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Prologue


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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 1


After my successful interview, I was led out of the office building and across the farm to one of the barns I had seen on my way in. Even though I was sore from being fucked so roughly not long ago, in all my holes, I was over the moon.

A hucow—a real hucow! I was finally going to be a real hucow, just like the girl I’d seen on TV.

I couldn’t believe it.

It was everything I had ever wanted.

Well, maybe not everything I had ever wanted… my amibition to become a hucow was still young, younger than my nineteen years, but still.

My dead end life was finally turning up.

I had noticed, too, with the medication I was taking that my body and breasts were changing. Getting… bigger. Plumper. Softer. My breasts, which had been asymmetrical ever since I could remember, were not more or less the same size and no longer sagged in a way unbecoming of my youth, but sat full and proud on my chest, dripping milk at all hours of the day.

And my butt—wow! A Brazilian butt lift had nothing on the medication that Dr. Crowne gave me. My butt had grown fat and plump, curvaceous and shapely, and it jiggled and bounced when I walked.

Walking, by the way, was growing harder. Now that my boobs were so big, I struggled to walk, because my lower back ached. As I wobbled back out to the golf cart after my interview, Chad gave me a piece of advice.

“Most of the hucows here on the farm choose to crawl on all fours, because it’s easier on their backs,” he advised with a smirk. I bit my lip and nodded. He was so handsome, not the kind of guy I could ever get in my normal life, and to think he’d just been balls deep inside of me… I felt like the luckiest girl in the world.

I decided to try it and got down on my hands and knees right there in front of him, outside the office building.

My breasts hung down like full udders and I could feel cum dripping out of my pussy thanks to the hard fucking I’d just received. Not only my pussy—my stretched asshole too. I felt more exposed and vulnerable than I ever had in my life and that only made me more excited. I was getting wet—I knew the medication acted as an aphrodisiac, of course, and so anything could get me excited and horny now.

“That’s it, that’s a good girl,” Chad said affectionately, and ran his fingers through my hair, scratching my head as though I weren’t human, as though I really were an animal. I found that I loved it, even though it was quite literally dehumanizing. I loved the affectionate way he stroked my head, the way he scratched me behind the ears, and I nuzzled his hand, mooing softly and sweetly for him and looking up at him with wide, questioning eyes.

“Oh?” he asked with a smirk. “Do you need to be bred again?”

I bit my lip and nodded. He took me by the hair, leading me gently but firmly, in a dominant gesture that made me whimper and moo softly with pain and submission. I would have done whatever he wanted in that moment. His fingers in my hair, pulling me along, only made me wetter. I was sure I could smell my fragrant hole, still full of cum, growing all the wetter as he led me over to the golf cart and had me place my upper body on the floor of the cart, kneeling for him and sticking my ass up in the air.

“That’s a good girl,” he cooed, and I mooed happily at the affection, at the praise. He reached for my butt cheeks and spread them. To think I’d been a virgin till not too long ago… And now, this man I’d only just met, this man I didn’t know in the slightest, was gazing at my most precious, pinkest parts, my swollen pussy lips and the pubic hair matted in cum, his cum, the doctor’s cum—soon, I would be a vessel for more cum, for more men to use me.

I wanted it. I wanted it bad. I felt as though something had been awakened in me, something feral and hungry.

Chad slid the tip of his cock against my wetness and I let out a soft moo of passion as he forced himself inside my tight warmth, pressing deep, working himself inside and beginning to fuck me. I grunted in delight—there was no pain now, only pleasure.

I bowed my head, receiving the fucking without question, without complaint, focused on the pleasure, the feeling of belonging to Chad, the feeling of submitting as a perfect hucow.

And then, when I looked up, mooing in passion as I came closer and closer to my most delicious climax, I realized we weren’t alone. A small crowd of maybe six or seven office workers were standing around us, middle-aged men in slacks and oxford button downs, some with ties, some without. They looked like the kind of guys you’d meet at any office, anywhere in the world—normal guys, not bulls, guys who went home to their wives and girlfriends and had normal, boring sex or jerked off to porn on the computer before going to bed.

After Chad was done fucking me, I thought, as he thrust into my sore pussy, my hole making a lewd squelching noise with each thrust, they were all going to fuck me. That was the sudden, ecstatic realization. I was what Dr. Crowne had called free-use—I could be used by anyone, anywhere, any time, and I wouldn’t say no. Not that I wanted to. The idea of increasing my body count so rapidly was exciting, something I desperately wanted, no matter how vulnerable and embarrassed I felt.


Chapter 2


The office workers standing around us murmured quietly to one another, commenting on my body, and I found my cheeks flushed in desire, in embarrassment.

“Damn, she’s really something. Look at those tits,” one of them said.

“She’s really young. I’m glad Dr. Crowne is getting the young ones in. She’s got a lot of good years of milking ahead of her.”

“I bet. She’s going to get bred into oblivion before too long. Gotta’ try out those holes before they get too lose. Especially the ass.”

“Yeah, I heard she was a virgin till she came here.”

“I bet that ass is still pretty tight.”

“Hey, Chad, how tight’s the butt?”

Chad gave a jocular laugh and tossed his head back over his shoulder.

“Let’s see—”

He pressed a few fingers into my sore little asshole and I wailed, tightening hard around them and wiggling as he fingered me. My ass was definitely… looser… than it had been when I had arrived and he was able to fit his fingers in easily, but part of that was because I was so warmed up from being fucked as well.

“You’ll be able to get inside her without any prep, I bet. Her ass is starting to self-lubricate and she’s still pretty tight, even if I wrecked her a bit.” Chad grunted as he continued to slam his cock into my weeping pussy. “She’s young, so her butt won’t stay as stretched out as some of the older hucows.”

“Great,” one of the office workers murmured. I sensed, from their restraint, that there was an informal, implicit pecking order on the farm. Chad, as a bull, got first dibs on me, and the office workers wouldn’t demand that he put me in a different position so they could fuck me too. Then the others, they came next, and I wondered if there were, I don’t know, concerns about seniority among them as well? This was a world I didn’t fully understand yet, and while I was excited to learn about it, I knew I had to pace myself: my job was to get bred, not to ask too many questions.

“Her pussy is nice too,” Chad continued. “She’s still a teenager so it’s fresh and stretchy. She’s going to make a lot of great milk, I bet.” He patted my head affectionately as he leaned his weight forward, smashing his cock into my hole. I was growing sore from the rough breeding, but I didn’t dare cry out except to moo happily. “Ain’t that right, girl? You’re going to make a lot of great milk for us.”

I mooed, nodding eagerly as he slammed himself into me. I was, I was determined to.

From all the affection, all the attention, the praise and the stares of the office workers, I could feel my sore pussy getting closer and closer. I knew that I would cum soon and I was embarrassed by the prospect of all these men seeing me orgasm uncontrollably, seeing me writhe for them and wiggle around beneath Chad, my breasts gushing the milk which was being produced deep in my mammary glands and my pussy dripping with semen and girl juices, but I knew I would have to get over that embarrassment.

Nothing about me was personal or private anymore.

My genitals, my breasts, my asshole, everything, every bit of me, even my mouth and tongue and throat—it belonged to these men, to the farm. And even though I could revoke those privileges whenever I wanted to, I didn’t want to—I wanted to serve, wanted to be a good, obedient hucow.

I wanted this bad, and I wasn’t going to give up, no matter how embarrassed I got, no matter how painful or brutal the breeding became.


Chapter 3


As I began to cum, the office workers all began to clap. I blushed hard, but smiled—I was glad that they were celebrating my pleasure, and the more I tried to clamp down on my orgasm, on my reaction and my writhing and shuddering, the more intense the feelings became. I wiggled all around, pressing my hole against the bull pounding me, and soon, I felt his cock stiffening, felt his cum start to gush into me.

How had I gone so long without experiencing the joy of being bred? I should have started doing this as soon as I turned eighteen, started trying to fulfill a woman’s purpose. I wanted to be a hucow, wanted to be this most perfect evolution of a woman, and I wasn’t going to hide it from myself anymore. I loved being bred, loved being fucked and milked, and I wanted nothing more than to continue this life.

“Look at that pretty pussy,” Chad announced as he slid out of me once his orgasm had died down, his cock softening a bit as the last of his huge load filled me. He knelt next to me and, holding my ass cheeks open, reached for my pussy lips, gathering my flesh up in his hands and spreading me wide. I let out a soft whimper of pleasure and embarrassment—a cool breeze washed over my tenderized, swollen flesh, and that felt even more electric. I knew they were all gazing at my insides, from the way Chad spread me, that they could see inside of me deep—deep inside my hole, to my cervix, which Chad had just been bruising pretty ruthlessly. They could see my pink fleshy folds, see the walls of my pussy, and see Chad’s cum dripping out of me. I moaned as one of the office workers reached forward to stroke my swollen cunt.

“That’s gorgeous,” he announced. “Nice and fresh!”

“You boys have fun with her, and then take her to Barn Eight.” He slapped my ass affectionate. “Hear that? Eight is a lucky number in some cultures, Jessica.”

I tried to thank him for the breeding but it came out as a garbled moo. He still seemed to understand, however.

As Chad wandered off, the office workers descended on me. There was no other way of describing it. One of them climbed into the golf cart, sitting on the seat in front of me, and lifted my head into his lap. He unzipped his pants and revealed his cock, which was straining at his underwear. It was sweaty and not nearly as big as one of the bulls or even Dr. Crowne, but I didn’t care—as soon as I saw it, I wanted it. The medication I was on made all cocks seem glorious.

I took him in my mouth without a second thought, suckling him and swirling my tongue around the tip of his head, tasting the salty sweetness, inhaling the musky aroma of his body as I began to pleasure him. He moaned appreciatively, running his fingers through my hair as I sucked him. Even though I had only just recently learned how to suck cock, I felt like I was getting a master class—and obviously, lots and lots of experience.

Next, one of the office workers spread my butt cheeks from behind and moments later, I felt a cock invading my pussy. I was squishy and wet from being fucked so much, and from taking Chad’s substantial load into my hole, and the office worker slid in easily. I couldn’t look back to see him, since my mouth was buried in the lap of the worker in the golf cart’s seat but he was moaning and grunting like a wild animal, and started slamming into me hard. I whimpered and grunted onto the cock in my mouth, sucking faster and faster, bobbing my head. I wanted to get them off, to get everyone off, and make everyone happy. That, as far as I was concerned, was my true purpose.

Soon, the cock in my mouth exploded, flooding my mouth with salty, briny, bitter cum. I did my best to swallow it all but it was hard in this position. Somehow, I managed it, just as his cock softened and slid out of my mouth.

“God, she just about sucked my soul out of me through my dick,” the office worker I’d just fellated announced. Another office worker took his place, unzipped his pants, and presented me with another cock—a bit shorter, but thicker. I took it in my mouth without a second thought, and began to bob my head as he guided my face up and down. He was a bit rougher than the last, and forced my head down hard onto his lap, making me gag—but only from the memory of having a gag reflex. I only gagged momentarily, and then caught myself, realizing that I didn’t feel the need to gag.

Dr. Crowne had mentioned that this phantom gag reflex would likely go away in a few days, certainly within a week, considering how often I would be bred via my mouth. The more cocks I sucked, I reasoned, the faster this ghostly remnant of my gag reflex would disappear.

Meanwhile, the cock in my pussy was pounding me harder and harder, and I was doing everything I could to keep up with it, pressing back against his thrusting him. My pussy was growing numb from all the fucking, but a kind of numbness that came with a subtle achiness, like it still bore proof of how hard she had worked, how many cocks I had taken.

Soon, the cock inside of me exploded and it was replaced with another and another and another. Then, one of the office workers took my ass and that, somehow, pushed me over the edge and I began to cum again, shaking and writhing for them.

Once all the office workers had had their fill of me, they milked me into their coffee cups and said goodbye to me. One of them stayed with me and took me to Barn 8 where I was shown to my pen and, exhausted, promptly fell asleep.


Chapter 4


Now, you might think that being made to live in a pen in a barn was dehumanizing, and maybe it was, but it got me into the headspace of a cow, a human cow, and made me feel like my purpose was, truly, to take breedings and produce milk. It felt right, I had to say, felt normal and not at all unusual. It made me feel like an animal but that was essentially what I was, a human animal, naked, filled with seed from breeding, and lactating furiously.

I slept nearly twelve hours, and only woke up when some dairy workers came by to wash me. It was early in the morning and they brought a hose into my pen, made me kneel and spread my ass cheeks from behind. I mooed loudly, plaintively as the cold water filled my hole, and then gushed out, taking the remnants of the seed that I had been bred with earlier. My holes felt clean then, and so did the rest of me, even though I was shivering from the cold water, my hair wet. I curled up on the pile of hay in my pen and listened to the other girls moan and moo as they were washed. I kind of felt like they could do us the mercy of using warm water, but what did I know? I was just a hucow.

Morning came, and I heard the tell-tale, unmistakable sounds of mooing and sex, breeding, all around me. Moans, pathetic and desperate, turning into screams and shrieks, and the manly grunts of the bulls. I was scared, but also turned on—this sounded so much more intense than the breeding I had already taken. Was I going to be bred now? First thing in the morning?

The gate to my pen opened and three bulls stepped in. I bit my lip as I looked over their muscular bodies, hairless except for a small, trimmed patch of fur around their cocks. They were beautiful, like male models, with the abs of Greek gods, and faces to match.

And their cocks.

Each was as big and long as Chad, each possessed a cock more like a short sword rather than a normal part of the male anatomy. I tried not to drool, or look terrified as I gazed at them. I was imagining them deep inside of me, ripping me apart, imagining how it would feel to have one or more of those tools inside of me. It would hurt, bad—I was ridiculously sore from yesterday, and my cervix felt like it had gone fifteen rounds with Mike Tyson—but I knew it would be so, so satisfying. I knew the pain would give me purpose, would make me a better hucow, and I was more than ready to accept it as a necessary part of my training, part of my vocation.

Hucows are made to produce, are made to make milk, and we must do whatever it takes to achieve that goal. That was in the literature that Dr. Crowne had sent me before I interviewed. I hadn’t quite understood what it meant initially. Back then, I thought it was some corporate bullshit about being a team player, all the usual crap you talk about in interviews, but now, I knew what it really meant.

It meant taking giant cocks over and over again. It meant using your body to please, whether it was through creating delicious, nutritious milk for the farm to sell, or through pleasuring any cock that approached with your tight, wet holes. It meant being bred, it meant being milked, it meant doing whatever it took to be a hucow.

And right now, it meant taking these cocks, these magnificent cocks, each at least a foot long, inside my already aching holes. I couldn’t wait.

“You’re Jessica, aren’t you?” said the one in the middle, handsome with a mop of messy blonde hair. I nodded, unable to even moo. He was so. Fucking. Hot.

“We’re all bulls,” the one next to him, darker, with a good tan and black hair, along with soulful brown eyes, said. “I’m Robert and this—” he elbow the blond one in the ribs. “This is Logan.”

“I’m Roan,” the third said. He was paler than the other two, and his voice suggested origins maybe in Ireland. Considering his dark red hair and the freckles covering his body, plus the intense, Cillian Murphy-esque stare coming off his deep, piercing blue eyes, I wouldn’t be surprised if he was.

“You’re all going to breed me,” I said. It wasn’t a question, but a statement of fact.

“Sounds like Chad already put you through the ringer,” Logan said. “But we’re going to rough you up a bit more. The first week or two might be hard while you get used to taking breedings every day, Jessica, but we know you can do it.”

“We’re rooting for you, girl,” Roan said with his beautiful accent, reaching out to tousle my hair as I blushed.

“What should I do, then?” I asked softly. “Should I… get into position?”

“For the sake of efficiency,” Robert said, more to the other bulls than to me. “Let’s use position twenty-four.”

The other two nodded. I had no idea what that was but they did, and I figured that was all that mattered. I didn’t need to think, didn’t need to know what the positions were or how to use them. All I needed to do was take their cocks.

First, Logan and Robert lay on the floor of my pen, brushing some of the hay to the side. They interlocked their legs so that their cocks were right next to one another, both standing up straight and tall and proud. In an instant, I understood what was supposed to happen. These cocks, which were so close they were almost touching? I was going to slide down on them, take one in my pussy and one in my ass, at the same time.

I swallowed hard as I gazed at the position. I was going to be stretched by these huge fucking cocks, and I wanted nothing more than that.


Chapter 5


“All right, Jessica, next you’ll—”

Roan had started to speak but I smiled at him, mooing.

“I think I see what I’m supposed to do.”

“I bet you do, clever girl. Hop right on there and I’ll take care of your mouth and we’ll rotate once we’ve all shot off once.”

“Rotate?” I cried, my moo more of a wail.

“Rotate,” Logan said with a smirk. “You’re going to be bred in each hole three times.”

“Nine loads,” Robert confirmed. “That’s a good amount for a beginning hucow. Your milk production will really be jump started. Just you wait and see—in a few weeks, you’ll be dripping like any of the older girls.”

I swallowed hard and nodded.

I was scared—scared of being stretched so much that my holes ripped. I had heard of that happening, but not in relation to hucows—just in the gruesome true crime documentaries and podcasts I listened to. But still, that didn’t mean it wouldn’t happen to me…

But I told myself to be brave. I told myself I would take these huge cocks, give them a hug with my insides, and slide down them like it was nothing.

Look, even if it hurt ten times as much as I feared it would, it would still be better than working retail!

I squatted over the cocks, positioning myself carefully, letting each cock press against my tight holes. I was amazed that, despite how sore I was from the rough breedings the day before, my tightness had returned. Part of me expected my holes to gape open immediately, to being stretched out and ready for penetration, but no, I was able to balance for a second on the cocks before I began to slide down, gasping as I felt my holes spread.

My pussy, as you might imagine, was the first to open wide, and I tilted forward, my tits hanging down, as I felt the first few inches of the beautiful cock, Logan’s huge tool, enter me. I inhaled sharply, feeling him stretch me, and I took a few deep breaths, savoring the warmth, the power of his cock inside of me. His cock was throbbing, and I felt the pulse of blood heating me up from the inside. After getting washed out with the hose, they should really send a bull around to warm us hucows back up, I thought!

The cock against my asshole still wasn’t making any progress, though. Roan placed his hands on my shoulders and gently pressed down, and I felt Robert’s hands on my hips, pulling me down, and for several moments, nothing happened at all, and then I felt a strange pop, and the first inch or so of Robert’s cock—literally just the tip, and maybe not even the whole tip—entered my asshole.

I shrieked, my hole gripping his cock tight as Robert pulled me down hard, and Logan pulled as well, while Roan pushed, and in just moments, the two massive cocks inside of me had pierced me to the core, stretching me open wide and making me gape around their tools. I felt tears burning in my eyes and I looked up at Roan helplessly, my mouth dropping open.

“That’s a good girl, there,” Roan said, and took his cock in his hand, mistaking my look of desperate helplessness for an eagerness to suck him off. I whimpered as he slid his cock into my open mouth, my jaws stretching and aching. Roan grasped my hair and, gripping me tight, pulled my head forward, leaning into me and pressing his cock into my mouth. My eyes widened as I felt it hit the back of my throat and curve down, claiming my whole throat, claiming me.

I was facing triple penetration, and no matter how uncomfortable it was, I loved it. I had gone from being the kind of girl that guys wouldn’t look at twice to being impaled by three male models, three perfect cocks, having the kind of sex almost any other woman in the world would only be able to dream of.

And then, slowly, they all began to move. The bulls beneath me, the ones I rode, thrust up into me, driving their cocks into my hole, and they held me steady, giving them something to easily thrust into without me bouncing up and down too much. I moaned onto the cock in my mouth, which only made it easier for Roan to slide himself deeper inside of my open orifice, exploring my oral cavity with his cock.

“That’s just lovely,” he grunted affectionately as he worked his cock inside of my throat, thrusting and then sliding out and then thrusting again. Soon, it was a chorus of manly grunts and moans and my stifled, gagged moos and the squishing of cocks invading tight hucow girl orifices.

They worked harder and harder, fucking my throat and my pussy and ass, and I felt my body give up, go slack as they used me, mooing onto their cocks as they shattered me. I had never even imagined that this kind of intense experience would be possible. I was taking cocks in each of my major orifices, and… I was loving it.

I can’t even explain the kind of bliss and, honestly, relief that came with being completely full. I loved feeling them stretch me, feeling them open me up and destroy me. Knowing that my body was theirs completely to use and breed. My pussy and asshole spasmed around them as I came closer and closer to cumming and then, surprising me, I began to orgasm without warning, my whole body shaking, my muscles contracting and clenching and relaxing in rapid succession as I writhed on them.

Now, my pussy was extra sensitive, brutally sensitive, but this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot. I had plenty more breeding to go, and even as I began to wail louder as they thrust into me, I knew I wouldn’t get any mercy from them.

Roan was the first to cum, and his massive cock exploded in my mouth, flooding my throat with his salty, sticky cum. I swallowed as best I could, finding that my phantom gag reflex was already almost gone, probably thanks to all of the office workers I had ended up sucking off yesterday. I felt as though I was gargling his cum as I drank down his huge load, swallowing every drop that I could even as I felt it start to drip down my chin, dribble down my neck and onto my bouncing udders.

Then, Logan and Robert were cumming, and I swear, I lost my mind, feeling their cocks spasm and twitch, pumping cum deep into my holes. It was one of the most pleasurable things I had ever experienced and I found myself shrieking onto the cock in my mouth as I began to cum again, simply from the feeling of my pussy and ass being flooded with cum. The warm stickiness filled me and I sighed in bliss as I accepted their warmth into me.

But this wasn’t over. Not yet. I had taken three loads and that meant I had six more to go.


Chapter 6


I slid off the cocks below me and collapsed onto the hay, panting, while the bulls rearranged themselves. Care was taken for Robert to wash my ass off his cock and then Roan and Logan assumed the leg-interlocked positions, their cocks forming a kind of prong pointing skyward which I approached with trembling legs.

They were already hard again, I realized—they didn’t have real refractory periods like the office workers I had pleasured yesterday, I knew. They essentially could fuck continuously, and their testicles, flush with hormones, could produce enough cum to continue supplying their huge loads no matter how many times they came. In the end, it really came down to the bulls’ physical fitness, and their physical endurance.

Now, I slid down onto the cocks once more and groaned as my sensitive, stretched holes met the throbbing bull flesh once more. I opened my mouth wide, and took Robert’s cock into my mouth, allowing him to skewer my face and start to fuck me hard as he thrust into me. My eyes widened and I looked up at him helplessly, into those beautiful, dark brown eyes as he held me by my hair, gathered up into two clumps, and used them like handles to hold my head still as he thrust forward, slamming my face. I whimpered, feeling my insides stretch, my delicate areas already throbbing and aching as I rode the bulls beneath me.

I slid up and down, up and down now, really riding them—they weren’t just thrusting up into me, but now, I was squatting down onto them, taking them as deep as I could, feeling them split my insides open each time and then feeling my pathetic muscles attempt to contract weakly every time I slid off them, trying to make up for the unnaturally large intrusions that insisted on brutalizing my poor holes over and over again.

I was developing a rhythm, however. I was… kind of getting good at this, actually. I was panting, breathing through my nose as best I could as I rode them, aching for them to take me harder and harder. I fantasized about doing this all day long, about being tied up somewhere and allowing dozens, hundreds of men to use me, about providing this service to anyone who needed release. My breasts had swelled up even larger during this breeding session, something Dr. Crowne had told me would happen, and my nipples were freely leaking milk down, dripping it down onto Roan’s chest as I rode the bulls beneath me.

The smell of the bulls’ sweat and cum was intoxicating to me and I wanted more, wanted more of them, wanted to please them as much as I could. I squealed as I came, my orgasms weaker now from exhaustion, but that exhaustion nonetheless did not stop me from servicing them with my holes, from riding them harder and harder and taking as much bull cock inside of my body as I could.

“Please!” I mooed desperately onto the cock in my mouth, though of course it came out garbled, for obvious reasons. But the bulls seemed to understand and in moments, I felt a salvo of orgasms hit me, cocks erupting inside of me, and cum flooding me from every direction. My brain turned off, it felt like, and all I was, all I could imagine myself as, was a vessel for their cum, a toy for them, a tool for pleasure and nutritious milk.

I was in an orgasm-induced haze as they switched themselves once more. Taking it deep in the ass or having my pussy and jaws stretched open wide no longer hurt at all. It was all pleasure, a kind of aching, numb pleasure that came with the satisfaction of pushing my body to its limits and beyond. I wasn’t just a hucow, I was something more.

Now, sliding down onto the cocks in my ass and pussy one last time, I rode them hard, bouncing up and down, feeling my tits bounce with my motion. I groaned onto the cock in my mouth, burying my face in Logan’s delicate blonde pubic hair, inhaling deeply and smelling the scent of my sex on him from where I’d orgasmed while he’d been inside of me, from where I leaked my precious, natural girl fluids.

These were guys who never would have looked my way before, but now, they were moaning passionately as I rode them, and I sucked them, as though they’d been looking forward to fucking me their entire lives. I was proud—if only everyone could see me now, could see what a good hucow slut I was transforming into!

As I smashed myself down onto their cocks again and again, I felt my hole start to shudder with pleasure as I began to cum once more. My skin was flushed beautifully with desire and my pussy all but squirted onto the bulls below me as I finished once more.

The rest of my memory of that first gang breeding is pretty hazy, but I remember riding the bulls until they began to explode inside of me, filling my insides with their sticky cum, and I sighed in satisfaction as, finally, I slid off of them, my pussy and ass dripping with seed, swollen and aching, and my mouth drooling cum that I hadn’t been able to swallow.


Chapter 7


I was exhausted but proud of myself for making it through that rough, extended breeding and taking nine loads into my pussy. But more fun was in store for me.

As I lay there, my whole body tingling from taking so many loads, one of the bulls—Logan, I think—spread my legs and began to lavish attention on my swollen pussy, licking me as I whimpered. I was too weak to do anything, and so I just laid there, taking the pleasure, the astounding, delicate, gently pleasure as his tongue explored my folds.

I thought it was so hot that he was fine with tasting the other bulls’ cum, which was dripping out of me—I thought guys would be more sensitive about that sort of thing, but the bulls were a pretty enlightened bunch, I realized, and even though they could put me through the wringer, they were also going to reward me for my hard work.

Then, while Logan licked me, Robert and Roan took up one of my udders each and began to suckle me, drinking milk from my teats while I whimpered. The sheer ecstasy of the pleasure is hard to articulate: I had never been so worshipped, so ravished and coddled. I whimpered as my first orgasm hit but Logan just kept licking even through my weak trembling.

I felt his tongue swirling around my clit, felt my nipples dripping milk into the boys’ mouths, and I felt that I was getting my reward for being a good hucow. I sobbed in pleasure as I came again and again, shaking pathetically as the bulls brought me to orgasm over and over, and drank their fill of my creamy, nutritious milk. At one point, Robert pressed his milk covered fingers to my lips and I suckled them dry, tasting how delicious I was: my milk had taken on a kind of rich, buttery flavor, almost like a brown butter: it was growing in depth, becoming more nuanced. I understood then, for the first time, why the farm’s method really worked.

Dr. Crowne wasn’t just pushing the limits of his hucows, he was pushing the limits of what milk could be and how good, how truly delicious it could taste.

I was proud to be part of this project, part of this kinky experiment. I was proud to be a hucow and I was happy to continue offering my holes to anyone on the farm, I thought to myself as Logan’s tongue brought me to yet another leg shaking, muscle clenching, whimpering orgasm.


Chapter 8


That, in short, is how my first week went on the farm.

Each day, a trio of bulls would arrive, prepared to work me over. Sometimes, it was Logan, Robert, and Roan, sometimes Chad would fill in for one of them, sometimes one of the other bulls I got to know—a handsome, young bull named Teddy; a stern but gentle European named Sven; a passionate lover named Rodrigo.

Usually, they used that same position, position twenty-four, but I grew to know other positions that the bulls were train in. Sometimes, I would be bent over, with one bull beneath me, and another behind me, and a third off to the side or standing above the one lying beneath me, all of them thrusting into my needy holes. Sometimes, they held me in mid-air between them, fucking my mouth and either my asshole or my throbbing pussy, and sometimes, they simply took turns working over my pussy or ass or mouth.

There seemed to be a schedule I wasn’t privy to that defined when each of my holes got fucked, and often, the bulls took pictures of them.

Finally, after several days of this, I worked up the courage to ask them what the pictures were for.

“We’re sending them to Dr. Crowne, so he can keep tabs on how loose your holes are getting,” Chad explained. “We need to jump-start your lactation, of course, and get you up to production standard, but we also need to make sure your body is still functioning well and you’re safe and not doing long term damage to any of your parts.” He flicked my swollen pussy lips affectionately and I gasped. “Take your pussy. It’s designed to take a lot of punishment. It’s designed to birth a baby, obviously, so it should because to stretch and undergo a fairly brutal amount of stimulation and violation. But we still need to make sure we’re not causing any real damage to it.”

I nodded. His fingers on my pussy were making me wet, making me crave them inside once more, making me crave his cock even though he’d just bred me hard.

“Your butt on the other hand, presents some challenges and opportunities. You absorb our semen faster through the anus, faster even than through your belly after I cum down your throat, but at the same time, we obviously need to be careful about how much abuse your anus sustains.” He gave my ass an affectionate slap and I spread my ass cheeks wide, letting him take a picture of my dripping butthole for Dr. Crowne. “Fortunately, we’ve been introducing medications and hormones into the mix of cocktails you receive that should fortify the tissues of your ass a bit more. Already, you’re naturally lubricating your own ass, with juices similar to what your pussy produces, and soon, we hope, with some additional research, a hucow’s asshole will be as resilient and elastic as her vagina.”

“Wow!” I mooed, though I wished that, rather than simply explain my ass and pussy to me, he’d put them to work once more.


Chapter 9


After two weeks of daily breeding, with one full day of rest on Sundays, I was brought back to Dr. Crowne’s lab. I found the daily breedings were becoming easier and easier to take, while, conversely, it was more and more difficult to go without the breeding on Sundays. It was like I was going through withdrawals, and as a result, I was practically rabid with desire when Monday morning rolled around.

In a few short weeks, I had gone from being a virgin who’d never had sex with a man to being an insatiable slut. My body had transformed completely, and I was almost completely unrecognizable from who I was before. My acne had disappeared, my soft tummy had tightened up a bit thanks to all the physical activity from constant acrobatic fucking, and my boobs and butt only continued to grow.

“Ah, Jessica, so good to see you,” Dr. Crowne said as Chad walked me into the lab. He had me on a leash, not because I would have run away from him or anything but simply to make it easier to lead me around. “Chad, how’s she doing? You’ve got an eye for photographing her breeding parts, especially the internals.”

“She’s doing very well,” Chad announced and patted my head. “Better than any of us would have expected, especially considering how small and inexperienced she was when she came here. She’s really filled out nicely and she’s able to take some pretty hard breedings now. Isn’t that right, Jessica?”

I nodded eagerly as Dr. Crowne attached giant suction cups to my swollen nipples I was looking forward to the milking, as I knew I would be assessed to see if I was ready to have my milk sold in stores. I couldn’t wait to taste my milk as sucked out of me by this machine—it would get at the deep milk, as Dr. Crowne described it, the deep reserves of milk in my breasts that are hard to suck out just with regular squeezing and sucking.

I gasped as a needle slid into my nipple from the suction cup, delivering a potent drug that would increasing my lactation and relax my flesh, allowing more and more milk to flow freely out of my breasts. I couldn’t wait.

“And Jessica, how are you enjoying being a hucow?” Dr. Crowne asked. I beamed at him.

“I love it, sir,” I said, truthfully. “Honestly, I’ve never felt so loved, so beautiful in my whole life. I… I can’t believe how lucky I am. I love being bred everyday. I love having the bulls around me. They take care of me, and so do the dairy workers. I feel healthier and happier than I ever have in my life.” It was all true, every last word of it.

“Good, good! We love to hear that,” Dr. Crowne said. I groaned as the suction machine began, and metal arms began to massage and palpate my breasts, squeezing my udders as the suction pulled milk from my nipples. Initially, only a thin stream came out but then, to my amazement, I saw an absolute flood of milk fill the tubes attached to the machine. I watched as a jug of milk filled with my creamy deliciousness and then Dr. Crowne removed that jug and attached a new one, which I also filled. I ended up filling two and a half jugs of milk, nearly an entire gallon. My breasts felt strangely deflated afterwards, which was to be expected, and sore—but satisfied.

I maybe even had a little orgasm during the milking but I bit my lip and tried to keep from moaning. I think Dr. Crowne and Chad knew, though, because they exchanged grins, and Dr. Crowne patted my head sweetly.

“That’s a very good girl, Jessica,” he told me as my orgasm subsided, my blush spreading over my face and the rest of my body.

After I was milked, the milk was cooled slightly, to optimum drinking temperature. Dr. Crowne poured my milk into glasses and we all sampled it.

It was perfect. Incredible. Creamy and rich. My eyes widened and I put a hand to my cheek, mooing happily as I tasted my milk. It was better than I ever imagined it could be.

Dr. Crowne and Chad also seemed impressed. They exchanged surprised glances and drank deeply from their glasses, and then, without a word, Dr. Crowne filled up another glass for him and Chad. They drank those and Dr. Crowne wiped his mouth with a napkin, cleared his throat, and said: “Well, that’s quite something.”

“Is it… good?” I asked tentatively, mooing. It tasted good to me, of course, but I wasn’t a professional. Maybe there was something wrong I wasn’t noticing?

“Jessica, it is good. Not just good, but excellent. I don’t think we’ve ever had a hucow progress this fast, this well. Not only can we start adding this to our commercial hucow milk blends, I think we need to seriously consider adding you to our single source roster. How would you like that—selling jugs of your milk and only your milk?”

My eyes widened and I nodded eagerly.

“I would love that!” I said proudly. I almost couldn’t believe my luck. My hard work was all paying off!

“We’ll need to adjust your medication so you’re producing enough for a good production run,” Dr. Crowne continued. He mentioned a few more logistical details, including stuff about marketing and publicity but I didn’t really pay attention to that.

I was a real hucow now—not only taking the breedings, but soon, my milk would be available for people far and wide to sample and enjoy!


Also by Melanie Sparxx


New Life on the Hucow Farm

Put to Work on the Hucow Farm

Servicing the Bulls on the Hucow Farm

Shared on the Hucow Farm

Passed Around on the Hucow Farm

Private Show on the Hucow Farm

Fresh Meat for the Hucow Farm

Trained on the Hucow Farm

Seeded by the Bulls on the Hucow Farm

Tempting the Bulls on the Hucow Farm

Pumped on the Hucow Farm

Examined on the Hucow Farm

Testing the Bulls on the Hucow Farm

Filled on the Hucow Farm

Fertile on the Hucow Farm

New Girl on the Hucow Farm

Given to the Bulls on the Hucow Farm

Insatiable on the Hucow Farm

Free Use on the Hucow Farm

Pleasured on the Hucow Farm

Rough Night on the Hucow Farm

Knocked Up on the Hucow Farm

First Time on the Hucow Farm

Penetrated on the Hucow Farm

Bundles

Fifteen Book Bundle on the Hucow Farm


About the Author


Melanie Sparxx writes about hucows, farm life, lots of milking, ABF, engorged udders dripping with cream, gang bangs, free use, and much more. Ironically, she’s also lactose-intolerant.

If you enjoyed this story, give her a follow on Amazon so you can keep up to date with all of her exciting, kinky adventures! And she’d love it if you left a rating and a review. In fact, make sure you do that for all the indie authors you like—it really helps us out.

Follow Melanie on Amazon to keep up with all of her new stories!


Copyright


Copyright 2025 Melanie Sparxx

All Rights Reserved.

Riding the Bulls on the Hucow Farm.

Book Design by Melanie Sparxx.

Cover Image © https://depositphotos.com/portfolio-1020915

OEBPS/font_rsrcE6.ttf


cover.jpeg





OEBPS/font_rsrcE7.ttf


