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Chapter 1


My blood ran cold as I saw my grades for the semester.

Straight F’s.

How had I completely fucked up my first year of college so terribly?

A carousel of memories came flooding back to me: memories of frat parties and tail gates. Keggers and late-night heart-to-hearts with my besties when I should have been studying, a habit I dropped almost immediately upon arriving at the prestigious institution I’d worked my ass off in high school to get accepted to.

And the boys. Oh. My. God. You can get a reputation pretty quickly if you let yourself have a little fun, and that only compounded things—pretty soon, I was under a different guy almost every night of the week, and loving every second of it.

But now, the debauchery and good times had caught up with me.

I was going to fail out of college after this year.

I was sitting in my childhood bedroom, holding my laptop with trembling hands, clicking through my university’s grades portal, trying to find some mistake, trying, desperately, to prove to myself that this somehow wasn’t real.

But it was real. It was all too real.

Fuck. My. Life.

My parents were going to kill me.

I had some scholarships for school, but they were paying for only part of the bill. My folks were covering the rest, and they were happy to, having seen how hard I worked in high school.

They had been disappointed by my lackluster grades during my first semester, but I’d fed them a story about how I was depressed and home sick and struggling to get used to my new environment. I promised them I would do better my second semester.

The opposite had happened.

I had actually somehow done even worse.

I had an email from my advisor in my inbox and, with a sick, sinking feeling in my tummy, I opened it.

“Dear Caitlyn,” it began. “I’m sorry to see your academic performance hasn’t improved after your first semester. I spoke with the dean of the college, and we’ve agreed it would be best if you took a semester off, in order to mature a bit before returning to the rigors of undergraduate study.”

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

No way.

I was being suspended?!

Without even being given a chance to defend myself?!

“As your father is the signatory on your most recent tuition payments, I’ve forwarded him a notification to this effect. I’ve also sent him a list of opportunities and programs you might pursue during your semester off-campus. This is for the best, Caitlyn, I hope you can understand that.”

Hot tears blossomed in my eyes. No, it fucking was not. Why wouldn’t they give me a chance to defend myself? Why wouldn’t they let me have a second chance?

I felt like I might throw up.

The truth was, I’d had so many chances. Second, third, fourth, fifth, sixth chances… I’d been called into my advisors office midway through first semester, when my grades indicated I might be in danger of losing my scholarship. I’d been given a gentle scolding, and then had appointments set up for me: appointments with a mental therapist, to deal with my “depression”—that’s what I was calling it, when I didn’t feel like going to class and instead went to get an overpriced coffee and then hit the mall, maybe with a stop at a frat house for a quick pounding in between—and “anxiety,” and then all sorts of academic tutors and private instructors who were supposed to help me, I don’t know, not fail?

I skipped all those stupid appointments, and now, tears streaming down my face, I wished I hadn’t.

I hated what I’d done, what I’d become. When had I gotten so lazy, so bratty? When I was in high school, I’d been such a nerd, so on top of my schoolwork and extracurriculars. But it was like all that drive and passion and responsibility completely seeped out of my body as soon as I got on campus and discovered frat boys and beer bongs.

“Caitlyn!”

My father’s voice roared at me from across the house. I quickly wiped the tears from my eyes. This was going to suck.


Chapter 2


“I just don’t understand!” my mom said for the umpteenth time. “You loved school! You were so good at school! You loved learning and you were valedictorian!”

It’s true. But that was a different Caitlyn, a Caitlyn far removed from the girl who sat before them. That girl had gone to high school every day wearing the same stained, baggy jeans and sweatshirt, face covered in acne, hair up in a messy, greasy bun, and obviously, her face sported deeply uncool glasses.

But during the summer after my senior year of high school, when I was eighteen, I got a glow up. I got rid of my acne, bought new clothes, got Lasik surgery for my eyes, dyed my hair, and in a few short months, that old, nerdy Caitlyn was gone, replaced with a flirty, cute new Caitlyn. I lost my virginity the first night of my freshman year at a frat party, in the bed of a boy whose name and face I don’t even remember, and I never looked back.

Now, I was nineteen and reaping the rewards of my prodigal freshman year.

“Failing out of college,” my father scowled. “Maybe the Marines will take you.”

I almost snorted. I couldn’t see myself as a Marine, but even if I did join the military, I had a feeling I’d end up doing more of the same—being confined to a boring base in the middle of nowhere with a bunch of muscular, desperate young men? I even shuddered in delight at the thought of them yelling at me while I did push-ups. That could be fun.

No, I had to be serious. I had to fix my life.

“I… I’m only suspended,” I mumbled. “After fall semester next year, I can go back.”

“And fail out all over again?” my dad snarled.

“I… I’ll do one of the programs my advisor recommended.”

“More things for us to pay for,” my father said with a heavy sigh.

“Well, Carl, they’re not all programs we pay for,” my mom said, trying to play the good cop. “Look here at this one!”

She pulled up something called Creamy Meadows Farm on the laptop.

“It’s farmwork! That would teach Caitlyn discipline and the meaning of hard work, wouldn’t it?”

My dad sniffled. He’d grown up on a farm himself, and even though he was a software engineer now, I knew he longed to return to the soil. He’d often tell me fondly about the excitement of harvest, about rushing out to collect eggs from the chickens every morning, and, his favorite task of all—milking the cows.

“A dairy farm, huh?” he grunted. “I suppose that could teach you something about responsibility…”

I bit my lip and nodded eagerly.

“I could do that, sure!” I cried. “I’d be working so it wouldn’t cost you and mom anything, right?”

Dad nodded slowly.

“That’s… right…”

“And maybe I’d even save up some money so I could help pay for my next few years of college.”

My mother and father exchanged fond looks. I knew I was making my way back into their good graces.

“I… I want to make this better!” I cried. “I know I fucked up, and I’ll do whatever it takes to fix it.”

“Language, young lady,” my mother said, sternly.

“Fine—contact this farm and let them know you want to work and see if they’ll take you, and we’ll give you a ride there, but then you’re on your own until we pick you up at the end of the fall. You understand, Caitlyn?”

I nodded eagerly.

“I do, I do understand. I’ll do anything, put up with anything… I just don’t want to be a failure.” I was crying now, real tears, tears of shame at who I’d become and what I’d done in college instead of focusing on my studies. “I’ll work on the farm and put up with any amount of hard work in order to make things right!”


Chapter 3


Looking over the Creamy Meadows Farm website later on, I realized that it seemed a bit odd. The website made the farm seem almost like a resort—you could rent a room and hire something called a hucow maid for the weekend? I didn’t look too into that, since I wasn’t interested in giving them money—I wanted them to pay ME.

I submitted a cursory application, which included a picture, as the form requested it. I thought that was a bit weird, but I didn’t mind sending them a picture of myself in a bathing suit (the bathing suit was my idea). See, I had an idea that maybe the farm would be full of frustrated young farm workers, migrants or otherwise, who would be excited to have a cute young girl around. I wasn’t afraid to show off my nineteen-year-old body to impress them, and I hoped that it might make up for the fact that I had approximately zero farming experience.

On the application, I was tempted to lie and use some of my dad’s stories from when he was growing up on a farm as proof that I knew what I was doing, and that I would be a good, knowledgeable addition to the farm, but I decided against it. I was trying to be forthcoming and do things above board now—no more skipping classes or taking short cuts.

The next morning, I got a call from the farm—I was being invited for a trial week working on the farm, in lieu of a traditional interview.

“Wow, really?” I cried, excited and a bit scared at the same time. I’d never had a real job—only lemonade stands and baby-sitting. Now, the prospect of being responsible for working full-time on a farm was both frightening and exciting.

I was instructed to bring only the bare essentials. I’d be given any and all clothing I’d need (that was how it was phrased—I didn’t fully realize what that might mean at the time), and any medications I’d need.

“We’re proud of you, honey,” my mom said, wiping a tear as our car pulled up at the entrance to the farm. A long dirt road connected the complex to the highway, and I’d been instructed to get out there, and meet Dr. Crowne, the farm’s owner and manager. As we pulled up, I spied a handsome young man in a lab coat, with a golfcart behind him. He waved to us and we waved back.

“Ah, hello, hello, I’m Dr. Crowne,” the young man announced. Up close, I could see that he was a bit older than I’d originally guessed. And, also… He was incredibly good looking. A fit, firm ass in his suit pants, a barely concealed bulge pressing against the trousers, broad shoulders, and a dusting of a five o’clock shadow along his high cheek bones. I bit my lip, blushing as I shook his hand. “I’m so pleased you’ll be entrusting your daughter to us.”

“I grew up on a farm myself,” my father said, always eager to trot out that fact. “So I know the benefits of hard farm work on a young person.”

“Ah, wonderful! I will say, our farm is a bit different from the usual working farm…”

“Of course, I’m sure your operation is all kinds of modern. All I’m saying is, don’t be afraid to work her hard. Work her rough. She can take it. She might complain and bitch and moan, but we know that Caitlyn can work hard when she’s motivated, ain’t that right, Caitlyn?”

I blushed and nodded.

“Er, yes, sir. I’m looking to work hard and really learn a lot about… agriculture… and stuff… this summer and beyond.” I didn’t know if I should admit why I was doing this, but Dr. Crowne just grinned—he didn’t seem too interested in my motivations, which I appreciated. I didn’t want to advertise the fact that I might be on the verge of failing out of college. I just wanted to start working, and prove to my family and myself that I wasn’t completely worthless.

“Wonderful, wonderful,” Dr. Crowne said. “We’ll take good care of her. She’ll have a physical first so we can ascertain what kind of… hard work… will be best for her.”

With that, my parents were off, and I followed Dr. Crowne into the golf cart. We drove past a few large barns that caught my attention.

“Is that where the cows are?”

“The hucows, yes,” Dr. Crowne said. “Would you like to see them?”

I figured that hucows must be, I don’t know, a specific kind of cow, or something? Maybe a fancy heirloom cow from Europe? He said it so casually, I had no idea what it was actually going to be.

We parked and I followed Dr. Crowne into the barn.

Nothing could have prepared me for what I was about to see.


Chapter 4


I expected to see a normal dairy farm barn, full of cows. And, in a way, that’s what I found.

Except for the “normal” part.

As we stepped into the barn, an intense scent overtook me. It wasn’t the smell of animal dung or fertilizer or anything like that.

It was a sweet, milky scent, mixed with the sour smell of sex I was already well familiar with. It was how a frat guy’s bedroom smelled after I’d been in there with him, letting him groan and squirm atop me as I suffered through his inexpert fumblings in order to get three or four minutes of hard railing. It was how my panties smelled when I came back from a night out, and stopped over at a friend’s apartment for a quickie, my pussy well-used, wet and dripping and full of cum.

Before I could remark on the scent of the barn, I spied the inhabitant of the pen closest to the door.

It was not a cow, as I expected, but a human woman!

I couldn’t explain why. I was still vaguely sure that hucow just referred to, you know, a cow, a kind of European heirloom cow or a specific dairy breed or something, and not an actual human cow.

But in the pen was a woman, a remarkably attractive woman, bent over, her full breasts hooked up to a milking machine—I didn’t need to be told what it was. Tubes extended from her swollen nipples and joined a machine that whirred, making regular pumping noises, and her nipples were stretched by the suction of the tight little cups attached to them. The woman—this hucow—was a pretty redhead, and a beautiful, glistening sheen of sweat seemed to glow on her skin. She was completely naked, and she was playing with herself, one hand between her thighs and driving her fingers into her ginger pussy. I was jealous—I’d always wished I were a natural ginger. I’d been born a blonde, but as I grew up, my hair had darkened into the dirty blonde I was now.

But judging from the bush on this girl—no, hucow—she seemed to be a natural ginger.

I realized, after a moment, that every pen in the barn had a hucow in it, being milked or… or… being subjected to something else.

“As you can see, Caitlyn, our hucows live in an environment not unlike that of a regular dairy cow,” Dr. Crowne was saying, but he sounded very far away, almost as though I were hearing him in a dream. “They are milked daily, and bred regularly as well.”

Bred?!

As we walked through the barn, I saw what he meant.

Another hucow, a rather delicate blonde girl with, again, massive breasts, swollen in order to accommodate the milk pooling inside her flesh, no doubt, sat atop a man who had to be at least six and a half feet tall, sculpted from muscle, and bounced—she had his cock inside of her.

But not in her pussy—in her asshole.

I’d never done anal in my life—I never saw the point, since I was fine using my pussy and mouth on any guy who wanted to have a turn with me once I got to college—but seeing the bliss on the girl’s face, the way she gripped at her breasts as she rode the fat cock inside of her guts, milk dribbling down her chest and belly and onto the magnificent specimen of man meat below her—I was curious, to say the least. I could feel a tingle between my legs.

Was this all turning me on?

I mean, how could it not—I’d practically walked into a perverse sex dungeon!

I realized there was another man, almost as big, in the pen with the hucow and the man she rode. Sweat glistened on his perfect naked body, and I was all but drooling when I saw his cock—eight inches or more of pulsating, throbbing meat. He eased the hucow back, so that she lay flush with the man beneath her, and then settled himself atop her, sliding into her pussy. Then, the men began to work in tandem, both fucking her as she groaned in ecstasy.

Her groans sounded like moos, even.

“Those are the bulls,” Dr. Crowne advised me. “If you’re suited to being bred, then we’ll be able to introduce you to some to improve the quality of your milk.”

My face flushed as I realized what I’d signed up for.

I wasn’t just going to work on the hucow farm. I wasn’t just going to be hauling buckets of milk and hosing down stalls and shoveling manure.

I was… I was going to be a hucow myself! I was going to be bred and milked like a human cow!


Chapter 5


As we left the barn, I was silent. It was too much to process, too much to think about and worry about.

Was this what I wanted?

That was the question I kept coming back to.

I had to weigh the pros and cons.

Pro: lots of great sex. The girls in the barn looked like they were, without exception, having a great time.

Con: could I get knocked up? Could I get a disease?

Dr. Crowne seemed to anticipate my questions.

“No doubt you’re concerned about the risks of this kind of work. All of our hucows and bulls are regularly tested for STDs,” Dr. Crowne said kindly as we got back into the golf cart. “And while pregnancies do occur, they are rarer than you might think. We have a number of paths forward in those cases, and it’s up to the hucow as to what she wants to do, and whether or not she’d like to continue participating.”

I swallowed hard. That was pretty humane and reasonable, actually.

“All of those girls in there,” I mumbled. “They’re there by choice, right?”

Dr. Crowne snorted.

“By choice? They had to apply to become full-time hucows.”

“But… I just filled out a form on the website.”

“Yes, for the provisional interview. You’ll be tested to see if you have what it takes to be a hucow.” Dr. Crowne gave me a mischievous look. “You didn’t read the forms you signed, did you?”

I bit my lip and shook my head. I figured honest was the best policy.

“Well, if this is all an unpleasant surprise to you, we can call your parents and have them come back…”

“No!” I cried. “No! Please, anything but that!”

I could only barely begin to fathom how embarrassed I’d be to admit to my parents that I’d fucked up again. That I hadn’t read the details on the website and instead of a working dairy farm, where I’d learn about agriculture, I was signing up to be a professional slut! No, they absolutely could not know about this. They absolutely could not know the real purpose of Creamy Meadows Farm.

But then a thought occurred to me, one I hadn’t really thought to ask yet.

“The milk that the hucows produce,” I said. “Does it… go to humans to drink? I mean, is it sold in grocery stores?”

“Well, yes. I’m honestly surprised you haven’t noticed. Recent legislation deregulated the human milk market and we’re able to sell in regular grocery stores and farmers markets.”

I honestly hadn’t been to a grocery store in a while. On campus, all my food came to me via the dining hall or occasional extracurricular pizza parties or meals out with my besties. And at home, my mom and dad did all the grocery shopping, so I had no idea that you could actually buy milk from human women in the store now!

While it certainly seemed strange, the more I thought about it, the less strange it was, I decide.

After all, it was still… milk. It wasn’t that much different from cow’s milk, right? That was why we drink cow’s milk! And most humans grow up drinking human milk and switch to cow’s milk when they’re little, unless they’re lactose intolerant, which was a whole different story that I wasn’t about to consider.

It really kind of seemed arbitrary that we didn’t keep drinking human milk after infancy. But it was supposed to be nutritious, right? Filled with important immune system-boosting nutrients, gifted from mother to child? I could see how those benefits might carry over to adults drinking the milk too.

And sure, maybe it was a sexy, kinky thing… But we’d made so much progress, as a society, on coming to view breast feeding as a normal, non-sexual thing that young mothers sometimes had to do in public. Was this really all that much different?

Well, I supposed those young mothers weren’t constantly being boned by giant, hyper muscular men with massive cocks. Cocks so stupidly big, I felt a phantom pain in my crotch at the thought of one of those schlongs tearing me apart or, god forbid, going in my butt, like the girl I’d seen riding the big dick in her ass. I could barely imagine what kind of practice and training it would take to be able to take a big cock like that so effortlessly!

On the other hand, the idea of being sandwiched between two powerful men, grunting and groaning, giving it their all to fuck me, using my holes like I was a toy and just lavishing attention on me, worshipping me like a fertility goddess from ancient times… That was… very compelling.

“Another question,” I continued as we drove towards what I recognized as an administration building, thanks to the handy dandy sign on the side that said “Creamy Meadows Farm Administration Building,” in giant, official looking letters, as though it were a building tasked with running a municipal parks and recreation program and not the administration of a strange breeding and lactation sex camp. “What’s the point of the breeding if the hucows aren’t pregnant? I thought that was the idea behind breeding cows… You know, to keep them preggers so they’d keep making milk and stuff…”

Dr. Crowne’s smile was growing bigger. I realized he was probably taking my questions as sign of my interest in the program, and he wasn’t wrong for that. It’s… it’s not that I wanted to be a hucow, exactly… But it seemed like it could be a lot of fun, and much better than any other kind of summer job. After all, I’d be doing basically what I’d done at college that had gotten me into trouble—I’d be lying around all day, sleeping in, getting fucked, eating, getting fucked again, getting milked (okay, I hadn’t done THAT in college) and so on, day in, day out… That sounded kind of great?

“Well,” he began. “There are nutrients and hormones in male semen that contribute to the quality of human milk production, regardless of whether or not the female is pregnant. You follow so far?”

“Sure. That makes sense. Hormones, yeah.” I remembered enough of AP Bio to follow along.

“The most efficient way to get those hormones to our hucows, in essence, is through breeding, which is simply our term for penetration—oral, vaginal, or anal. The exact mechanism is a bit tricky to explain, but essentially, the longer bull semen is in contact with your—or, rather, a hucow’s—mucous membranes, the more the nutrients and hormones are absorbed.”

“Mucous membranes… So, like, it would happen if one of the bulls came in my nose?”

Dr. Crowne burst out laughing.

“You’re the first hucow to ask that, believe it or not. I suppose yes, theoretically, though I think most hucows would find it fairly uncomfortable. We have considered manufacturing something like a bull semen nasal spray, but the costs are quite high and there’s quite a bit of resistance towards making any changes to the current system.”

“Resistance? From who? The government?” I asked, getting lost again.

“Oh, no. From the hucows and the bulls. You can understand why—it’s quite enjoyable for both groups, and it’s proven effective for our ends, so, like the old saying goes—if it ain’t broke, don’t fix it.”

I nodded, slowly. Yeah, I didn’t need semen injected up my nose. I’d be happy getting my dose the old fashioned way.

“Um, so, if I’m a hucow, I’d be… bred and stuff?”

“Yes, exactly. Though, first, I will examine you and test you. Then, you will have a trial week period where we see how your body reacts to the hormones we’ll give you to jump start your lactation. If your body doesn’t respond well, obviously, it won’t be safe for you to continue.”

“How often do the hucows not respond well to the hormones?”

“Approximately one in three applicants experience terrible nausea from our proprietary cocktail of hormones. Some nausea initially is normal, but if it doesn’t go away after a day or two, it’s unlikely that you’d make it as a hucow. It would be pretty unpleasant, I imagine, and you certainly wouldn’t be in the mood to be bred several times a day.”

“Several times a day!” I cried. “In… in all my holes?”

“That is correct.”

Softly, as though sharing a secret, I found myself confessing to the doctor: “I’ve never done it in the butt. I’ve always been too scared.”

Dr. Crowne smiled again. He really was quite handsome, and I found myself trusting him more and more, enjoying his salt-and-pepper hair and wanting to run my hands threw it, and over his chest and broad shoulders. I wondered if he ever did some of the breeding?

“That’s not unusual for our hucows. Certainly, I’d say more applicants we receive have some experience with anal penetration, as it’s gotten more common among younger generations.”

It certainly had. Most of my girlfriends in college have given their anal virginity to boyfriends on Valentine’s Day or birthdays, in recognition of the special event, or as a way to say thank you for a nice vacation or dinner. My asshole, however, stayed quite tight and intact, thank you very much.

“We can ease you into anal penetration. Moreover, the hormones you’d be receiving are of such a stimulating nature that, well… You’d likely find yourself quite excited to experience anal penetration, and might even seek it out on your own—requesting it from bulls, I mean. Many of our hucows find it extremely pleasurable.”

I realized I was blushing something awful. Was I really talking about this with a man I’d just met—a man who might end up being my boss?

“Okay, that’s good to know,” I murmured as he parked the golf cart and I followed him inside the building.


Chapter 6


If you didn’t know any better, you’d be forgiven for thinking the building was just a normal office building. Tired looking workers shuffled by, and I saw a powerpoint presentation happening in a conference room. At a glance, it seemed to be showing the sales volume in different states and counties. What a normal, non-twisted thing for this distinctly abnormal place!

I followed Dr. Crowne to what turned out to be a kind of medical exam room. I remembered he’d said something about a physical and I felt the blush creeping onto my cheeks again.

Would he want me to undress? You usually did that during a physical?

It’s not that I was embarrassed of my body. Far from it. Thanks to working out before college, I’d gotten Hot with a capital H, and my tanned skin really set off my pink underwear that day. I knew I looked good naked, with my C-cup boobs and my pussy waxed bare.

But if he wanted to see me naked…

I shuddered. I’d just thought of the shame and humiliation of returning home to my parents, letting them know that I’d fucked up, that I’d misunderstood what I was getting into.

No, I was absolutely not doing that. I would do the first week, the provisional week, as long as I passed the exam, and then I’d decide if I wanted to stay.

After all… maybe it would be fun? And it was on my college’s list of programs for students who needed extra maturation…

Wait, on second thought, why the hell was it on there? I mean, I didn’t want to denigrate the kind of work these girls did, or the kind of work that the farmers (as I assumed there must be? Did this make Dr. Crowne a farmer?) did but this wasn’t exactly the kind of place where you learned to be responsible and manage a schedule and show up for class on time, all things I’d somehow ended up struggling with the last year… Right?

I was ruminating on that, when Dr. Crowne turned to me with a big smile.

“All right, Caitlyn. Let us begin your exam.”

He held out a pill for me and a glass of water. I accepted them, and swallowed the pill without a second thought. Probably not a good habit to get into either, swallowing any sort of pill a man gives you, but I hadn’t really gotten to this point because of my good habits.

“Excellent. Now, Caitlyn, if you please—undress.”


Chapter 7


Here it was. Time to decide if I was actually doing this.

I felt my hands rise to the neck of my blouse and begin to unbutton it. Dr. Crowne watched with almost cold, clinical disinterest as I stripped off my top and then, began to undo my belt and jeans. I folded my clothing up neatly and with a deep breath, reached behind my back to undo my bra.

I let the garment fall away, sliding off my chest and revealing my breasts to him. My nipples were already hard, I realized, and I felt strangely embarrassed by that. I’d always thought it was silly in romance novels when the heroines nipples are always hardening in response to the presence of the hero, like tiny penises on her tits, but now it had really happened to me—or maybe it was just the air conditioning in the exam room.

Dr. Crowne produced a small tape recorder from the pocket of his coat and spoke into it.

“Candidate’s nipples are already hardened; a good sign.”

“Is it?” I asked, blushing hard.

“Oh, yes. We need hucows who really enjoy sex and sexuality—they must enjoy being bred daily. That’s simply the only way this work can be done.”

Well, I certainly enjoyed those things, I thought to myself as I reached for my underwear. I hooked my fingers underneath the band and pulled my panties down, letting them coast along my naked thighs and I stepped out of them, then, collecting them and noticing the wetness collected in the crotch. Damn it. I was really pretty wet from thinking about being a hucow and seeing that girl getting bred…

Nonetheless, I tried to play it cool. I placed my panties on the pile of clothing and faced Dr. Crowne.

“What next?” I asked and bit my lip.

“Do you feel unusual in any way?”

“Maybe a bit chilly,” I murmured, and that was true, but I also wanted to, I don’t know, show that I wasn’t a complete slovenly slut whose nipples got hard at the sight of a man?

“Good. I mean, I can’t change the thermostat right now, but if the hormones aren’t making you feel unusual, that’s a good sign. Please go ahead and lie on the table.”

He gestured towards an examining table and I obeyed, hopping up on the table and gazing up at the ceiling as I felt his hands on me.

I gasped. Of course, he was going to touch me. That’s what an exam is.

First, he massaged my breasts. I couldn’t help but moan as he touched me, molding my flesh with his hands, first one breast, then the other.

“Excellent skin elasticity and fat distribution,” he remarked into the tape recorder. Well, I guess I’d take that as a compliment!

Next, his fingers grazed my nipples and I gasped. No, I didn’t just gasp, I fucking groaned as though he’d just sunk his cock inside of me.

“Oh my god,” I whimpered. “Why are they so sensitive?”

Dr. Crowne grinned.

“That’s the result of the medication I just gave you. It will make your breasts and especially your nipples extra tender and sensitive, as your lactation begins.”

“Am I going to lactate right now?”

“Soon, if your body is ready—perhaps by the end of the exam. I made attempt some maneuvers to help the process along.”

I nodded. I was dreadfully curious now, wondering if I could lactate just from taking a pill. That seemed too good to be true, right? Depending on what your definition of good was.

Dr. Crowne continued to massage my breasts, and now my nipples, stroking them, twisting them, tugging at them. At one point, he brought out a pair of clamps and before I processed what he was doing, he clamped them onto my nipples and I let out a little shriek of pleasure and pain.

“Wh-what’s that for?”

“Look,” he remarked as he twisted my nipple with the clamp, cranking it slowly but firmly. I craned my neck forward, glancing down and saw a droplet of milk forming on the tip.

“I’m… I’m lactating!” I moaned.

“It will get much easier than this, but I wanted to show you what your body could do,” he said, continuing to manipulate my nipples with the clamps. I whimpered, the sensations too much for me, and I realized I was going to cum if he kept this up.

But I couldn’t bring myself to tell him that—and he wasn’t showing any signs of slowing down.

He took one of the clamps off my nipple and lowered his mouth, engulfing it with his lips, and I let out a moan. God, but it felt amazing—my sore nipple, sinking into the warm bath of his mouth and tongue. He gently flicked that nub while twisting the other, the metal digging deep into my tender flesh and I couldn’t take it anymore.

I tried to downplay it, tried to be quiet, but I was shaking and trembling for him as I came, pressing my thighs together and rubbing them back and forth, involuntarily and instinctually trying to squeeze out as much pleasure from the situation as I could.

“Subject has had her first orgasm,” Dr. Crowne said into the tape recorder as I was coming down from the pleasurable heights of my ecstasy. “Only breast manipulation and nipple stimulation was required to achieve the desired result.”


Chapter 8


Ugh, he knew that I had cum, and he was recording that fact—and the fact that I had only needed my tits played with to get there. That was the first time I’d cum from just having my boobs played with and while I was kind of amazed by the phenomenon, I was deeply, ridiculously, stupidly embarrassed.

“So far, so good, Caitlyn,” Dr. Crowne said. “Now, let us move on.”

He brought a set of straps out, straps for your legs like at the gynecologist’s. Without a second thought, I allowed him to place my legs in the straps, spreading me apart and raising my legs so that my pussy was totally visible to him.

“I’m going to take some pictures for our records, Caitlyn,” Dr. Crowne informed me. He produced a camera and began to photograph my wet slit while noting its details into his tape recorder. “Subject’s vulva is flushed and swollen after orgasming. Labia are a bit longer and more prominent than we often see in applicants of her age.”

What did that mean?! He was analyzing my pussy lips! I bit my lip (the upper one) to keep from crying out, to keep from defending my dainty little hole. But I’d had boys I hooked up with comment that my pussy was… meaty. I hated when they said that, but now, having it recorded in such an analytical way, I was just getting more and more turned on.

If this is what being a hucow was like, maybe this whole thing would actually be really fun? Regular exams… And plenty of breeding?

But not if the milking involved clamps like that. Dr. Crowne finally took the second clamp off my poor sore nipple and my hands fluttered up to them—I gasped when my finger tips made contact with them, they were so painfully, upsettingly swollen. But I couldn’t stop touching them, couldn’t stop tugging at them as the milk dribbled out of them.

“Can I really make enough milk to feed someone?” I asked. It seemed like such a special ability all of a sudden. The ability to feed another human with my body, and my body alone! I knew my body was meant to do it, but it seemed too amazing to be true.

“You can, Caitlyn. You can make quite a bit of milk with your body. You have a gorgeous body and your body can produce quite a bit of delicious milk for us, if you’ll let us control it—to a certain extent, of course.”

I nodded. That was, after all, what he was doing by giving me medication and hormones.

Now, Dr. Crowne spread my pussy with his gloved fingers, taking pictures of my wet, pink insides. I was blushing something awful at the knowledge that he was photographing my meaty little slip, and now, I was almost crying from embarrassment knowing that he would see how wet I had gotten.

“Subject’s insides are a bright shade of pink, and quite wet, indicating extreme arousal,” Dr. Crowne remarked into his tape recorder. He ran a finger along my little hole and I gasped. “Some remnants of a hymen, indicating virginity lost within the last year or so.”

That was true. I had lost my virginity when I started college, at eighteen. I didn’t realize I still had any hymen left—I was almost proud of that fact?

“The bulls will, of course, take care of what remains of your hymen,” Dr. Crowne said gently. “But it’s important for us to know how much experience our hucows have coming into the program.”

“I… I was kind of a slut at college.”

I blurted it out but Dr. Crowne didn’t seem fazed in the slightest, so I continued, the word vomit rising up.

“I was never attractive or hot or anything in high school and so when I went to college, I just lost my mind when I started getting all sorts of attention from guys. I couldn’t stop myself. I got addicted to the attention. I liked the sex and everything, but a lot of guys are really, really bad at it. And a lot of guys have kind of pathetic tiny dicks—no offense if you do, but I guess that’s maybe why I still have a tiny bit of hymen? Anyway—yeah, that’s my experience. I have a lot of it, but a lot of it was just kind of mediocre. I like sex, but I don’t love it, you know? But I love having a guy pay lots of attention to me and compliment me and worship my body and oh my god, I can’t believe I’m just telling you all this…”

“Caitlyn, don’t you worry. This is important information for me to have. If you become a hucow on the farm here, not only will you receive plenty of attention, you will experience very pleasurable breeding—good sex, that is. Would you like that?”

I nodded mutely. I wanted that. I wanted it bad.

“You have a very pretty pussy, Caitlyn. I think the bulls are going to be very excited to get acquainted with it.”

And then, without further ado, he slid a speculum inside of me, and spread me open wide. I gasped, letting out a little shocked scream.

“I just need to take a look inside to make sure you’re healthy, Caitlyn,” Dr. Crowne said softly, and for a few moments, all I heard was the click of the camera as he took extensive pictures of my insides. I wondered why he needed pictures of my cervix? I decided it wasn’t my place to ask.

“Will I have to take it in the butt?” I asked, a note of fear creeping into my voice. “I mean, I want to, but I’m scared.”

“Yes, you will be expected to accept anal breeding regularly, but it can be gradually introduced if you’re unused to it.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

“In fact,” Dr. Crowne said. “Let’s take a look at your anus.”

He slid the speculum out of my pussy and then, with it lubricated by my ample juices, he forced it deep into my asshole and spread it open.


Chapter 9


“Relax, Caitlyn. Please relax and just accept it—let your muscles relax,” Dr. Crowne was telling me. I could feel my sphincter fighting the speculum, but my muscles were losing, and I knew Dr. Crowne could see into my asshole, into my guts. “That’s a good girl. See, was that so hard?”

“Yes,” I murmured, my muscles twitching involuntarily around the device in my butt.

“The fact that I was able to get it inside is a good sign,” he said, shining a pen light on my tight hole and inside my guts. “You’re very tight, of course, but you’re relaxing a bit. I think you’ll be able to accept anal penetration without too much difficulty.”

I nodded, biting my lip anxiously again. The idea still scared me, but even more than that, it turned me on.

Finally, Dr. Crowne slid the speculum out of my asshole and I sighed with relief as he set it aside.

“Your body looks to be in good shape for working as a hucow, Caitlyn. Now, I’m going to breed you and—”

“Y-you’re going to breed me?!” I stuttered. I felt something lurch inside my tummy, an excited feeling of butterflies that I usually got when a cute guy was undressing me. “Right now? Here?”

“Yes, it’s important that we begin breeding you as soon as possible in order to see the effects on your milk production.”

I nodded, feeling myself blush.

The fact was, I was excited for it.

I hadn’t had sex since coming home from school. I had been too embarrassed to go around to guys I had crushes on in high school to try and fuck them, especially with the looming threat of suspension from college hanging over my head.

Instead, I’d spent the last three weeks masturbating sadly in my room, sometimes sending lewd Snapchats to boys from college, but mostly just watching porn by myself and trying to relieve my glory days as a campus slut.

That’s all to say: I was definitely, absolutely ready for some dick.

Dr. Crowne took my legs out of the stirrups and instructed me to stand up. I obeyed—was there an accepted breeding position, something that was more efficient?

“Bend over,” he told me simply as he unzipped his pants. I guess this was the position. I obeyed, bending over the examining table and moments later, I felt him grasp my hips and pilot his cock towards my slit.

I whimpered as he pushed inside of me. He was big—much bigger than most of the guys I usually slept with on campus, but still probably not as big as the bulls I’d seen. But even so, this was a deliciously sized cock—I gasped in delight as he filled me up, pressing deep inside of me as his hips touched mine.

“How does that feel, Caitlyn?” he asked, stroking my back tenderly, running his fingers along my spine like we were actually lovers. He must have been paying attention to what I had said about all the kind of attention and worship I liked…

“It feels good,” I whimpered. “I like the way you feel inside of me. You’re… big.”

“Not as big as the bulls, though. You’ll need to practice taking them soon.”

And with that, he slid himself out and began to thrust into me. I gasped again and again, holding onto the exam table as he fucked me. He held my hips, driving into me, each thrust of his cock spreading me out and exploring my insides as he pumped, his cock pistoning into my hole.

God, but it felt good to be fucked again. I couldn’t believe I’d gone so long without experiencing this! I moaned softly me, pressing back against him, and as I moaned, I noticed something.

Two things, actually.

First, my moans were really, really starting to sound like moos. At first, I thought I had just been imagining it, but soon it became way too obvious to ignore. I was mooing, not moaning—it was involuntary, effortless.

And second, my breasts were leaking milk. I wasn’t even touching my nipples but they were dripping milk onto the exam table and the floor. I moo-moaned with each thrust, and each thrust, growing more and more powerful, sent droplets of milk flying.

“Doctor, look! I’m dripping milk without even trying!” I tried to say, but my voice came out as a long, sustained series of moos. What the hell was going on? Was I going insane?

“That’s wonderful, Caitlyn!” Dr. Crowne moaned, obviously enjoying his own side of the work as he plunged his cock into me. “And don’t be alarmed by the change in your voice. A side-effect of the hormones is that your voice tends to sound more like mooing rather than human speech. In time, you’ll learn to talk like a human again, and that ability will always return quite effortlessly if and when you stop taking the medication.”

I nodded. That certainly set my mind at ease—now I was able to relax and just enjoy the breeding.

Soon, I felt Dr. Crowne’s cock throb and expand inside of me. I let out a happy moan as I felt the thick tip of his cock flood my insides with his warm seed—and wow, there was a lot! What a huge load—I would have thought that a guy working on this farm wouldn’t have such a big load, would be busy cumming in every girl he saw and wouldn’t have all that much cum for any individual hucow… But I was wrong. His cock spasmed again and again, absolutely drenching my insides and I sighed happily, taking the orgasm with pleasure.

As he slid out of me, I got off the table and dropped to my knees in front of him. With one hand covering my pussy, keeping the cum from leaking out too soon, I took his half-hard cock in the other hand, and kissed it, starting to lick it and clean it as I gazed up at him.

I had decided. I wanted to be a hucow.

“Please, doctor,” I mooed as my nipples dribbled milk all over myself. “Make me a good hucow.”
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