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Prologue


My name is Jessica and I’m eighteen years old, and this is the story of how I became a hucow.

Most girls don’t grow up dreaming of being a hucow. In fact, I didn’t even know what it was until after I had graduated from high school. I had just turned eighteen and I was working a dead-end job, trying to cobble together enough money for another semester of community college when I saw a news special about it one night. I was exhausted from work and just about ready to pass out but this new story caught my attention.

“They’re called hucows,” the reporter on the TV said. “And you might be seeing their milk in the grocery store soon. No, they’re not human-cow hybrids, but human women milked like cows.”

On the screen, the pretty reporter stood next to an insanely busty woman, who knelt next to her on the floor of what seemed to be a barn. The busty woman grinned. The news broadcast blurred out her breasts, but she seemed to be totally naked. The busty woman—I guessed that was the hucow—she had long blonde hair, blue eyes, and an incredible smile. She was the kind of girl people would obsess over. I wondered what it would be like to be that kind of girl, to be the kind of girl that everyone wanted to know, that everyone wanted to be with… to do. I blushed just thinking about it.

She was beautiful. And I wanted to be just like her. Read the first chapter of my story to learn all about how I came to the farm for the first time and had my initial interview with Dr. Crowne, losing my virginity in the process… Or check out Melanie Sparxx’s author page on Amazon to catch up with the adventures of all my hucow friends! There’s always something happening on the farm!


Chapter 1


My legs were trembling from being fucked so hard on Dr. Crowne’s desk, but I forced them to stop. I wasn’t about to reveal how much losing my virginity had affected me, but it really had, and my insides were a mess. I could feel Dr. Crowne’s thick, stick cum dripping out of me, felt it slide down my inner thighs as I stood up.

“Now, please follow me, Jessica,” Dr. Crowne said. He was zipping up his fly once more and I nodded, numb, reflecting on what I had just done.

I had just lost my virginity. At the age of eighteen. I was worried it would never happen, but no, I had bent over the desk and taken it from this handsome older man, and he seemed perfectly pleased with how well I’d done. What’s more, I hadn’t even needed a condom. I was happy with the feeling of his cum inside me, so sticky, so wet, so warm.

I was even happy with the way my insides kind of hurt, kind of ached. He definitely slammed into my cervix, I realized, when I started to move around and found myself hurting, but that only made me more proud. I’d shown that I could take whatever he threw at me, without crying and sobbing, without begging for a break.

And I would take whatever else I had to, in order to become a hucow. I was excited to go down this path, to become like the pretty blonde hucow I had seen on TV that day on the news. I was going to do anything I had to, take whatever cocks I had to, allow myself to be milked by whoever wanted a taste.

I followed Dr. Crowne out into the hall and through the office. My cheeks blushed with embarrassment. I was naked, after all, and it was clear what had just happened to me. My prominent, swollen tits were still leaking milk, just like how my swollen pussy leaked cum. But none of the office workers or lab technicians looked up at me, even showed that they noticed me. This must be a regular, everyday occurrence for them. The sight of a girl who had just been fucked to within an inch of her life didn’t surprise them in the slightest.

Still, I couldn’t help but feel embarrassed as my boobs bounced with each step. I found myself involuntarily, instinctually covering up my pussy and my boobs, and staring at the floor, trying to avoid making eye contact with anyone, even by accident. Even if they didn’t care, I still cared. I was still getting used to the idea that I would be naked all the time. Permanently. That my body would be free to use for anyone who wanted it here on the farm. I was still young, still a teenager, even though I was an adult, and while I’d gained more experience over the last few hours, I was still very much a newbie when it came to sex.

“In here, Jessica,” Dr. Crowne said, leading me into a room off the main hall.

Inside was a contraption like I’d never seen before. It had all sorts of straps, leather ones, and long plastic hoses and tubes. I cocked my head to the side, trying to fathom what the machine could possibly be for.

“Dr. Crowne,” I said, my voice full of child-like wonder. “What do you do with this machine?”

“Ah, I’ll show you, Jessica. This is a wonderful machine. This is one of our most advanced milking stations.”

“A milking station?”

“That’s right. A milking station. Since you’re lactating quite nicely now, now that I’ve bred you, you should fit nicely into the machine. Come here.”

He was right. Ever since he had delivered his cum into my womb, my breasts seemed to have swelled larger. They ached, they were so big and swollen, and my oversized areolas surrounded my throbbing, protruding nipples, little spigots that dribbled milk almost constantly now. It wasn’t the thick, creamy milk that the hucow on the news seemed to produce, or like the hucow milk I was able to buy in the store. It was warm and thin, a bit pale, but it was milk all the same and I was proud of it, proud of how much was coming out. If only a bit of fucking gave me this kind of lactation, then how much more would I be dripping once I’d taken several more cocks?

Anyway, I obeyed Dr. Crowne without a second thought, wandering over to the machine. He took my arms and bent me forward, strapping my shoulders and elbows in, and then, I yelped as he took my legs out from under me, strapping one and then the other into the machine until I was suspended in mid-air. It was actually quite comfortable, but I wasn’t used to being held by straps several feel above the ground.

“Now, you see, Jessica, with this machine, I am able to move your limbs around and manipulate you easily to facilitate any number of breeding positions for optimal nutrient absorption. What’s more, the machine will milk you continuously during the breeding—we’ve found that your hormonal balance changes dramatically during breeding, in a way that’s very beneficial for milk production.”

But all I could focus on was the way my pussy was still dripping his cum, even as I was held in mid-air.


Chapter 2


“And these, Jessica, are the suction cups that will be milking you.”

My eyes widened as I saw the apparatus’s attachments, two suction cups almost like big eel mouths, with little nubs inside like teeth. I felt a shiver go up my spine at the thought of those things on my sensitive breasts.

“What are all those—little—protrusions for? Doctor?” I asked, trying not to be too nervous, trying not to show how hesitant I was, even though I knew I wanted to do this. A girl can still be nervous, can’t she?

“Those are tiny needles that will deliver an extra concentrated dosage of hormones to your mammary glands during milking, to replace what is being lost in the milk.” At the word needle, my eyes widened again and I bit my lip. Having to inject medication into my nipples to produce milk was one thing, but that was only one needle per boob. This was… a lot of needles. Like a whole mouth full of vicious little fangs!

“Oh, my dear, don’t you worry. You’ll barely feel it. In fact, many of our girls report that they actually find the milking rather pleasant with the needles, that it provides a nice bit of extra stimulation.”

I nodded. I believed him. I took his word for it, even if I was nervous. I bit my lip again, and thrust my chest forward, as well as I could in the contraption, to show that I was ready to accept the cups onto my nipples and allow the machine to do its work.

In other words… I was ready to be milked.

Doctor Crowne first put the suction cup on my left nipple, and I whimpered as it seemed to suckle a chunk of my breast meat into the machine, gripping it tight. I gasped and whimpered as I felt the teeth dig into my soft flesh, like a wild animal chewing on me. It hurt, but… the pain was somehow pleasurable. I didn’t realize how badly my nipples needed this, how much they’d been aching for attention until the needles bit down on me.

In fact, I was worried I would cum right then and there from it, the sensation was such an erotic jolt.

“Very good, very good…” Dr. Crowne murmured. “All right, all right, that one is set. Seems to be operating. And now…”

I gasped as I felt my milk start to flow in earnest, a shattering jolt riding through my body and seeming to end in my nipple, seeming to erupt from my nipple in a gushing flood of milk. And from the looks of it, in the tube there wasn’t the thin, watery milk my nipples had been producing before, but something thicker and creamier. As the machine whirred, it pumped, and sucked milk from my body. I let out a soft moan. Endorphins flooded my being and the pain from the needles all but disappeared. Now, it felt more like a bad itch that I’d finally managed to scratch, and maybe scratched a little too much—but that still felt good, despite the over scratching, if that made sense.

Next, Dr. Crowne took my right breast into his hand, squeezing a dribble of milk out onto his fingers. He leaned down to lap up the milk, and then lapped my nipple clean with his tongue as I moaned.

“Does that feel good, Jessica?”

“Very good, doctor,” I moaned. “I didn’t have any experience with this sort of stuff until I came here… But I think I’m going to get addicted.”

“We encourage that, of course. Many of our hucows describe their feelings towards being a hucow, towards their work here and so on, in those terms—addiction. A kind of… vocation, shall we say? Yes, I think I like vocation best myself.”

Well, whatever it was, it felt amazing. Dr. Crowne placed the second suction cup on my swollen nipple, fitting my right breast into the apparatus. My right breast had always been a bit larger than my left, and now, even though the swelling from the medication and the lactating had ultimately erased most of the difference, I could still tell that the right was larger, and so Dr. Crowne had to kind of stuff some of my extra breast meat into the suction cup.

Then, I felt the needles dig into my tender flesh and I let out a happy sigh of relief at the feeling of the needles doing their scratching, stimulating my breast and my nipple. A delicious burning feeling began in that nipple as the machine sucked and then milk began to pour from my nipple, filing the tube and flowing into the machine.

I moaned happily as it did so. It felt amazing. This all felt so good. I whimpered, shuddering in my restraints as I felt an orgasm approach, felt it become too powerful for me to resist. I let out a soft squeal of pleasure as the climax washed over me and I trembled in my straps, shaking and dripping my juices all over the place as I opened my mouth wide, a silent scream of pleasure escaping my lips, along with the drool that I couldn’t wipe up because my hands were bound.

“Ah, you just climaxed, didn’t you, Jessica?” Dr. Crowne asked with a smile.

“Yes…” I moaned.

“Excellent, excellent, I’m so glad to hear that. It’s good that you’ve just climaxed. You’ll be ready to take the bull I have selected to continue breaking you in.”

My eyes widened. A bull? One of those magnificent, fit men with the giant cocks—bigger even than Dr. Crowne’s?

If I hadn’t already been drooling, I would have been now as the door opened and my second cock walked in.


Chapter 3


He was everything I could have hoped for and more.

Just by eyeballing him, he had to be at least six feet tall, and maybe taller, with the build of a professional football quarterback: muscular and lean, made for athletic feats of daring. He had a rich, dark tan, one without tan lines, and dirty blonde hair, kind of curly and tousled, the look I’d associate with a surfer from the 70s, or California in general. He shot me a grin, a bit, white toothed grin, and blew me a kiss.

My eyes descended his muscular torso until they came to rest on the package between his legs. A huge protrusion, a true weapon in flesh, stuck out from the dirty blonde nest of pubic hair. I swallowed hard, imagining swallowing that thing. He had to be… well, shit, I didn’t know, I didn’t have a ruler, but if I had to guess, I would say he was as long as my forearm, and about as thick.

His cock was incredible, a true work of art. It was as though it was carved from pure marble, and then coated with delicate flesh. As he approached me, it bounced with each step and my eyes followed it, entranced. I was hypnotized by it, by its huge ferocity. Bulls were my natural superiors, I realized, the ones who ought to own me—after all, nature had given them a literal weapon between their legs, one that fit so easily and perfectly into my body, one designed to destroy me and breed me…

Wait, shit.

That thing.

That fucking thing.

It’s… going inside of me.

Those thoughts rushed through my mind as the bull walked up to me and, quite unceremoniously, slapped my ass. I yelped. I was still a bit woozy from my orgasm and the sudden slap made me feel like I could cum again at any second, made me feel loopy and delirious from pleasure and desire.

“So!” the bull said. “You’re the new girl, huh? I’m Chad. It’s a pleasure, baby girl.”

He tapped some buttons on the apparatus and I let out a little yelp as the machine pulled at my straps, spreading my legs wider, and then lowering the angle of my body, so that my pussy was position right above his magnificent cock.

“I’m… I’m Jessica,” I squeaked out. “It’s… It’s awful nice to meet you, Chad.”

“This is your first day, huh? I can tell. You’re so cute, and you aren’t a total slut yet.”

He reached between my legs, clapping his hand over my warm wetness. I moaned, wailing and shuddering, unsure if I should pull away because the sensations were too powerful or if I wanted to push my mound into his hand, driving it against his powerful palm as he touched me.

“Well, looks like you’ll be a slut in no time at all. And I’m saying that as a compliment, Jessica, don’t you worry.”

Chad chuckled and Dr. Crowne laughed too.

“Right,” Dr. Crowne said, taking over. “This is another diagnostic test to make sure that little Jessica can take a bull comfortably enough, and repeatedly.”

In my arousal and anxiety, I almost missed that last word. Repeatedly?!

“Um,” I asked. “How many bulls am I going to… to… be bred by?”

“I can’t let you know that in advance, Jessica,” Dr. Crowne said. “It might skew the results. A normal day for a hucow will often involve being bred by between two and seven bulls, in addition to the usual breeding she might take from other staff on the farm. A good hucow needs to be available and prepared to offer up her holes whenever she’s required to. It’s important for your milk production, and for the financial solvency of the farm, to make sure that we can continue to pay the bills in between milk production runs.” Everything Dr. Crowne said sounded so reasonable, so normal, but as I forced my lust-addled brain to think about it, a few of the things he said made my tummy turn into knots.

“Two to seven bulls a day?” I cried. “I only lost my virginity today!”

“We’ll ease you in, baby girl,” Chad said, and placed a hand on my inner thigh. He slid it towards my pussy and I couldn’t help but moan as I felt his fingers touch my wetness, touch the spot that most needed, most wanted to be teased. “You’ll see. After a few breedings, you’ll be a champ. The first couple can be rough, but most girls look back on them fondly afterwards, since, you know, you’re never a newbie for very long. You can never go back to being the kind of girl who hasn’t had all her holes stretched out by tons of different guys.”

I swallowed hard and nodded. I was nervous, but more than that, I was excited. I wanted to do everything these men told me to do, serve them however they wanted. But I had one more question.

“You, um, mentioned the financial solvency or whatever… That I have to sleep with other guys to make that work… Am I, like, gonna’ be a hooker?”

Both Chad and Dr. Crowne chuckled good-naturedly.

“Jessica, no, of course not. Prostitution is illegal, and we’re an above-board business. We operate an agro-tourism side business out of the farm, where visitors can rent a small cottage on our lake and have a hucow maid assigned to them. The hucow will cook and clean for them, and they’re free to use her however they want, as all workers and visitors to the farm can use our hucows. What our clients are paying for is the accommodation and the cooking and cleaning hospitality services provided by the hucow. Does that make sense? Think of it like room service in a hotel, with a little extra.”

I nodded. That all made sense. It wasn’t prostitution because prostitution was illegal, and Dr. Crowne and Chad were assuring me that the farm didn’t do anything illegal. It made sense. All a guest did was rent a room and a maid to cook and clean, but if the rules on the farm were that I had to fuck whoever wanted to fuck me, well, that all just came extra!

“I get it,” I murmured softly. My cheeks were still burning with excitement at the idea of, well, being available to anyone who wanted to use me. I’d already had my breasts played with and sucked in the truck on the way over here, and Dr. Crowne hadn’t been shy about exploring my body.

And Chad, now, was starting to stroke my swollen pussy, digging his fingers inside and gently stretching me as I whimpered.

“Huh, you’re awfully juicy, Jessica,” he said, a bit teasingly as he brought his other hand up to continue playing with me.

“She just had an orgasm,” Dr. Crowne announced. “Right before you got here. So, she should be pretty well warmed up for you.”

“Oh, really? In that case, I’m just going to dive right in, if that’s okay with you, Doctor.”

“Of course,” Dr. Crowne said, and took a seat, pulling out a clipboard and a small tape recorder.

“Hucow Subject Jessica, diagnostic exam, first bull breeding,” Dr. Crowne said into the tape recorder as he turned it on. For a second, I focused on how old school the tape recorder, with its little microphone, was. In this day and age when you could record a voice note on your phone, it seemed a little silly to use analog technology like that, but I guess that’s just how it was here on the farm. I found it quaint in a way. Charming, even, if you wanted to go that far.

But then, I stopped thinking about the tape recorder altogether because I felt something hard and meaty and huge pressing against my swollen pussy lips.


Chapter 4


“Is it going to fit?” I cried out, giving voice to everything I was worrying about as Chad prepared to breed me.

Chad just chuckled. This didn’t seem to concern him overmuch.

“I guess we’re going to find out now, huh, Jessica?” he said and slapped my ass as I yelped.

Dr. Crowne was a bit more understanding.

“Jessica,” he said gently. “The human vagina can stretch to accommodate a baby during child birth. Chad might be well endowed, but his penis is still smaller than the average newborn baby.”

“But… But doesn’t a lady’s vagina tear when she gives birth and the doctor has to sew her back up afterwards?” I asked, trembling as I felt the warm intrusion pressing against my hole.

Now, Dr. Crowne chuckled as well.

“Yes, I suppose that does happen not infrequently. Well, regardless, Chad’s penis, while large, is within the normal range for human penis size, and you’re not enormously small or possessed of some other sort of condition which would prevent you from taking his penis, so I don’t see a problem,” Dr. Crowne said. “After a few breedings, you won’t be so worried, my dear. I promise.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

“Sorry I’m being such a baby about this,” I murmured.

“It’s quite all right. You’re young, one of the youngest we’ve ever had on the farm, and you don’t have any experience. Most of our hucows have several years of sexual experience under their belt, and have more of a baseline of what to expect with intercourse and breeding.”

I nodded. That all made sense.

Now, Chad held my hips and leaned forward. I found myself gasping, whimpering softly as his huge cock began to spread me open. I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling, trying to segregate the good parts of it and ignore the pain lurking in the background. The good parts? His cock was… really, really big. And the stretch felt nice. It felt like it was satisfying a hunger that my body had always known and my brain was only now realizing I had. I sighed as he pushed a bit further in. I could tell he still wasn’t very far inside, that the head was still just starting to enter me, but I appreciated how slow he was being.

I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter, as though my body was working overtime to lubricate my insides to speed the way of the cock about to shred me. If this was how the breedings went, with this big cocks, then it wasn’t anything to be afraid of, I told myself. After all, he was being so slow and gentle, just delicately, considerately easing apart my pussy. I sighed in pleasure, savoring the feeling, trying to focus, wishing I had even more sensation in my pussy so I could feel in more detail the texture of his cock as it entered me.

Yeah, if this was how he was going to breed me, it wasn’t all that bad. Not by a long shot.

“All right, Chad,” Dr. Crowne said. “Have at her!”

Chad’s fingers tightened around my waist and he pulled me onto his cock, thrusting forward as he skewered me, burying himself inside of me up to the hilt in a single powerful thrust. For a moment, I didn’t know what had happened, didn’t understand why my pussy was screaming in agony, why my brain was short circuiting, and why there was now a full foot of cock meat smashed up and packed against my cervix.

Then, the feeling hit me all at once and I began to scream.


Chapter 5


“Oh my god!” I shrieked as Chad buried himself inside of me. I felt as though I’d just been stabbed, as though I were being gutted. I remembered thinking about his cock as though it were a weapon and god, that’s exactly what it was—a weapon of mass destruction that was now destroying my inexperienced pussy. “Oh my god, oh my god, oh fuck, fuck, fuck…”

I was crying in an instant, struggling just to stay conscious as my muscles struggled in turn to stretch themselves around the huge cock pounded into me. Dr. Crowne chuckled.

“Jessica, on a scale of one to ten, what would you say your pain and discomfort is now?”

I was panting, just focused on breathing.

“Jessica?”

I shrugged, and stifled a sob.

“Jessica? I need an answer.”

“I don’t… I don’t know… A seven? Seven and a half?”

It hurt, but I figured it probably hurt a lot less than, say, being shot or getting disemboweled by a slasher in a b-movie, so I counted my blessings.

What’s more, though, I found myself taking sick pleasure in how much it hurt, in how it seemed to gape my pussy, how he was ripping me apart with his cock. Dr. Crowne made a clucking sound with his tongue.

“Hm, that’s higher than we’d like, normally, so let’s see what it is by the end of the breeding. Chad, please carry on.”

Chad grunted, also past the use of words, as he slid his cock back, till it was almost completely out of me, till my pussy lips were stretched around the fat, spongy head of his cock, and then slammed it back into me, driving it into my cervix as I shrieked. And then he did it again, and again, and again.

Now, I understood what was so special about the contraption I was hooked up to. It held me in place, and it made it easier for Chad to fuck me, since I couldn’t move, and he could hold open my legs and hold me at waist level, so all he had to do was literally walk up to me, grab me, and pull me close to his cock. I was swinging in the straps as he fucked me and he thrust in time with the swings, pumping himself into me as his hips met my butt.

Each thrust producing a squishy squelching sound and I cried out, a hoarse gasp of pain and pleasure and surprise at the latter part with each thrust.

It hurt so bad, but it was incredible, mind-breakingly incredible. I’d never known my body could feel like this. My breasts felt as though they were gushing milk, like true cow udders, and my pussy was spasming around the cock inside of me. My hole seemed to be struggling to get wetter and wetter in order to lubricate itself and take the cock spearing me more easily, but it was still struggling to catch up. Each thrust felt like an invasion, as though I were being stabbed.

And I fucking loved it.

I’d never known this submissive, masochistic side of me. Was it there in all girls, or just the ones destined to become hucows? I suspected that something about this contributed to the quality of my milk, as so much that Dr. Crowne wished to put me through did. I gasped and wailed with each thrust, drool and spit dripping down my chin as I found myself sticking out my tongue, tasting the air like a snake as my hoarse voice begged for more.

“Please, fuck me!” I shrieked. “Fuck me! Fuck me so fucking hard! Destroy me!”

I was hysterical, over the moon with pain and pleasure. The more it hurt, the better it felt. It was like all of my senses were scrambled, like the cock inside of me had hit my internal reboot button and factory reset my brain. Each thrust gutted me, and each thrust made me feel like I could cum at any second.

“Chad, how would you rate her moistness at this point?”

Dr. Crowne’s voice cut through the symphony of my screams and the bull’s feral grunts. It was a calm voice, a matter-of-fact voice, one that seemed to suggest that everything was normal and nothing was weird or out of place—especially not a girl being fucked very, very hard.

“Probably a six out of ten,” Chad grunted as he panted. I looked over my shoulder, suddenly desperate to see him, and I’m glad I did because I caught a glimpse of his gorgeous body. My hormones, my instincts were taking over and I wanted nothing more than to ride him, to wrap myself around him, to slip along his sweaty muscles and lick him clean, tasting his strength, worshipping him, serving him, allowing him to slam that huge cock into me however he wanted, whenever he wanted, and thanking him for it each time, with each thrust, even through my tears and sobs.

I’d never felt anything like this, and in this moment, I knew there was no going back. I knew there was no sex like this outside the farm. This was something I could only get here. This was the kind of breeding, the kind of fucking that only hucows had access to. No wonder it was so difficult to become a hucow, and no wonder the hucows who did make it were so addicted to it.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes,” I sobbed with pleasure and pain. “Stretch it out. Fuck me. Ruin me, Chad. I don’t fucking care. Break me. Break my little pussy… Oh my god, oh my god, I’m getting close.”

And I was. The orgasm that I’d had when first attached to the milking machine was nothing compared to the one sneaking up on me now. I began to spasm, gasping and shaking in the machine’s grasp as my climax flooded through my senses. I wailed, shaking and thrashing, restrained by the straps, and I understood another reason why those were in place.

“Chad,” I heard Dr. Crowne said over my shrieks. “How are her vaginal contractions?”

“Strong,” Chad said. “Maybe seven or eight out of ten? Like she does serious Kegel’s.”

I actually did not, and I had no idea where that pussy power came from, but I supposed I was glad for it. My pussy grasped and clenched at Chad as he panted, fucking himself into me and I looked over my shoulder, making eye contact with him as I nodded, encouraging him, egging him on.

“You can cum inside of me,” I told him. “Please cum inside of me. Please. Please. I need it.”

Chad snorted and slapped my ass again. I shrieked in delight.

“Jessica, of course I am fucking cumming inside of you. You’re a hucow.” He gritted his teeth, slamming into me and I felt his cock starting to stiffen, starting to swell inside of me. “You’re a hucow and that is what the fuck you are for. Taking my cum!”

And with that, he began to erupt inside of me. Streams of sticky cum flooding my sore, abused pussy. It was so much stronger than Dr. Crowne’s orgasm, which had seemed impressive to me, based on my own paltry experience in the form of occasionally watching pornography. Dr. Crowne seemed to have cum a lot inside of me and now Chad seemed to be coming five times that, his cuck gushing sticky seed into my swollen, throbbing hole.

“Oh my god, oh my god…” I wailed, squeezing my eyes shut and letting out a happy sob. I felt his seed fill me, flow into me, felt it sticking to the walls of my pussy, to my cervix, and I let out a happy moo, and realized I could only moo, that my brain didn’t want to make English words anymore, just moos.

But that was okay. I was a cow, bred by a bull, and this is what I was for.


Chapter 6


Once he finished cumming inside of me, Chad slid his cock out of my stretched, swollen pussy. He pressed a button and the straps changed positions, raising the angle of my hips so that my cum couldn’t drip onto the floor. It was ingenious!

“Chad did that so his seed will spend more time in contact with your mucous membranes inside your vagina before inevitably being expelled. One of the flaws with the human organism is that so much of the precious male semen goes to waste. Millions and millions of sperm, and only one, if that, gets to become a new organism. The rest simply dying, either in the hostile environment of the pussy, or in the toilet shortly afterward. Or maybe on your leg or the seat of a car or something like that, I suppose,” Dr. Crowne mused as he made some notes on his clipboard. “But we, we’ve found a way to put all those nutrients to use, in improving your milk production.”

I mooed softly and Chad reached out to rub my back affectionately.

“You did real good, baby girl,” he said, and leaned down to kiss my forehead. I beamed at him, eager to please. Sure, my pussy was throbbing and screaming with pain, but he’d called me baby girl and told me I did good. I had always been a people pleaser and I felt my people pleasing tendencies coming into play in a big way. “Most girls can’t take a fucking like that, and for you to take it on your second time… Your first day on the farm… That’s impressive, I’m not gonna’ lie.”

I bit my lip and grinned at him as he smiled back at me.

“Doc, how’d she do?”

Dr. Crowne made a thoughtful sound.

“She’s right on the cusp. I’d like to gather more data. She certainly seemed to enjoy herself but she also seemed to suffer a bit more than we’d like the girls to.”

“Maybe she’s just a masochist? Didn’t you say eight percent of hucows are?”

“That’s true. Studies show that masochism is far more common among the population than sadism, but the presence of both explains so much of human behavior—sexuality, of course, but also things like homeowners’ associations, freemium mobile gaming, and the careers of certain popstars. Anyway, Jessica, do you suppose you’d be able to take several more fuckings like that in a single day?”

I bit my lip and nodded. Not only did I think I could, I was excited by the prospect.

I spoke, my voice coming out as a moo.

“I definitely can. I know it might hurt but that… kind of excites me, to be honest. I know that makes me a pervert but all of this is such an awakening for me…Wait, can you two actually understand me?”

“Ah, yes, that. The medication you’re on, to turn you into a hucow, transforms the neural links between your vocal chords and your brain. Anything you say will come out as a moo, unless you concentrate very hard. But don’t worry—most everyone here on the farm is experienced in understanding the moos of hucows. With some practice, it becomes as easy to understand as any other language. So, yes, we understand you, perfectly.”

“Doc, can I try the other holes?” Chad asked suddenly. “I think she’s fine on the pussy side of things, but you know she’s gonna’ have to use her ass and mouth too, and I’m afraid that her butt’s not gonna’ be able to take it. We should find out now before she’s two hours into a marathon breeding session and one of us bulls splits her open in a way we can’t fix, you know?”

Dr. Crowne nodded.

“Yes, you’re right, of course. Why don’t you take her mouth now? That might be a little bit easier for her at this point.”

My mouth! I was excited to take that big cock in my mouth, even if I was still a little scared. Nonetheless, my breasts were pumping and gushing milk unlike anything I’d seen before, so I knew this must all be working right…

Chad hit a few buttons and the machine again reoriented itself, moving me around and tilting my chest up so that my face was a bit below Chad’s cock.

Then, Chad revealed a set of head straps, ones that looked like a medieval torture device, which he applied to my forehead. I giggled as he did so, and let my head go slack, resting in the straps as I saw that I was now eye level with his dick.

“All right, Chad,” Dr. Crowne said. “Whenever you’re ready.”


Chapter 7


Seeing his cock up close, it was just as magnificent as it had been behind me—maybe even better. I gazed at it, slick with my own juices, as it pointed directly at my lips and eased them apart. He was penetrating my face like he’d penetrated my lips from behind, like he’d penetrated my pussy, and as the scent of his body mixed with my pussy juices and his cum washed over me, I felt helpless, a piece of meat, as he skewered my face.

First, he let his cock sit in my mouth, and I swirled my tongue around, tasting him, licking him, inhaling his scent and admiring the texture of his shaft. His flesh felt so good, so soft and firm beneath the tip of my tongue as I suckled him. The only thing was that, considering his enormous girth, my jaw was forced open pretty wide—that was the only thing that was uncomfortable so far, but it was more than outweighed by the erotic sight before me, and the scent of this incredibly kinky cocktail.

But then, he slid his cock forward, penetrating my mouth, going deeper, as I felt myself start to gag slightly but then stop as his cock sailed into my mouth, into my throat.

“No gag reflex?” Dr. Crowne asked, and I knew he was asking Chad and not me, since my mouth was full of cock and I couldn’t speak or even moo.

“I think I felt a little bit of one at first,” Chad said. “But it was pretty slight. I bet it’ll be gone within a few days.”

“As you’ll remember from the literature we sent you, Jessica,” Dr. Crowne continued, marking something down on his notepad. “Hucows essentially do not have gag reflexes. This is a side-effect of the hormones and medication you are prescribed, but it also obviously makes certain kinds of breeding easier. It allows for some of the most effective breeding, because injecting semen directly into your esophagus means that all of it stays in contact with your body, until it’s digested and metabolized.”

As Chad slid his cock further down my throat, I reflected on how perfectly hucows had become total sex toys. Without a gag reflex, my mouth was essentially another pussy—it could be fucked just as hard as my other hole. And Chad, as he began to speed up his thrusts, seemed determined to make sure he took adventure of that capability.

Even if I wasn’t gagging from him, I was still struggling to hold my jaw open and struggling to breathe as well. Every few thrusts, Chad slid his cock out and allowed me to take a few gasping breaths as I trembled, swallowing and drooling spit everywhere before opening wide to allow him to plunge his cock into my mouth once again.

“That’s a good girl,” Dr. Crowne said, admiringly. “Chad, how would you rate mouth wetness?”

“Oh, she’s drooling plenty. It feels great,” Chad moaned. “Definitely an eight out of ten.”

“Excellent.” My cheeks burned with pride as they praised me. I just wanted to do a good job for them, be a good hucow.

Chad slammed his cock into my mouth harder and faster, and I found myself starting to cry around it, tears dripping down my cheeks, but I didn’t dare move my face, and focused on the delicious taste of his cock, on the feeling of having him in my throat. I closed my eyes, still softly crying onto him as he slammed himself deeper and deeper into me, into my face, until my nose was pressed into the nest of his pubic hair.

This was amazing. I’d seen pornstars do this before, of course, but I’d never imagined that it was something someone like me could actually do. I had a new found respect for my body and everything it was capable of now that I was pushing it to its limits as a hucow, finding all the fun things I could do with it and the ways I could be used to pleasure and please my superiors.

“Fuck, her mouth is great,” Chad groaned, slamming himself into me harder and harder, the tip of his cock bumping against the back of my mouth before curving down into my throat, almost into my esophagus as his shaft explored me, stretched me out, and conquered me. Chad let out a happy roar and I hummed in bliss as I felt the first stream of cum hit my throat.

Chad slid out a little bit, letting me taste his cum as it splattered all over the back of my throat. I swallowed, guzzling it, trying to take as much of it as I could, tasting it and enjoying the salty, briny flavor. I’d been able to taste a bit of it on his cock before, after he’d pulled it out of my pussy, but that was diluted, since he’d left most of his load inside my pussy, and besides, he mostly had my own juices smeared over his cock. I wanted to taste him, and just him, and now I was getting that.

As Chad pulled his cock out of my mouth, my head was swimming. I was on cloud nine, in seventh heaven, blissed out as I struggled to swallow the sticky, delicious cum coating the inside of my mouth. God, if I’d known that sucking cock was this much fun…

I barely noticed what Chad was doing next, I was in such a state of euphoria. He walked around behind me, and took my ass cheeks in his hands. He adjusted the tilt of my pelvis one last time and then spread open my ass cheeks.

“I think my cock is slippery enough to get inside,” he announced. “She was drooling a whole lot onto my shaft.”

I whimpered when he touched my asshole and he snickered.

“And she’s wet here too. The hormones have taken effect here.”

“Good. Then go ahead, and penetrate her.”

Finally, it dawned on me, the final part of my breeding was about to begin—

I was going to take that big bull cock in my ass.


Chapter 8


“Don’t I need lube or something?” I mooed in alarm as I felt the thick head of Chad’s cock pushing against my asshole. Dr. Crowne just chuckled good-naturedly.

“Apparently, you don’t. Chad is the expert here. But, yes, normally, a human woman would need substantial lubrication in order to comfortably experience anal breeding. But you’re a hucow now, and one of the side-effects of the medications you’re on, like the mooing and the lack of a gag reflex, is that your anus is now self-lubricating. You should be able to take a cock inside of your ass without much preparation at all, though obviously it will still be tight—there’s only so much we can do to make the experience easier on your body.”

I nodded, biting my lip, and trembled as Chad began to push inside of me.

To my delight, I realized that I actually was pretty wet and slippery back there. Now, the butt naturally lubricating itself might had felt alarming in some situations but here and now, it was very, very welcome, as I felt Chad’s cock spread my tight hole open, dig into my asshole, and begin to skewer me as though I were a piece of meat suspended over an open fire.

I let out a long, soft, low moo of pleasure and pain, focusing on my breathing and trying to relax my hole as Chad pushed into me. I whimpered: the stretch was incredible, more painful and intense than the stretching of my pussy but I was much more prepared for it now. I let out a sob of pure pleasure mixed with only a small amount of pain as Chad buried himself fully inside of my ass and began to thrust.

I grunted like a wild animal, mooing desperately as he threw his weight into me, making me taking his cock over and over. Each thrust seemed to rip me apart but instead of hurting, it was an electric feeling. My asshole seemed to contract anew each time, tightening back up before being stretched again, torn open by his voracious thrusts. I moaned and squealed in time with each of his attacks.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I moaned, whimpering, and he did, slamming himself into me harder and harder.

“Chad,” Dr. Crowne said. “How’s the tightness?”

“Great,” Chad confirmed. “Seven out of ten, maybe? Tight but not so tight that we can’t make any progress—as you can see.”

Dr. Crowne chuckled good naturedly at that and I had to smirk at it too.

“And, now, Jessica, how is that for you?”

I whimpered happily.

“Good!” I chirped, and my utterance came out as a moo. “It hurts but it feels good and the more he does it, the less it hurts… I’d say the pain is a four out of ten and decreasing!”

“Ah, you’re predicting my questions. Excellent work. Please finish up, you two.”

Chad grunted and drove into me, harder and harder, and I experience a flurry of small orgasms in the lead up to his cock erupting inside of my tight hole. He slammed his cum deep into me, his cock almost kind of stirring it up inside of me and pushing it down into my hole, into my guts, before he finally pulled up and began to undo the straps, finally letting me down.

If I had been trembling and unsteady after my first breeding, I was on the verge of collapse now.

But I was proud of myself for having survived, having gotten through my first encounter with the bull.

“Well, Jessica, I have good news,” Dr. Crowne said, clapping his hands together. “I think you meet the minimum requirements to be a hucow! I’ll have Chad here transfer you to the barn and we’ll put you in a pen and get you started tomorrow.”

To celebrate, we all have small glasses of my milk, and I was amazed—it tasted even better than my milk had tasted before. The process of being bred while being milked really did have an amazing effect on the quality of my milk—now, it was thick, creamy, with delicate undertones of vanilla and baking spices.

I was doing it, I realized, and wiped away a joyful tear. I was becoming a hucow!
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