand—that I would get big tits like the girls I’d seen in the videos, that I’d be the center of attention, partying with guys—taking their cocks.

Being an utter slut.

It sounded like so much fun, and maybe it was something I could have done without being a hucow, but part of me knew that submitting to my animal nature and allowing myself to transform would give me the confidence to really get what I wanted. To be who I wanted. To be a hucow.

Dr. Crowne pressed the tip of his cock to my lips and I gasped inwardly at the sudden feel of warm, soft flesh on my skin. I pushed a finger inside my pussy, it was so exciting—the tip of his cock was incredibly, incredibly soft but at the same time, hard, as though his cock were a rigid steel rod covered by soft, pliant flesh.

Instinctually, I opened my mouth wide.

It was like I was giving in to some biological imperative, making myself available to service the man under whose power I existed at the moment. But instead of ramming it into my mouth, forcing it down my throat in the way I was expecting, Dr. Crowne drew it around my lips, slowly, almost teasingly, tracing the outline of my mouth.

“Now, Emma, are you sure you want this? You’re a very beautiful young woman, and judging from your resume, very intelligent. That’s not to say our hucows aren’t intelligent, but…” As he spoke, he continued to tease my lips. I’d never realized how sensitive my lips were—not my pussy lips but the lips of my mouth. I guess this was why there were an erogenous zone, or considered as much… I guess this was why humans liked kissing. “…you have many other options in life, and being a hucow can be overwhelming and all-consuming. It’s not a job you can just try for a few weeks. You have to be able to commit, especially considering the changes your body will go through. They’re not permanent, but they won’t disappear immediately if you cease undergoing our treatments. Do you still want this?”

I nodded, eagerly. As though to demonstrate my willingness, I thrust my small chest forward, twisted my nipples as hard as I could, and sprayed a shower of milk at Dr. Crowne. He snorted.

“Well, I can see you’re already very much on your way in your transformation.”

And with that, he slid his cock into my mouth.


Chapter 3


Whatever I was expecting, it wasn’t this.

When I’d given hand jobs before, I’d had to act casual about it, even though I really, really wanted to examine and play with the guys’ cocks. I had wished we had been alone in our dorms so I could have gotten down on my knees in front of the guy and, even if I didn’t suck them off, I would have liked to get a close up look at what a guy’s dick was like. What it felt like soft and then hard. What his balls felt like—how they rolled around in the sack, how the sack expanded or contracted based on temperature and arousal. Stuff like that. I was curious about boy anatomy, because even though I’d seen really extreme examples of it in pornography—guys with magnificent, huge dicks, some of which I was pretty sure were fakes made of silicone held at deceptive angles—I’d never gotten a close up look at one of my peers.

Dr. Crowne was somewhere in between the enormous cocks of porn and the much more modest penises I’d given ostensibly disinterested hand jobs to a few years back. He was probably at the larger end of the normal range for an adult male. For most girls, he’d have been the biggest guy they’d ever been with, unless you were a porn star, in which case he might have been just average.

But, as I understood it, compared to the bulls on the hucow farm, he was on the lower range of what was possible when it came to dick size. Based on the videos I’d seen of hucows and bulls—and of non-hucow girls experiencing bulls during bachelorette parties—it was pretty clear that the bulls were simply built different, with cocks so hard and dominating that they could cause serious injury if you weren’t properly aroused and prepared.

So, I was glad to be experiencing Dr. Crowne’s cock first. I found myself pleasantly surprised by the taste of his soft flesh on my tongue, the feeling of his shaft filling my mouth. I curled my lips over my teeth to keep from scratching him as he penetrated my mouth, and I looked up at him with wide-eyes, as though silently asking for validation as he gently pressed a few inches of his shaft into my mouth.

“How does that feel, Emma?” he asked. I gave him a thumbs-up. He was big enough that my tongue didn’t have much room to move around, and his dick just kind of pinned it to the bottom of my mouth, so I wiggled it a bit, just kind of teasing him as he grinned appreciatively.

“It feels good for me, too, Emma. You’ve got such a nice little mouth—it’s too bad you haven’t been putting it to good use, but I hope it’ll find a home on our farm,” Dr. Crowne said. I felt myself flush at these words. That made it sound like he really wanted to bring me on at the farm! I was excited—maybe this new dream of mine was going to become a reality?

Slowly, Dr. Crowne pushed deeper into my throat, manipulating my head so that he could fit his cock deeper and deeper. I felt it touch the back of my throat, and some part of my felt like I should gag, but I was able to ignore the impetus. I didn’t really need to gag, I told myself over and over again, and lo and behold, the need to gag disappeared.

“That’s a good girl, Emma, just take it nice and deep,” he said, moving a bit as he eased my head back. Soon, his entire cock was buried in my throat, and my nose was pressed into his wiry pubic hair. That tickled, and if I hadn’t had nearly a foot of cock in my throat, I would have giggled and wiggled away.

We stayed like that for a moment, his cock silently dominating my throat. I was paralyzed, unable to move, unable to get away, filled with him in a way I’d never experienced before with anyone. This was a more intimate position than I’d ever been in with anyone, and it was with a man who was practically a stranger!

But, I reminded myself, hucows had to be ready to be bred by multiple men at all times. Cows didn’t have a choice of who bred them, and I was about to become like livestock. The thought was so degrading and humiliating—it went against everything I had been taught as a feminist, as a woman in STEM, all of that—but it just turned me on so much! It felt nice to be able to turn off my brain for a while, stop worrying about my career or the fate of the world, and to enjoy being an object that men wanted to breed and use—enjoy being a source of nourishment, if my breasts and milk ever got to a point where they were like Marissa’s massive udders.

Soon, Dr. Crowne began to move in my mouth, sliding in and out slowly. He reached down to hold my jaws open wide, pressing his cock deep into my open mouth and touching the back of my throat gently, as though tagging it with his cock, before sliding back and out. The sound it made—like a quiet gawk-gawk-gawk—was honestly kind of amusing, if lewd. Hearing it only made me more turned on.

I felt my bush drenched with my own juices from cumming before, from gushing, and now I found myself tugging at it, shuddering at the pleasure and pain of pulling my own hair gently. Then, my fingers went back to teasing my slit while my other hand twisted and manipulated my nipple.

“Good girl, Emma,” Dr. Crowne grunted, his moans becoming more and more animalistic. “That’s a very good girl. You’re doing great.”

“I am?” I moaned, but I had a cock down my throat so it came out sounding something like “Waa ahhh?” But Dr. Crowne seemed to understand what I meant and smiled gently all the same.

“Yes, Emma, you are. You really are. This feels wonderful. Your mouth and throat are going to be very popular on our farm.”

He gripped my hair and began to move my head, no longer penetrating my throat as deeply, but using my face to suck and fuck the first few inches of his cock, bouncing it against the back of my throat before sliding all the way out and then fucking it in deeper. This almost hurt, but again, I wasn’t gagging, so it only felt slightly uncomfortable. But based on the way he was moaning, Dr. Crowne was enjoying this even more so I was more than happy to comply and give him what he wanted.

Seeing him pleased made me excited in a way I hadn’t really expected, actually.

It lit a fire inside of me. A need to please. A need to serve.

I remembered giving those hand jobs in the library. I had wanted to do more for the boys, had hoped that they would want more from me. Part of me had even hoped they’d spread rumors about me, that I’d get a reputation as a girl you could go to for a quick tug, or more. Not because I wanted to be a slut but because I liked pleasing. I’ve always been a people pleaser.

The thing is, I felt, at the same time, like it was too arrogant of me to expect that guys would want me. That I would be the one they wanted to use, even on the side. I was happy to just be used, to just be pleased, but I felt kind of like, who was I to think that I would even be of any use to guys who wanted to get off?

The fact that the two dudes I’d jerked off never wanted more from me only confirmed that. I was something to use and throw out, and barely even worth that.

But Dr. Crowne was making me feel different.

Making me feel better.

Making me feel worth something.

And when he let out a triumphant moan and began to cum in my mouth, I closed my eyes and prepared to accept my reward.


Chapter 4


As pleased as I was with myself for bringing Dr. Crowne to orgasm with my unpracticed, inexperienced mouth, I wasn’t prepared for the flood of cum spurting out of his cock. As soon as I felt it gush into my mouth, my eyes shot open.

The closest thing I could compare it to was maybe sucking Gogurt out of a tube. Warm, salty, slightly bitter, but deliciously savory Gogurt. Or even like when you were a kid, and you put your mouth on the hose, drinking straight from the source as water gushes into your mouth.

There was no stopping the cum that filled my mouth and throat, and I was sure I would have gagged and choked on it had I not had the benefit of the hucow medication working to keep my composure intact. As it was, I felt my eyes start to water as I made sure my throat kept working, kept swallowing the salty, creamy treat until finally, with one satisfied final moan, Dr. Crowne slid his cock out of my lips, leaving a thin trail of his cum dribbling down my chin.

“Not bad, Emma,” he remarked. “Not bad at all.”

As though it were the most natural thing in the world, he gathered up a fistful of my hair and used it to wipe my cock clean. I was left stunned by this act: it was so casually degrading, so dehumanizing, and I loved it. I felt, quite literally, objectified, and now, my cheeks burned as I felt my hair stick up in odd directions thanks to the impromptu hair styling he’d given me, courtesy of his cum and my spit.

I mooed softly, showing my appreciating for how he was using me, treating me. It turned me on. It really did—it felt right, and I found myself wiggling in my stirrups, wanting more—always more. My fingers between my thighs weren’t enough. I wanted something… anything… inside of me. The speculum again, spreading me out wide to examine me? Sure. A dildo the size of a bull cock to stretch me out? Absolutely. Dr. Crowne’s cock to breed and inseminate me? By all means, bring it the fuck on!

I mooed again as I saw Dr. Crowne pick up one of the syringes from the set of tools he’d laid out earlier when I first entered the exam room.

“Now that you’ve been inseminated, Emma, we can administer the final dose of our proprietary medication. If it takes, you’ll have what’s required to be a hucow—you’ll come to see me for the final part of our exam in one week, all right?”

I nodded eagerly.

I couldn’t believe it—I had just about done it! I’d sucked a cock for the first time, and I’d done gotten through the twisted medical exam—I’d done everything he wanted of me, and now, I was about to become a hucow…

Then, I realized where those needles were going.

Dr. Crowne gathered up the flesh of my right breast in one hand and brought the tip of the needle to my nipple. I gasped and bit my lip, staring at the sharp point of the syringe about to glide through the tender, sensitive flesh of my underdeveloped udders.

“Sir,” I whimpered. “Is it going… in my boobs?”


Chapter 5


“Yes, Emma,” Dr. Crowne said gently, and stroked my hair. “You will require regular injections into your udders while a hucow, in order to make sure your body develops how we want. Are you willing to do this?”

I took a deep breath and nodded.

I’d do anything to be a hucow.

As the needle slid into my tender, swollen nipple, I let out a mooing-shriek.

It hurt bad, the worst injection I’d ever experienced—I could feel the medicine sliding out of the syringe and being absorbed my by soft breast. Since I had so little meat there, the changes were already something I could feel. I couldn’t quite explain what it was, but there was a warmth, a heaviness to my breast that hadn’t been there before.

I found myself breathing fast, almost panting in anticipation as Dr. Crowne applied the same procedure to the other breast. I yelped and grabbed onto him, holding tight until the injection was done.

“That’s a good girl,” Dr. Crowne said, and reached into his lab coat. He pulled out a lollipop and gave it to me. My cheeks still burning, I unwrapped it and pouted as I stuck it in my still sore mouth. My jaws hurt from being spread apart to fit around his cock, but the sweetness of the candy helped. “That wasn’t so bad, now was it?”

“Moo,” I said, dejectedly.

“I promise you’ll get used to the injections. Now, there will be some changes to your body over the next week, but don’t be alarmed. If you develop a fever that lasts for more than twelve hours or climbs above 104, make sure you go to the campus health clinic—right here, actually. And you’re free to engage in sexual activity while the medication takes hold. In fact, it’s encouraged.”

“Moo,” I repeated.

“Do you have any questions, Emma?”

“Um,” I said softly, suddenly unable to meet his gaze. “One, sir.”

“What’s that?”

I found myself blushing hard as I steeled myself to ask. I wanted this, wanted this bad, but asking for it—articulating it and putting it into words for him—was an almost insurmountable challenge for me. All the same, I forced the words out.

“Sir, doctor, would you please breed me one last time before I leave?”

I exhaled sharply and with both hands, spread my pussy, showing him how wet I was. I’d cum once but it wasn’t enough.

“I… I need it, sir… And I want you to be the one to take my virginity here… So…”

“I’d be honored, Emma,” Dr. Crowne said, grinning. “A hucow’s virginity is a very precious thing.”

Manipulating the stirrups, Dr. Crowne spread my legs wide. I still held my needy pussy open, showing him my virginal pink flower. I’d only ever slid fingers inside myself, but now, I was about to have a man’s whole cock inside of me—and it was a big one too.

I gazed up at Dr. Crowne as he slid his cock over my wetness, gathering my juices up onto the throbbing tip of his rod before leaning forward, into me, pushing inside. I let my head fall back, let my mouth fall open, and let out a hot moan of pleasure that turned into a moo as I gasped.

Fuck, he was huge.

Fuck, it hurt.

Fuck, it felt amazing.

I felt as though I were being speared by his cock, penetrated in my most sensitive, vulnerable place. My pussy seemed to suck him inside, trembling with pleasure around his girth as he pushed into me. I found myself mooing like a heifer in heat, grunting and trembling as he pierced me, digging deep into my wetness.

“How does that feel, Emma?” Dr. Crowne said gently, running his fingers over my frame, from my swollen teats down my belly to my trembling thighs.

I mooed softly. I was trying to tell him that it hurt, but that it also felt delicious. This his cock felt better than I’d ever imagined sex could feel. That, as he pushed deeper into me, up to the hilt, I felt like I was finally being used the way I was supposed to be used. That I was finally a real woman, no longer a girl. But I found I couldn’t form regular words. Only moos came out.

“Moo? Moo! Mooooo!”

“Don’t worry, Emma,” Dr. Crowne said, gently. “That’s a side effect of the medication as well. You gradually lose the ability to form human words. Or, well… It’s not that you lose the ability, but it becomes harder. If you focus and try, you might still be able to speak normally. Some of our hucows are, while others just moo, but those of us who work closely with them can still understand them perfectly, so don’t you worry either way.”

I was losing my ability to speak as a result of my transformation, but somehow, that felt right—like another form of submission to Dr. Crowne’s twisted plan. I mooed obediently as he pressed into me and began to fuck me, thrusting in time with my moos as I bucked my hips for him.

The fat girth of his cock stretched me wide, gaped my pussy around his cruel shaft, but I didn’t mind—I loved the feeling of being impaled on his cock, of feeling it press deep, almost as far as it would go. I knew some girls hated the feeling of a cock going so far as to touch their cervix during sex but for me, it was driving me wild—the pain, the pleasure of being fucked so completely, so deeply and irrevocably. I felt like he was not only stretching out my tiny little hole, but turning me into a toy for him and him alone: molding my pussy to his cock.

If only he could brand me and tag me as his hucow. I wanted to belong to him, belong to the farm, wanted nothing more.

I writhed beneath him now, mooing and squealing for the cruel doctor as he took his pleasure in my young, inexperienced body.

Finally, with an animalistic grunt that made me feel like I was a heifer being bred by a literal bull, my poor little virgin’s pussy torn apart, Dr. Crowne released his seed into my womb. I arched my back, groaning as I took his load, feeling the warmth flood my insides as he inseminated me. God, but it felt amazing. It felt like I was being claimed, being marked as something different from a regular human girl, once and for all.

Dr. Crowne slid his sloppy cock out of my equally sloppy pussy and I craned my neck to catch a glimpse at it, softening and dripping in cum, as he zipped his pants back up. My pussy, too, was absolute destroyed—truly a creampie situation, with cum dripping out of my swollen lips and matted into my pubic hair.

“You’ve performed well today, Emma,” Dr. Crowne told me, taking my legs out of the stirrups. “I’ll see on the farm in one week to measure how well your transformation has taken at the final part of our exam. And remember—sexual activity is not only allowed, but encouraged. The more semen you seek out, the better your transformation will be.”

I mooed softly, nodding.

I was a college senior, and I was determined to live it up these last few weeks of college, as a growing hucow—and I was going to change everything from how I’d lived my life the last four years. I was going to get as much seed as I could, in order to become the best hucow I could be!


Chapter 6


I remember walking back from the medical center across campus, my legs trembling. Now that I was away from Dr. Crowne and his magnetic charisma, I was painfully exhausted. He’d fucked the absolute shit out of me, and my insides ached. Each step hurt, and I felt cum running down my inner thighs and pooling in my panties.

In other words, I was doing my first walk of shame ever. It was clear from looking at me that I’d just gotten railed, considering my hair was all messed up from where he’d wiped his cock off, but I didn’t care. No one ever paid attention to me and I doubted anyone would notice me now either.

When I got back to my dorm, I changed into comfy, slouchy clothes and showered. I did some homework and went to bed early, too exhausted to even stay up reading or playing games and watching anime like I usually did in the evenings. I saw that some of my friends were online and I could have played games with them but I was still processing everything that had happened to me and if I talked to any of my friends, they’d no doubt ask how the interview went.

And I could either lie and brush off the question, or tell the truth: that I’d gotten fucked. Not in the sense of being betrayed or deceived, but that the interview and exam had not only involved my body being probed and exposed in the most vulnerable, humiliating ways possible, but also sucking my examiner’s cock and getting fucked for the first time.

In the shower, I looked over my lean, skinny body as I washed the cum out of my pussy, flushing my tender, swollen lips. I was kind of cute, I decided. I bet if I were really aggressive, I could find some guys who’d fuck me. It wouldn’t be too hard, right?

When I awoke, I went about my morning as usual, checking my email, scrolling on Instagram and TikTok, and then when I went into the bathroom, I almost didn’t notice the, ahem, massive change that had occurred.

I had boobs. My t-shirt, which had lain practically flat against my boney chest the night before, now betrayed the silhouettes of two shapely tits, tightly swaddled beneath the fabric. If I had to guess, they were C-cups—a pretty respectable size, considering that I’d had next to nothing the night before!

Working quickly, I pulled my shirt over my head and stared at myself in the mirror. Yeah, they were tits all right. Big ones. Udders. And each nipple had grown too, becoming a bit longer, a bit distended and achy, swollen. Dripping. Milk dribbled down my tits and onto my belly.

I leaned forward and gripped one of my newly plumped boobs. It was sore to the touch but when I squeezed, I found myself moaning, waves of pleasure and relief running through my body. They felt heavy, my boobs, I realized, and when I squeezed, milk squirted out in a shower, from three or four spots on my fat little nipple.

“Moooo…” I moaned. I began to milk the other as well, and god, but it felt good, even if it hurt a bit—my body was aching for release and now I was finally getting it.

Just then, a knock came on my door.

“Emma,” came the voice that accompanied the knock. A familiar voice.

Shit, I thought. Skylar. He was in my stats class and we had a group project due next week. I’d suggested he come by to work on it. I hadn’t meant anything by it—we’d done work together before, and there was never anything sexual between us. He was kind of cute, but a nerd like me, with shaggy blonde hair, a skinny, slight build, always wearing jeans and a faded gaming shirt. Kind of like the boy version of me, if I’m being honest.

“Emma, are you in there? You’re not answering your phone…”

“I’ll be right there, Skylar!” I called out but it came out as a long, low “Moooo!”

Shit. Shit. I forced myself to focus, and slowly, deliberately, pronounced the words:

“I’m coming, Skylar! One minute!”

“Um, okay.” After a second, he asked: “Did you, uh, moo at me?”

I decided I wouldn’t try answering that question.

I bustled back into my room and realized I had a new problem: I didn’t have a bra that would fit these newly full and plump boobs. My udders—which were still dripping milk, by the way—barely fit into my shirt as it was, and I wasn’t sure I’d have anything that they wouldn’t be bursting out of.

I tore through my closet, and after looking around quickly, I settled on a sweat-shirt. I tossed it on, not even bothering to put bottoms—it hung down past my waist—and padded over to the door quickly.

There was Skylar, looking confused.

“Um, this is the time we were going to work together, right?” he asked, cocking his head to the side. He was looking pretty cute, honestly, in his glasses. Slutty little glasses like the doctor wore.

Like the doctor wore.

Suddenly, an idea occurred to me.

Why not start enjoying my new boobs now, and see if Skylar was game to inseminate me?

“Moo,” I said.

“What?”

“Um, come in!” I said, and grabbed his hand, pulling him into my room. I usually kept my space pretty neat, but it was clear I’d just rolled out of bed.

“I can come back later if you want—”

Then Skylar’s eyes fell onto my chest. I guessed, at first, that he was noticing how my boobs had grown and changed—it was pretty obvious—but then I glanced down and noticed that there were two pretty distinct wet spots over my nipples on my sweatshirt.

“Emma, is something wrong?” Skylar asked, taking a step back, but I grabbed his hand, stared into his eyes, hoping he’d understand.

“Nothing’s wrong,” I said, focusing. “I’m going through some changes right now.” I swallowed hard. “Actually, you can help.”

“I can?”

“Yeah,” I said. I bit my lip. Fuck it. Now or never. I pulled over my sweatshirt, revealing my newly full pair of udders. Skylar stared in disbelief and said nothing, so I hooked my fingers underneath the waist of my panties and pulled them down before kicking them away.

“Emma, what—”

I took his hand and put it on my breast. God, but it felt amazing.

“Breed me,” I told him, and when his hand found my boob, I stopped bothering trying to speak English and just mooed.


Chapter 7


Skylar was a real gentleman and laid me down on the bed, kissing me as he got on top of me. God, kissing was great! How had I gone through four years of college and barely done any of this? Slurping at his lips, which tasted like coffee, feeling his teeth with my tongue as he did the same and gripped my boobs.

“You’re… you’re lactating, Emma,” he exclaimed, as his groping caused milk to squirt out of my nipples.

“Moooo,” I moaned. “Is that… okay?”

“Yeah… That’s actually kind of hot. Can I—”

I nodded eagerly. I reached for his head and all but wrenched it down, till I felt his mouth latch onto my nipple. I let out a hungry moo, whimpering and wailing as he suckled. God, but it felt… amazing! I squealed, squirming as I felt him suck milk down, out of my aching boob, drinking from me.

He switched boobs as I ran my fingers through his hairs, and he was content to explore my tits for a while, drinking from me, before sliding down my body and spreading my pussy. I was about to beg him to fuck me when I felt his mouth on my pussy and I let out a happy shriek.

I hadn’t expected that he’d want to eat me out—after all, I was so hairy down there and hadn’t prepared… But feeling his tongue gliding over my delicate, tender parts, still sore from Dr. Crowne’s rough fucking, I knew I was going to get addicted to this. I reached down, spreading myself wide for him like girls did in porn and I was delighted by how much more eager that made Skylar as he dug his tongue inside of me.

Getting his finger wet with my pussy juices, he even slid it into my ass while he licked my clit. I shuddered at the sudden intrusion—it was so much gentler than having a steel speculum rammed up your hole, after all.

Before I knew it, I was cumming, gushing onto his face. I felt like I was buzzing, dripping from my breasts and my pussy, and before I knew it, I saw Skylar stripping off his jeans and digging a condom out of his wallet.

“No,” I managed. “No condom. Cum in me.”

“What? Are you sure?”

I nodded, too cum drunk to try and explain. He didn’t need any more encouragement. His cock wasn’t huge by the standards of Dr. Crowne or the bulls on the farm, but I didn’t mind one bit as he slid it into me, laying atop me and starting to thrust.

It was pure pleasure, having sex with him, and it made me even happier to see how much he enjoyed it. His eyes were half-closed with pleasure as he whimpered and grunted, thrusting and rutting into my dripping hole. I wrapped my legs around him, encouraging him, and guiding his face down to suckle at my boobs while he fucked me.

He didn’t last long but I didn’t mind that one bit. After five minutes of non-stop thrusting, he blew his load deep inside of me and I sighed with pleasure, leaning back and grinning.

“Oh my god, Emma… That was insane…” Skylar murmured as he slid out of me and sat on the bed. “I never thought… I mean, I’ve always thought you were pretty cute but…”

I felt my cheeks burn.

“Cute?” I asked, marshalling the willpower to make the words come out. “You think I’m cute?”

“I mean, yeah. Lots of guys in our program like you.”

I bit my lip.

“Can you invite them over, mooooo?”

“Now?”

I nodded eagerly.

“S-sure,” Skylar said, still not really understanding. “You want to fuck them all too?”

I nodded, beaming.

“Take a picture of me, moo,” I said, suddenly. I lay back on my bed, spread my legs, gripped one of my tits, and grinned. Skylar didn’t need any more encouragement to start taking pictures and videos and within ten minutes, his roommate showed up.

“Holy shit, dude,” Reid said. Reid was a bit of a jock, majoring in marketing, but he and Skylar were childhood friend. He high-fived Skylar and started to undo his jeans. In a few moments, his cock was in my mouth while Skylar knelt behind me, spreading my butt cheeks, teasing my pussy and ass.

“Hey, Emma, can I try your butt too? You really seemed to like it when I put a finger in…”

I paused sucking Reid’s dick to nod eagerly and moo.

“Hell yeah, man,” Reid exclaimed before groaning as I inhaled his cock. “Check this out—she doesn’t have a gag reflex!”

“And her tits are dripping in milk… It’s like really sweet too… Emma, this is insane.”

I was beaming. I was getting so much attention—and two guys wanted to fuck me! I grunted as I felt Skylar work his fingers into my asshole, using spit as lube, and I guess he decided I must have been ready before a few moments later, his fingers were replaced by his cock.

It hurt bad, but in the same way that scratching an itch can hurt. I groaned onto the cock in my throat as Skylar thrust into my ass. I was already dripping his cum from my pussy and soon, I’d have it dripping out of my butt too.

As the two roommates fucked me, a few more guys arrived: Raj, Tony, Kyle, Sam, and more I’ve already forgotten. They watched in dumb silence, amazed at what they were seeing—this formerly shy, nerdy girl had suddenly turned into a ravenous slut and she was letting anyone use her and her growing, milk-dripping tits.

Of course, phones came out and soon I was the start of half a dozen homemade porno videos. I don’t really care if my face and body are out there on Reddit or other places online. If anything, it makes me happy that I’m able to please more guys that way.

I remember Reid cumming down my throat and Skylar taking his time in my ass, really fucking it nice and deep until it stared feeling much better than when we started. I noticed my ass was getting slippery on its own. I remembered seeing something in the farm’s materials about how hucows develop the ability to lubricate their assholes on their own, like a vagina—yet another side-effect of the medication that, like the lack of a gag-reflex, was kind of unintentional but also very much welcome considering the kind of work us hucows do!

Within a few hours, I had taken dozens of loads into my body. Skylar and a few other guys were still hanging out in my room when they decided I’d had enough: I was shaking and my body was bruised from being handled roughly, from being passed from one guy to another. My holes were swollen, from my tight asshole, which had been so unceremoniously robbed of its virgin status (better, I thought, to lose my virginity to a guy with a normal sized cock like Skylar rather than a huge bull cock on the farm…), to my tender pussy lips which were now puffy from being roughly stretched and pounded from hours. Even the lips on my face were a bit swollen, as though I’d gotten a fat lip from a haymaker, when in fact it was the result of being enthusiastically face fucked by a legion of horny college boys.

“Hey, Emma, I’m going to a party at DKE later tonight,” one of the guys said. “You should come. You’d be popular, I bet!”

And I was. I ended up in a back room, bent over a beer pong table, with frat boys taking turns mixing my milk with different boozes, making truly noxious shot combos to force on their younger members while the seniors enjoyed the privilege of using my holes to their contentment.

The rest of the week continued in more or less a long, hedonistic blur. My grades tanked, but I already had a job lined up, and my GPA was fine, so who cared, I figured. I lost count sometime after the third frat party I attended, but by that point, I’d taken over a hundred loads.

My breasts were growing steadily, too. By the time I took the bus out to the farm to present myself to Dr. Crowne at the end of the week, I was nearly unrecognizable.

“Well, well, well, Emma, I heard from the Dean of your college that you’ve been busy.”

I let out a giggling moo. I barely bothered to try and speak regular words now. The boys who fucked me at my school didn’t need me to be able to speak normal words. They knew I was down for anything I wanted.

I stripped for Dr. Crowne and showed him how my body had changed. My hips and ass had filled out nicely, and I had curves to my form now, but my breasts were really where the changes could be seen: they’d swelled and grown even larger, from C cups past D to reaches of the alphabet I never dreamt I’d reach, not in a million years. My lower back was already starting to ache but it was a small price to pay for my full breasts, dripping milk for the doctor.

“Congratulations, Emma,” the doctor said, smiling. “I think we can officially say you’re a hucow.”
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