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New Life on the Hucow Farm


Summer arrived, and with it, so did the crushing reality that I had no job lined up. No internship. Nothing. I had just finished my first year of college at a brutally expensive private college and now I found myself with nothing to show for it but debt.

My name is Marissa Chambers, and that year, I was staring down the barrel of a pretty pathetic summer break from college.

“We’ll make it work somehow, honey,” my father told me, sitting across from me at the kitchen table. He’d just come home from another twelve-hour shift and I saw how much the rigors of his job plagued him: his body had become grey, broken and bloated, and he couldn’t stand or walk without wincing in pain.

By comparison, at nineteen, I was still young. Beautiful, if I do say so myself. My long red hair with gentle curls a tribute to my ginger mother, who passed away when I was eleven, contrasted with my crystal blue eyes. But what always caught men’s attention was my rack. I usually told people I was a 34DD, but that was just because I didn’t want to make other girls jealous. In truth, I was a 34EE, and my breasts, perky, round, and plump, were always the first thing anyone noticed about me.

Some girls would have tried to use these assets to their advantage. And I’m sure I could have. I could have gone out and found myself a sugar daddy, or started selling pictures and videos of myself online. I knew that very well, and I didn’t necessarily judge girls who did that.

But I wanted to work for my money. Just like my dad had worked every single day of his life, just like my mother had. I wanted to be able to hold my head high when I told people how I put myself through college.

Little did I know that I would soon find myself involved in something even more shocking and outrageous than operating an OnlyFans!

My options, I understood before too long, were limited. I could work retail, which I knew would be awful. After all, I’d done it in high school. Karens shrieking at me about discounted blouses that didn’t fit, or in-store music that didn’t match their taste? All that for the benefit of maybe twelve dollars an hour and no benefits? You can’t blame me if I wasn’t enthusiastic.

I had friends who made good money waiting tables and bartending, but I was still only nineteen, so my options there were limited. I knew I’d probably succeed as a bartender thanks to my looks, and maybe as a waitress too, but the fact was, I was still pretty shy at that point in my life. I had trouble making small talk with people. Sometimes I even had trouble looking other people in the eye. Who wanted a waitress who mumbled shyly, hiding behind the stack of menus in her trembling hands? At best, maybe I’d get pity tips.

Or maybe I’d just get sexually harassed. That option wasn’t all that enticing either.

I could work as a glorified babysitter for spoiled brats, and I was almost considering it, when I saw the advertisement for Milky Meadows Farms.

“Are you a healthy young woman between the ages of 18 and 25?” the ad on Craigslist read. I smirked and kept reading. It was a scam, no doubt. “Do you want to contribute to agricultural research and the sustainability revolution?” As a matter of fact, I did. “Are you free from June 1 to August 15?” That neatly covered the dates of my summer break.

In spite of how compelling this all seemed, the ad was cagey about what the actual work would be. Tests and research. “Potentially invasive”—what did that mean? “Successful applicants will have a sensual, adventurous disposition.” Was this some sort of brothel?

Then I saw what Milky Meadows paid.

It was… a lot. One summer would easily cover my autumn semester at college. That would give my dad and me more time to get together only half my whole year’s tuition. It was almost too good to be true.

Oh, what the hell, I thought and sent off my resume.

The next morning, I had an offer for an interview with Milky Meadows. The email explained in somewhat greater detail what the farm did, but I found myself struggling to comprehend it all the same. They were doing research into human milk as a viable commercial product? As a delivery mechanism for life-saving medicines and treatments?

And they needed healthy young girls to produce it for them? Just reading that made my face flush.

Me… being milked?

I’d never considered it before.

But… Did it really sound so bad?

I was a virgin, part and parcel of my shyness. I’d never even gotten past second base with a guy, but I knew from my paltry experience that I loved having my breasts and nipples played with. I knew that my nipples, which got hard so easily, were hypersensitive and just gently stroking them could drive me crazy.

Maybe being milked would feel really good?

As I considered the possibility, I looked at myself in the mirror. I was still wearing the same t-shirt I’d worn to bed the night before, and I could see the outlines of my nipples pressing, straining against the white fabric. I pulled my shirt over my head, letting my breasts bounce slightly as the were freed.

They were already so large, could I imagine them even more swollen, engorged, and filled with nourishing milk? I cupped my breasts, holding each one lovingly in my hands, starting to stroke them, starting to grope them.

Fuck, this felt good. I imagined I was a cow, being milked—I pulled rhythmically and firmly at my breasts and nipples, gripping hard, trying to squeeze any milk out that I could. Of course, I knew it wasn’t going to happen. I wasn’t lactating, and I had no idea how they’d induce it.

Maybe they were planning on knocking me up? The idea gave me pause. No, I’d definitely refuse the job if it were that. But if it were just a matter of taking a pill and then letting my tits grow full and heavy with milk before letting it all squirt out…

In my bedroom mirror, I could see myself, could see how I was touching myself. My full, pale breasts gripped in each hand. My pink nipples pinched between my fingertips. I twisted them and let out a soft yelp. God, but they really were sensitive. I was getting wet. I reached one hand down into my pajamas, and found the wet center of my pussy. Soaked.

Wiggling my hips, I pulled off my pajamas and sat with my legs up on my desk chair so I could see my pink slit spread in the mirror. It was shaved bare, except for a thin landing strip right above my clit that betrayed the authenticity of my red hair. I had hoped such a sexy style for my pussy would help me be more confident with boys, but so far, I was the only one who had seen it.

Now, I watched myself in the mirror as I stroked my slit. Electric waves of pleasure arced through my body. There was a neediness in me as I touched myself. A hunger. I imagined mouths latched onto my breasts, suckling hard at my nipples, and the pleasure of milky release as nourishment was extracted from my body. I imagined a hard cock inside of me, filling me, impregnating me so I’d always be lactating, so I’d always provide milk, just like a cow on a farm.

This was the hottest fantasy I’d ever had. My pussy clenched and I thrust my hips forward and with a pathetic gasp, I was cumming, squirming in my office chair and trying to keep my voice down so I didn’t wake up my dad.

When I finally calmed down, I cleaned myself up, grabbing a tissue to wipe up the pussy juice that had dribbled down my thighs and onto my chair.

Fantasies aside, I told myself there was probably no chance that Milky Meadows was actually like this. Hell, they probably just wanted DNA or stem cells or something—maybe I’d just sign over ownership of my personal genome and then I’d be done.

Even then, there was no way I could believe what was about to happen to me, no matter how much I secretly wanted it.

Rather than drive out to the farm itself, which was two hours away from my father’s house (the job listing promised that housing was provided), I went to a nondescript office building downtown for the interview. I wasn’t exactly sure what I should wear for such an interview since, after all, the position was to be on a farm, and I had some sense that it was a pretty unorthodox farm.

Initially, I wondered if I should dress in a way that suggested ruggedness. A willingness to get down and dirty. Or, perhaps, an outfit that showed off my breasts. Something that would subtly suggest to the interviewer my qualifications for working with dairy.

In the end, though, I chose a very conservative outfit, with a nice skirt and blouse. I blended in easily with the other legions of office workers on their way to work that morning, and I felt silly for having gotten myself so worked up and turned on thinking about this stupid job. Obviously, it wasn’t going to be anything special. Work sucks everywhere, right?

When I arrived at the office, I was ushered into a waiting room by a bored-looking secretary cracking gum. So far, so good—nothing out of normal. She gave me a glass of water and sat me down. She was past middle-aged and looked like she could justify retiring any year now, but she peered over her glasses at me with pursed lips, as though sizing me up—as though comparing my young body to her withered one.

“Well,” she said with a smile after completing her survey of my figure. “Good luck, sweetie.”

She disappeared into another room and I’d only just finished my water when I was called into the interview.

My interviewer that day was Dr. Arthur Crown, one of the dairy scientists who ran the farm. He was younger than I expected, and certainly more handsome than I expected. He wore glasses and a lab coat over his suit, which gave him a nerdy look that I found particularly attractive, especially because, when you came right down to it, with his height and build, he definitely was not a nerd. At least, not a full time one.

“Ms. Chambers,” Dr. Crown said, rising and offering his hand as I stepped into his office. His grip was firm and his hands were big, powerful. Callused. He clearly spent plenty of time doing hard work with those hands, at least as much as he spent in the lab. “Or should I call you Marissa?”

“Marissa, please,” I replied. “Ms. Chambers makes me sound much older than I am. Or feel.” I laughed nervously. “I mean, not that there’s anything wrong with being old. I’m nineteen, but what I lack in experience, I think I can make up for in enthusiasm…”

I was babbling. Fortunately, Dr. Crown didn’t seem to mind and gently interjected.

“Of course, we’re specifically recruiting young women for our project. Enthusiasm and an appetite for hard work are a necessity for the job, so I’m happy that you’ve already perceived that.”

From there, we briefly went over my resume, which was not interesting in the slightest. Some high school jobs here and there, my GPA, talking about how I worked at the library on campus. Then, Dr. Crown turned the conversation towards Milky Meadows Farm.

“How much do you know about our farm, Marissa?”

I hesitated. I honestly hadn’t done much research. Maybe I should have.

“I know you’re attempting to produce sustainable alternatives to cow milk,” I mumbled.

Dr. Crown smiled.

“That’s right. If you think about it, though, isn’t cow milk actually an alternative to human milk? Human women generally stop producing milk once their children are weaned, unless steps are taken to prolong lactation. And that’s too bad, because human milk is widely understood to be the healthiest for human consumption.”

Dr. Crown stood from his desk and walked to the window as he opined. I hadn’t actually considered it this way, but it did make a sort of sense.

“What’s more, milk from healthy young women has all sorts of benefits for the immune system,” Dr. Crown continued as he strolled from the window to wear I was sitting. He circled around behind the chair, still talking as he stood behind me. I felt myself blushing. What was he doing? I didn’t dare look back at him, even as he leaned over me. “It’s basically medicine.”

I froze when his hands found my breasts. I felt my heart start to beat faster and faster as he cupped them, and then groped them, firmly, squeezing each one in turn. He seemed to know exactly where my nipples were and I gasped when he found them, pinching them through my blouse and my bra.

“So far, so good. Marissa, if you’d like to continue the interview, I’d love to move onto the next phase. Would you please remove your blouse and bra while I prepare a medication for you to try?”

“W-what medication?” I murmured. I was nervous, even as I obeyed. I needed this job, and so far, everything Dr. Crown had said made a lot of sense. Besides, he smiled so nicely and looked so handsome. Surely I was safe with this man.

Something about revealing my body to him made me even more excited. As I removed my clothing and folded it neatly on his desk, I felt goosebumps rise on my flesh. All of my sexual experience up till now had come in the back of cars, in the dark, or in bars or fraternities—also dark. Now, Dr. Crown could see my full young breasts and my hardening nipples in the light, completely unobscured.

“Gorgeous,” he said with a smile, not answering my question. He’d selected a number of pills from his desk, ground them up, and mixed them into a glass of water. “Drink this. Drink it quickly—it’ll taste rather bitter.”

I did so, chugging the glass, and he was right—it was bitter. I stuck my tongue out in involuntary disgust once I’d swallowed it all and Dr. Crown chuckled as he came to stand behind me once more.

“Normally, you’ll take them as pills, and build up enough of the hormone in your body so you’ll be in a constant state of readiness. But for this interview, I need to understand how receptive your body is to our medications and so I need them to start working a little faster.”

I still didn’t understand what he was talking about but my body was beginning to feel warm. Hotter. Was I sweating?

Dr. Crown lay his hands on my breasts, directly on my skin, and I let out a soft moan.

“I’m sorry, I hope my hands aren’t too cold,” he murmured in my ear.

“N-no,” I whimpered. “They feel good. I feel… hot.”

“That’s normal,” he whispered, starting to massage my breasts. It felt amazing: I couldn’t help but moan and arch my back, pressing my chest into his hands. “Your body is flush with hormones now and that’ll raise your temperature. If you’d like, you can undress further.”

Part of me wanted to, but I was too shy, too nervous. I just squirmed in my chair, pressing my tits into his hands as he massaged them, his hands growing firmer. It almost hurt how firm he was being, but I didn’t dare stop him.

“So far, so good,” Dr. Crown announced. “Let’s see if we can get anything out, shall we?”

With his strong, skillful fingers, he began to work my nipples, pinching and tugging them. I groaned. It hurt, but it hurt good—like stretching a sore muscle. I had squeezed my eyes shut but when I glanced down at my chest, I saw that my nipples had grown thick and swollen, darkening in color.

“W-what’s happening to me?”

“Your body is transforming,” Dr. Crown said gently. “You’re becoming a human cow. A huwcow, if you will.”

What the hell? I didn’t sign up for this!

But, no, hadn’t this been what I fantasized about? I moaned in pleasure as a few droplets of milk dribbled out of my right nipple.

“See? You’re doing so well already.”

I shift my legs nervously. What was happening to me? I felt so hot between my thighs, so wet—was I really getting turned on by this? Fuck, I already knew the answer. My body loved this. My body wanted this. And so did I.

“Oh my god, what’s happening to me?” I moaned as Dr. Crown squeezed milk out of my other breast.

“I’m milking you,” he said. He brought the glass of water under one of my nipples and with firm, powerful tugs, squeezed a steady, thin stream of milk into the glass. I groaned, rubbing my thighs together. Was I really getting so turned on by this? Yes. The answer was yes.

That fact wasn’t lost on Dr. Crown.

“An injection of male semen into your womb will only improve the milk’s quality and consistency,” he informed me. “You’ll be bred regularly on the farm.”

“B-bred?” I moaned. He squirted another thin stream of milk into the glass and now that he had a few tablespoons worth of fluid, he held it up to the light, inspecting it. He took a sip, swished it around thoughtfully in his mouth, and then nodded.

“That’s quite good. Would you like to try? Your body is really an exquisite machine, Marissa.”

I accepted the glass without another word and took a sip. The milk was warm—that was surprising to me—but sweet and flavorful, almost like fancy ice cream. Without thinking, I finished the glass. Dr. Crown grinned approvingly.

“Delicious, isn’t it? Now you understand why this is so precious.”

I did understand. I did. I knew what my purpose was to be, now.

I allowed Dr. Crown to pull me from my seat. He smiled down at me, and I knew I was blushing hard.

“You’ve got a drop on your cheek,” he informed me, and leaned in to lap it up off my face with his tongue. Just the feeling of his tongue on my cheek made me groan in pleasure.

Now, he bent me over his desk. I allowed him to do it. He pulled down my skirt and my leggings, leaving me only in panties. I burned with embarrassment. Had I known this would happen, I would have worn something sexier. Also, something that wasn’t white: the stain of my arousal was probably quite visible to him.

“You’re quite aroused, aren’t you?” he said teasingly, stroking the wet spot between my legs. I let out a moan and arched my back. “That’s a side-effect of the medication. A hucow naturally desires to be bred as much as possible.”

“I’m a virgin…” I moaned pathetically as he pulled my panties down. I wasn’t sure what I was trying to do—beg him not to defile me? No, I wanted it. But I wanted him to know what he was taking from me.

I heard him unzip his pants and I felt the fleshy heat of his cock pressing against me. He gripped my breasts from behind as he entered me and I all but shrieked in pleasure and pain as his cock stretched me. Fuck, but he was large. Up until now, I hadn’t had anything bigger than my own fingers inside of me, and he was certainly larger than my slender digits. It hurt, but the pleasure was undeniable, as though my body were finally being satisfied of something it had desired for a long, long time.

What’s more, he gripped my breasts hard as he penetrated me, milk dripping all over his hands as he slid deep inside of me.

“My milk,” I moaned, looking down helplessly as my swollen nipples leaked milk everywhere. I was making a mess and there wasn’t anything I could do about it.

“There’s plenty more where that came from,” Dr. Crown said with a smirk I could practically hear. He worked his cock deeper into me and I grunted like an animal in heat as his cock bumped against my cervix, stretching me further.

“It’s too much,” I moaned, but I knew there was no stopping him as he began to fuck me in earnest, to breed me.

Breed me. He wasn’t wearing a condom, was he? I couldn’t be sure, but I had a feeling he wasn’t… Somehow, that only made me more turned on. He was fucking me raw. I’d heard girls at college talk about how much better raw sex was, and not that I had anything to compare it to, but I couldn’t imagine taking a cock with a condom now. The gross feeling of latex inside of me, instead of the delicious hot flesh of a hungry, dominating cock? No. Thank. You.

I wanted it all now. I wanted his hands on my tits, milking me, making me drip. I wanted his cock deep in my body, pressing against my womb, prepared to fill me up with his seed. I wanted him to dominate and destroy me, to break me, to make me nothing more than an animal on his farm.

Overcome with emotion, with the pleasure and pain of my new situation, I let out a single pathetic sound: “Moo…”

This only seemed to encourage Dr. Crown. With one hand on my breasts and the other pulling my hair, he slammed his hips into mine. I felt my arousal dripping down my thighs in what seemed like torrents. My pussy ached from taking his big cock, but there was nothing I could do—he had me pinned over his desk, and my body wanted to take him more than anything else. He’d truly turned me into a human cow, and now my body was acting accordingly.

Taking his cock only seemed to make my milk thicker. I was dribbling all over his desk now but Dr. Crown didn’t seem to mind. He moaned in time with his thrusts and each time he slammed into me, I felt like he was going to rip me apart. I let out a squeal when I felt his thumb tease my asshole and then push inside. Surely that didn’t have any effect on the milk?

It might not, but it certainly had an effect on my pleasure. I let out a wail and soon I was cumming on his cock. This was easily the hardest and best orgasm I’d ever experienced and my pussy spasmed around his shaft, tightening and relaxing as he continued to breed me.

Finally, Dr. Crown let out a triumphant groan and dug his cock deep inside me one last time. He growled and the tip of his cock began to spurt, delivering his thick, sticky seed deep into my womb.

I felt him flooding me.

Breeding me.

Yeah, he had definitely just fucked me raw. It felt incredible, being filled like this, and I knew there was no way I’d ever want to take a wrapped cock after this.

“You’ve done very well today,” Dr. Crown said, panting, as he slipped his cock out of me. There was even a slight popping noise. I guess I really had been that tight. “I hope you’re ready to start as soon as possible.”

And that’s the last I remember of the interview.

When I awoke, I was in the back of a truck. My head ached and I felt like I had a major hangover.

“What the fuck was that?” I whispered aloud as I sat up. Or tried to. I realized I was strapped in place, immobilized, on all fours.

I also realized I was naked.

My body throbbed with pain all over. What had happened to me? I remember the interview and flushed with embarrassment and pleasure at the memory. That had been absolutely amazing, if terrifying and confusing. I felt myself growing wet at the prospect.

That’s when I realized that there was…

Something…

Inside of me…

The steady hum of machinery behind me accompanied a sensation between my legs I hadn’t fully processed yet, but now, as I fully came into my senses, I began to realize that something was thrusting in and out of my most sensitive, private region.

The place Dr. Crown had just defiled and deflowered.

There was a machine behind me. I could just barely turn my head in my restraints to see it.

A machine that was fucking me. A piston pumped, turning a wheel that in turn drove a dildo on a rod in and out of me. That was part of what was producing the dull ache inside of me. Now, I could feel it all—feel the way it drove into me, into my sore hole, keeping me open and stretched.

I let out a sob of pleasure. I was getting wetter now and all I wanted was to touch my nipples or my clit. I couldn’t decide which I’d rather have stimulated. I suspected, after the hucow drugs, that my nipples were at least as sensitive as my clit now. Maybe more.

I began to moan, my moans coming out more like moos than human speech. I struggled against my restraints, more to get comfortable than to get away.

“Sounds like she’s awake,” a voice in the front of the truck said.

“Sure does. Sounds like she’s having a good time too.”

I wanted to beg them to help me. To at least loosen my restraints and give me a break. More and more of my memories were coming back: Dr. Crown had given me a bonus for agreeing to begin that very day, right after the interview. I’d called my dad and explained that I was going away for work for a few months, and that people would come by to get my stuff. I’d signed a contract, and then Dr. Crown had given me a few injections which he said would help jump start the hormonal changes my body needed to keep up with milk production.

“Just so you know,” he’d warned me. “A common side-effect of the drugs is changes in perception and cognition, at least initially. You may experience extra drowsiness for a day or two as your body begins to get used to the medications. It’s should be no worse than an antihistamine, though, but you ought to be aware so you’re not startled.”

That explained the gaps in my memory, my confusion upon awaking. I tried, now, to relax into the machine fucking me. I didn’t fully understand the necessity for such a thing—I knew and accepted that my body being bred improved milk production but I didn’t know what the machine stimulation was supposed to do for it…

Slowly, the machine was bringing me closer and closer to orgasm. As my moans grew louder, the men in the truck laughed and imitated me. The fact that they could hear what was happening to me made my cheeks burn with embarrassment. That only made me more aroused, though, and the more aroused I became, the more I wanted it, the more I wanted to cum.

Finally, squealing and mooing, I felt a rough orgasm draw itself out of my body. It wasn’t as nice as when I’d cum on Dr. Crown’s cock, but it still felt amazing. My chafed, swollen, aching pussy clamped down hard around the fake cock inside of me, spasming as I shook and trembled in the truck, all but sobbing in pleasure and pain as my climax drove me mad.

An hour later, I had another orgasm, even more exhausting and aching than the first, and my moos were growing hoarse.

“I bet you she cums one more time before we get there,” one of the men said. The other man in the truck chuckled.

“I’ll take that bet. Winner gets first go with her?”

“Definitely.”

First go? I caught my breath in excitement. Does that mean… they were going to fuck me too?

At one point in my life, that would have terrified me. Now, I was so turned on, so aroused, the idea sounded wonderful to me. It sounded like a relief, more than anything else—I wouldn’t mind feeling a real cock inside of me instead of this hard plastic monstrosity.

As it turned out, I didn’t manage to cum again before we reached the farm, though it was close. I decided it wouldn’t be fair to either man to try and influence my body either way, and I resolved to stay as calm as I could, neither resisting the orgasm nor trying to encourage it.

In the end, the jerk of the truck coming to a rest nearly brought me to climax, but left me short. I was panting when they opened up the back of the truck. The light blinded me briefly and I struggled to open my eyes as they undid my restraints.

I mooed at them softly. I struggled to form words.

Now, I could see: they were both large, heavy-set men. Powerful, blue-collar types, middle-aged. The types who probably had families back home thinking about them while they were out working. Guys like my dad.

My stomach turned. God, I was glad I wasn’t going to encounter my dad here. But I didn’t mind giving these two working stiffs a good time. If they worked even as half as hard as my dad, they deserved a little fun, a little respite during the working day.

“I didn’t cum again,” I finally managed to spit out, resisting the urge to moo.

Both men burst into laughter. The bigger one clapped the other man on the back.

“Sorry, Roy, but I guess you get my sloppy seconds today.”

They lay me down on my back in the truck bed, on a thin layer of hay. I expected them to turn me over and take me from behind, but the man who wasn’t Roy seemed to like looking at me. This just made me blush and turn away from him.

“Don’t look away, sweetheart. You’re one of the prettiest hucows we’ve ever brought the Doc.”

I allowed him to cup my face and turn it to him. He kissed me, and I found myself kissing him back, moaning into the kiss as I felt his hands on my tits. He lowered his mouth to one of my breasts and when I glanced down, I was shocked to see how my chest had changed.

Just in the short period of time since the interview, my breasts seemed to have grown several cup sizes. They were massively engorged and my nipples were swollen and dark. Everything seemed to throb deliciously and dried dribbles of milk stained my chest and belly, next to the fresh droplets seeping out of my hot flesh.

The man took one of my nipples into his mouth and sucked hard. I moaned, and my moans turned into moos as I felt a stream of milk spray from my nipple into his mouth.

“Bill, you stick to the left tit there. I don’t wanna’ share nips with you again.”

The man sucking my breast, Bill, just snorted onto my nipple. I felt his teeth on my sensitive flesh and I all but screamed in pleasure and pain as he bit down, enough to elicit an even stronger spurt of milk into his mouth.

“Does that feel good, sweetheart?” he asked me. “We don’t get a lot of redheads in here. Just about everything about you is pink or red, huh?”

I nodded dumbly.

“It… feels… good… moo…” I murmured. Moo-mured.

Bill spread my thighs and gestured to Roy to come look at my spread pussy. Now, I was about to die from embarrassment. I wished Bill would hurry up and just fuck me, but it was certainly a thrill to know that these two men I’d just met, men my father’s age, were staring at my freshly fucked, swollen hole.

“I told you. Natural redhead. Look at the landing strip.”

“Well, goddamn,” Roy said with a laugh.

I could’ve just about died there, but instead, I let out a moan of pleasure and pain, because Bill was playing with my swollen pussy lips. He tugged at them, and twisted them as I squirmed, and then I all but screamed when he pushed his fingers inside me.

“She’s still pretty tight even though we had her hooked up to that thing,” Bill commented. “I hope the poor girl can take the bulls without injury.”

“The Doc already explored her pussy. He wouldn’t take a girl who couldn’t handle it,” Roy said with a shrug. “Besides, they always stretch.”

Stretch? What were they going to be putting inside me on this farm?

All thoughts and worries about that were dashed from my mind when I felt Bill lower his mouth to my pussy and lick me, nice and slowly. I shrieked. My lips and clit were so swollen, so abused and chafed and raw, that the gentle, warm sensation of his tongue on me made me feel like I was going to die. I was too weak to squirm away though, and so I lay there, wriggling as Bill lapped at my pussy.

“You gotta’ try this,” Bill said in between stroking my clit with his tongue. “She tastes great now. Look how swollen this twat is.”

“I don’t even do that for my wife,” Roy grunted. I wanted to tell him off. Asshole. And I would have, had I not orgasmed right then and there—the pleasure snuck up on me and I was suddenly shaking and writhing, all but sobbing as I came. The men just chuckled, laughing at me as I came for them. I guess I was giving them a pretty good show.

“Hurry up and fuck her,” Roy said. “I want a turn at her.”

Bill obliged and undid his pants. I saw his cock come springing out: a thick, long, meaty, uncut monstrosity. I had no idea how big Dr. Crown had been, but it seemed to me like there was no way Bill was going to fit inside my tight little hole. And especially after all the use it had taken in the last day!

Bill must have seen the fear on my face. He gently stroked my nipples, which he could tell I liked, as he pressed his cock against my hole.

“Don’t you worry, sweetheart, you’re built to love this,” he grunted as his shaft slipped inside of me. My fears were unfounded: I took him easily and moaned, pressing my hips up to receive him as he slammed himself into me. “That’s a good girl. See, you’re made for this.”

As he lowered his mouth once more to suck my nipples, extracting more milk from them, I wondered—was I really? Of course, my body was supposed to be able to do this to some extent… But I loved everything that was happening to me, at my core, despite my fear, despite my anxiety and apprehension. I felt fulfilled in a way I’d never felt before and I mooed appreciatively as Bill drank from my tits, meeting his thrusts with my hips.

“The Doc said she was a virgin when he fucked her earlier today,” Roy observed. “But she’s a natural.”

“You hear that, sweetheart? You’re a natural at fucking,” Bill snarled mischievously as I took him. I moaned and tightened my muscles around him, milking his cock—I wanted him to praise me more, to drink my milk, to tell me how good it was to breed me.

Bill moaned and squeezed my breasts hard, sending streams of milk spraying over both him and Roy.

“You’re wasting it!” Roy said.

“You know it’s not ready to be bottled until she’s been here at least a few weeks. Anything her tits make now is fair game.”

Just how thick and creamy is my milk going to get?

I saw a look of pure bliss come over Bill’s face as he sputtered and groaned on top of me. He was cumming, I realized. I hadn’t seen Dr. Crown cum inside of me and I felt strangely proud that my body had made a man feel so good, he just had to explode inside of me.

“Fuck,” he growled, sliding out of my juicy pussy. Glancing down, I saw how swollen and red it was, how heartily fucked it was. I shivered in delight at the image. God, he’d really destroyed my sweet little pussy. And to think I’d been a virgin only a day ago!

Now, Roy took his turn. He unzipped himself and I arched my back, ready to accept him.

“She looks pretty eager now,” Bill snickered.

“It felt good,” I tried to moan, but it came out as a moo. The men seemed to understand and patted my head affectionately. Roy kissed me, fast and hard and messy, and then took my right tit into his mouth. He suckled furiously, drinking my milk as it leaked out into his mouth. I was ecstatic. It felt amazing, the pleasure of feeding these men, of giving them what my breasts had made.

Then, to my surprise, as Roy unzipped himself, he pulled me forward and pressed my face towards his cock. I stared at it for a second, uncomprehending.

“Come on, sweetheart, suck it like a good animal.”

I giggled, in spite of myself. Of course that’s what he wanted. My mind was so far-gone, I hadn’t understood. I opened slightly, letting my tongue drag along his cockhead and shaft before taking him as deep as I could.

I’d never really done this before but I’d heard girls at college talk about it. I was going to make a good-faith effort to take him deep in my mouth—or that was my plan, at least—but Roy seemed determined to make sure I impressed him. He grabbed my hair and forced himself down my throat as I gagged, drooling and spitting on his cock.

“Get it nice and messy, baby girl. It’s gotta’ be for where it’s going…”

What did he mean by that? I didn’t bother to try and figure it out. I kept sucking him, sucking as hard and fast as I could, and Roy let out a happy groan. I guess I was doing a good job.

Suddenly, he pulled his cock out of my mouth. I let out a soft moo of disappointment. I was starting to enjoy that.

Instead, he bent me over the truck bed with my ass up in the air. I guess he wanted to fuck me now. Obediently, I reached back to spread my ass cheeks, revealing my wet, dripping pussy. I knew it was sore and swollen, but I was more than a little excited to take another cock inside of me, to have another hot load of cum in my body. It all made me feel naughty and slutty, in the best way possible. It made me feel feminine, and all the more so because my body was producing so much milk already.

But Roy had a different plan in mind. He took his slick, spit-covered cock and pressed it against my tight asshole. My backdoor. My eyes widened as I realized what he was about to do.

“Just relax, sweetheart,” Roy cooed. “It’s important you get used to taking it here before the bulls get to you.”

He spat on my asshole, and I moaned appreciatively as he rubbed the liquid into the tight star of my coiled flesh. Now, he pushed, and for several seconds, nothing happened. I took a deep breath, pushing back against him, and gasped when suddenly his cock exploded into my hole, stretching me open.

I screamed, arching my back. Roy caught me by the tits from behind, gripping my breasts hard as I gasped and moaned. He was sodomizing me, all the while he milked me. I cried out in pleasure and pain. It felt like he was ripping me apart, like he was destroying me in a way I’d never recover from, but at the same time, it felt so deliciously naughty, I couldn’t help but love it. Eagerly, I pushed back against him, feeling more and more of his cock disappear into my bowels.

“This girl is really into it,” Roy observed with a note of approval in his voice. “I thought she’d be screaming and sobbing but she seems to like it.”

“Harder,” I moaned. “Fuck my ass harder.”

It came out not as a moo but in normal, human speech, and I was pleased. For emphasis, though, I added a plaintive moan just as Roy began to pick up the pace, pounding my ass while he groped my tits.

“That’s a good hucow,” he panted. “Nothing like a virgin asshole…”

As it turned out, he didn’t last long in my virgin asshole. A few more thrusts and he exploded deep inside of me. It was such a wonderful feeling, his cock inside my sensitive, aching, broken hole, filling it with his warm seed. I’d felt so full when he was inside of me and I was a bit sad to feel him pull out. But at least I had his cum filling me, keeping me warm.

After that, the men wiped me down with a rag and we drove the rest of the way into the farm. It was evening by now and I was exhausted after my wild day when they led me out of the truck and into a small barn on the edge of the property. From what I could see in the twilight, the farm had a number of similar structures scattered among its rolling hills.

At the door, Dr. Crown met us.

“We expected you half an hour ago,” he said. I could see he was annoyed with the drivers. “Did you at least have a good time with her?”

“We were helping break her in,” Bill said. “If you unleash the bulls on her without any prep, she might have a breakdown.

What were these bulls? A thrill went up and down my spine. I was both scared and intrigued. Why did they have to break me in before the bulls got to me?

“Marissa,” Dr. Crown said gently, addressing me. “Please follow me to your pen.”

My pen? He took my hand and I followed him into the barn. The drivers waved goodbye to me and I turned, waving back, wondering if I was making a terrible mistake.

The barn was dim and it took my eyes a second to adjust. It looked like any other barn you could imagine, only it didn’t smell nearly so bad. There were a number of pens and stalls lining the wall and in each, I realized, there was a young woman, my age or older. Each with massive, engorged breasts. Some were hooked up to machines that seemed to be suctioned onto their nipples, moaning softly, some getting fucked by machines like the one in the truck as well.

Others were… on all fours. Beneath men. Massive men—like bodybuilders. They squealed and moaned and mooed in pleasure as the men rode them.

“Those are the bulls,” Dr. Crown told me, noticing when I stopped to watch one young woman take a man who was, I swear, three times her size. She threw her head back and moaned in passion as he held her down, riding her from behind, his massive cock tearing in and out of her gaping slit. “We find that further injections of male essence improve milk quality and production, and so we recruit only the strongest and most virile candidates to help enhance our product. You seem to enjoy sex, so I doubt this will be a problem.”

I blushed. Was he calling me a slut?

Maybe I was a slut now.

“It won’t be a problem,” I whispered as he led me to my pen, where I knelt and allowed him to hook my nipples up to a milking machine. As it powered on, as the powerful suction began, pulling my nipples lewdly into a tube and stretching them, suckling the milk from my breasts, I added a relieved “moo.”

I had finally arrived. I was a hucow now, and I was so excited for everything that came next.

To be continued in Part 2 of Hucow Meadows Farm! Make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with all the creamy action! Find it here.
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