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Prologue


My name is Jennifer. My last name isn’t important. I had just moved to a new city with my fiancé, Bret. We had a whole life planned out for ourselves. He’d just gotten himself a fancy new tech job, with a big meaty salary, and I was going to finally go back and finish up college, stop waiting tables and tending bar, and finish my social work degree.

I was twenty-two, and life really seemed to promise so much. I was cute then, even cuter than I am now, which is pretty dang cute if I do say so myself. I had dark, silky hair down to my shoulders, artfully cut bangs (I was never the type of girl to try and give myself bangs in the midst of a crisis; I let my very gay hairdresser do that for me, and gosh, did he do it well!), a thin little waist that expanded into a perky little ass, and equally perky boobs that sat high on my chest.

Maybe my boobs weren’t as big as I would have liked, but I made up for it by always showing them off a bit, wearing low-cut tops when I worked at bars and restaurants, and my customers, the usual male clientele of such places, always showed their appreciation in the form of exceedingly generous tips. It was a fine way to make a living, and I put up with the usual bullshit of service work—the sexual harassment, of course, but also the long, irregular hours and the coworkers who could be either inspiring, hilarious, hardworking folk or the stupidest, most drug-addled scum to climb out of a sewer, without much in between—but I was looking forward to something better. I could keep doing this for a while, but I knew I didn’t want it to be my life.

It was a fine life for some people. Maybe, even, if a few things had been different, it could have been my life.

But I eventually found my way to Creamy Meadows Farm, and found something much, much better. See, I’d been at the grocery store buying ingredients to make my fiancé a cake for Valentine’s Day when I ran into a hucow selling milk from her farm. It was unlike anything I’d ever tasted and as soon as I tried it, I was hooked.

So, I talked with her about becoming a hucow myself and she introduced me to her boss, Dr. Crown. After a probing, intimate interview during which I was bred for the first time and given medication to rapidly induce lactation, I found myself ready to serve as a hucow! I couldn’t believe how lucky I was.

I’m nervous about starting my new life on the farm, but I needed a change, and I want to be desired just like my friend Marissa, the hucow, is desired by all the men around her. I want to be useful and productive. I want to be a good hucow!

Read all about how I was introduced to Marissa, Dr. Crown, and the hucow farm in Part One of my story and how I came to start my training with the friendly dairy workers Frank and Teddy in Part Two; and how I was finally bred hard by a bull in Part Three and Four, or read all about Marissa’s journey to becoming a great hucow in Parts One, Two, Three, Four, Five, and Six of her story!


Chapter 1


After my first week of breeding, I was feeling pretty beat up, so I was happy when Teddy came in on a Saturday to take me out for a walk on the pasture. Every morning, I saw either him or Frank in my pen to do my milking, and most mornings, they also got a breeding in too. Sometimes, they checked in on me in the evening too, but they didn’t have as much time to spend with me.

Teddy attached a leash to a collar around my neck and led me through the barn towards the outside. I’d spent most of my time in the barn that week, because it had been cold and rainy—it was early March, after all—but by the time the weekend rolled around, the sun was peeking out and I was feeling happy and optimistic.

What’s more, I enjoyed the looks of jealousy on the other hucow’s faces as this handsome young man led me outside. What I’d quickly learned during my first few days as a fully-fledged hucow is that the insatiability that comes with being a hucow never really goes away. It stays with you and it keeps you horny no matter how many times you’re bred.

In fact, I had to admit, that was maybe the only downside to being a hucow. I wanted sex. All. The. Time. There was no break, no stop to it, and nothing I could do could satisfy myself. Touching myself was nice, and it was quite pleasant to bring myself to orgasm, teasing my swollen nipples and playing with my needy pussy, but that wasn’t enough. It wasn’t near enough. An orgasm from my swollen pussy, earned with my fingers, was nothing compared to cumming on a cock while being milked nice and firmly, and I didn’t know if I’d survive the weekend without regular breedings.

As I’d learned, most of the bulls had lives that were closer to normal than our hucow lives. They weren’t paid as much as we were, so a lot of them had second jobs as physical trainers, since they were all in incredible shape. They often left the farm on weekends to work their second jobs, or see their families—all things that were technically possible for hucows, but basically unheard of.

After all, I struggled to stand up now with the weight of my breasts, swollen and engorged with milk, pulling me forward, so how would I be able to have a regular job at an office, or even a part time job, working at a grocery store or something like that?

As it was, I knew that many of the hucows would work as private hucows at the small agrotourism cabins the farm had running, and that was certainly intriguing, but Marissa had told me how my duties would include more than just lying back and getting my brains fucked out: I’d also have to cook and clean for the guests. I’d be both maid and hucow.

I’m not one to shy away from hard work, but my body and desires had changed so dramatically since my arrival on the farm, I just wasn’t sure I could really handle being a maid in addition to a hucow. I supposed I’d have to wait and see if the opportunity arose. Perhaps I’d rise to the challenge.

Perhaps it would be even more exciting than my work had already been! I was optimistic about my future as a hucow, and I knew I could handle whatever this life threw my way, or so I thought.

“So, you have a good first week of breeding?” he asked me once we were outside.

I nodded eagerly, trotting alongside him. I was enjoying the feeling of the cool grass on my hands and knees. Standing would hurt my back, I knew, but I also wanted to walk alongside Teddy like a normal girl. I came to a stop and slowly, very slowly, began to stand. He saw what I was doing and helped steady me as I pulled my weight back and then rose. I found myself clutching his arm as I swayed unsteady on my feet.

“It’s good that you walk on two legs every now and then. It’s important that you don’t lose the ability to walk on two legs—that’s a danger Dr. Crowne has talked about, since it’s so much easier for you hucows to go around on all fours.”

“It really is easier,” I admitted. “But I like walking side by side with you like this.”

He grinned at me and leaned in to kiss me. Of course, I’d kissed basically every man I’d met on the farm, but kissing Teddy felt special. And he showed no jealousy whatsoever regarding my career. After all, he was part of this world too. He wanted to become a bull, to be one of the breeders who filled us hucows with their thick, fertile seed and I hoped he’d make it. It would mean big changes to his body too, the swelling of his cock and his already athletic, muscular physique growing even more impressive. I was practically salivating at the idea as I walked along next to him. To think, his big cock might get even bigger, and then he’d force it inside of me as I squirmed for him…

“Oh, here, a patch of wild flowers!” Teddy said, jerking me out of my reverie and pointing to a grouping of daffodils and irises in the distances. “Do you think you can walk there?”

I nodded, and mooed softly. Of course, I’d been mooing the entire time—that was what my voice was now. It was much too difficult to speak normal human language now, and everyone who worked on the farm seemed to be able to easily understand the moos of us hucows.

This, I knew, was a side-effect of the drugs Dr. Crowne gave us to increase our milk production, and to improve the quality. It was kind of ironic that it had the effect of causing our tongues to get a little lazy, and turning everything we said into a kind of moo talk, unless you really practiced and concentrated. I knew that if I wanted to have a front-facing role on the farm, I would need to relearn how to speak normally, but it was a daunting prospect.

Off we set, arm in arm, to the field of wildflowers. We certainly made an odd pair: I was naked as the day I was born, with my huge swollen tits bouncing and dripping milk each time I took a step, while Teddy walked along besides with a spring in his step, wearing his milk-stained overalls. I was sure I really did look like a cow become human—a true hucow.


Chapter 2


When we made it to the flowers, I let out a sigh of relief and all but collapsed among them. I rolled around, back and forth, letting them coat my breasts and butt and then paused.

“Wait,” I mooed. “I’m crushing them, aren’t I?”

Teddy snickered.

“It’s fine, they’ll grow back. Besides, I like seeing you all covered in flowers.” He sat next to me and picked a few, with he placed in my hair. I crawled into his lap, letting him hold me as his hands wandered to my breasts. He pulled one of them up to his lips, latching on and then starting to feed, slurping at my milk as I moaned, cooing softly. I let my own hands wander to his pants and felt for his hardening cock.

Suddenly, Teddy dropped the nipple out of my mouth.

“Jennifer, I wonder if you’d help me with something…” he asked carefully.

“Of course! Anything!” I mooed cheerfully. I was getting aroused from the milking, more so than I already was—my baseline arousal was already so much higher than it had been in my previous life, such that I basically walked—or, really, crawled—around wet at all times. This helped a great deal for a surprise breeding or encounter with a bull, but it did contribute to the overall sense of horny desperation I felt at any given moment.

I assumed that Teddy was just going to ask me for a blowjob, or ask to fuck my ass or something like that. All things that I’d done innumerable times over the last week, and would have no problem doing for him. I suspected my asshole was still a little slick from my last breeding the night before, and he might not even have to lube me up, but I knew he would, because Teddy was such a sweetheart.

“So,” he began. “I applied for a position as a bull. You know, to transfer from dairy work.” His fingers were still on my nipple, still twisting and tugging and milking me, and I had to restrain myself from whimpering in pleasure as he spoke. This was clearly something that had been on his mind and it would have been rude to make it clear how much I was enjoying the attention he was showing to my thick nipples, even if I were listening in order to help him with his dream.

“That’s great!” I murmured and let out a soft moo-moan.

“It is,” he affirmed. “And I’ve got the interview coming up next week. I’ll have to show my stamina in breeding, so I was hoping you’d help me practice.”

A grin broke out on my face. Even though I was exhausted from being bred over and over again that week, I figured that Teddy and I would end up fucking, and honestly, I would have been disappointed if he’d walked me back to my pen without dropping at least a few loads in me. I loved the taste of his cum, and already, I could feel it in my mouth, or in my pussy or my sore ass, coating my insides and getting ooey-gooey and sticky.

“Teddy, I would be honored,” I answered truthfully. Then, I pulled away from him, getting on all fours, with my ass up in the air. “Shall we begin?”


Chapter 3


“For the interview,” he said, quickly undoing his overalls and then sliding down his boxer shorts, revealing his hard cock. “We’re supposed to be able to ejaculate twelve times in twelve different holes in two hours.”

“So, once every ten minutes,” I mooed, excited at the thought. “Let’s see how many you can do now.”

“Sure. I, uh, I’ve been taking the bull medication for the last few days, to get ready for the test, so I think I’ll be ready.”

He took me by the hips and spread my ass cheeks. I liked Teddy, so I found myself a little embarrassed by the fact that he was just… staring at my most delicate, secret parts.

Of course, not as embarrassed as I would have been a few weeks ago, before I came to the farm. But still plenty embarrassed.

“A-are you just gonna’ stare, or are you gonna’ breed me?” I mooed impatiently. Partially, I was getting more embarrassed and more self-conscious, because of the length of time he’d spent staring at my swollen pussy and beat-up asshole, but also because that self-consciousness made me even more aroused, and the vicious cycle continued, because I’d become more aware of how wet I was getting, and that would make me more self-conscious and so on and so forth…

“S-sorry!” he stuttered. “I was just thinking how sexy your body is now. I mean, you were really sexy when we first met too, but now you’re so voluptuous and curvy… And your pussy and asshole look so plump and swollen…”

My cheeks were burning with embarrassment and desire.

“C’mon, put it in me already! The clock is ticking!” I cried, dropping my face to the grass, letting the individual blades poke and tickle my nose and cheeks while I thrust my ass up into the air. Teddy pressed his cock into my pussy and I let out a soft gasp as I felt it drive in, into my wetness. “Yes!”

“You haven’t been bred today, have you? I can tell, based on how tight and needy you are…”

“I know, I’m shameless,” I moaned. “I saved myself for you to breed as much as you want. I want your cum, Teddy, please! You gotta’ breed me lots to get ready for the interview.”

I thrust my hips back onto his cock, feeling it drive deep into me as I met his own thrusts. He leaned over me, pumping hard and fast, fucking me with abandon as he reached for my tits. I shrieked as he gripped them, his practiced fingers finding my nipples and expertly milking me. He was better at this, I realized, than the bulls who had never worked as dairy farmers. He knew exactly how to pull and squeeze and twist and tug at my nipples to build up the pressure and get me absolutely gushing. I screamed in relief as the pressure in my breasts, in my cow-life udders, dissipated, milk gushing from them and squirting everywhere as he fucked me.

There was nothing quite like being milked while getting fucked. I felt absolutely submissive, owned, and dominated. It was a feeling I’d never really had in my old life, one I’d never imagined I would come to crave, and yet here I was, screaming for Teddy’s cock as he threw it into me.

He wasn’t trying to draw out his orgasm, I realized. The important thing was that he could cum quickly and then recovery. I tightened my muscles, trying to help him—the sooner he came, the sooner he would be able to begin another round and fuck me again.

“Jennifer,” he groaned. “You’re amazing!”

I couldn’t hide the grin on my face as I felt him start to cum, and let out a little gasp of delight when I felt the cock buried in my pussy began to spasm and spurt. I shuddered in pleasure as my body received his seed and then collapsed, sliding off his cock as he pulled out of me, letting me drip from my well-fucked pussy.

He didn’t waste any time, though. He turned me over and grabbed me by the hair. It was rougher than Teddy usually was with me, but I didn’t mind one bit—if anything, I wish he were a bit rougher with me in general, since I loved the contrast between how sweet he was and how hard he could use me. I found myself face to face with his wet, slick cock, and I opened my mouth eagerly, letting him press it inside.

I could tell that the bull medication hadn’t fully taken yet, because he was a bit flaccid after cumming once inside of me, but by now, I knew exactly what I needed to do to get him hard again. I swirled my tongue around that dripping wet cock, tasting my sour, musky fluids on him. Maybe it was just my imagination, but I felt like my fluids had grown sweeter and creamier since becoming a hucow, as though they weren’t all that different from my milk.

I figured that was probably not really the case, but you can never quite tell. I closed my eyes, savoring the feeling of his cock in my mouth as I let it grow hard. I could feel his pulse through his shaft and I felt it beating hard and fast for me, his voice and breathing husky over me as he reached for my face, stroking me gently as he began to thrust into my mouth.

He was growing harder and harder as he pressed the meat into my mouth and I let it flow down my throat, let it grow into my throat as he swelled larger and larger. I felt the fat head of his cock press up against the back of my throat and instead of gagging and crying like a regular girl, I took it in stride. This was no different from feeling his cock anywhere else in my throat…

My gag reflux, after a week of hard, daily breeding, was gone completely!

“Jennifer, that feels so good…” he moaned hotly. His shaft twitched eagerly in my mouth and I let my eyes flutter closed as I suckled him. Slowly, I began to move my face, bobbing gently on his shaft as he subtly thrust his hips forward, pressing himself deeper into my mouth.

I wanted to tell him how good it felt to have him in my mouth. How much I loved the way he seemed to grow more frantic, almost panicked by the pleasure, as I suckled him. There was a certain power, I realized, in being really good at blowjobs. Despite seeming so docile and servile, a set of holes for men to use for their pleasure, I could also bring men to their knees with the crushing, addictive pleasure of my holes, and especially my mouth, which I could control more than my ass or my pussy—obviously. I began to bob my head faster and faster, slurping at his cock and letting it ram into the back of my throat, pausing in its conquest of my throat before forcing its way further down, into my esophagus, absolutely fucking claiming my throat.

“Oh my god,” he groaned, arching his back and thrusting his hips forward hard into my face, letting me inhale his musky, sweaty, masculine scent from his pubic hair as he dominated my throat. God, it was so fucking hot.

I held his balls in one hand, cradling them gently as he fucked my face. I stroked them, teasing them, and tugged at them, exploring his body and imagining them filled with cum for me, ready to explode and invade my happy mouth.

“Jennifer, this is amazing. You’ve gotten so good at this!”

Inwardly, I grinned, but outwardly, I didn’t dare. Obviously, my mouth was full of cock.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take my cock down your throat.”

I loved when he got rougher with my face, burying himself inside of me, then sliding all the way out till only a string of saliva connecting my full lips to the dripping tip of his cock before he rammed it back in hard, again and again, fucking my face like I was a toy.

I wished I had a stopwatch so I could keep an eye on how long he was taking to fuck my face. Mentally, I reminded myself of the math: he could only spend an average of ten minutes on each orgasm, so while it made sense to cum more quickly at the beginning, that also meant longer refractory periods later on in the process. I didn’t know if the applicants would have access to any special supplements or medications in order to increase their longevity and staying power.

To me, it made sense to withhold those things. Like a hucow, bulls seemed to me to be an enhancement of the characteristics that already existed in men, and so it would make sense to select only those who were starting from a pretty advanced place of development—either naturally or through the hard work of the gym and sexual training, or interning at a place like a hucow dairy farm, as Teddy had—in order to ensure that the final development would be the best possible.

But at the same time, I suppose that way of thinking reflected well on me, because it meant that the hucow I was becoming was something that had always been inside of me—I just needed Dr. Crowne’s methods to bring her out.

That had the ring of truth, I thought. I did feel like I was always meant to be a hucow, after all. Somehow, this all felt right.

But regardless of my own status as a hucow, I wanted Teddy to make it. I wanted him to come breed me every morning, like the other bulls, and I wanted him to be one of the ones to guide my development, letting me take his cock in all of my holes over and over again. I wanted him telling me how much better I was than the other hucows, than even Marissa, whom the others spoke of in hushed tones as the perfect hucow.

I looked up at him imploringly, my eyes big and wet and demanding his load. He groaned, his hips shuddering, and when he gripped my face, I knew he was going to give it to me.

“That’s it, Jennifer—suck it down,” he growled as I felt him start to cum.


Chapter 4


A torrent of delicious, salty-sour cum poured out of the tip of his cock, flooding my throat as I closed my eyes in bliss, savoring him. It was better than I ever could have hoped for, the taste of his seed and the feeling of his cock pulsating inside of me as he exploded.

God, I loved being a hucow.

Slowly, he slid his cock out of my throat, and I let the softening tool drop away as he went to check his phone.

“Okay—we’ve been at it for less than twenty minutes, so we’re doing pretty well,” he said, still panting.

I let his cock rest between my breasts, and I squeezed them around him, milking my nipples onto him as he I slowly began to stroke him once more, bringing him to hardness. I loved seeing his cock grow between them, expanding as I stroked him. I squeezed my breasts tighter and tighter and rubbed my milk into his cock, lubricating his shaft with my own cream.

“It’s so slippery,” Teddy remarked in wonderful as he hardened, growing to full length once more. I knew my milk contained natural pheromones, but I didn’t know they were this powerful. Sliding the inner curves of my breasts along his throbbing shaft, I worked him as hard as I could, letting his cock slide out of the embrace of my breasts and pop into my mouth, where I could suckle at him, tasting him, teasing him.

Before long, he was getting close and I let out a little shriek of delight when he blew his load on my face. Grinning, I let it drip down onto my full breasts, playing with it before slurping it off my fingers.

The presence of my pheromone laden milk kept Teddy hard, though, and I could see from the determined look on his face that we were far from done. He bent me over once more and I reached back to spread my ass cheeks wide, offering myself to him once more.

“Jennifer, is it okay if I use your ass? Your milk should be good for lubrication, right?”

“Mhm, but you have to milk me a lot to get me nice and slippery,” I mooed hotly. I loved the fact that my milk could lubricate my ass, and I whimpered as Teddy squeezed my udders hard, forcing milk to expel thickly out of my swollen nipples and into his cupped palm. Then, he applied the thick, rich creamy to my asshole, digging his fingers inside of me as he worked it in, and then slathered his cock with it.

Now, I was ready. Poised for his assault on my butt, I bit my lip as I felt him drive his cock forward. My ass was definitely sore from being bred daily this last week, but I wasn’t about to deny it to Teddy, especially if he was practicing for the interview! He powered his cock into my ass and I arched my back, letting out a squeal of pain and pleasure as my muscles warmed up and the hole, achingly tight, stretched out and allowed him inside.

“God, Jennifer, you feel even tighter than before…” he moaned as he began to press forward with his hips, driving into me. I hung my head and moaned shamelessly, taking him in my guts as he thrust hard into me, yelping each time he fucked his thick shaft into me.

Did it hurt? Sure. Did I love it? Oh, absolutely. I couldn’t believe how much I’d come to love anal. All girls should try anal, and make it a regular part of their sex lives—I really believe that. It can feel amazing, if done right, and a big part of that is the psychological aspect of being dominated, of doing something so taboo and frowned upon, and taking pleasure from it.

In fact, I was taking a lot of pleasure from this particular anal pounding. Teddy leaned over me, grabbing my udders and gripping them hard as he threw his hips into me. I’d stuck one hand down between my thighs, to play with my dripping pussy, teasing my swollen clit and feeling how easily my fingers slipped along my cum-drenched lips. His cum was like a drug, an aphrodisiac unto itself, and when I reached down to find my messy pussy dripping with it, that turned me on even more. I felt my muscles clench involuntarily and Teddy groaned in obvious delight, gripping my tits even harder.

We continued to fuck like that, harder and harder, and I loved the feeling of Teddy’s powerful body on top of me, working hard to fill me, working hard to breed me. I loved having his sweat on me, his body hair sticking to me, feeling absolutely dominated by his manly body and his scent as his cock destroyed my asshole, molding it to the girth and shape of his shaft.

I was getting close, I realized. I closed my eyes in bliss, as I felt my orgasm approaching, flicking my clit relentlessly. I was so sensitive and swollen from being used so hard that it almost hurt but I didn’t care—I was so close, so goddamned close…


Chapter 5


And finally, I came, and hard. I squealed, my little pussy squishing as I teased my tender parts and Teddy’s cock still thrusting into my stretched asshole. My anal muscles gripped him weakly as they spasmed with pleasure and I closed my eyes, riding the waves of my climax into a second, weaker orgasm, and then a third, still touching my clit even though it was so sensitive now that even the cool outside air on my swollen skin hurt.

Then, I finally felt Teddy cum. He thrust hard into me, one last time, and unleashed himself. It was a more powerful orgasm than the one that had coated my face, and I gasped as I felt him fill my ass. Stream after stream of thick cum filled me and I let my eyes fall closed as I descended into a lust-filled stupor, practically unable to think for myself.

But Teddy didn’t stop. He kept thrusting. I gasped when my brain cells finally started working again: he was still fucking me, even though he’d just cum. His cock wasn’t softening anymore. The pheromones I’d rubbed into him via my milk were really taking effect now. I imagined something about using my creamy milk as lubricant had worked them into his bloodstream or something like that, and now, as he bore down on me, pounding me harder and harder, I let out a soft scream of desperation.

“More milk, Teddy,” I moaned. “Use more milk.”

He was in his groove, though, and didn’t see to hear me. I screamed as I felt him cum inside me again, holding me tight so I couldn’t get away, not that I wanted to.

Fortunately, his cum was acting as a lubricant now, rubbing itself into my torn asshole and his swollen cock, so I wasn’t taking too much damage, even though this was starting to hurt more and more.

The thing was, though, I found myself enjoying it more, the more it hurt. Had I turned into some kind of masochist? I think part of it simply was that I enjoyed helping Teddy, and if it ended up hurting a bit, well, no pain, no gain. And I didn’t mind too much if it were my pain.

But also, I’d come to savor these intense sexual practices and these twisted moments of agony and ecstasy. I’d come to look forward to them eagerly, anticipating the way the pleasure would meld into pain and then back again, my body the crucible for these twisted changes. The harder he fucked me, the harder I begged him to fuck me.

Soon, though, he realized that he needed a bit more milk to grease the wheels, so to speak. He slid out of me and I sobbed in disappointment and relief, and then, when he pulled me by the hair into a kneeling position before him, I offered my udders to him almost out of instinct, allowing him to milk me onto his chafing cock before I returned to that submissive, humiliating position with my face down in the dirt and my ass up in the air.

I screamed with pleasure as he penetrated me once more and threw my ass back onto his cock, driving him into me as his shaft shlicked in and out of my ruined hole.


Chapter 6


“Don’t stop,” I mooed. “I’m all yours! Break me! Fuck me till I break!”

I gasped and groaned and absolutely lost my mind for him—I don’t think I blacked out or anything extreme like that, but I was dizzy with pleasure and desire, and when I pressed my fingers into my dripping pussy once more, I almost shrieked when I found my orgasm waiting there for me, my swollen little lips agonizing to the touch.

Soon, Teddy came in my ass again and again. He was panting, but showed no sign of stopping and my butt felt stretched, not just by his cock but by the huge amount of cum inside of me, thanks to his repeated orgasms.

Now, we didn’t need anymore lubricant—there was so much cum inside of me that I was dripping pretty much constantly. Teddy leaned back, laying face-up in the grass and pulled me atop him, and I shrieked as my weight bore down on the cock in my ass, which felt like a cruel spike driving up and into me.

Without a second thought, even though my whole body felt light and shaky, I began to bounce on his cock. I gripped my breasts hard, grinning down at him as he guided me with his hands, guiding me up and down as I rode him. In this position, I could milk myself and let my creamy breasts gush onto him from above, dripping all over him as I rode him faster and faster.

“Give me your seed,” I moaned, slamming my hips into him, slamming my sore, aching clit into his pubic bone and teasing myself with an orgasm in the offing. “Give me that bull breeding! Show me that you can be a bull!”

That did it. Teddy thrust his hips up into my ass, pounding me hard from below and I shrieked as I claimed my pussy with one hand, flicking my sore little nub as I destroyed myself on the skewer of his cock. Finally, I felt his shaft spasm deep inside of me, the familiar ritual, and then I felt the cum flood me.

“Fucking take it, Jennifer,” Teddy moaned, sinking his nails hard into my soft flesh. That was enough to push me over the edge—the scratch marks he was leaving drove me crazy in an entirely different way than anything else we’d done.

See, none of the bulls had really left scratch marks on me. I don’t know why—I had noticed they all had nicely manicured nails and everything, which I figure they kept so they wouldn’t accidentally injure a hucow in the heat of passion or anything like that. It was a nice gesture, I think.

But they were too use to fucking hucow after hucow. You couldn’t really drive them to the brink of madness with pleasure like you could with a normal man. And Teddy would lose that, someday, once he became a bull and took his rightful place as a breeder of hucows, but for now, I still had him losing his mind, leaving marks on me, absolutely out of his mind with pleasure.

Feeling him scratch me, I found myself gushing onto him, my pussy squirting in a way it never had before. I let out a little shriek of surprise as my squirt washed over Teddie, mixing with the milk that my udders had gushed. I couldn’t believe what was happening—I was absolutely, literally exploding with pleasure.

Somewhere in there, he came too, and finally, I collapsed atop him, his cock sliding out of my ass as his cum dripped out of me. I was almost too tired to kiss him, but I found a way.


Chapter 7


After that display of athleticism, we were both pretty spent. All in all, Teddy had cum six times in a little more than an hour, which was pretty close to the rate he’d need to maintain as a bull in the interview.

“If you can just do that again, you’ll have no problem making the grade!” I assured him as we walked—slowly—back to the barn.

“I think I still need to go a bit faster than that,” Teddy said with a sigh. “And we’ll have some supplements the day of, but I don’t think it’s too much.”

“Well,” I pointed out, a thought suddenly occurring to me. “I haven’t done one of these interviews, but it’s with more than one hucow, right?”

Teddy nodded. To an outsider, we must have looked insane: a grown woman with massive breasts, naked and on her hands and knees, covered in milk and cum, walking alongside a man who seemed to understand her moos the same way any normal adult, without any sort of hearing disability, would understand regular spoken human language. I mooed to him, and somehow, he understood the intonations and cadence of my moos, subtle as they were, and parsed them into English in real time without any difficulty. I don’t know how long it took to come to understand moo-speech—strangely, I found myself mostly unable to understand the sounds that came out of my mouth, with a few exceptions, and it felt as though I were just speaking regular English, but that my mouth had been hijacked somewhere along the way and there was a disconnect between the sounds I thought I was saying and those that my mouth was forming.

“It’ll be a selection of hucows, I know that. And I’ll be tested along with a group of other applicants too, so it’s not like it’ll be one-on-one or anything.”

“Have you ever heard of the Coolidge effect?”

“The Coolidge effect? What’s that?”

“Well, I learned about it in biology class back in college. There’s an old joke about it involving Calvin Coolidge, the President, but basically, it’s that males in a species can, uh, get frisky again and again, really quickly, so long as there are new partners available.”

Teddy cocked his head to the side, thinking this over.

“Yeah, now that you mention it… I’m always able to, uh, perform whenever I milk a hucow, even if I’ve just fucked the one in the previous pen.”

I grinned proudly.

“See? So, if you can maintain that kind of rate with me,” I mooed. “And just me—not with anyone else—you’ll probably be able to breed even more with multiple different partners.”

Teddy was positively beaming at this realization.

“Jennifer, you’re a genius! This is great!”

I was beaming with pride as he pulled me into his arms for a kiss.


Chapter 8


Back at the barn, Teddy ran me a warm bath in a wash basin. I was pretty messy after being bred so much outside, what could I say? There was something wonderful and freeing about being bred on the grass the way cows have been bred since time immemorial. Something primal, that just felt right.

The bath also gave Teddy a chance to wash his cock. While, obviously, bulls had a lot of leeway about how to breed us hucows, and we were basically at their mercy, one thing that Dr. Crowne emphasized was that vaginal breeding should not follow anal breeding. When he wasn’t going on about the benefits of human milk and the various special qualities our milk could offer, he was warning us about the dangers of infections.

That’s all to say that, once I saw Teddy directing the warm stream of the hose onto his own cock, and then soaping it up before rinsing it off once more, I bit my lip with anticipation. Teddy saw me staring at grinned: he was getting hard already and I splashed over to the side of the wash basin, resting my massive tits on the edge of the tub as I offered him my mouth.

Without a word, he slid his hardened cock into my mouth. It was kind of interesting, taking him in my mouth after he’d just washed his cock. It tasted so fresh, and I felt like I could really taste his flesh: the musky, savory, umami flavor of his cock, without the additional seasonings of sweaty or semen or milk to get in the way. I inhaled his clean scent as I pulled him close, my hands on the back of his thighs, welcoming him into my mouth as he fucked my face.

“When I’m a bull, I just know you’re going to be my favorite hucow to fuck, Jennifr,” Teddy was saying and I felt giddy at those words. “You know just how to suck me.”

Slurping at his shaft, I pulled off his cock and seized it with my hand, grinning up at him proudly.

“You really like the way I suck you, huh?”

“I love it, Jennifer. I really do.”

I grinned again and winked at him, and then I gave the tip of his cock a big kiss. Then, staring at it—at the meaty, angry red knob of the head and the girthy shaft and the length, nearly as long as my forearm—I kissed it again, and again, teasing my tongue against the slit in the head of his cock, tasting the deliciously delicate and salty precum that was already starting to collect there, sticky and pungent in contrast to the cleanliness of his freshly washed scent and taste.

Now, I licked down the underside of his cock, suckling and nibbling at the fleshy belly of his shaft, until I got to his balls. Here, I began to lick and suckle at the tender sack and he groaned in obvious delight and pleasure as I continued to stroke him. Since we weren’t exactly training right now—or, at least, he hadn’t said as much—I wasn’t trying to get him to cum fast, so I took my time, savoring the taste of his balls in my mouth as I suckled one and then the other.

I mooed softly in pleasure at the taste of his body beneath my tongue and in my mouth, and I nibbled my way back up under his cock and over onto this shaft, taking it nice and slow, really enjoying myself and enjoying the flavor of his body, before I finally let him slide back into my mouth.

Gazing up at Teddy, I let his cock slide down my throat, until my nose was buried in his pubic hair. He sighed happily.

“God, Jennifer, there’s no way I’d rather be than in your throat.”

I began to bob my head back and forth, letting Teddy stand still as I worked his cock, slurping hungrily at him as I brought him closer and closer. I gripped him with my lips as I sucked him and Teddy groaned louder and louder, and I could tell he was getting close. Soon, he grabbed my head hard, forcing his cock down deep into my throat, in a way that would have hurt if I hadn’t been a hucow and didn’t have much of a gag reflex left.

Instead of hurting, it just felt magnificent—I felt well and truly dominated and controlled, and when the first gush of cum came, flooding my throat, I sigh with satisfaction, swallowing every drop as the seed spilled out of the tip of his cock.

After he slid out of my mouth, I turned around in the wash basin, bending over and offering my butt to him. I reached back, carefully bracing myself against the side of the tub, and held my thighs open as I showed him my pink holes. I knew I was still sore and swollen from our training earlier, but Teddy’s cum had either been washed away in the bath, or it was deep inside of my body, the mysterious processes of the hucow extracting its nourishment.

“Pretend I’m a different girl,” I told him, glancing over my shoulder. “Practice switching from me to another girl.”

In an instant, Teddy’s cock was hard again and I gasped as he slammed it into me. With pleasure, I realized that he was treating this new girl rougher than he treated me. There was an almost cruel indifference, an industrious efficiency to the way he fucked me when he pretended I was just another hucow, and not Jennifer, his favorite.

That alone made my heart swell. I’d have to request this roleplay more often—both to remind myself how special I was, and for some special rough treatment. I squealed as he slapped my ass hard, which made me buck like a wild animal, bouncing my ass on his cock as he fucked me faster and faster.

Soon, he exploded in my pussy and I gasped in pleasure, my body eagerly sucking in his seed once more.

“My ass,” I gasped. “Pretend I’m another girl and take my ass.”

Without stopping to lubricate himself, just relying on my natural juices and cum, he forced himself into my ass. I was so sore and sensitive from the training that I let out a sob, gripping the side of wash basin hard as he fucked me. I sobbed in time with his thrusts and even though they hurt, I could feel myself getting close. My whole body felt like an erogenous zone now, and this wouldn’t be the first time I’d cum just from anal.

Soon, I had to let go and cum. I screamed, sobbing and mooing shamelessly as Teddy rode my ass and soon, the spasming of my muscles did its work, squeezing and clenching his cock until, finally, I felt the delicious spasming of his shaft deep in my guts and then, the inevitable flood of his cum, invading my aching hole and filling me up yet again.

Teddy slumped against me, spent, and I could feel his pulse through his cock in my ass, still well-embedded deep in my hole, deep in my insides.

“That was amazing, as always, Jennifer,” he said softly. “And good idea with, uh, the imagining you were a different girl. I think I might have gotten too into it and really used you like I use the other girls.”

“I think you did,” I said with a tired giggle.

“S-sorry! I’m usually gentler with you than the other hucows, ‘cause… Well, you’re just special to me.”

I beamed and pulled him into the wash basin to kiss me and cuddle me in the bath. He laughed, floundering in the soapy, cum-filled water, but he returned my kisses happily, and soon, his kisses migrated down my chest to my udders, and I sighed as he drank from me.

“You’re becoming such a great hucow, Jennifer,” Teddy said in between long suckles of my milk. “I hope I can be as great a bull as you are a hucow.”

“I think you can definitely do that, Teddy,” I said gently. “I think you can. I just know your interview is going to go great.”

I pulled him up for a kiss, so that I could taste my milk on his lips, and then I felt him getting hard once again, and I couldn’t resist grinning as our breeding began all over again.

Being a hucow was the best! I wouldn’t trade it for anything in the world.

If you liked this kinky tale, make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with all my new releases! And please rate and review—it really helps out indie authors like me!
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