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Prologue


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

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

I want to be better. Really, I do.

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

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

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

To read about the time when I met the group of guests who’ve come to the farm to enjoy my creamy, milky delights, make sure you check out the fourth and fifth chapters of my story. And while you’re at it, you can read all about the kinky adventures of the other girls on the hucow farm too!


Chapter 1


I’d heard rumors for weeks about a new crop of bulls starting on the farm, but it was a while before I actually met them. First, the bulls who came by my pen would tell me about them, chuckling as I knelt before them and offered them my hucow holes.

“Excited about the new bulls, Caitlyn?”

“I didn’t know we were getting new bulls!” I mooed. Now that I wasn’t seeing outside guests, I didn’t have to exert the effort to speak like a human. All the bulls could understand my moos. It felt right somehow, mooing for them. I felt much more like myself in a way. It might be something hard for someone who isn’t a hucow to understand, but once you’ve experienced the hucow lifestyle—giving yourself over to producing milk, to pleasuring anyone who needs it, to being productive in that way—you can’t really go back. Or, rather, I COULD go back.

But did I want to? Did I want to go back to a world of deadlines and early mornings and awkward first dates and bad sex? Hell. No.

Who would? Seriously!

“I guess you don’t check your company email very often, being out here,” one of the bulls, Rodrigo, said as he spread my ass cheeks. His partner for the day, Anthony, slid his cock into my mouth and I sighed happily as I felt it slip past my lips and ease down my throat. Ah, that was better. I was being useful!

Rodrigo pressed himself against my creamy pussy and I gasped in delight when I felt him enter me. I closed my eyes, utterly blissed out by the sensation of being caught between two massive, throbbing bull cocks. Feeling two men, who may as well have been romance novel cover models, pump into me, feeling them worship my body with their hard cocks—well, there was no comparison.

I whimpered appreciatively as Rodrigo grasped my breasts and squeezed. My udders graciously yielded up a thick, creamy stream of rich milk. I had finally reached the minimum quality threshold for having my milk sold in stores and Dr. Crowne was eager to have my milk mixed in with the other milk produced by the girls on the farm. Soon, it would be on store shelves across the country. I was pretty dang proud, to say the least.

But that meant that my udders were producing even more milk than ever before and needed to be relieved of that pressure on the regular. I grunted as they used me, breeding me, their cocks sliding into me as both of my nipples squirted milk onto the straw beneath me.

“The new bulls have just been inducted, so they should be starting this week,” Anthony said. “They might be nervous so go easy on them.”

Go easy on them? They were the ones who should go easy on me! But I understood what they meant. Us hucows, we tend to get… pretty insatiable. And when we really like a bull, we often want him to breed us more than he really should. The bulls need to spread out their cum—their creamy gifts, their seed, as we think of it. They really shouldn’t be breeding a single hucow more than once a day but… Well…

There are always exceptions to that rule. I’m sure we, the hucows, we’d all had the experience of begging our favorites to breed us more and more, and the bulls were only human. Who would be able to resist a young, busty hucow, begging for your seed, like an animal in heat? Only a robot, and the bulls were chosen specifically because they weren’t robots—because they were empathetic and caring with the hucows in addition to being able to perform truly heroic feats of copulation.

It was what made the farm special, and what made it a place that us hucows, the girls, wanted to stay at. I couldn’t imagine leaving this place now, and going back to the uncaring outside world—not when I could enjoy the cocks sliding into my eager holes, taste the hungry neediness on Anthony’s veiny, throbbing member as I brought him closer and closer to his climax. Not when I could enjoy gorgeous, well-built men worshipping my body every single day!

Suddenly, my train of thought was derailed by the feeling of Anthony’s cock starting to spasm in my mouth. My gag reflex had long since fallen away, cultivated out of me by the medications Dr. Crowne gave me on the farm. I knew that wasn’t exactly an intentional effect of the medications that had transformed me into a hucow, causing me to lactate so heavily, but it was a very much appreciated side effect. I closed my eyes in bliss as cum began to flood my throat.

The taste was divine. I was really starting to appreciate the differences in the ways the bulls tasted. Some of them were creamier, others were salty. The flavor differences were very subtle, and it could be difficult to discern the differences and nuances when the cum was being shot directly down my throat, but I was usually able to swish some around in my mouth and really savor their individual loads.

I remember girls in college hating when guys came in their mouths. Girls were divided about whether it was better to have a guy cum in your mouth or on your face or tits or something like that. If he came in your mouth, you’d have to taste him, but at least that way, you wouldn’t have to clean up later. And if you were giving a blowjob in between class in a closet or in a bathroom stall or something like that, you might not have a chance to wash your face or clean up, so it just made sense to swallow and dispose of the evidence. I’d always been the kind of girl who swallowed, but I never really thought much about it before. Now, I really loved it, and I looked forward to swallowing every load I could.

Rodrigo’s hands on my breasts milking me, and his cock inside me kept me moaning and gasping as he rode me. My mouth hung open and I felt cum starting to drip out of my mouth, down my lips and my chin, and I looked up to Anthony, who smiled down at me, his face angelic, almost like a carved cherub on a renaissance church.

“Don’t waste any of it, Caitlyn,” he said gently, as he gathered the cum that was dripping down my chin onto his finger and let me suckle it. I swallowed the cum, graciously, and mooed and moaned.

Meanwhile, Rodrigo had finally hit his limit. With a gasp, he ploughed hard into me one final time, and I felt his cock starting to erupt. I gasped in pleasure, almost trembling with delight as he filled me—it was a wonderful feeling, being used and bred like this, and I wouldn’t trade it for the world.

When Rodrigo finally slid out of my pussy, I let out a sigh. My body felt strangely… empty now. It was kind of sad not having a cock inside of me, even though I knew it wouldn’t be long before I’d have more.

“Good night, Caitlyn. Get some rest—you’ll need to show the new bulls a thing or two in the morning!” Anthony said and patted my head. Rodrigo leaned down to kiss my forehead and I mooed softly, happily.

I liked the affection. I liked how much the bulls liked me.

And I liked that they were looking out for each other. In the morning, I would meet the new bulls, and show them a thing or two, yes, I would—I’d show them everything they needed to do to breed me.


Chapter 2


Light streamed into my pen from the barn windows. It was a surprisingly chilly morning. It was still summer, but it was one of those mornings that reminds you that fall isn’t far away. One of those mornings that reminds you of Halloween, and back to school, and Thanksgiving, and watching football games—I remember the last time I experienced all of that, in college. When I was losing my mind, becoming a slut, ceasing to care about school and stuff like that—so much did I devote myself to the pursuit of pleasure.

I was a bit ashamed of how I’d acted, but I couldn’t help myself. I saw now, or had come to see, during my hours of reflection in between all of my breedings, that my reaction to college had been a result of all my pent up stress from high school. I’d felt all that pressure placed on me to succeed and when I arrived on my college campus, and suddenly had more freedom… Well, it all exploded.

I didn’t regret who I was, what I’d done, because in the end, it’d had led me to the farm, and I knew that this was where I was meant to be. This was where I wanted to be.

But gosh, it was chilly this morning! I pulled my blanket close, still curled up on my pile of hay in the pens. Sometimes, I wondered why the farm leaned so hard into the cow aesthetic. I understood milking us, and the terminology of bulls and hucows—all that made sense to me. But why did I live in a barn, in a pen? I had heard someone offhandedly reference the idea that the environment made the milk better, which I supposed was possible… If you get it into your head that you’re in a barn, and you’re a cow, maybe that has a psychosomatic effect on your hormones?

I had no idea. That was, quite literally, above my paygrade as a summer intern. I was just here to make milk and get bred.

And I was about to do that. I heard voices at the end of the barn, and some nervous laughter.

The new bulls? Could it be? My ears perked up.

I wondered what they would be like.

I hoped they’d come to me soon. My breasts were heavy and swollen with milk and I desperately needed to be emptied. What’s more, my pussy was dripping already. Every morning when I awoke, I’d be dripping wet, and I often found myself starting to touch myself, starting to tease my pussy, knowing that I’d be getting myself ready for the day to come.

Today was a day like that. I sighed as I found my fingers slipping down to my wet slit, and whimpered, closing my eyes as I relived the breedings I’d experienced only a day earlier—the delicious loads I’d already taken in my holes. My fingers glided over my swollen pussy lips and I let out a soft shriek of joy and pleasure as I brought myself to orgasm.

Meanwhile, the fingers of my other hand found their way between my butt cheeks, finding my other tight hole. I’d become so used to receiving anal breedings, that anal sex had become something I needed practically as much as vaginal sex. It’s difficult to explain to someone who isn’t taking an ass breeding every single day, but it’s even more intense and just as pleasurable as having my pussy and womb filled with cum.

And it made me feel even dirtier and more excited—truly, hard to explain how hot it was, and how much I wanted more and more.

Suddenly, my pen opened. I realized I was on my hands and knees, with my ass up in the air, and my thighs spread. A pretty incriminating position if there ever was one.

I glanced over my shoulder to see a young man standing there. He couldn’t have been more than nineteen or twenty, my age, and he had a beautiful, almost feminine face—but you’d never mistake his body for being feminine. He was tall and lean, with a swimmer’s build, and a shock of blonde pubic hair over his swelling cock.

“Um, hi,” he started off, and I could tell he was nervous. “I’m Ryan—one of the new bulls. I’m going to breed you now.”

I bit my lip and mooed eagerly.

“It’s nice to meet you, Ryan,” I said. He hesitated for a second and then stepped into my pen.

“Um, I didn’t quite catch that. Sorry, I don’t understand all the moos yet. I’m still learning.”

I swallowed hard and forced my voice to sound like a human’s.

“It’s nice to meet you, Ryan,” I said, as sweetly as I could. I wiggled my butt for him and over my shoulder, I saw his eyes light up. I guess the prospect of all these girls excited to be bred was still new for him.

“Um, which hole should I use?”

“It’s up to you,” I said, still making sure I spoke human, English words. “You can use any of my holes. Whatever sounds nice to you.”

“Even… your butt?”

I smirked.

“Have you ever given it to a girl in the butt?”

“Not… Not yet…”

“Then I think I should be your first. I’d be honored, Ryan, if you would breed my ass.”

Ryan was more than happy to oblige. He knelt behind me and I sighed as I felt his cock slide over my pussy and then between my ass cheeks. It pressed against my asshole and almost immediately, my hole began to lubricate. That, too, was a side effect from the medications that had helped me develop into a hucow. Supposedly an unintended side effect, but I wasn’t so sure about that…

“Is it wet enough?” Ryan asked. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Spit on it,” I told him. “My anus will lubricate after a few thrusts but you can get me started that way.”

“O-okay…”

Ryan cleared his throat and I felt a dollop of spit dance onto my asshole. That felt good. Then another and another. He pressed his fingers against my butt and I found myself grinning as they slid into my increasingly moist and slick asshole with ease.

“See? My butt is ready for you now.”

“It’s still so tight… Wow… And so pink…” he whispered. “It’s way tighter than a pussy.” I gasped when I felt his fingers slide into my pussy. I guess he wanted to compare. My butt clenched around his fingers as he pressed them in and I groaned in pleasure. My butt had grown used to the regular breedings, but it was still an exciting experience every time I was stretched open.

“Okay… Here I go. Is that okay, Caitlyn?”

I mooed happily.

“Fuck me!”

He seemed to understand that exclamation. Carefully leaning forward, I felt his cock press against my butthole and start to push forward. He was big—big enough to really stretch me and split me open. I felt my body growing hot and needy as he pushed forward, his tool starting to stretch my muscles. The pleasant ache of being penetrated returned and I closed my eyes, really savoring the feeling.

“Wow…” Ryan murmured. “It’s… it’s so hard to get it inside… Am I doing it right…”

“Keep pushing,” I murmured, and I groaned as he did so. Suddenly, I felt the delicious pop as his cock made it past my tight ring of muscles and exploded into my guts, into my chamber. I arched my back, stretched and impaled around his cock as he pumped into me, pushing further and further.

I was breathing deeply now, trying to force my muscles to relax. I needed them to relax—he was so big, I needed to keep my body as relaxed as possible in order to take it.

But I felt his hands running over me, his nails scratching my back as he dug his cock into me, and I let out a shriek of pleasure, tightening up around his cock.

“Fuck! Fuck me, Ryan!” I mooed. Poor Ryan—all he heard was a long series of desperate moos. His hands went for my udders, which swung with each thrust of his cock. I groaned appreciatively—I hadn’t realized how badly they needed to be milked but now, a steady stream of milk was gushing out of each as he drove his shaft into my ass. My swollen breasts desperately needed this—I desperately needed this.

I loved the way he moaned and grunted. I was so happy to be training him as a new bull—even though he was dominating me, I felt like I was in control in a way, guiding him as he fucked me. Teaching me to take my ass.

“Harder, harder!” I half-mooed, half-spoke. “My ass can take it, so don’t let up. I need your cum! I need your gift, Ryan!”

“Yes!” he moaned. “This is incredible! Being a bull is awesome!”

A big smile grew over my face.

I loved that he was having so much fun with me. I loved that I was the one to give him so much pleasure, to make this such a special experience for him. Even though my ass was sore, even though I was aching, I wanted him to enjoy this as much as he could. I wanted him to breed me, to claim me, to make me his, if only for a short period of time.

I felt his cock starting to twitch.

“Don’t cum yet,” I moaned. “See if you can hold off. I need a big load—a big load to breed my ass!” I moaned.

Ryan grunted, struggling, and then I felt it—the first spurt of delicious cum fired into my ass as he kept fucking me. Oh well—this was still pretty great. He continued to smash his cock into me, even as it jerked and twitched and exploded inside of me. The feeling was delectable and I groaned happily, taking all of his cum. I felt so full and satisfied.

But he didn’t stop there.

I thought he might move on to the next girl.

He paused on top of me, and I felt his sweaty body resting against mine, his panting. It felt so wonderful to be beneath him, to feel his fingers stroking my nipples and teasing them, pulling at them as I savored the feeling of his cock inside of me.

He wasn’t getting soft though.

He wasn’t getting flaccid.

He was still hard. And he began to move again. Began to thrust into me again and again. It was slow as first, but then he propped himself up on my back, gripping my hips, and soon, my udders were swinging again as he fucked my ass.

“Yes!” I cried. “Yes, that’s it! Breed my ass again, Ryan!” Soon, my words dissolved into moos. It was too hard to make myself speak like a human, and I knew that he would understand the sentiment anyway, even if he didn’t understand the exact words.

And judging from how he began to fuck me harder and harder, he understood exactly. I groaned and squealed as his cock slipped in and out of my ass. He was pulling back, pulling it all the way out before driving it hard back into me, forcing me to lurch forward each time he pumped me. It was incredible—he’d burn himself out if he fucked all the girls this hard but I sure didn’t mind having him do it to me like this!

I felt his cock squishing against the cum already in my ass, and god, that felt amazing. It felt like he was stirring up my insides, building his cum into a hot froth that seeped into my body and made me even more of a hucow—if that makes sense. I shuddered and gasped each time he pounded it into me, and soon, I wondered if he would cum again.

“Give it to me, Ryan!” I moaned. His hands soon found my pussy and he began to stroke my slit, began to slide his fingers into me and before I knew what was happening, an orgasm had snuck up on me. I shrieked and mooed and threw my head back, my hair going everywhere as I wailed. My holes spasmed around his cock, milking him, and I felt his cum dripping down my thighs as my own juices all but gushed out of my messy pussy.

And then—his cock began to fire once more. Stream after stream of hot cum filled me and I sighed in bliss, closing my eyes. I was practically sobbing, taking gasping breaths as his cum filled me. It felt wonderful, shockingly good, even better than the first time. My ass was so sensitive, and it felt so wonderful to be filled with cum—it felt like I was being useful, like I was serving the bulls with my body.

Indeed, I was—as I had been all summer.

But Ryan wasn’t finished. I felt him start to thrust again only moments after he’d finished.

“Again?” I gasped, practically screaming as my aching ass devoured his cock once more.

“Again,” he told me, and I heard a smirk in his voice. He was more confident now, and I loved that. He gripped me hard, and I gasped when I felt his hands in my hair, pulling my head back hard and making me arch my back, thrusting my udders forward. I couldn’t believe how hard he was fucking me—or how long!

“I’m one of the newest cohort of bulls,” he informed me. “Dr. Crowne revamped our medication, so we can perform more readily. We basically don’t have a refractory period anymore, and our balls produce more cum than we know what to do with.”

As he told me this, he was pounding my ass, and I punctuated each sentence with a soft whine of pain and pleasure. My ass was really starting to get sore from the relentless, rough pounding but also, I desperately didn’t want this to end. I was loving ever second. I smelled like cum and sweat and milk, and I loved it.

The Caitlyn of only a few months ago wouldn’t recognize me now. Sure, I was still the insatiable girl I was back then—still hungry for sex and hedonistic to the core—but I was owning it now, and taking it in a way I’d never done before.

And, of course, I was mooing and dripping milk.

Soon, I felt Ryan’s cock start to spasm once more and then, finally, he exploded in me yet again. Amazingly, his load was even bigger than the last two, or so it felt to me. I found myself whimpering, my arms collapsing as I felt his seed dripping down my thighs, my hole overflowing.

“That’s a good cow,” he grunted, and slid out of me, finally. My ass seemed to close in relief at the sudden emptiness, but all the same, it felt a little lonely now. Maybe he sensed that—he gave my ass a nice, hard slap and I yelped appreciatively. It felt good. It felt really fucking good.

“Thanks,” I mooed to Ryan as he patted my butt. I collapsed into my bed of hay with a happy sigh. My ass was aching, but I felt accomplished—like I’d really done something great.


Chapter 3


The rest of my day passed without incident, and I drifted off to sleep in my pen without another thought, having been filled and bred and milked—everything a hucow needed after a long day on the farm.

Imagine my surprise, then, when I was roughly jerked out of my slumber later that night.

I let out a soft moo which was met with a shhh.

In the moonlight, I saw Ryan, and he was grasping the leash around my collar, and pulling, starting to lead me towards the door of my pen. I obeyed him, following, without a second thought.

“What’s going on?” I mooed. There were two other bulls waiting outside the pen, making for three in total. They were both handsome, tall, blonde, and young—just like Ryan.

“These are my friends, Ken and Ron,” Ryan whispered. “We’re taking you out for the night. Dr. Crowne said that since we need to empty our balls so many times a day, we shouldn’t be shy about getting the hucows we want to breed.”

That sounded reasonable to me.

“And you were the most fun hucow I had today,” Ryan confessed, and I realized he was blushing. I blushed too and giggled. I really got off on praise, so I wasn’t about to refuse these young bulls who’d come to use me in the middle of the night. “So I told the other guys about you and we all agreed we had to try you out.”

The other young bulls nodded, grinning at me.

“The other hucows were great too but Ryan couldn’t stop talking about how much fun it was to fuck your butt so… Well, we were hoping we could breed you too.”

“Of course,” I said, making an attempt to keep from mooing. “I’m free for all the bulls on the farm to use.”

With that, they led me from the barn outside. It was cool outside, but the moon was bright and the stars blanketed the sky, causing me to gasp in amazement. How had I never noticed how well you could see the stars from the farm? It was truly a magnificent sight to behold.

The boys led me to a picnic table in a field, the kind of place you could only imagine innocent things occurring—a family picnic, a neighborhood cookout, but not a group orgy with a lactating hyper-slut.

But that was exactly what was about to occur. I hopped up on the table and before I could say anything, Ken and Ron each took one of my breasts, start to suckle my nipples. I felt my eyes flutter closed in pleasure.

“I just can’t get enough of these girls’ milk,” Ken murmured in between suckling my swollen teat.

“Right?” Ron exclaimed. “She just tastes so damned good.”

Wow! They really loved my milk—that made me feel incredibly special. Wanted. Desired. It made me feel hot.

I couldn’t imagine what other girls did when they weren’t having their nipples suckled by two handsome young muscular men at once. My breasts had grown and swollen so much over the course of my hucow treatment, I was sure that none of the bras I owned would still fit. My breasts would overflow the cups easily if I even tried to put them back on, and I doubted I could even get them hooked correctly—they’d simply grown way too much over the last few weeks and months.

But now, I was experiencing the benefits of that growth. Warm, wet mouths that descended upon my nipples, suckling and worshipping them. I felt my milk seeping into their mouths, Ken and Ron, and by the blissful looks on their faces, they were loving ever single drop of my nourish nectar.

I began to lay back onto the picnic table, letting the bulls on either side of me continue to suckle as they worked me over. Ken and Ron gripped my tits now, groping hard, starting to really milk. I recognized the technique, the pumping motion, as one that the hucow farm taught and I closed my eyes in bliss, my own bliss, aching with joy as I felt my breasts begin to empty into their hungry mouths.

Meanwhile, Ryan was between my legs. He spread my thighs and I gasped when I felt his mouth descending onto my hungry flesh. It’s not that I never got eaten out on the farm—it’s just that I tended to be bred a whole lot more. Getting eaten out felt… Somehow special. And when I felt his tongue sliding along that crevasse between my thigh and my crotch, on one side of my pussy and then the other, teasing the tender flesh where I was most sensitive, I let out a mooing shriek of pleasure. It was all I could do to keep from bucking beneath the boys as they suckled and licked me, worshipping my hucow body with their eager tongues.

When Ryan’s tongue sailed over my pussy lips, I actually let out a scream of delight. He started at the bottom of my slit, working his tongue inside of me, and began to guide it up and up, towards my clit. I squeezed my eyes shut, whimpering and gasping. It felt amazing—his tongue seemed just a little bit longer than usual, and so he was able to dart it inside my slit, inside my hole, pressing inside and exploring my juicy, creamy hole.

That evening before going to sleep, I’d had more holes hosed down, to prevent any infections—the farm was getting more strict about hucows emptying out their holes after breeding, to prevent UTIs. It was a delicate balance, because on the one hand, we knew that it was important to have lots of contact between internal mucous membranes and bull seed in order to absorb all of its nutrients, in order to make good milk, but on the other hand, us girls all had to stay healthy!

That’s all to say that my pussy was clean of other bulls’ cum when Ryan began to lick and suckle it, making enthusiastic slurping sounds as he lapped at my hole. Soon, he graduated from just licking my pussy lips to teasing my clit, swirling his tongue around it and then lashing it.

Now THAT was wonderful. I groaned—between the tongues and mouths sucking at my nipples and the tongue on my pussy, I was quickly losing my mind with pleasure. Before I knew it, I was cumming—squealing, mooing, groaning as my body reacted deliciously, aching hungrily for more and more pleasure, more and more attention from the bulls.

“Oh, wow, look at her cum!” Ken or Ron, I couldn’t keep them straight, said. I shuddered and shook in their hands, and they laughed triumphantly. “Look, she’s squirting!”

And so I was—a thin stream of juice erupted from my pussy and sprayed into Ryan’s mouth as he suckled me. I couldn’t remember the last time I had cum so hard—this was even better than the orgasms I had every single day while being bred.

But my pleasure wasn’t over yet, I realized.

I was bleary and almost dizzy from cumming as I saw Ryan stand, and press the tip of his cock to my sensitive, freshly orgasmed pussy. I groaned as he traced the tip over my lips, my wet, wet lips, teasing me mercilessly.

“Please, please, please!” I all but screamed. “Please put it inside of me! I need it!”

But, of course, it was coming out as moos and these new bulls didn’t quite understand the moo language us hucow girls ended up speaking.

“What do you think she wants, dude?” Ken asked.

“I dunno, man,” Ryan said, jokingly. “I think she might want a break from the breeding? Should we take her back to the pen?”

I shook my head vigorously. A break from what they were doing was the absolute last thing I wanted.

“I dunno, I think she might want you to stick it in her,” Ron said, teasingly.

“Oh, you think?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah, yeah, I do.”

“Then here goes nothing—”


Chapter 4


I let out a long, low moo of pleasure as Ryan’s huge cock split me open. He drove hard into me, pushing in deep. I’d already had him deep inside of my ass, but this was a completely different sensation. Feeling his size, his girth, stretching me open—his addictive warmth and the power of his regular, deep thrusts. It was wonderful.

“Harder, harder!” I mooed desperately. I couldn’t buck too much against him, because I was lying on the table and the other bulls were still suckling at my teats but I clenched my pussy tight around his cock, milking him as he drove into me.

Every thrust, ever pump, every moment was a work of art. I felt his throbbing cock so deep inside of me, felt his pulse through his cock, and I knew he’d breed me soon, that tonight, I would be with child. I just knew it.

I just felt it, like there was something in the air—that tonight was my night to get bred for real. And one of these bulls would do it, would put a baby in me.

I surrendered to the pleasure, sighing and gasping with each thrust as Ryan’s cock rocked in and out of my wetness. I couldn’t believe how good it felt, especially accompanied by the confidence, based on what I couldn’t say, that I would soon be with child after tonight.

“Please, please,” I mooed. “Put a baby in me!”

My body ached for it. The boys didn’t know what I was mooing, but that was okay. I knew that my body wanted it, and I knew that my body would make it happen. It was my destiny, and it felt good to fulfill that destiny. As a hucow, as a slut, as a future breeder.

“Fill me up!” I mooed as Ryan drove his cock into me. Each thrust was a squishy symphony. He slid his cock almost all the way out of me and then drove it in hard, thrusting deep into me, smashing into my cervix, and while that sounds horrible, you have to believe that I loved it—loved the feeling of being stretched and bruised inside. Of having my pussy, my womb, my body utterly dominated, molded to the big, beautiful cock buried inside of my flesh.

“Fuck, she’s so good,” Ryan groaned, and seconds later, I felt the flood of cum. The delicious, spurting warmth as his seed gushed into my needy pussy. It was everything I dreamed it would be—as soon as I felt him coating my insides, I began to cum myself, though my orgasm was much, much weaker than what Ryan had given me earlier.

Nonetheless, I still shook and squealed like a bitch in heat for the boys as they continued to touch me, continued to milk my teats and devour me.

Finally, Ryan slid his still hard cock out of my body. Of course, I remembered. No refractory period. But instead of slamming it back into me, he came around to the side of the picnic table, knelt on the bench, and placed his cock and balls on the table next to my face. Gently, he turned my head to face his cock.

“Suck,” he ordered.

A thrill went through my body and I obeyed.


Chapter 5


His cock was fragrant with the scent of my pussy and the scent of his cum mixed together. It was a heady, intoxicating mix and I all but whimpered in the moment before leaning forward to kiss and suck his sloppy cock. He was dripping with our juices, glazed with cum and with my hucow pussy juice, and you could be forgiven for thinking that his cock was covered in milk. In a way, he was covered—in cream—of a sort.

I suckled at the head of his cock gently, savoring the taste of him, running my tongue around the swollen cockhead and beneath the ridge of his cock. I loved the meaty texture of his cock, the feeling of something very hard encased in addictively soft flesh. Ryan let out a happy sigh and grunt, taking my head into his hand and pushing his cock forward into my mouth, into my face. I was blissed out, hunger for his taste, hungry to feel his cum flooding my throat.

Meanwhile, Ken had risen from his spot beside my breasts. Ron took over suckling my nipples and milking my other teat, continuing to relieve the pressure on my breasts by squeezing out my delicious, creamy goodness, causing it to dribble and erupt all over my body. I felt covered—in cum, in sweat, and especially, in milk.

Now, Ken took his spot between my legs. He placed my calves on his shoulders, doubling me up, and I grunted in bliss as I felt his cock slide easily inside of me. I was so wet—absolutely dripping from Ryan’s fucking, and filled with his cum still—and Ken was able to impale me with a single stroke. Now, he began rocking his hips into me, bucking against me and skewering me like a piece of meat.

All the while, I continued to suckle at the cock in my mouth, but it soon became clear Ryan wanted something more. He grasped my face and began to thrust into my mouth, his cock colliding with the back of my throat. In another life, this would have made me gag, but now, it was just pleasurable—I loved the feeling of his cock sliding down my throat, catching on the bend, and making its way further into my body. Ryan moaned happily as he fucked my throat, and Ken groaned equally as happily as his cock tore in and out of my pussy.

But Ron was really keeping me grounded, suckling at my nipples as the other two fucked my holes. He would switch from swollen nipple to swollen nipple, and I swear, the boys had gotten a truly prodigious amount of milk out of me that night—way more than I ever realized I was producing. It often simply went into a machine, and so I didn’t always see how much my body really made. I was filled with pride at the realization of how productive a hucow I had become.

“Shit, her pussy is incredible,” Ken groaned, thrusting harder and harder into me. I could tell he was loving it, and so was I, but I was too sore and weak now to cum. All that remained for me was to let the boys use me as hard as they wanted. A cock was pounding into my mouth and another into my pussy, and that was all I needed in the world.

Suddenly, I felt Ken’s cock start to sputter, and stream after stream of hot seed began to flood my hole. I let out a happy sigh—perhaps he would end up being the father of my child. I wondered who it would be in the end—I knew Dr. Crowne would let me know, but I wondered if these bulls knew now that one of them would get me pregnant. That I was feeling more fertile than I had ever felt before, and that here, beneath the moon on this star lit night, they were fucking a baby into my fertile belly.


Chapter 6


Now, it was Ron’s turn on my pussy. I smiled weakly as he spread my thighs and forced himself inside, pumping hard into me. I gasped, whimpering. I was tired, exhausted from all the hard fucking, but I wanted to make my bulls feel good. Wanted to please and pleasure their cocks. Ryan continued to plunge himself into my mouth and Ken went back to milking my nipples.

“Hey,” Ron said suddenly, grunting in between thrusts. “There are three of us—and she has three holes so…”

My eyes widened in excitement and, if I’m being honest, a bit of fear. But I was going to be brave. I had taken it in all of my holes before, of course—what did it matter if it was all at once?

For the time being, Ron slid out of my pussy and I found myself whimpering sadly. Cum dribbled out of my sloppy, swollen hole as I got to my feet unsteadily. I was weak from all the fucking and like all hucows, unsteady on my feet to begin with, owing to the massive size of my swollen breasts. They ached as usual, and so did my lower back as soon as I stood up, but that’s the price of living the life I wanted to live, I supposed.

Now, Ken slid onto the table, his cock stick straight up like a flag pole. The boys directed me to sit on his lap, which I did, sort of straddling him and letting his cock slide between my ass cheeks. I gasped when I felt it touch my asshole, still sore from this morning. Fortunately, it was already wet—hucows all had self-lubricating assholes as a result of our hormones—and combined with the cum and pussy juice that had dripped down from my pussy, there was plenty of fluid to make Ken’s ascent into my guts easy as I sat down on him.

Well, maybe it was easy for him. For me, it felt like being stabbed, but in the most pleasurable way possible—I felt more and more like a piece of meat being roasted over a fire, or speared and put on a pike…

But as I put my weight down on him, I took his entire cock into my ass, sinking down all the way. I felt him absolutely buried deep inside of me, up to the hilt—or should I say down to the hilt? I rocked back and forth, trying to relax my muscles and get used to the feeling of so much powerful meat buried inside of my ass.

“How does that feel, Caitlyn?” Ken asked gently, reaching up to stroke my nipples gently as I sighed, twitching and clenching and unclenching my butt as I got myself comfortable.

“It feels good… I’m just a little sore because someone fucked my ass three times in a row this morning…” I murmured, trying to keep my words comprehensible to them. The boys all chuckled.

“What can I say?” Ryan said. “Your ass is just addictive. That’s not my fault!”

I gave him a joking pout as I began to bounce slowly on the cock in my ass, just to get the lubrication spread and around and get everything stretched out. Then, I laid back onto him, and he wrapped his arms around my belly, holding me tight as he began to thrust up and into me.

I’d always loved being on top of guys back at college, and feeling them thrust up into me, but this was even more fun and even hotter—despite being in my ass. I groaned appreciatively, taking it willingly, happily as the cock in my ass filled me.

Next, Ron slid his cock back into me—he slid in so easily, my pussy was absolutely soaked, and, of course, filled with their cum. Again, in my previous life as a college slut, I would sometimes get… you know… kind of dry after a marathon sex session, especially if condoms were involved, but now, I found that my pussy kept dripping no matter what.

I felt like a literal goddess of sex and fertility, and the bulls couldn’t resist fucking me.

Finally, Ryan pressed his cock against my mouth once more, and I took him inside again, suckling him eagerly as he began to thrust and rock his shaft into my needy throat. It was a steady ballet of fucking—all three of them pumping into me simultaneously, using my holes—it’s hard to really articulate how wonderful the feeling was, but soon I was coming and, well, I couldn’t stop. Soon, my body was just in a state of continuous orgasm, and as the boys finished and switched out, rotating between my holes, my orgasms continued to burst from my body.

To say I was sore by the time they were done would be an understatement, but my body didn’t want to stop—once the boys had had their fill, they let me crumple to the grass, shaking and shuddering, as my orgasms continued—weaker but still burning inside of my body.

After that, they led me back to the barn. I remember walking as if in a dream—I realized the sun was coming up and that we had been fucking for hours. My throat and jaw ached; my ass and pussy were throbbing and screaming; my breasts were sore from the sucking and milking.

I’d never felt better. I’d never felt like a better hucow. I was proud—I had been through a truly insane amount of fucking, and I had survived.

I was sure I could feel the beginnings of a baby inside me now. It would grow and grow, and only make my milk better. I felt like I had truly been bred after that night, that rough night—when I had completed a gauntlet of sex that would have destroyed weaker women. I found myself smiling to myself. My walk back to the barn, with cum dribbling out of my holes, out of my mouth, down my cheeks and my udders swinging with each step—it wasn’t a walk of shame. It was a victory march.

The bulls got me back into my pen just as the sun was starting to peek into the barn and it was time to start my day again.

“Caitlyn, honey, let’s hose you down!” one of the dairy workers called as they came by, stretching the hose they used to clean us all down the path running between the pens. Obediently, I offered my naked body to the chilled spray of water. My nipples hardened under the water, but the stream cooled my burning body. Then, I got down on my hands and knees and offered up my holes to be cleaned, washing the bulls’ cum from my ass and pussy.

Even though their cum was no longer inside of me, I was sure I was still receiving the nutrients from it, that their gift had done what it needed to do to improve my milk. And, of course, I was sure that their cum had taken root inside of me, that it would grow into a baby and make me pregnant before too long…
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