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Introduction

In the year 2003 governments around the world set about passing groundbreaking Animal Wellbeing Bills in order to enforce protect the rights of animals. The bills saw an end to farming as a majorly profitable business with severe limitations being placed on the ownership and treatment of livestock.

The new laws forced deep changes through society and caused a major shift in eating habits to vegetarian diets. However while meat suffered, one industry that refused to die away was the dairy industry. The ownership of cows was no longer cost effective enough to make major profits but with a strong demand for milk and other substances the industry was determined not to give up.

It was in 2004 that the industry finally found the solution to their severe problem. They simply had to change their source of milk from cows to women.

Over the next eleven years hucows became one of the highest paid and most sought after jobs all over the world.


Morning Milking

“Nervous?” Simon asked to the farm's newest hucows.

Despite the label of ‘farm’ still being used the new farms didn’t look anything like the old ones. It wasn’t wood, hay, dirt and mud. It wasn’t anything to do with vast open fields, everything had instead gone a bit modern.

The hucow farms were large buildings, often situated within cities to appeal to suitors through locational preference, filled with a vast amount of empty floor space which could easily be transferred into a milking center. It also made it possible to have offices and other facilities on site.

Eva felt intimidated the first time she stepped into the large, grey, complex which stood several stories high. The top heavy woman nodded as butterflies fluttered in her stomach.

“Yeah, a bit,” she sighed out, nibbling on her bottom lip as she followed the worker through the glossy halls of the large building.

“There is nothing to be worried about. You’d be surprised how friendly everyone is here. If you have any problems the other cows would be happy to help.”

“But what if I’m not good at it?” she whined towards him.

“Everyone is nervous their first time but you’ll quickly get used to it.”

Eva puffed her cheeks outwards as she kept her arms held tightly along her chest. She’d seen the kind of outfits that hucows wore when they were working in the past but seeing and experiencing were two very different things.

Long, thigh high, cow print boots with a pair of matching panties was the only uniform which Eva was given. Walking around casually for the first time with her huge breasts just hanging out felt embarrassing and strange to her.

Eva, like many hucows, had been scouted for the job thanks to their huge racks. Large, soft, natural breasts were ideal in a cow and made for the best milk production and with many companies competing it was a race to see who could scout the talent first.

HuMilk had scouted Eva from university and as she was struggling on her course and thinking of dropping out she decided to accept the job; she had a chance to get more pay than she would have done in her career of choice as well. With the demand and competition around being a hucow was now a chance for big bucks.

Simon led Eva to a large red double door at the end of the hallway, turning to face towards the curvy, brown haired, young, female.

“Here it is, this is our milking center. Are you ready?”

She gulped again, getting it caught up in her throat, nodding through. “Yeah…”

He turned back and pushed open the doors, bringing her along into the vast room filled with hundreds of women, just like her, and milking machines down multiple isles which spanned the full length of the room.

Buxom women, seated on jutting out stools, leaned forwards with their breasts sunk down into transparent milking tubes which drained the cream from their thick bosoms.

None of the women were in any sort of pain from the milking, they just found ways to pass through the time. Some of them gossiped with other hucows while others went ahead with hobbies they’d brought in from home. Some even played around on their smartphones and tablets using the company's built in wifi.

Eva caught herself just staring at her fellow employees before she heard Simon’s voice calling out to her.

“Eva, come on, let’s get you to your station.”

Simon was one of the general handymen that the companies employed to look after the milking machines and to get the cows all set up. A lot of them were former farmers or at least had backgrounds in the field who now put their expertise towards the future of livestock.

He led her through the stalls of hucows which made up the room. Each aisle was made up of long chain of racks which could fit four cows, fitted back to back with another rack on the next aisle. Eva was led through the maze of milking machines until she was guided to an empty spot close to the middle of the room.

Sitting between two busy hucows was an empty space, accompanied by the same number which Eva had been allocated earlier on. Yep, this was her spot.

Simon patted his hand down onto the black, round, stool which was pushed backwards invitingly for her rump, “Sit down here for me please.”

She did like she was told and sat her wide booty downwards, the fat on her meaty behind sinking around the seat. It wasn’t the most comfortable chair she’d ever had but it’d beat standing up all day.

“Please remove your hands for me,” he asked as she continued to keep her arms pushed over her own chest, making a cover with her hands. “Don’t feel embarrassed, these aren’t the first udders I’ve seen working here.”

Slowly she removed her hands away from her chest. Eva had an especially large bosom which had always caused her problems and put her through a lot of teasing. Along with her curvy, pudgy frame she had the natural figure of a hucow.

From his utility belt the muscular worker took out a small bottle of lotion, pouring it down onto his rough hands which he sunk down into her tits.

“Now you should do this before every session on the machines. Some cows prefer to do it here bringing their own lotion, some prefer to do it back in the changing room with the ones we provide. It’ll help your udders to fit into the milking machine.”

Eva nodded her head as her cheeks lit up a bright shade of red as his large hands roughly kneaded all over her heavy boobs, rubbing the lotion in deep and making those sweater puppies shine under the artificial lights of the center.

“Do you see how I’m doing it?” he asked, “You need to make sure to really rub this lotion in. Really make sure your chest is well lubed otherwise it’ll hurt getting it in the machine.”

“Yes sir, understand,” she whimpered out as her chunky nipples stood firm and erect from the groping, sending a tingle down between her plump thighs.

“Good,” he declared as he finally released her soft tits and let them drop back down across her chest, shining in lotion, “Then I’d like you to turn around and lean forwards like the other cows are doing.”

She glanced at either side to see how her fellow employees were all positioned. It seemed easy enough. All she had to do was lean forwards, letting her breasts hand over the metallic bar which ran through the center of the machine as a guide.

“Like this?” she asked as she took the position, her huge, soft, breasts hanging down underneath.

“Just like that. Now let me show you how to fit on the pumps.”

Simon reached down and pulled up the milking instruments from down below, a pair of transparent pumps which were meant to be fitted over the breasts. The pumps had been designed especially for hucows and were much longer and wider than most people would need; yet even for a hucow Eva had a large rack.

She shivered as her chest was grasped again as Simon slowly took his time to squeeze the softness of her chest tightly yet safely into the large plastic cup, doing his best not to hurt the hucow. He was right on the money with lotion, it made her chest that much more slippery and made it a lot easier to fit the pump over her tits.

One he’d managed to squeeze the first udder into place it was time to do the same with the second, fitting both of her hanging breasts down into the pumps, swelling her tits outwards.

“How is it? Do they fit fine? They don’t hurt do they?”

“No,” Eva said as she shook her head to either side, “They feel just fine.”

“Do you think you’d be able to do that by yourself next time?”

She nodded this time, “Yes thank you.”

“Alright then. Well you see this button here?” Simon pointing down at a large red button at the back end of the machine, “This is your on off button. Press it and it’ll start the milking. Press it yourself when you’re ready.”

Eva took a moment to collect and prepare herself as she reached forward, hand shaking, pressing down on the red button to begin the milking.

Her back arched as she felt the sudden suction wrap around her breasts, sending rich shivers through her chunky body. She cried out as the pumping began on those vast udders, hands reaching back to roughly grip on the metallic bar as she gritted her teeth together.

It took a few moments of misery before she finally felt a small gasp of relief as the first droplets of milk dripped out of her tits.

While woman made milk naturally they couldn’t just make it on command or in the quantity that was required by the dairy companies, not without assistance anyway. The dairy companies invested a lot of time and money into drugs which amplified milk production by the bucket load.

Since being scouted a few weeks ago Eva had been put on a course of these drugs in order to quickly trigger her milk production so she could become a productive hucow and now she was finally seeing the effects. As ordered she’d not done anything to milk her full breasts over the last few weeks so this was the first time she was getting the relief of having them drained.

Her body began to heat up as the machine collected her milk, droplets turning into streams as those backed up udders were given the release they needed, her face burning up red.

“See I told you you could do it,” Simon proclaimed with a swat on her meaty ass. “So are you fine now or do you need something else?”

“I think I’m fine from here,” she panted out as her breaths became hot and ragged.

“Alright, make sure to call out if you need any assistance,” the well toned worker said before he retreated back down the aisle.

“He totally wanted to rock your world, if you know what I mean,” one of her rack buddies snickered out to her.

“Yeah girl if you’re horny and needed some loving you should have just said. He was happy to tap that.”

“Hey don’t tease her,” the more experienced of the eight cow group called out, “You all know how hard it is being milked the first time, cut her some slack.”

“Come on it was just a bit of fun. You know we don’t mean anything by it.”

She rolled her eyes, the self-appointed leader being positioned right in front of Eva, “Listen if you’re that horny and don’t wanna rely on any man's help none of us will judge if you decide to touch yourself. We’ve all been there ourselves.”

Eva couldn’t really get involved in the concentration with how horny the milking was making her feel but she could at least jump on board with the idea, slipping her hand down between her thighs and letting those fingers press down into her soaking, panty covered mound, slowly rubbing in circles over her clit as her moans rolled out.

She rocked her body forward and back again her pleasuring fingers, biting down firmly onto her bottom lip as throbs of pleasure coursed down into her pussy, soon forming a puddle of fem juices all over the stool.

It was a problem many hucows faced, if not all of them. The first time they were milked their bodies went through an incredible lust and need to be fucked, a need for pleasure. Some girls would be able to take care of it with just their own touch but for the majority they needed to go all the way before they could finally be satisfied.

Eva was one of those hucows.


Breeding Hour

The dairy industry had found another source of income thanks to their new hucows other than just milk, and that was through sex.

Dairy companies were allowed to offer customers the chance to come into their milking centers for a tasty fee for the chance to have sex with any consenting hucow they desired.

For the companies it made perfect sense, especially thanks to the increased amount of pregnancies this led to among their workforce. Pregnancy naturally increased the quantity of milk that a hucow could produce so for the companies the more pregnant hucows the better.

As for the cows themselves, being milked could be a very stimulating experience and would leave lots of them feeling hot and bothered, needy for attention. That hour period in the afternoon were strangers from outside would come to them for sex was a fantastic time to blow off steam and get rid of the needs that had been built up during the day. It was win/win really.

A whistle blew through the hall to signify when it was the start of ‘Breeding Hour’ giving all the hucows a heads off about what was about to happen.

The other cows in Eva’s rack began to call out to the lustful hucow who had been unable to shake away the lust with just her fingers alone.

“Look this is your chance alright? When a hot guy comes in we’ll call him over for you.”

“Yeah you need it bad sister, I’ve never seen anyone get so horny before from being milked.”

“Must be to do with those udders. I’ve never seen a new girl with such huge knockers as those before.”

“Don’t say that.”

“What? It’s a compliment. I’ve been here for three years now and I’m still not as big as her.”

Eva had spent the last two hours helplessly masturbating and soaking her own hand in juices as she tried to rub away the lust, large quantities of milk having been drained from her chest continuously since the machine had been turned on.

She needed a man to take care of her and she needed it bad.

“Hey what about him?” one of the girls asked the group.

“Yeah he’s not bad, shall we call him over?”

“Hey you there! Over here!”

Lots of men decided to come here for their lunch breaks and he was one of those types, a handsome, clean shaved, businessman with thick, blonde hair.

“Hmm, did you want me for something?” he asked to the hucow group.

“Yeah our friend in here is in some desperate need of some cock. Look at her, the poor thing. She’s been pent up for two hours now.”

Eva’s face was a bright shade of red, like that of a tomato, while drool dribbled along her chin via her hanging lips. Her juices had poured from the matted stool and dripped down onto the floor to make a similar mess, her entire body shaking in her skimpy outfit.

He brushed his fingers down along her side, feeling her shiver below to the touch noticeably, a small laugh chuckling out of his lips.

“She really is. Well I’m happy to help if she doesn’t mind.”

He unzipped his suit pants and let the fabric drop down around his legs, removing his boxers and letting his hard erection come free. His shaft was long, thick and veiny and received a wolf whistle from one of the hucows.

“Woo Eva you lucky girl. Look at you getting a big one on your first day on the job.”

She wasn’t really too concerned about the size of the cock right now, all she knew is that she needed one and she needed it bad, looking back at him with those teary eyes as she wiggled her hips from side to side, making her thick booty shake around.

He slipped his fingers into her panties and peeled them downwards, exposing her soft, white ass, peeling the fabric free of her wet, sticky slit. Her seat and pussy were completely dripping with juice.

“I’m so horny,” she slurred out messily, “Please fuck me. I need it, I need it so bad!”

He grasped a firm hold of her hips and pressed inwards, squeezing his thick shaft between her thighs and along her gushing pussy, lubing himself up on her juices as he grinded along her cunny lips.

“Don’t worry I’ll give you what you need baby,” he growled out as he took a firm hold of her soft thighs, lifting them upwards and angling her forwards so he could thrust inwards and squeeze inside of her hot pussy.

The businessman worked his hips forward and back, making her ass jiggle every time that their bodies clapped together, a slap ringing the ears of the other hucows, some who tried to respectfully look away and others who openly watches the show.

Eva moaned out loudly every time her body shook in her confines, tits still being drained in the pumps which were drinking the plentiful amount of milk from her bosom, sloppy pussy splashing when he drilled down to the hilt, burying in deep and filling her full of his shaft.

Her face was turned into the picture of bliss as he stirred her insides up with his quick thrusts, making her whole body jiggle in place, fat ass rippling as they met together in a sweaty, lewd, juicy session of rough sex.

His cock struck just the right spots and made her insides squirm as his fingers sunk deep into her softness, his large dick throbbing in her insides. He was feeling it too, both of their orgasms building together, quickly drawing to the limits of what they could take.

Spasms rocked through Eva’s body as her orgasm struck, insides clamping down hard on the cock locked into her hotness, squeezing out his orgasm in thick ropes of sticky seed.

The orgasm rocked Eva from head to toe, a true full body orgasm which made her full word look hazy and euphoric as the heat of the molten white cum bubbled up in her depths, her womb being painted full of the hot seed.

The pills that HuMilk provided to get their hucows lactating also included a fertility drug to increase the chance of impregnation. Pregnant cows meant more milk and for the hucows could mean more money, a win all around.

Eva panted out hotly as the thick cock was pulled back from her juicy pussy, thick streams of cum gushing downwards out of her spread hole, bubbling out on the seat below in a thick, creamy pile.

“Hmm what a show,” one of her fellow cows called out, “You got me in the mood too.”

“Me too, that was totally hot.”

“How about Eva, are you satisfied yet?”

The poor, horny, hucow shook her head from side to side, cheeks still lit up a bright shade of red as she wiggled that meaty ass from side to side, wetness still gushing down from between her legs.

“No, I need more, more cock. I’m so horny.”

Some cows would be satisfied with touch, others would just need one man. Others had an itch that it would take a lot of men to scratch.

“Hey over here, we got some cows who need attention!”

The calls brought over more men who were looking for some hucows partners to enjoy their hour with, being greeted by a rack filled with horny hucows and one particularly needy newbie who was already leaking a thick yogurt of whiteness.

“Yes, fuck me please,” Eva begged out messily, “Fuck me more.”

“You heard her guys, give her what she needs. Then come give me a turn too,” she winked out as the men started to undress so they could fully enjoy the feeling of all of those meaty hucows.


Afternoon Milk

After Breeding Hour it was an hour long break for the cows to get themselves washed up and to get some food to eat. Hucows were usually much bigger in frame than most women and had to have enough food in their diet to produce milk everyday so they generally had to eat a lot to stay in milking shape.

Eva had to spend her time in the showers first, taking advantage of the reason break time came after breeding time, so the girls could wash themselves of all the cum and sweat which was now staining their bodies. It also allowed hucows to have another go at getting rid of their horniness if they were desperate for it but after being porked a dozen times in the last hour Eva was finally satisfied.

For lunch hucows either had the choice of bringing in their own food from home or eating the loose definition of food provided by the company. It was a difficult choice due to the food provided being little more than a plentiful amount of drug filled slurry of vegetables. Most hucows would rather bring something themselves but often the girls wanted to make the most milk possible for a chance at a pay rise so eating the company's own product was advisable and cheaper than going out and buying lunch.

Each girl was provided with an almost bucket sized bowl filled with the chunky soup for them to gulp down, providing them with all the vital ingredients they needed to finish off their work session with a high milk turnout.

Eva didn’t think it was the most delicious meal she’d ever tasted but it was edible and after being fucked for so long, and having her tits drained, she was absolutely starving and was happy to tilt the bowl up and guzzle it down like the other cows were doing. The more committed or greedy cows would even go back for more.

Once the hour was up the girls would report back to their stations for the afternoon milk. With the workhand already gone it was up to Eva to secure herself into the machine herself.

Lathering her chest in lube which one of her fellow hucows provided she was able to completely gloss her breasts and help squeeze them into the milking pumps properly. Even though she’d already gone through a few hours of milking when she hit that bed red switch the milk came flowing, already accustomed to being drained out and flowing easily and painlessly.

With her body feeling a lot more composed thanks to the previous experience and no longer going into a complete lusty heat Eva was then free to spend the rest of her work session getting to know her fellow hucows, sharing names and gossip and stories about the place, as a way to get the new girl used to her surroundings and the company.

The last two hours of the day up to five were very milk rich hours thanks to the large diets the hucows gulped down in their breaks, each girl releasing a plentiful amount of cream which filled up the large containers positioned under each rack, so the company and the cows could see just how much milk they were making.

When Eva’s udders were finally released from her pumps she could look down below and see just how much milk she’d managed to make.

In the transparent slot on the front of her tank she could see a plentiful amount of white milk sloshing around, filling to about half way in the huge container.

“Did that really all come from me?” she asked in shock at just how much she’d managed to make.

“Of course it is. That’s a lot too, especially for a new girl who didn’t even work the full day. If you keep this up you’re going to be getting pay rise after pay rise. Some other companies might even try and steal you away.”

It was the competition for the top cows which had seen their wages race up so high. With each company willing to pay top dollar for hucows they all had to make sure to protect their stock.

“See I told you she was lucky to have such huge titties,” one of the other hucows sulked out at Eva’s giant, hanging breasts.

They may have been big but they were only going to get bigger. As hucows were milked and fed more stimulating drugs, and especially if they got pregnant, their breast size would only increase along with their milk production. Eva had the potential to have the biggest tits in the whole factory.

When hucows were done for the day they were all free to leave and return back to their homes to eat and rest and replenish their milk supplies ready for the next day of milking.

The era of the hucow was well and truly started and there didn’t look to be any end in sight. With promising up and coming hucows like Eva joining the industry milk production and quality would only continue to grow and provide the country, and the world, with all the delicious dairy which they needed ever so badly.

Eva had been nervous before walking in but now she knew she had what it took to be a hucow and was excited to get back there the next day. She knew she had a long and successful career of milking ahead of her.
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