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Prologue


My name is Marissa Chambers. I’m nineteen-years-old. And I needed cash for school. Fast. Fortunately, I found a strange job ad that really spoke to me, for a place called Milky Meadows Farm. I got an interview and it was pretty exciting: the doctor who runs the farm, Dr. Crown, gave me a medication that makes my breasts start to lactate, and then when things got hot and heavy, he had his way with me!

After that, I was sold on working for the farm. I signed a contract and before I knew it, I was being transported to the farm. The drivers had a whole lot of fun with me too, milking me and fucking my holes… I can’t wait to see what else is in store for me on this hucow farm! I’m determined to be the best hucow I can be this summer!

Read all about it in Part 1!


Put to Work on the Hucow Farm


Everything that happened to me during my interview and afterwards seemed like a dream when I woke up the next morning. Dr. Crown had interviewed me for a position on Milky Meadows Farm and I’d accepted it when he offered me the contract. In addition, he’d taken my virginity and begun me on a course of medication that was making my breasts swell beautifully with milk.

Then, the drivers who’d brought me to the farm had their way with me—in a single moment, I lost my anal and oral virginity too! Not too shabby for a nineteen-year-old on her summer break from her first year at college, huh?

It all could have been a delicious, milky, creamy, kinky dream. But it was real.

And I realized just how real it was when I woke up in my milking pen for my first morning on the farm.

The barn was still dark but there were rays of sunshine filtering in through the windows overhead. I heard the birds singing in the distance and yawned.

I was naked, still, and had fallen asleep on my pile of hay in my milking pen. There wasn’t much room for me, but I could at least move around a bit in the stall. Judging from the layout of the barn, there were at least a dozen other such stalls.

Attached to my nipples were specialized suction cups that led via tube to a machine built into the wall of my stall. Overnight, my breasts seemed to have become even more swollen, and my nipples ached deliciously. The suction from the machine pulled them taut into the tubes, suckling my milk out of my full tits. The machine whirred gently and judging from the sounds in the other stalls, the other girls were also hooked up to such machines. I wondered if I’d get to meet them?

That’s right. I’d seen a few of them getting fucked last night. Would that be me before too long? The idea sent a thrill up and down my spine. Dr. Crown had mentioned something about bulls, whose insemination would improve my milk… That idea filled my tummy with butterflies. I’d had sex twice now and while I was definitely still sore down there, I was eager to try it out again.

God, I was becoming such a slut. The Marissa from a few days ago wouldn’t recognize me now. I looked down at my body: I was messy and bruised from the harsh treatment, but somehow, that only made me love my body more. I loved how gorgeous and swollen and massive my tits were now. They’d always been big, ever since I hit puberty and started earning stares from boys and men wherever I went, but now they were on a completely different level. They ached with all the milk my body was producing and it was all I could do to keep still and allow the machine to do its work.

The rest of my body was stained with dribbles of dried milk and cum and spit from the men who’d used me in the last day. And my poor pussy was still a bit red and raw, almost the color of the ginger landing strip running down my mound, leading to my clit. Absentmindedly, I reached down to touch myself. Smiling, I realized I was wet.

And sore. God, but I was sore.

No matter. I spread my lips, imagining a big cock about to enter me. I imagined its thickness, the way it would stretch me, the vein running down the length of it as it forced its way inside of me and spread me open wide. I imagined how I would whimper and sob and shriek with pleasure and pain. I slid my fingers inside myself, feeling the remnants of the cum Dr. Crown and Bill had left inside of me yesterday.

I fucked my fingers into my hole, mixing around the stale cum. I pulled my digits out and tasted the sour mix of fluids as I arched my back, moaning while my nipples swelled into the suction of the machine.

Next, I slid a finger down to my asshole. I’d take Roy’s thick cock in my butt too, and I was extra sore there as a reward. I felt the dried bits of his cum still clinging to my sensitive hole and I whimpered as I pressed a finger, then another, inside my tight ring of muscle. Now, I was fucking myself with both fingers, gasping and moaning pathetically as I writhed on the floor of my milking pen.

I wondered if the other girls did this—if the other hucows were so aroused by our collective predicament? Or… job. Position. Whatever this was, I was liking it.

A thought suddenly occurred to me as my fingers found my sensitive, swollen clit. Neither Bill nor Dr. Crown used protection. What if I got pregnant?

Well, at least I knew where those guys worked. I’d make sure I got my fair share of alimony.

Prior Marissa would have worried about this.

Prior Marissa would have been too shy, too uptight to finger herself on the floor of a barn after waking up in a strange place in the aftermath of being fucked senseless and taken to a farm way out in the countryside.

But I was a new Marissa now.

A hucow Marissa. I let out a soft moo of pleasure as I continued to stroke myself, ways of needy, hungry desire radiating out of my hole until, finally, I came to an orgasm. My whole body shook as I dug my fingers inside my asshole and my cunt. I felt my muscles spasm deep inside my body as a thin dribble of squirt shot out of my pussy, wetting the hay beneath me. I tried not to moan too loudly—I didn’t want to wake the other girls if they were trying to sleep—but I couldn’t help myself. I was having too much fun.

Being a hucow was just too much fun!

I’d only just barely begun to come down from my orgasmic high when the door to my pen opened. I recognized Dr. Crown. I mooed at him by way of greeting, and he smiled benevolently.

“Yes, one of the effects of the drugs we give you to increase your milk production is that it becomes hard to speak coherently. Ironic that most of what you say comes out as a ‘moo.’”

I nodded. That all made sense. I concentrated and managed to form the words: “Good morning, Dr. Crown.”

“Good morning, Marissa. I trust you slept well.”

I nodded, sitting up on my knees almost instinctually, accepting a submissive position as Dr. Crown bent over me, inspecting the suction cups on my nipples. He made a thoughtful face, mumbled something to himself, and released the pressure first on one and then on the other. I gasped as he removed both suction cups.

My nipples leaked milk directly into the air now. They were throbbing visibly, swollen to three or four times their normal size. I felt humiliated with the way Dr. Crown inspected them, looking at them from all sides. He produce tweezers from his lab coat pocket and I gasped as he applied them to one of my nipples, digging the cold, sharp metal into my hot, tender flesh.

“This may sting,” he warned me, a little too late, as my nipple secreted an even thicker cream all over my swollen breast. Dr. Crown leaned down and licked it up, hmming thoughtfully to himself.

“The quality of your milk is really improving rapidly, Marissa. You’re on your way to becoming one of our most talented hucows yet.”

I beamed at the handsome young doctor. I wanted him to touch me more, to inspect me more, and I thrust my chest forward proudly as he took my breasts in his hands, feeling their weight.

“You’re probably not used to having breasts quite this large. We recommend you remain on your hands and knees as much as possible so you don’t hurt your lower back,” he said, gently guiding me forward. Now, I was on my hands and knees just as he said, my tits hanging down like udders, still dripping milk. “Lower back problems can become chronic among hucows who insist on walking around on two legs like humans. It’s for your own good that you stay like this. Not all the time, of course. You should feel free to lie on your back too, whenever you’re not being milked, or on your side.”

I nodded, taking it all in.

“That makes… mooo… sense…” I said, doing my best to form human words.

“If it’s easier for you to moo, Marissa,” Dr. Crown said gently. “You may. I’ve gotten quite good at understanding the moos of our hucows through my work.”

“Oh, thank goodness,” I said, though it came out as a moo. “It’s so hard to speak.”

“Of course it is. We’re examining the issue closely, but unfortunately, the regimen of drugs that produces the best milk and also keeps our hucows in the best health does still have this side effect. We’d like to change it, but it simply can’t be done ethically at this time.”

I mooed thoughtfully as Dr. Crown patted my head.

“You’ll need to be bathed today. Every morning, you’ll be fed, bred, milked, and bathed. We’ll start with the bath early today, though, because you weren’t bathed last night after you arrived.”

I nodded but then did a double take.

“Bred?” I asked. This time, it came out as the human word.

“That’s just our term for what you’ve already experienced. As you know, insemination produces quite favorable outcomes on our hucows.”

Oh, that’s all. I nodded happily. I didn’t want him to think I was nervous about being bred. If anything, the thought was exciting me more and more as I continued to think about it.

In fact, to show him just how game I was, I turned around, offering my backside to Dr. Crown. He chuckled.

“You’re a real team player, Marissa, you know that? I wanted to inspect you back here anyway.”

He spread my thighs and then my ass cheeks, while pressing my head down into the hay, so that my ass rose for him to examine. Head down, ass up, I think was the term I’d heard girls use at college for a position that frat guys were reputed to prefer, since they could exchange girls amongst themselves easily.

“Some tearing around the anus,” Dr. Crown remarked. “Chafing. I suppose one of the drivers sodomized you yesterday. We’re not opposed to it, but it’s not nearly as effective a delivery method for the nutrients your body needs to produce milk.” Dr. Crown pulled a sanitary wipe from his pocket and I gasped as I felt the sting of cleaning fluid on my wounded hole. It burned and I moaned, half in pleasure and half in pain as he wiped my down, and then dug his fingers, wrapped in the wipe, into my ass. That hurt even more and I trembled, but held the position. “I’m sure this isn’t the most enjoyable but we don’t want you to get an infection.”

Finally, he finished with my asshole and moved onto my pussy. I felt him spread it, and then I felt his gloved fingers pushing inside of me.

“Yes, tightness remains but there’s some give. I’m not concerned about giving you over to our bulls. I think you’ll rather enjoy your first encounter with one of them.”

I found myself blushing. I knew the bulls were men whose seed would be particularly good for my milk production… But what were they like? I had no idea. I imagined a kind of minotaur, snorting and stomping his hooves against the ground as he sniffed at my backside, a huge cock dangling lewdly between his legs…

Now, Dr. Crown had removed his gloves and was stroking my pussy gently.

“Very good color. Lovely texture. You’ve got a very nice pussy, Marissa. You know that, I hope? Remember that when you go back to college.”

I felt myself blushing. I had a nice pussy?

“It’s pretty?” I mooed.

“Very pretty. One of the prettiest we have on the farm.” Dr. Crown stood for a moment and retrieved a hose that was attached to the wall of my pen. I hadn’t noticed it when I first arrived or when I awoke this morning—I’d had other things on my mind…

Dr. Crown placed the nozzle at the entrance to my pussy and turned the hose on. A spray of cold water hit me full blast, shocking me. I squealed, shying away from the chilly water and trying to close my thighs.

“Marissa,” Dr. Crown said. His voice was stern and sharp, and all he had to do was take that harsh tone with me and my knees felt like jelly. “Don’t you dare try and avoid getting cleaned. Your holes need to be cleaned every day. Multiple times a day, if you’re going to be as popular as I suspect you’ll be.”

Popular? Me? I found myself blushing in delight and arousal at the idea.

I’d never thought I’d ever be popular.

Never in a million years. Who would get excited about little ol’ me?

Armed with this thought, I forced myself to stay still and accept the cold water spurting into my pour pussy and ass. It almost hurt, but that was because my tender flesh was so swollen from getting fucked so hard when I was still unused to it. I whimpered and mooed pathetically, hanging my head and stifling a sob as the water chilled my chafed flesh.

Finally, Dr. Crown turned off the water. I was panting and shivering. I looked back over my shoulder at him and saw that he had a towel.

Well, good. That was the least he could do.

He dried me off, and after all the rough use I’d experienced so far, the towel felt like the softest thing in the world. I sighed happily as he ran it over my chilled skin.

“Now, this should really help you warm up, Marissa,” Dr. Crown said. He set the towel to the side and I heard him unzipping his pants. My pussy all but twitched in excitement. He was going to fuck me again!

I glanced over my shoulder to get a good look at his cock this time. I was so curious about what it looked like, and I wasn’t disappointed: it had to be seven or eight inches long, and massively thick. I was amazed that I’d taken something like that inside my poor little pussy. Had I really let that big hunk of meat stretch my poor hole out? I couldn’t believe it, but I remembered every single moment about the way he’d fucked me: how he’d held me, thrust deep into, pounded me while I moaned, and then finally shot his load deep into my womb.

A hucow’s body is amazing, I concluded. If I could take that big cock, I could take anything!

“Just so you know, Marissa,” Dr. Crown said as he teased my pussy lips gently with his fingertips, just barely touching my clit in a way that made me feel like I was losing my mind. “The bulls have cocks that are much, much larger than mine.”

Bigger than his? I swallowed heavily. I didn’t think that was really possible. Of course, I’d watched a bit of porn in my time, and I saw the big cocks that porn stars have, but I knew from overhearing girls talk that most guys aren’t nearly that big… The bulls must be something special then, I concluded.

“I’ll do my best, sir,” I mooed out, half as an animal utterance and half in human speech. Dr. Crown patted my ass affectionately and I wiggled it for him to show that I appreciated it.

“That’s a good girl, Marissa. You’re only confirming my hopes for you. You’re going to make an amazing hucow.”

I mooed in delight as he pressed his cock against my still chilly pussy. I gasped as his warm cock slid into me, my hole stretching easily to accommodate him. He gripped my thighs, digging his fingers in as he pressed into me, and I pressed back at him, whimpering pathetically as I pushed my body to take his cock up to the hilt. I gasped as I felt his cock press hard against my cervix, and then whimpered as Dr. Crown reached for my hair, pulling it hard as he began to fuck me in earnest.

“It feels good,” I moaned, uncertain whether I was mooing or speaking like a human. Dr. Crown reached around and gripped one of my tits, and as soon as he did, milk erupted from my nipple. God, but it felt amazing—it felt like the ultimate release.

Since beginning the medication Dr. Crown had given me, my breasts had become particularly heavy. They felt swollen to the touch, of course, but they also felt heavy just, you know, having them attached to my chest. I understood now why Milky Meadows discouraged its hucows from walking on their hind legs. With my heavy udders, I’d destroy my lower back in a day or two. No, it was better to let them hang down like there, where Dr. Crown could grab them as he bred me.

I thought about having his baby. He’d give me such a beautiful baby, I knew. And a smart baby too, I bet. Doesn’t every girl fantasize about having an intelligent, handsome doctor for her baby’s father? I began to fantasize about my life with Dr. Crown. He was telling me what a good hucow I was, maybe he’d make me his personal hucow. Maybe I’d get to take care of all of his needs, sexual and otherwise. Provide him with milk and nourishment everyday. I’d sleep at the foot of his bed, my body ready for him to use whenever he felt like it.

It was such a wonderful dream, I let out a moan almost involuntarily, unrelated to the way the good doctor was thrusting into me.

“Please, Doctor,” I moaned. “Make me a good hucow!”

My insides felt like jelly as the doctor slammed his hips into me again and again, forcing the thick tip of his cock into my tight chamber. My muscles gripped him involuntarily, and I gasped with each thrust, with the way my body spasmed around his cock. It felt so amazing, getting fucked like this. What had I been missing out on in college?

It took becoming a hucow for me to embrace becoming a slut. I threw my head back and mooed as milk dripped down my udders.

I could hear Dr. Crown groaning and panting behind me. He slapped my ass hard and I yelped.

“Good,” he growled breathlessly. “You’ll be able to take a good, hard breeding from the bulls with a full ass like that.”

I found myself nodding in agreement. Yes, anything for the bulls to breed me.

Suddenly, Dr. Crown pulled out of my pussy. I whimpered in disappointment but yelped when he grasped my hair and pulled my face towards his cock. It was dripping with my juices, standing tall and proud and slick. It looked absolutely delicious.

“Let me see how well you use your mouth,” Dr. Crown instructed me. I didn’t want to disappoint him, but I also didn’t want him to think I was a total amateur, even though in truth I was. I’d only ever had the driver’s cock in my mouth. Part of me wished I’d been more of a slut at college—I was sure I’d had opportunities to suck off the boys in my dorm, and I had just been too shy to take them up… After all, what straight eighteen-year-old boy doesn’t want an eager college girl gagging on his dick?

Well, there was no time like the present to make up for my slacking. I kissed the tip of Dr. Crown’s cock and ran the tip of my tongue along the fleshy shaft. I swirled my tongue around and found the prominent vein on top of his cock, and he groaned when I ran my tongue along that spot.

“That’s a good girl,” Dr. Crown moaned hungrily. “Show me how much you enjoy being a hucow.”

Well, I had no choice. I impaled my face on his cock, and looked up at him pathetically, mooing softly as his cock invaded my throat. I gagged and choked, drooling everywhere. I felt like I was going to die.

No, I felt like I was going to puke.

At the last possible second, I pulled off his cock, panting, my mouth dripping. I mooed softly at him as I dripped spit down onto my milky tits, and then took him in my mouth once more, not quite as deep this time, starting to bob my head.

Dr. Crown slid his hand through my hair, gripping my hair hard as he directed my sucking. I allowed him to use my head, my face like a fuck toy, letting my lips slide along his cock as he plunged it in and out of my wide open mouth.

Tears were streaming down my cheeks being face fucked. Somehow, this was even more intense than taking it in my pussy or ass. I couldn’t look away, couldn’t forget what was happening to me—it was right there, in front of my face, inside my mouth, on my tongue, on my throat.

I gasped when Dr. Crown gave me a reprieve, allowing me to slide off his cock. I took the opportunity to suck and lick his balls which he offered to me, taking them into my mouth and turning them over, swirling them around. They were delicious—so soft, but with a weight to them…

Leaving his balls dripping with my spit, I returned to his cock, determined to suck the cum from his dick. I wanted his seed, wanted it inside of me—wherever he deemed it appropriate.

I saw his handsome face contort with pleasure as I let him drive his cock down my throat again. I was feeling so submissive, so much like a fuck doll, I simply allowed him to thrust as deep as his cock would go, letting him skewer my face and throat with his powerful tool. His cock was like a weapon, and I was his prey, with no choice but to take him however he wanted.

Dr. Crown was clearly pleased with me. He stroked my face and hair, and I sighed onto his cock, feeling his gentle touch.

“Your mouth is like nothing I’ve ever had before,” he whispered sweetly. “You must have given a lot of blow jobs in your old life, Marissa.”

No, I wanted to cry out. No, I haven’t! I was a blow job virgin until yesterday! But, of course, I had about eight inches of thick doctor meat in my throat and informing him of my former virtue wasn’t happening right now.

Instead, I felt Dr. Crown seize up, heard him groan, a kind of snarling, wounded noise that I recognized. I didn’t let up, instead redoubling my efforts as I sucked him, and he grabbed my head, forcing my face hard into his pubic hair, burying my nose in his man bush as his cock began to spasm inside my throat.

God, but it felt amazing to have him cum down my throat. I could feel his cock pumping and twitching, swelling and throbbing inside my throat. I felt the first stream of cum as he shot it down my throat, but of course I couldn’t taste it—he was by passing my tongue, after all. Instead, I felt the intense, sticky warmth as the doctor’s seed erupted out of his cockhead and forced itself into my throat, into my stomach.

It was as though he was inseminating me—but not my pussy. Not my ass. My mouth. My throat.

And apparently, for Dr. Crown, it felt amazing. He’d closed his eyes in bliss as his cock spurted and I noticed that he was still a bit hard, his shaft still dribbling cum as he began to pull himself out of me. Instead of letting him, I clamped my lips down on him, maybe a bit harder than I should have based on how he groaned, and lapped at the bit of post-cum still dripping from his softening cock.

“Gentle, Marissa, it’s sensitive…” he moaned, and steadied himself against the barn wall as I worked on his semi-hard cock. I wanted to clean him off, just like he cleaned me—that was all.

Finally, I allowed him to pull his tool out of my mouth. Dr. Crown looked like I had just sucked his soul out of his body through his cock. He flushed and shaken and his hands trembled as his zipped up his pants.

“That was excellent, Marissa. You’re well on your way to becoming a wonderful hucow.”

I beamed, grinning proudly with a mouth still dripping with cum. Dr. Crown patted my head and leaned down to kiss my forehead.

“Now, we’ll finish your morning examination with some medication and a feeding.”

I nodded. I expected as much. I wished Dr. Crown would breed my pussy—I wanted to cum, and I wanted to feel his cum inside of me, however. I mooed to that effect and Dr. Crown smiled down at me. I saw he had produced a leather satchel from his coat and he was preparing a syringe, filling it with liquid from a vial.

I shuddered at the sight. I’ve always hated needles. I mooed sadly.

“This will only hurt for a moment, Marissa. Part of being a good hucow is taking your medicine daily.”

I nodded, ashamed at my sudden hesitation and fear. Obviously, I could handle it. I would have to. This was my job, at least for the summer, and being a good hucow was the most important thing to me.

It was just… I had been expecting some pills or maybe a nasty tasty cough syrup. Not a needle!

Dr. Crown had me lie back on my pile of hay. My thick, dripping tits piled on top of my chest, and he reached for one of my nipples. He pinched it and I gasped, a stream of thick cream erupting from the tip. Dr. Crown lowered his lips to taste the milk and furrowed his brow.

“Yes, this should be just right. You’re far ahead of schedule in your milk production, Marissa, and this medication is exactly what you need.”

I couldn’t help but grin when he told me that. I knew I’d be good at this job.

Still, my pride couldn’t hide my fear as I saw the tip of the needle, glinting in the early morning sun, coming close to my throbbing nipple. I mooed softly, and Dr. Crown’s stern expression softened in turn.

“Well, maybe this will help you,” he said. He reached into his lab coat once more and produced a small device. A vibrator, I realized. I blushed, remembering the one I had at home… This one really looked similar...

Oh, wait. It was the one I had at home.

“You brought THAT from my dad’s house?” I mooed. Dr. Crown grinned.

“The contract you signed allowed us to collect all of your possessions and hold them for you to disburse them for your benefit as needed. I thought you might need some help settling into your new living circumstances so I brought you this, but it seems like you don’t need it…”

“No, no,” I mooed in embarrassment. “I’ll take it! At least for the shots…”

“That was my thinking exactly,” Dr. Crown confirmed. I spread my legs, allowing him access to my dripping, swollen pussy, and he applied the vibrating head to my cunt. I took a sharp gasp as the pleasure shot through my body. I felt warm all over and giddy, and I knew I would cum in seconds. Dr. Crown just grinned, holding the vibrator in place as I lost my mind, whimpering and shaking, writhing beneath him, and then a moment later, I was cumming, my hips bucking.

As my climax passed, he pressed the vibrator to my slit once again and then, to my surprise, duct-taped it to my thighs. It wasn’t going anywhere.

Then, he set it on the highest setting.

I let out a sound that was half moo, half shriek as a pleasure so stark it was almost pain shot through my body. I sobbed, half-panicked as my body shook for Dr. Crown. It was too much, way too much, but I didn’t dare try to remove the device…

As I whimpered and moaned, Dr. Crown knelt on me, applying pressure from his knee to my belly to immobilize me. It didn’t hurt, but I knew it would if I didn’t stop squirming. I squeezed my eyes shut when I saw the needle come out and go straight towards my nipple. I couldn’t bear to watch.

“Open your eyes, Marissa. You need to understand what’s happening to your body.”

Reluctantly, I did. I was on the verge of madness from the vibrator on my pussy, but I forced my eyes open and forced myself to watch as Dr. Crown pressed the tip of the needle to my nipple.

And then, it passed through the skin. There was a sharp pain in my nipple, and milk leaked out around the needle—not blood, but milk—as Dr. Crown pressed in slightly and then deposited the syringe’s payload. With that done, he slid it out, wiped away the milk, and showed me my nipple.

“There—that wasn’t so bad, now was it?”

Oh, he was right. It had barely hurt. The whirring vibrator between my legs was more uncomfortable than the needle. Maybe it was because I didn’t know if it was about to cum or pass out, but the pinch of the needle just didn’t seem so scary to me.

Dr. Crown prepared another syringe and this time, I watched in fascination as he penetrated my swollen nipple and injected the medicine directly into my breasts. Or, as much fascination as I could muster as my lower body felt like it was being abused by the vibrator’s unrelenting attention. I still felt like I was being melted from the inside out. My whole body trembled as the vibrator buzzed directly on my sensitive clit. It felt almost like a sore muscle being attacked relentlessly by a ruthless masseuse—there was pleasure, yes, but the pain was almost blinding.

Gasping, I barely noticed the sharp pain in my nipple as the needle pierced the swollen flesh. This time, Dr. Crown seemed to press it in deeper, and I mooed softly, accepting my fate as he treated me.

“This medicine is important for your milk production,” Dr. Crown explained. “Not only will it improve the quality of your milk, it will keep your breasts and nipples healthy in the long run. You’re still young, so you have many years of productive use ahead of you.”

I let out a soft, happy moan—as always, more like a moo—at Dr. Crown’s suggestion that I might be doing this long term.

Of course, I always thought I would go back to college in the autumn, and maybe I still would. Maybe being a hucow would just be a summer job.

Or…

Maybe…

I would just stay on the farm, being milked and bred every day, for the rest of my life. The thought made me feel warm inside. I moaned and I realized I was close to cumming from the vibrator again. I let out a shriek and my swollen pussy squirted a thin line of juice all over my thighs. God, I was so embarrassed, but all the same, I was excited that Dr. Crown had seen me squirt like that.

You have to understand…

I never squirt when I masturbate. I know some girls can do it, but I’ve just never done it. But here, on the farm, it’s like all my inhibitions are gone. It’s like it doesn’t matter what I do, I’m free to be who I want.

And I want to be a slutty hucow.

Dr. Crown patted my head again as I panted, my whole body aching from the hard use I’d just been put through. My jaw and lips and throat were all sore from gagging on his cock, and my pussy was sore from being fucked so much in the last day, and swollen from the vibrator. My nipples hurt from everything they’d been through too, and my breasts ached from how they’d become so huge and engorged. I moaned softly and Dr. Crown sat down on the floor of my pen, allowing me to put my head in his lap as he stroked my red hair.

“You’re doing such a good job, Marissa. We can’t put you through too much too soon, though. I’m going to strap you into your restraints for feeding so you can’t play with yourself. Your orifices aren’t used to everything they’ve had done to them in the last twenty-four hours.

I nodded. I didn’t like the idea of being restrained, but I knew Dr. Crown was right. He bound my arms behind my back, locking them into restraints that attached to my legs as well.

The result was that I was basically hogtied, lying on my belly, propped up on my swollen tits, with my ankles and wrists bound to each other behind me. It wasn’t comfortable at all and I wriggled anxiously as Dr. Crown finished putting me in my bondage.

“Your body will get used to this position before too long, Marissa. The feeding will begin soon, and you should be able to eat just fine like this.”

I mooed softly, too tired to try and talk like a human. How was I ever going to eat normally like this? I couldn’t hold a plate or a fork or anything!

I had my answer soon.

Maybe half an hour after Dr. Crown left, leaving me in a pool of my own juices—I was dripping milk still, and the pressure on my tits caused them to leak out beneath me, dampening the hay I was lying on, while my pussy, still aroused, dribbled incessantly—I heard the doors to the barn open.

A chorus of moos from all the pens cut through the unending whirring of the milking machines. The other girls must be awake too.

“Feeding time, ladies,” a friendly voice with a country twang called out. From my pen, I could just barely see cheerful, older man with a beer belly dressed in overalls wheeling a cart down the passage that ran through the middle of the barn. He was exactly the kind of farmer you’d expect to find out in the countryside, though I doubted he’d expected to be working on a farm quite like this when he began his career.

He made small talk with the other hucows, opening their pens and chatting with them. They mooed at him, some moaned, and judging from the sounds I heard, I think he was maybe availing himself of their orifices as well. But mostly, he chatted with them. He seemed able to understand their moos though he responded in normal, human language.

“Is that so, Becky?”

“Mooo…”

“Three whole gallons? You’re on fire, girlie. Here, let me give you a little something.” I heard the hucow down the aisle murmur happily and the wet, sloppy sucking sounds told me what was happening. “You like that, don’t you? I guess you’re ready for the bulls to come get you…”

The bulls again. What was it going to be like when they finally arrived to have me? I was nervous at the thought, but all the more excited the more I heard people on the farm talk about them.

Finally, the farmer arrived at my pen. He grinned at me happily as he opened the gate to my stall.

“You must be Marissa, huh? Dr. Crown was extra excited about you, baby girl. He has nothing but great things to say about the process you’re making. I’m Tim, by the way.”

I mooed proudly. I felt so humiliated, so embarrassed to be meeting this friendly man in the position I was in, bound and naked, but he didn’t comment on it at all. He placed a bowl of food beneath my mouth, and then, when I couldn’t strain my mouth to reach it, he placed a stand beneath it to lift it up to my mouth.

So, this was how I was supposed to eat. No hands, like an animal.

Still, I was starving. A wave of hunger suddenly washed over me and I let out a soft moan of pleasure at the scent of the food. It was a mush, something easy to eat without cutlery, I saw.

“This is basically a high-protein, high-fat oatmeal,” Tim said. “It’s specially designed to provide you all the nutrients you’ll need to be the perfect hucow.”

I licked my lips and mooed thank you to him. He grinned and began to undo his overalls.

“Why don’t I give you a little welcome while you eat? I don’t do this all that much with the girls—can’t be showing favorites—but since you’re new, you’re a special case.”

I brightened up at being called a special case. It felt good to be special. It felt good to be praised by all the men I met who were so impressed with how well my body produced milk or how nice it felt to fuck me.

As I began to eat, Tim dropped his overalls and stepped into my pen. He stepped over me and around me and then knelt behind me. It was awkward, because of the position I was in with my restraints, but I soon felt his cock pushing into me from behind.

I moaned softly as Tim’s cock forced its way into my sore pussy. Still, I continued to eat—I was starving, I realized. I couldn’t remember when I’d been this hungry. I devoured the food set out for me like a madwoman and I probably would have taken seconds if it had been offered to me.

Tim wasn’t quite as big as the doctor, but his cock was pretty thick and I mooed in pleasure as I felt him force his way inside of me. I was totally restrained, totally bound, and couldn’t move at all. All I could do was take his cock and whimper pathetically as he manipulated my restrained body.

I wasn’t in power. I wasn’t in control of my own body. Tim could do what he wanted to me. That thought alone, of being free for this man I had just met to use as he pleased, drove me crazy and I moaned into my oatmeal.

“You’re really enjoying that, huh?” Tim said with a smile. I couldn’t see him smiling, but I knew he was—after all, who wouldn’t smile while fucking a pretty, tied up nineteen-year-old girl? “Dr. Crown really knows how to pick them. It’s important that you enjoy being bred. That’s one of the best ways to get good milk out of you.”

I was coming to understand this. The more cum I ingested, the more engorged and swollen my breasts seemed to become. I wondered if it was reacting with the medicine Dr. Crown gave me? That would make sense, in a way, stimulating the effects of pregnancy on the body…

Pushing those thoughts away, I surrendered myself to Tim’s clumsy thrusting. I wanted to give him pleasure. He was another working stiff, like those truck drivers yesterday, like my father. If Tim worked even half as hard as my dad, then he deserved to let lose and fuck a nice, tight young pussy every now and then.

Tim reached beneath me to grip my tits. He manipulated them, groping them, milking them, squirting my cream all over the crude hay bed beneath us.

“Look how thick your cream is getting. Have you tried it yet?”

I hadn’t recently. I mooed to him, to that effect, and he gripped one of my tits hard, squeezing a stream onto the palm of his hand, and then held it up to me to lick.

Eagerly, I began to lap my own milk out of his hand.

It really did taste wonderful. It tasted like what milk should taste like—pure, raw, creamy, and indulgent. It tasted amazing. And surprisingly, it didn’t weird me out that it was warm. If anything, that only made the flavor more comforting.

What was more, my milk had a sweetness to it that almost made it seem like a dessert. I couldn’t get enough as I licked at Tim’s hand.

“Tasty, isn’t it?” he grunted as he returned to fucking me. He gripped my ass hard and that hurt a bit—but I found I liked it, this casual domination. He slapped my ass hard and chuckled. “I love the way your butt wiggles when I spank it. Do you like being spanked?”

I didn’t really know. But I didn’t mind if he did it. I wiggled my butt as much as I could, as though inviting him to keep spanking me. Tim didn’t need an invitation, though. He drew his hand back and slapped my ass cheeks hard as he continued to pound into me.

Now, my soft moos of pleasure were matching his thrusts as he pounded into me. God, but it felt good to be bred. I could only imagine how good it was going to feel when I had my first bull…

“You’re something else, Marissa. I wish my wife fucked half as good as you!”

That only filled me with more pleasure. I tightened my muscles, trying to milk his cock just as he milked my tits, and that seemed to push him over the edge. Tim thrust hard into me one more time, let out a triumphant moan, and I felt a flush of hot cum fill me. I closed my eyes in pleasure as he poured his seed into me, filling me deep. God, but it felt wonderful—it felt so wonderful. I just couldn’t get enough of it.

He kept thrusting into my sloppy wet hole as he finished, as though trying to prolong the pleasure. Finally, he slid his cock out of me with a pleased sigh.

“That was pretty fantastic, Marissa.”

I had fun too, I mooed. I really love being bred!

“Glad to hear it. I’ll make sure I breed you lots.”

Can any man on the farm breed me, I mooed.

“Sure can. That’s mostly us workers, the bulls—I mean, we call them bulls, but their actual title is Insemination Associate, just like yours is probably something like Junior Dairy Production Intern.” I actually hadn’t known that—it must have been in the contract I signed, but I barely remembered the details, though I did remember filling out information for my health insurance and tax withholding.

Tim cleaned up my breakfast bowl and then he bathed me. Much like Dr. Crown, he sprayed me down with the hose, and then used a rag to dry me off. He paid special attention to my asshole and pussy, cleaning out the excess cum carefully.

“Here, extra nutrition for you,” he said, and stuffed the cum-soaked rag into my mouth. Now, I was tasting cum for the first time. I hadn’t tasted Dr. Crown’s because he’d literally shot it down my throat. But I was dreadfully curious about what it tasted like. I suckled at the rag, trying to pull as much cum out as I could.

Cum, I discovered, was a bit bitter and salty. It wasn’t as strongly flavored as I expected, but nonetheless, I enjoyed it. I suckled at the rag as Tim finished cleaning me up. Then, he patted me affectionately, and leaned down to kiss my forehed.

I wish he’d given me a real kiss. I found I was craving a real kiss. I wanted Tim to kiss me like real girl, but I knew I was a hucow—hucows probably don’t get kissed as much like that. After all, you wouldn’t kiss a real cow like a girl, with tongue and everything, on the mouth, would you?

I found myself blushing at my girlish desires. Well, it couldn’t be helped. I nuzzled at Tim affectionately, mooing softly as he gently stroked my tits.

“The bulls will come by next,” he informed me. “So you’d better get ready for that.”

I looked up at him with wide eyes.

“Your first breeding by bull might be a bit scary, but they’re trained to never give you more than you can take.”

I mooed softly, half in excitement, half nervously.

“You’ll be absolutely fine. If you’ve gotten this far, you can definitely take a real breeding by bull.”

I nodded. I had to have faith in myself that I could take whatever was coming my way.

Before he left, Tim rolled me onto my side. This was a bit more comfortable than being on my belly, and took pressure off my engorged, swollen breasts. He produced two small vials and placed the first beneath one of my nipples.

“I’ve just got to take samples from your udders for the boys back at the lab. They’ll be keeping track of your milk production and content the whole time you’re here. Once your milk reaches commercial grade, that’s when the fun really starts.”

What do you mean, I mooed.

“That’s when you’ll be attached to one of the industrial grade milkers. Like this one—” He pointed to the machine that Dr. Crown had detached. “But even more intense. It can really suck you dry.” And here, he chuckled good-naturedly at his joke. “You know what I mean.”

I must have looked frightened at this thought because Tim quickly began to comfort me, patting my head.

“Don’t worry—you’ll be able to take that too! All of this preparation is to get your body to a place where you can produce as much commercial grade milk as a real dairy cow, and still stay healthy. You’re going to feel the best you’ve ever felt.”

I had to trust him. And I did. I remained mostly silent as he milked me, watching how he did it: he took my swollen breasts in his hands, firmly, and began to tug and pump them. It felt nothing short of amazing. I began to moan as he did it. I was getting more turned on by this than I expected!

“I’m using a real dairy man’s technique to get the deep milk, from way down deep in your udders,” Tim explained. And, indeed, it really felt like he was milking me deep, forcing the milk from deep within my body. I felt so beautiful, so feminine, lying there with my tits in his hands as he squeezed thick, rich cream into the vials.

I wanted to touch myself, but I couldn’t—my hands were still bound. Still, it felt so good, I realized I was getting close to orgasm. I blushed. I felt so embarrassed to be getting off on this, but I couldn’t help myself—it all felt too good!

“It’s okay to cum,” Tim said with a wink. “Most of our girls cum during these milkings. I consider it a compliment if you do, actually.”

It feels so good, I mooed. I think I’m gonna’… I’m gonna… Moooooo!

My body shook uncontrollably, but somehow, Tim kept me steady as I came, squeezing the last bit of my precious milk into the vials as I trembled. He sealed up the vials and patted my head.

“You did great, Marissa. And it seems like you really enjoyed yourself too.”

He reached between my legs, patting my swollen pussy. I was dripping again, and here he’d just cleaned me up!

“The bulls will be by any minute, so it’s good you got your hole ready for them. Just remember to try and relax and breathe.”

I nodded. I mooed goodbye to him and settled back in my pen, resting from my orgasm.

I must have dozed off, because I awoke to a chorus of loud, hungry moos as the barn doors opened once more.

Was it lunch time?

No.

I knew exactly what it was. I knew why the other hucows were mooing and moaning in ecstatic anticipation.

The bulls were here to breed us.

To be continued in Part 3 of Milky Meadows Hucow Farm! Make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with all the creamy action!
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