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Prologue


My name is Caitlyn and I’m nineteen years old. I just finished my first year of college… Sort of. I basically failed. Fuck my life, right?

So, my parents are determined that I need to learn responsibility and maturity, somehow, some way. When I suggest that I go work for a bit on a dairy farm I’d just heard about, they agree—I’ll do anything to keep from losing my trust fund and my parents’ support! So what if I’m a bit of a spoiled brat?

I want to be better. Really, I do.

Soon, though, I realize the dairy farm I’m working on isn’t like other dairy farms… It’s a hucow farm, and it turns out, I’m a prime new candidate to become a hucow! I’m not so sure about the idea at first, but Dr. Crowne, the physician running the farm, quickly convinces me: I want to give in to my body’s potential and learn the meaning of hard work from him and everyone else on the farm!

Also… The idea of being bred every single day doesn’t sound too bad, does it?

Catch up with the first part of my story where I meet Dr. Crowne for the first time and learn all about the farm, and then the second part of my story where I get bred by the bulls for the first time! And don’t miss the third chapter, where I receive an intimate exam to determine how my milk production is going!

For the first part of this story, where I meet the group of guests who’ve come to the farm to enjoy my creamy, milky delights, make sure you check out the fourth chapter of my story. And while you’re at it, you can read all about the kinky adventures of the other girls on the hucow farm too!


Chapter 1


After I’d welcomed all the men to their cabin for the weekend with my body, I made my way back downstairs to fix them something to eat. They hadn’t asked me to do this, but I knew something about men—if they didn’t want a nap after fucking, they’d want to eat.

The cottage came with a full fridge—eggs, some veggies, butter, a few different kinds of cold cuts and raw meat for grilling, and, of course, several single source milks from different hucow girls on the farm. When I opened the fridge, my attention was caught by those milks.

As much as I wanted the vets to only drink my milk this weekend, I knew I should give them a chance to taste the milk of other hucows—especially the ones who’d been deemed tasty enough to be sold in stores as single-source artisanal milks. I selected two of the bottles. The bottles featured two of the hucows I’d heard a lot about: Marissa and Jennifer.

I hesitated for a moment, holding the bottles in my hands. On the side of the bottles were labels featuring glossy pictures of the girls, naked but covering up their private parts and smiling blushingly for the camera, as though the photographer had just walked in on them. Could I be one of those girls some day? Would my milk be tasty enough to capture the attention of grocery shoppers looking for a creamy treat?

I took a sip from Marissa’s bottle, and savored the delicate notes of vanilla in her milk, and then, for the sake of comparison, I took a sip from Jennifer’s bottle. Her milk was a bit bolder, with a kind of wholesome, grassy sunshine to it. Both were wonderful and I stood there, in the kitchen, simply letting the flavors of the fruit of their teats meld in my mouth. I wondered what it would be like to drink directly from the source—to take their nipples into my mouth myself and suckle like a newly borne calf?

In a way, that’s what I was, a new hucow, a little calf, finding my way in the world, and learning my purpose. My udders felt heavy with milk at the thought—I was noticing that my mental state had a certain effect on my body’s milk production, and that simply thinking about being a hucow, about having my udders heavy with milk, could affect the way they felt and how much milk my body was producing. It was a strange thing to experience, certainly, but I wasn’t about to fight it.

I closed my eyes and focused on the idea of milk. On the feelings of my breasts becoming full of milk. I remembered, as an eighteen year old college girl, when a frat boy had first sucked my nipples while I was underneath him. He was thrusting wildly into me, and it was all I could do to whimper and take it—I was still inexperienced then, and the pain and pleasure of aggressive penetration was still something I couldn’t quite wrap my head around. I didn’t know whether to moan or cry and so I simply clung to him and tried to kiss him, but he wanted to see my breasts, which I allowed, and then I felt his mouth and tongue on my nipples.

I’d gasped then, amazed at the contrast between the dull pounding at my insides and how delicate his tongue and lips were as they tugged at my hard nipples. That had made me more excited, and I remember arching my chest forward a bit, pressing my boobs into his face, trying to encourage him to lap at my nipples more and more, to suckle them. Then, he bit me. Hard. I yowled in agony, but I found I rather liked it—I couldn’t quite express that to him though, and he simply apologized and moved onto my other nipple, which he suck and bit more gently, which worked for me, and then he turned me over and pounded me from behind, a position I liked a lot more and even as I was cumming on his cock, an orgasm far weaker than the ones I experienced regularly now as a hucow, I was disappointed that he wasn’t playing with my nipples anymore.

Did Marissa and Jennifer feel that? Did their nipples also ache to be suckled and drunk from?

I realized I was wet, rubbing my thighs together in the kitchen as I drank the other girls’ milk, thinking about the sex I’d had in my previous life as a college student, thinking about the sex I wanted to have more of, and the milk I wanted to make. I knew the best milk, however, came from being bred fully—from having a baby implanted in your hucow womb. There was a system in place on the farm to take care of the hucows who became pregnant, because their milk would be even better and richer than before.

As I rubbed my thighs together, feeling my pussy squish with the dripping wetness—as well as, of course, the deliciously hot loads that my guests had already deposited inside of me, I thought about my belly swelling. I thought about how hot it would be to be bred for real—how feminine and desirable I’d feel, like one of those Venus statuettes worshipped by ancient societies, as I showed off my belly and my gorgeous udders, weighed down with delicious, nutritious milk.

“Looks like you’re having a bit of fun without us.”

I jumped, realizing I wasn’t alone. Phil and Tim were both there, watching me from the entrance to the kitchen, a twisted smile on their handsome, middle-aged faces. I knew, once again, it was time to serve them.


Chapter 2


“I guess I was,” I admitted, my voice deteriorating into a moo at the very end of the sentence. Still, I think it was intelligible to them. “I was just drinking some of this milk and… Kind of fantasizing about my milk being in stores and then about being bred and all that…”

I blushed as they advanced on me. I was free for them to use, and they didn’t have to ask permission—though of course, I’d already given it to them. Being wanted felt so good. I could see that they were already hard, their cocks pressing against the confines of their shorts as Phil took me in his arms.

They were strong, but not as strong as Tim’s, whose last few years without the use of his legs had necessitated the development of a truly insane upper body. He was shirtless in his wheel chair, with only a bathing suit over his lower body, and this all gave me a great view of his muscled chest, his abs, and his powerful arms, like those of a comic book superhero.

I moaned as Phil’s hands gripped my tits, the bulge in his pants pressing against my butt. Involuntarily, my body began to react. I’d trained myself since beginning college to start rubbing myself against guys who got close enough, knowing that it drove them crazy, and this was no exception—I felt his hardening bulge rise further as I wiggled my hips, signaling my willingness to breed like a bitch in heat.

“Your milk is pretty tasty, you know,” Phil said as he gestured for his friend to come forward. Gripping one of my tits, he squirted a stream at Tim, who opened his mouth and caught it as both men snickered. I couldn’t do anything but go limp in his arms, mooing and moaning as he milked me. “Hey, Tim, which titty is better—right or left?”

Phil took my other udder into his hand, getting a firm grip, massaging the nipple and then sprayed a stream into his friend’s mouth again. As the stream died down a moment later, Tim swished my milk around in his mouth thoughtfully.

“They taste about the same, but I think the left is a bit creamier and thicker, maybe. Definitely squirted a bunch more.”

“I don’t know why that would be,” I moo-moaned, leaning heavily against Phil, my legs instinctually starting to spread. Tim’s eyes seized on my pussy and he grinned, reaching for his swimsuit and sliding the waistband down to reveal his enticing cock. My eyes focused on it and even though I’d just been fucked not too long ago, a wave of lust came over me.

“Fuck, you can tell she wants it,” Tim announced.

Phil pressed on my back, pushed me forward, letting my face rest in Tim’s lap. I felt him shift around behind me, and I knew he was unzipping himself, preparing to take me from behind, but for a moment, my attention was fully taken up by the delicious cock in front of me, throbbing slightly and all but begging to be sucked. He still smelled like my body; I’d learned to recognize the scent of my holes on a man quickly, no doubt a result of the pheromone and hormone therapy I received as a hucow, and conversely, I could tell when the scent of another hucow was on a bull—I had limited contact with the other girls, but I knew their scents from what their bodies left on the bulls who bred them.

There was no other hucow scent on these powerful cocks, though. Only mine. For the weekend, these men were mine, and they would breed me till I was sore and raw—exactly what I wanted. I took the head of Tim’s cock in my mouth, just the cock head, letting my lips hold it gently as I slurped at the meaty bulb. Tim groaned softly, and then his groans became louder when my tongue found his urethra, and tickled and teased it as I gently pressed my lips into the underside of his cock.

“Fuck, that feels amazing, Caitlyn…” Tim groaned. Meanwhile, I felt something meaty and thick pressing against me from behind. Phil spread my legs while holding my hips and I gasped onto the cock in my mouth as I felt the cock behind me start to slide into my needy pussy. His sudden animal warmth filled me and clenched my pussy tight around him, as though trying to give his cock a hug as he invaded me.

“God, her pussy is fucking amazing too,” Phil moaned. He thrust forward hard, burying himself inside of me up to the hilt and I let out a squeal of pleasure at the sudden roughness. I’d always loved when boys were rough with me at college, because it made it seem like they just wanted me so bad, they couldn’t control themselves, and that preference for roughness, for the insatiable need of men to satisfy themselves with my body however possible, that all remained even now, when I had more sex and attention than I could ever hope for.

Now, as I suckled Tim’s cock, nursing at it the way I imagined nursing at the teats of the other hucows, Phil thrust hard into me, picking up the pace and starting to pump deeper and deeper into me. I felt his thick, needy cock stretching me out and I had tears in my eyes at how incredibly good it felt. It felt like I was being fucked for the first time all over again, the way my pussy reacted to his cock, the way every little sensation of his meatiness made me twitch and shudder with pleasure.

The tip of his cock was pressing deliciously against a particularly sensitive part of my internal anatomy and as he drove in harder and harder, I instinctually pushed back, crushing his cock against the sensitive spot, grinding against him as he fucked me. Meanwhile, I had begun taking more and more of Tim’s cock into my mouth, and the sounds of his moans were like music to my ears.

I was so proud that I could pleasure these brave veterans with my body.

They’d sacrificed so much, risked their lives, and now, all I wanted was to put them at ease—let them relax and enjoy a big-udder’d young hucow. It was all any self-respecting straight man could want, after all. My udders swung proudly as Phil fucked me, pushing me onto Tim’s cock with each thrust, almost gagging me but not quite.

Older men, I was quickly realizing, were great sexual partners. I’d hooked up with the dads of a few friends back at college, but those were short little flings in the bathroom or back seat of an Uber on the way back from dinner, my face buried in an older man’s crotch while his wife in the front seat yapped on about something and his daughter was passed out next to him, drunk off a few too many glasses of wine at the dinner they’d just treated us to. It was always a desperate, taboo kind of situation, with a heavy dose of risk involved, since his wife could never find out, and ideally not my friend and his daughter, as well. And so while the idea had always been sexy and erotic and alluring enough to make me risk it, to make me offer myself up to the handsome older men who sometimes made their way into my life via my friends, it never quite satisfied me as much as I hoped it would. I could tell these guys knew something about sex, knew something about appreciating a woman’s body—they wouldn’t turn up their nose as the taste and smell of a wet pussy, for instance, but would eagerly devour me if given the chance—but we simply didn’t have an opportunity to enjoy the kinky possibilities inherent in the situation.

But now, with these older men, these middle-aged veterans, renting me for the weekend along with their beach house, they could really explore me and take their time. And that meant finding new ways to make me cum, I realized.

Speaking of which, Phil’s cock inside my pussy was really pounding that special spot—it made me feel like I needed to pee, but I knew from experience that wasn’t what was about to happen. I gasped and let go, feeling my body orgasm. Every single cell of my needy body felt like it was exploding, writhing with pleasure and release as I came. I felt something squirt out of my pussy, and heard it splatter on the floor as my hole leaked audibly, absolutely dripping around Phil’s cock.

“Shit, this bitch just squirted!” Phil announced as my cheeks burned with embarrassment. “I didn’t know you could do that, Caitlyn.”

I’d only ever squirted a few times in my life, I wanted to tell him (but I felt Tim’s cock sliding down the back of my throat now and it would be too difficult to talk, too difficult to explain anything at all, and so I simply kept swallowing the fat tip of his cock), and mostly it was with the bulls when they were breeding me on the farm here. But now, his delicious, powerful cock had actually made me squirt. My thighs were trembling and shaking from the exertion of cumming and I could literally smell the raw, sour scent of my cunt, as though I were an animal in heat, presenting myself to whatever mates my come by and want to mount me.

But I was already being bred, and being bred hard. My throat and my mouth were both in ecstasy and as Phil pumped into me, I felt a finger force itself into my tight ass. My hole was swollen from being fucked, of course, but what else was new? I was used to the pain, and the pleasure of being stretched, and the contrast of the feeling of the cock in my pussy and the smaller, more agile finger exploring my asshole, was delicious.

I buried my face in Tim’s crotch as I felt him start to cum. His cock twitched angrily in the back of my throat and then, there it went—spurting stream after stream of deliciously salty seed. He groaned, his body twitching, and I felt his hand find the back of my head and force my face hard down onto his lap, crushing my nose against his pubic hair. I inhaled deeply, savoring the scent of this man who’d sacrificed so much, the musky, musty, sweaty scent of his body. It was addictive, and insanely erotic—if I didn’t already have a cock inside of me, I’d want to climb on top of his lap and bounce on him until he gave me another load.

“Fuck, she’s incredible,” Tim sighed as he slid his softening cock out of my mouth. I swallowed all of his cum, swishing it around a bit in my mouth to make sure I got everything, and then stuck my tongue out with a smile to show him that I’d gotten it all.

“Look, all gone!” I said, grinning and sticking out my tongue. Then, I began licking and kissing his belly and abs, letting him sigh and groan as I worshipped him, as I inhaled his scent and showed him my appreciation.

I could tell Phil was getting close too, from the way his thrusts picked up speed. He reached for my hair and I let out a yelp when he grabbed it, pulling my head back. Tim leaned down to kiss me, tasting his own cum on my lips as I moaned into the kiss, taking the cock in my pussy harder and harder. Tim reached for my udders, and dug his fingers into my soft tits, making me squeal even louder as Phil fucked me.

When Phil’s cock began to spurt and spasm in my hole, I let out a hungry, happy groan of pleasure, feeling the seed fill me up. It was such a comforting feeling, the sensation of warmth and fullness when the hot cum spilled into my pussy. I closed my eyes, still kissing Tim as I took the load and, then, enjoyed a small orgasm myself, trembling as Phil slid out of my dripping, swollen hole.


Chapter 3


“Fuck, that was incredible,” Phil was saying as he zipped himself up. I had dripped a fair amount of the cum leaking out of my pussy onto the floor and I started to reach for a roll of paper towels but Tim caught me by the hair and began to lower my face towards the floor.

“Don’t waste paper towels when your mouth is good at just about everything,” he told me, sternly, and I felt my cheeks burning in humiliation. I understood what he wanted me to do. There was a puddle of cum on the floor directly below where my cunt had just been brutally fucked and I lowered my face to it, smelling the fragrant cocktail of my pussy juices and Phil’s seed. I closed my eyes and began to slurp it up without a second thought.

When I opened them, feeling embarrassed and loving it, I saw that Tim and Phil were both recording me on their cameras.

“Aw, you guys, this is embarrassing!” I said. Or so I thought. I was so embarrassed, my voice just came out as a series of moos.

“Try again, sweetie,” Phil said.

I took a deep breath, cum still clinging to my lips and said, more carefully: “Come on, you guys, this is embarrassing!”

“We’re posting this to our private discord with our other army buddies,” Tim said with a grin. His cock was already growing again at the thought, apparently. “You’re going to be so popular with them. I bet you’re going to get a bunch more guests asking just for you.”

I felt myself blushing proudly in spite of how embarrassed I was. I did want them to share the media of me and their weekend with their friends, if that’s what they wanted, and if it meant it would attract more guests to the farm. That meant more delicious middle aged veterans for me to thank with my body!

“You know, you’re not supposed to talk back to us,” Phil said, reaching down to playfully spank my butt where I was still on the floor.

“I wasn’t talking back to you!” I said and then immediately realized that was talking back as well. We all shared a giggle at that.

“Well,” Danny said, coming downstairs, looking dashing on his new prosthetic. He’d changed into a polo shirt and shorts, and I saw that the bulge in his crotch was already building at the sight of me on my hands and knees. “If she’s talking back, we’d better punish her, right?”

“Right!” the other two men exclaimed, almost in unison, and I wonder if they’d planned this somehow. Phil grabbed me by the hair and dragged me over to the couch, which I obediently lay my chest on, still kneeling on the floor and offering my back and ass to them.

“W-what are you guys gonna’ do?”

“Nothing you haven’t had done to you before, baby girl,” Danny said. I heard a clatter on the stairs and then Ron’s voice.

“Hey, are we punishing Caitlyn? I want to get in on this.”

My face burned a bright red, and I was sure the rest of my body was blushing too. They were all so excited to punish me!

“You guys can punish me whenever you want, you know,” I murmured, trying to hide my own excitement. I was nervous, because I didn’t know what they were going to do, but at the same time, I loved how much they seemed to want to punish me… Even if what was coming would hurt, I knew I was a tough cookie. I knew I could take it. “You don’t even have to wait for me to do something wrong.”

“She’s right—we had fun using it, but maybe we should be taking some stress out on her.”

Phil was already taking off his belt, I realized with a thrill of fear and excitement as I glanced over my shoulder.

This was going to hurt—and it was going to be fun.


Chapter 4


“There are four of us,” Phil said, looking at his friends. “I think we should each whip her ass ten times. That’s forty—she should be able to take that, right?”

I gasped and then whimpered pathetically at the prospect of taking a whipping, even though my dripping pussy was all but twitching in eager anticipation. As scared as I was of being punished so roughly, the idea sounded so hot, I wanted it. I found myself wiggling my ass invitingly, as though trying to encourage the whipping I was about to receive. I’d been spanked before while hooking up with guys, and I’d always enjoyed it, but this felt different somehow.

More intimate. More intense. More extreme.

More… of everything. I bit my lip. I was practically salivating at the thought.

Phil handed his belt to Tim who positioned himself behind me, raising his arm. He’d doubled up the belt, and I saw the cruel black leather thing sitting proudly in his fist. My heart was pounding.

“If it gets to be too much for you, Caitlyn, say something,” he instructed me. “We’re just punishing you—we’re not trying to break you here.”

“Speak for yourself,” Ron said with a snort and the others chuckled. So did I.

“Look how fucking wet she is,” Danny said. “She wants to be whipped. Do you want to be whipped, Caitlyn?”

“Yes,” I murmured, my voice little more than a peep.

“I couldn’t hear you,” Ron said, his voice almost a snarl.

“Yes,” I said louder. There was a tremor in my voice though, and it started to crack midway through the syllable. But I took a deep breath, steadying myself. “Yes. I want you all to… to whip me and punish me as you see fit. And then please, drink my milk and keep breeding me until you’re satisfied. I’d like… nothing more.”

My cheeks were burning already, but it was nothing compared to the scarlet shade I knew my ass was about to turn. Suddenly, the belt streaked out and struck my left butt cheek. I let out a squeal, and jumped.

“Mooooo!” I moaned, whipping my head back and forth as the next blow found my other butt cheek.

“Make sure you get pictures of it,” Tim said.

“Fuck that,” Phil said. “I’m taking a video!”

God, a video?! A video of my humiliation and degradation was going to exist for all eternity?

I moaned and wailed as Tim whipped me again and again. The other men laughed, snorting and chuckling as they watched me struggle. Each lick of the whip made me twitch and writhe. Each time the whip sliced into my skin, I jumped and shuddered. Each blow hurt more than the last, at least for that first round, because the thick skin of my ass was being literally tenderized with each stroke.

And then, Tim announced that it was ten.

I exhaled. Thirty to go. I could do this… Right?

Ron was up next and he struck me even harder. I realized that despite Tim’s arm strength, he couldn’t really wind up for a hard strike, whereas the others, who were all standing, could put their entire bodyweight into the blows.

And even though these were disabled veterans, they were still strong middle-aged men. They had what I had always heard called dad strength—the ability to seem preternaturally strong, stronger than they should, thanks to the rigors of suburban middle-aged existence, which are far greater and more insidious than most people realize.

With each of Ron’s increasingly powerful strikes, I screamed. Not just a moan. Not just a whimper. A full on scream.

“Damn, this bitch really has a mouth on her,” Tim remarked.

“Caitlyn, how are you doing? Can you keep taking the belt?” Phil asked.

“Yes,” I moaned, my voice hoarse. “Please, I want it.”

And I did. I wanted to be whipped, wanted to be punished. I wanted to be disciplined. This was my natural place, at their feet, serving them. I shouldn’t have talked back to them and now I was receiving my just reward. I was being whipped like a slave, like a prisoner—and I was loving it.

Moreover, I was loving that they were taping it.

I imagined them jacking off to the video later, when their wives were being frigid and refusing them sex—refusing these broken heroes, can you imagine? Or when they’re going through a particularly difficult physical therapy session and they can’t spank the pretty young therapist who’s encouraging their broken down bodies to crank out one more rep, and so they console themselves with the memory of beating my ass till it’s red and blue.

Danny took his turn next, and I realized that now, my ass was practically numb to the abuse. I still whimpered with each blow but something inside of me had broken—even as something else was building.

See, now the whipping was starting to feel good.

Really fucking good.

I began to writhe and shake. I just couldn’t control it. I wanted to be whipped again and again. By the time Phil took over, I was on the verge of orgasm. I was absolutely dripping and it was all I could do to stay in one place, and not wiggle away from them. It was all I could do to keep offering them my ass instead of a new spot to brutalize.

“You really loved that, huh?” Phil said as he finished my fortieth blow. “Your ass is gorgeous—you should see it.”

“Show me,” I whimpered, and someone thrust a phone in front of my face. There I was, bent over the couch, my ass up in the air, with red welts from the whipping covering my tender flesh. I let out an involuntary moan when I saw what they’d done to me, and the men just snickered.

“Bend back over,” Phil said. “I’m going to finish you off.”

I didn’t fully understand what he meant by that but whatever it was, I knew I wanted it. I obeyed and spread my thighs, instinctually.

And then I felt the strike to my pussy. I screamed, throwing my head back and wailing as I shuddered. This was more intense than anything else I had experienced up to this point—and not in a bad way. Another strike got me closer, and with the third blow, I was cumming, shaking in a pathetic, sticky, sweaty, milky heap as my body spasmed uncontrollably, the muscles in my butt causing my skin to ache even more from how they writhed and how it stretched the deadly tender skin.

They filmed that too, and I found myself smiling weakly up at the cameras as my orgasm subsided. Wearily, I raised two fingers for a peace sign to indicate that I’d loved it as much as they had.


Chapter 5


By now, all the men really were hungry, and so it was up to me to feed them. But first, they all agreed I was a mess and needed to be washed.

Phil and Danny laid me over Tim’s lap and they took me outside. Ron hooked up the hose and Tim rolled me unceremoniously off his lap. I hit the sandy ground with a groan that soon turned into a shriek as they began to hose me down, spraying me with cold water.

I wanted to yell at them, to tell them I’d get them back, but then I remembered the whipping I’d gotten for my playful back talk and I decided to play it safe. Instead, I took deep breaths, even as my body shivered, and obediently stuck my ass up in the air, letting them fill my ass and pussy with cold water before squatting to let it drip out, cleaning my holes and expelling their thick loads.

“Just like in a basic,” Phil said with a laugh and the others joined him. I knew they were hazing me in a way, and I wanted to prove I was tough enough to take it. I wanted to prove I wasn’t just a slut—that I could put up with whatever they put me through, and they should push me further. I loved it, loved overcoming whatever challenges they set for me.

I didn’t love being cold though, and I was shivering when I followed them back into the house. Fortunately, they took turned toweling me off and groping me at the same time—for a moment, I thought I was about to get bred again but the siren call of lunch was luring them away from the charms of my holes.

The men retired to the living room to watch the game on TV and I was left to cook. I ended up grilling outside, because the sun would warm me up—it felt nice on my skin, even on my bruised ass. I knew if anyone walked by, they’d see me completely naked, my body clearly having been used for sex. Even without the bruises on my butt, I found my pussy was so sore, I was almost limping.

But it was nothing, I reminded myself, compared to what these soldiers had experienced. I was just glad I could use my body to provide them with some modicum of peace and pleasure.

Once I was finished grilling, I brought the platters inside for them. It was four fully grown men I had to feed, and so I knew they’d have big appetites.

“Oh, God, Caitlyn, you just keep getting better and better,” Tim cried as he and the others descended on the platter of corn on the cob, shish-kebabs made with chicken and beef and lamb, burgers, hot dogs, sausages, and baked potatoes I’d made for them. I’d kind of just gone through everything that was in the fridge, and hoped it would be enough.

As I watched the men dig into their feast, a warmth gripped my heart.

They were making jokes, teasing each other, drinking beer—just having a good, care-free time. It made me so happy to see them eating the food I’d made, in the house I’d be cleaning. Was this what being a mother was like? I felt so… so… right. This felt right. This felt like what I wanted.

Of course, mothers don’t usually fuck everyone in their household, but I’d make an exception for this scenario.

“Hey, Caitlyn, you don’t have a gag reflex, right?” Ron said. The men had all but ignored me, leaving me to enjoy my own small meal. I had clearance to eat what they ate this weekend, and not the specific nutritious oatmeal I’d come to crave, and while I appreciated the novelty of eating a hotdog, I found myself taking solace in the fact that I’d have my usual meal again before too long.

“Moo?” I said before reminding myself I had to speak normally. “Nope, not really. The hormones we take as hucows have a side-effect of numbing the gag reflex. It’s something similar to how my butthole is starting to naturally lubricate itself—I honestly don’t understand how it all works, but it sure is convenient, isn’t it?”

“How many hot dogs do you think you can fit in your mouth at once?” Tim asked. I burst out laughing.

“I don’t know! I’ve never tried!”

Phil, who was sitting next to me, selected three hot dogs and gently tilted my head back. I was giggling too much, so he pulled my hair to get me to compose myself and I let my mouth fall open. Soon, he began to slide the hotdogs into my mouth, letting them rest against the back of my throat.

It was strange—once in my life, that would have set off a gag in me, and I knew where the reflex would have come from, could almost imagine it, but there was no determination, no hint of a gag, even as a second, third, and fourth hotdog ended up in my mouth, pressed against the back of my throat.

If anything, the most uncomfortable part of this was my jaw being held open by Phil’s powerful hand. I didn’t dare close my mouth and soon, as the ache increased, tears came to my eyes.

“Okay, who wants a hot dog straight out of Caitlyn’s throat?”

They all did, it turned out, and it was a relief to be able to close my jaw. I actually touched by how eagerly they ate the hotdogs they’d just jammed down my throat. It didn’t make any sense at all, but it felt like they were giving me a big, intimate kiss that way—like we were brought closer together because of it.

After lunch, I cleaned up the kitchen. The men—I was starting to think of them as my boys but I had to remind myself that they were men, and that they were all old enough to be my father—went outside to enjoy the lake. From the window in the kitchen, I could see them splashing around in the water, dunking each other, body surfing, and doing all the things that you’d expect boys or young men to do at a lake when the weather is nice.

I watched, too, as Tim broke off to go fish, a pole slung over his shoulder. I found myself kind of lonely—the boys were all having fun outside without me, and I wanted them to come back and use me.

Well, I reminded myself, at least I could clean up the house for them and make it nice for when they got back. I was realizing how nice it was to be a domestic hucow—that I could really be of use in a domestic setting, where I could take care of a home and the people who live in it, and also provide milk and sexual release. Even though my body ached from my punishment, I wasn’t in the least bit discouraged about the idea of being a hucow—I loved being a hucow even more.

In one of the cupboards, I found an empty bottle and, on a whim, I decided to milk myself into it. I set the bottle in the sink and placed a large funnel on top of it, the nipple sticking into the bottle. It looked to be about a gallon. I knew a real cow could produce multiple gallons of milk over the course of a day. A hucow, however, we could maybe produce a single gallon if we were really lucky. That was still substantially more than non-hucow women, but it wasn’t anything close to what the cows who’d been bred to produce milk for centuries could make.

The idea of being able to make that much milk and feed an entire family every single day on my delicious, nutritious, creamy milk was exciting to me, but I knew there was no way I’d be able to do that. So, instead, I decided to milk myself put my milk in the fridge next to the milks you could find at the store.

I took both my udders in my hands, and began to milk. My nipples were swollen, like they also were, and despite how often I was milked, there was still a bit of pain as I twisted and squeezed. I found myself mooing and groaning as I worked the sore teats, but the milk flowed easily. I leaned over the sink, resting my udders against the funnel as I filled the bottle nearly full.

It was hard work, milking myself. My hands were sore from squeezing, and so were my nipples. I could understand why the long, industrial milkings were now done with machines. The machine was easier on my nipples, and didn’t hurt my hands at all.

Still, there was something satisfying about milking myself, about watching the boys play in the sunshine and laugh, so carefree, after taking their sexual satisfaction in me, after enjoying the meal I’d made them. I couldn’t wait for them to come in from playing outside to have a snack of cheese made from our hucow milk—there was good Marissa cheddar and bleu cheese in the fridge, I had seen—along with a big glass of my own freshly squeezed milk.


Chapter 6


When the men came back in, they were sweaty, sandy, and wet from the lake. In particular, their bodies had the unmistakable scent of men on them—that musky, sweaty scent. I shuddered when it reached my preternaturally sensitive nose and let out a moan.

“Are you okay, Caitlyn?” Danny asked, a look of concern on his handsome face.

“I’m… I’m fine…” I mooed. “It’s just… you all smell so good to me right now.”

“Really? I think we stink,” Phil said with a laugh.

“Your pheromones,” I moaned. “They’re out of control.”

Tim had laid the fish he caught on the island in the kitchen, and now he pulled down his shorts, revealing his hardening cock.

“Come on, Caitlyn. I know this is what you want.”

I nodded eagerly, all but flinging myself at him as I pressed my voracious, hungry lips to his. I paused for a second before sliding him inside of needy hole to gesture to the fridge.

“I just milked myself so there’s a fresh jug in the fridge. Please, help yourself—there’s some cheese made from Marissa’s milk too, if you want a snack.”

With that, I threw back my head, let out a gasp of joy, and slid down the cock jutting up from Tim’s lap into my wet, swollen hole.

Tim groaned into my ear as I bounced on his lap, my sore ass throbbing with each thrust as I pressed down onto him. The others shuffled by us to the fridge, helping themselves to frothy glasses of my milk as they watched us.

“Caitlyn, this is really tasty!” Phil exclaimed.

“Th-thank you!” I moaned. As I opened my mouth wide, Ron claimed it, grabbing my face and sliding himself inside. I was all but drooling at the scent of him and now I could taste his delicious cock, the sweat and man scent hanging off it as he drove it into my throat. Again, I felt like I would have gagged here once in a previous life, but now, there was no sense of gagging, no risk of it, and the cock slid easily down my throat, filling my maw as my face was buried in his pubic hair.

“Wow, she really just takes a cock in the throat like no one else. This is seriously amazing,” Ron moaned, thrusting his hips hard into my face as I writhed on Tim’s cock. I closed my eyes, and simply focused on the feeling of being filled by two cocks at once—the thing all girls should strive for, as far as I’m concerned. Once you’ve tried it, you’ll always be chasing that high.

They worked hard, fucking me—I felt Tim’s cock twitch inside of me, and explode right around the time Ron’s seed invaded my throat. I slurped eagerly at the cum making its way down my gullet, while digging my fingers into Tim’s powerful body as he groaned and shuddered. Each pump of his cock excited me, each spurt of his cum, which I had already felt so many times before from him and other men, felt like the first time and I couldn’t help but squeal in delight onto the cock cumming in my throat.

But I was still hungry, still voracious. There was nothing that would satisfy me until I’d had the other men.

Fortunately, that was apparently what they had in mind. Danny eased me off of Tim’s lap and placed me on the couch, back in the position where I’d been whipped.

For a terrifying second, I thought they might whip me again like that, and I was about to tell them that my poor butt skin needed a break, but no—he simply gripped me, taking hold of my tender, bruised, swollen ass and spread me wide, revealing my holes to the men.

Now, without a second thought, he pressed his hardening cock against my asshole. My butt offered token resistance and I grunted at the feeling of being ripped apart, the peculiar stretch that came with being penetrated, and then I gasped in delight when I felt the cock slide inside. Fortunately, my ass was starting to lubricate, the tender membranes producing slippery, sticky liquid just as my pussy would and soon, he was sliding in and out of me with ease. With each thrust, I grunted and groaned, taking it—the added ache of my sore ass made this even rougher, even more intense, and I found myself sobbing from the pleasure and pain.

What made everything even kinkier for me, though, was that they were recording it. If you didn’t know what was going on, it would look like I was really being put through the ringer—you wouldn’t know that I’d allowed them to punish me, or that my butt produced lubrication like my pussy or that I was a train hucow, who could take dozens of rough breedings a day. No, you’d just see a muscular middle-aged man riding a college girl while she moans and sobs and occasionally begs him to fuck her harder.

The video is pretty fucking hot. I know, because I saw it.

Soon, Danny left a hot load inside of my ass and then the boys continued taking turns fucking my sore hole until they were all spent. It felt amazing, having fresh loads of cum in my ass, and this time, I was careful not to let the precious fluid fall out until my body had absorbed its nutrients. I didn’t want to drip on the floor and make a mess and earn another punishment, after all, and so I clenched my muscles to keep my asshole plugged up.

Doing this, I felt, made my tits tingle. I wondered if this helped with my milk production—if this meant that I could produce more because I was absorbing a higher proportion of the nutrients than I usually got from the rough breedings I was taking every single day.

That was something to ask Dr. Crowne. I would see how my milk production was in the morning, and see if anything had changed.

The rest of the evening was surprisingly quiet, in contrast to the rambunctious day the men had.

I knew that night, I’d go from bed to bed, letting them use me before they passed me onto the next bed. I wondered if I’d get any sleep at all—part of me hoped not, hoped they’d want to breed me till the morning came up and till they told me to get into the kitchen and start fixing breakfast. I blushed at the thought of being so useful, so traditional and domestic like that.

Being a hucow isn’t for everyone, I reflected to myself as I took the fish that Tim had caught outside to the grill to cook up for dinner. The scent of the fish cooking, along with the fresh lemons and dill I was chopping to go alongside it as a garnish, made my mouth water and I was excited to eat with them. No, this life wasn’t for everyone, but for some girls, for some really special girls like me, it was the right kind of life. I was happy doing this, happy serving the men, happier than I’d ever been and I didn’t want anything to change, no matter what. I wouldn’t go back to college, I decided. I would stay here on the farm and keep working as a hucow, having found my purpose in life. I’d make everyone—my parents, Dr. Crowne, the bulls, the veterans—proud of me as I made great milk and made my body useful to whomsoever needed it.

That, after all, was the purpose of a hucow and it was my purpose.

I just felt lucky to have found it.
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